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	1. Never Kissed a Girl

	 

	“Just kiss it, silly,” she said, holding the strapon cock next to his mouth with her elegant fingers, the nails wickedly pointed and gleaming black.

	 

	He tried to pull away but She held the chain leash that connected to his collar in her other beautiful hand and jerked him back towards her, laughing at his panic. His wrists were secured at his back with handcuffs, and in a kneeling position there was little he could do to resist. Oh, he was physically stronger than her, so much stronger, but he had let Her handcuff him and chain him, and now a simple tug of her slim, elegant arm was more than enough to control his position.

	 

	“Why so afraid?” She asked, with a sweet, innocent smile, enjoying the fear in his eyes. 

	 

	He had obeyed Her, weakened by Her beauty and his insides turned to mush by Her Female Authority, but he didn’t yet know what it would signify.

	 

	“I-I’m not….” he stammered.

	 

	“Not what?” She snapped, Her eyes flashing. She leaned down till their heads were only inches apart.

	 

	“I’ll say what you are, slave,” she hissed, “understood?”

	 

	He gulped, trembling all over.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	 

	“Good, ”now kiss it…”

	 

	He leaned forwards hesitantly, till his lips met the glistening, tactile surface of the strapon cock head.

	 

	“Close your eyes,” she said, “and kissssss it.”

	 

	She laughed at his pathetic attempts to obey Her and pointed down to her gleaming PVC boots.

	 

	“Worship them,” She commanded.

	 

	He bent down and kissed and licked the shiny material, groaning and mewling with pleasure, abandoning himself utterly to worshipping Her, the blissful, beautiful sense of submission to a Higher Power completely dominating every fibre of his inspired and awakened body, the energy seeming to pour down from Her Divine Form into his empty, receptive and grateful soul.

	She looked down at him approvingly, chuckling quietly.

	 

	“Good,” she said, noting his rock hard erection. “Now stop.”

	 

	He obeyed instantly.

	 

	“Straighten up.”

	 

	He did so.

	 

	“Now,” she said softly, “imagine that this cock is my boots. Worship it the same way. It’s part of me, isn’t it? And you’re my slave, so fucking worship it!”

	 

	This time, inspired by the recent bootlicking, he kissed it and licked it obediently, and now the energy flowed through it to his mouth. He groaned a little in despair as somewhere in the back of his mind he told himself he was kissing a cock, but suddenly that didn’t matter.

	 

	“Don’t you want to suck it?”she asked, giggling, noting his enthusiasm.

	 

	He took it into his mouth greedily.

	 

	“There,” she said, with satisfaction. “Now you’re officially a cocksucker.”

	 

	He groaned deep inside, a long whimpering moan of despair but he carried on adoring Her strapon. She laughed throatily, a sound full of sadistic triumph and pleasure. It was always such fun to penetrate a slave’s mouth and ass pussy with Her strapon, but it was so much more satisfying to fuck a slave’s mind with it.

	 

	She wasn’t entirely sure where She would take this one, sissy slut or full gay but one thing she knew for certain, it was going to be a total blast. She was sure that he had never kissed a girl, and now he never would. But he would be kissing plenty of cocks. And the exquisite part was that once She had made the connection in his feeble brain between cocks and pleasure, there would be no undoing it, just like there was no putting the bliss of submission to Her back in the bottle.

	She threw back her head and laughed again, pushing her strapon deeper into his mouth. Life was such fun!

	 

	 

	2. Test Bed

	 

	He looked down at the bed and drew in a breath. This was the moment of truth. 

	 

	He looked at one side of the bed, on which were laid a number of books, opened at his favourite page. Opposite them were a pair of pastel pink waist high control panties, with an embroidered front panel, the nylon/Lycra material seeming to shimmer slightly in the artificial light of his bedroom. A mauve coloured, lacy bra was laid beside them, the straps open and inviting.

	 

	He knew that no decision was in fact required. He was in no doubt as to which was the more valuable items, but he knew that he needed to prove it to himself. There was some anger in this, too. He didn’t know how it was that he had fallen into the habit of putting on whatever female underwear might be left in the linen basket when his parents and his sister were out, but it was a mean, disgusting, mindless, deeply upsetting business that he knew needed to be firmly put in its place. 

	 

	He loved his books with a deep and abiding, beautiful love. It wasn’t the sort of emotion that degraded, or diminished him, but uplifted, transformed and exalted him. The underwear by contrast turned him into a mindless, sensual, emotionless idiot, and it was high time that it was shown up in front of infinitely more beautiful and superior forms of energy that he had been blessed enough to experience and aspire to.

	 

	Normally these very different passions were entirely separate, but today they were going to compete directly together. He might read one of his favourite Bible passages, or an exquisitely beautiful story about heroic adventures against horrible evil creatures, or possibly one of the poems that never failed to inspire him.

	 

	He took off his clothes, thinking that this was only fair. Naked he would find out about himself and his inner truth, then he would dress appropriately. He looked at the underwear and felt a familiar twinge and shudder down his spine, but sat down on the bed and started reading a short story that he knew would inevitably summon all the beautiful energy that was his birthright and his greatest treasure.

	 

	And so it proved. The story worked its magic and exalted his soul, bringing that special smile to his face, and grateful tears followed as they always did and relief flooded his soul. He looked down at the bra and knickers with pity, realising to the full how paltry, sad and pathetic they actually were. He sighed, and laughed for pure joy.

	 

	Later that day, when everyone was back again, his mother went to the bin outside to throw the bag of kitchen leavings away. When she opened the lid, her nose wrinkled at the unmistakable smell of faeces. She frowned and sorted among the previously discarded black bags. One had split and as she moved it the tear got wider, allowing its contents to spill out. It looked like someone had been using pages from a book as toilet paper, print smeared with excrement and soaking with something that she surmised was probably urine. As she gently pulled the bag further open, she saw that there were many more pages, all with the same treatment. She shook her head, unable to account for it.

	 

	In his bedroom, behind the shut and wedged tight door, Damian cowered naked in one corner, his legs drawn up to his chest. He shivered and he had evidently been crying. Round his upper body was the purple bra, stretching and contracting with his fevered breathing. His groin was encased by the beautiful knickers, transforming him from crotch to waist into pink, slightly shimmering, pink perfection, He traced the smoothness of it with trembling fingers, the floral embroidery running under his continual, fascinated caresses. He whimpered slightly, like a trapped and frightened animal, but his body arched with pleasure, and his breathing came in little gasps.

	 

	On the floor lay his books with his favourite pages all brutally torn out. They could never be read again. 

	He knew that he had to take the underwear off and return them to the linen basket immediately, before their absence was noticed, but maybe he could keep them on for another minute, just another minute….

	 

	He closed his eyes against the pleasure and fullness of it, and kept weeping…

	 

	 

	3. Agony Aunt

	 

	 

	“We had priests to talk to once, god help us,” said Knighter, tipping back his coffee with a flourish, “then we had agony aunts, now we’ve got bloody HR.”

	Everyone groaned in sympathy.

	 

	“Never heard such a crock of shit,” agreed Jeff, stepping up onto his chair one foot at a time, again and again, strengthening himself for the charity run on the weekend. “They come out with all this mental health crap, as if all you’ve got to do is call a helpline and it’ll be solved.”

	 

	There’s a few nutters here that could do with ringing someone,” said Colin gruffly, to general laughter.

	 

	“I’m telling you it’s not healthy these days. They make it too complicated,” said another of the more senior members of the research and development team, “at least before we knew who was who and what was what.”

	 

	“Mate of mine reckons its a good screw,” said the cleaner, who had paused with his broom to listen in on the conversation after they had all watched the video. “You say you’ve got depression or whatever and get time off with it.”

	 

	There was a murmur of assent at this.

	 

	“It’s all such bullshit,” said Knighter, getting up to go back to the upper level offices.

	 

	Derek said nothing. He was only a temp, and he didn’t feel that he had anything to contribute.

	 

	When he got home to his little bedsit after work, he boiled a kettle. He made himself a cup of tea and opened the lid of the bin to throw in the bag. Inside was a mass of recently cut up clothing, mostly in white, straps, heavy elastic, gleaming material. He hesitated to throw the bag on top of it, instead carefully placing it in between the ripped and jagged strips of nylon, so as not to soil it. As he did so, he found that tears were welling up in his eyes.

	 

	Also in the bin was the leaflet that had been handed out during the HR Mental Health presentation earlier at work. Even though he was a temp, he had still had to attend and pretend to be interested. It was ripped in half, but the confidential number was still intact.

	 

	He picked it out carefully and sat down, still snivelling. They said that you didn’t even have to give your name if you didn’t want to.

	 

	With all the jeering contempt of his workmates ringing in his ears, he rang the number, just for someone to talk to.

	 

	“Hello,” came a female voice, sounding so professionally sincere and sympathetic that he put the phone down there and then with a shudder of despair. She sounded exactly like the sort of contractually bound professional who had a set of stock answers and refused as a sort of religious duty not to be judgmental or refer in the least to any system of inherited morality. She would just refer him on to one charity or mental health practitioner or another. Useless

	 

	Who else had Knighter mentioned? A priest? He briefly considered going down the road to the nearest church, but the thought of confessing all to a gleefully condescending vicar was more than he could stomach.

	 

	Agony Aunts didn’t really exist anymore.

	 

	He was so low in the end that he called the mental health number again.

	 

	“Hello,” came a female voice again. Tearfully, he poured out all his troubles to her, which she listened to with predictable faux sympathy and interest. She was older than the first voice. 

	 

	Once he had finally wound down to a stop, she made her reply in a gentle, mature voice.

	 

	“You want to be a musician, but you don’t have any talent. You want to be a great writer but you find that all you have any facility for is actually erotic fiction. You want to be a man but you can’t stop buying women’s clothing and wanking in it. You see yourself a free spirit wandering the ways of the world, but all your positive emotions are actually concerned with submission and service to a Dominant Female.”

	 

	She paused to let that sink in.

	 

	“We don’t really choose who we are, Derek.”

	 

	Derek frowned at this for a moment. This was hardly what he was expecting.

	 

	“Be more at peace with who you are, is my advice, rather than always struggling to become something you’re clearly not. Embrace reality, celebrate what you can do, rather than be frustrated about what you can’t.”

	 

	Derek nodded slowly.

	 

	“I was expecting you to just give me a helpline to ring and refer me on to some clinic or other.”

	 

	She chuckled at that.

	 

	“Well, very little of reality is what we expect. I actually used to be an Agony Aunt.”

	 

	“Ah! Thank you. It’s been good talking to you.”

	 

	Indeed Derek did feel better. A lot better. He went to the bin and decided he could rescue the waist high panties as they were only snipped in one place. A little bit of work with needle and thread and they were fine. He took off his male briefs with relief and wriggled happily into the elasticated, beautiful female knickers. 

	 

	Then with a gleeful smile and a sweet feeling, he reached for the scissors and snipped through his old briefs, letting them fall raggedly into the trash.

	 

	 

	 

	4. Cyber Woman

	 

	 

	Jason sat in front of his computer, his heart beating so hard that he was afraid he was going to pass out. 

	 

	It was hard to account for the intensity of his arousal. He had never been so stimulated by anything else before in his life.

	 

	He had chatted to Mistresses before online and that had been quite exciting, but nothing like this. When She had asked him whether he had ever tried remote PC control he had immediately been very turned on by the idea. It had been so easy for Her to get him to load the software onto his system and then coax him into giving her the ID and Password to enable Her to make the connection. He had sent the ID straightaway but there were a lot of warning voices in his head when She had asked for the pass code.  

	 

	However She promised that She would only show him what was possible and not do anything he didn’t want Her to do. She had a kind face and very ordinary features, and seemed more amused than rapacious by it all. He sent Her the code with a heady mixture of dread and boundless excitement.

	 

	Suddenly as he looked, a dialog box appeared and the connection went live, with the code of the remote viewer. His mouse suddenly moved on its own. He stared dumbstruck. She chuckled at his stupefied expression. It was so hot.

	 

	“Hands where i can see them,” she said, pointedly, seeing Jason working at his rock hard cock. “No wanking, pet.”

	 

	Guiltily he put them on the desk, like a naughty schoolboy. She smiled warmly. 

	 

	“I am inside your computer, how does that make you feel?”

	 

	It was impossible to describe. He searched for the right word.

	 

	“Amazing,” he whispered. It really did too. His PC was his life. Everything was there. He was wide open. Totally wide open.

	 

	She laughed again at that.

	 

	“But you can end the connection anytime you like,” She reassured him. “And after you have cut the link, the password auto generates a new code, so I won’t be able to connect again. You can delete the software and go back exactly as you were.

	 

	“Oh,” he said, relieved, but at the same time somewhat deflated. The intensity of the pleasure markedly seemed to diminish.

	 

	“I said I would just make the connection and that’s all. It’s been fun doing that.”

	 

	“Yes,” said Jason, hesitating. 

	 

	“I can do a lot more, but this is your first time.”

	 

	“What more can you do?”

	 

	She smiled and his insides turned to water at the malicious glitter that danced suddenly in her eyes.

	 

	“I can change the settings of the software so that it starts up automatically every time you boot up. I can set a permanent password that will allow me to connect anytime I want, and also prevent you from deleting or altering it.”

	 

	His prick was suddenly extremely hard again and the intensity was back.

	 

	“Oh,” he said, in a strangled voice.

	 

	“Imagine me being able to invade Your private loser world anytime I wanted….”

	 

	She seemed to have subtly shifted from kindly to cruel now and it was driving him wild.

	 

	“Yes,” he breathed, imagining it. He dropped his hands and began kneading his engorged, throbbing prick.

	 

	“HANDS!!” She snapped. He replaced them on the the desk at once, hardly having been aware he had moved them.

	 

	“Do you wear neck ties to work?” She asked, still with an edge of coldness to Her voice.

	 

	‘Y-yes…”

	 

	“Get two of them. Move!”

	 

	He went to the dresser and picked up his work ties, his jutting prick bouncing violently with his movements.

	 

	She made him tie them together, then put a slip knot in each end, again with knots hardened down into tiny balls. He knotted it round his neck at the middle at Her insistence and then passed his wrists through the slip knots. He worked the tight knots down onto his wrists, securing them firmly.

	 

	“Good,” She said, “that’s those hands out of the way. And keep your legs wide apart.” 

	 

	She saw that he had been trying to use his legs to brush against and stimulate his prick.

	 

	“Would you like me to set it so that I can come back when I want, loser? Wouldn’t you like that? Isn’t that how it SHOULD be?”

	 

	“Yes,” he breathed. 

	 

	“And don’t you want me to be in full control? Isn’t that what you need? I should be the ONLY admin account, shouldn’t I?”

	 

	He strained at his bonds and whimpered.

	 

	“Say, Mistress Chloe, I beg You to take full control of my PC.”

	 

	He writhed, trying to reach his prick, but he couldn’t.

	 

	“Say it, loser!”

	 

	He couldn’t believe that this mild, ordinary looking woman had suddenly become so dominant and demanding.

	 

	He said it, half weeping and hanging his head. It was hardly audible.

	 

	“Say it again, and louder this time,” she snapped, “and make it sound like you’re fucking grateful.”

	 

	“Please Mistress Chloe, i beg You to take full control of my PC.”

	 

	She smirked at this and went to work. It all happened in a blur. She set up an admin account and then used this to demote Jason to ‘User’. She went on to parental controls and set up a bewildering array of restrictions. Then there were several apps that he found out later were keyloggers and snoopers that recorded activity.

	 

	“There,” She said, with an evil, nickering laugh. “Now, its fucking MY PC. And you’re just a pathetic user without any rights.”

	 

	She looked at him, drinking in his confusion and despair. 

	 

	“Well what have you got to say?

	 

	“Thank You Mistress Chloe.”

	 

	With that is prick finally spasmed into orgasm and spurted his load. He managed to free his wrists and clean up the mess but it took him quite a long time. 

	 

	But by then it was too late, far too late….

	 

	 

	5. The Wild Child

	 

	 

	I just think they are so disgusting, Gavin,” said his mother, looking at her son’s tattooed skin. 

	 

	He shrugged and smiled, completely impervious to her feelings on the subject. It was true that every time he came for a visit there seemed to be more inked characters, glyphs and symbols than before on his rangy, tall frame. He was the ‘wild child’; left school early to go to one of the old colonial outposts, and he seemed to be getting more ruggedly barbaric in appearance all the time. This was despite being the CEO of quite a large company dealing in international trade which he had built up himself.

	She looked at her other son, who had stayed at home and become a senior librarian and archivist at the local University, as if to reassure herself that at least one of her children had clung to civilisation. Martin really was exactly the sort of person she approved of, with nice manners, consideration for her feelings, and a marked lack of flippancy.

	The two brothers bore their mother’s entrenched and rather old fashioned views patiently and then sat down together in the front room and caught up when she went out.

	 

	Martin, the younger and much more ordinary looking son, shorter, stooped, thoroughly English middle class, looked at the his brother’s tattoos without making it too obvious as they spoke, trying to see what they actually represented. There were stars on the back of Gavin’s hands, and at the crook of his thumb. Seemingly meaningless whorls and patterns went up both arms. There were a couple of lines of script that were no doubt inspiring quotations, and something that might have been neo-gothic on his biceps. If he asked his brother what they all meant to him, he would no doubt be told the particulars but they would probably take an hour to relate.

	 

	“How are the girls?” He asked instead.

	 

	The conversation went on rather predicable lines, with Gavin talking about his wife and daughters, then what he was growing at home in Namibia. The subject of horses came up, and then he was onto his favourite subject, his old Land Rover Defender, which was currently in bits but was undergoing some major refit and repair. 

	Martin found himself wondering if his brother had a tattoo of a Land Rover somewhere about his person.

	 

	Presently, with an undertaking to meet for dinner later that evening, Martin went back to his rented apartment. He had taken some days off work to coincide with his brother’s visit.

	 

	When he got home, he sent a message on his phone and started making a cup of tea. Before he had done so however his phone beeped as a response came through. He looked at it quickly and then went upstairs.

	 

	He undressed in the bedroom and then went naked to the small box room where he had his little office and computer set up. It wasn’t a typical office space though. It was more like a chapel. The lighting was subdued and two electric but quite convincing red candles flickered to one side. There was a small altar, with a woman’s face in photograph, beautiful but severe, looking directly out at him.

	 

	He clicked the mouse of his computer and then knelt down to wait, his legs slightly apart, hands behind his back. At his crotch, his penis hung in a small steel cage that was attached to a ring that went round his balls. Above it, his groin was smooth shaven. In that private space was the tattooed shape of chained black heart with a woman’s name etched across it.

	 

	The screen suddenly flickered into life and Martin looked down, averting his eyes. He could picture Her in every detail anyway, in his imagination, just as he could at any time of the day or night.

	 

	She looked down at his submissive posture and smirked. She loved to see him kneel in his chastity cage with Her Slave Mark so proudly and prominently displayed. He loved that Mark so much and it had made such a profound difference to his level of service to Her. He had been obedient and dutiful before, but now he was completely dedicated to Her Pleasure.

	 

	“So you got away from ‘Brother Boring, then,” she said a little testily.

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. He knew that She didn’t really like him doing anything that wasn’t directly related to Her, or at least at work focused on making cash which he also earned for Her. Neither did he like doing anything where She wasn’t the inspiration.

	He kept his eyes averted and yet still glowed with the energy and bliss of Her Presence, She seemed to radiate through his bones like a sun that only burned for him.

	Looking down, he could see the chained black heart with Her Name at his groin, and it seemed to pulse with power.

	 

	 

	6. Headache

	 

	Ian went to the cupboard in the kitchen and took two soluble paracetamol tablets. He had quite a headache, which was something he often struggled with for some unknown reason. He knew that the medicine combined with an extended, relaxing hour in the armchair would probably put him right, though it didn’t always do it. He didn’t know how this weakness came on.

	 

	He sat down with the two white circular pills fizzing away in the glass.

	 

	At that moment his phone beeped and he frowned. It was the new woman in his life, Maria, or Mistress Maria, as She liked him to call Her. Her timing wasn’t great. The text message simply said ‘Cam.’ He shook his head and texted back that he wasn’t feeling up to it and had a headache.

	The text came back with the simple word repeated again, but this time in bold print and capitals with an exclamation mark.

	 

	Bother he thought, wondering if he could just ignore it. He had been very keen on interacting with Her on webcam the previous evening but that was when he had been in the mood and the energy was flowing. He sighed. Really this was too much. However She was very beautiful and the thought of displeasing her was difficult to bear. He got to his feet and reluctantly went upstairs.

	 

	When he turned on the cam he started to explain the situation but She wasn’t listening to him.

	 

	“Get naked and put on your collar. Now!”

	 

	There was nothing for it but he had to take off all his clothes and then put on the collar that She had made him buy.

	 

	“Worship!”

	 

	Her image was infinitely worthy of worship, he thought, looking at her beautiful elfin face and the glory of her flowing blonde hair. The swell of Her breasts were just visible through the sheer material of her blouse. He knelt in front of her and immediately he began to feel a tingling along his body, that familiar melting sensation, as if he were transitioning inside, chemistry shifting to accommodate a new entity, a new thing.

	 

	She looked at him and smiled, a cold, cruel smile, and her lovely eyes glittered with malice.

	 

	That caused the strange energy in him to suddenly increase and he felt himself getting hard, his cock bouncing slightly between his legs, becoming super sensitive and aching to be touched.

	 

	“How is gay boy today?” She asked, softly.

	 

	“I’m not….”

	 

	“You’re anything I say you are, pet. Now….”

	 

	She tapped her keyboard and suddenly there was some footage of a girl licking and kissing the straining head of a big black cock taking up half of the screen.

	 

	“Imagine you’re the girl,” she said, “how hot would that cock be against your lips?”

	 

	He groaned a denial. She laughed at that.

	 

	“Now, we’ll play the ‘hands on hands off game’. You know the rules.”

	 

	He looked at the images on Her screen. If if was a cock, he was allowed to wank, but if it was pussy, he had to refrain and slap his cock painfully.

	 

	“Good boy,” she said approvingly, watching him closely.

	 

	When She had subjected him to about half an hour of this, She let him wank off to some anal penetration shots.

	 

	“Now, I’ve ordered a dildo for you. It should arrive tomorrow. Then we will get on faster.”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said, cleaning himself up with a tissue.

	 

	“Haven’t you got anything else to say?”

	 

	“Thank You, Mistress Maria.”

	 

	She smiled and the screen went blank.

	 

	When Ian finally got downstairs he had a shower and then went into the front room. He sat down in the armchair and noticed the paracetamol, long since dissolved. He smiled and tipped it away. He was always told not to take meds if you don’t need them. He was feeling fine.

	 

	 

	7. Aftermath

	 

	 

	Oliver felt exhausted after a massive orgasm. He questioned his own sanity as usual afterwards, inevitably on his knees. His ass felt raw and he could swear that he could taste the traces of brown that had been on the dildo after going deep into his anus. Everything that he touched was sticky with the lube that he had used to encourage the huge black dildo past his sphincter. There were some stains on his stockings, and on the carpet. He was relieved to find no blood on the tissues as he wiped his flaccid anus. 

	 

	He wondered at the bra he was wearing and the silicon implants in the cups, the suspender belt round his waist and collar at his neck. The blonde wig made it awkward to see what he was doing but he couldn’t take it of with his yucky hands.

	 

	He stood up unsteadily and caught sight of himself in the mirror. He did look a rather ridiculous sight. What crazy chemistry had impelled him to this? The female clothes didn’t really flatter him very much.

	 

	Oliver went to the bathroom and began the long process of dealing with the aftermath, beginning with an antiseptic mouth wash, then putting the lingerie in the washing machine for a delicate cycle. The air in his intestines, so upset by the introduction of the huge dildo rebalanced with huge, wet, flaccid farts and he had to sit on the toilet in case anything came with any of them.

	 

	He had a shower and got back into male clothes, then sat down in the armchair.

	 

	Feeling a little stronger, he reflected on what had happened. It was like anything, he thought, where a need is temporarily satisfied. The chemistry is spent for a while, and you wonder about how you ever felt so lustful and full of sexual intensity. A bit like eating, or drinking, perhaps. 

	 

	It was no more insane than any of those things.

	 

	And a damned site more fun, he thought, feeling himself hardening in his trousers. How it had felt with that dark phallus deep inside him as he had pushed himself back onto it, the delicious tension of the suspender drops, the elastic at his waist and chest where the bra gripped him so firmly, the silicon heavy and moving with his movements. The collar like an identity statement, and the wig so soft and feminine round his face. 

	 

	As he felt his true identity return, he could hear wicked feminine laughter ringing in his head.

	 

	 

	8. Folk Tale Update

	 

	“We can’t use any of these old stories in the movies really,” said Roger, shaking his head. “I mean a lot of the bad stuff happens to children, there’s abusive parents, violence everywhere, people being eaten, I mean for Chrissake, what sort of example is that?”

	 

	“They’re just old stories,” countered another man with a academic air, sitting opposite him in a group of six people. “An interesting insight into how people used to think years ago. Freud was very interested.”

	 

	Melanie ate her ice cream with a long, narrow spoon, taking each mouthful slowly, watching the debate on her laptop.

	 

	“I think there’s still a lot of that darkness in us,” said another, who apparently was some sort of children’s author.

	“It’s the stereotypes,” snapped a female contributor, “all the women are witches, princesses or failed mothers.”

	 

	“Yes,” agreed Roger.

	 

	“The witches always lose out to the male hero, the princesses always fall for the prince, and the failed mother always comes off badly. It’s stories written by men, for men.”

	 

	“I agree,” said the academic, stroking his goatee, “but a lot of the endings seem like an afterthought. Who remembers exactly what happened at the end of Hänsel and Gretel? Everyone recalls them getting lost in that dark, terrible wood; most probably remember the breadcrumbs that they drop getting eaten behind them as they go, so they cannot find their way out. Everyone knows the house made of candy, and the cannibalistic witch who tempts them inside and cages them, ready for fattening and eating. Why don’t many remember the end?”

	 

	“Everyone knows the witch has to lose,” said the woman, still sounding on edge. “That’s a given. Even if they can’t remember how she loses.”

	 

	“It’s supposed to show rationality and intelligence overcoming superstition, I think,” said the author, “St George killing the Dragon, and all that.”

	 

	“They need updating, if we’re going to make them relevant,” said Roger, “but i don’t know how that’s going to happen.”

	 

	“More true to the present, a lesson for our time,” said the author.

	 

	Melanie sighed, finished her ice cream and went to check on her client. He was confined in an oversized cot that had a barred upper section that held him securely inside. He was naked apart from a nappy round his waist and a dummy held between his teeth and locked in place with straps. His wrists were anchored by short chains to the end bars and prevented him from interfering with either garment.

	 

	She picked up the cattle prod, and stepped towards him with a wicked smile. His eyes went wide.

	 

	“Have we been good little boy? Or have we been naughty?”

	 

	He made plaintive pleading noises and She laughed. It was true that he was paying her well for this service, extremely well in fact, but She knew that She needed to make it real, make his fear of Her a genuine fear. It had to be dark, and he had to be trapped, and there had to be no hope.

	 

	She moved languidly with the prod, letting him see it and try uselessly to move away. He bucked at the pain of it as it sizzled into his flabby stomach

	If you’re a total Bitch they’ll always come back, she said to herself as he gasped and trembled. Even if i open the cage, there is actually no escape.

	 

	She looked into the terrified, vulnerable, vacant eyes, full of nothing but fear and adoration of Her, and smiled. Cannibalism was nothing. She ate the centre, and left the husk to live on, like a zombie, mindless and obedient. They paid and begged for it, and the witch obliged. Make a story out of that.

	 

	 

	9. Double Booked

	 

	 

	Tom took another swig from the bottle of cheap cider and carried on with his story.

	Some the men on the bench outside the pharmacy tried to keep a sense of community and shared loss, swapping rough banter, but some had developed an monotonous, never ending way of telling a tale that required no encouragement, indeed required no audience at all. 

	 

	“I remember the sound I made,” he muttered, in a neutral undertone. “I didn’t even know I could sound like that. Like an animal, and its still in my head. There was nothing I could do. Nothing to do.”

	 

	He took another swig, then carried on muttering to himself.

	 

	“What happened to him?” Asked one of the convivial set, on the next bench, who had not been among them very long.

	 

	“Who Tom? Double booked,” said a fellow in a long leather coat and wide brimmed hat, who seemed to have some authority among them.

	“Wife and fancy woman, eh?’

	 

	There were some nods and titters of approval, as if this were some sort of honourable achievement.

	 

	They looked at Tom, who ignored them and continued with his repetitive babble.

	 

	“Poor old sod,” said another one. “Must have loved her all right.”

	 

	They all looked as a young girl emerged from the Beautician opposite, and there were appreciative, wistful murmurings.

	 

	“Nothing I could do,” continued Tom. He could feel that howl building up in him again. “Nothing. They both said they would tell if i didn’t do it. They said they would do it, and they did. All gone. They did it. Can’t blame them. They said they would tell, and they did.”

	 

	“Think there was something funny about it,” said the man in the hat, sipping with ostentatious gravity from his bottle of booze, as if he were about to speak some sort of marvellous poetry. “Think he was being blackmailed somewhere along the line. He called their bluff and they bloody fucked him like they said they would.”

	 

	“Females for you,” said another, gruff voice, “you don’t mess with them.”

	 

	 There was general assent and nodding of heads.

	 

	 

	 

	10. Medical Crisis

	 

	 

	‘Mistress, it’s bad news, I’m afraid.’

	 

	Colin tapped out the email with a sort of relief. Surely now he would be able to call a halt to the ambitions of his Mistress with regard to driving him ever deeper into sexual fixation and stop all the talk of him experimenting with various dangerous real time situations of which he had been very apprehensive.

	He explained to Her how the cold shower of a possible medical condition had naturally turned him away from carnal thoughts and left him with the harsh truths of mortality and decay.

	She responded by summoning him for a video chat.

	He wasn’t particularly keen on the idea. He felt that he could keep things rational and simple in an email, but Her actual presence might make things a bit less straightforward. However, he could hardly refuse.

	When they connected and Her beautiful face appeared on his laptop, he saw that Her blue eyes were sparkling with amusement.

	 

	“Mistress,” he said, respectfully.

	 

	“So reality has intervened,” she said, sadly, putting Her head to one side. “And we can’t pretend anymore.”

	 

	“At least till the heath scare is over,” agreed Colin, trying to sound deeply regretful.

	 

	She laughed at this, a tinkling, delighted, full throated sound that made Colin wince, thinking it highly inappropriate.

	 

	“You’re such a little fool,” she said, still giggling.

	 

	He looked at Her quizzically, a sense of foreboding coming over him.

	 

	“I think You will find, slave,” she said, furrowing her brow and pretending to think hard, “ that despite the terrible gravity of the situation, your need to submit to me and serve me will not have disappeared altogether.”

	 

	 

	“Well….”

	“On the contrary, little fool,” she went on, her beautiful eyes flashing, “you will need me more and more as the days get darker. I am your only light.”

	 

	“Oh,” said Colin, biting his lip. “Yes, Goddess.”

	 

	“Yes, Goddess,” she mimicked, smiling thinly.

	 

	She bent down towards him and he couldn’t resist cowering back on his knees as Her face filled the screen.

	 

	“It doesn’t matter how bad it gets, slave,” she whispered, “you will think of me more and more, and find that worshipping me will sustain and uphold your spirit.”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said, tears stinging his eyes.

	 

	“And how am I going to make sure that You spend eternity in hell unless you go to your grave with a hard cock, grovelling before Your Demon Queen?”

	 

	She laughed at his shocked expression.

	 

	“Now worship me…”

	 

	He groaned and put his forehead on the carpet before Her image, feeling the exquisite power of submission to Her flow through him like warm, tingling fire.

	 

	“Stupid slave,” she said, laughing.

	 

	 

	11. Holiday Fail

	 

	“It was like going into a room and not remembering what you went in there for, Mistress.”

	 

	“Oh, I thought it was all so necessary, slave. Something you had to do for the side of you that we had neglected so grievously.”

	 

	Hal bowed his head, which was tightly encased in gleaming latex.

	 

	Mistress Carla smiled sardonically.

	 

	“You had to go off backpacking or you were going to die, apparently” she said went on, “your soul was crying out for mountains and sky.”

	 

	He nodded, unable to speak.

	 

	She chuckled, a nickering, sadistic sound.

	 

	She was wearing a black satin basque that had golden dragon patterns in it, and her shoulders were bare. Elbow length gloves gave her a look of timeless glamour, and Her lustrous brown hair was gathered into a loose, but elegant bun.

	Hal knelt at Her feet naked but for his head in the characterless hood, a locked collar securing it in place. A chain lead ran from it to her left hand. In her right she held a black cane.

	 

	He began to sob then, though they were dry sobs, as if the ducts of his sorrow had become parched.

	 

	She tugged his head towards her with the lead and then placed both hands to each side of his black, featureless, gleaming head. Her slim fingers seemed long with the red nails extending them, and they seemed to encompass his whole cranium.

	 

	“Poor slave,” she whispered, pressing his head to her breasts. He moaned and blubbed there, still without tears emerging.

	 

	“N-none of it meant anything,” he said, piteously, his voice slightly muffled. “Nothing!”

	 

	She stroked his head.

	 

	“Oh, dear.”

	 

	“All I could think about, all i could see was You, Mistress. All that magnificent scenery just reminded me that You weren’t there.”

	 

	She smiled at that.

	 

	He drew back and looked up into her eyes with total adoration, his eyes swimming with emotion.

	 

	“Nothing exists now for me but You, Mistress.”

	 

	“Of course it doesn’t, slave,” she said, Her dark eyes flashing with anger. “You fucking belong to Me. I could have told You what was going to happen, but it’s better that You learn your lesson yourself.”

	 

	He nodded miserably.

	 

	“But mistakes have to be paid for, slave,” she said. “Your guilt needs to be atoned for. You need to be purified with pain.”

	 

	“Yes,” he whimpered, just as She fitted the ball gag in his mouth.

	 

	He didn’t resist as She locked his neck and wrists into the familiar floor level stocks. He knew that words meant nothing. Apologies were easy. Purification was hard. 

	 

	He bit down on the gag as the first white hot burn of the cane exploded against his buttocks.

	 

	 

	12. The Let Down

	 

	“OK, Phil, don’t worry, I’ll be there. Five minutes.”

	 

	He put the phone down and sighed, glancing at his watch. It would probably be just as well to send a text to his Mistress, letting Her know about the situation. She was very strict but he was quite confident that She wouldn’t mind him answering his friend’s call, even though he was supposed to be going to visit Her dungeon that afternoon. Phil seemed once again in a very depressed state. Roger generally didn’t do very much except listen to his old school friend ramble on, but at least it was something for him to hang onto. He tapped out a quick message:

	 

	Phil depressed again. With Your permission will go and sit with him tonight. Perhaps we can meet tomorrow?

	 

	Roger had taken up his coat and put his front door key in his pocket. He went out to his car and drove down towards his friend’s house, which wasn’t very far, splashing through the rainwater that had gathered on the roadside that day. He knew where the worst of it would be after years of doing the route and slowed down where he had to.

	His phone pinged, but he didn’t look at it. He knew who it was because Her texts always made that sound.

	 

	When he got to his friend’s house, or at least his apartment building, he stopped the car in one of the visitors bays and had a quick glance at his messages before opening the car door and swinging out his legs.

	Then he read the message again, incredulous. It simply read:

	 

	No.

	 

	Please Mistress Melanie, he texted back, Phil is in a bad way.

	 

	The answer came back immediately.

	 

	I said NO. Get your ass to my place. Every second You keep me waiting will be another stroke of the cane.

	 

	This was so unlike his Mistress that he wondered if he had been hacked or something. 

	 

	He hesitated, looking at his watch. He could arrive at Her place without being late at all if he went straightaway. But what about Phil? He might really do something stupid if he wasn’t there to stop him. Surely the man’s life was worth more than his Mistress’s pleasure?

	 

	He decided against arguing the point by text at that moment. It would have to be done face to face. It surely wouldn’t take long to put to Her the gravity of the situation and within twenty minutes he could be back with Phil and wall would be well.

	 

	Thus decided he went as fast as he dared to her detached, nicely remote house in a quiet, suburban neighbourhood. She had bought it from a wine buff who had constructed a cellar with a temperature control. Ideal for a BDSM dungeon.

	 

	Mistress Melanie seemed in no mood to start a lengthy discussion of moral imperatives when he got there and She ushered him quickly through the door. As always when he was confronted with Her magnificent physical presence, he felt the immediate need to fall to his knees before Her but had learnt to be first ordered to do that.

	There was something genuinely scary about Her at that moment, and the brusque way She made him strip and bend over the whipping bench was not normal for Her, though She was always efficient enough at it. There seemed to be more feeling in it this time as She shackled his wrist in place and secured his ankles.

	 

	He was about to say that he had not in fact been late in the end, to forestall any punitive strokes of that terrible cane, but he wisely decided against it.

	 

	“Now, slave” she said, with a hiss, “I expect you’re wondering what is going on? How a simple request to miss training to see your depressed friend, which has been granted time and time again in the past, could possibly lead to a seriously pissed off Mistress?”

	 

	He looked at Her and tried to think if a nod here was going to do him any good.

	 

	“Oh yes, I’ve been reasonable,” She spat, “and how many times have I come off second best and had to miss out because of some reasonable issue to do with friends and family or whatever else. How many times have you missed deadlines, failed to deliver on promises and generally let me down because you had better fucking things to do?”

	 

	He cowered before her anger.

	 

	“Well, she snapped, “from now on I’m not going to be ‘Mistress Reasonable’. I’ve had a gutful of Her. From now on, as far as You’re concerned I’m going to be Mistress Fucking Unreasonable. You don’t have a fucking thing in Your life that will ever supersede me again, and You’re going to complete my tasks first, not fucking last. Do You understand, idiot?”

	 

	“Y-yes, Mistress,” stammered Roger.

	 

	“And to mark this momentous day, you’re going to have a very sore ass indeed.”

	 

	Even through the fear, he felt suddenly inspired by this incredible Female, knowing that wanted to be pure in Her service and ultimately a pleasing article of Her property.

	 

	He winced as She tested the cane in the air.

	 

	13. The Pendulum

	 

	 

	“I‘m worried about Simon.”

	 

	“That fool,” said Susan, with a chuckle. “He gets more pathetic every day. Follows you around like a puppy.”

	 

	There were some sympathetic murmurings among the girls, as they sat around in the shade of the apple trees between classes.

	 

	“Just tell him to go take a hike,” said Eleanor, primly, “there’s far too much of that sort of thing.”

	 

	Again the affirmative noises.

	 

	“You’re thinking is far too narrow,” said another voice, with a hard edge.

	 

	Some of the girls rolled their eyes at this intervention.

	 

	“Let me tell you this,” she went on, insistently. “The pendulum is swinging back.”

	 

	“Watch your head then Nita,” said another girl, and there was some tittering.

	 

	“Men used to be allowed to have more than one wife, and in some parts of the world they still do.”

	 

	“Bastards,” said Susan.

	 

	“But now in most countries, it is illegal to have more than one.”

	 

	“Bloody right.”

	 

	“But what about us having more than one husband? It happens in some cultures. Very old ones.”

	 

	This was unexpected and awkward.

	 

	“But surely you only have one true love?” Said a tentative, slight figure with large dark eyes that never seemed to blink.

	 

	“Yes, you can have one true love, if you want one Triss, but what’s stopping us keeping men for other purposes, too? They all want a purpose, and look to us to give them one.”

	 

	“What like servants?” 

	 

	“Exactly,” said Nita.

	 

	“Or fucking slaves,” said another voice, dressed all in Gothic black.

	 

	“Yes, a lot of men secretly yearn for that.”

	 

	There was another silence.

	 

	“Every primitive society was matriarchal,” continued Nita, “and the pendulum is swinging back.”

	 

	“Well, I wouldn’t know what to do with a slave,” said the first speaker.

	 

	“Of course you would, Belle. Think of all the things that you don’t like doing for a start. Wouldn’t life be better with an unpaid servant, or three?”

	 

	Despite herself, Belle, smiled at that and frowned in thought.

	 

	“He could get me a soda, I suppose.”

	 

	“Of course he could. Simon would do that for you. He wants to be useful to you. You’re a pretty thing and it would totally make his day, believe me.”

	 

	Belle giggled, thinking about it.

	 

	“Text him now.”

	 

	“What? No.”

	 

	“Do it!”

	 

	Belle hesitated, then with another giggle, sent a text to Simon.

	 

	When Simon arrived with the soda, he was extremely self conscious. Many pairs of female eyes stared at him in a calculating, contemptuous way, or with obvious amusement. Some were bemused and shocked. One or two were sympathetic and uncomfortable. Many were a combination of all of these as they watched him approach.

	 

	“Thank you, Simon,” said Belle, with a warm, sweet smile, as she took the drink from him.

	 

	He reddened but his pleasure was obvious. He stood still, seemingly unable to decide what to do next.

	 

	“Good boy,” said Nita, “now go away till she has use for you again.”

	 

	He said something that might have been acknowledgement and went away, reddening even further to a blushing pink. Female laughter followed him.

	 

	“Slave Number One,” said the goth, with relish.

	 

	“There,” said Nita, “now tell me if that wasn’t the most natural thing in the world?”

	 

	 

	14. Conflict Resolution

	 

	 

	The scan was scheduled for the next day. Martin had had quite a wait to get it. His sore hip wasn’t very urgent and so he had kept being put back and back. He was very relieved when his Mistress agreed to allow him to wear male briefs instead of the usual panties. He was sure that he was going to have to lower his trousers for the MRI scan and white lace wouldn’t be what the nurses were expecting.

	 

	He had a shower in the morning before heading off in his car, leaving just about enough time to get there with ten minutes to spare. He wasn’t particularly looking forward to wearing white cotton briefs instead of the sheer Lycra and elastane of the feminine panties, but he opened the drawer and……found nothing. He frowned, shocked, then looked feverishly through the whole chest of drawers. It could only be the top drawer though, all the others were full of lingerie.

	 

	He looked around at his bedroom wondering where on earth they could have got to.

	 

	Then slowly, like a chill creeping up from the floor and enveloping him, he began to recall a moment with a pair of scissors and strips of white cotton building up into a little pile on the bed. He recalled that he had done it with a feeling of disgust, even anger. It was quite ironic, really. He had cut up and thrown away so many articles of feminine attire over the years. His first forays into dressing in female clothes had always followed the same pattern. The nerve wracking, terrifying process of buying them in a shop, then the wonderful blissful feeling of seeing them laid out on the bed, zinging with energy and possibility. Then the actual wearing of them, with the worry about whether they would fit well enough, even though he learnt the sizes that would do for him. Oh, that feeling of being feminised and transformed. Utterly changed. Amazing. Then the inevitable orgasm and confusion. The fear and panic. The fear of being subsumed, overwritten, changed into something mindless, sensual and captivated. It was always expressed by doing violence to the femme clothes, running as far and as quickly away from it as possible.

	It worked for a while, and his male freedom returned, but then the need arose in him again, and the whole sequence was repeated.

	Looking back over the years, he saw that gradually the femme clothes lasted longer. His Mistress forbade him to do any violence to them anyway, but they became more and more a part of him.

	It was strange how it had turned completely around however. Now he had cut up and thrown away his male underwear with a similar disgust as he had once felt towards the lingerie.

	The submissive, enslaved creature that he had once felt only in brief snatches had slowly seeped into him via the feminine underwear, and now he luxuriated in it, lived it, and celebrated it, worshipping his Mistress with a pure gratefulness and blissful surrender. 

	He realised then that She knew that he didn’t have any male underwear. He must have told her about it. That’s why She agreed to allow it so easily. He shuddered slightly. She had such a wicked sense of humour.

	He started and looked at his watch. No more time to spare. He was going to have to go in femme underwear. 

	His heart beating he went out to the car. She would enjoy hearing about his embarrassment at the clinic. As he drove away, he realised that the process of transformation was not finished. He was still a work in progress, though he had reached that stage where he was completely under his Mistress’s spell. His original ambitions and ideas had become totally irrelevant. He was going to be exactly what She wanted him to be, no more and no less. That was terrifying but it was good not to be conflicted. He had spent so much of his life conflicted. It felt so good to be more and more dedicated and pure in his worship and service to Her.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	




	15. Dark Fruit

	 

	 

	He hurried past the man sitting by the library steps in a nest of old blankets and soiled clothes. The poor fellow had a bag beside him and Stephen was interested to note that there was a crumpled copy of the ‘Daily Horn’ among his meagre possessions. He hadn’t even realised the titillating newspaper was still in circulation. That sort of male fantasy material had all been banned as far as he knew. He wondered if it was indeed a relic of the past, but kept by the unfortunate man as some sort of pathetic comfort. 

	 

	Stephen always suspected that he would one day finish up like the filthy tramp. His Mistress often said that She would dump him when he ceased to be a pleasure, or ran out of cash, and that day would surely come.

	By their fruits you shall know them.

	But it didn’t matter how much he tried to take heed of the warnings, he never seemed to be able to do anything about it. He carried on serving and worshipping Her just the same.

	He shook his head. If you knew you were on a train that was heading for the buffers, wouldn’t you bloody get off? How is it possible that the threat of destruction actually made the chemistry of enslavement even stronger?

	 

	He thought about the old man again and he felt despair flood through him like a dark, chill tide. Stephen sometimes liked to think that after all energy and cash had been entirely exhausted and stripped away from him and he was cast away like a spent battery, he might then find that he could rekindle old interests and maybe even recover something of his old identity. But he knew that would not be the case. He could never go back. He had been reprogrammed and his Female Owners had enjoyed doing it by slow degrees, with pain, repetition and the blissful, all consuming pleasure of submission to them. He would be like the tramp with the seedy newspaper and when he died on some cold night in winter, his last thought would be of them.

	 

	He could hear his Mistress’s laughter in his head.

	 

	By their fruits, indeed, he thought, and it was such low hanging succulent poison that they had fed him for their amusement and profit. Now it ran in his veins instead of blood.

	 

	He checked the shopping list She had given him for the umpteenth time, making sure that it was exactly as She had stipulated.

	 

	When he got back and on inspection found that he had made no mistake, She allowed him to lick and worship Her Shiny Boots. With the sweet glow of her favour running through him and bliss of submission to Her tingling through every particle of his being, he did not care about what the future might bring. Serving his Owner was such an incredible privilege and honour.

	 

	Watching him grovel and lick the dirt from her boot sole, She smiled thinly, and Her beautiful eyes glittered with amusement and malice.

	 

	 

	 

	16. Yes, Permanent Marks

	 

	 

	Everything Drew did was laced with Her sinister, malicious poison. Poison that he knew for a certainty was slowly killing him, but poison that he yet begged for on his knees to receive and lived every moment of his life for.

	 

	He had progressed to the point that She considered him worthy of receiving Her Mark permanently on his body, in the shape of a spider tattoo, but it couldn’t just be a simple matter of going to the tattooist and getting it done into an upper arm or other conventional place. Nothing about Her was conventional. The procedure was going to be hellishly painful as it was, but that wasn’t enough to satisfy Her wicked pleasure. The Mark needed to be etched deep not only with physical pain but also as much humiliation as possible.

	 

	So first of all, the spider had to be right above his genitals, a highly embarrassing place, and one where he would see it every day and therefore take note of his slave identity, the reality of his owned, dominated and degraded existence. Some tattoos are put in places where the person with the artwork cannot ever see it without a mirror, or not properly anyway. Some go on ankles, backs, shoulders, more for other people to see than a constant reminder for themselves. He would have to live with Her Spider Mark every day, and never be able to forget his place. 

	 

	Secondly he had to go to several tattoo parlours to ensure that it was cut into his body by a female artist, and She refused his request to allow him out of his chastity cage for the event. She also made him wear his frilliest pink panties.

	 

	It was surely a prospect that anyone would balk at and he did tell himself that he would not do it. Could not do it. Surely he could not do it.

	 

	But he kept imagining how it would feel to see Her Mark etched permanently into his skin…..to become fully Hers… forever…

	 

	With a sinking heart, and deep despair, he knew that he was going to have to do whatever it took. He was going to have to drink to the dregs the draft of delicious poison that She had prepared for him in an antique chalice, laughing as he took it into his hand, knowing that he was going to have to drink it for Her pleasure and drink it all.

	 

	So he made the booking and paid the deposit. Right up to the point where he walked into the door of the studio he was still telling himself that he couldn’t do it.

	 

	The tattoo artist, Sadie, was exactly how you might envisage her. Slight, beautiful, punkish, and covered with beautiful tattoos. She looked at him, her head slightly on one side, slightly embarrassed, and gave him a sheet of paper that he had to sign for insurance in case anything went wrong. The music too, was as you might expect, some sort of thrashing, hard core rock that he didn’t recognise, with a yelling female vocal. Two other girls sat at computers, fiddling with artwork and tapping out emails or similar. They were both obviously artists too.

	 

	Drew asked to use the lavatory and went inside a small, rather ill-kept space, locking the door behind him. He lowered his trousers and photographed his pink panties and steel chastity cage locked securely in place with its wire seal. He needed to send Her proof. She liked to ensure that Her commands were fully carried out.

	 

	He was very glad of the music. It filled the silence as he lowered his trousers and revealed the pink frilly panties underneath. He didn’t look at her as he pulled them down far enough to reveal the area of his groin where the tattoo had to go. He gritted his teeth and pulled them down slightly further, so the steel ring of his chastity lock that went round behind his balls was plainly visible. She had insisted on this, if he wanted the Mark to have its full power.

	 

	Sadie had several attempts to get the transfer pattern she had printed out to sit straight and in the correct position. She asked him to confirm in the mirror once she was happy.

	 

	“Don’t feel so nervous,” she said kindly, raising her voice a little over the music, seeing that he was almost too anxious to see straight. 

	 

	“Thank You,” he blurted. “It looks fine.”

	 

	“You aren’t the first to have something like that,” she said, encouragingly, her dark eyes twinkling. “I mean, maybe not a spider, but some identifier or other. A butterfly, I’ve done for one bloke, on his ass, with a woman’s initials on the wings. Lay down on the couch and relax.”

	 

	She arranged her needles and sorted the colours she needed, in this case just the deepest black, for the black widow spider shape with his Mistress’s initials to each side.

	 

	“I’ve got to confess to you, I love doing these sort of tattoos the most.”

	 

	“You do?”

	 

	“Oh, yes,” she said, with a giggle. “I mean a beautiful mandala or tall ship or skull is very artistic, but these sort of tattoos really mean something. This is a mark of ownership, right?”

	 

	“Y-yes,” said Drew, nervously.

	 

	“I thought so, brilliant,” she said, a smile curling at one side of her mouth. “Now hold still...”

	 

	She concentrated and carefully began to draw the electric needle across Drew’s skin. The pain was similar to a slow, deep scratch and he gasped a little.

	 

	She smiled.

	 

	“It should be agonising, shouldn’t it? To really make it meaningful.”

	 

	“I suppose,” he agreed, not at all sure about it.

	 

	“Permanent marks are always painful,” she said, moving the needle “gun with fluid, sure strokes. “Take branding, for instance.”

	 

	Drew looked at her in surprise and she laughed.

	 

	“Maybe I should diversify…”

	 

	“She did want it to be painful, I think,” said Drew, feeling tears coming to his eyes with the discomfort of the procedure.

	 

	“Well, we can certainly provide that.”

	 

	“And humiliating. Thank You for making it so easy from that point of view.”

	 

	Sadie halted in her work and looked at him quizzically.

	 

	“She wanted you humiliated?”

	 

	“Yes, She loves to humiliate me.”

	 

	“Hmmm…”

	 

	Sadie got up and called to the girls at the PCs.

	They came and peered over the partition to where Drew lay with his frilly knickers down and the first outline of a spider cut into his red and weeping flesh.

	 

	“Here we have man in frilly pink knickers and if I’m not mistaken….” Here she pulled his panties down a little more…. “a chastity cage…”

	 

	Drew blushed a deep red as they all tittered at this.

	 

	“This girls, is a man of the future, locked, feminised and in a little while MARKED as Female property.”

	 

	“What’s her mark, a spider?”

	 

	“Yes, an Evil Spider with Her initials.”

	 

	“Cool.”

	 

	“And She wants him humiliated while I work.”

	 

	They all giggled at this. 

	 

	“What She wants is what She should get, don’t you think so?”

	 

	Drew nodded, not really comprehending.

	 

	Sadie turned to her two assistants. Perhaps you can handle that side of it, you two, and he can pay for all three of us.”

	 

	They both laughed at that suggestion.

	 

	They locked the door and put up a closed sign and began to sadistically abuse him with contemptuous and nasty words, belittling and telling him how worthless he was, how weak, how pathetic and how stupid he was. Even just the fact that they were all staring at him made it extremely uncomfortable for him, but with their cruel words it made it ten times worse. I was really amazing how natural it came to them, and how much they evidently enjoyed tormenting him. He recalled a friend of his talking about a school he attended in India, where the older pupils both male and female tormented the new crop. To fall into the hands of the male prefects was bad enough, but the females were ten times worse, in wicked imagination and sadistic acts.

	 

	Drew whimpered as the needle dug into his flesh and the girls continued to taunt and deride him, egging each other on to ever nastier accusations and observations.  He ended up paying three times the expected rate, seeing as he had employed Sadie and her two assistants.

	 

	“There,”  said Sadie, more kindly just as he was leaving, “that should please Your Owner. And that is what it’s all about isn’t it?”

	 

	Drew agreed but wasted no time in getting away and driving home. 

	 

	When he got there is gingerly pulled down his panties. The tattoo was blurred and hardly recognisable under the clear dressing Sadie had put on it, but the fact still remained that he was now tattooed with Her Mark, and it had been done in humiliation and pain. It was perfect and he closed his eyes against the total pleasure of it.

	 

	 

	17. Zombie

	 

	“Oh, that’s really terrible,” said Cathy, holding a hand to her mouth. 

	 

	“Poor people,” agreed the woman seated next to her on the sofa, hardly able to look. She reached across automatically and laid a sympathetic hand on her friend.

	 

	Cathy squeezed it gratefully and held it.

	 

	They watched the refugees making their weary, threadbare way along the frosty road on the television screen, meagre belongings in anything that might serve as a conveyance, with untold things, untold lives, friends, family, left behind, and nothing but fear and uncertainty ahead. The children were the hardest to behold, some still clutching toys, or clinging to their dogged mothers in silence, wide eyes curious and afraid.

	 

	Tears welled in Cathy’s eyes, and they leaned into each other for comfort. There was the protesting noise of latex on latex as they came together.

	 

	“We’re so fortunate, Gwen,” she whispered. “We should feel so grateful.”

	 

	“There’s a donation line.“

	 

	“Yes, let’s send something. You just need to text.”

	 

	“Imagine if that was us turned out and our kids left homeless.”

	 

	“Don’t think about it,” said Cathy, with a shudder, reaching for her phone.

	She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, her gleaming thigh length boots settling again on the bare back of a man prostrate on hands and knees in front of them, serving as a footstool for them both. His head was tightly enclosed in a leather hood, secured at his neck with a thick, padlocked collar. A chain went from it to Gwen’s gloved hand.

	 

	In the entirely empty recesses where once had been a mind and soul, submissive bliss glowed and tingled through him in a constant, beautiful stream. He focused on the two women as they spoke together, but he wasn’t listening to their talk and couldn’t have said what they had conversed about. He was listening for a particular word or tone that indicated that they had addressed him directly. The rest was white noise. Meaningless acoustic vibrations.

	 

	“Lick my boots, cretin,” said Gwen, suddenly, putting the toe of her gleaming footwear under his nose.

	 

	He started licking at once, worshipping Her with a rush of grateful pleasure that She had noticed and found a use for him.

	 

	“Nothing matters to this piggie anymore,” said Cathy, digging Her Spiked Heel cruelly into his side, bringing a muffled gasp of pain.

	 

	“No brain, no emotion, no soul, no nothing.”

	 

	‘I should fucking hope not.”

	 

	They both laughed, giggling together. Then they both sighed, watching their slave worship Gwendoline’s boot. There was something so totally mindless about it, do degraded and pathetic.

	 

	“Moron,” said Cathy, shaking her head.

	 

	“It’s Cynthia’s twenty first on the weekend, isn’t it?”

	 

	“Oh, yes,” replied her friend, her face lighting up, “it’s up at the Forest Grange, and everyone’s going.”

	 

	“I do love a good family event.”

	 

	“Love it the best thing we have, dear,” said Cathy, and they leant into each other’s embrace.

	They shared a beautiful, intimate moment, completely oblivious to the chained, hooded creature under their feet still obediently licking Gwen’s boots. For them, he did not exist.

	 

	 

	 

	18. All In the Mind

	 

	It was true that this slave had really turned out well. He performed the positions with such snap and enthusiasm as She issued the orders. He was now in the ‘WAIT’ position, on his knees with his legs apart, hooded head bowed, naked else but for his collar and chastity device, His body, though middle aged, was toned and fit after all her fitness work with him.

	 

	She could tell that the ladies were impressed. One of them, who looked to be in Her seventies, leaned down and jerked his head round with a quick motion of one bony hand, the long fingers ending in beautiful black nails. She gazed into the eyeholes of his hood with a fierce, watery eyed stare.

	 

	Mistress Donna had to smile to herself. The old woman looked like a witch, with a lined face and slight underbite, and saliva glistening wetly round there slightly slack, lipsticked mouth.

	 

	“How much?” She croaked, impatiently.

	 

	“Well,” said Mistress Donna, “I thought we’d start at 5000.”

	 

	“Eeeeegh!”

	 

	There was a general muttering and narrowed eyes at this as the ladies considered the kneeling slave in front of them. They moved round him slowly.

	A flicker of annoyance passed over Mistress Donna’s face as She saw that ‘48’ was looking directly at Her, which was not permitted. This was not going to help the price. She did have to put Her hand to Her mouth to stifle a laugh though when She saw the panic, confusion and fear in his eyes. He evidently didn’t realise that he was going to be sold to another Domme, and the old woman had spooked him. It’s the little, unexpected moments that are sometimes the most delicious, she thought.

	 

	She crossed to him and turned his head up so She could look directly into his eyes. This had the benefit of making the eye contact permissible, and also allowed Her much greater scope to enjoy the hurt in his eyes. Oh, he did adore her so. It was really so sweet.

	 

	“How much would you offer, Miss Philips?” She asked, looked at the old woman.

	 

	“Gah, no more than three,” she snapped, spittle flying from Her wrinkled mouth. “And I’d need a test.”

	 

	“Oh, what did you have in mind?”

	 

	She sat down in a nearby straight chair and hitched up her skirt to reveal black stockings and suspenders. Oh her wrinkled and thin legs it looked outrageously decadent and sexy. She pulled down her panties, which was a very thin, gauzy G string.

	 

	“Here, slave,” she snapped, pointing between Her legs with one bony, black tipped finger.

	 

	He hesitated just for a split second, but that was all. His training asserted itself and he crawled between her legs.

	 

	“You can clean my ass later,” she said, cackling, “but first you can pleasure me.”

	 

	Mistress Donna found the spectacle extremely reassuring and entertaining, and the other ladies seemed to also enjoy it, tittering and encouraging the slave to use his tongue to greater effect. It was always a fear that getting old will diminish feminine power, but here was a dame that was clearly taking great pleasure in the ministrations of the slave, if the way She was clutching his head in both hands with her eyes closed and licking Her lips was any indication. Indeed Her old spare frame and white hair gave the whole episode a sort of magical glamour, as if it were something out of a fairy tale.

	 

	“I’ll take ‘im,” she announced, matter of factly, a moment later, smiling a gap-toothed, leery grin.

	 

	The ladies spontaneously burst into a round of applause.

	 

	 

	19. Vital Signs

	 

	Carl sat in the Accident and Emergency Department of his local hospital and gritted his teeth against the constant abdominal pain. He had been through the triage nurse and had registered with the administration there, but by all accounts the wait usually went on for hours, unless you were actually at death’s door. Carl assumed most of those people would no doubt arrive in ambulances and go somewhere else.

	He couldn’t think about anything but the pain. He had asked for some relief but only the doctor could prescribe anything and that was still hours away.

	He had told the nurse that he had a ‘rectal blockage’ without going into details. He hadn’t admitted that the blockage was actually caused by an apple being lodged in his rectum after a self-induced sex game gone wrong.

	 

	The day went by in extreme discomfort. Sex was very far from his mind, and he began to try and connect again with the more spiritual and even religious energy that had sustained him in the past, with some success. He didn’t know if he were close to some sort of major rupture, or might die somehow in the attempt to clear the blockage. He had heard of such things. He was very afraid. A young girl came in and sat opposite him. She had amazing breasts behind a sweatshirt that was almost like a large bra, and he had great difficulty in not staring at them.

	 

	Carl went from triage nurse to doctor, who was put out that he hadn’t been fully honest at the first stage. Apparently a hard foreign body was a different problem to some faecal compaction and resistance. At least the doctor could prescribe some powerful painkillers. He was referred for an X Ray and then on to a surgeon for the actual removal attempt. Carl would never have much of a clue what it would feel like to give birth, but it might have been something slightly similar in that he was asked to ‘push’ while the surgeon did her best to at first take chunks of the apple, and then finally to his immense relief, get the bloody thing completely out. 

	 

	Altogether, by the time he got home, he was exhausted, traumatised, and extremely ashamed of himself.

	 

	He tapped a text to his Mistress, explaining the situation. His libido was at rock bottom and he was questioning the whole sanity of the following his sexual urges and letting them dictate.

	 

	She confirmed that he was firmly on the rest and recuperation list, but there was also a wicked smile emoji.

	 

	He mentioned to Her the fact that he had been forced into a rethink of his priorities and come to the rational conclusion that he would be better off not getting to fixated on sex.

	 

	Oh, so your chemistry has been fundamentally altered then?

	 

	He read Her message and he realised with a little whimper of despair that indeed nothing had really changed. He had got himself some rest, like someone who had expended a great effort, but his needs and urges would recover, just as an athlete would after a race. His need to submit to Her utterly had spent itself for the moment, but would inevitably return, and dictate his life, just as it had always done. 

	 

	He groaned then and texted back, even though his libido was at zero:

	 

	No. Licking Your Shiny Boots.

	 

	She sent back a wicked laughter emoji. Little did he know that She counted this a great indication of progress. He was not then under the influence of his libido, yet he recognised her supremacy. His confidence of ever being anything other than Her Property had almost entirely been eroded.

	 

	Good boy, She texted back, laughing sadistically to Herself.

	 

	 

	20. Bimbo Bitch

	 

	 

	John Courtenay wasn’t used to this sort of company and he felt extremely uncomfortable. The women were all loud, brash, cheap and looked about as natural as pleasure robots from some futuristic sex movie. He took it that their menfolk were all in the prison. He tried to find something else to look at, but apart from the brick blockhouse of the prison outbuilding and the car park there wasn’t much. 

	 

	He wished that they would call them in and get the visiting over with. He was only doing it for a friend anyway, who couldn’t be there. The man’s son Jeremy had got arrested for taking part in some stupid protest or other the previous week and was being held pending trial. He looked back at the women as they spoke vigorously, or ‘screeched’ might have been a better word, he thought.

	 

	“Nah, I don’t do that,” said one, her hands on her hips, “it’s cheaper round the corner. One ticket does me.”

	 

	“Thought that was only to the station, San.”

	 

	“Well, it is, but they usually lets me off ‘ere.”

	 

	“Lucky to get ‘ere at all,” said another, her hair up in a high bun and large earrings jangling, “these bloody strikes. ‘Ad to bloody walk today.”

	 

	There was a general murmur of sympathy for this view.

	 

	John looked guiltily at his Jaguar EV, then back at the women, down to his laces, then back at them. One of the younger girls really had the most amazing breasts, held behind a stretchy top that left nothing to the imagination. He could even see the outlines of her prominent nipples.

	 

	“Oi! Can ya stop lookin’ at my daughter’s tits!”

	 

	He looked at the woman who had spoken, shocked and reddening.

	 

	The other ladies laughed at this, collapsing into fits of giggles.

	 

	How dare they speak to me like that? He thought.

	 

	He was very relieved when the prison officer by the door chose that moment to open up and invite them inside. He shuffled in with the rest, keeping his eyes down like a naughty schoolboy.

	 

	He listened to ten minutes of whining and self importance from the floppy haired youth that he had never liked anyway, and couldn’t wait for the ten minutes to be up and to be on his way. He would just have to tell Rupert that he wasn’t going to be able to go down to the prison anymore. The sooner he got into his EV and drove back to the comprehensible, pleasant neighbourhood that he knew, the better it would be.

	 

	As soon as the bell sounded, he got up, but had to go in a group with all the rest.

	 

	“I reckon the least ‘e can do for gettin’ a thrill of Amy’s jugs is to give us all a lift ‘ome in that fancy car of ‘is. What d’you reckon girls?

	 

	It was the woman in the bun again, and she glared at him without the slightest trace of embarrassment as there was a chorus of affirmatives and giggles around her.

	 

	John thought about refusing, but in the end found he could not, and tried to make it appear as though he was in on the joke and rather amused himself.

	 

	They all piled into his car, oohs and aaahs, and more laughter. He caught another look at the daughter’s breasts as it happened in the rear view mirror.  He looked away guiltily.

	 

	“Make ‘im get out an’ open the door like a bloody chauffeur!”

	 

	There was more shrill, cackling laughter. He looked into the mirror again and Amy was staring straight back at him. He dropped his eyes at once. 

	 

	“Good idea, Beth,” said the first woman and looked at him archly.

	 

	He saw that there was little choice for him to obey. It really was so far outside his experience that he simply had no idea what to do. The ladies were so confident and overbearing that he felt completely powerless.

	 

	The last to be set down were Amy and her mother. The girl lingered behind as the older woman opened the front door and swept inside.

	 

	John had come out of the car to obediently open the door for them. He looked at the young girl questioningly, only refraining from glancing down at her boobs with a great effort.

	 

	She regarding him quite coolly. Her eyes were grey and steady.

	 

	She smiled slowly, and started to knead her magnificent breasts through her top. He stared at them, feeling his insides go queasy.

	 

	“Would ya drive us again?” She asked. “If I asked you to?”

	 

	“What?” 

	 

	Her smile widened and she tweaked her nipples through the thin material, making them harden.

	 

	He swallowed, and suddenly had the feeling that the ground was slipping away from under him.

	 

	“While the bus drivers are on strike,” she said, sweetly,

	 

	“Yes, all right.”

	 

	Why on earth had he said that?

	 

	“I’ll need ya number then. Write it down for me.”

	 

	“Oh, yes,” he mumbled, “hold on.”

	 

	He went into his car, opened the glove compartment and wrote his mobile down on a piece of notepaper.

	 

	She took it and smiled broadly.

	 

	“My Pop’s a right bad un,” she said. “E’s in for GBH and intent.”

	 

	“Oh, yes?” 

	 

	“Yeh. I wonder what he’s gonna say when I tell ‘im that an old posh twat bogged at my tits all day and then gave me ‘is number?”

	 

	John looked at her, totally stupefied.

	 

	She laughed, and there was an evil, sadistic edge to it that sent chills down his spine.

	 

	“Why would you say a thing like that?”

	 

	“Because I’m makin’ you my bitch.”

	 

	This time, he was completely speechless.

	 

	“Now, fucking piss off and come when I call.”

	 

	She kneaded her tits once more for his benefit, smiled thinly, and then went inside after her mother.

	 

	John stood there for a moment, shocked, but then saw nothing more to be done than follow her instruction.

	 

	He had absolutely no intention of ever driving her or her dreadful mother anywhere at all. He had to laugh at the very idea of being her ‘bitch’. John Courtenay? The local police chief was a member of the golf club for goodness sake. Where did these young girls get these ideas? He chuckled at he pulled into the double garage of his house. These people had no education, no class, no idea about anything.

	 

	He had only been indoors long enough to boil a kettle when his phone buzzed. He picked it up. It was a text from an unrecognised number, with an attachment. He was going to delete it, but opened it instead. It was a picture of Amy, posing in a bra that was semi transparent, her nipples straining dark against the fabric, her breasts tight and full and utterly gorgeous. He felt his world begin to spin, slowly at first then faster and faster, and at the same time it seemed to suck him down, into a well of sweet, dangerous darkness that tingled right through his body. He had never felt like that before. A wail of despair seemed to sound from somewhere in those awakened depths.

	 

	Underneath were the words: Hello bitch.

	 

	 

	21. Mean Streets

	 

	 

	“Would you like to donate to the homeless sir?”

	 

	Charles Montague certainly looked like a very promising candidate. He was clearly a high earner. He had the carriage, confidence and wardrobe that spoke of a top end lawyer, or high flying executive. His face was intelligent and finely moulded, and he stood straight and tall. In times gone he might have been described as ‘aristocratic’. He shook his head almost imperceptibly and walked on with a long confident stride, attracting a few sour looks from the little gathering at the monument that Saturday. He didn’t go very far however, merely moving to the next well meaning presentation, which was regarding the prevention of cruelty to children. He listened patiently to the young girl speaking gushingly of how many vulnerable young people were abused every day and how funds were sorely needed to support them, but again, he did not decide to contribute anything

	 

	There were the regular ‘stall holders’. The anti-vivisectionists, the nuclear disarmament, guide dog charities, donkey sanctuary exponents. Charles went past them all, and seemed to take a perverse delight in spending time to listen to each of them, only to sardonically move on without even a word of explanation. It was extremely embarrassing and awkward.

	 

	A nicely dressed young woman seemed determined to redress the balance by speaking kindly to each well-meaning volunteer, asking them about the particular cause they were campaigning for and then leaving a generous donation with a palpable warmth and generosity of spirit.

	 

	“Oh, if only there were more people like you in the world, madam,” said a man in a cardigan and tie, who was representing a charity installing clean water in sub Saharan Africa, as he gratefully took her cash donation. “That will be a real help.”

	 

	“Well, you do such good work.” 

	 

	There wasn’t a single good cause that she didn’t give generously to and her smile seemed to light up that dour old monument that reared up behind them. 

	 

	“That’s Lady Ellesmere,” said one of the stall holders, as she finally moved away towards her car that was parked on the road nearby.

	 

	“Lovely lady.”

	 

	“She’s up for the mayoralty.”

	 

	“She’ll get my vote.”

	 

	To one side, the man who had been so ungenerous sighed heavily.

	 

	“Bloody tight-ass toff,” said a voice from behind him.

	He turned around to see a group of local men moving restlessly, holding bottles and cans.

	 

	“Gave bugger all, didn’t he?”

	 

	Charles moved away, thoroughly alarmed. He noted the exact words and knew she would enjoy hearing all about it. Anything that humiliated him She enjoyed. Lady Ellesmere had impressed upon him the need to be extra arrogant and mean that morning, when he had knelt before her and presented Her with an envelope full of cash.

	 

	 

	22. The Buyout

	 

	Meredith sighed regretfully, but it had to be done. It seemed like an immense amount of money, basically all his savings, but what price his soul? He considered cutting Her off without paying anything, but he did feel that he owed Her something for backing out of their relationship, and there was always the possibility of Her going through with Her blackmail threat. The thought made him shudder. Even in these liberal times, some of the things that he had submitted to and clearly relished at Her hands would raise eyebrows and disgust any normally adjusted person. She filmed a lot of Her sessions and he saw again how it had looked on video as he had pushed his face between Her spread ass cheeks, her black nailed fingers exposing her butthole, spreading her buttocks for him to lick and tongue it with such eagerness, kneeling under Her and cleaning Her like a trained animal while She laughed and encouraged him to ever greater effort. She would check his work with toilet paper and if there was the slightest brown stain on it he would be harshly caned for the oversight. Picturing these things he felt himself begin to melt inside as that familiar, tingling sweetness went through his body, rising from his groin and awakening those seductive, evil desires that he knew beyond any doubt that he had to fight and resist or lose his soul and his mind to them. And the things that She had made him lick off the soles of Her boots and eat…..he shuddered at the very thought that She might ever make those images public. It was so hard to be sure what She would actually be capable of.

	 

	The image of Her face flashed suddenly up in his mind’s eye. A cold smile curled at her mouth, and Her eyes were greedy and dark. He remembered a song from somewhere about a tragic youth who had flown too high and  ended up with eyes ‘like black holes in the sky’. She had eyes like that, but they weren’t the empty and lifeless orbs of a stricken spirit, but the hungry, gloating, patient pools of an entity that enjoyed sucking everything slowly into its dark soul, drawing light, hope, innocence and joy into its fatal gravity, consuming it gradually with evil relish. Black holes that he had drifted far too close to, and desperately needed to get away from. The only thing that permitted his escape from them without destruction was cash.

	 

	He was grateful that there was something he could offer Her for his freedom. He supposed he was quite lucky to be actually allowed to pay his way out. There was nothing stopping Her demanding the cash anyway and keeping him under Her control if She was serious about the blackmail element. She had been so gracious and pleasant about it actually, even though the fee had been pretty much all that he had left.

	 

	Meredith sighed and opened the online payment service app on his phone. Doing online payments always seemed a little unreal, as if the digits on the screen didn’t really have any actual relationship with money at all. The large number this time spooked him a bit and his finger trembled a little as he pressed the button to complete the transaction. 

	 

	It went through with a swishing sound and then it was done. 

	 

	Meredith sighed deeply and slumped a little in his chair as if limbs that had been held up with strings had suddenly come away from their moorings. Now he could get on with his life, return to who he had been, and turn away from dark obsession.

	 

	Looking back on the episode, years later, he realised that it had been such a seminal moment. Such a turning point. Life was so different afterwards. 

	 

	He remembered the tears. The floods of tears. He could still see them dropping down onto the dark linoleum, made blurry by the weeping flow. He could not wipe his eyes, he recalled, because his wrists were trapped in the little holes of Her stocks, the wicked hinged contraption that also held his neck.

	 

	He remembered seeing the vague shape of the toe of Her boot fill his vision and taste of it as he kissed and licked it, still weeping. And all the while She laughed, a nickering, cruel sound, but full of wicked delight. She couldn’t see the exact expression on his face because it was covered in black, gleaming latex, but he knew that hardly mattered, with the tears pouring out of the little round eyeholes, and the groans of despair from the restricted throat, his feelings were obvious enough.

	 

	She had been expecting him, and Her eyes had only shown the merest glitter of amusement and triumph when he had finally arrived at Her door after a couple of weeks of useless attempts to stop thinking about Her and base his life around something else.

	 

	But She was enjoying it now, he could tell, as his despair and pain poured out in sobbing groans.

	 

	Even when She tried to sound hurt by his attempted rejection of Her, he could tell that She had to prevent Herself from laughing. Even so, his insulting behaviour had to be punished, had to be expunged by pain, and he knew that She had put him in Her stocks for that very purpose, clamped in place by neck and wrists low to the floor, and his ankles held to keep him in a kneeling position, his vulnerable ass in the air.. He remembered that he had desired it, too, needed to make it alright between them. And he knew that he would never try and leave Her again.

	 

	 

	23. Positive Signs

	 

	 

	“I need some time off, Mistress.”

	 

	He flinched as Her blue eyes suddenly glittered dangerously and that lovely jawline hardened.

	 

	“Oh, do you?’

	 

	Gordon hesitated.

	 

	“Well, I’m getting a bit stressed and, well, suffocated by all this. A bit obsessed. I think we could give it a rest for a bit?”

	 

	She laughed, but he was not comforted by the sound.

	 

	“Let me guess, you feel you are ‘losing yourself’?”

	 

	“Yes,” he admitted. “It has been kind of overwhelming.”

	 

	“You want time to ‘find yourself’ again. Get some ‘inner balance’ back.”

	 

	“Yes!”

	 

	She laughed more loudly, throwing her head back.

	 

	“You poor subbie. You really don’t get it, do you?”

	 

	He looked at Her, uncomprehending.

	 

	She took his head in Her hands, red nails spread over the latex of his hood, and drew him right up close so that Her eyes seemed to fill his world.

	 

	“Just think about what you said,” she whispered. “You are being overwhelmed, you are losing yourself, you no longer have an inner balance.”

	 

	He said nothing, his mind racing to little effect.

	 

	“That’s because we are getting somewhere, you idiot! I am overwhelming you, and who do you think you are losing yourself to? And if you no longer have an inner balance, maybe that’s because I’m your balance now.”

	 

	He stared at Her.

	 

	“Of course it’s scary, and of course its disorientating, but no one said that it was going to be easy. There’s so much shit that’s been put into your little head, it’s going to take me a while to clean it out. And it’s not going to be helped by ‘taking a rest’ or ‘having some “me time”’. The first stretch of training a slave is all uphill, and if I don’t keep pushing, then you’re just going to slide back.”

	 

	He considered this, surprised.

	 

	“After a while we reach level ground,” she said, with a sigh, “and that is so rewarding. Even downhill eventually, when it takes no more effort at all to get you to behave. It is SO worth the effort, subbie, believe me.”

	 

	She closed her eyes and sighed again.

	 

	“Oh, talk about sunlit uplands and heaven on earth. A fully trained slave is such a beautiful and endlessly stimulating reward, for slave and Mistress both. You’ll be so happy and fulfilled you won’t know you’re on the same planet.”

	 

	Gordon thought he could imagine a state like that.

	 

	“And all that’s required is a bit of pain now as I adjust you inside, change your program from the rubbish you’ve been told, help you let go of all the inherited obstacles and impediments, all that selfish, egotistical ugliness, till there is only the empty vessel left, ready to be filled with the beautiful energy of surrender to Me.”

	 

	“I think I do see, Mistress’” he said, through the restricting hole in the latex.

	 

	“So NO, you can’t have time to undo the progress we have made, and be sure to treat any subsequent discomfort and confusion as positive signs of change!”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, feeling tearfully grateful. It seemed incredible that this beautiful Female was actually spending so much time on developing and training him for Her service.

	 

	“Good,” She said warmly, and planted a kiss on his latex head.

	 

	 

	24. Catching Up

	 

	“Let me let you into a little secret, slave,” said Carmel, pursing Her lips. “We Mistresses go through a learning process, too.”

	 

	She looked down at the grovelling creature gazing up at Her so pathetically from his place on the carpet.

	 

	“I mean, look at you.”

	 

	She shook her beautiful head and sighed.

	 

	“You’re such a good slave when you want to be.”

	 

	Ian Dufrense had the grace to look sheepish and repentant. He was always sheepish and repentant when he finally knelt before Her again and promised Her he would stay this time and not let Her down.

	 

	She had decided not to give him the asylum of the feature-effacing hood that She mostly enjoyed Her slaves wearing. They also seemed to greatly appreciate the anonymity after a while, but today She wanted Ian exposed and vulnerable and naked to kneel before Her and present his emotions for Her inspection. His neck was clamped inside a hinged wooden contraption that also entrapped both wrists, the whole thing fixed by a short chain to a ring in the floor, allowing him no opportunity to raise his head beyond waist level.

	 

	Mostly of course She had no interest in a slave’s face, or the expressions that the latex hood effaced. A blank, gleaming visage with little round holes for eyes that only allowed them to look straight ahead suited Her perfectly. 

	 

	“So how are you going to stay faithful to me this time, Ian, hmmm?”

	 

	She pursed Her lips and looked at him with a frank, cold stare.

	 

	He shrank from it as if She had brandished a rapier.

	 

	“We’ve tried the chastity device, we’ve tried enforced pantie wearing, you even got a tattoo of my mark on your ass, but none of these things had the desired effect did they?”

	 

	He shook his head, looking extremely embarrassed.

	 

	“Well, I’ve had enough, Ian,” She said, brusquely. She looked at him and smiled, thinly. “You force me into the stereotype, don’t you?”

	 

	He frowned up at Her, uncomprehending.

	 

	‘In short, I’ve treated you FAR too well.”

	 

	He gulped at Her hard, unamused expression.

	 

	“It’s not kindness and mercy that you fantasise about, is it? It’s not being lenient and making allowances that make special chemistry explode. No, it’s cruelty, exploitation and malice.”

	 

	She stode towards him and jerked him up painfully by the wooden board that held his neck and wrists, making him gasp.

	 

	“Well, I’ve got good news for you, slave. From now on that’s ALL you’re ever going to get!”

	 

	He winced away from Her, but She held him tight.

	 

	“You can’t be faithful, you’ve always got an excuse, you have a million and one reasons to do with your humanity that prevents you from committing. WELL, tough shit. You’re not human anymore, You’re My Property and you’re going to do exactly what I say, when I say, and how I say. Understood!?”

	 

	Ian should have been scared by this, and he was. He should have been appalled by it, and he was. But he shouldn’t have been completely overcome by gratitude and pleasure at this prospect, shouldn’t have felt tears burn and fall at his eyes, nor should he ever have said “Thank You, Mistress.”

	 

	She sighed. Cruetly really is kindness to some slaves.

	 

	25. Stocks and Shares

	 

	 

	Barney had noticed a lot of ‘new age’ shops selling crystals and other pagan paraphernalia in the old town. It seemed that anywhere with any connection with Arthurian legends attracted this sort of cultish merchandise. He supposed it to be the usual ‘cashing in’ on supposed mystical qualities of place, or relics, or historical events. It was quite noticeable however that in these modern times, no one was queuing up to venerate a saint, but of pagan interest there seemed to be a great deal. This latest shop seemed the most ostentatious of the lot, advertising tarot reading, scrying and any amount of ‘Divine Feminine’ infused crystals, symbols and artefacts. Quite apart from that, bizarrely, it had a set of medieval style stocks standing outside, and even more bizarrely, had some unfortunate young man locked by the neck and wrists in it, held in a standing position for all the passers by to see and wonder at. It certainly had the effect of making people pause by the shop, and laugh at the placard that was placed round the victims neck which said ‘Thieves will be prosecuted’.

	 

	Barney was curious but didn’t dare to approach the unfortunate wretch. Other people did though, mostly men with a joke, but the man didn’t seem to want to join in with the humour. He turned dark and rather expressionless eyes to them and advised them to move on at once and never come back. This caused more merriment, and not a little confusion, as it was assumed he was there to encourage custom.

	 

	It did not seem to discourage the female clientele however, who simply tittered in his direction on their way into the shop.

	 

	Barney read the advertisements in the shop window and took in the range of crystals, pipes, dreamcatchers, mystical symbols and feminine statuettes, most of them naked and unashamedly sexual and provocative. He watched people going in and out, but couldn’t seem to find the resolve to enter the shop himself. He just stood there, caught between coming and going.

	 

	After a while he looked back at the man in the stocks and found that he was looking at him, his gaze intense and fixed.

	 

	“Get out of here!”  He whispered, fiercely. “NOW!”

	 

	Barney looked at him in surprise.

	 

	“Ohhh,” said a bubbly female voice.

	 

	He turned towards the entrance and saw a young girl come tripping towards him, a huge smile creasing her elfin face. She was very much dressed in the ‘gothic’ style with dark makeup and black clothing, but her eyes sparkled with friendliness and sincerity.

	 

	“Would you like a free tarot reading?”

	 

	Barney hesitated, not really wanting anything of the sort, but not liking to return her warm invitation with a mean spirited refusal.

	 

	“Well….”

	 

	“Have you ever had one before?”

	 

	“Well, no…”

	 

	“Come on, then,” she said, excitedly, “it will be fun!”

	 

	The man in the stocks groaned but it only made the girl laugh as she held his arm and guided him into the dark interior of the shop.

	 

	Inside he found that he had no references. The place smelled of some fragrant essential oil, pungent and evocative, slow and heavy. None of the symbols, merchandise or jewellery meant anything to him at all, although he recognised individual shapes like the crescent moon and stars and goddess figures by their obvious femininity. He had been arrested somewhat by these shapes as he had looked in from outside, now they seemed to exert a fascination that was much more powerful, though completely undefined. 

	 

	The young girl took him through the shop to the rear, where the fortune teller had her little tent with a beaded door.

	 

	At the young girl’s giggly encouragement, he pushed through the hanging beads into the tent. 

	 

	He was greeted by exactly the sort of scene he had expected, a more mature female dressed for the part, framing a crystal ball with fingers tipped with black, her make up dramatic and portentous. She had a fine figure, if somewhat matronly, and Barney had to stop himself looking at the ample bust straining against the confines or her black dress that glittered with crystal beads.

	 

	She motioned for him to sit down and then stared it him for a moment. It wasn’t a particularly friendly stare and Barney found it extremely discomfiting. 

	“I was t-told it was free,” he stammered, his throat dry.

	 

	She smirked at that and continued to stare at him, seeming to penetrate to the depths of his soul.

	 

	“Did you know you were standing outside for half an hour?”

	 

	Her voice was soft, dusky and dangerous.

	 

	“Oh,” he said, frowning, “was it really that long?”

	 

	“Why didn’t you leave?”

	 

	This was a good question, he thought, but he found that he didn’t really know the answer.

	 

	“I don’t know.”

	 

	She smirked again, and lights seemed to dance in her eyes.

	 

	Barney found that he was getting lightheaded with the heavy, fragrant air.

	 

	“Why didn’t you come in?”

	 

	“I was scared to,” he said at once, as though someone else were speaking. 

	 

	Her smirk crept wider, into a thin smile.

	 

	“Awww.” She said. “But while you were out there, and now inside, how does it make you feel?”

	 

	“Good,” he said, at once, again surprised by his own answer. Up until that point, he might have said ‘uneasy’, or ‘interested’, but he realised that it had been more than that as he said it.

	 

	“Good,” she echoed, as if we had arrived at some sort of expected, ominous destination. “It makes you feel good.”

	 

	“Yes,” he said, in a sort strangled whisper.

	 

	“You were taking in Female Energy,” she continued, with certainty, “from his shop, sucking it in for half an hour.”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	“But you had no intention of paying, did you?”

	 

	He frowned, and tried to say that there could be no charge for just looking, but he knew that this was wrong and the words died in his throat.

	 

	“That makes you a thief, doesn’t?”

	 

	He couldn’t speak.

	 

	“One of those pathetic individuals that just ‘look’ and take our energy, never honour and commit.”

	 

	She nodded with a grim smile.

	 

	“Well, we have a special place for thieves here.”

	 

	Barney felt sick to the core of his being as he realised what was going to happen to him, and he knew that he would not be able to prevent it, wouldn’t be able to refuse, just like the present occupant had been powerless to stop his humiliation. He recalled the man’s dire warnings.

	 

	“There’s already someone in the stocks,” he said, in a cracked, desperate voice.

	 

	She smiled broadly.

	 

	“He will be released to accommodate you, don’t worry.”

	 

	“And what happens to him?”

	 

	“What will happen to you, you mean, after you have been punished?”

	 

	She smiled.

	 

	“What do you want to happen to you?”

	 

	Her eyes were amused, penetrating, hard.

	 

	He found that he didn’t know. Strange feelings were struggling to find expression, new feelings.

	 

	“Those who spend time in those stocks are always offered a role in serving us afterwards. A surprising number of them say yes. The man who is currently locked in them has been there many times. He can’t get enough of it.”

	Barney thought of the man’s vacant and suffering face, his dire, fierce warnings to stay away, and shuddered.

	 

	“You can think on it while you are locked in place. Sammantha?”

	 

	The young girl came bouncing back and led Barney outside to the stocks. The former prisoner has already been freed.

	 

	As he felt the wooden contraption closed over his neck and wrists and lock with a snap it occurred to him that he hadn’t even thought about refusing and simply walking out. 

	 

	“Now you’re our prisoner,” she said, giving him a bright smile and tapping him lightly on the nose.

	 

	 

	26. Mirror, Mirror

	 

	 

	“Females were always supposed to like mirrors,” said Kasha, “but men not so much.”

	 

	She ran one red-tipped nail over his bald, recently shaven head and giggled as he shivered at the touch.

	 

	“Girls were so vain, and women so taken up with their appearance. Such shallow and pathetic behaviour, mmmm?”

	 

	He did not trust himself to speak, and knew that he was not required to. He remained kneeling, looking at himself in the mirror, a collared, chained thing and his beautiful Mistress standing over him, smiling, stroking his head.

	 

	“But the great thing about mirrors is they don’t lie. What you see is the truth.”

	 

	He had to fight a little whimper escaping his throat.

	 

	“And what do you see? Hmmm? Describe it.”

	 

	He tried to speak, and only a hollow whisper came out.

	 

	“Come on!”

	 

	“A s-slave,” he muttered at last, hardly audible.

	 

	“Yes, a slave,” she agreed, laughing, “anything else?”

	 

	“And slave Owner,” he said, a little more firmly, gasping as if he were making some sort of great effort.

	 

	“Gooood,” She crooned, laughing.

	 

	He moaned a little, which made Her laugh again.

	 

	“Now, slave, you know why I shaved Your head, don’t you?”

	 

	He shook his head silently.

	 

	“It’s so the hood sits nicely against the skin.”

	 

	He trembled as she held up a floppy dark object that seemed to yawn open darkly, like looking into hell.

	 

	“And you’re going to watch as your old face disappears, and your new face slides into place. The face that I have decided you will have. Just as I have wiped your mind, now I am going to wipe your face, slave.”

	 

	“Thank you, Mistress,” he said, gratefully. 

	 

	She giggled at that.

	 

	“Now….”

	 

	She smeared something all over his shiny, newly shaven scalp.

	 

	“Lube,” she explained, “so the hood slides down nicely…”

	 

	It felt cold to the touch and made him shiver as She worked it over his skin.

	 

	“Now…watch, slave, as I overwrite your old face, with something new…and SO MUCH better….”

	 

	She giggled again as She positioned the hood over his scalp and worked it down slowly. 

	 

	She was careful to position the small round apertures that allowed him to see   right opposite his eyes right at the start. She wanted him to witness the transformation as she slid the latex material down, gradually wiping the expressive flesh with the black, shiny hood. So symbolic of the reality of his enslavement, his thoughts, memories, personality all being deleted before his new program, his simple all encompassing need to worship and obey Her. Nothing else mattered and it was so appropriate that he no longer had a face, and could only look straight ahead through the little round eyeholes, straight at what She directed him to see, and nothing to either side.

	 

	He moaned slightly as he saw his face being erased, and She tittered again as She drew the zipper up at the back, tightening it all against his skin till it looked indeed like an extension of his body and not additional to it.

	 

	“There,” she said, with a sigh. “Thats SO much better, isn’t it?”

	 

	She put her hand on the top of his head, her slim fingers like a spider’s legs pressed against his scalp, the red tips gleaming. 

	 

	“Look at yourself,” she whispered, bending down to him, “look how beautiful you have become.”

	 

	He had to admit, he did look amazing. The hood fitted so tightly and the gleaming black was incredibly sexy. The collar fitted around loops at the bottom and secured to whole thing in place. She held a chain leash in one hand, and his new head in the other, beautiful and amazing as always, and utterly irrefusable.

	 

	“Of course,” She went on, with a conspiratorial air, “you know what that ‘lube’ really was, don’t you?”

	 

	He grunted a negative and turned to look at Her.

	 

	She held his head firmly in Her hand.

	 

	“Keep looking at yourself in the mirror,” She snapped. He relaxed and obeyed.

	 

	“It’s actually glue…”

	 

	He jumped and let out a pitiful moan, pulling at the manacles that held his wrists to his back, uselessly.

	 

	She laughed at that.

	 

	“And it’s FAR to late to think about taking it off,” she said, “it acts extremely quickly.”

	 

	He shook his head, groaning.

	 

	“And that’s not all, slave,” she continued, whispering in his ear. “It is also quite acidic. It reacts with the skin. Pretty soon your face is going to actually start to dissolve, depending on where the lovely goo happens to be concentrated. Believe me, you won’t want to take the hood off, slave. Underneath, you’ll look like the Elephant Man.”

	 

	He whimpered at this while She laughed.

	 

	“But really, how does that make you feel?”

	 

	He hesitated.

	 

	“Doesn’t it actually make you really happy, that there is no way back? That You are mine now forever and the face on which your old life is written is no more?”

	 

	He was silent, evidently thinking about it.

	 

	“Shouldn’t you in fact be thanking me, slave? Hmmm?”

	 

	‘Yes, Mistress,” he said after a while, his voice nicely muted and changed by the tight hood. “Thank you.”

	 

	“That’s a good boy,” She laughed. “Actually it is just a harmless ointment, but was fun to pretend otherwise for a moment, wasn’t it?”

	 

	 

	27. Rosy in the Garden

	 

	 

	“I’m here ‘bout the garden,” he said, making it into half a question, looking at her squarely through brown, bovine eyes.

	 

	“Oh, yes?” Asked Verity, pleasantly.

	 

	“I do the village, see,” he went on, with a leering smile, his eyes lingering briefly on her breasts, the nipples just discernible through the thin woollen fabric of her blouse.

	 

	“Oh, do you?”

	 

	“I’m ‘ere most Frideys…”

	 

	“Well, I’m sorry, but I already have someone for that.”

	 

	He frowned, his small round eyes suddenly hard.

	 

	“Ooos that? This is moy beat.”

	 

	Verity smiled thinly.

	 

	“Thank you for your offer, Mr .. Underhill, is it? I’ll bear it in mind. Good Morning.”

	 

	The old man stomped away from the door after another resentful glare, and went away muttering to himself.

	 

	Verity sighed to herself. There was nothing more sad that someone living a shallow and undeveloped life.

	 

	After a while, another van pulled up outside her house and a young man got out. The back was bristling with garden equipment.

	 

	He came to her door and she ushered him inside.

	 

	As soon as the door was closed he knelt on the carpet and put his forehead down at her feet.

	 

	“Mistress Verity, your slave begs permission to look after your garden.”

	 

	She smiled. This was really so much better. 

	 

	“Lick my shoes,” she snapped. There was plenty of time to mow the lawn.

	 

	There were many things wrong with the modern world, she mused, watching him worship Her, but then there had been some significant progress as well.

	 

	 

	28. Compounded Interest

	 

	“You love this so much….”

	 

	“No,” Ian whimpered.

	 

	“You can’t think of anything else all day, can you?”

	 

	Ian shook his head, but she just laughed, perfectly present and clear on his computer screen, beautiful and predatory.

	 

	He was in a kneeling position, looking up at Her. She laughed again, a nickering, throaty, delighted sound. He really was such a lovely sight, She thought. Many were the times when She had some sympathy for his pathetic plight, but honestly, he just looked so perfect kneeling there looking up at Her so adoringly with those big, begging eyes.

	 

	He was naked, just like his expression, but for the studded leather collar round his neck, and his cock was cruelly restricted and locked into a chastity device that did not allow him to expand much more than fill the steel tube with frustrated, cramped flesh, excited and aroused, but unable to develop, and his touch through the shining steel did nothing to help.

	 

	“Shackle up,” she said, softly, laughing again.

	 

	“No,” he whimpered, but his hands were already creeping round behind his back.

	 

	Two chains ran down by his spine from his collar, ending in manacles that fixed his wrists high behind his back. The key was encased in ice, melting with glacial slowness in a large plate nearby. Once he had snapped the manacles in place, he wouldn’t be able to release himself. Another longer chain ran from his collar to the iron leg of his bed, already locked in place.

	 

	She watched avidly as he snapped first one manacle in place, and then the other. Once they were both locked, he seemed to sag as if in defeat.

	 

	She giggled and moved his mouse via the remote access software. He struggled slightly and moaned as She manoeuvred it onto the gift icon relating to the online sex service that connected them.

	 

	“Now, watch,” she said, softly, “while I drain you.”

	 

	He struggled in his chains, but he couldn’t free his hands, and the chain at his neck prevented him from getting any closer to the computer. He couldn’t reach his trapped cock either.

	 

	“Poor baby,” she crooned, and giggled as She pressed the button, sending a large sum straight into her account.

	 

	His cock strained to harden in the steel tube and his body arched with the pleasure that was coursing through him.

	 

	“Paypig heaven,” she said, clicking the button again.

	 

	There was nothing he could do. He had to watch as She drained him completely of cash.

	 

	He knew that She would lose interest and log off as soon as he was empty. He would then have to wait for the ice to melt so he could get the key, which would be several hours. Then he would collapse exhausted on the bed and try and recuperate, saying he would never ever do that again. Telling himself that he wouldn’t. Telling himself that he couldn’t.

	 

	But all the time he would see Her face, and hear Her laughter, and black despair would fill his soul.

	 

	 

	29. Technological Breakthrough

	 

	 

	Aidan mentally shook his head. He didn’t dare actually move, but he felt all the impatience and frustration of the feeling that went with it.

	 

	Everything was switching around. Women were suddenly such nerds. When did they suddenly become obsessed with gadgets?

	 

	He concentrated on staying as still as possible. He was in a stable position, kneeling on all fours, but the motion sensors in his collar and chastity device were very sensitive and of course the sadistic bitches had turned the shock setting up to maximum so it would be cripplingly painful if he set one of them off.

	 

	He couldn’t look up at the webcam, and he had no idea if they were even watching him. He whimpered slightly, wondering how he had become so trapped and helpless. He knew exactly why, though, because the reason for it tingled in blissful, submissive waves through his body. It was like their maddeningly beautiful fingers were round his throat and his cock, holding him firmly, and between those two points, like current passing between electrical poles, sexual pleasure fizzed and crackled. He gave himself up to it, recognising it as a higher state, and when he pictured his Female Owners, disdainful and predatory, he found that he was suddenly shedding grateful tears. It was as though a great well of blissful energy had suddenly burst through an obstruction deep in his psyche to flood every last particle of his being. He gasped at the power of it, as it claimed, upheld, and transformed him. He sensed all the values and esteems of his life melt and change in the white heat of that blissful pleasure, his sense of worthiness and success became bound up with, informed by it, defined by it.

	 

	He heard the clicking of heels nearby and his heart raced even faster. The hum of machinery changed its tone subtly and a hand grabbed his hair. His head was jerked upwards and he found himself looking into the angular, beautiful features of one of his two captors. He looked up at her with his eyes full of grateful tears and She smiled thinly, Her green eyes glittering.

	 

	She was dressed in a white coat that denoted a medical role, but it was cut to hint strongly at Her figure, and Her stockinged legs ended in strappy, fascinating heels. Her face was made up and exquisite. Her nails well shaped and gleaming red, holding a tablet computer.

	 

	She looked at the screen and scrolled down a number of rows of names and figures. When she got to ‘Giles Arbuthnot’, she tapped on ‘More Therapy Required’. A drop down list showed a number of options from ‘Initial Treatment’, to ‘Treatment Complete’. She tapped on ‘Essential realignment made, consolidating change.’ 

	 

	She smiled down at his tearful, vulnerable eyes, full of adoration and pain. He really was chemically complete now, fully awakened to the bliss of servitude to femininity, but a few more hours of torment wouldn’t hurt.

	 

	 

	30. Never Bored

	 

	“Oh, hey, Merv, how are you doing?”

	 

	Aaron had looked up briefly from the screen of his smartphone as he had seen the shadow of someone approaching over the college lawn and recognised his old classmate.

	 

	He managed an uncertain smile, but it faded a little as he saw that there was no answering warmth.

	 

	“Are you OK?”

	 

	Mervyn looked at him steadily, with no more than a twist at one side of his mouth that might have signified anything. 

	 

	“Still playing scrabble?” He said, his gaze flicking to the phone.

	 

	“Uh-huh. Still haven’t got that 30 average!”

	 

	The pathetic attempt at a jocular tone fell flat.

	 

	“You look bored, Aaron.”

	“Oh,” said his former friend, “you’re never bored with a smartphone, are you? No excuse these days.”

	 

	Mervyn looked unimpressed.

	 

	“Depends how you use it.”

	 

	He dug into his pocket and produced a small USB stick.

	 

	“Here’s something for you.”

	 

	“What’s on this?” Asked Aaron, taking it automatically.

	 

	“It’ll blow your socks off.”

	 

	“Porn?”

	 

	“Of course.”

	 

	Mervyn smiled and walked away. He always felt so good when he knew they would watch it.

	 

	 

	Two weeks later and the door buzzer went in his little one room apartment. It was Aaron, looking distressed and emaciated.

	 

	Mervyn smiled sardonically and ushered him in. Aaron stood silently in the little, basic room and looked as though he was about to cry. Mervyn’s smile grew wider.

	 

	“You’ve come to suck me off, haven’t you?”

	 

	Aaron looked sharply up at him, his eyes twin pools of dark despair. Mervyn could see that he was shocked at his old classmates tone. He had been such a nice person before.

	 

	Mervyn laughed and looked at the webcam fixed to his wall. It showed a green light. He knew that She would be watching.

	 

	“Kneel down like a bitch then,” he snapped, pointed at the floor. He opened his fly and worked out his prick, which was already hardening. 

	 

	It was amazing how quickly She could turn an ordinary person into trapped and helpless little slave, forced to do Her bidding and made into whatever sexual animal She so wished. She had enjoyed sharing the process with Mervyn, so that he could luxuriate in his torment, addiction and despair. Mervyn had been known as a kindly and easy going soul a few years ago, but now he lived only to please his Mistress. She had revealed to him the pleasure of cruelty and the bliss and power of submission to the dark. Enjoying his own degradation and entrapment, he now enjoyed assisting Her and watching it happen another, being fully Her creature, Her creation.

	 

	The USB stick had contained a film of his Mistress in Her latex slut days, shot for a porn site years ago, and utterly beautiful and captivating. It contained contact details and an invitation to go cam to cam, initially for nothing. Mervyn had laughed as he was allowed a shared screen with his Mistress, seeing Aaron fall to his knees before Her for the very first time. He loved the confusion and terror in his eyes as the unutterable bliss of surrender to Her suffused his body and filled his eyes with disbelieving tears. It was so easy for Her. Once the burning fulfilment of submission to Her had been experienced, there was no escape. After that he was Hers, and She began to shape him as She wanted him. She made them all suck cock on cam, but his eventual fate was still uncertain. 

	 

	Submissive glory wasn’t supposed to exist. No one spoke about it. There was never any mention of it in any sex education programme. Only religious texts ever spoke of it, the total abnegation before a Divine Being, the ultimate loss of self and discovery of the sublime power of unspoken, unspeakable chemistry that came with total surrender. Only this wasn’t some obscure character in a book expounding moral imperatives, this was a gorgeous Dominant Female beckoning you into servitude with a single crooked, black nailed finger, dressed all in gleaming black latex. 

	 

	He took Aaron’s head in his hands and guided him firmly onto his jutting prick.

	 

	He chuckled as his old classmate went to work with sudden passion, licking and caressing him with his tongue. Preachers of one sort or another had been trying to sell their particular form or absolutism for years at the college and from the street corners, with no effect whatsoever. They used to bitterly talk about casting their seeds on ‘stony ground’. One look at his Mistress, and Her dark seed was planted deep in every soul, and it grew into a poisonous, corrosive tree with unbelievable swiftness. One minute they were full of selfish shit and egotism, the next minute they were grovelling before a higher power, filled with Her fire, purified and servile, utterly devoted.

	 

	He pushed his prick further into Aaron’s throat and began to fuck his mouth hard while he gasped and choked.

	 

	“Eat it, bitch,” he snapped.

	 

	31. Honour Bound

	 

	 

	“Two days!?”

	 

	Florence looked down at the quivering, kneeling figure at Her feet, Her hands on Her hips.

	 

	“You made me promise to ignore you, remember? You paid me to ignore you!”

	 

	He mumbled something inaudible, his hands clasped together so pathetically that Florence had to laugh, despite Her annoyance.

	 

	“You were so concerned for Your precious soul that You went into debt and gave me a stupid amount of money so that I would be ‘honour bound’ to make certain that there could never be any continuation or further, how did you put it? ‘Spiritual Degradation’. So I’m supposed to throw you out of doors now and ignore all your pathetic pleadings.”

	 

	Again there were inarticulate groans from the man grovelling at Her feet, becoming even more desperate and pathetic.

	 

	“I blocked Your number on my phone, and your email too, just as we ‘agreed’. I kept my side of the bargain.”

	 

	She laughed harshly.

	 

	“But no, two days later, you’re back here again, begging to be collared and enslaved again!”

	 

	He burst into tears as that, in sheer humiliation and shame.

	 

	“But, let’s see what You had actually originally promised,” she went on, pretending to think hard, “Oh, my life is Yours Goddess!! Oh, I will serve You always! Oh, let me be Your slave forever!”

	 

	She snorted angrily.

	 

	“But you didn’t keep those promises either did you?”

	 

	He shook his head miserably.

	 

	 

	“You men love Your contracts and promises, but you can never keep any of them. And you have somehow convinced females that they need to keep promises, too. What a lot of tosh!”

	 

	She looked down at him disdainfully.

	 

	“What am I to do with you? Brand you, like an animal? I hear that barcodes are quite popular now for marking human property. So indicative of their status as mere commodities. Would you me to do that to you? Would you like that, idiot? Hmmm?”

	 

	He looked up, suddenly eager and hopeful and she laughed at his pathetic, puppy-dog eyes.

	 

	“Well, it’s going to bloody cost you to get back. Just as much as it cost you to cost you to get free. I’m not going to be messed around like this without compensation.”

	 

	Stuart nodded pathetically, tears pouring down his cheeks, his hands clasped together.

	 

	“Of course, Mistress! Thank You, Mistress!”

	 

	“And after you’ve eventually gotten down to your last cent you might finally realise that there’s no getting away from who you really are, which is my slave!”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress!”

	 

	Florence let out a long breath, her frustration and annoyance coming out in a gradually diminishing hiss.

	 

	“Right then, get busy with that bank account.”

	 

	He looked at her with tearful, grateful eyes and fumbled with his smartphone. A moment later and the transaction was done.

	 

	“Right,” she sighed, seeing it come into her account.

	 

	“Mistress?” He asked, timidly.

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“Can we still do the branding and barcode?

	She stared at him a moment and then laughed, shaking her head. She bent down to take his head in her hands and looked intently into his open, limpid eyes. She smiled a thin, predatory smile.

	 

	“Of course, cretin.”

	 

	 

	32. Birthday Boy

	 

	Stephen wept bitter tears.

	 

	Stella watched them drop through the eyeholes of his tight latex hood and splash on the gleaming black of Her boots.

	 

	“Awwww….’ She said, giggling, “you really have ve been such a fun slave to break and train.”

	 

	She reached down with Her black nailed fingers and took his latex head in her hands, raising it so that She could look deep into his tortured, glistening eyes. The heavy chain attached to his locked collar clinked as it extended.

	 

	“So many are unattached, desperate, lonely people,” She said, musingly, “and it is nice to give them a purpose in life. But it is SO much more fun to take someone like you, so full of sweetness and someone with such a lovely group of friends, so many dear attachments, so liked, esteemed and respected! Oh, that smile that you gave me at the fundraising dinner! Oh, how could I resist?”

	 

	She laughed again as he groaned from deep within himself, a groan of despair and pain and surrender.

	 

	She pictured him again as She had seen him then, the beautiful smile that had sparkled so fetchingly in his eyes. She shuddered at the sheer brightness and love. A love for all things. A generous, beautiful, spiritual love. 

	 

	She felt again that excitement and inspiration. It was so rare a thing to find it. Her favourite food. She resolved then to ensure that She consumed it slowly, drew it out over as long as period as possible, and rushed nothing.

	 

	From the moment he had looked into her cruel, predatory eyes and been unable to look away, the light had wavered, and he had been lost. She enjoyed that first meal, drawing the light into Herself, consuming it, replacing it with uncertainty, fear, and poison.

	 

	His attention had been drawn away by someone else, marching him to another meeting, but not before She had smiled that sadistic, knowing smile, and seen it register deep inside him. She knew the heady, irresistible sweetness of that moment of surrender to her would grow in him like black mould, spread and prosper in the dark recesses of his mind. For all his beautiful soul and generous spirit, he would have to keep reliving that moment, and the terrible, addictive sweetness of it would continue to haunt his every waking moment, and come into his dreams.

	She laughed at the remembrance, watching as he licked and kissed Her boots in abject worship.

	 

	He had been like a birthday cake with so many bright and sweet and shy candles flickering and glowing their happy, flaming smiles. And he had given them to Her to snuff out and consume, one by one. She hadn’t done so in a great single stroke. Oh no! She had promised Herself a slow, exquisitely paced campaign, putting out the lights in his eyes, draining his heart, and emptying his soul. Entering him into Her service like the rest, as mindless zombies, burning only with the corpse light of Her evil flame, Her depraved, addictive poison.

	 

	She remembered each puff of Her giggling breath, watching as each candle went from flickering brightness to a smoking, rapidly cooling ruin.

	 

	She had started with the Railway Modellers Club, she recalled, shaking with laughter. She had made him steal a valuable locomotive from a display, and then ensured that he got caught. Oh! The shock of it!! Stephen Enderby!!? She put her hand in front of Her mouth and closed her eyes tight with the delicious pleasure of it. Oh, Stephen had loved that that little model train layout of his so much. Such a wrench to be dismissed in disgrace from the club and have to sell it all. She imagined herself pursing her beautiful lips and snuffing out the first candle with one, easy, giggling puff, the white curling smoke and the pathetic tiny red embers on the wick quickly fading to lifeless grey.

	 

	And then the church. That had been next. He had put in so much selfless work, and unlike most of them, he actually had a real spiritual connection with it, an emotional tie that was more than the usual force of habit and social climbing that majority of the congregation got involved for. But really, they couldn’t countenance him getting caught wanking over the Virgin Mary in the vestry! She giggled at their shock and disbelief. Of course again, She had made sure he had been caught doing it.

	 

	She leaned down over the cake again in her mind’s eye, and languidly blew out another flame.

	The poetry evening class was good, too. Stephen had wanted to break this off at once, fearing her wicked imagination, but She was not going let him remove a candle from the cake, and one that that been burning so sweetly and innocently. She made him go to the next class. Halfway through She had made him go out to the toilet, and then pour water over his crotch. It was at this moment that Stephen had realised why she had been sure to make him wear beige trousers. So that the damp area would be unmistakeable when he walked back into the class. All these things had to be proven with pics at the time and She let out an amused sigh, imagining their shock and his humiliation. Of course he could never go back. Another sweet light in his life extinguished. Mmmm….it was all so hot.

	 

	Stephen had wondered why had had been compelled to obey Her and suffer so much embarrassment. He realised that while it was obviously a pleasure for Her to cut him off from his former attachments, it had become a deep need for him to purify his service to Her and give up everything to Her that did not have Her as the sole focus. It felt so right to offer up his life to Her, and so appropriate for Her to consume it avidly and laugh at his pain. Perfect service and total enslavement was a deep and so desirable goal for them both, exactly complimentary and harmonious.

	 

	But She would not let him hurry the process, or make it less painful for him. And it was all so exquisite to look back upon…all those candles blown out one by one…till there was nothing left but the black, guttering, all consuming fire that She had awoken in him, the light of servitude and surrender, that once alight, can never be put out. Oh, life was so wonderful, She thought, pushing the toe of Her boot into his hooded, gleaming face to lick and worship with more passion and adoration.

	 

	There was still one or two candles on his cake. But there was no rush.

	 

	 

	33. Nor All Your Tears

	 

	 

	Simon wept bitter tears, sobbing on his knees, his face streaked and wet, his head bowed and rubbing at his eyes with the back of his hands. A steel collar was fixed around his neck and a light but strong chain went from it in an easy curve to a female hand, red rails clasping it loosely.

	 

	Fiona regarded him coolly, studiously, as if he were a specimen under a microscope in some scientific enquiry. A slight smile turned up at the corner of her made up, scarlet mouth. 

	 

	She did enjoy this moment. When all the words and plans suddenly became real to a slave. When the fantasies, choices and competing futures suddenly disappeared for the illusions they always were, and the certainty of his situation descended on him like a black, frigid fall of icy water.

	 

	She laughed, an evil nickering, throaty chuckle, and this brought more sobs and anguish, which of course made Her laugh again.

	 

	“Do try to see the positives, slave,” she said, amused, though with a glitter of malice in Her eyes. “Anyone would think You weren’t grateful to be my property.”

	 

	She reached forwards and grasped his head, made him look up at Her. She drank in the distress in his eyes, and the pain, the adoration, but most of all….ahhhhh….the despair. The sudden knowledge that there was now no escape, no way back, no more choices. All the contrary parts of his character were weakened and eroded to the point that they hardly existed, and would soon be fully and irretrievably erased. He thought that he had been playing a game, kidded himself that he could return to his former life anytime he liked, but now he realised that She had merely played along with notions of ‘consent’. Where there had been consent, was now irreversible addiction. She had woven Her web around him, injecting poison into his veins, and now he was Her creature.

	 

	“Aren’t you grateful, slave?”

	 

	He felt a rush of warm, submissive energy course through his veins as he looked up at Her, and he nodded, choking over his words.

	 

	She laughed again, and stroked his head. 

	 

	“Of course, you are. They all are, in the end. But what a lot of egotistical bullshit we have to get through first! The least You can do is to be bloody grateful to us.”

	 

	 

	34. Substitution

	 

	 

	He cried out as She pressed firmly down on the little circular, perforated disk that was slowly crushing his cock down into what would appear to be an impossibly small length.

	 

	“It actually squishes down into nothing quite easily,” said Marian, continuing to apply pressure with Her slim red nailed fingers.

	 

	The other ladies looked on, ignoring the obvious discomfort of the slave secured to the mat by chains, his face obscured by a latex hood and his voice muted by a ball gag. They didn’t know his name, and it never occurred to them to ask. It seemed inappropriate with his face a blank gleam of stretched rubber, and his words inarticulate moans.

	 

	The only time it gets painful is if they try to get hard,” continued Marian, “and that’s their fault.”

	 

	There was a general titter as he groaned again right on cue and shook his head quickly to each side, his breath going in and out noisily through the holes for his nose.

	 

	There was nothing he could do. She had arranged it so well and he had submitted to Her plans with such pleasing eagerness. She had anticipated everything, taken precautions against every possible impediment to Her slow, enjoyable, educational demonstration for Her FemDom group. She was in Her fifties now, and there were some of that age participating, but also a lot of younger girls, which was so exciting. She hadn’t appreciated the unbelievable way in which females of her generation had been ignorant of their natural power and the vast potential of their gender for domination and subjugation of males, which to Her mind was the natural and proper arrangement. But that was changing, and fast.

	 

	With another gentle but firm push, Marian connected the steel disk to the matching ring that had been previously installed behind the man’s ball sack, locking it in place with a little key that came out with a twist.

	 

	“There,” she said, encouragingly, tapping the man’s stomach. “Good boy.”

	 

	Again there was a chorus of titters and chuckles.

	 

	Marian reached to one side and picked up the prosthetic cock. It had a small length of threaded bolt projecting out of the base, and this she screwed into the little plate that kept his cock flattened and trapped into nothingness. In place of his natural organ, the silicon member jutted, and it looked for all the world as if it actually belonged to him.

	 

	There were gasps of appreciation as she kneaded and worked it like a real cock.

	 

	“Anytime you want it, girls, for as long as you want it, and he certainly won’t be coming first and rolling off.”

	 

	They laughed delightedly, clapping their hands.

	 

	Marian smiled. A groaning, trapped male, and a group of happy females. Exactly as it should be. She listened to the sound of the man’s despairing, inarticulate moans and recognised the deep and consuming note of submissive pleasure in there too. If She troubled to look into the little eyeholes of his mask, she knew that there would be adoration for Her along with the humiliation and the pain. It was really so perfect.

	 

	 

	35. Preservation Order

	 

	 

	Frank was afraid. As well as stimulated and taken by his Mistress to the edge of sanity and the unutterably intense heaven of an approaching climax. He had to put himself in Her hands. Indeed there was no choice on this at all anyway. His hands were shackled by short chains to his locked collar and he couldn’t interfere in any way with her slow, certain strokes on his cock. The red nails expertly kneading and stroking it.

	 

	She chuckled as he writhed uselessly, groaning from deep in his chest.

	 

	Frank felt afraid because he knew only too well the terrible pit that lay waiting on the other side of a full, free orgasm. He knew that if his Mistress allowed him too expend too much pleasure, he would lose focus, lose energy, and the remnants of his old personality, its independent interests, hopes, affiliations would accuse and disturb him for a brief period, like dead corpse suddenly stirring up from the grave. He had offered himself up to Her so long ago, sacrificed his ego and all his own thoughts, ambitions and impure desires so completely, that it was painful to have to reconnect with them, however temporarily.

	 

	He knew that She occasionally enjoyed making him go through this terrible emptiness, enjoyed the vacant despair in his eyes, the confusion and darkness. It only lasted twenty minutes or so before Her light reignited in his soul, and Her Dominating Energy flowed through him again so wonderfully, but it was terribly traumatic.

	 

	She took her hand away just as he was about to explode, the second before. He jerked his hips trying to ejaculate, desperately thrusting at the air. She laughed, and tapped his cock with her finger. She rubbed a single digit against the bulbous, engorged end, and then watched as her prick jerked once, and semen seeped out. It didn’t spurt in great streams. She waited and then stroked his cock again, raising him to the point of orgasm again. Once more he groaned and his cock jerked, but she did not apply any more stimulation. Again semen welled out, this time in an almost continuous stream.

	 

	Frank sighed in relief. This way he achieved some sort of resolution and his aching balls were empty, but he still desired more, and wasn’t satisfied. His Mistress was well aware that there was nothing more lazy or useless than a satisfied male, and had become very skilled in milking a cock without allowing it to fully orgasm.

	 

	Frank breathed out in great gasps. 

	 

	Some of the cum had run down onto Her shiny boots. She pointed at it.

	 

	“Lick it up, slave,” She commanded.

	 

	Frank bent down at once, so relieved to have retained some of the submissive energy that had become his whole life.

	 

	He was so grateful that tears fell on Her boots and mingled with the cum.

	 

	She laughed.

	 

	“Good boy. Clean that up and your cock can go straight back in its cage.”

	 

	 

	36. Dedication

	 

	 

	“But does he really love you?”

	 

	Melanie looked down at the cringing, hooded slave at Helen’s feet, appalled by his complete subjugation and pathetic worship, forehead on the floor, waiting for instruction.

	 

	Helen looked at her young friend. She knew that revealing this side of her life would be something of a shock.

	 

	“You’re still grieving over Alan, aren’t you?”

	 

	Melanie heaved a sigh.

	 

	“Yes, I am a bit.”

	 

	“And you trusted him.”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	“Did he ever love you?”

	 

	“Well, I think he did. At first.”

	 

	Helen snorted.

	 

	“People go in and out of love so quickly, Mel. And once they get married they definitely fall out of love, quickly.

	 

	She pointed down at the creature grovelling at Her Feet.

	 

	“He’s mine, every day and forever.”

	 

	Melanie looked at him, doubtfully.

	 

	“How do you know that, Helen? People change.”

	 

	Helen laughed at that.

	 

	“He’s not a person. He’s a slave.”

	 

	Melanie looked even more doubtful.

	 

	“He’s fixated,” went on Helen, “obsessed. I made him so, and reinforce it every day.”

	 

	“Obsession is not good.”

	 

	“No,” said Helen, with an evil smile, “it’s positively wicked.”

	 

	Melanie smiled with her, but said nothing.

	 

	“Obsession grows, Mel,” continued Helen, “it feeds on itself, it develops and deepens. It consumes character, it consumes memory, it spreads like acid and slowly dissolves everything but itself. It purifies.”

	 

	Helens voice had become reverent and intense.

	 

	“Love is a great chemistry that gets people together for sex, but it vanishes once it’s done. Obsession can be dangerous because it does not diminish but increases with time, but when you think about it, all beautiful and remarkable things have come about because of it. All great art was obsessively created, all scientific discoveries made, all great buildings were raised on people who dedicated their lives to a single thing. Without obsession, nothing remarkable comes.”

	 

	Melanie looked at her, confused, then back at the kneeling slave, who had remained silent and poised throughout.

	 

	“And this is a beautiful result of obsession, too?”

	 

	“Oh, yes,” said Helen, reaching down to take Her slave’s head in Her hands. He looked up at Her through the eyeholes of his hood with completely vacant and emotionless eyes. Only the fire of his obedience and need to serve Her burned there, hot and constant, focused and eternal.

	 

	“Oh, yesss,” she purred, laughing, “a totally exquisite result.”

	 

	 

	37. Nappy Ever After

	 

	George groaned as intolerable pressure built around his anus. The pain grew white hot, but his sphincter had been so used to being overpowered, so slack and weak. He could feel it expanding to a new, impossible diameter as the huge conical plug continued to advance into his rectum.

	 

	“Relax,” said a Female voice, soothingly, “the secret is to relax. To accept it. To welcome it, slave. For Your Mistress.”

	 

	George nodded, the leather of his hood bobbing up and down as he gasped and groaned, held securely in the ground level stocks.

	 

	Ursula and Mandy took turns keeping up the pressure, getting out of breath themselves with the effort. All those hours in the gym had toned their muscles, but the sort of brute strength required for inserting the monster plug was still a difficult proposition.

	 

	Ursula said as much to Her friend as She rested, breathing hard.

	 

	“But so worth it,” replied Mandy, pushing harder.

	 

	They both giggled at that.

	 

	With a final squeal from George, the plugs extreme width finally passed his inner sphincter wall, and settled with a little rush about the slightly smaller diameter directly behind it. A very wide base prevented the plug from falling in altogether.

	 

	“There,” said Mandy, with a sigh of pleasure and relief.

	 

	George moaned and twisted with the agony of his sphincter being held open so wide, but he could do nothing about it, held securely by the neck and wrists in the stocks, and the two women. They worked a pair of heavy control knickers up his legs and over his waist, ensuring that he couldn’t try and eject it.

	 

	“I know,” said Ursula, soothingly, stroking the gleaming latex of his hood. “It’s such agony, but this is the one we have been working so hard towards. This is the one that achieves the goal.”

	 

	Mandy smiled as he groaned an assent, breathing in gasps.

	 

	“Think of it Urse,” she whispered, “those ass muscles gradually relaxing, stretching, extending.”

	 

	“And never coming back together.”

	 

	“Mmmm…after a while, when we remove the plug your sphincter will like a length of loose string, no longer able to keep the fluids and dribbles in.”

	 

	She leant down to whisper in his ear.

	 

	“And you’ll have to wear nappies for the rest of your life.”

	 

	His groans mingled with their giggles….

	 

	 

	38. The Play Off

	 

	The woman on his screen smiled cruelly. Her impossibly beautiful face took his breath away. She was so perfect in every way, and the tight leather outfit she wore completely wiped every other thought from his head.

	 

	Well, it would normally have done, but today was a little bit different. Today, he was going to have to ask for a couple of days away from the routine in order to attend a sporting occasion that was very dear to his heart. His local football team was on the verge of being promoted to the next division and it was all on a single game, far off at a big ground at the capital. All his friends were going.

	 

	“And….” He made a face here…. “I’m going to have to remove the chastity device….”

	 

	Seeing her face harden, he hurried to explain.

	 

	“The toilets there are going to be mad, Mistress. It’s pretty impossible to get a normal urinal spot, let alone a cubicle. And the pubs afterwards will be packed.”

	 

	“No,” she said, with a thin smile. “You stay locked.”

	 

	He looked at Her, aghast. Her perfect, sophisticated voice still went right through his soul, but this time he found himself resisting it. 

	 

	“And I had some plans for you this weekend,” she said, brusquely,  “which I don’t see any reason to change. You’ll be sucking cock again, and widening your ass pussy for me.”

	 

	“But, it’s the play off,” he pleaded, his hands coming together in an attitude of prayer.

	 

	She laughed.

	 

	“No, it’s the suck off, for you, slave.”

	 

	He thought for a moment, feeling anger and frustration build in him.

	 

	“I’m going anyway,” he said, tears stinging his eyes.

	 

	“Oh, are You?” She snapped, folding Her arms.

	 

	He tried not to look at the gleaming black of Her elbow length gloves as they pressed up against Her perfect breasts, the fabric straining to contain them. He couldn’t look at her piercing green eyes in that perfect face. 

	 

	“We both know what that means, don’t we?”

	 

	“No,” he whimpered.

	 

	“Oh, yes. A pic of you sucking cum out of a hairy asshole like it was nectar for the gods, plastered all over the Net, together with your driving licence with an invitation for anyone to use it for blackmail.”

	 

	He covered his face with his hands.

	 

	“No, please….”

	 

	“Though you don’t have much cash in reality, of course,” she went on, amused, “despite your high paid job. But they are not to know that.”

	 

	He began to sob.

	 

	“Awww…..” she said, laughing, “poor slave is just beginning to realise that it doesn’t have any power.”

	 

	Paul whimpered a tearful acknowledgment.

	 

	“AND, you should fucking well thank me,” she went on, a hard edge to Her voice. “I’m keeping you true to your vows, true to who you aspire to be, true to Your real deep self, true to ME.”

	 

	She came closer.

	 

	“Look at me, slave,” she said, more gently, and Her voice was so soft and compelling.

	 

	He looked up at her miserably, and he felt himself drawn up to Her, locked onto Her, as if She commanded a powerful magnetic force.

	 

	“I appreciate what you sacrifice for me. I know that the game is important to You, that You value it, that it is a deep part of You, too. You offer it up to me, for me to consume, to enjoy. It’s another aspect of Your old character that I destroy with relish, and in so doing You are purified in Your worship of me. You devotion becomes more complete. There are still other things to be taken away, memories, affiliations, friendships, loves, offered to me as sacrifice as you get more and more focused and pure in my service. Do you see that I appreciate and value you more and more as You give me more and more, as I fill you ever more completely with the sweet fire of submission to Me?”

	 

	Paul was crying uncontrollably now. He had never felt so completely devoted and appreciative of this marvellous woman.

	 

	Afterwards, when she had dismissed him to go to work and resume his carefully organised tasks, he did feel another pang for having to miss the football game. He didn’t know what he was going to tell his friends and family. It was the most important occasion in the town for a decade or more, and he was going to have to come up with an excuse.

	 

	He sighed and admitted that he had brought it all on himself. He had programmed the Dominatrix AI. He had described his perfect Mistress, and set the algorithm in motion. The machine was simply answering his deepest need, and fulfilling his ultimate fantasy.

	 

	He shivered with pleasure and smiled.

	 

	The End
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