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    Story Trap 
 
      
 
    ‘So how did it all start, slave? It’s of great interest to us, for research purposes.’ 
 
    She glanced down at the prone figure on the rubber mat, his neck and wrists trapped into a set of stocks at floor level, his ankles locked into a similar device, forcing him into a kneeling, subservient posture. His bare bottom was red and raw with the evidence of a recent caning. His anus was stretched into a circle wide enough to fit a tennis ball by a huge red plug left embedded there and he seemed unable to eject it. She surmised that his sphincter had contracted around the least wide part, holding it firmly in place. 
 
    He let out a shuddering moan that may have been an attempt at a coherent response, the sound further deadened and constricted by the tight latex enclosure that encased his head in gleaming black material. 
 
    She clucked Her tongue, though a slight smile briefly curled one side of her shapely, lipsticked mouth. She was sitting comfortably on a black leather sofa, a clipboard on Her lap. She wore a loose white blouse in a sheer, diaphanous material that shone subtly in the artificial light, but her skirt was tight black leather. She tapped her pen on the paper with subtle moments of her scarlet tipped fingers. 
 
    ‘Concentrate, slave,’ She snapped, ‘I know that it’s difficult for you.’ 
 
    She could almost feel his brain struggling to think through the pain and numbing sense of mindless submission, trying to think back to a time before all of this had become his living, daily reality. 
 
    ‘Was it a particular woman? A chance encounter?’ 
 
    She saw the gleaming, trapped head shake slightly in denial. He took in deep breaths through the small round aperture in the hood that served as his mouth. She waited, sensing that something was coming. 
 
    ‘A b-book,’ he finally managed to utter in a crude, guttural rush, though he had to repeat it before She was sure She had heard correctly. 
 
    ‘A FemDom story, I take it?’ 
 
    He nodded and groaned in the affirmative. 
 
    ‘Ah,’ She said, nodding. ‘Yes, it’s surprising how influential the written word can be.’ 
 
    She leaned forwards and considered the trapped, enslaved thing in the stocks at Her feet, prone and helpless before Her spiked, elegant heels. 
 
    ‘You picked it up at a filling station, probably, on the top shelf, or possibly on your book reader, where no one would see you do it.  Because you liked the woman on the cover, I expect, staring at you and daring you to read it.’ 
 
    He nodded, his head hanging low in weariness and despair. 
 
    She smiled at him, her eyes glittering. 
 
    ‘And you read about how an ordinary man came to be the enslaved property of cruel and domineering Mistresses, didn’t you?’ 
 
    Again there was a slight nod, this time with a little whimper. 
 
    ‘And you made the classic mistake, didn’t you? You thought you could just enjoy someone else’s enslavement? You thought it was all just a story, just fantasy, and what harm could there be in just reading about that? Nothing about it was real, was it? Nothing to be afraid of. Just a little peep into a world that was strangely attractive and pleasurable and more so with each paragraph, more addictive with each page, but there was nothing dangerous about it, was there?’ 
 
    She laughed and noted how the sound made him flinch and cower. 
 
    ‘But it woke something deep inside you, you found the utter bliss of submission to a Cruel Bitch. You had to experience it for yourself and now you’re here, an owned, grovelling, grateful piece of shit under a Woman’s shoe. Now you’re IN the story, and you can’t get out. Can’t ever return to that person, that life where you were turning the pages and thinking that it wasn’t ever going to be about you.’ 
 
    The slave began to sob, nodding as he did so. 
 
    She sighed with pleasure. 
 
    ‘Ohhhhhh…..we should let you write an introduction to those sort of stories, shouldn’t we? A dire warning about not proceeding any further, throwing the book away, burning it, anything but turning the first page!’ 
 
    He nodded his agreement with some incoherent, whimpering words. 
 
    ‘But I don’t think we’ll let you do that,’ She said. ‘In the first place, no one would take any heed, and secondly we like males falling into our evil trap. Literature is one of the most powerful lures we have, and we wouldn’t want that to change, would we?’ 
 
    She laughed again as he groaned in despair. 
 
    ‘Well, thank you for the info, slave. I’ll put you down as another ‘story trap’ case,’ She said, putting Her clipboard under Her arm. ‘I think Your Owner will be back shortly with an even wider plug. I would say ‘have a good life’, but that’s not really going to happen now, is it?’ 
 
    She went out laughing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Control Alt Delete 
 
      
 
    ‘This, Mistress,’ I said, reverently, ‘is from the first holiday I can remember.’  
 
    It was a glass tube mounted on a wooden stand, with layers of strikingly different coloured sands representing the peculiar geology of that stretch of coast I had visited with the family so many years ago. It reminded me powerfully of an innocent past, old associations, friendships, ties of blood. I gave it into her gloved hands. She looked it a moment and then stood up. She was such a magnificent sight in gleaming thigh high boots, a PVC miniskirt, and tight black leather basque. I gazed up at her adoringly through the bars of my tiny restrictive cage. She smirked and let the precious item fall from her grasp to smash on the tiles of the kitchen floor. The glass shattered and spilt its colourful contents over a wide area, the once starkly contrasted lines becoming vague and dispersed on the black and white chequers. I gasped and felt tears prick at my eyes. She ground the remains of the glass under her boot heels and laughed at my hurt expression. Then She knelt down so that Her face was right opposite mine. For a moment She drank in my distress, seeming to savour it. Then She stroked my face lightly with one gloved finger. ‘Tomorrow you will bring me something else you value from your past, pet,’ she said, softly, ‘the past that no longer exists. I will destroy it all.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Professional 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t feel like it tonight, hmm?’  
 
    She chuckled and ran her finger down his naked back, making him shiver. ‘Too tired, no inspiration, no desire. Oh, Mistress, can’t I have a day off?’ She reached round his waist and stretched the black suspenders belt around him, fastening it closed at his back. She felt him shudder at the sweet tension of it. 
 
    ‘Mood and desire are for customers,’ she whispered, handing him the gossamer thin stockings to put on, ‘not for whores.’  
 
    She laughed softly because she could tell that he ached to put on the bra after attaching the suspenders drops to the lacy stocking tops at his thighs at the front and then the back for each leg. 
 
    ‘See, she said, pushing on strappy shoes while he fed his arms through the bra straps, ‘all it took was a little push, a little discipline.’ 
 
    Tears formed at his eyes as he flexed and posed seductively, feeling the delicious sensations of the underwear bring him back to that wickedly depraved and cock hungry slut that lay so close under the surface. Left to himself, he may have not bothered, may have escaped, done something else. Tears of gratitude fell on the toes of Her Shiny Boots as he thanked Her on his knees. Once again he was nothing but an owned and grateful slut, eager to please. She laughed, her dark eyes glittering. ‘Don’t mention it, slave.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Plastic Pants 
 
      
 
    He whimpered and screwed his eyes tight, trying to hang on as the pressure in his bladder kept building and building. She looked up from her magazine, seated comfortably on a leather and chrome sofa, matching its tight, shapely sexuality. A smirk formed at the corner of her bright red, made up mouth, watching him suffer. 
 
    He was kneeling in a cage with his head and hands secured above the level of the top bars via a hinged wooden restraint that had been closed about his neck, with a smaller hole for his wrists, and locked in place, ensuring that he could not retract them. His head was encased in gleaming latex, and a special sort of gag sealed off his mouth. It had a tube coming from it that ended at a funnel, the termination of it fixed to a short pole a foot or so above his head. Apart from that he was wearing nothing. Nothing apart from a pair of pink rubber incontinence panties sealed at his waist and thighs. 
 
    She languidly put her magazine to one side and went across to him, dressed in a loose blouse and black skirt, her hair done up in a pretty bun. Idly she picked up a plastic measuring jug from the cage top, gripping the handle with her long, red tipped fingers. 
 
    He groaned and would have flinched back if the cruel head and wrist restraint would have let him. She smiled at that. 
 
    ‘Do you need a drink, dear?’ She asked, innocently. ‘Are you thirsty?’ 
 
    He shook his head emphatically and made incoherent noises from behind the gag. She couldn’t see his eyes properly because they had been reduced to tiny holes in the hood, but she knew they were wide with terror and fear. 
 
    She laughed and hitched up her skirt and squatted down, placing the jug between her legs. After a while the sound of her passing water came clearly and he began to sob. 
 
    When she straightened, she had a half measure of golden liquid in the jug. 
 
    She stroked the gleaming latex of his hood. 
 
    ‘Now relax, dear,’ she said kindly, ‘we can’t have you choking on it, now can we? A little at a time.’ 
 
    She chuckled and poured a little of her water down the funnel. He had no choice but to drink it if he wanted to breathe. Despite his agonised, incoherent protests, she persisted till it was all taken down. 
 
    ‘There,’ she said, stroking his latex head ‘good boy.’ 
 
    As if the extra liquid had pushed his body past some sort of limit, his muffled groan suddenly went up in pitch, and his body jerked and tensed. 
 
    ‘Relax,’ she crooned, ‘let it come. Give in. Accept.’ 
 
    With another shuddering, agonised moan, collapsing into sobs, the rubber pants began to fill. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she breathed, ‘Good, let it go. Let it all go. Mmm…’ 
 
    He was sobbing properly now, his head fallen to one side, and tears squeezed out of the eyeholes of his hood. Soon the see-through pink rubber panties were belled out with the escaped liquid, but the seals held and not a single drop ran down his legs. 
 
    She reached down to massage his cock behind the rubber, partly submerged in piss, quickly making him hard. 
 
    ‘Enjoy it, piss-pants,’ she said.  
 
    He groaned and shook his head, trying uselessly to free himself, but she continued to knead him gently, being careful that her sharp nails didn’t pierce the rubber material. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she crooned, ‘mmm, isn’t that nice? That piss is so warm and beautiful around your cock.’ 
 
    Again he let out a violent protest but it was no good trying to resist. He orgasmed suddenly in violent jerks, spilling his cum into the urine that filled his crotch. 
 
    ‘There,’ she said, with satisfaction, laughing. 
 
    He collapsed limply, held in place by the fetters at neck and wrist. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘I’m going to train you to piss in your pants every day and hold it there till I clean you. Likewise when you shit yourself. Toilets are strictly off limits. You have to call for Mommy. Don’t worry, the panties will expand but they won’t leak, and they’ll keep in the smell.’ 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    ‘It’s going to be such fun.’ 
 
    He groaned, and it sounded like a question. 
 
    ‘Free you?’ She asked, raising her eyebrows, ‘but you haven’t passed any turds yet. Get used to having a full nappy, dear.’ 
 
    She smiled and went back to her magazine, reflecting on the exquisite pleasure of degrading a pathetic male, and imagined the years of enjoyment once he was fully broken to Her Will. Life holds no more delightful a pastime, she thought, with a satisfied sigh. The gift that keeps on giving, indeed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Just for Completeness 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, Mistress, that was so uplifting!’ 
 
    She looked at her slave, and a flicker of annoyance passed across her beautiful, severe visage. He had only just stepped inside her house and had no business finding anything uplifting apart from serving Her. 
 
    ‘What was?’  
 
    ‘The latest in the Dragon Rider series, Mistress.’ 
 
    She frowned, not being familiar with the films in question. She had a vague notion that they were fantasy type productions of which there seemed to be a great number lately, mostly aimed at male adolescents. 
 
    ‘Summarise the plot, slave,’ she said, rather tersely, not liking the bright, animated expression on his face. She preferred it full of pain, vacant adoration, and despair. 
 
    He proceeded to recount the heroic deeds of an ordinary lad destined for greatness and favoured by wild creatures in a battle against the forces of darkness. 
 
    ‘Was there a Dark Queen?’ She asked, cutting him off. 
 
    ‘Er, no,’ he said, confused. 
 
    ‘Hmm,’ she said, pursing her mouth, ‘no story is complete without one.’ 
 
    The slave thought about that for a moment. 
 
    ‘Undress and kneel,’ she snapped. 
 
    He was stung into action by her tone and moments later was kneeling obediently before her, gazing up at her perfection. 
 
    ‘How did the story end?’ She asked. 
 
    ‘Well, the hero came riding on a dragon and rescued the girl from the evil men.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm,’ she said, thinking for a moment. ‘Well, close your eyes and imagine this in your head. The hero lands among the ‘evil men’ and they flee before the arrival of the dragon and his flashing, righteous blade. They scatter and he runs towards where he thinks the girl might be held, deep into a cave system. Can you picture that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, it’s actually a bit similar to the film.’ 
 
    ‘But, when he comes to the centre of the underground network, he is surprised to find that the girl is sat on a throne of black marble and she has changed her white maiden’s garb for gleaming black, figure hugging armour, and across her mailed knees is a drawn sword. On her head is a dark crown, and her face, thought still beautiful, has hardened into a severe, merciless mask.’ 
 
    The slave pictured it, and felt his insides start to turn into familiar mush. 
 
    ‘The hero hadn’t realised that it was all a trap in order that he would become a slave to the cause of evil, and his dragon a weapon of darkness. The sword falls uselessly from his hand, and he stares at her beauty, despair in his heart. He sees her cruel smile, and becomes utterly enslaved. 
 
    ‘You see, slave,’ she said, her eyes hard, ‘how a Dark Queen changes everything, and any story that does not include Her is always incomplete.’ 
 
    He nodded, feeling the truth of it. 
 
    ‘Like the smallest drop of black ink in a clear well,’ she went on, ‘a Dark Queen permeates all, and transforms all.. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, just like you do.’ 
 
    ‘Indeed,’ she said, pleased, ‘you’re my hero. Now lick my boots.’ 
 
    He bent down and lost himself in the worship of Her, the spiritual uplift he had felt at the film completely gone, replaced by the familiar addictive pleasure of surrender and subjugation at Her Divine Feet. 
 
    She watched him, her mood improving. It was annoying when her slaves’ minds were lead astray into unhelpful avenues, though it was a positive delight to crush such things, and prove the Dominance of Femininity. 
 
    The mewling, grovelling thing at Her Feet was back where he should be and she would take care to make him stay there. 
 
      
 
      
 
    End Flame 
 
      
 
    ‘Uh!’ He exclaimed with a muffled gasp, his face buried in an oxygen mask. He looked at the tall, beautifully dressed woman in front of his hospital bed, looking very incongruous among all the stale paraphernalia of sickness and infirmity. 
 
    ‘Hello, Robert,’ she said coolly, a smile curling up one side of her lovely mouth. ‘Surprised to see me?’ 
 
    His eyebrows shot up even further and she laughed quietly at his shock. 
 
    ‘Oh, I had to wait for my chance,’ she continued, sitting down in the chair next to his beside, settling herself elegantly in an immaculate trouser suit, ‘your family really are looking after you, aren’t they?’ 
 
    She took in the fruit and picture of his wife, her slight smile still lingering across her narrow, beautiful face. 
 
    He looked at the gleaming patent leather of her court shoes for a moment, then transferred his gaze back to her, looking frightened and confused. 
 
    ‘The nurses really should have challenged me but they’re so busy, and I must have looked as though I knew where I was going.’ 
 
    She smiled wider, and he flinched slightly back, taking deep breaths from the mask. 
 
    ‘I’ve brought you a little gift, too, Robert,’ she said, her eyes glittering with amusement. ‘Something that you really want.’ 
 
    He stared at her, uncomprehending. He looked at the orange emergency cord and seemed about to reach for it. 
 
    ‘It’s nothing bad,’ she said, soothingly, and reached a gloved hand over to his crotch. ‘In fact it’s something very nice.’ 
 
    He shook as if he were being resuscitated by electricity as her fingers worked at his flaccid penis through the single sheet and his thin pyjamas. 
 
    ‘I‘m here to make sure you die with a hard cock, Robert,’ she whispered. ‘I’m here to make sure that your last thoughts are not of friends and family, not ‘loved ones’, nor of any spiritual security. I’m here to make sure you go down to hell.’ 
 
    He looked at her aghast, his brow puckered into a frown. His breathing had increased though and she was pleased to note his cock had stirred into life under her expert touch. 
 
    ‘Don’t you know that whatever your last thoughts are, that’s what binds your spirit. Didn’t you know that, Robert?’ 
 
    She chuckled at his horrified expression. 
 
    ‘And your spirit is going to be bound to me. Isn’t that what you really want? Don’t you want to be a slave to sex and serve me for eternity? Doesn’t that sound better than floating around with a harp and singing hosannas? I mean, really?’ 
 
    She had him going now and she saw him fixate on her as his cock hardened, saw him concentrate on her, give himself to her. His pulse rate quickened, and his breathing because shallow and quick. 
 
    ‘Now, slave,’ she breathed softly, ‘push that mask to one side. Give yourself to me.’ 
 
    He looked at her like a mouse might look at a snake, terrified yet unable to look away. His weak fingers worked the mask away from his face so that he was breathing normal air. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ she continued, taking her hand away from his throbbing prick. ‘Now say, ‘I give my soul to Mistress, for all eternity.’ 
 
    He began to whisper the words in a very frail, but insistent tone. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘keep repeating that. If you want to be mine in hell, leave the mask off, and repeat, repeat. Close your eyes and make it happen, slave.’ 
 
    She got up with a smirk, seeing his eyes close and his mouth whisper the words. Now that she had him in sub space, she knew he would continue to obey and gladly give himself to her. She had just needed to remind him of who he really was. 
 
    With a confident clicking of heels she walked away. 
 
    A moment later, she heard an alarm go off and there was a commotion behind her. No one had time to spare her a glance. 
 
    The family came as quickly as they could and she passed them as they came in at the hospital front entrance. They were aghast that they had not been there for his passing. ‘He’s gone to a better place,’ said his brother, who She knew to be a successful accountant, trying to comfort the wife of the deceased.  
 
    She smiled at them and walked on, her slim heels clicking on the tiled floor. No he hasn’t. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cor Cora 
 
      
 
    Cora was used to being stared at. It has started over a year ago and it wasn’t getting any less intrusive and annoying. It was as though she could feel their eyes focusing on her skin everywhere she went, like crawling insects. 
 
    She glanced to her right from where she was standing with her back to a tree in the university gardens. She often went there to try and get a little peace, though it rarely worked. A male student was lingering about twenty paces away, pretending to be focused on something else, looking away. Despite this apparent disinterest, he seemed to be breathing quite heavily, as if working himself up to something. 
 
    Here it comes, she thought. She could read the signs so well. They had many different tactics, some overly confident, some pathetically inadequate, but their object was always the same, to try and interest her in ‘going out’ with them. Their advances confused and disgusted her and she sent them all packing. Despite this, they never gave up trying. 
 
    She knew that her nickname was ‘Cor, Cora’, and though it pleased her somewhat, she wished that they would leave her alone. She was beginning to think that there was something wrong with her. All the other girls had taken boyfriends, even the ill-favoured ones. 
 
    This one was shaking all over as he suddenly turned towards her and made several quick, uncertain steps in her direction. He was even more nervous than usual, but on he came, drawn by some irresistible force, his shoes crunching through fallen leaves. 
 
    He stopped right in front of her, but the words that he had so carefully rehearsed failed to make it through to his lips. He just stared at her dumbly, like a puppy with its head stuck through the bars of fence, unable to go either forwards or backwards, waiting for her to decide whether to pull him through, or push him back where he came from. 
 
    She looked into his terror stricken yet adoring eyes and to her own surprise her mouth slowly widened into a smile. Or maybe i will just leave you there, trapped. The thought appealed to her in a deep way that she had never felt before, or never given herself leave to consider. Pleasure stole through her, firing in a series of shuddering shocks along her spine to her head like a great engine that had been lying dormant, waiting for a coded command to awaken. 
 
    She found that she looked at him now, not with irritation, but with malicious amusement. Her hands went to her breasts and she kneaded them gently, watching his rapt, trembling gaze. Breasts – tits - that she had considered a handicap that attracted unwelcome attention, but now weapons that she realised outgunned anything and everything. 
 
    She laughed, and it was a throaty and cruel, a nickering chuckle, surprising herself with how wicked She sounded.  
 
    She realised suddenly that there wasn’t anything wrong with her at all. She just hadn’t found her strength. Suddenly, all the male attention was no longer just an irritating fact of life, but and endless series of wicked potential. 
 
    ‘Kneel!’ She snapped, pointing to the ground. 
 
    ‘What!?’ 
 
    He looked around nervously. There was no one else there. 
 
    ‘You want to please me don’t you? Well, i said kneel.’ 
 
    She laughed as he obeyed, an invisible hands forcing his knees to the ground. She could see that this was an awakening for him too. He was confused by how good it felt to submit to her in this way. 
 
    She laughed again, a dark, throaty cackle. From feeling an outsider a moment ago, suddenly it seemed like She ruled the world. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Footstool’s Tale 
 
      
 
    He could feel the weight of her legs on his back, the tight adhesive feel of the shiny material of her thigh high boots making his skin stretch subtly with Her slight movements as she smoked and chatted with her Female friends, using him as a footrest. At least he assumed she was smoking and chatting because he could not see her at all, nor hear her very well. He was bent right over, with his head near the floor, and his hood covered his eyes in any case. Earplugs deadened all sound and a ball gag in his mouth prevented him making any articulate noises. 
 
    He felt the tightness of the collar round his neck, and the weight of the chain that led from a ring at the front to Her right hand. He imagined it there, the leather loop hanging loosely in her beautiful fingers, scarlet tipped. There was the ache in his overfilled balls, the soreness of the chastity tube locked in place. 
 
    But most of all he felt utter bliss. With Her holding his chain lead as he knelt in front of Her, he felt completely subjugated and wonderful. He tried to think of some act on his part, or some article of service that could conceivably ever repay his Mistress for the profound satisfaction of being enslaved by Her, but there could never be anything worthy that he could offer. Total obedience forever, he thought, and eternal gratefulness. Whatever future She had in store for him, he would embrace it with everything he had. 
 
    Tears squeezed out of his eyes as he considered these things. It was far less than she deserved. He wondered what She would make of him weeping with thankfulness at Her eradicating his identity and reprogramming him for Her service. She would probably find it amusing. He thought of Her wicked, sadistic laugh and he shivered at the sound of it. It echoed round his head many times, loud and soft, reverberating on and on, which was not surprising, because his head was utterly empty. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chained Melody 
 
      
 
    ‘I didn’t know you could play the ‘Johanna.’’ 
 
    He watched as his work colleague hit random notes, listening to them intently till he found the one he liked the sound of: and then he continued to play it, heavily damped, so it rang out for an instant before being cut off. 
 
    ‘Christ, I don’t think it will catch on,’ said another of the removals team. Get off the stool anyway, it’s all getting packed up. The house is getting cleared, remember? 
 
    The man at the piano ignored him and continued to insistently play that one note. It was exactly the pitch that her padlocks made as she closed them shut with a firm push of her lovely, scarlet-tipped fingers. She always made him wait for the ‘click’,enjoying the moment, watching his eyes. He always looked so scared but so desperate for the sound, too. The abbreviated, staccato, flat note of a lock slipping firmly into place. The lock at his collar after she had buckled it round his neck. The deep sigh that was only just audible but deafening in his head as he heard it. The snap of the chain lead being fitted to one of the steel rings on the black leather band. The ‘click’ of the lock securing his chastity device in place, the sound of the padlock closing that she used to seal him in the cage. All beautiful, powerful sounds to him. They seemed to lock his mind, and capture his soul. 
 
    ‘Come on, Mr. One Note,’ said the other man, advancing on him with purpose. ‘I told you, it’s all got to go.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘That was a hell of a symphony you played there,’ said the first man, sarcastically, when they were on their way out of the house. 
 
    ‘Yes, it was,’ agreed the pianist, with a faint smile. ‘The best.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Different World 
 
      
 
    ‘I prefer a round of golf, any day,’ said Bill, with a chuckle, shifting his clubs on to his other shoulder as they passed the clubhouse and headed to the car park 
 
    ‘     Yes,’ said his companion, ‘bunkers and trees you can get out of with a bit of a hack or penalty drop. Women…….huh….’ 
 
    ‘Half of your life,’ agreed Bill, with feeling. 
 
    They stopped by their cars. 
 
    Bill ran his hand over his Bugatti, as he always did, tracing the graceful curves and muttering under his breath. 
 
    ‘She’s a beauty, Bill,’ said Ian. 
 
    ‘She certainly is,’ breathed his friend. 
 
    ‘You know, Bill,’ said Ian, hesitating. ‘It doesn’t have to be half your life now.’ 
 
    The other man looked at him sharply, his eyebrows raised. 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘What I mean is, there are so many women out there who are just after a good time for a night. You know what I mean? No strings attached.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t believe that,’ said Bill, sourly. 
 
    ‘It’s a different world now,’ said Ian. ‘I’m telling you. It’s not like you and I knew it. I was speaking to my son yesterday about it.’ 
 
    ‘Out of Lilian’s hearing, I hope,’ said Bill, with a wry grin. 
 
    ‘Look, it’s just a thought, OK? I’ll send You the app he was talking about. I joked about not getting much in the bedroom and he just said it was easy to get what you liked these days. It was just a joke of course, but I’m sure he’s right.’ 
 
    Bill drove home, somewhat in a confused state of mind. He had a very nice little routine and was OK financially, but his web browsing history wasn’t completely without embarrassing visits to porn sites and he had to admit that the possibility of a one night stand with a sexy girl without any strings attached did appeal. He clicked on the app and let it open up. Immediately, there were some images of women in various sexually attractive poses, and he felt that familiar chemistry begin at the base of his spine. 
 
    Ian was surprised the following weekend that Bill was not available for their usual game of golf. They weren’t all that close, but still he knew that something was wrong. Bill said he was feeling ill, but there was something more than that, he could sense it. A smile stole over his face and he laughed. The dirty old sod had a date!! 
 
    Then another week went by.  
 
    Ian was thinking about trying to find another partner for his regular golf game when he got a call from his old friend, setting up a round for the next weekend. He still sounded a bit ‘off’ to Ian, and he was very much looking forward to hearing all about it when they met on Saturday. 
 
    ‘Ian!’ 
 
    He looked round surprised. He hadn’t spotted Bill come into the car park. 
 
    ‘Hello, old sport,’ he said, but then his bonhomie died as he saw that his friend did not look well. His eyes had gone watery and somehow fetid, like old sink water. Something else bothered him too, as he looked round. Then he had it. No Bugatti. 
 
    ‘Are you all right, old son?’ He asked, trying to keep the tone light. 
 
    ‘No,’ said Bill, heavily, looking away. 
 
    ‘What happened?’ 
 
    His head slowly came round, as if on old, worn bearings. 
 
    ‘That bloody app,’ he said, thickly. 
 
    ‘Oh’ said Ian. 
 
    ‘I got scammed.’ 
 
    ‘Oh NO!’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Taken for every penny.’ 
 
    ‘Christ.’ 
 
    Bill breathed heavily, shaking his head. 
 
    ‘But you’ll be able to get most of it back,’ said Ian, reassuringly. ‘People always do. There’s protection on your bank accounts, statutory rights, and that sort of thing. You’ll feel a bit of a fool, but there it is. There’s a lot of it about.’ 
 
    Bill just shook his head and walked away, a crushed, hopeless figure. Ian made to go after him, but something made him stop. He watched him get into a beaten up nondescript car and carefully drive off. 
 
    Ian thought the whole thing very bizarre. What had been Bill’s purpose in coming, if not to play golf? 
 
    He found another golfing partner but he spent the whole time trying to figure it out. 
 
    Then that evening he got an email from an address he didn’t recognise. It had attachments also and he automatically moved to send it into the trash, but he saw Bill’s name and hesitated. Was it a message from his old friend? 
 
    He opened the attachment an looked on horrorstruck. Bill was on his knees, naked apart from what looked like a dogs collar, grovelling at the feet of a young girl in gleaming PVC boots, latex corset and goth make up. She was smiling at the camera. She turned around and presented a very pretty ass, lifting her left leg up to show the sole of her boot.  
 
    ‘Lick it, cretin,’ she snapped, ‘Clean it with your tongue.’ 
 
    Ian clicked the video off, unable to believe what he had just seen. 
 
    His own words came back to him It’s a different world now. He had no idea how different.  
 
    His finger went to the mouse again to bin the email, but somehow he didn’t do that, he clicked on the video to continue it, watching with horrified fascination as Bill licked at the dirt on the sole of the girl’s shoe while she looked down and laughed, a nickering, sadistic sound that seemed to go right through him. Then she looked at the camera again, and Her dark eyes seemed to see right into him. There was a mocking challenge there, and knowledge of immense power. 
 
    He clicked the stop again and closed the lid of his laptop with a bang. He was breathing heavily. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dryad’s Saddle 
 
      
 
    ‘What are those?’ 
 
    The question came from a schoolboy, pointing with his finger at some large, disk-like fungal growths from the trunk of an oak tree. 
 
    ‘Those,’ said the forester, eyeing the teacher, who obviously also did not know, ‘are ‘Dryad’s Saddle’. 
 
    ‘Ewwww’ said a girl, ‘they’re gross.’ 
 
    ‘What’s a dryad?’ 
 
    The teacher perked up at this. 
 
    ‘A dryad, in Greek Mythology, is a tree spirit.’ 
 
    ‘A what?’ 
 
    The teacher smiled. This school outing to the forest had been as tedious as he’d expected up till then. 
 
    ‘A female spirit, like a fairy, I suppose, associated with a particular tree. When the tree dies, they die.’ 
 
    ‘Fairies are dangerous,’ said another young lad, seriously. ‘My grandma said so. Witches, too.’ 
 
    ‘Chrissake,’ said another, disgustedly. 
 
    ‘They have magic powers and carry you off she says, and when you come back years and years have gone by, and no one knows who you are. Same happens when you meet a witch. She takes you to her house and years and years pass in a day.’ 
 
    ‘Witches aren’t real, you idiot!’ 
 
    ‘Are so. You be careful.’ 
 
    ‘Tell him, sir!’ 
 
    There was an enthusiastic cacophony of advice and opinion, most of it derisory and sarcastic. 
 
    Eventually the noise died down as they looked at the teacher and realised that he had fallen strangely silent and uncertain of himself. He was usually so confident and ‘rational’ about everything. They had never seen him like that. 
 
    The teacher was thinking about a young lad just out of school with ambitions to be a great writer, ideally a great travel writer, his head full of mountains, savannahs and steppes. Then he had looked into pair of female eyes one portentous day and life was never the same for him again. It seemed like yesterday, and to someone else. He remembered afterwards his friends didn’t recognise him anymore.  
 
    He put his hand to his head, shaking slightly. 
 
    ‘They’re everywhere, so they are’ he said, thickly, struggling to make himself heard. ‘You be bloody careful, like he says.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Religious Holidays 
 
      
 
    ‘No,’ she said, coolly. 
 
    There was a dead silence. 
 
    ‘B-but I booked it ages ago. I’ll lose the deposit.’ 
 
    His voice was muffled and strange through the constriction of the latex hood. 
 
    He looked up at her through the tiny eye holes. Her severe face was creased with a thin smile. 
 
    ‘Oh, dear, will you?’ she said, with mock sympathy. 
 
    His heart sank. 
 
    ‘B-but, you knew about it, Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I knew about it, slave,’ She agreed. ‘A walking tour of Scotland.’ 
 
    There was another silence. 
 
    ‘I’ve been on a few walking holidays, Mistress?’ 
 
    She let out a long hiss at this and he shivered with fear. 
 
    ‘Do you even know what a holiday is supposed to be, slave?’ 
 
    He frowned, though the expression was invisible behind the sheer, gleaming latex. 
 
    ‘Days off?’ He suggested, very timidly. 
 
    ‘They’re supposed to be religious festivals, slave; ‘days when the normal scheme of the working day is suspended for a particularly significant religious event. For Holy Days.’ 
 
    ‘Oh.’ 
 
    ‘And what is your religion, slave? What do you worship?’ 
 
    ‘You Mistress!’ 
 
    ‘Exactly, yes. ME.’ 
 
    She paused for a moment, bending a cane in her hands. 
 
    ‘So what are you doing going off on a fucking walking break on your ‘Holy Days’?’ 
 
    He was silent, trembling before Her wrath. 
 
    ‘Let’s count up all the days this year when you have had a day off work and NOT made ME the focus, shall we? All the times you went to see friends, or family, or gone off on some stupid day trip somewhere.’ 
 
    She was really seething now and he shook with fear. 
 
    ‘I’m going to give you ten strokes of the cane for every one of them, and count yourself lucky its only the beginning of June.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he croaked. 
 
    ‘But don’t worry,’ she breathed, taking his head in Her hands and gazing into his terrified eyes. ‘After I’ve finished there won’t be any need to do the count again at any time in the future. You can thank me for that.’ 
 
    He looked at her, thinking that he had not entirely understood. 
 
    ‘Thank You, Mistress.’ 
 
    She smiled coldly and Her eyes glittered. 
 
    ‘Because how are you going to spend every fucking holiday from now on including this one?’ 
 
    He felt as though the sky had closed over him, and the world gone silent. Only his Mistress was left, Her alone. He felt a surge of pleasure and tearful gratefulness. How could he ever have been so misguided and selfish? How had he blindly gone along with cultural expectations and considered spending time in any other way than in the worship and service of his Goddess? She had been so merciful before, but he was glad that time was at an end. 
 
    ‘Serving You, Mistress,’ he said, in a voice thick with emotion. 
 
    She smiled thinly and took the cane into one hand. 
 
    ‘Good. Now bend over, slave. We’ll start with January.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Position A 
 
      
 
    ‘SUBMIT!’ 
 
    He bent forwards on his knees and touched his forehead to the carpet by Her boots. 
 
    ‘LEASHED!’ 
 
    He straightened up slightly and bend his head to one side to best present his collar to be fitted with a lead. This She did with elegant economy of movement, her long fingers expertly slipping the clips through the nearest steel ring in the leather band that was locked in place. 
 
    ‘DOGWALK,’ She snapped, jerking on the chain. 
 
    He followed her round the room on all fours, struggling slightly to keep up. 
 
    ‘WAIT.’ 
 
    He sat back on his haunches, his legs apart, hands behind his back, head lowered. 
 
    ‘Hmm, you are starting to get there, slave,’ she remarked, her heels clicking behind him, brushing the leather thongs of her flogger over his shoulder. He shivered involuntarily and she smiled at that. 
 
    ‘Getting the slave positions in your head is one thing, but attitude is something less easy to get right. Take good heed, slave. Many fail at this.’ 
 
    He said nothing, knowing that he was not required to speak unless specifically asked to do so. 
 
    ‘Which position so you think the most important, for instance? You may speak freely.’ 
 
    He thought about it, very afraid that he was going to get it wrong. 
 
    ‘SUBMIT?’ 
 
    ‘Hmm. Wrong. Now PRESENT!’ 
 
    He got to his feet and bent over as far as he could, almost touching his toes. 
 
    ‘I think I’ll give you a stroke for every wrong answer. Here’s the first.’ 
 
    With that She lashed her cat o’ nine tails across his bare buttocks making him gasp with pain. 
 
    ‘Now, let’s think again, shall we?’ 
 
    It was almost with his last guess, and with his posterior bruised and red that he finally hit on the correct response some ten minutes later. 
 
    ‘Yes WAIT,’ She agreed. And can you tell me why?’ 
 
    He considered, trying to ignore the pain, but he couldn’t really think of any reason. He shook his head, thinking honesty would be best. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ she echoed. ‘Well, let me enlighten you, slave. Every owned and trained male can get usually things right when given specific instructions, especially when disciplined promptly for any failures. But it’s not when the Mistress is around and interacting with Her slave that the difficulty lies. It’s not how well a slave acts, but how well a slave waits. It’s very difficult to do nothing. It is a great testament to a slave’s training when he simply ‘switches off’ in the absence of instructions. When he waits for the next order. When he has no life apart from that which is given to him by the Domme in terms of particular commands. When he has no imagination. No initiative. No brain function at all in fact. No animating identity apart from that which his Mistress chooses to implant in him. He had nothing else. Can you see how hard that is to achieve, but how wonderful to strive for? How much of a pleasure that is for Your Owner?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good, now WAIT. Let’s see how long you can keep still for. Try to keep your mind blank. It shouldn’t be difficult.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Wild One 
 
      
 
    ‘I haven’t spoken to him for years, actually.’ 
 
    ‘Oh.’ 
 
    There was a silence. 
 
    ‘It’s quite sad really. My wife and his wife fell out over something.’ 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    ‘But you’ll get back together?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so. I don’t exactly know what it was, but they don’t speak now, and she won’t let me speak to them either, not even at Christmas. And his wife won’t let them speak to us. Can’t see how it’s ever going to be resolved.’ 
 
    The reporter looked at him, not a little disgusted. Here was a man who had been part of one of the most influential heavy metal groups in their day, who could still pack out stadiums if they settled their differences.They had been the great rebels, the wild ones. Now he was a docile, vegan non-entity, scared to upset his wife. 
 
    ‘You used to be such hell raisers,’ he said, ‘back in the day. I mean bloody Satanic.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘You did all that ritual stuff onstage. Man, it was crazy you even got away with it.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh.’ 
 
    ‘And now,’ he went on bitterly, ‘with all due respect you’re scared of your wife!?’ 
 
    He looked amused. 
 
    ‘Yup.’ 
 
    ‘Christ Almighty.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ said the old rocker. ‘Not him. He’s not the ‘almighty’ one, I think you’ll find.’ 
 
    They both looked round to see his still attractive wife stepping purposefully towards them. She had really looked after herself and the high end treatments and careful dieting with exercise gave her a glow and elegance that a woman half of her age would have envied. 
 
      
 
    The reporter took his eyes away from her with difficulty as she approached and the power of Her presence seemed to make everything suddenly go quiet. 
 
    Suddenly, he understood. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Real Time 
 
      
 
    ‘But, it’s so restricting..’ he said, with a half a sob in his voice, ‘in every sense.’ 
 
    She laughed, and the wicked pleasure in it made him quail. 
 
    ‘That’s a bad thing?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think I will be able to stand it, Mistress, in all seriousness.’ 
 
    ‘Awww,’ she said sympathetically, ‘poor dear. You probably should have never mentioned it to me, should you?’ 
 
    He looked at her. It was true that he had been the keen one in the beginning. It has sounded so hot and interesting. 
 
    ‘Sounds like it’s a case of ‘be careful what you wish for.’ 
 
    He couldn’t argue with that.  
 
    ‘It’s really such a shame, slave,’ she went on, ‘that you can’t wank yourself off as usual and then forget about me till the next time you come over all devoted and submissive, isn’t it? You never for a single moment worried about what I felt about that. The times You let me down, the silences, the ‘I need to be alone’ stuff and what was a thousand times worse, the times you bloody used some other unsuspecting woman to excite your pathetic cock instead of coming to me.’ 
 
    These things She had said in an increasingly bitter tone and he cowered before her anger, knowing that She was perfectly justified in feeling that way. 
 
    ‘I’ll let you into a secret, slave,’ she hissed, ‘I know about chastity. I didn’t need any promptings from you. I know what you are going to say, because I have heard it so many times before, and I don’t give a fuck. I know it's hard going. I know its uncomfortable. I know it’s on your mind 24/7, and i know it  restricts what you can do. I know you can’t even piss normally and have to sit down like a sissy slut. I know that you’re constantly worried someone is going to notice that strange bulge. It’s difficult to relax around people and so you tend to stay alone. It cuts you off from friends and family, and compels you to concentrate more of me. Do you know why? Because I’m the only person who is in on the secret, and where it all makes sense, where you can be what you are, my chastity slave. GET USED TO IT.’ 
 
    He wanted to object, but didn’t dare. He began to tremble all over, seeing his normal life crumbling around him. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. It was just for play. Sobs came hot to his eyes again. She had so much info on him. She could ruin his life in a moment, and he knew that She wouldn’t flinch from doing it if he pushed Her to it. 
 
    ‘You see, you like the fantasy, but I like it real.’ She toyed with the key at the end of her necklace with her scarlet tipped fingers. 
 
    ‘You’re fucked, basically.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Steps in the Sand 
 
      
 
    ‘But why do you have to take pictures and know all of my work details, my friends and family, Mistress?’ 
 
    She smiled broadly, her blue eyes glittering. 
 
    ‘Because it’s so delicious, slave. Don’t you think?’ 
 
    She laughed at his pained expression. 
 
    ‘Don’t you want me to enslave You, own You, Transform You into a pathetic article of my property?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, on his knees before Her wearing only his collar. 
 
    She laughed again. What a joy it was to be a Domme. He looked so vulnerable and sweet kneeling on the carpet, that doe-eyed, vacant, adoring look She loved so well. It was all so natural and inevitable. He needed to be Her slave and obey, and She needed to command. Who was She to question the deep nature of things? 
 
    ‘Well, on every long journey, there are times when confusion comes, no matter how wonderful the destination, slave. The traveller gets tired, dispirited, and loses faith.’ 
 
    The slave nodded. 
 
    ‘At those times, I will carry you.’ 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    ‘The footsteps in the sand,’ he whispered.  
 
    ‘Yes,’ she agreed, smiling. ‘Like the old story. The two sets of footprints when you are accompanied on the journey, the single set when you were carried.’ 
 
    He frowned, not really comprehending. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    ‘When you find motivation difficult, and the road too hard, I’ll will pick You up and take you on for a while by myself.’ 
 
    She smiled coldly. 
 
    ‘That’s when all those little personal details come in very handy indeed.’ 
 
    Comprehension dawned on him slowly and despair entered into his heart like cold, black ooze. At the same time his prick grew painfully hard. 
 
    ‘Thank You, Mistress,’ he said, tears brimming at his eyes. 
 
    She laughed.  
 
    ‘Don’t mention it, slave.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Energy Crisis 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m so tired, Mistress, and i feel ill.’ 
 
    She curled Her lip at that, looking at Her slave slumped over the sofa. 
 
    ‘Of course you feel ill and tired, slave,’ she said coldly. ‘You’re not used to working hard!’ 
 
    This last syllable was accompanied by a loud ‘thwack’ as She beat Her cane hard against the side of the leather sofa. 
 
    He started at the sound and, opening his eyes, saw that She was dressed in thigh high leather boots and matching basque. A truly magnificent sight. Her eyes glinted dangerously. 
 
    He got up quickly and knelt before Her.  
 
    ‘Sorry, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Ah, still some energy, I see. Where there’s a whip, there’s a will, eh?’ 
 
    He said nothing, just offered a pathetic, lopsided grin. 
 
    ‘There are a number of slave positions, as you well know,’ she continued, with mock lightness, ‘but i was not aware that slouching on a sofa was one of them.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he agreed, feeling dread build in him. 
 
    ‘I see I have been too lax with you,’ She said, enjoying the fact that his eyes were beginning to show his fear and trepidation. 
 
    ‘From now on you rest in your cage, or assume a slave position at ALL times in the house. Or, wonder of wonders, you do some work. Now get those ridiculous clothes off.’ 
 
    He hesitated a moment before standing up to divest himself quickly of all his normal male clothing, including his underpants. 
 
    ‘Collar on.’ 
 
    He obeyed, feeling the familiar tingling pleasurable energy begin to suffuse his body as he fastened the black leather band about his neck and knelt before Her naked. 
 
    ‘Normal clothes just confuse you, don’t they?’ She said. ‘They make you feel like a human being again. Which you definitely are not. You are a mindless slave.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    He felt the intense glory of worshipping Her again, the fulfilment of kneeling at Her Divine Feet and being suffused, filled and defined by Her Presence. 
 
    ‘All it took was a little focus, didn’t it, slave?’ She said, with a smirk. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Well, learn the lesson. Forget what you are and feel down, tired and dispirited. Remember what you are, embrace what you are, and live what you are, and everything is suddenly worthwhile and beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress; thank You, Mistress.’ 
 
    Tears burned in his eyes at Her generosity and wisdom. 
 
    ‘Now bend over, slave,’ She said, swishing her cane. ‘We will write this lesson on your ass.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Keys to the Kingdom 
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll find that trousers are uncomfortable,’ She said, with a faint smile. ‘Skirts will be much easier.’ 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    ‘I’ll be fine, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you what you’ll be, slave,’ she snapped, a fiery glint coming into her brown eyes. ‘And ‘fine’ is certainly not Your destiny.’ 
 
    He looked at Her questioningly. 
 
    ‘You are not ‘fine’, slave. You are fucked.’ 
 
    She laughed at that, a tinkling, clear sound full of triumph and delight, and the promise of a beautiful future. 
 
    He winced at the sound. 
 
    She waved the little key that hung on Her necklace in front of his face. 
 
    ‘That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it? When you begged me to be Your keyholder?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but….’ 
 
    ‘Oh, you thought you were paying for a service. You thought it was a contract. She laughed again, her breasts bouncing slightly in her sheer white blouse, tight against the pressing flesh. ‘Oh no, little fool. You gave me the keys to the kingdom. And You’ll never get them back.’  
 
    He stared at her breasts, transfixed for a moment, and then looked back at Her, a rising dread and horror written on his face. 
 
    She laughed again at his expression. 
 
    ‘What a silly you are. I was only joking, of course. Put your normal clothes back on if you must.’ 
 
    He gaped at Her for a moment and then nodded his thanks, too tired to feel aggrieved at her playing games with him. 
 
    He stepped awkwardly into his trousers, trying to find a comfortable place for the chastity device to rest, but it was painful and difficult. At last he managed to manoeuvre the device into the left leg of his trousers. 
 
    ‘Now sit down,’ she ordered, pointing to nearby chair. 
 
    He did so, very gingerly and grimaced. The device was squashed by the lines of the tight material and his leg. 
 
    ‘Now squat.’ 
 
    He only managed to get halfway down before the pain made him straighten up. 
 
    ‘You see, slave,’ she said, ‘how the trousers conflict? They fight each other.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he admitted. 
 
    ‘Just as you fight me,’ She said, ‘but it is a very stupid, needless and useless fight.’ 
 
    He looked at her fearfully. 
 
    ‘You cannot disobey,’ she said, with a wide smile. She cupped Her ample tits with long scarlet tipped fingers and he grimaced as he felt his prick swell painfully against the confines of the cock cage. 
 
    ‘You cannot orgasm,’ she whispered, coming closer to him. ‘Unless you first please ME. What a novel situation that is, isn’t it?’ 
 
    She ran a finger along his chin and chuckled as he flinched as if her skin was red hot. 
 
    ‘So you had better make a start hadn’t you? Now get those awful trousers off and we’ll start again. 
 
    He did so, and he had to admit that it was a considerable relief. 
 
    ‘Now, let’s find something complementary, shall we? The chastity device is fundamental to your wardrobe now, slave, and if you try and oppose it, the result is always discomfort. 
 
    She opened a drawer and out a white suspender belt and matching lace top stockings. 
 
    He took a step back, his face betraying his confusion and panic. 
 
    ‘They aren’t poisonous reptiles, slave,’ she snapped, moving towards him. ‘But then again, maybe they are more deadly,’ She whispered, stretching the belt around his waist and clipping it securely at his back. ‘Snake venom only affects the physical form. This messes with your head…’ 
 
    He groaned as she made him sit down again, and worked the stockings up his legs. It was true that the cock cage made no protest, not being forced into an unnatural position. It simply hung freely between his stockinged thighs. 
 
    She chuckled at the sight. 
 
    ‘That’s SO much better, isn’t it?’ 
 
    Pleasure flowed up his legs and into his crotch, swelling at his trapped cock, and then exploding in his head as he stood up and the suspender drops pulled at his waist in maddeningly beautiful tension that gave and strained subtly with his every movement. 
 
    Next she made him put up his arms and lowered a pink sissy dress over his head. The fluffy taffeta skirt floated over his caged cock, brushing his lightly, but causing no discomfort. The air flowed freely under the skirt, and felt nice against the restrained, engorged flesh. 
 
    ‘No tell me if that isn’t better?’ 
 
    He felt tears burn at the corner of his eyes, he felt so delicate and new and beautiful. He realised that the chastity device was the founding block of all this change and it controlled so much more than just his cock. It made his old clothes uncomfortable, ill-fitting, in appropriate. It made his old life inappropriate. And it was LOCKED in place. 
 
    She looked into his eyes and enjoyed the tears forming there. She knew that expression so well. The moment the realisation came that there would be no going back, no return. The tears spilled down his cheeks as he tweaked and fondled the satin and taffeta of his dress. 
 
    A little force and they are always so grateful, she thought, enjoying the moment. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Humbler 
 
      
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, no,’ he whimpered, broken and grovelling at Her Feet. 
 
    She looked at him a moment, amused, holding the humbler in Her hand, the black nails on her long fingers curled around it wickedly. The little screws that held the two halves together were wound back so that there was a generous gap for his balls and his wrists to go through. 
 
    ‘I have learned my lesson already, Mistress?’ he said, imploringly. 
 
    ‘Oh,’ She said, ‘that’s right, I did say that the pain was necessary for Your training, didn’t I? That it was required to break through all the superficial layers of social conditioning and bullshit that was in your head.’ 
 
    He nodded eagerly, licking and kissing the toes of Her shiny boots. 
 
    ‘All gone, all gone,’ he said, with a desperate edge to his voice.  
 
    ‘Hmm, yes,’ She agreed, with a throaty, sadistic chuckle, ‘I do believe you’re right. Such a pleasure it was to cleanse Your mind of all that rubbish.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress!’  
 
    ‘Now, hold still.’ 
 
    She went round behind him and squatted down to grab his balls, drawing them back between his legs. 
 
    ‘Nooooo,’ he whimpered. 
 
    ‘Be quiet, slave,’ she snapped, ‘or I might catch the skin.’ 
 
    That was enough to silence him. It did happen with the humbler sometimes when She was tightening it down that his skin got nipped and it was extremely painful. 
 
    She placed his wrists in the holes made for them to each side of the hole for his ball sack and gradually worked the wing nuts and closed the fiendish device. His breathing came in ragged gasps.  
 
    Soon his balls were held securely the other side of the small hole, extending his genitalia painfully, and his wrists were locked in the holes to each side. 
 
    ‘There,’ She said, with satisfaction. 
 
    He groaned in response, and she could tell by the sound that tears were not far away. She smiled at that. It was always so good to touch a slave deeply. She went round to face him, and squatted down so that She could look into his eyes and take in all the suffering and fear and adoration mixed together. 
 
    ‘You see, slave,’ She said, stroking his cheek, ‘I love to make you suffer anyway, even when there is nothing more in that head to wipe, and no more resistance to crush under My Heel.’ 
 
    He looked up at her miserably, and Her tender touch had the inevitable result. Tears welled up and ran down his face. It was so painful having his balls stretched and being held by his wrists.  
 
    ‘But your suffering pleases me SO much,’ She went on, soothingly, ‘don’t you want to please me?’ 
 
    He nodded, and managed a strangled, whimpering affirmative. 
 
    ‘I love having your mind and your heart,’ She whispered, ‘and of course all your cash. But I adore Your pain.’ 
 
    She reached over to a table and fixed a ball gag in his mouth, strapping it firmly tight. Then She took up a cane, making sure that he could see it. His eyes went wide and he struggled uselessly to escape what he knew was coming. 
 
    She laughed at his terror. 
 
    ‘Now, be a good slave and take it for me.’ 
 
    He grew still, though he still whimpered a little. His balls were so beautifully exposed in the humbler. They were just begging to be bruised. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Promises, Promises 
 
      
 
    ‘Mistress! You promised!’ 
 
    She regarded him with a sort of academic interest, as a professor might scrutinise a microscopic specimen in a dish. 
 
    He was held in a cage, his protruding head secured by a hinged hole incorporated in one side, his hands secured to smaller rings, all fastened and locked shut. The floor of the cage was covered by a thin rubber mat, which he knelt on, fixed uncomfortably in position. His naked body was covered in ugly red welts. 
 
    ‘So how many did I say before you could have a rest?’ 
 
    ‘T-Thirty, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm, so this is a counting lesson today?’ She asked, running the electric probe over his skin without switching on the power, making him quiver and shake. 
 
    He was silent, confused. 
 
    She could tell that tears and collapse weren’t far away, and she smirked. 
 
    ‘If you can tell me the lesson today, then I’ll let you rest, slave.’ 
 
    His tired, pain-addled mind tried to function, tried to think… 
 
    He let out a cry as she jabbed the probe into his side and sent an agonising shock into his thigh. His body jerked and shook awkwardly in his steel bonds. 
 
    ‘Come on, slave,’ She said, as though She was bored. 
 
    He couldn’t think. It obviously wasn’t an exercise in counting, even though She had made a point of speaking the number each time the painful electrode burned into his flesh. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ he said, miserably, and then yelled out again as the cruel power pierced his skin and burned through his ragged nerve endings.  
 
    He was crying now, repeating over and over that he didn’t know, didn’t know. 
 
    ‘Aww,’ She said, holding her gloved hand over her made up, luscious mouth, ‘slave doesn’t know.’ 
 
    She knelt down where his head was held by the neck outside the bars of the cage and gripped his hair, jerking it up so that he had to look straight into Her beautiful, cruel face. 
 
    ‘The lesson for today,’ she said, with quiet precision, ‘is that a slave isn’t an acquaintance, or a friend, or even a complete stranger. Those people have a right to expect promises to be delivered, and expectations met, and contracts honoured. You are a SLAVE. You are mine to use any way I like, and there is EVERYTHING in this fact that binds you, but NOTHING that binds me. You are TOTALLY without rights of any kind. Do you understand, slave?’ 
 
    He stayed his sobs for a moment to nod and say a snivelling affirmative. 
 
    She looked at him a moment longer. 
 
    ‘So how many more shocks can i give you before I give you rest, slave?’ 
 
    He moaned and said in a voice heavy with agony and despair: 
 
    ‘As many as You like, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Exactly,’ she snapped, and gave him another dose of agony to drive home the point. 
 
    She surveyed the cringing, sobbing mess in the cage and thought that it had been quite a successful afternoon. It was no use trying to talk sense to slaves, She had found over the years, they had to have it beaten into them. And the rewards were always so worthwhile for both parties. He would be so grateful afterwards and be such a joy to Her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Way We Were 
 
      
 
    She shook with laughter, getting control of Herself again with difficultly. 
 
    ‘Oh, that’s SO sweet!!’ 
 
    She was looking at a photograph of a young man at a college prize-giving, shyly holding aloft a trophy for best geography field report. He looked so endearing that She had to giggle again, putting tapering, scarlet tipped fingers in front of Her mouth.  
 
    She passed it to Her left where Renata was sitting beside her on the sofa, eyeing her curiously. 
 
    ‘Do have a look, Ren.’ 
 
    At the sight of it, the other woman burst into delighted chuckles too. 
 
    ‘Awwww.’ She cooed, ‘what a lovely young man…’ 
 
    They leant into his other as if for strength as gales of laugher when through both of them again.  
 
    She looked at the grovelling figure at their feet and kicked him with the toe of her boot. 
 
    ‘Hey, do you remember this one?’ 
 
    He looked up, his eyes tiny behind the small holes in his latex hood, the collar tight around his neck and chains attached to it, going to each side where they ended in manacles round his wrists. 
 
    She showed him the picture and he groaned, a terrible, deep, despairing sound, half a sob. 
 
    ‘I think he does, Ren,’ she commented. 
 
    ‘Hmm, I think you’re right, dear. That means we haven’t quite wiped him fully yet.’ 
 
    ‘A work in progress,’ said the first woman, getting up with Renata. ‘More brainwashing required.’ 
 
    The slave groaned and licked at their feet pathetically as they reached for their canes. 
 
    He might have been begging for mercy. It was hard to tell with the gag in his mouth.  
 
    It hardly mattered. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Inside Job 
 
      
 
    She held out Her hand and he put a wad of notes into it, Her fingers closing over the neat bundle, the tips a shiny black. 
 
    She counted it quickly and smirked. 
 
    ‘Good work, slut,’ she said, quietly. 
 
    There was little chance of them being overheard. Visiting hours in the prison were always busy and loud. 
 
    ‘How many cocks was that?’ 
 
    ‘Six, Mistress,’ he said, in an insubstantial voice that was oddly wet and sibilant  sounding because some of his front teeth were missing. He looked ghoulish and malnourished but something in him was taut and alert, too, as if being animated by some alien force. His eyes shone, but it was the wet sheen of dark bog water, stinking and fetid. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    ‘Mouth?’ 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    ‘Two.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm,’ She said, putting the notes away into Her purse, ‘I was initially angry when you resorted to stealing parts from the factory to sell and tribute me with, but actually this is far more amusing and rewarding for us both, wouldn’t you say?’ 
 
    She laughed at his pathetic, despairing expression. She knew that he was desperate to serve his time and be closer to Her again, but it was so exquisite to take the cash and force him into ever greater depths of degradation this way. Maybe She would make him steal again almost as soon as he got out. She imagined the whining and whimpering protests but knew that he would do it if She commanded it. 
 
    She laughed at the thought and enjoyed the way it made him cower and shake. 
 
    Whatever happened, he would go on serving and suffering for Her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Empty Promise 
 
      
 
    ‘Did You miss me?’ 
 
    The kneeling figure gaped at Her, his mouth hanging slack. He nodded, his eyes a large liquid brown. 
 
    She laughed.  
 
    ‘How did my absence make you feel?’ 
 
    He frowned at this, as if the question were a confusing one.  
 
    ‘Bad,’ he said, after a long pause, but She could see that it was not really the right word, because he was still thinking. This was obvious even by the minimal clues that the full latex hood afforded Her through the small, round eyeholes. 
 
    She waited, enjoying the way he was so natural now in the ‘Wait’ position, on his haunches, his hands on his thighs, legs spread apart. He looked as though he could stay in that position for hours, and had regularly done so. 
 
    ‘Lost,’ he mumbled, the fabric of the hood moving reluctantly round his mouth, settling quickly back into the expressionless gleam that She loved so well. 
 
    She puckered Her lips. 
 
    ‘Lost?’  
 
    He whimpered a little, sensing that he had displeased Her. 
 
    She had lavished such a lot of time on this one. He had progressed so well and was so close to being exactly what She had set out to create. It had taken so much effort on Her part, but the process had been mostly enjoyable, and the result so exquisite. 
 
    ‘Empty,’ the slave intoned, in a voice that sounded as if it came from an echo chamber. An answer that he seemed finally at ease with. 
 
    She brought her hands together happily and beamed. 
 
    ‘Oh, perfect!’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Stripper 
 
      
 
    ‘They said you were a stripper!’ 
 
    Her handsome features formed into a seductive smile, but She kept him at arm’s length, forestalling any advances. He was breathing heavily and the air was rank with alcohol. 
 
    ‘So I am,’ she said, softly, ‘now hold still.’ 
 
    He stared at her as she began to unbutton his shirt with her long, red nails, all the while holding the smile. 
 
    ‘I like to strip men.’ 
 
    He frowned at this, but things were going in the right direction, so he let her slowly disrobe him. When it came to pulling his shirt over his shoulders, She went behind him, but rather than simply work the long sleeves over his wrists, She tied a knot in the arms, securing his wrists together. 
 
    ‘Hey!’ He protested, trying to free himself and moving drunkenly from one foot to the other. 
 
    ‘Shhh,’ She said, holding one long finger to his lips. He froze as She turned Her attention to his trousers, working them down to his ankles, where she used the belt to secure his legs together. The underpants followed, freeing a bouncing, semi-flaccid prick. 
 
    He may have been expecting Her to do something with it, but She just pushed him face forwards onto the bed. Caught at wrists and ankles, he could to nothing but flop onto his front and let the mattress take the impact, grunting in surprise. 
 
    She got on top of him, pinning him in position, and then grabbed his balls, puling them roughly up between his legs. He bucked and let out a muffled cry but She rode the movement easily and slapped his buttocks. 
 
    ‘Stay still!’ She snapped, reaching for a wicked looking device in two halves, connected by screws with wing nuts. She pulled his balls through, then dextrously worked it closed, turning one side then the other. He cried out in pain but with her hands so firmly in charge of his genitals, he did not struggle in case he injured himself. A moment later and his balls were clamped in the wicked instrument, with the horns of the device snug under his thighs. Next she snapped a pair of handcuffs over his already tied wrists, before removing the shirt. Then she got up. Immediately she removed her weight, he curled up into a foetal position, to take the strain off his ball sack, crying out in pain. 
 
    She dragged off his trousers and underpants, and watched him for a moment. His eyes were wide with fear and She moved swiftly to insert a ball gag to stop him yelling for assistance. 
 
    She laughed at his terror. He had evidently seen a few serial killer movies. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, poppet,’ She said, reaching for his prick and massaging it into hardness, ‘I’m not going to strangle you, or cut you. I’m only here for pleasure, yours and mine.’ 
 
    He hardly looked less terrified but the panic faded a little from his eyes. 
 
    ‘I’m going to strip you,’ She said, holding his gaze, ‘and I don’t mean your clothes. I mean strip you mentally, spiritually; remove personality, thoughts, ideas, dreams.’ 
 
    She smiled sadistically as she worked his hard cock. 
 
    ‘And you’re going to absolutely love it.’ 
 
    He looked at Her, scared and suddenly looking very vulnerable. 
 
    ‘Give yourself to me,’ she whispered. 
 
    He whimpered a denial, but he prick was betraying him, becoming white hot with pleasure, turning him into an instrument of animal desire. 
 
    Just before he orgasmed, She let go of him, laughing as he bounced and strained for Her touch, not quite able to ejaculate. 
 
    ‘Now kneel on the floor.’ 
 
    He clambered awkwardly onto the carpet, staying in a crouch to minimise the strain on his balls. 
 
    ‘Now, beg me to let you cum.’ 
 
    He looked at her for a moment, but She just pointed down at Her Feet. 
 
    ‘Beg.’ 
 
    She smiled as She watched him touch his head to the carpet. No matter how many times She did it, introducing a man to the bliss of servitude was always such an exquisite delight. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Lucky Bastard 
 
      
 
    ‘Pretty fit, eh?’ 
 
    The young man looked at the image of the slim, attractive female in the photograph and said something complimentary. It was difficult to strike exactly the right tone without sounding too enthusiastic. 
 
    ‘For her age, she’s bloody fantastic.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what you want, a bit of experience. Teach you a few things.’ 
 
    ‘You’re a lucky bastard, Scruff,’ said another of the officer cadets. 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    ‘So’s she!’ 
 
    ‘Not so sure about that.’ 
 
    There was more laughter. 
 
    ‘Anyway, come on. It’s kick off in twenty minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Oh,’ said Scruff, in a superior tone, ‘I have better things to do now that waste time with you lot.’ 
 
    There were jeers and more laughter at this, but no one blamed him. 
 
    ‘You’re always off shagging these days.’ 
 
    ‘Just make sure you give her one for us!’ 
 
    He grinned widely and left with a swagger. 
 
    Ten yards away from the door, his smile wavered and died as he looked at his watch and quickened his pace. 
 
    He could hear the sounds of raised voices and laughter, and it made him wince. It reminded him of the sound of untrained dogs running loose and making a chaotic racket in the park, making everyone frown and shake their heads. 
 
    Ten minutes later he walking down her garden path, his step nervous and hesitant, and yet somehow inevitable. It was getting dark, and the only light was that of the dim built above the doorway.  
 
    The door opened before he could knock, swinging quietly inwards. 
 
    She stood there, her arms crossed, a collar hanging from a chain lead in her hand. 
 
    The light gleamed in her dark eyes as she looked at him. 
 
    He sank to his knees, trembling with fear. 
 
    ‘I t-tried to get away earlier, Mistress.’ 
 
    She smiled, enjoying his terror, and closed the door with a dull clang. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Having a Laugh 
 
      
 
    ‘You never laugh, Clara.’ 
 
    The girl in question paused in her work and turned to the speaker, fixing her work colleague with pale blue eyes, saying nothing. 
 
    ‘We have a laugh here, you know, and you’re welcome to join in. We don’t mind someone who’s only been here a week.’ 
 
    There had just been a tittering, impromptu dance contest among some of the younger staff, with much hilarity and joshing as a result. 
 
    ‘Who won?’ 
 
    ‘Who? Oh, the dance? Well, Steven…’ she gushed. ‘He did the robot, you know…that’s so funny.’ 
 
    ‘Oh,’ said Clara, sounding interested. ‘Tell him to come here.’ 
 
    Trish hesitated for a moment, and then went away quickly with another giggle. 
 
    She came back self-consciously, tugging along a reluctant Steven. He did not meet Clara’s steady, pale gaze. 
 
    ‘Let’s see this dance, then,’ she said, evenly, and settled her chin delicately on a lattice made of her long, thin fingers, giving every appearance of being intently attentive. 
 
    Steven found it difficult to get back into the carefree, jokey mood that had sustained his efforts a moment before. There was a heavy silence and after a few jerky, unconvincing motions that were as pathetic as they were short lived, he just stood there with his face going red. 
 
    Clara laughed, a throaty, nickering chuckle that seemed to afflict him like a blow. 
 
    Trish looked confused as she watched Steven turn quickly and walk away, his face working with shame. 
 
    ‘That wasn’t funny,’ she said, accusingly, ‘that was cruel.’ 
 
    Clara smiled at her, eyes sparkling with amusement, like sunny ripples in pale pools of water. 
 
    ‘Does he buy you coffee?’ 
 
    ‘What? No..we each get our own here.’ 
 
    ‘Thirty minutes, tops.’ 
 
    Trish stared at her, frowning. 
 
    Steven was back in ten. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Secret 
 
      
 
    The champion powered down another blistering serve, grunting with the effort, then stood poised to move quickly in any direction to meet the challenge of the returned ball. It didn’t come and he raised his fist to the crowd, and glanced at his wife. 
 
    While his fans jumped in ragged unison and chanted his name, she sat there serenely, seemingly in a different place altogether. She smiled at him and clapped politely, but it was somehow an indulgent, pitying, transient acknowledgement. 
 
    He gazed at her a moment longer, wiped the sweat from his forehead and hands and then redoubled his efforts. 
 
    A hour of extreme effort later, and once again, the champion had won. 
 
    ‘Once again you seemed do find that extra gear when you needed it,’ said the gushing interviewer, holding the microphone into the face of the exhausted competitor at the side of the court. ‘What’s the secret?’ 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes strangely vacant.  
 
    ‘How do I do it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    He smiled a febrile, uncertain smile. 
 
    ‘Why, that is, of course, a secret.’ 
 
    He nodded to her, and forestalling any further questions, wrote some autographs without much enthusiasm as he left the court and disappeared into the locker room, ignoring the calls and raucous interest of the spectators. 
 
    ‘He’s about the worst player to try to interview,’ complained the roving reporter to the female anchor a moment afterwards. ‘He’s a machine.’ 
 
    ‘He worships his wife,’ observed the anchor, ‘the way he looks at her.’ 
 
    ‘He’s her machine, then.’ 
 
     They shared and uncomfortable laugh at this, as though it had touched some hidden motivational quality in them both. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sacrificial Lamb 
 
      
 
    ‘Oh, look, Sarah.’ 
 
    She turned her iPad towards Her friend, who was lying back in a sun lounger, her floppy hat shading her sharp, finely chiseled features. She opened one eye and read the article concerned. 
 
    Man arrested by angry parishioners, caught in the act of desecrating the high altar by performing a sex act in the light of six black candles. There have been a spate of such incidents in the area lately and the police are likely to take a firm line. 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ said Sarah, sympathetically. ‘Another one.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ agreed her friend, sounding disgusted, ‘I don’t know where people get these ideas.’ 
 
    They looked at each other and then collapsed into fits of laughter. 
 
    ‘They’re so sweet, really,’ said Sarah, eventually recovering somewhat. ‘They’d really do anything, wouldn’t they?’ 
 
    ‘They’d better!’ 
 
    ‘Probably the most fun anyone has had in that church for a bloody long time.’ 
 
    ‘How the parishioners must have loved getting militant.’ 
 
    They laughed again, picturing the scene. 
 
    ‘And you time the tip off so well, dear.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cruel To Be Kind 
 
      
 
    ‘Time off?’ 
 
    She raised a beautifully pencilled eyebrow. 
 
    ‘You need a rest, slave?’ 
 
    She chuckled a little at this, regarding the pathetic specimen grovelling on the carpet at Her Feet. 
 
    ‘You’re still new,’ she explained, kindly, ‘and no doubt all this is a bit of an effort for you?’ 
 
    The gleaming, latex clad head nodded, making his chain lead  jerk and dance a little. 
 
    ‘It’s understandable,’ she continued reasonably. ‘You don’t yet realise that all your weariness comes from fighting. From resisting.’ 
 
    She regarded him intently. 
 
    ‘Just accept, and appreciate what you now are, and you’ll find that the joy and pleasure of submission will sustain and carry you. The reluctant, divided mind gets tired. The pure, focused spirit endures all deprivation and hardship.’ 
 
    She looked at his small round eyes through the tiny seeing holes of the hood. It was difficult to read how he was taking Her advice. 
 
    ‘Think, slave,’ She went on, ‘how it is the urge to return to Your old independent self that drives this negativity. What will You do with Your ‘time off’ but attempt to reconnect with things You used to do, things You used to like, and things you used to know? Hmm? This is not helpful, trust me. Let is all go and be free of it. Free of old encumbrances.’ 
 
    He let go an almost inaudible groan, as if emerging faintly from some faraway, echoing deep. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    ‘I know it’s hard, slave. But it’s like everything else that is worthwhile, it requires effort, and upkeep and dedication.’ 
 
    He nodded, and bent down to lick and kiss and worship Her Shiny Boots. 
 
    ‘Do you see that i would actually be doing you a disservice and working against Your deeper progress if I allowed You a break from Your training? Do You see that I have Your best interests at heart when to Your application for the fundamental disruption of ‘time off’ I firmly answer in the negative.’ 
 
    She reached down and grasped his head with her long, tapering fingers, each ending in gleaming black that matched the dark material of the hood. She looked into his liquid, adoring eyes and smiled. 
 
    ‘So to your question, slave, the answer is ‘no’, and ALWAYS ‘NO’.’ 
 
    He groaned more audibly this time, full of acceptance and despair. 
 
    She laughed at the sound. 
 
    ‘I bet you’re feeling better already.’ 
 
    He nodded, worshipping Her. He really did feel much better, the submissive energy flowing through him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Magic Moments 
 
      
 
    ‘There are so many magical moments in the breaking of a slave,’ said Sabrina musingly, a smile playing about her thin red lips, ‘I really don’t know which is my favourite.’ 
 
    She leaned back in her chair and sighed, crossing her thigh high boots on the back of the hooded and collared slave currently serving as Her footstool. 
 
    ‘I like it when they still don’t realise they’re trapped,’ said a woman sitting on a sofa opposite, flicking the ash of the end of a cigarette expertly into the open mouth of another faceless, latex clad head. ‘You know when they think they can plead and beg and we’ll let them out. That hope in their pathetic eyes.’ 
 
    ‘It IS so very sweet.’ 
 
    They both laughed at that, two differing sounds melding together into one sadistic, chilling melody. 
 
    ‘Even after we say ‘no’ they still think they’ll find some point of weakness somewhere, some lever they can use to force an opening.’ 
 
    ‘Or their prayers for deliverance will be answered.’ 
 
    They both laughed again at that. 
 
    ‘And then we have the tears, always the tears.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ sighed Sabrina. ‘The moment they realise that there is no escape, and never will be any escape.’ 
 
    ‘Hope turns to despair.’ 
 
    ‘Awwww….’  
 
    And again they giggled sadistically. 
 
    Sabrina jabbed the spiked heel of her boot into the slave under Her legs, making him let out a subdued, agonised yell, while her friend leaned towards her ashtray. 
 
    ‘Tongue,’ she snapped. 
 
    Immediately, the slave’s tongue protruded from the mouth aperture of the latex hood. 
 
    She stubbed the hot tip firmly into the tender flesh, enjoying the effect as he struggled to contain the flare of agony without crying out, a crime which he knew would only result in penalty strokes of the cane. Then She grabbed the slave’s latex head and peered intently into the tiny eyeholes. 
 
    ‘And after despair comes emptiness,’ she whispered, drinking in the vulnerable, adoring eyes that looked back up at Her, vacant and pure. 
 
    ‘It’s all so fucking HOT,’ agreed Sabrina. 
 
      
 
      
 
    All in Good Time, My Pretty 
 
      
 
    ‘So how were the mountains?’ 
 
    She looked at him as he stood on the lounge carpet, an amused expression on her severe, beautiful features. 
 
    He wanted to say that they were fine, and how much of a good time he’d had on his high level walk, but somehow he didn’t seem to be able to get the words out. 
 
    Her smile widened slightly and a hint of laughter bubbled up from her throat, past the black choker that adorned it so prettily. 
 
    ‘But every hill walker has to come down to earth,’ she said softly. ‘And here you are once again. Where you started from.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said thickly. 
 
    She knew how things would go that afternoon. He had put away his walking gear and dressed in ordinary clothes to visit Her. Now he would put those clothes away too, and stand naked before Her. There would be the hood and the collar and tears and subjugation. He would beg Her to enslave him, beg Her to capture, wipe and train him. She would smile and wonder if this would be the time he would finally capitulate and accept his fate fully. It did not matter if there were more misguided egotistical resistance to get out of his system, other attempts to live a life according to patriarchal expectations. The end would be the same. He would always return and beg Her to enslave him afterwards, each time more desperate and pleading, and She would always say the same thing, with that throaty, sadistic laugh he knew so well: 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘All in good time, my pretty.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Net 
 
      
 
    ‘How goes it, Leonie?’ 
 
    ‘Huh,’ replied a sinuous woman in a long, baggy orange pullover reclining on a leather sofa, her long legs crossed, scarlet toes winking through the deep black pile of the carpet. ‘Three more this week!’ 
 
    ‘Well,’ said the first speaker, bringing the tea, ‘I’ve only had one, but I bet mine’s more pathetic than any of yours.’ 
 
    ‘Bet he’s not!’ 
 
    They compared images of mostly middle aged, flabby men kneeling naked in collars, looking imploringly up at the camera, with fear and need sparring evenly in open, vulnerable eyes. 
 
    ‘They’re all about as pathetic as the other,’ complained Leonie, looking at each on in turn, and they laughed about that, giving each other a good humoured hug. 
 
    ‘Have You got personal info on all of those?’ 
 
    ‘Of course, dear. Is it not the Information Age?’ 
 
    ‘They give it up so easily, like they want to be caught.’ 
 
    ‘Of course, they do, Fay. It’s what they need.’ 
 
    They sipped their tea reflectively for a moment, leaning back comfortably on the sofa. 
 
    ‘They might never have found us before,’ said Fay, ‘nor us, them. But now there’s no escape.’ 
 
    ‘None,’ agreed Leonie, with satisfaction. ‘Our images are everywhere. They type in what they yearn for, and at a single click, they find us.’ 
 
    ‘No escape,’ said Fay, eagerly. 
 
    ‘I sometimes wonder if those men who named this new interconnectivity had some premonition of this they called it a ‘Net’ and a ‘Web’. Both strongly imply entrapment, when you think about it.’ 
 
    ‘Certainly appropriate enough.’ 
 
    ‘I mean they could have called it ‘The Data Exchange’ or the ‘Nexus’ or something, but no its a ‘Net’. 
 
    ‘And all those men well and truly caught in it.’ 
 
    They both laughed again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Waste Management 
 
      
 
    ‘One thing I can’t stand is waste,’ declared Miss Susie to Herself, standing with Her hands on Her hips and glaring down at the road below Her balcony, a row of lights against the wet tarmac. A car was gathering speed down it, swishing along with brake lights stabbing out as it neared the traffic lights.  
 
    Yes, She was annoyed that he had yet again decided against continuing his training with Her, insulted that he should consider himself diminished by serving Her, and angry that Her time and attention should have been so cast aside. Oh, She wasn’t particularly upset that he had ‘escaped’. She had to laugh at the very thought. It might be another Mistress he went to next, but go to one he would, whatever philosophical claptrap he might try and fill his head with. 
 
    No, it was the waste; the useful and pleasing service that he could have provided Her with, the sense of fullness and worth that She could have given him. All that promise and potential thrown in the gutter, discarded in ignorance, like a jewel chucked in a ditch. 
 
    She called Her friend Miss Belinda. She found that as She described the way in which he had driven off and left Her feeling worthless, tears began to prick at Her eyes and Her voice began to tremble.  
 
    Miss Belinda had far more experience than Miss Susie, but insulting, hurtful  behaviour from men never failed to exasperate Her. 
 
    ‘Is the pig married?’  
 
    ‘Y-yes,’ said Miss Susie. 
 
    ‘Tell his wife.’ 
 
    ‘What? No, I couldn’t do that.’ 
 
    Miss Belinda chuckled grimly. 
 
    ‘I’ll not have You feeling worthless, Sue. He’s the worthless one, and everyone is going to bloody know it.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, Bel,’ she replied dubiously. 
 
    ‘And once You have a reputation for not taking any crap from these low lives, they’ll think twice before letting you down, believe me.’ 
 
    ‘I see Your point.’ 
 
    ‘No more waste.’ 
 
    That decided Her. 
 
    ‘I’ll call her now.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Don’t Let Me Down 
 
      
 
    She smiled grimly at his tear-streaked, vulnerable face. 
 
    ‘Oh, I know,’ she said, softly, ‘you thought I would have sympathy, didn’t you?’ 
 
    He swallowed painfully, but did not trust himself to speak. The world had suddenly become a dangerous, unpredictable place, full of painful consequences and incomprehensible outcomes. 
 
    He could tell that She was still extremely angry, and Her anger terrified him. 
 
    ‘You thought I would allow you some leeway. You thought because You were fucking tired, you could just disappoint me and I’d understand.’ 
 
    She smiled thinly and he trembled at the cruel intent in it, the way Her eyes glittered with malice and determination. 
 
    ‘Asking to amend an engagement, or postpone a task is a friend’s privilege,’ She went on, ‘or a business contact. It’s a conversation between equals.’ 
 
    She looked down at the pathetic figure cringing before Her on his knees, shaking with fear, naked but for its hood and collar, and curled her lip in contempt and disgust. 
 
    ‘Do you think you fit any of those categories, slave?’ 
 
    He shook his head emphatically, shaking all over. 
 
    ‘Then why the fuck do you think you can decide not to do something I expressly ordered you to, and expect me to like it?’ 
 
    He looked at her helplessly, his eyes bright with fear. 
 
    ‘This is not a relationship, slave,’ she snapped, ‘this isn’t a fucking compromise. This isn’t a situation where you get to choose a single fucking thing. You just obey, and obey fully, and obey gratefully. Do I make myself clear?’ 
 
    He nodded, and managed to utter something that was vaguely affirmative from his constricted throat. 
 
    She crouched down and grabbed his latex covered chin in her slim, black-tipped fingers, pulling him towards Her so that their eyes were only inches apart. 
 
    He flinched and quailed as if Her eyes were industrial lasers. 
 
    ‘And tell me, slave,’ she asked, conversationally, ‘do you really want a Mistress that you can push around? One that you can play the sympathy card with and get your own way? Is that what you really want?’ 
 
    He seemed to think about this, and frowned. He had been too terrified to think, but the question now evidently troubled him. 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, finally.  
 
    Though there was still fear in his eyes, there was something else now too, a profound adoration and worship. 
 
    ‘No,’ She echoed. ‘So don’t let me down.’ 
 
    Suddenly he was weeping. 
 
    ‘I won’t Mistress,’ he said, through trembling lips. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Woke 
 
      
 
    ‘It’s another one of those bloody protestors,’ said the check out man disgustedly, looking through the Perspex window at the fuel station forecourt. 
 
    It was true, a man in late middle age had lain down in front of a gleaming Bentley car, preventing it from moving forwards from its position at the pump. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Miss,’ he said, his jowly face apologetic and resentful, ‘but we might have to call the police.’ 
 
    ‘Oh,’ she said, pleasantly, ‘I don’t think that will be necessary.’ 
 
    She walked out, poised on her classic heels, with a black vinyl coat flaring behind her in the cool breeze. He hair was in a severe bun, her eyes black jewels in a finely cut face. 
 
    Whether to witness how this impressive woman was going to deal with the protester, or to assist in removing him for her, a loose group of customers and one employee holding a broom followed her across to the prone man lying in front of her car. 
 
      
 
    She stood beside him for a moment as those who had come with her looked down at the man with undisguised incredulity and contempt. 
 
    ‘Let’s shift this lowlife for you, Miss,’ said a man in a neat suit, who might have been ex Services by the straight back and direct gaze. 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ said the man with the broom. 
 
    The man in question looked up at them fearfully but seemed determined to maintain his pathetic vigil. 
 
    ‘Cretin,’ grunted another man, who stood in paint encrusted overalls, and seemed ready to leap into action at any moment, ‘get out of this lady’s way.’ 
 
    ‘One of that bloody ‘woke’ lot,’ said a sour faced woman, clutching a plastic bag with drink inside. ‘Bloody idiots.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I don’t know,’ said the woman. ‘He’s only doing what he believes in.’ 
 
    She gazed at him a moment longer, seeming to enjoy the way he squirmed before the dull hatred of the little crowd. 
 
    ‘Up,’ she snapped, suddenly decisive.  
 
    The man stood up at once, as if he had been stung, and remained there rigidly as if at attention, his body trembling. 
 
    The bystanders looked on with astonishment. 
 
    They were even more amazed when the protestor opened the car door for Her as if he were a chauffeur, and then closed it quietly when She had settled into the drivers seat. He then went round and got into the passenger side before the vehicle smoothly began to move off. 
 
    ‘I don’t like cars parking in front of me,’ She explained, as she passed by the small crowd who gave back to let Her through. 
 
    She giggled at the surprised faces in Her rear view.  
 
    Really Slave Simon was so useful. He often lay in parking spots to make sure it was easy for her to drive in and out. Sometimes she just made him lie down where it was most embarrassing, and enjoy his humiliation.  
 
    Oh, he regretted the day he delayed her journey by lying down in front of Her car. He regretted it every day. 
 
    She smirked at him through her rear view.  
 
    Or perhaps he doesn’t, She thought. He seemed to be getting more and more into it, as if Her harsh treatment of him had somehow woken some deep resonance in him. Woke indeed, She thought, laughing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    A Laughing Matter 
 
      
 
    ‘If it was me, I’d just bloody laugh,’ said Jeff, shaking his head. ‘I mean if I saw a load of flabby blokes getting their arses tanned with table tennis bats or whatever by some old painted up pro for cash, I’d just fall about.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said his friend, picking nervously at the foil label on his bottle of beer. 
 
    ‘I mean Julian’s just curious like every other young bloke,’ continued Jeff reasonably, ‘he’s probably already moved on to ju-jitsu, or retro cars or something.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ The other man shook his head. ‘He’s changed lately. Gone quiet and I hardly see him. That’s why I investigated one of the sites on his history. It’s one of those where these type of predatory women are available in chat rooms for whatever.’ 
 
    ‘Ah,’ said Jeff, dismissively, ‘well he won’t get far with any of them, Les. The only thing they’re interested in his hard cash. Bit of a problem for a student.’ 
 
    ‘That’s true.’ 
 
    ‘Look,’ said Jeff, brusquely, ‘there is nothing new under the sun, is there? It was all there in our day, the temptation and the gold diggers. It’s all part of growing up. It all comes round again. It’s ALL been done before.’ 
 
    Lesley took out a picture from his wallet and passed it to his friend. Jeff stared at it. 
 
    ‘I took that with my phone from his PC screen,’ he explained. 
 
    It was Julian all right, but not as he had ever seen him. The pale skin and feverish pallor he might have just put down to a bout of illness, but the eyes were like dark pits full of ditch water under a pale moon, empty, yawning wide to the camera, yet gleaming with some faint bioluminescence, more plant-like than human, stretching up towards the light. 
 
    ‘Bloody hell,’ said Jeff, shaken by the sight. 
 
    At that moment a group of young girls came into the pub, striding in confidently together, dressed to catch the eye. They looked about them imperiously, boldly, penetratingly. Lesley dropped his eyes as their gaze swung in his direction. He had the unnerving feeling that he was suddenly in a prisoner of war camp and about to get caught in a powerful searchlight being somewhere he shouldn’t be. 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, with a tremble in his voice, ‘I don’t think this has been seen before, Jeff.’ 
 
    His friend said nothing, looking intimidated and angry at the same time. 
 
    At that moment, the girls laughed together at some private joke, their voices loud, cackling, confident and cold. 
 
    Lesley shivered. 
 
    Yes, there would be laughter, Jeff, he thought, but it wouldn’t be yours. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Black Collar Worker 
 
      
 
    ‘A collar feels odd to wear at first, but there is a point where it feels odd not to wear it, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm…do you wear it when you sleep?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, though it often used to get uncomfortable.’ 
 
    ‘How so, too tight?’ 
 
    Slave 589 thought about it. 
 
    ‘No, it was more that the feel of it induced dreams of strangulation, of constriction and cutting off of blood to the brain.’ 
 
    ‘Huh,’ said Miss Eliza, with a snort, ‘that wouldn’t have made much difference in your case.’ 
 
    ‘It was a long time before it ceased to trouble me,’ he went on pathetically, ignoring the gibe. 
 
    ‘Perhaps I should have just locked it round Your neck and left you to it,’ She said, with a smile that puckered one side of her face gleefully. ‘I think I would have found the sight of you trying to remove it in a panic quite amusing.’ 
 
    He looked at Her, trying to gauge if She was being serious. 
 
    ‘Or perhaps I should forbid you to wear it for a while. Maybe you’re getting to take it too much for granted.’ 
 
    ‘No, never, Mistress,’ he pleaded, bending down to kiss the toes of Her Shiny Boots, ‘it is always a very special thing for me to wear it.’ 
 
    She leaned forwards and grasped his head, lifted it up to Her level and stared amusedly into his pale, vulnerable, desperate eyes. 
 
    ‘What do you do when you’re at the office, slave?’ 
 
    He looked pained. 
 
    ‘I just have to do without it.’ 
 
    ‘Why is that?’ 
 
    He looked surprised. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s not the place for it, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And why is it not the place for it?’ 
 
    He was silent at that. 
 
    ‘Are there not diversity rules now that forbid any sort of discrimination?’ 
 
    She laughed suddenly. 
 
    ‘You could say that you are merely following Your religion, which is perfectly true after all.’ 
 
    He nodded, unconvinced. 
 
    ‘Which is why you’re going to wear it all day tomorrow, whatever you do, and wherever you go.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress!?’ 
 
    She smiled at his terror. 
 
    ‘You found it odd to begin with, did you not? And now it is normal. It will be the same with them.’ 
 
    He looked at Her, horrified. 
 
    There are white and blue collar workers,’ She went on, delighted with the way Her imagination was going, ‘but the future for men is black collar. Aren’t you proud to be at the forefront of a new fashion? 
 
    She laughed and stroked his head. 
 
    ‘What a blast it’s all going to be.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Archetypical 
 
      
 
    ‘Just lie back and relax, Mr Omnius, or can I call you Ted?’ 
 
    The counsellor smiled warmly at him, his round glasses glinting in the artificial light. 
 
    ‘Uh, OK.’ 
 
    ‘Now, I’ve read through some of the notes you’ve put together for us, Ted, thank you so much for that.’ He ran his eye over several pages of handwritten text. ‘I can see that it took a lot of courage for you to divulge some of this. I really get the impression that you’re pretty much at your wit’s end with it.’ 
 
    Ted nodded. 
 
    ‘I certainly am. I’m afraid I’m going mad.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm, let me see if i can summarise,’ said the counsellor, puckering his brow. ‘You have all your life (I see even as a child) had a deep vulnerability to domineering females, and in your adult years this has translated into a series of destructive relationships that have left you profoundly impoverished in every sense of the word. Despite these repeated bad experiences, you find that you are still unable to stop the vicious cycle playing out again and again.’ 
 
    Ted nodded. 
 
    ‘Exactly. I am completely helpless to stop it.’ 
 
    ‘And you would like me to suggest a course of therapy or medication to at last  give you some relief and break this distressing pattern.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you’re in luck,’ said the counsellor, smiling. ‘I have made a particular study of Karl Jung and I can tell you exactly what you’re up against.’ 
 
    ‘Oh.’ 
 
    ‘It’s as plain as day.’ 
 
    ‘Is it?’ 
 
    The counsellor beamed at him and nodded. 
 
    ‘What we’re dealing with is what is known as an archetype.’ 
 
    ‘Uh-huh?’ 
 
    ‘The archetype in this case that of the Dark Goddess, the Destroyer, the Renewer, Terror and Inspiration, Fire, and Re-Growth. The DOMINATRIX. The enemy of all negativity, the devourer of souls, and consumer of men.’ 
 
    ‘R-right,’ said Ted dubiously. 
 
    The counsellor smiled at him indulgently. 
 
    ‘I know it sounds a bit far fetched, but you are living proof that Jung saw the truth of it. Ancient symbolic values dictate the flow of our subconscious. You think a Dominatrix is a modern invention? She has been there since the beginning, I can assure you, and no doubt she will be there at the end.’ 
 
    There was a brief, awkward pause. 
 
    ‘Okaaaay…’ said Ted, ‘so now that we know about it, we can do something about it?’ 
 
    The counsellor nodded. 
 
    ‘Yes, we can. Certainly we can.’ 
 
    ‘Great. That’s great. What to we do? How do we fight it?’ 
 
    ‘Fight it?’ Asked the counsellor, surprised. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Ted, confused, ‘I assumed we were going to fight it.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, no. It’s a fight you always lose. Haven’t you always lost?’ 
 
    Ted stared at him. 
 
    ‘So what am I doing here?’ 
 
    The counsellor sighed. 
 
    ‘It’s an archetype, Ted. An ancient, irreducible part of reality. We could no more dismiss its power than try and convince the moon to come down for supper.’ 
 
    ‘A fine lot of use this is, then.’ 
 
    ‘Ted, you make your own madness here; that is why there is something you can do against these primeval forces. Something to bring you peace, coherence and continuity. All the things you want.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, OK. What do I have to do?’ 
 
    ‘The next time you’re in one of these relationships, when you try to resist being devoured with every fibre of your body….’ 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    ‘Yes?’prompted Ted. 
 
    ‘Mr Omnium’ said the counsellor, ‘only your surrender ends this war. The archetype is forever. You only bruise yourself trying to resist it.’ 
 
    Ted looked up at him incredulously. 
 
    ‘You mean give up!?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, give up, Ted,’ agreed the counsellor. ‘Give up on strife, denial and ungratefulness. When you are up against something you can’t defeat, be graceful about it, and you’ll see the positives.’ 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    cruellapainfemdomauthor.com 
 
  
  
 images/00001.jpeg





