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Frederick Heinemann was frustrated about many things, but it was one particular and enduring frustration that made him stop outside his house then, slam his golf clubs down with a rattling bang and let out a hiss of bitter annoyance.

 

People who knew him joked behind his back about Heinemann’s ‘pet hate’, which was quite a neat expression in the circumstances, since pets were very much the focus of it.

 

He looked down the neat, tree-lined perspective of well-heeled suburbia for either the offending animal or the owner, shading his eyes against the bright, spring sun. Seeing neither, he applied his attention to the windows opposite and to each side. He had become convinced that his neighbours were secretly provoking him by actively encouraging dogs to stop by his house and deposit their waste outside.

 

It did not take much for Frederick Heinemann’s feelings to boil over, but he hated showing it publicly. He did not want anyone to see that it was getting to him, particularly if they were indeed trying to provoke him. Surely the amount of dog waste he found outside his property could not be put down to ill luck?

 

He breathed out slowly, letting the air through loose lips so as to make a long, flatulent sound. Everything else around him was tidy and pleasant and perfect. His house was unexceptionable, the garden well-tended, both kept up to a good standard by paid help. He was dressed for the course, with a jolly patterned sweater in green and red over his portly bulge of a stomach, with beige slacks and polished brown shoes below. But in the midst of all this well-groomed respectability was the pungent and unpleasant aroma that for Heinemann had the whiff not only of corruption and disgusting reality, but also of personal affront.

 

He looked back down at the offending little pile of poo on his drive and abruptly went to put his colourful red and white bag of clubs in the boot of his car, a classic Jaguar XJ6 in racing green. He took a plastic bag from one of the large pockets of the bag and stepped back across to the mess with a purposeful stride. Looking about again to see if anyone was watching, he used the bag to carefully pick it up, and then reversed it so that the pungent material was inside, then walked the ten yards to the little cast metal bin on the lamppost that had been put there for the purpose of disposing of such residue.

 

He smiled grimly as he dropped the waste inside and lowered the lid which came down with a satisfying ‘clunk’. It had taken many written representations from him over many months to convince the council that his street required such facilities. On reflection, his tireless efforts to involve the other residents might have been rather counterproductive in terms of his general standing in the community. Perhaps he had been a little insistent, but he had gotten results, and he did not regret it, even if he had the distinct impression that they were subtly trying to get their own back by actually increasing the problem where he lived.

 

He had never been on very good terms with the other residents of the street, he thought, as he made his way back to the car. Heinemann kept rather to himself, and did not enjoy inviting people into his house, or making social calls on other people.

 

They sensed the tension in him, the frustration, as well as the awkwardness, and in general left him well alone.

 

Heinemann thought that it was at least partly jealously, because of his perceived wealth and easy life. It was true that he was quite rich, having inherited several houses, including the five bedroom suburban property that had been the family home for two generations.

 

The rents from his small portfolio of properties which had all been long ago converted into flats was considerable, but even so, they did not realise how much of a hassle it was to look after rentals. It was no picnic to deal with arrears and damage and legislation and so on where the sort of lowlifes and unwashed people that generally populated his houses. Nothing is easy, he whispered to himself as he fastened his seatbelt and turned the key to start the engine, which turned with a satisfying roar. Six cylinder 4.2, thirty years old and still full of exhilarating power.

 

It was true that he was awkward and difficult as a person, he admitted to himself, as he put the Jaguar into reverse and carefully backed out into the road.

 

He viewed these traits as inherited, along with all the wealth, rather than anything that was his own fault. He didn’t blame his parents exactly, both now deceased, but surely he had been given a poor hand by fate in any other sense than the financial?

 

He mentally went through his list of frustrations, in no particular order, as he turned onto the main road and headed out of town towards the golf course. He was not good at anything, that was half the trouble. His father had been musical, good looking, physically coordinated, rhythmical, blessed.

He could still remember the old man looking at him with impatient pity as he fluffed yet another golf shot, convinced that it was a mechanical defect, or a fault that a simple adjustment could rectify. Heinemann had wanted to scream at him that it was talent, not technique that he lacked, that he would always lack.

 

Even so, Heinemann often went to the golf course in the afternoons, if the weather was right for it. He mostly played alone, at the municipal course where such aberrations as a golfer playing as a single was permitted as long as his money was good. He was never going to play the game well, but it took his mind off his other, deeper frustrations.

 

He thought of Teddy, the Starter, in his little wooden hut on the way to the first tee and he smiled. It was such a small thing, and Heinemann recognised that it was essentially meaningless, but the man was such a warm and genuine human being, and the little pleasantries they exchanged by the first tee always seemed so reassuring and sane and dependable. It had even settled into a sort of routine, where Heinemann inevitably said ‘Punishment, please’, at the start, which Teddie always seemed to find amusing in his jowly, cherubic way, and he always had some sort of smart retort, or observation on the weather, or a snippet of club gossip as Heinemann paid over the money before moving on to start his round at the first tee nearby.

 

On this occasion, Heinemann had even more occasion than usual to look forward to this point of sanity and reassurance. It was not the dog mess on his drive; that was quite normal. It was more to do with another of his frustrations, namely his sexual ones.

 

The day before, after decades of fantasies and indecision he had finally plucked up the courage, or built up enough desperate resolve to go to London and immerse himself in the sort of sexual experience that had haunted him since childhood. A positive move, most would argue, but for Heinemann it had turned into a minor disaster.

 

His main worry before going was the danger, the fear of entering an unknown, untrusted world. Even though the woman advertised on the Net and had garnered excellent reviews, he was still very worried about getting drawn in to a dissipated, disease-ridden underclass that would just take his money and drag him down with them.

 

The address was a swanky London location however, when he looked it up on his computer, and in the event, there was nothing whatever to be scared of. The ‘Mistress’ was kindness and consideration itself, and made safe and sane arrangements to fulfil the fantasies that he had listed in his email. She was incredibly beautiful too, just as he had imagined, and everything was clean and professional and good humoured.

 

The Dominatrix had realised that he was a beginner, and just brushed the surface with corporal punishment, making sure that he was all right, and not pushing too hard with her strap on in his rectum, introducing him gently to the experience in a way best calculated to make it enjoyable and sensible. He had fantasised about such scenarios for so long, and suddenly it was all happening.

 

The place was crammed with BDSM equipment of every variety, half hidden in the subdued, lurid light, and seemed the ideal that he had dreamed of all his life. Here was his chance to admit what he was and become accepted and valued without the need to pretend.

 

Heinemann had been well-received and was urged to return and even accompany the Mistress to parties and other sympathetic get togethers in London in the near future. It all seemed to be opening up for him at last.

 

It had all been a great success, but what Heinemann couldn’t understand is why it had all been such a total failure.

 

It was as though all his powerful, guilty fantasies had been brought out into the light and made worthless and limp by the reality. In acting them out, he had somehow belittled them to the point of killing them off altogether. Now he didn’t feel frustrated, he just felt empty, which was a thousand times worse.

 

He pulled in to the golf club carpark, crunching over the gravel as he maneuvered his car into a space and tried to concentrate on the pleasant round of golf that lay before him, a dependable and healthy way to soothe the sharp edges of his disappointment, and take his mind of the emptiness that ached inside. It was a fine spring afternoon getting on now towards evening, and he really should be looking forward to it, he told himself.

 

Heinemann automatically and methodically put on his spiked golf shoes at the rear of his car and hefted his red and white leather bag with a slight grunt and settled it over his left shoulder. He looked up at the sky, noted that it was clouding over a little, and then scrunched away towards the clubhouse and the starter’s hut. Teddie’s little kingdom was apart from the main buildings, and this was another thing that Heinemann liked about it. He did not have any friends at the club, and was not a member, and he had only had occasional dealings in the professional’s shop, mostly to complain about the amount of dog mess on the course where back gardens abutted the playing area.

 

Heinemann strode past the clubhouse, ignoring the looks of the people sitting at the outside tables on the terrace, passed the pro shop, and went on the hundred yards or so to the first tee, his mood already lifting.

 

The hut was placed so that it was approached side on, and Heinemann did not wait to make eye contact with the starter before making his usual opening remark. He was glad there was no one else at the ticket window. It was late for starting a round, but even so sometimes there was a small queue.

 

“Punishment, please,” he said brightly, already starting to smile.

 

The smile died on his lips as he realised that it was not the regular, good humoured individual on duty at the hut, but a young slip of a girl, with long dark hair and luminous black eyes. 

 

She smiled at the playful remark, but it was an arch, wickedly amused grin below dark, knowing eyes instead of the beatific, beaming expression that always warmed Heinemann’s heart.

 

“When would you like to be punished today?” She asked, in a soft, lilting voice.

 

“Er, t-today, n-now…” said Heinemann, terrified, handing over a ten pound note. “N-nine holes.”

 

“Ah, a round of golf,” she said, with a chuckle, as she took the money, “I was going to say, ‘punishment’ would be a lot more than that.”

 

Heinemann laughed along uneasily and moved on quickly towards the first tee to start his round.

 

Though he was sure that it had been meant in a harmless way, Heinemann found that his chest was tight and his stomach ached as he put the tee in the ground and took a few practice swings with a five iron. Even this reaction, he realised, was better than emptiness. Even though he knew that it was just a passing remark that meant nothing, he felt better, as if the girl had unwittingly lit a tiny fire in the wilderness that the London visit had left so empty and devastated. She had not been wearing particularly sexy clothes, Heinemann reflected, just a dark sweatshirt with some university logo or other on it, and the long dark hair mostly flowing down one side did not frame a stunningly beautiful face. When she had smiled that wicked grin, her teeth had not been perfect, less than gleaming and a little out of line, but there had been something willowy and arch about her slight, elegant frame, something confident and knowing, that made his blood race. Her fingernails weren’t even manicured, he’d noticed, let alone varnished, as she’d passed him his ticket for the round, but they were slim and feminine and moved with a feline assurance that involved her whole body in the simple act. She hadn’t just given him his ticket, she had made it a part of a subtly flowing and graceful manoeuvre of her body that communicated a deliberate and provocative sensuality. She hadn’t even been wearing any make up, he realised, with something of a shock.

 

Heinemann had to make a conscious effort to break off this train of thought and concentrate on his tee shot, with only partial success. As he took some practice swings of his club he could not entirely erase the memory of how she had looked and moved, nor prevent echoes of her voice continuing to speaking faintly in his head.

 

Heinemann made a predictable mess of his first shot, but found that his mood continued to improve as the round went on despite the lack of a corresponding improvement in his game. That was normal. There was the occasional satisfying ‘snick’ that a good contact made, and the arcing flight of the ball which never failed to bring a glow, but these were always rare occurrences for Heinemann. He was normally prone to moments of intense frustration out on the course when playing particularly bad shots, but thoughts of the girl at the hut seemed to supersede any such consideration, even when he carved the ball horribly out of bounds at one point.

 

There were others out on the course, a two ball, and Heinemann was obliged to wait while they took their shots and cleared the fairway or green. They were quite good players but they inevitably took longer than a single man. They did not suggest that Heinemann played through.

 

While he waited, his thoughts inevitably kept going back to the brief encounter at the starter’s hut. Every time he remembered her face, the dark eyes became just a little more sinister and the smile more knowing and wicked. Again and again he heard her say when would you like to be punished today? It was obvious that she was amused by the idea; obvious that she knew exactly what she was saying. Surely, she did?

 

Heinemann began to imagine what form ‘punishment’ might take with her. He giggled to himself as he thought she might use him as a caddie and make him carry her clubs for nothing. Might make him go looking for a ball on his hands and knees like a dog, and bring it to her with his hands up and crouching like a trained poodle, panting its excitement. Maybe she would have her female friends with her, and they would all enjoy humiliating him, maybe…..

 

“Hey!”

 

Heinemann looked behind him. A man was pointing back at the tee, plainly irritated. He realised that the green was clear in front of him, with the two ball gone right through to the next hole. He put his hand up in an apologetic fashion and addressed his approach shot. His stomach was still in knots thinking about the sweet fantasies and inevitably the ball was carved off line, nowhere near where he had intended it. He hurried on, cursing himself, but out of habit rather than actual irritation.

 

He knew that his fantasies were a little silly and unrealistic but at least it had filled the hole left by the London trip. He felt happier.

 

The only time that his frustration and anger really returned to anything like its normal level was walking along the eighth hole which ran along the boundary of the back garden to a row of houses. As usual, there was ample evidence that people had been letting their dogs out onto the course. Little piles of it.

 

Heinemann used his plastic bags to take it up, every last one of them, calling the last pair on the course through to give himself time, and ignoring their less than complimentary looks as they did so. He had decided the week before that he was going to keep taking them up to the pro shop till the committee decided to act on the matter and put up new fencing or take some other effective measure to stop it happening. He had kept it up for six days so far despite the disgust of the members. He did not want to put them in his golf bag, so he just kept it in one hand as he came up the ninth and back towards the clubhouse.

 

The way took him back past the Starter’s hut and he could not help pausing to look into the window as he passed by.

 

He thought it unlikely that she would be there with it being so late, but she was still at the window, and she looked up as he went by, noting his glance. 

 

Heinemann stopped and stood there stupidly, looking at her like a teenager with a high school crush. The fantasies that he had entertained about her seemed shameful and ridiculous all of a sudden, and thinking of them, he felt his face grow red. He was glad that it was in fading light. All the same, he somehow could not simply walk on by.

 

“You are new here,” he said, stupidly.

 

“Yes,” she said, with a shrug, not taking her eyes off him, perfectly at ease. It was true that she did not have a classically voluptuous figure, but she shrugged in a suggestive, sensual way that made his pulse race. He had the unnerving impression that she was enjoying his confusion and embarrassment.

 

He swallowed, feeling as though his were being held in a vice. He could hardly breathe. There was no one else around. The whole world seemed to be waiting on him. Waiting for something.

 

He heard himself say, in a jokey, kidding voice: “Just how much would punishment cost?”

 

She let the question hang there for a moment, her eyebrows raised just a fraction. A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth.

 

“Everything, of course,” she replied, and her smile reached her dark eyes, making them seem to glitter.

 

Time seemed to slow down, and the longer it went on, the meaning of the words changed.

 

Said quickly, they were banter; a passing witticism that meant little.

 

As the seconds dragged out, the words carried more and more weight. The girl did not break the silence, and nor did he, till it became like a moment of dread prophecy or deadly game. There was no one else around in the darkening light, nothing to break the spell.

 

Looking at her, he became more and more certain that she knew everything, was looking right into him, and there was no kindness or felicitation in her eyes, no reassuring warmth or promise of professional standards of safety and good conduct. All he could see was her face, framed by long dark hair, with dark eyes staring, and he felt more affected in that one moment than the London experience had achieved in a very expensive hour.

 

“I would pay that,” he whispered, amazed at himself. It sounded like someone else was speaking.

 

She stared at him a moment longer, her smile fading, and her eyes growing serious and hard.

 

“Come inside, then, idiot. Don’t talk out here.”

 

She disappeared from the ticket window and a moment later, there was the sound of a bolt sliding back and the door was opened inwards. She beckoned him impatiently inside as he hesitated.

 

He went in, uncertainly, and put his clubs down in one corner. She closed the door behind him and bolted it, then swung the hatch shutter closed too, securing that in place with a wooden bar between two hooks to each side of the opening.

 

Heinemann started to speak but she turned quickly and put a finger to his lip. It burned him like fire and he froze in shock at the touch.

 

She regarded him for a moment, and there was something in her eyes that turned his stomach to water, something that lurked deep within their dark depths, something gloating and hungry. She was slightly shorter than him, but she seemed to Heinemann to tower over everything. The only illumination in in the hut was a single strip light by the little desk so maybe the way her face was framed in shadow made his mind play tricks.

 

She wrinkled her nose and made an expression of disgust.

 

“What’s that horrible smell?”

 

He gazed at her in confusion for a moment, then he realised with horror that he still had the bag of dog mess in his hands.

 

“S-sorry,” he blurted, lifting up the bag slightly, “it’s…..”

 

“Ah, yes, of course,” she said, sarcastically, peering at the clear plastic with the brown objects inside, “I’ve heard about your nasty little obsession.”

 

She frowned, and her eyes flicked back and forth between the bag and his rapt, uncertain face.

 

“I-I’ll t-take it out,” he said, jerking into motion towards the door. He was almost relieved to have an excuse. He was in totally uncharted territory and very scared. He realised that this was every man’s experience at meeting with the dangerous attraction of a female in reality. A place where literally anything could happen from the height of ecstasy to the pit of hell. Exhilarating and terrifying.

 

“No,” she said, pointing to one side with a slim hand, “put it down there.”

 

Mutely, after the tiniest surprised hesitation, he obeyed.

 

“Now,” she said, businesslike, “take off that ridiculous sweater and shirt.”

 

“Here?” He whispered, his eyebrows going up.

 

“Don’t worry, no one will bother us. As long as you don’t make a noise.”

 

“Not here,” said Heinemann, in a panic. “Not now…I meant..”

 

“Yes, here,” she replied, coldly, “now. Get that shirt off.”

 

She waited with some impatience as he took of his sweater and shirt and exposed a white, flabby and unimpressive chest, with bulging stomach. She curled her lip at the sight of it and gestured impatiently at the back of the chair as he dithered about where to put his clothes.

 

“Kneel,” she said, pointing at her feet, after he had put the shirt on the back of the chair.

 

He did so with a sort of shuddering terror that she found very satisfactory, if the glitter of pleasure in her eyes was anything to go by.

 

“Lick my shoes, cretin.”

 

Heinemann did as he was told, feeling a rush of submissive pleasure at the cold tone of authority in her young voice, lowering his head to her feet and kiss the toes of her plain, low-heeled court shoes. He couldn’t suppress a gasp of pleasure and she chuckled to see him suddenly so passionate and sincere.

 

“That’s it, fool,” she said, “worship me.”

 

Heinemann did so with a shudder that seemed wrench his whole being. She had no props and it was not a dungeon atmosphere, but she touched the depths of his submissive soul, and he responded with a focus and sincerity that he had no idea he had been capable of. She wore simple black cotton trousers to go with the rather shapeless sweatshirt and unremarkable shoes, but the power of her femininity and control simply made her dress an irrelevance, a meaningless detail.

 

She laughed softly at the way he utterly abandoned himself to her.

 

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” she asked, not needing an answer. “Kissing my feet like a pathetic moron?”

 

Heinemann moaned an answer, and she laughed again, before roughly pushing him away with her foot

 

“Now,” she said, curtly, pointing, “turn round to face the light.”

 

She maneuvered him round till he was facing the ticket desk end of the little wooden compartment, and then went round behind him. She reached round, making him jump, and undid his belt, slid it out of the loops. This she used to fasten his wrists together, bringing them tightly to each other and then making a crude but effective knot in the leather on the other side of the buckle, so that it could not be retracted. Then she undid his shoelaces, and tied them securely together, locking his feet. The belt went round this taut link and again a crude knot secured them together, with the loose ends of the laces passed through the holes at the end of the belt to ensure that it could not easily be worked apart.

 

“There,” she said, with a chuckle, surveying her handiwork, “how does that feel, mm? Like a turkey ready for Christmas.” She licked her lips and laughed at Heinemann’s suddenly panicked expression.

 

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, enjoying the way he surreptitiously tested his bonds and found them secure, “I’m not going to put you in the oven quite yet.”

 

He stared at her, his breaths quick and whistling through a constricted throat. His eyes were trapped, scared, and at the same time, burning for her, looking at absolutely nothing else. For him, nothing else existed in the world, and she laughed softly again and brushed his cheek in a graceful proprietary way, enjoying the way that her touch made him flinch and shudder.

 

“Now,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “close your eyes and don’t peep.”

 

He closed his eyes with an obvious effort, his lids trembling.

 

“Good boy,” she whispered, watching him as she bent down to pick up the plastic bag that contained the dog mess. It was the sort of clear plastic that one might put sandwiches into, or an important document, with a drawstring around the top and it made no sound as she took it up and walked round behind him. Heinemann had chosen the bag particularly so that he could show the secretary of the club how much he had found on the course that day without having to open it. It served her purpose perfectly for the first he knew of her wicked intention was when the bag was over his face, and the drawstring was tight around his neck, securing it in place before he knew what had happened.

 

“Errrrrrrrrrrggghhhh!!! Take it off,” he pleaded, his voice muffled by the bag and its unspeakable contents, ‘take it OFF!!!!”

 

“Quiet!” She snapped an edge of anxiety in her voice.

 

Even in his distress, Heinemann realised the wisdom of staying quiet with only the wooden walls of the hut to mask the sound from passersby, but he still sobbed with horror, pulling uselessly at his bonds and nearly flopping over altogether with the extremity of his efforts to free himself.

 

She reached across to steady him and leant down to whisper in his ear.

 

“Just breathe,” she said, cruelly, “slow and deeeeep…”

Of course he had to breathe and she laughed as he was forced to take in lungful after lungful of the foul, disgusting smell, clearly on the verge of vomiting.

 

“Don’t puke, idiot,” she warned, “or you’ll be smelling that as well.”

 

He moaned again, trying to get control of his breathing.

 

“Calm, calm, calm,” she said, soothingly, “it’s only a bad smell; in and out, in and out, that’s it…”

 

“Please, let me go,” he said in a weak, muffled voice when he had managed to control his breathing. It was a very plaintive and distressed sound and she laughed sympathetically.

 

“Awwww, but you did say that you wanted to be punished, didn’t you? Don’t you like it?”

 

“N-no,” he whimpered.

 

“Oh, but I do,” she said, with another tinkling laugh, “and I’m the important one, aren’t I?”

 

Heinemann moaned noncommittally, his senses still assaulted by the foul smell.

 

“Don’t you want to please me?” She asked, sweetly.

 

“Y-yes, Mistress,” he responded, after a little pause, his voice echoey and muted by the plastic. Even in such an extremity, he did want above all things to do that. Had to do that.

 

“Well then, suffer for me,” she said, softly, running her finger over his shoulder, making him jerk at her touch. “Your pain pleases me, makes me so happy.”

 

“That’s good, M-Mistress,” he mumbled, indistinctly, stifling another sob.

 

She smiled at that and stroked the bag playfully.

 

“But I want more, slave,” she whispered, moving round behind him and spreading both her long, slim hands over the plastic, “much more.”

 

She leaned forward to put her weight on the back of his head, her youthful breasts pressing his ears, her fingers still spread over the plastic.

 

Heinemann had a terrible premonition about what was going to come next and he started to yell out, but the sound was abruptly cut off as she pressed the foul waste through the bag directly onto his face, holding it in place, smearing it all over while he gasped and retched.

 

She held him firmly in her youthful arms, making sure that he could make no significant sound as he struggled desperately to free his hands or shake her off. The extremity of his distress really was almost unmanageable, but she held on, giggling, until he quietened into a sobbing, humiliated mass.

 

“All right, slave,” she said soothingly, “the bag is coming off now. You’ve been such a good boy.”

 

Her warm tone made him sob even more and she chuckled to herself as she slowly removed her weight and stood back for a moment. It really was quite a sight to behold, watching him kneel there helplessly with the bag of dogpoo over his head, trying to free his hands to no avail and writhing with disgust. Really hilarious.

 

“Now hold still, pet,” she said, eventually, “I’m going to take the bag off.”

 

He quietened then with a pathetic whimper and stayed as still as he could as she carefully peeled back the bag and removed it. She purposely did little to actually remove the foul solids from his face however and a large portion of it still clung to his face in the most disgusting and horrendous fashion despite his best efforts to shake it free.

 

“Urrgh,” she said, giggling, “what a sight!”

 

He breathed easier, but was still very distressed by the amount of poo on his face, some of it even getting up towards his eyes.

 

“P-please,” he said, pathetically, seeming on the edge of exhaustion, “take it off!”

 

She was rummaging in the drawer of the little desk and took up an indelible black marker. Ignoring his puzzled, frightened look, she carefully wrote ‘I LOVE THE TASTE OF DOGSHIT’ high on his chest in large capital letters.

 

“There,” she said, clapping her hands together, “Mr Heinemann’s real reason for collecting dog turds!”

 

She collapsed into giggles again at that and provoked more moans of horror and protest from her helpless victim.

 

“P-please,” he begged, really distressed now, with tears running down his brown, caked cheeks, “please no more…”

 

“Please, who?” She snapped.

 

“Please, Mistress.”

 

She considered. He really did seem on the point of collapse.

 

“How disappointing,” she said, “I was going to make you lick and eat it next. What a disappointing slave.”

 

He sobbed properly then, thinking that he had failed to please her as well as everything else.

 

“Well, if you’re not going to make any more of an effort, you had better fuck off, hadn’t you?”

 

He said nothing, just kept quietly sobbing.

 

“Pathetic,” she said, without a trace of pity.

 

She went round behind him and freed his hands and used scissors to cut his shoelaces, which had worked into very tight, tiny knots that couldn’t be easily undone.

 

He jumped as she threw his shirt and sweater at him.

 

“Now, get out, you disgusting object!”

 

He put his hands towards his face, stopped, looking around for something to wipe his face with.

 

“I said, get out!” she snapped. “You can leave the dog mess on your stupid face. And don’t forget your clubs.”

 

She opened the door and pushed him through it, then put his golf bag outside, too. He whimpered in a panic, looking around to see if he had been seen. It was fully dark now, however and no-one was about. He winced as he heard her laugh again.

 

“Make sure you wank yourself off with that crud still there,” she said, cruelly. “I want you to associate dogshit with pleasure.”

 

She went into another fit of laughter at that and Heinemann started suddenly away, his shirt and pullover still in his hands and clubs digging cruelly into his bare shoulder.

 

Heinemann did not try to process the complex and powerful emotions that he had experienced in the hut. It was too strange and unbelievable. He focused purely on the priority. Getting away and getting clean without being spotted.

 

He went to the water fountain at the 13th tee and ran the cold water till he was confident that every last vestige of the brown, pungent material was washed from his face. It fouled the little catch tray under the jet, but that couldn’t be helped. He washed it out as best as he could, and went to replace his shirt. He looked at what she had written on his chest and shuddered. What a bitch! He thought, as he tried his best to remove it. But cold water wasn’t doing it and he decided to simply get dressed and do it at home. He was perishingly cold, after all.

 

Heinemann had never been so glad to get back into his Jaguar. He’d passed one or two revellers by the clubhouse, but managed to get by without anyone taking any notice. The familiar smell of the leather upholstery and strong lines of the car when he had put his clubs in the boot and sat down were like a balm from heaven. The car was poise and certainty and strength, and the engine roared with an even, confident sound when he turned the ignition. He was glad that he was not walking home. He had never been so exhausted in his life. He had only been in the starter’s hut with the girl for a matter of fifteen minutes, he reckoned, but he felt as if he had run a marathon. As though he was entrusting his last hour to a faithful horse, he rolled out of the carpark, and concentrated his last strength on simply getting home.

 

As he drove the short distance back to the quiet suburb where he lived, the recollections from the mind blowing encounter kept coming back to him, especially her face, her eyes, her laughter. And the smell that he kept smelling, that disgusting smell.

The streetlamp and the lights of passing vehicles slipped across his vision, and he was aware of someone honking their horn at him as he pulled out of a junction, but he did not try and see who it was, just kept doggedly driving on.

 

Eventually, he got to his house. He didn’t even bother to open the garage, which he normally did without fail. He didn’t take his clubs out of the boot and take them inside to clean them ready for next time, which was normally a religious duty associated with the habits of his fanatically sportsmanlike father. He didn’t even check to see if any new piles of dog mess had magically appeared outside his house. He just closed the door of his car, fumbled with the key, and staggered into the porch, had another frustrating moment trying to open the door with hands that shook almost uncontrollably, and then reached the blessed interior. 

 

The familiar ambience of his parent’s house communicated a deep recognition, but also something of an accusation. Heinemann did not look at his father’s vibrant watercolours in the hall, or the family photographs, nor the mirror, barometer, plants, umbrella stand and solid unexceptionable decor that bespoke so much of his privileged, expectant upbringing. They were even more painful to look upon than usual and he gladly went past them half blindly after having ripped off his shoes without undoing the laces. He could feel the kind disapproval of his father as he just left them to lie on the carpet and lurched upstairs, heading for the bathroom. His mother’s voice peevishly complained in his head, too, which he likewise ignored.

 

Even when he got to the medicine cabinet and dissolved some powerful paracetamol, the disapproval did not let up. His parents were of the view that one should not take anything to ease pain but overcome it by sheer force of character. Heinemann waited there, breathing heavily as the pills dissolved with a vibrant, pleasing liveliness, appearing as friendly conspiratorial presences which promised some lessening of his intense discomfort.

 

He drank the sparkling glassful down a little at a time as he took of his clothes and threw them in an untidy heap outside in the bedroom.

 

The shower was total bliss. He scrubbed his face and then let the water take all the foulness away, keeping the powerful jets drumming on his head, massaging his scalp, sending warm, positive messages to his distressed spirit. He stood there, feeling better by the moment, letting out great breaths and stretching his arms to each side. 

 

He could still see her face, her smile, but it was not an unpleasant association. Away from the extremity of the moment, he remembered how it felt to kneel at her feet, to grovel and lick her shoes while she looked down at him and laughed. He felt his cock swell and grow and he put his hand down to work it into hardness. It had been so intense. God, she had been so wonderful. No emptiness there afterwards, just wonder and amazement and frightening power.

 

He knelt in the shower, and that seemed the most appropriate posture as he wanked himself. He saw her so clearly, grinning wickedly down at him. He wanted to please her so much. He orgasmed almost at once, an incredibly powerful reaction that wrenched and jerked his body as if his soul was trying to break free of its physical bounds.

 

He gasped on his knees, briefly feeling totally exhausted again, before getting up to clean himself and slowly drying himself down.

 

In the aftermath of his passionate consummation, he sat down in the bedroom, and the scale of his humiliation and shame oppressed him cruelly. This was nothing new to Heinemann. He had spent all his adult life feeling a sense of failure and shame. His thoughts instead went back to the starter’s hut, and the feeling of surrender and asylum that he had briefly felt there at the feet of the young girl leaked with a shudder back into his soul, thrilling and tingling through his body. God, it had felt so wonderful and fulfilling. So beautiful. He knew that he did not fill the room like his father had, but transported again to the bliss of surrendering so utterly to her power, he did not care.

 

His thoughts naturally ran on to more practical considerations however, as he tried to imagine how best to repeat the experience. Ideally without the dog mess; definitely without that. He would have to contact her, explain himself on that point, and beg for some sort of continuation, even if it inevitably had financial consequences.

 

He decided on writing a letter, which he would have to find some way of delivering to her the next day. It had to be done there and then, it was simply too important to put off.

 

He got dressed and went to the box room next door where he kept his computer. A nudge of the mouse woke it up, revealing the picture of a perfect Dominatrix in latex and gold on his desktop. Far more beautiful than the girl at the hut, he reflected, but in comparison with her power, a virtual non-entity.

 

Miss ____, he began, for he still did not know her name, and then, after a many re-writings he wrote:

 

It was such a privilege to serve You yesterday, and I would very much like to do so again soon.

 

However dogs are a problem for me. Not many people know why I don’t like dogs. When I was a student, I was terrorised every time I went to college by a large black labrador. It seemed to enjoy making me afraid and even lunging and biting me at times. It almost seemed to wait for me particularly, making sure it was there when I went past. Eventually I graduated and moved away, but I still feel traumatised by it. Perhaps you can understand now why it was so difficult for me to cope with the particular form of humiliation You unknowingly inflicted on me yesterday.

 

I repeat that any other form of ‘punishment’ would be most welcome, but anything to do with dogs, no.

 

Thanking You so much anyway for a wonderful time

 

Frederick Heinemann.

 

He put his email address and phone number at the bottom saved the document, resolving to read it again in the morning before printing it out and signing it, and decided that there was nothing more to be done but go to bed, early as it was. He was utterly spent and hardly had enough energy to make himself a sandwich. Even with all the excitement and novelty of that monumental day in Heinemann’s life, he fell asleep as soon as his head touched the pillow.

 

When he woke, it was from a very deep sleep indeed, with vague recollections of disturbing dreams and unsettling fantasies. He had great difficulty separating the memory of the previous day’s remarkable events from these haunting echoes, and it was half in the belief that he had dreamt the whole thing that he got up and went straightaway to the computer in the box room. Almost disbelievingly, he saw that the document had indeed been written the day before, and consequently, that it had all indeed happened. Heinemann felt the tingling energy and sensual awakening again as the memory of it arose with gleeful force, and he could almost hear her laughter again ringing in his head.

In the cold light of morning, a shrill and insistent part of Heinemann’s ego argued emphatically for him to have nothing more to do with the girl, that it was dangerous and total folly for him to try and see her again, but he found himself printing out the document nevertheless, telling himself all the time that he need not actually give it to her, that it did no harm to sign it and put it in an envelope, and even to drive to the course before doing his round of his properties to collect the rent.

 

Heinemann spent a very awkward five minutes in the car park of the golf course, wrestling with himself, one moment deciding to drive off and take up the reins of his old life, the next surrendering to the enticements and uncertainty of submitting himself to the girl at the hut.

 

In the end, his body seemed to make up his mind for him, and he was somehow a hostage to himself as he got out of the car and walked down past the clubhouse, his heart beating hard in his chest. He told himself that she would probably not be there at the hut. That it would be Teddie, dear old Teddie, and nothing more would come of it.

 

But it wasn’t Teddie. It was the girl, and there was no queue. He walked quickly up to the window, put the letter next to her, and fled before she could do anything more than look up in surprise and stare darkly after him.

 

Heinemann was shaking so much when he got back to the Jaguar that he could hardly get the keys in the ignition, but he managed to get a grip of himself after a while and set off under reasonable control.

 

It was time for Heinemann to collect the week’s rent on one of his properties, and he was glad of something normal and constructive to do. He wouldn’t however have called it an uplifting duty. There was no one that he looked forward to bumping into. They all regarded him as some sort of necessary evil at best and he regarded his tenants in much the same light. Just finding a parking space during working hours was difficult. The street was pre-war and had not been laid out with cars in mind, and the large Jaguar was not best suited to close maneuvers. Heinemann had often thought of getting rid of it for that reason, but it was just about his only real luxury and he felt it expressed something fundamental about his character.

 

He frowned as he parked up in an available space. The front window upstairs had been smashed for a while and amateurishly boarded up, but the glaziers that he had sent to replace the glass had refused to enter the relevant room because they said it was unsanitary. The occupant in question paid the rent on time, but he was plainly a disgusting individual. Heinemann had never worked out where he went on his bicycle each day in all weathers, and had never troubled to find out. The man never smiled and invited no such intimacy. Heinemann had timed his run, knowing he would be out. 

All the tenants here were working people and he knew that they would most likely be able to get the rent books from the wall safe, take the money and run for it without hearing complaints or other insulting remarks. Heinemann always thought that he had gotten away with something if he managed that. He knew from experience that every house had its problems, frustrations and bones of contention. The old bachelors were always bitter and often drunk, the students loud and self-important, the couples arguing about who had gotten them into the sort of mess that meant cheap digs. The other, even worse type, usually female and single and old, would be on watch for him and subject him in mind-numbingly boring, rambling monologues about nothing in particular till he was on the point of screaming. In all his time as a manager of rented properties in town, he had never met a happy tenant. Heinemann did not blame them for that; he wasn’t a happy man himself.

 

Heinemann was lucky on that occasion. He took the money from the rent books, made a note in them, and roared off in his Jaguar with great relief.

 

He constantly checked his smartphone all the time for incoming emails in a fever of excitement about how she might respond. Of course he had to admit the very real possibility that she might not respond at all, but he pushed this depressing thought to the back of his mind.

 

He was so distracted that he did not even feel the usual rush of annoyance when he saw the inevitable pile of dog poo on his drive. He parked his car and walked across to it with a plastic bag at the ready. As he came up to it and bent down to grab it with the bag, he was shocked to feel a little tremor go through his body and his cock twitch and stir at his crotch. He grabbed the mess in a sudden panic and put it quickly into the street receptacle, breathing heavily. He heard her laughter in his head and his prick grew rock hard, making him bend over slightly and turn away to hide the bulge. He put his hand in his pocket to shield it further, and then walked unsteadily back into the house. He knew that psychological associations were very difficult to remove once imprinted, but he was confident that this one wouldn’t be staying around very long.

 

As he reached the house and shut the door behind him with a sigh of relief, his phone ‘pinged’ and he looked at the screen anxiously. He almost deleted it, because he got a lot of spam. The address was ‘downer@yoogle.com’ but in the subject line was: “A. Heinemann - Dogshit Lover.”

 

He opened it nervously, his heart thumping in his chest. There was no text. 

 

A warning came up about the fact that the mail had an attachment from an unknown source, but he just ignored the warning and clicked on ‘Open Anyway’.

 

He stared at the picture as it suddenly came up on his screen. Stared and stared at it.

 

It was a still from the activity in the hut. How she had come by it, he didn’t know, because he couldn’t remember her taking a picture. It was a close up of his head and torso, with enough of his chest included to see the writing she had put here, and then the soiled, plastered face. His eyes were closed, but instead of them being closed shut in horror, as they had been in fact, it looked very much as if they were closed in ecstasy because somehow she had superimposed a tongue coming from the corner of his mouth licking for all the world at one of the foul stools smeared on his cheek.

 

It was incredibly effective and something inside of him went very cold as he looked at it. The inevitable consequences of that shot gathered like a dark tide in his gut, spilling like foul water throughout his body, making him tremble and shake all over. Blackmail.

 

He went to his laptop in the box room, feeling empty and sick, opened the email there. The image was even worse on the bigger screen.

 

With trembling fingers he typed a short, bitter message in reply.

 

How much do you want?

 

Almost straightaway, the reply pinged back.

 

“‘Everything’, as I recall, was the agreed price. The hut has a webcam for my safety. No one else has access. Follow this link, and download the software. When you have it, mail me again. And don’t worry about the doggie phobia; I’ll cure you of that.”

 

He remembered that she had got him to turn around before securing his wrists and ankles, obviously to have him face the camera. He groaned, thinking that he should have suspected something then, but his mind had been in such turmoil. He had not been able to think straight.

 

Heinemann sighed and hit the link. It went straight to teamviewer.com. He did not fully understand what the software did, but he knew enough to be wary. He had seen ‘Teamviewer Sessions’ advertised as part of services offered by ProDommes, and he knew that the sub surrendered control of his PC in the process. She was obviously intent of gaining access to his computer.

 

He slumped in his chair. This had to stop, and stop now. He looked back at the picture and his heart quailed. He thought about appealing to the girl, but he knew what she would say. He knew it with total certainty. He had seen many things in her beautiful dark eyes, pleasure, intelligence, wickedness, penetrating evaluation, but never mercy, or warmth. He thought about the consequences of the picture getting out and he simply could not face it. He had wanted to be dominated, after all, and this girl certainly knew how to push his buttons.

 

Heinemann clicked on ‘Download’ button, and waited for it to transfer onto his hard drive. It did not take long. He clicked on ‘Install’ and went through the usual set up procedure, clicking quickly through the entirely unread ‘User Agreement’ part.

 

When he had finished, he sent back an email. The response came immediately, directing his attention to a user name and a randomly generated password on his screen, instructing him to send these details immediately. He did so, with a sinking heart.

 

A moment later, things started to happen on his screen. The team viewer window showed ‘connected’ and his mouse started to move on its own! It went with smooth precision into the Teamviewer settings, changing rights, startup options, remote access limits, and when Heinemann tried to move the mouse himself he found that he could no longer do so!

 

He felt incredibly invaded. His computer was such an intimate and personal part of his life, especially being a bachelor. Everything was on there. His whole life, and now he had lost control of it. This girl, whose name he still didn’t know, had entered his life like a wrecking ball, blown it all apart in a matter of hours.

 

He felt incredibly turned on as he watched her go to work; following vaguely what she was doing, but totally unable to intervene. He could have switched off his computer, or broken the link with the router, but he did not. He could not. He just had to watch as she set up Teamviewer exactly as she wished, to start with every login, and use the same password that was only a row of dots to him, and then to protect any tampering without administrator rights. He knew what was coming next; the point when he permanently lost control over his PC, when she downgraded his login to ‘guest’ and changed the administrator password for herself, so that only she could tamper make any further changes, and effectively made it her PC.

 

He found that his was rock hard as she did this, as though she were in his head, rewiring him, taking over administrator rights not only in his PC, but in his mind as well. It was so hot! His prick throbbed and jutted in his trousers, and he reached down to fondle himself as she took the administrator login for herself, and logged him back in as a guest.

 

Then suddenly, her face appeared in the Teamviewer video window, and she smiled at him, obviously well satisfied with her work. He saw his own face appear in a smaller window beside it, and realised that she had switched his webcam on remotely, without any interference from him.

 

He gazed once again into her eyes, dark with glittering depths.

 

“Go and play a round of that stupid game, cretin,” she said, “leave me to explore. I’ll tell you when to return.”

 

Heinemann got up and stepped away, then hesitated, his eyes locked onto hers. Possibilities occurred to him. He realised that if he was going to do anything, then the time was now. He had to pull the router and defy her to publish the image. He could say that it was all photos hopped. He might have to dispose of the computer if she wouldn’t give him his rights back. He could threaten her with the police.

 

“Slave,” she said, softly, crooking her finger. “Come here.”

 

He heard voices yelling at him to pull the plug, but he found himself next to the computer, still locked by her gaze.

 

“Kneel before me,” she said, still warm and soft.

 

With a little whimpery groan, he did so.

 

“Good boy,” she said, approvingly, her eyes glittering. 

 

Heinemann looked up at her cruel and predatory eyes and the now familiar blissful feeling of submission began to pervade his psyche. The more he gave up to it, the more beautiful and intense it became. He had experienced it before in so many fantasies, but now it was happening for real.

 

“Hmm,” she said, with a chuckle, “now doesn’t that feel nice?”

 

“Yes,” he said, in a strangled whisper. The response was out of him before he could think, but it was no more than the truth. Her Presence filled his soul to its uttermost depths, making him feel energised, warm, aroused, and submissive.

 

She smiled at that.

 

“Of course, it does, slave, and do you know why it does?”

 

Heinemann shook his head fractionally, unable to speak.

 

“Because that’s where you belong, slave. Grovelling at my feet.”

 

Heinemann could not deny it. There was something totally natural and right about how he felt, how she dominated him so completely, how much he adored her. She was the one from his dreams. Not the professional illusionist and fantasy ‘role-playing’ experience in London. This female’s eyes were dangerous and predatory and merciless and he gave himself up completely to their beautiful power, to their strength and certainty of intent towards him. He had no ambition or will of his own, but her will exalted and inspired him, made of his meaningless life a glorious enterprise, that of serving and pleasing her.

 

She smiled, as if she could see the most obscure part of his psyche, and what she saw she approved of. There was sadism in her expression too, noting the despair that was in his eyes, the remnants of his former character, his pride and ego being crushed and dissolved.

 

“You belong to me,” she said, unnecessarily, with a sardonic smirk. “Haven’t I been incredibly generous in giving your pathetic life meaning and purpose?”

 

“Yes,” said Heinemann at once, like an eager puppy.

 

“Yes, what?”

 

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

 

“Don’t you want to pay me back by pleasing me?”

 

“Of course, Mistress.”

 

“Hmmm, that’s better. Now, off with you to golf, slave, and I’ll send for you when I want you back.”

 

“Yes, Mistress!”

 

 

 

Heinemann was absurdly happy as he played his round that afternoon. There were parts of him that still argued constantly that he was being led down a dark path that would do no one any good, but they were faint and easily brushed aside by the tingling energy of submission that continued to make his body glow and tremble. She was not going to destroy him callously, but made him her slave and that was an entirely different thing. What had he been dreaming of all these years but that?

 

It occurred to him to wonder how on earth this young girl could have entered his life and taken it over so completely. So surely. He might have understood a much older and experienced woman doing it, long past the romantic view of relationships that society generally presented as the ideal. But a young girl?

 

Heinemann decided that it must have been the internet. So much of sexual attractions and psychological effects had only been seriously discussed in the last twenty years. Heinemann knew that there was a term for the sort of psychological state that a sexually submissive person can experience under the correct conditions, the sort of experience he had been through earlier, and the afterglow of which was still very much sending tingles of pleasure and energy throughout his body. It was called ‘Subspace’. It is the Holy Grail for subs and Dommes alike. Wonderful for the subs because it is a transformative, fulfilling and ecstatic experience, and wonderful for Dommes because the experience is totally addictive and can only be achieved at the feet of a Dominant Woman, so confirming the sub as the slave of Dommes for the rest of his life. Like so many things, once the mind is imprinted with this absolute pleasure and bliss, it becomes an unforgettable focus.

 

Heinemann was sure that his young Mistress was fully aware of this dynamic. The word ‘subspace’ was probably only twenty years old at most. It had been a secret known only to very few eccentrics who had the opportunity to explore and experience such things, but now it was easily accessible knowledge. What a woman had discovered by accident if at all years ago, was there for her to express and use if she so wished, a superpower that brought unimaginable benefits and strengths that were the foundation of the ancient matriarchal cultures, but had been hidden ever since.

 

Heinemann thought that it must be like growing up as Clark Kent, and then being told he was Superman. He smiled at that. Gender was the key. A superman with strength to shake the world was no match for any woman. A single touch of a beautiful female finger was stronger than any amount of male brawn. He thought it a wonderful thing then, that beauty ruled the world, and not strength.

 

Away from areas of male repression, females were waking up to their strength, and here was an example, a young student ruling absolutely over a middle aged man, making him worship and adore her, as well as absolutely obey. Making him want to enslave himself, to abase himself, and humble himself before her as a wonderful expression of Divine Femininity, because if felt so good and so right.

 

With these thoughts chasing themselves through his head, Heinemann swung his club at the ball with freedom and joy, putting the new sense of energy into every shot, laughing if it came off well and zinged away straight and true.

 

The green of the fairway was brighter, the sky deeper and more benevolent, the trees the keepers of happy secrets, dryad spirits that teased and laughed at him approvingly as he went.

 

As he got to the sixth tee, there was a beep on his phone and he looked absently.

 

It was from her. Get back here. Now!

 

Heinemann hurried back to his car and drove home.

 

When he got in, he went straight to the computer. Sure enough, she was there, and he felt a thrill of pleasure and ache of desire at the sight of her. She smiled thinly as he automatically knelt in front of her.

 

“Now, slave,” she said, “obviously from now on you are working for me, and only for me.”

 

“Yes, Mistress.”

 

“So I have rearranged your finances somewhat. Your online banking password was too easy to crack and I knew you would approve. All your liquid assets are now mine, and you will transfer all your monthly income to me.”

 

“All!!?” said Heinemann, shocked.

 

“Don’t worry, slave,” she said, with a thin smile, “you’ll get a nice allowance, and you can beg me for any unusual expenses. Doesn’t that sound good? You want to please me, don’t you?”

 

“Yes, Mistress,” said Heinemann, automatically.

 

“Good, now, I have been perusing your little property empire and I see that there is currently no rent coming in from Ashley Towers? Flat 3? Why is that?”

 

“The place is basically un-leasable, Mistress,” said Heinemann, “it is in a bad place in town and no one wants to live there.”

 

“I see,” she replied, with an unimpressed curl of her lip. “Surely it could be made habitable?”

 

“Well,” said Heinemann, “it is in a bit of a state and the toilet doesn’t work. I’ve taken the furniture out to try and stop it being used as a drug den, stripped the kitchen bar, that sort of thing. Keeps getting broken into. I’ve replaced the door recently.”

 

“Hmmm,” she mused, “it is nevertheless poor use of an asset. A potential money making asset. You will go there now and show me via your phone’s webcam exactly what it looks like via Skype. Note down my details.

 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, surprised, bringing up the Skype app and establishing contact with her on his smartphone without difficulty.

 

“I want to see the exterior as well, slave,” she commanded, “now, go!”

 

Heinemann saw the PC screen go blank and went out to the car. He was not relishing the journey. Ashley Towers was one of those twenty story bunkers that the town planners thought were the overcrowding problem solved in the early sixties. Now they were grim places indeed, the dirt cheap rent ensuring that only the poorest and most desperate tenants resided there. 

 

Heinemann was always nervous of leaving his Jaguar anywhere in the vicinity, thinking that it would be a target for the jealous lowlifes and brainless yobs that he presumed infested the area.

 

He established contact with his Mistress and ensured that the Skype video stream was visible at her end before showing her the grotty concrete facade of the tower block before unenthusiastically proceeding on to the entrance.

 

He did not need a key to get into the lobby. The security system had been broken for a long time, the wires hanging down after a bout of vandalism that the owners of the block had undertaken to fix on numerous occasions, all to no avail.

 

He had expected the door to Flat 3 to be broken down, too, but surprisingly, it wasn’t. The police had advised a solid door with a triple lock and, though he hadn’t gotten the expensive lock, the slightly stronger door had seemingly survived intact. He used to key to open it and then went inside, relieved that he had met no one as he was in the lobby. They were really a desperate lot there. He had thought of selling it, but that would be more hassle than it was worth, and he hated to lose houses. His family had always added properties, never sold them.

 

Inside it was musty and dark, with the drapes pulled across in the living space at the end of a short hall.

 

“The electric isn’t on, Mistress,” he said, by way of explanation for not trying the light. “Nor the water.”

 

He used the torch app on his phone to illuminate the bathroom though a door to the left. It looked very uninviting and unkempt in the flat, feeble light, like exploring an old wreck underwater, encrusted with filth. There was no window.

 

This impression continued as he went down the short hall to the main room, which was straight ahead and opened out to the left, too. There was a kitchen bar on the right, and the seating area was in the recess to the left. The heavy drapes were closed over the double window on the far wall and he had to use the light from his phone like the lamp of an underwater exploratory vehicle to pick his way over the carpet. Heinemann had left virtually nothing in the way of furniture and fittings in the place, but still he was careful as he stepped on, worried about the possibility needles and other dangers on the floor, despite the evidence that it had not recently been broken into.

 

Finally, he got to the window and pulled back the curtains, letting in the spring sunshine. He blinked at the sudden glare, and it seemed almost as if the flat itself did the same, the bare, filthy walls shuddering at the knowledge of their own disgusting condition, the kitchen unit revealed as a grimy, derelict shelf with the unused water boiler poised with one useless arm jutting out as if a squatting animal corpse afflicted with rigormortis 

 

There was room for a bed and chairs, just about, but Heinemann had removed them some months ago. He panned the phone round, so that his Mistress could get a good all round view of the place. It really was in a shameful state.

 

“Enough,” said the faint, disembodied voice from his phone.

 

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “Back to the house?”

 

“Yes.”

 

She promptly logged off.

 

 

“Now, slave,” she said, when he was once more kneeling in front of her at the house, “you will ring the utilities companies and get the electricity, water and gas put back in that flat. Tomorrow at the latest. And you will make some progress towards making the place habitable today, do you understand?”

 

“Y-yes, Mistress,” said Heinemann, with a slight sinking of the heart. He had hoped she would agree that it was a lost cause after seeing the state of it.

 

“Good boy,” she said, with an approving smile and Heinemann felt a glow of pleasure go through him.

 

“Now, I’m going to be very generous and let you cum, slave,” she said.

 

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

 

A picture appeared on the desktop and she maneuvered it so that it was fully visible. A picture of a pile of dog mess.

 

“There, some nice wank material for a dogshit lover,” she said, with an evil smirk.

 

“No….please…..” said Heinemann, putting his hands together as if praying, but his cock was already betraying him, jerking at his crotch, stiffening from the semi limp state it had been in before.

 

“Look at the poop, cretin,” she snapped, “and put your hand on your pathetic cock. Look how excited it is.”

 

“No,” he breathed, looking at her with desperate appeal, but his hand went to his excited cock.

 

“Oh, yes,” she contradicted with a laugh, “start working that cock, and keep your eyes on that lovely poo.”

 

He made a little whimper of protest but he was thoroughly turned on now, and the degrading thing that she was getting him to do just made it all the more powerful and arousing.

 

“Smell it, slave,” she said, “smell it as you wank off.”

 

And indeed Heinemann did seem to catch the foul aroma somehow, and the association brought him quickly to orgasm, spurting powerfully over his hand and the carpet.

 

“There,” she said, laughing, “they say that smell is the most evocative of the senses!”

 

“No,” whispered Heinemann. In the post wank flatness, he suddenly felt like crying and tears began to well at the corners of his eyes. 

 

“Oh, come on, slave, and appreciate my psychiatric method! It was always negative for you before, you got so angry every time you saw a nice pile of dog poo. Now, it’s going to turn you on!”

 

She put her hand in front of her mouth and laughed uproariously at this, her whole body shaking, her eyes closed.

 

“Ohhh,” she said, still chuckling, “I said that I would cure you of that doggie phobia, and I will. Awwww, are you crying, slave?”

 

Tears were indeed spilling down Heinemann’s face.

 

“Come closer,” she said, huskily, her eyes suddenly intense and greedy. “Right up to the cam.”

 

Heinemann did so, sniffling a little.

 

“Ohhh, I do so LOVE tears…..”

 

Heinemann looked up at her pleadingly, feeling her power go through him in a tingling, magical flow.

 

“N-no…”

 

“Oh, yes, slave,” she crooned, soothingly, “let the tears come. Let them all go. You belong to me. Surrender to your tears. Surrender utterly.”

 

Heinemann was suddenly sobbing, her soft tones making him collapse inside, melting him completely into a being of pure emotion, a feeling so intense that he hardly seemed to have a body at all, and nothing else existed apart from the wonder of Her Presence exalting and sustaining him. He hadn’t had any idea that his soul was capable of being so transfigured and stimulated in such a beautiful, overflowing way. He looked up at her and felt a depth of abandonment and worship that staggered him with its purity and all-consuming force, the wonder of it making tears come again.

 

“Tears of despair and adoration mixed together,” she breathed, looking at his eyes intently, “perfect.”

 

He realised that she knew her power, knew the divine forces she could command, make manifest, and exploit in the enslavement of males. Not a physical enslavement, not a forced thing, but a fundamental awakening of a sleeping, hidden dynamic that the victim didn’t even know existed until it was suddenly and beautifully blossoming in the soul. And once it had awakened, there was no putting it back into forgetfulness, no going back. Once the magic had been experienced, the soul required it, demanded it, thirsted for it forever afterwards.

 

It was this knowledge that Heinemann saw in Her glittering, sadistic gaze, and in the smirk at her mouth, watching him kneel and grovel before her power, seeing his helpless worship and adoration. He had no ego, no self, no opinions, theories, no thoughts. There was only her, and the purity and simplicity of it was so wonderful. Life was suddenly incredibly simple. He had read that all true religion was a form of submission, loss of self. He knew then that it was absolutely true. She was his religion.

 

“You are my Goddess,” he whispered, snivelling.

 

“Of course,” she said, smiling, “now do as your Goddess commands. Get that flat in a reasonable state as far as you can today. You can do the hoovering tomorrow when the electric is put back on, but you can start with a dustpan and brush and wipe everything down.”

 

“Yes, Mistress.”

 

“Good. Get to it, slave, before the light fails.”

 

“Yes, Mistress.”

 

His screen went blank and he jerked slightly, as if a cable had suddenly failed, or a searchlight had suddenly winked out. He stood there for a moment, the place feeling incredibly empty without her presence. The afterglow of his worship of her was still with him however, and his body continued to tingle with the wonder and power of it. He could see her in his mind’s eye, too, and her voice rang in his head with echoing, imperative clarity.

 

Guiltily, because he had not immediately obeyed, he telephoned the electricity and gas company and instructed them to turn the utilities back on. They agreed to send engineers the following morning at nine o clock. Heinemann was going to have to put his own name as the bill payer for the moment until a tenant was found, but that was no problem.

 

He loaded up his car with cleaning gear and went back to Ashley Gardens. He reckoned he had about two hours of light and he had better make it count. He felt very energised and tingly still and moreover she was probably right that he should be maximising his earnings and getting something out of the place, mean though it was.

 

Heinemann let himself back into the bedsit and went quickly to the main room area to let the light in. Bathroom first. It was not pleasant work at all, and he would normally have employed some sort of professional service to prepare the ground for a new tenant. He sensed that she would not have been very sympathetic to that idea however. 

 

She occasionally appeared on Skype to see how he was doing; making suggestions as to what to clean next, and giving the odd word of praise and encouragement which made him feel warm and whole right through. It was true that the cleaning process was rewarding, too, in itself, transforming something from a derelict, useless waste, to a place with purpose and a sense of itself, a space that suddenly had potential. The comparison with his own soul was not lost on him either, and he felt a kinship with this neglected little flat as a consequence. They were getting reborn together by the same marvellous feminine energy.

 

Eventually, he moved to the main room, and with the last of the light, did the dusting and cleaned the surfaces.

 

‘I’m going out this evening,” she said, as the light grew too faint to work in, “eat, relax and sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a long day.”

 

“Yes, Mistress.”

 

Heinemann felt a little sad when she logged off, but it had still been an inspiring day, and he went home in good fettle, knowing that he was a part of her life now, and she was very much a part of his. In fact, as he admitted to himself, she WAS his life.

 

The transformation in his circumstances, at least from a psychological point of view, had been so dramatic over the previous twenty four hours that he found he craved some elements of his old normality, even if it were just for that evening. He showered, ordered a pizza, and downloaded a film to watch. The full enjoyment of these things eluded him however. He simply could not stop thinking about her. He did not feel particularly hungry, nor could he concentrate on the film. No motion picture could possibility compare to the excitement and inspiration of her face in his mind’s eye, no music a patch on the sound of her voice and her laughter.

 

When he eventually lay down in his bed and did not sleep for a long time. He felt as though he were on an operating table, lying still as she made changes to his brain, deleting and reprogramming him with surgical grace and efficiency. All the events of the past hours kept flashing back, and visions of the future tortured and haunted him.

 

All the same, the process was exhausting, and eventually, he sank into a restless slumber.

 

 

When he awoke, again it was like he was stuck a dream that he could not get out of, a transformative, nether region that was a perfect, enclosing circle, without a single blemish. He felt panicky, on edge, trembling with excitement, inspired and despairing in equal measure. He desperately tried to think of a way out, an escape of some sort, but his fingers found no fault or opening of any kind as he tried and discarded every possibility of get out of his predicament.

 

His phone peeped, and he saw that he had been summoned to appear on the webcam.

 

As soon as her image appeared, all thoughts of escape disappeared and he felt guilty about even countenancing anything of that sort. Again he felt the utter bliss of Her Presence filling every last part of his submissive psyche as he automatically knelt before her.

 

“Now, slave,” she said, enjoying his abasement, “listen carefully. You will go to the address and meet with the utilities people. Then you will clean the flat from top to bottom properly, and hoover it, and stay there till you hear from me. You will most likely get some deliveries that I have arranged for you. Sign for them and put them inside without opening them. You can take you laptop with you and set it up there. A company will call to fit a wireless network, too. Any questions?”

 

Heinemann didn’t and it turned out just as she had said. The utilities were switched back on without difficulty and he was able to get on much better with good light and a hoover. Just as he had really begun to bring a sparkle back to the bathroom and kitchen bar the deliveries starting coming. Mostly it was small packages, but there was one very large and heavy item that he guessed was a washing machine, or something similar. A home broadband firm came to drill the wall and fit the cable for a router, and set it up for him. He had not troubled to get such a utility for the place because of fear of break in but he did not dare to go against her wishes. It was good to have the network anyway, to get his phone and laptop up to speed with it instead of relying on the mobile facilities.

 

 

 

By the time lunch came, she was back on the screen, looking happy and pleased at the progress Heinemann had made.

 

“Good slave,” she said, kindly, “now bring the packages up to the cam and we will choose what to do first.”

 

She chose a particular item and Heinemann found that it contained a webcam, or rather four small cams all on one mounting.

 

“I want to be able to keep an eye.” she said, by way of explanation, and Heinemann could see that it would be a good idea at least while the place was empty. He spent an hour with her on Teamviewer installing all the software and pointing the four cams till she said that she could see the whole room.

 

“That’s better, slave,” she said, with smirk. “Now open the large package.”

 

Heinemann did do, using newly cleaned pair of scissors that he had found in one or the drawers under the kitchen bar.

 

He was aware of her face on his laptop screen, watching intently, as he cut through the heavy tape and tore the cardboard apart starting at the top. At first he thought it was a barbecue. There was a sort of heavy grille at the top, and that was all his mind could connect to.

 

He could hear her laugh as a little more prising away of the cardboard revealed it for what it was: a cage. He looked at it stupidly for a moment, looking back at her in confusion. What was the good of a cage in the flat? Who was going to want that?”

 

“Put it in the corner in the recessed part,” she said, enjoying herself, “with the hinged side outwards, of course.”

 

He did so automatically, as his mind slowly began to function.

 

“What are we going to keep in there?” he asked, stupidly, as he stepped back.

 

“Why you, of course, cretin,” she replied, with another laugh. “It’s all part of the therapy.”

 

She giggled at his amazement for a moment longer and then her face grew serious.

 

“Now, strip,” she commanded, her eyes narrowing. “Let’s shed all that male pretence and expose what you really are.”

 

“Here?” asked Heinemann, looking at the door.

 

“I presume it’s locked, isn’t it? Put the bolts and chain, if it makes you feel better.”

 

Heinemann did so, his heart pounding. He realised that this bedsit was not going to be advertised for rent after all, but was being set up as a sort of sex nest for them. He found the idea very exciting. He had always had a thing for cages. The day was suddenly looking a lot more promising.

 

He took off his clothes and stood naked in front of the rack of webcams while she looked on with a smirk.

 

“Now, let’s open the other packages, shall we? Bring them closer to the cam.”

 

Heinemann did so, and she chose a single parcel about the size of chocolate orange, though feeling quite heavy in the hand.

 

When he opened it, something metallic emerged. Rings of joined steel that made a curved tube, another steel ring and a padlock. Gleaming and strange.

 

“Ah, the chastity lock,” she said, with a giggle. “Take the ring first and put your balls through it.”

 

Heinemann looked shocked for a moment and not at all sure of what was happening, but she certainly did not suffer from that shortcoming and he obeyed, pushing first one ball then the other through the gleaming ring.

 

“Push your pathetic excuse for a penis down into your groin,” she said, “push it through and let it flop out again the other side of the ring.”

 

This took some doing, but he wasn’t very hard with the uncertainty of the situation, so it was possible to do as she said without too much discomfort. The iron ring was cold and exciting behind is balls and cock however, and he swelled hard with the feeling of confinement and intimate contact.

 

She sighed and shook her head at this.

 

“I need that down, cretin, and I don’t have all day. Fit the cock cage next. When you’ve quite finished being excited, put your dick in it and lock it with one of the numbered seals in the box. I’ll give you fifteen minutes.” 

 

Her face disappeared from the laptop screen.

 

Heinemann realised that it was just as well that she had removed herself from the situation. The chances of him getting his erection down was pretty much nil while she was still there. He had some familiarity with the cock cage, as he had with a lot of sub paraphernalia, but this did feel very different, because she made it different. He did not ask why she wanted to lock him inside it, but he could guess that it was all part of establishing control and stability. It is true that ejaculation takes a lot of energy and focus out of a sub’s devotion to his Mistress and has to be controlled and minimised in order not to disrupt the proceedings. 

 

Eventually, he was limp enough to fit his cock into the cage, and carefully snap one of the numbered seals through the locking hole. He breathed out a sigh of frustration. Now there was no possibility of his being able to wank.

 

When she came back on the screen, she smiled to see the chastity lock in place.

 

“Good,” she said, shortly. “Now. Bring me the second largest one that we have left.”

 

Heinemann opened it with trembling fingers. Something pink and leathery. Doggy ears, a zip fastening at the back, a snout. Heinemann looked at it, aghast for a moment and then looked at her, horrified.

 

“Not a dog, Mistress, please!!! I t-told you about that!”

 

“But I said that I was going to help you to overcome that fear, slave,” she said, her eyes glinting, dangerously,  “I’ve already got you over your disgust of the poo.”

 

“No!” he wailed, putting his hands together in a praying gesture.

 

“Don’t you want to be my little doggie bitch?” she asked, with a slight sneer at the submissive, devotional gesture. “My cute little poodle!”

She laughed at that and Heinemann buried his head in his hands.

 

“Now, get it on, bitch,” she said. “You’ll be pleasing me SO much!”

 

Heinemann let out a despairing, helpless groan and she smiled, hearing the surrender in the sound.

 

“Now, doggie,” she said, “you should want to be whatever I want you to be. You do not have any will, remember?”

 

“Yes, Mistress.”

 

“That’s better. Now be a good slave put the hood on. You’ll love it once it’s in place. You’ll feel so cute!”

 

Heinemann realised that she was probably going to be proven right. He felt himself swell at his groin despite his deep seated dislike of dogs as he opened the hood. The fact that it was degrading and especially humiliating for him suddenly made it all the more arousing.

 

“That’s it, pet,” she said, as he worked it over his head, “it might be a little tight at first.”

 

She laughed with delight and clapped her hands as Heinemann got the thing on and zipped it tight around his head. He was transformed into something that looked very feminine and doggy like, with the pink leather canine features complete with floppy ears and short snout that kept his mouth against the opening. Some of the masks went for a much longer and more pronounced snout, but she wanted his mouth right there so that he could lick and eat and do whatever without taking it off.

 

“There,” she said, “what a nice little doggie bitch. That’s what you are and that’s how you’ll stay. There should be a collar there, too, for you to put on. Thread it through the loops at the bottom of the hood.”

 

Heinemann found it difficult to see very well with the mask on. He could only look straight ahead and had to keep turning his head to and fro. Eventually he found the collar, in matching pink with some false diamonds making it glitter like that on a rich spinster’s lapdog.

 

“Ooooh!” she said, laughing, as he slid it through the openings in the hood and buckled it into place. 

 

“Now there is a little post hole that takes a padlock on the collar, doggie,” she said, “you can use the chastity lock one for that.”

 

Heinemann did so, wondering who was going to keep the key safe, his heart jumping at the audible ‘snap’ as he pressed the padlock together.

 

“Put the key on the kitchen unit for now,” she said, as if divining his thoughts.

 

He got up to do so.

 

“Bad bitch!” she remonstrated, “dogs go on all fours and use their mouths.”

 

Heinemann stared at her for a moment, then crawled over to the kitchen bar with the key in his mouth.

 

“That’s better! You’re never going to speak to me again, bitch, just whines and barks, do you understand? Nods and shakes!”

 

He nodded and whined, while she giggled at the pathetic spectacle.

 

“Good doggie, now open all the other packages, but NOT the oblong one!”

 

Heinemann could not remember feeling this excited about opening parcels since he had been a child at Christmas. In his adult life, there had never really been anything that he could honestly say got his heart racing in that way. Certainly nothing anyone ever sent him. The cards from Australia from his super successful brother and his lovely family, with a few words and the probably not very sincere invitation for him to visit. 

He knew very well that it was his own money that had bought the items as he tore off the plain wrapping but nevertheless they were meant for him and he couldn’t wait to see what would come out next. The girl looked on with cool amusement, a sadistic glint in her eye.

 

It may by this time have been a little predictable, but the shiny chrome doggy bowls for food and water still made his prick ache and swell uncomfortably in the steel rings of the chastity device. Less predictable was the large padlock that had bluetooth connectivity and was designed to be controlled remotely via the net. Heinemann had not realised that they existed, but after a short period setting it up and fitting the batteries, he found that it opened and then locked again at her command without any difficulty. He knew with a dull ache of fear and excitement that it was meant for the cage door.

 

The last parcel apart from the oblong one did give Heinemann a nasty shock however. It turned out to be nothing more mysterious than four tins of potato and steak chunks, but he leapt to the conclusion that it was actually dog food at first. 

 

“I might make you eat doggie food every now and then for my pleasure,” she said, noting his initial panic and then relief, “but it’s not good for human poodles, and you are going to be such a fit and healthy poodle for me. Years of servitude and enslavement lie before you. You are an asset, a possession, a pet, and I want to get full value.”

 

Heinemann nearly said ‘Yes, Mistress’, but stopped himself just in time, restricting his reaction to a simple series of quick, panting nods. She tittered at that approvingly.

 

“Now, open the cage and crawl inside, bitch, and take the lock with you, and your phone.”

 

Heinemann did so, moving carefully on all fours towards the intimidating steel structure of black, welded bars, his heart thumping hard in his chest. It was a very stark and cruel structure, and it seemed to him that there was less light within its severe dimensions than elsewhere in the flat. It was like a visual metaphor of the nature of his life’s entrapment under her dominant, sadistic rule.

 

Heinemann opened the cage door, which moved on iron hinges with hardly a squeak, heavy and slow. He whimpered a little at the certainty and weight of it. The cramped interior yawned before him, nothing to each side but welded bars, with the bottom grid relieved by a black vinyl cushion that fitted over the whole horizontal dimensions. He hesitated, as if sensing that he was on the edge of some sort of terrible precipice.

 

“In,” she commanded, coldly.

 

Heinemann whimpered again but moved inside obediently. He turned around with difficulty once he had entered, the cramped dimensions only just allowing him to tuck himself into a ball and work himself about using the vertical bars as handholds.

 

“Now, the door, idiot,” she snapped, impatiently, when he had eventually got himself facing the right way.

 

Heinemann reached out to swing the door to, which swung heavily round and settled with a slight clang against the frame of the cage. 

 

“Good, now lock it,” she said, with a smirk, as Heinemann held up the bluetooth device in his hands and looked at her questioningly.

 

He fumbled with it for a moment, and then passed the hook of the lock through the point at the midpoint of the gate where a simple hole lined up with the frame to allow either the fitting of a pin, or the action of a padlock. With a slight wail of despair he closed the lock and immediately heard the locking mechanism function at her online prompt, making the whole thing a secure prison. He gasped and half collapsed down on all fours, putting his head against the vinyl cushion of the cage bottom.

 

“There,” she said, with a giggle, “that’s better, isn’t it, bitch?”

 

He looked up at her in the doggie hood, with fear and desire and hopeless adoration in his eyes and she laughed out loud. It was such an endearing spectacle.

 

“Good doggie,” she said. “Now get used to your new home for a bit. I need to get on with my coursework. Buzz me on Skype if there is an emergency. You’ll learn to adore your cage, bitch, but everything takes its own time.” She laughed again at his expression and disappeared abruptly from his computer screen.

 

Heinemann experienced the almost physical shock of her sudden absence. It was mind-blowing how strong her presence was, he thought. The presence of any female. How utterly they changed any situation, by being there or not being there. Two worlds, two different planets.

 

For Heinemann though, the reminders of her proximity were everywhere, the hood that was locked in place over his head, giving him doggy features, and of course the cruel confines of the cage, and the chastity lock at his groin. None of them were removable by him.

 

He tried the door padlock speculatively, but it did not budge. Likewise the collar that locked his hood in place was secure, with the key on the kitchen unit outside the cage. He hung his head. He knew that he was trapped, and physical confines of the cage was only a metaphor for the way that she had trapped is mind, heart and soul, too. He remembered how it felt to kneel and worship her, and the tingling sensation of that beautiful surrender returned to him, magnified by the strong, cruel bars of the cage. He gave himself up to her with such utter abandonment that he ceased to be anything but a vessel of Her Will, Her Energy, transformed and exalted into a pure expression of Her Wonderful Power. There were still regions of his mind that screamed warnings and denials; still remnants of social conditioning and received wisdom and other such tripe that disapproved and denigrated the beauty and purity of his worship of Her, but they were faint and pathetic and totally overwhelmed, crushed by the force of Her Will.

 

He leaned forwards and kissed the bars of his cage, as if he were kissing the toes of her shoes. She was the enclosing steel, and he felt protected suddenly, as well as confined. She had created a little space in the world where he could be exactly as he wanted, unfrustrated, unpretending, ironically, free. Yes! he thought, how strange. Out in the world he was trapped in pretension and caught in a net of impossible expectations that hemmed him in on every side, but in the cramped, cruel confines of the cage, he felt wonderfully liberated and natural. The gratefulness that he felt towards his young Mistress, whose name he did not even know, was indescribable. Tears squeezed out of his eyes, and he was sorry then that she was not watching. He knew that she loved to see tears.

 

Heinemann’s spirit continued to tingle with blissful surrender, but he began to look at his situation in a more practical way after a while, trying different positions for comfort, thinking about how he would sleep, or eat, or go to the toilet, if she intended to keep him confined for long periods. He hoped that she was going to do that, although he was afraid that a long confinement might be so uncomfortable as to spoil the magic experience. He knew that it would take a long time to fully adjust to being in such a small space.

 

Already his legs were complaining about being tucked under him and he sat back against the bars to the rear, bringing up his legs and straightening them out. He found that he could put his feet through the bars and relieve them completely though he found that he did not like to leave them that way for long. It felt transgressive to have any part of him outside the confines of the cage, profoundly wrong.

 

He had his smartphone in his cage, and thought about answering some emails, or browsing the net, but he thought he would leave that for later. How she had turned everything round, he realised. Before he had immersed himself in work, or distracted himself with manufactured entertainment because his actual life and his soul were so empty. Now just being alive was so vibrant and sweet he felt no need for escape, and again the contradictions hit him with full force. Before he had been free but desperate to escape. Now he was trapped in mind, body and soul and totally at peace with it. The real world that lay underneath all the superficial rubbish of egotistical human presumptions was so strange and different.

 

Heinemann knew however, that part of his usefulness to her was his rental business, so he decided to do some work on his phone with regard to that. He realised that the world was now divided very starkly between things that pertained to and advantaged his Mistress, and those that did not. Everything that amused, enriched, or referred to her in any way was of value; everything else was essentially meaningless, because she now made all the meaning in his life.

 

It was pleasant work, in this way, therefore, as he tapped out an email to the council, because it was in line with Her purpose, and therefore effectively for him, a sacred thing.

 

It was probably an hour later that her image suddenly appeared on the screen of the laptop. Heinemann had been glancing at it almost constantly but the sudden glare was an effective and unmissable signal.

 

“There’s my bitch poodle,” she said, with a giggle. “How are you liking your new home?“

 

Heinemann nodded ecstatically and panted, and scraped his hand along the bars affectionately and generally tried to give every impression that he loved and adored it.

 

“Good doggie,” she said, approvingly, with a glittering smile. “You are settling in nicely.”

 

Again, Heinemann felt the tears prick his eyes.

 

“Now, before we start on the eating and sleeping and doggy’s other business, there is a more important thing to do. I am going to open the cage for a moment so that you can get the oblong package.”

 

Heinemann heard the lock click and he reached round to open it fully, and retract it from the holes so that the gate could swing out. He felt oddly exposed as he did so, strangely naked without the strong grids to each side. Something deep inside him wailed at that, realising how powerfully he was being imprinted with new behaviours and new sensations. How quickly he was adapting to the pleasure and bliss of a new normality.

 

He went on all fours to the package and under her instructions took his back inside with him and once more locked himself inside. He sighed with relief as he heard her work the lock remotely again and she laughed at that.

 

“Open it, poodle,” she said, her eyes intense.

 

Heinemann did so, with trembling fingers. He could not imagine what the last package contained. When he finally got to the box inside, he froze in shock. It looked like a piece of red meat mottled with white, with a blunt slim tip at one end, a bulb at the middle, then a slim shaft again before ending with a wide, black base. From the base protruded a tube that had a little hand bladder in it for pumping air. There was also a little bottle of lube in with it.

 

“Now, we need to address that doggie dread of yours,” she said, firmly, “we can’t have a bitch poodle being afraid like that, can we?”

 

Heinemann looked at her in a panic, fighting the need to speak, her conditioning just winning out as he remained dumb, but used every other means to communicate his deep distress.

 

“Now, poodle,” she said, admonishingly. “I think we both know why that black labrador was such a powerful subconscious presence, don’t we? Mmm? What were you really afraid of? Being bitten? Or that he would bite and hold, and maybe do something more? Something that a sub bitch like you was so adamant and desperate to deny?”

 

Heinemann shook his head while she laughed, but it was a new thought to him, a level of consideration that he had simply never considered before.

 

“Can you really tell me that a bitch like you has never made the connection? A thought so dark that you suppressed it absolutely, utterly and completely, refusing to allow it even the merest suggestion in case it grew in you like poison ivy? Why did you always take the same route to college? Mmm? Why? There must have been alternative ways.”

 

Heinemann stared at her, surprised that he had never thought of it like that.

 

“Well,” she said emphatically, “think of it now, bitch. Turn fear into pleasure. Imagine him with his weight trapping you, holding you firmly. Imagine the hot tip against your bitch hole, the pain as you widen suddenly, forcibly, and the heat going suddenly deeper.”

 

Heinemann whined a denial but he felt himself stir in his cock cage at the thought.

 

“Yes!” she went on. “And then the knot pressing against your already stretched hole. You scream as he thrusts it inside you, as big as an apple but he won’t be denied, almost tearing you as it forces your sphincter open and then slipping suddenly inside. He rocks you with his powerful thrusts, deep inside, again and again while you cry out helplessly. Oh, such passion!!”

 

Again Heinemann whined a desperate denial, but his cock was rock hard and dripping now as he looked at the doggie dildo. He knew what she was going to make him do next and the thought of it was suddenly deeply erotic.

 

“So lube it up, poodle,” she said, with a cruel snicker, “and let’s get you properly cured.”

 

Heinemann realised that she was impatient to see it happen, and he was suddenly hungry for it, too. He squirted some lube onto the entire length and smeared it all over the slightly floppy but firm shaft, over the mottled white bulb and especially the blunt, slightly angled tip.

 

“Put some in your bitch hole as well.”

 

Heinemann did so. He was a old hand at fucking himself with dildoes after all, but this was an entirely different experience. His anus was quite used to being stretched after all the plugs and other insertions he had forced it to take so the doggie dildo slipped inside him without too much of a problem.

 

“Yes, let him inside you, bitch. Welcome him.”

 

Heinemann shuddered at the sensation of the dildo going up his anal tract and whimpered with pleasure.

 

“And the knot, poodle, relax and take the knot!”

 

Heinemann pushed hard to get the large bulb past his sphincter, gasping with the effort. With her encouragement however his muscle finally allowed it inside with a flare of pain that quickly subsided as his sphincter closed behind it, holding it inside him.

 

The sensation made Heinemann gasp and he could not remember a more arousing of pleasurable feeling. His ass felt completely filled.

 

“There,” she said, laughing, “now pump it up. He needs to make sure he can’t slip out when he cums inside you.”

 

Heinemann reached round with shaking hands and located the little bladder that now hung between his legs, the tube disappearing into his ass. He pumped it a few times, till he felt as if his intestines were going to explode as the bulb inflated inside him.

 

The feelings were indescribable and as he naturally moved his pelvis rhythmically and worked the shaft in his anus, his penis jerked in sympathy and suddenly, despite the confines of the chastity device, he was cumming in great, wrenching convulsions. 

 

He whined in humiliation and denial as his semen came out in frustrated, painful splurges, confined by the rings of the lock.

 

She laughed and clapped her hands.

 

‘Oh, poodle, I think we can definitely say you’re CURED!!”

 

Heinemann collapsed against the bars of the cage, feeling totally spent. The doggie dildo still firmly in his ass.

 

She let him lie there for a while, only preventing him from deflating the knot of the doggie dildo, making him keep it inside him.

 

“Doggies stay locked like that for a good while after sex,” she said, “and it’ll turn you on again in a minute.”

 

Heinemann groaned, already feeling a little flare of excitement at the prospect, the full and tight sensation in his ass making his flaccid penis twitch.

 

She laughed again at this.

 

“Now we’ve turned all your nasty negative dislikes into positives, haven’t we, poodle?”

 

Heinemann got up onto all fours and bowed down in front of her, kissing the bars and putting his head on the cushioned floor of the cage.

 

“Such a grateful bitch,” she said, her eyes predatory and gleaming, “such a slut. Learning to love a dog’s cock. And it’s all on camera!”

 

She laughed as Heinemann whined in despair.

 

 

 

Everyone remarked afterwards how different a man Frederick Heinemann was than before. Even though he now lived in the worst bedsit he owned and rented out his large suburban property. Even though he now went about in an old second hand van and not his impressive Jaguar. None of these things seemed to trouble him.

 

He was sweet and considerate to his tenants, respectful to everyone, much slimmer and healthier, fit and full of energy.

 

Everyone of course came to the same conclusion, that he had either found God, or there was a woman in his life. Or both.

 

Their assumptions were true, of course, but Heinemann never disclosed the details.

 

 

The End
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