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    She wore a white coat but you could tell very quickly that she was a corrections officer, not a medic. Or worse. There was something very cold about Doctor Rossetti. Her blonde hair was pulled right back, giving her a commanding look. Her lips were very red and her blue eyes not at all gentle. They were partially hidden behind small, circular glasses. She was beautiful and elegantly presented, right down to her red nails. But she exuded cruelty. 
 
    The prisoner sat on a chair. He had been handcuffed and shackled, but there was still a mildly rebellious set to his posture which Doctor Rossetti liked. It would be fun to see that wither and die over the next few days. 
 
    She checked the information on her form. 
 
    "James Iveson? Prisoner one five seven six two." 
 
    He nodded, and attempted a cheeky smile, which Rossetti did not return. 
 
    "You have been sent to this experimental corrections unit because previous psychological tests suggest that you are suitable for retraining. You are now the property of our obedience programme. Do you know what that means, prisoner?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    "No 'ma'am'. Please use the correct terms." 
 
    "And if I don't?" 
 
    Doctor Rossetti smiled, slowly. 
 
    "Do you like punishment, Iveson? Beatings, electric shocks, testicular restriction?" 
 
    "No ... no ma'am." 
 
    She opened a new packet and produced a long, white cigarette, which she lit casually. Her voice was husky and the smoking didn't help. 
 
    "A fast learner. But as for punishment - that's not what your psychological profile suggests. You see, some men commit crimes because they can't deal with freedom. They make bad choices because the available options confuse them. It’s not their fault, their maturity just never developed past the level of a six year old. So we have to find ways of removing those options. Prison is one solution but that wastes a perfectly good man. The other option is to retrain them in obedience. Then they can serve a mistress and simply do as they are told. Which men like yourself secretly want." 
 
    "That's the last thing I want!" 
 
    She laughed and blew smoke in in his face because she didn't care enough to exhale away from him. 
 
    "It may be the last thing you would admit, but you crave being under the control of a beautiful and cruel dominant. All your life you've sought that out that attention, from female teachers, police women, social workers. All those bad decisions with just one aim: to have someone you want to fuck walk you on a leash. And that's what my experiment is about. Helping you achieve that goal." 
 
    "Experiment?" He had started to turn a little pale. She smiled as she exhaled a cloud of grey smoke. 
 
    "Hm. An attempt to speed up the process through the use of technology. It'll be interesting, don't you think?" 
 
    "But - it’s experimental?" 
 
    "Yes, which entails risks. Cardiac arrest. Sterilisation or emasculation. A negative survival outcome - that's the technical name for 'death'. But it's fine. The state has agreed to take the risk. Because, Iveson, you have been judged worthless." She nodded to a chair cross the room, a bulky thing with heavy arms and legs and a strange tube-like construction at groin height. It was all covered in wipe clean vinyl. She smiled at it, dreamily. Then she sneered at him. 
 
    "If you don't leave that couch alive, no one will give a shit. I certainly won't." 
 
    She tapped some ash off her cigarette and returned to examining his paperwork. 
 
    "You seem to be very fit, with no heart abnormalities. Your blood pressure is a little high. Too much salt? Your new mistress will have to keep you on a strict diet. Lots of vegetables to eat and boot leather to lick clean, that reduces the craving for snacks. Other than that, you seem ideally suited to be used as a guinea pig. Do you have any last words?" 
 
    "That sounds like you’re going to execute me!" 
 
    He tried to make a joke if it but Doctor Rossetti looked at him carefully and inhaled with slow pleasure. She had detected her first flickers of terror and wanted to savour them. 
 
    "Yes. You see, in a way I am. When I finish my work, you will prefer to live on your knees. You will not have this attitude that you think is so appealing, that will be gone. You will crave two things: instruction and correction. So you - as you are now - will be a thing of the past. You won't miss your old self and I doubt anyone else will, either. You are an utterly pointless waste of skin right now." 
 
    She crushed out her cigarette. 
 
    "I think we should start, don't you?" 
 
    She swabbed the inside of his elbow, and then took a syringe, lifting it and pressing the plunger to clear any air bubbles. Death that way would be an easy escape. Clear liquid spurted from the needles tip. The prisoner struggled in his chains. 
 
    "Relax," she laughed. This is just a sedative. When you wake up, you will be ready to begin. That's when the pain starts, but there's nothing you can do about it now. So breathe deeply and try to stay calm. There. All done." 
 
    He passed out quickly. Rossetti undid the chains and then cut away the prison clothing. It was always enjoyable to explore a man's body when he was unresponsive. This one was young and lightly muscled, with only a few stupid tattoos. She experienced a flutter of lust and allowed herself to stroke his cock, enjoying its unconscious reaction to her touch. Later on, she might have to fuck him - just to test the result if her experiments, of course. But before then, she was certainly going to hurt him. A lot. She found the thought even more erotic than his helpless body. She was an unrepentant sadist. Inflicting pain on a handsome man turned her on far more than the thought of mere sex. 
 
    "All in good time, Doctor,” she whispered to herself, "all in good time." 
 
    She called a pair of orderlies who lifted the prisoner into the treatment chair, then left. She made the arrangements, restraining his limbs and inserting a bit gag into his mouth. That needed to be buckled tight because he intended him to do a lot of screaming. Then she took a rubbished restraining loop and used this to isolate and slightly stretch his cock and balls. The male genitalia had a nasty tendency to retract into the groin when you hurt it, which was so inconvenient. Lastly, she attached a series of electrodes around his body. The chest, the ribs, one underneath his groin, right on the taint, another on the frenulum. The wires looked quite overwhelming given that he was only semi erect from her touch. They always looked more exciting on a fully engorged cock, but that would come later. 
 
    Then she sat back down and waited for him to come round. It gave her a chance to catch up on some paperwork related to the case. Bureaucrats and their fucking forms… 
 
    It didn't a take long. And he did that stupid thing all prisoners did: waking up baffled, then looking at the restraints as if they were a surprise. When he saw the way his body was wired up to the transformer, he grunted with inarticulate horror. It made the wires on his genitals twitch pathetically. Rossetti tipped her head back and laughed. 
 
    "You see? It’s so much easier to prepare a subject when they're unconscious. But in future, if you need treatment, I guarantee you'll sit in this chair yourself. Right down to pasting on the electrodes." 
 
    He shook his head and glared, his cheeks flaring red. Struggling against the restraints just showed off his lean muscles. Medical oath or not, Rossetti felt herself getting wet. She was going to love the next part. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the desk with her legs crossed and a foot swinging. In one hand she lightly held a small black remote. Then she pushed her glasses slightly down her nose and smiled at him. 
 
    "Let's talk about pain, shall we. There is no better definition of a mistress than 'the one who can cause you to suffer'. Right now, that's me. With a touch of my thumb, I control the duration, frequency and intensity of the shocks you receive. Like so." 
 
    She gave him a short burst of electricity through the nipples and ribs. The resulting spasms we're a delight, but the noises where insufficient. She frowned, telling herself that she would change that. She clicked the power off. 
 
    "That was an introduction. There's more to follow. This is obviously a device we use for interrogations. Forget what you've heard about torture not working. With this equipment it usually takes ten or fifteen minutes to get a man talking. You don't have that option because of the gag. You are an entirely helpless victim, completely at my mercy. In case you're wondering - I don't have any." 
 
    Her thumb returned to the control, filling the lab with an eerie buzzing. She began again, slowly, not wanting to distract him too much from what she was saying. Just a little trickle of pain to emphasise her point. 
 
    "I'm not interested in anything you have to say. I just want you to experience being hurt, and to know that I can do this any I feel like it. And just as you always hoped - I have no compassion. Actually, I like doing this." 
 
    Her thumb eased the current up and this time, the male responded perfectly. He shuddered and jerked, he cried out behind his gag, his body developed that delicious glaze of sweat. She kept going, sometimes reducing the level of suffering, sometimes pushing it a little past his endurance for just a few delicious seconds. He was her toy. She could do what she fucking liked with him. It was magnificent. 
 
    After ten minutes of basic torture play, she turned the shocks off. It left him panting and groaning. She regarded him with patient disdain. 
 
    "Now, a question. What would you offer to stop me doing that again? Would you - oh I don't know - kiss my feet? Lick my boots?" 
 
    He glared at her, watery eyed and angry. She pulled across a chair and put a foot on it, so he could see the boots she was talking about. They were calf length, patent leather, with something of a heel but not much. Doctor Rossetti clearly had beautiful legs. 
 
    "I think these are lovely. Italian leather, hand stitched. I got them in Paris last time I was there for a conference. But they are a pain because they do need constant attention. A slave’s tongue gets into all those little creases. If I took out that gag, would you polish them with that worthless mouth of yours? Lick the dog shit out of the arch for me and swallow it?" 
 
    He closed his eyes and then nodded. The Doctor laughed. 
 
    "Oh no no. How am I supposed to believe you? I need a little more enthusiasm than that. So, we return to pain again. Ready? Really ready? Because I'm done fucking about with you." 
 
    She raised the control again and held it in his view before pressing the button. His pain threshold was already raised so she saw no reason to begin slowly. He jerked in the torture chair, desperately trying to escape from it. But there was no escape. Just varying degrees of agony, delivered by this cool, sadistic blonde, who was watching every twist and judder with fascination. Five minutes. Ten. He saw no indication that she wanted to stop. This torture seemed to go on for ever. 
 
    Doctor Rossetti bit her lip and squeezed her thighs together. It was unprofessional but the subject was too busy screaming to notice her discreetly masturbate while she tortured him. She didn't do this very often but saw it as one of the perks of the job. As she reached climax, Rossetti became even less concerned about his welfare. At one point his back arched completely off the chair, drool down his chin as he tried to scream through the gag. A victim in less robust health might well have had a coronary or a seizure. But the thought she might be killing him just intensified Rossetti's orgasm. She pursed her lips and squeezed her eyes closed to disguise it. 
 
    When she was satisfied, Doctor Rossetti left the device running at a low setting, placing the controller on the table. Just enough to keep him occupied. She adjusted her hair and pushed the glasses back onto the bridge of her nose. He was still gasping and occasionally screaming as she took a few moments to become the ice cold professional again. Only then did she turn the electricity off completely. Her prisoner slumped back in the chair. There were tears in his eyes and just possibly a dribble of fluid from the tip of his cock. All very satisfactory. 
 
    "Well, that was quite intense, wasn't it. I'll give you a moment to recover." 
 
    She allowed herself another cigarette to calm her nerves. A few deep draws made her feel much better. She could feel a post orgasmic relaxation coming on. Not that it would help her victim. Rossetti's cruelty could be quite languid. 
 
    "That probably felt unendurable, but this device is a built to a military interrogation spec. It can produce so much more suffering than that. The kind of thing which breaks terrorists, not pissant little car thieves like you. So are you - you know - more enthusiastic about licking my boots?" 
 
    The male nodded vigorously. She considered, then wet her lips, slowly. 
 
    "Sorry. That's just too easy, now. We have to think of something wore challenging. How about - begging me to extinguish this cigarette on you? I was thinking - right there , on the sternum?" 
 
    His eyes widened in shock. 
 
    "Don't look so horrified. I've got your balls stretched out down there. I could have suggested stubbing this out on your scrotum. Or your glans." 
 
    That got a reaction. It was all pathetic and inarticulate and made her laugh with delight. 
 
    "No, I didn't think you'd like that. So let's settle for the upper body. Right here." 
 
    She moved closer, inhaling again to make the tip glow a fierce red. Then she lowered the cigarette over his chest. It was held in her fingers as the nails of the hand teased his sparse hairs. 
 
    "You still have to ask. And I'd do it quickly, or I might decide to use one of your nipples. Trust me, that would be worse." 
 
    His eyes widened in horror, but he grunted and nodded quickly. Rossetti laughed. 
 
    "You want me to put my cigarette out on you?" 
 
    He nodded again. She pursed her lips in concern. 
 
    "But - is that because you want to please me, or because you don't want me to hurt you with my high voltage toys any more? Of course you can't say, because you're gagged. And that’s the problem we have here, isn't it. What are your intentions towards me? I will settle for nothing less than adoration." 
 
    She smiled and took another draw on her cigarette. Then she poised the tip over the centre of his chest, eyes lidded with cruelty and pleasure. 
 
    "Still want me to do it?" 
 
    He closed his eyes and nodded. 
 
    So she reached forwards and dabbed out the cigarette on his body. Ash flecked from it and smoke curled away, but she was efficient and emotionless. No more cruel to him than she would have been any other ashtray. Not that it mattered. He made animal noises behind the gag and wrenched hard at the chains. 
 
    "You can't escape, stop being silly," the doctor chided. "You are going nowhere until your treatment is complete." 
 
    She saw tears welling up in his eyes and sneered as she completed extinguishing the cigarette on his body. 
 
    "Soon those will be tears of gratitude, I promise you. But don't you already feel more useful? You have served a purpose. You have served your mistress. That should make you feel good. If not..." she picked up the remote for the electrodes and waggled it at him. "You know what happens to ungrateful men." 
 
    He tried to grunt out that he was very grateful but she put a beautifully manicured hand across his lips and stopped him. 
 
    "Please, don't. Those are horrible sounds. No woman wants to hear that. Respectful silence unless spoken to. Screaming, moaning, noises of suffering are wonderful. But not words. No one is interested. Do you understand?" 
 
    He nodded, just once, but very clearly. It earned him a smile. 
 
    "Excellent. who's a good boy?" 
 
    Rossetti stood up and wiped the ash from his chest with a surgical swab. Then she straightened her clothes and checked her hair and lipstick in the mirror. The prisoner watched her, entranced and terrified. She knew he found her sexy. She knew that secretly, he loved what she was doing but hated himself for it. When she turned to face him it was with a bright smile. 
 
    "Now. That's stage one dealt with. You understand that I can and will hurt you, and you are beginning to understand how much. But believe me, you still have no idea what exquisite depths of pain our machines can inflict on a human body. And you don't want to find out." 
 
    She allowed her fingers to trail possessively across his flesh. There were red marks on his wrists, and there was a small but nasty burn right on the sternum, but no marks near the electrodes. Yet. Rossetti knew if she really turned the power up, the conductive gel would not offer sufficient protection. She looked up at him and smiled brightly. 
 
    It might come to that. In a dark place, a place even Rossetti feared, she hoped it would. Her most wicked pleasure was that smell - sweat and ozone and something more primitive. A man’s body literally cooking as her thumb moved the controller into the warning level. There would be a bright red light flashing on the transformer. A strong victim could actually make the interrogation chair rattle as the current overwhelmed every nerve in their body, shut down their organs. Except, oddly, the cock. That always went hard and very, very red. Sometimes there was an explosive ejaculation, cum squirting from the sizzling tip. Few victims survived beyond that point. 
 
     All in good time doctor, she told herself again, feeling that west rush of excitement. She turned it into her brightest smile. 
 
    "Now we have to do something about your cock." 
 
    She leaned over her desk and picked up a pen. With this, she indicated his penis which was currently semi erect, mostly the result of constriction by the rubbery harness securing it. 
 
    "Is that comfortable?" she asked in a husky voice. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    "That's good. All I would expect you to experience from that is some limited discomfort." She raised her eyebrows." at the moment. "But we have plans for your genitalia. Potentially up to removal, but I don't think it will come to that." 
 
    She closed her fingers around the shaft and pulled it upright, examining his glans. Her shrug was non comital. 
 
    "The opening of your pee hole is big but not wonderful. I can get the probe into that but it's not going to be a nice experience. That's a shame. You see, if you are good from here on in, there's no need for you to be hurt. Not unless your new mistress just decides she feels like hurting you and then she can do whatever she fucking likes. So you'll just have to be a little patient." 
 
    She opened a small black box, about the size of a pencil case. From it she extracted a silvery bar. 
 
    "This is the latest genital restriction device. It's controlled remotely. At one end there are wires which emerge when the device is in place. These extend and connect themselves to the nerve strands of the testicles. If necessary they can cause a range of contractions. That can produce pretty much anything from arousal, to mild aching, to convulsive restriction as if the groin was being hit with a hard leather strap. And obviously, ejaculation, orgasmic or non orgasmic. The bar is also hollow so it can allow urination. Or it can prevent it. Totally. Your kidneys will burst before this gives way." 
 
    She allowed him to look at the silvery horror. His expression showed bewilderment and fear. Rossetti chuckled again, softly, enjoying his misery. 
 
    "When this is inserted into your cock, your mistress will be able to make you cum, scream, fall to the floor doubled over in pain - anything you genitals are capable of, all controlled from a wristband. I'm going to insert this now and test some of the features." She ruffled his hair. "So far you've been a good boy and you don't deserve the pain of this operation. But it's because your brass eye is a little too small for the mechanism. So really this is self-inflicted. It’s all your fault. Remember that." 
 
    She pulled on a pair of latex gloves and began to coat the silvery bar in lubricant. She applied a generous dab to the tip of his cock, too, and smoothed that around with a fingertip. That made him close his eyes and shudder with pleasure. 
 
    "Yes, after all that suffering, I expect a little stroking feels very nice. Don't get used to it. This won't last." 
 
    When everything was sufficiently lubricated, she used a finger and thumb to stretch his urethral slit fully open. She then concentrated on getting the tip of the rod inserted. Just as a few millimetres of the probe vanished, her patient gave a shudder and stiffened. She winked at him. 
 
    "I bet you wish you hadn't stolen so many cars now, Hm?" 
 
    The probe made its way steadily down the opening. This was unpleasant because lubricated or not, it was slightly too big and force was necessary. The nerve rich flesh was stretched well beyond comfort. The male shuddered and sweated the whole time, which delighted Doctor Rossetti. She had long ago disregarded the Hippocratic oath in cases like these. The more her patient suffered, the more she enjoyed her work. She even moved the rod back and forwards a few times, just to make her victim squirm. Each time she would work it lower and lower. Finally, she had it completely inside the shaft and had to use a another metal sound to keep moving it to the base of the erectile tissue. 
 
    Doctor Rossetti blew some stray hair out of her eyes and examined her handiwork with satisfaction. His member was stiff and red but when she squeezed hard enough she could feel the metal bar down at the base. 
 
    "Perfect." 
 
    She spent a few moments taking his pulse and generally checking his condition. The man was somewhere between fucking terrified and hyperventilating with excitement. That was ideal because it made him very suggestible. She smiled cheerfully. 
 
    "Yes, just as I want you. Now I only have to switch it on." 
 
    She gave him a little raise of the eyebrows as she slipped a device like a wrist watch over palm. 
 
    "There's an Android implementation of this so your mistress will be able to control you from her phone. Not everyone likes having a big chunky watch on their wrist. But when women realise that the state will allocate them a fully trained servant and lover, who they can torture as much as they like, I think these things will become fashion statements, don't you? There are a lot of real bitches out there." 
 
    A tap of the finger turned it on. The man's eyes bulged and he made a bizarre, high pitched squawk. Rossetti tutted and shook her head. 
 
    "Don't take on so. That was the wires extending through your ejaculatory tubes and attaching themselves to the testicles. Nothing special. Certainly, nothing to cry about. " 
 
    There was an electronic popping noise and a green light began to flash on the wrist control. Then it became steady. 
 
    "Perfect. I just want to test a couple of these reactions and then we can get you out of the chair. When this is really working you won't need handcuffs, I promise you. So, let's try some pain. Setting - hm - three." 
 
    Tap. 
 
    His eyes bulged and he had a good go at screaming but achieved nothing. When she designed this device it was to simulate a blow to the groin. One was a pat, two a hard slap, three a punch. Four was a kick and after that she had really been thinking about different instruments like paddles, a blackjack - the highest setting was a nail gun. His reaction was dramatic and satisfying. 
 
    "That seems to work." 
 
    She tapped the button a few more times for good measure, loving the way he jerked and cried out. Between each simulated blow his body became stiff with pain and the room filled with the sounds of his laboured breathing. Rossetti smiled, quite smug with her efforts and as a sadist - very turned on. A fuck or at least a wank would be unavoidable. 
 
    "So, here is what we are going to do. I'm going to undo the chair restraints and you are going to kneel on the floor. At the very first sign of any disobedience you get that, but at level five. Do you understand? Nod." 
 
    He did. 
 
    "That's good. But be careful, because the next question is going to be very important. Do you want me to keep you in this chair and keep working on you? Are you really ready to serve me or do you need a little more torture to really get the point?" 
 
    He shook his head vigorously. Rossetti raised a finger, teasing him. 
 
    "Think before you answer, prisoner. This might be a trick question. If you get it wrong, you could be in for a lot more punishment anyway." 
 
    He seemed on the verge of tears. Rossetti undid the gag and allowed him a moment to work his jaw. Then she stood in front of him with the two remotes, one in each hand, thumbs ready. 
 
    "Well?" 
 
    "I wish only to serve you, mistress." 
 
    "So if I wanted to keep you here and torture you some more...?" 
 
    "I would endure it, mistress." 
 
    "Hm. Good answer, but a little predictable. Let's see.." 
 
    With her right hand, she operated the control for his dick. It began to rise up like a toy missile, which made her laugh. Within a few seconds he had a very impressive hard on. Rossetti admired it from different angles, still being clinical. Truth was, she enjoyed hurting cocks a lot more than she enjoyed riding them. 
 
    "That's great, that's really responsive. And I love the way the wires and electrodes rise up with it." 
 
    "Th...thank you mistress." 
 
    "I wouldn't thank me quite yet. Let's see if you can keep that erection, shall we?" 
 
    She frowned slightly as she switched her attention to the other device. "just going to isolate the shocks so that they all go directly into your balls. Hang on...there!" 
 
    She smiled at him. 
 
    "OK! I'm ready." 
 
    "Please mistress, you don't need to do this. I'm..." 
 
    "Shhhhh. I'm surprised at you. Did I tell you to beg? I said, did I order you to beg, slave?" She repeated more angrily. The man shook his head. "Then why are you fucking begging? Are you stupid? Do you not know how this works?" 
 
    "I'm sorry mistress... please forgive me..." 
 
    She shocked him, hard. The male prisoner screamed and struggled in the chair. She could see his cock shudder. Rossetti felt her pulse race. She was loving this. No point going easy on him. The criminal. The fuckmeat. The toy. 
 
    "Only two things I can see going on here, slave. Either you are really stupid, or you just enjoy pain. If it’s the second you'll make some woman very happy, because no mistress will put up with your shit and you'll be punished over and over again." 
 
    She kept the shocks running for another minute, then switched him off. She put a hand on his cock and squeezed hard. 
 
    "Now, let's see? Yes, that's great, still erect. So, what do we do now?" 
 
    "Whatever my mistress wants." 
 
    "And if that's more pain?" 
 
    "As my mistress wishes." 
 
    She thought for a moment, then nodded. 
 
    "Good. Still stupid but not as bad as you could be. That gets you out of the chair, at least." 
 
    She undid the straps holding him in place. The male remained very still, waiting her instruction. That was a good sign. 
 
    "All fours. Now." 
 
    He climbed out quickly and took up position as instructed. 
 
    "Almost perfect, slave. Head down. Look at the floor, not at me. You are unworthy to look at me or any woman." 
 
    He obeyed. The doctor circled him possessively. In a few minutes she would test his oral skills but first, there was the matter of her boots. She put one in front of his mouth. 
 
    "Lick it." 
 
    He began without hesitation, adoringly running his tongue across the leather. There was no hesitation, no reserve. Rossetti decided to encourage that by giving him level two pleasure in the testicles. Not enough to make him cum, but enough to reward his enthusiasm. 
 
    When he had done, she told him to stop, then lifted his face up by the chin, drawing him into a kneeling position. 
 
    "How did that feel?" 
 
    "Did it please you mistress?" 
 
    "I rewarded you, didn't I?" 
 
    "Then it felt good, mistress." 
 
    She smiled and put the electrical remote onto the table. He was lying, of course. But the simple truth was, if he told those lies long enough, the simple process of punishment and reward would make him forget that there had ever been another truth. She lifted her skirt so that he could see she was not wearing panties. 
 
    "I believe you know what to do..." 
 
    He put his head forwards and began to run his tongue along her pussy lips. It sent shivers of delight through her body. No point being a bitch all your life, she thought. Her thumb operated the control mechanism, giving him level three pleasure in the balls. 
 
    Pain and pleasure. There really was a science to it... 
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    I hope that you enjoyed this story. There is now a sequel, where the sadistic Doctor Rossetti has to share her toy with an even more sadistic colleague 
 
    Obedience Treatment Continues. 
 
    [image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated] 
 
      
 
    The Orb – book 2 
 
    Siri is the sex toy of one of the most evil men alive. When she fucks him off, there’s only one place she’s going to end up – the Orb. It looks like she’s going to face repeated sexual torture on their machines, and probably ‘sexecution’ when the guards get fed up with her. 
 
    But is Siri more than she seems? And will Deputy Governor Shanrin uncover more about the Orb’s origin? 
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    WELCOME TO OBEDIENCE 
 
    And here is the first part of my second femdom series – ‘Welcome to Obedience’  
 
    In this series, a young British hitch hiker finds himself in the south of the united states, where it’s more handcuffs and whips than magnolia and mint juleps. The town is run by sadistic women, and they treat everyman in town as their sex slave…    
 
      
 
      
 
    And, if you would like to read more of my work, there are several available on Amazon: 
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