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		CHAPTER 1 – SISSY CONFESSIONS

		

		KERRY PACED THE ROOM, THE metal tips of her high heel boots, clicked rhythmically on the wooden floorboards. Her long dark hair slight curled over her shoulders as it met the leather coat that she had worn out the night before. She wore a crisp white shirt pulled tight over her ample breasts and tight shiny wet-look leggings clad her long elegant legs. She kept glancing down at the bound, cruciform male laying on the floor. Gagged and wearing her bra and knickers, he looked ridiculous and helpless at the same time.

		Her feelings were a seething mass of pity, revulsion and rage. This was really difficult to deal with, such a shock to the system, something totally unexpected. Here was her landlord and flatmate Dr Allan Wimple; a lecturer at her college, he had posted a notice only last month on the postgraduate noticeboard offering a room to rent.

		She needed a place to stay, and quickly, as her previous landlord had returned from America to claim their property back and evicted the lot of them. Kerry immediately fell in love with the place, it was quirky, tastefully decorated and very clean and ordered, just how she liked things.

		It was in a desirable area and just a five-minute walk from university. The rent was a lot more than she anticipated paying but it was worth it she felt. Now she was not so sure, as she gazed down at the pleading eyes of the man she had once respected and admired. Was it really worth this?

		She stood over him then squatted down. He was desperate to say something. She thought it was time to untie the gag but she had no intention yet of untying his wrists and ankles.

		She removed the bindings from his head and pulled the large orange from his mouth and he sighed with relief. His jaws hurt now and he had trouble moving his mouth. He had been gagged for over ten hours and he desperately needed to urinate.

		‘Thank you Kerry, god, please, I can explain, I really can!’ He pleaded.

		‘There is no need freak, I have watched it all and know everything about your filthy little fantasies and messed up mindset.’ Waving her phone in the air she was of course referring to the video of the previous night’s activities, posted online by the girl gang that had tricked Allan into confessing how much he adored Kerry and wanted to be her slave, be forced by her to lick her boots, dressed in her underwear and be whipped by her riding crop.

		He had for the last month, it would appear, built up a hell of a lot of masturbatory fantasies centred around Kerry being his dominatrix and he had spilled it all to the teenage girls last night.

		But clearly he had no idea he was being filmed or that she would every know about his innermost desires.

		Kerry stood back over him confused. She had no idea what the hell to do. Should she release him? What if he threatened her to keep quiet or worse?

		‘Kerry please I need to go to the toilet. Please untie me. Please.’

		‘Why don’t you piss on yourself freak, add water sports to your extensive portfolio of deviations – hmm?’

		Water sports was not one of his kinks he concluded, and if it were he would want Kerry to be the one doing the urinating. He already felt far too degraded and humiliated and had no intention of urinating on himself, despite the desperation and pain in his bladder.

		‘Please Kerry, look forget last month’s rent if you release me and next month’s how’s that? Please Kerry!’ He implored.

		‘I can’t think here; I need some space.’ She headed for the door as Allan pleaded with her to stay, to not leave him like this, but as he heard the front door slam he realised he was once more alone, helpless and desperate for the toilet.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 - SISTERS IN ARMS

		

		THERE WAS ONLY ONE PERSON Kerry felt confident in confiding with and that was her sister Sasha. She was nineteen but had a wise head on her shoulders. Since the age of thirteen she had been modelling and had experienced an enormous amount in a relatively short time frame.

		Sasha hugged her sister as she entered the mews terrace flat and cast a concerned look at her older sibling.

		‘What’s wrong Kerry you sounded frantic on the phone. You want a drink?’

		Kerry declined and sunk into the leather sofa and began to recount her story to Sasha. Borrowing her sister’s laptop, she found the video of Allan and sat back as Sasha gasped and grimaced as the ridiculous pantomime unfolded and the depraved confession about her sister was delivered.

		‘Christ Kerry, that is one freaky guy. Always though he was a bit odd when I met him at the pub. God he even gets turned on by your dirty shoes. He’s a keeper, sis!’ She laughed out loud and nudged her sister in the side.

		Kerry was not amused.

		‘What the hell do I do? I left him tied up – I have to go back soon and release him but what if he freaks out? I have never come across this sort of thing before, have you?’

		‘Not personally, a bit of bondage maybe and some spanking but nothing like this. Wait a minute! You know Ellie, Darren’s friend, well she had a party a while back, great stuff all rubber and leather and I got talking to a someone really into the BDSM scene, you know she was totally amazing with all the stories or her slaves and what they did for her. She was a hoot and really quite approachable, I have her card somewhere. She will know exactly what to do and how to deal with your depraved landlord I am sure.’

		

		~

		

		The chambers of Mistress Sadistica was quite some distance out of the town. Down a long drive they eventually reached a remote, large farmhouse by a small river. They walked across the drive and knocked on the front door of the house, their heels crunching on the gravel.

		After a few moments, they heard approaching footsteps and a bolt slide back on the door. It slowly opened to reveal a tall man in a rubber maids costume, no make-up or wig or any attempt to look feminine. Simply a black and white short rubber dress, fishnet stockings and a pair of extremely high heels which were locked onto his ankles with a large brass padlock.

		‘May I help you Miss?’ he announced looking at the ground at all times.

		‘I phoned Ness earlier, Kerry and Sasha, did she mention us?’

		‘Yes Miss, Mistress Sadistica is expecting you. Please follow me.’

		After shutting the door, he tottered off down the corridor, clearly in a degree of pain and discomfort. Eventually they reached a pair of double doors. He knocked and opened the doors to reveal a spacious and elegantly furnished living room overlooking rolling hills of beautiful countryside.

		At the end of the room in a large leather chair sat a women dressed head to toe in shiny black leather. Her feet were propped up on the back of a naked man whose wrists were manacled and chained to his ankles. The woman stood up as they entered and roughly shove the kneeling male over with her booted foot.

		‘So nice to see you again Sasha,’ they embraced and kissed cheeks ‘And this must be your sister with the problem!’ She smiled warmly at Kerry and embraced her in the same fashion.

		The Mistress ushered them over to a round polished table where they sat and were immediately served tea and cakes by the rubber maid, who curtseyed before departing.

		‘Thanks so much for inviting us Ness, this is an amazing house.’ Sasha said, casting her eye around the beautifully decorated room.

		‘Thanks, yes it was in a right old state when I bought it last year. But its turning out all right now, still a few adjustments to be made to the basement and the outdoor facilities but we are getting there.’ Ness said with a smile.

		I haven’t seen you since you left Manchester three years ago. What are you doing now for a living?’ Enquired Sasha.

		‘A living?’ Ness laughed and pulled a cigarette from a packet on the table, lit it, took a few drags and then extended her arm.

		A flash of pink scuttled rapidly across the floor. The naked man came to an abrupt halt to kneel beside his Mistress his head tilted right back and his mouth gapping open. Sasha flicked the small glowing embers into the mouth of the human ashtray.

		‘I don’t work my dear, not anymore. I don’t need to. These pathetic male pigs are what I work on now, a hobby of mine that keeps me financially independent and will do so for the rest of my life.’

		‘I don’t understand.’ Sasha interjected.

		‘Mutualism my dear. They need me and I benefit from their dependence upon me. Poor things, they are completely reliant on me now, there is no way out for them. However, I could discard them at any second and would do so if they ever disobeyed me or provided a substandard service.’

		‘You mean they give you money?’ Asked Kerry.

		‘Some do, donations to their favourite charity – me!’ She laughed. ‘Others have skills I need. In return I spend some of my precious time with them. Others simply want to be subjugated by me. Like this little fucker here!’

		She booted the kneeling male hard in the groin and after briefly doubling up and whimpering he shot back to his former position by her side mouth open.

		‘This little turd has no longer a will or a willy do you slave?’

		‘No Mistress Sadistica.’

		‘This little turd is not allowed to cum are you slave?’ She booted him again in the groin, drawing attention to the had steel tube that locked around his genitals.

		‘No Mistress Sadistica.’

		‘When was the last time you enjoyed an orgasm bitch?’

		‘Two years, three months and 8 days ago Mistress.’ Kerry and Sasha almost heard a sense of pride in his voice.

		‘He has been locked in this chastity tube for that long – and he loves it!. He will probably never get out – never to have again what he always took for granted. Never to have that pleasure as that desire has been replaced with a desire to be with me. It’s a simple process that is easily achieved and gives me an enormous amount of pleasure.’

		The girls look down at the small man desperate to please his mistress and they smiled.

		‘If you want Kerry, I can unlock him and get him to masturbate in front of you? You would like that wouldn’t you slave?’

		‘Yes Mistress!’ He looked red faced but his eyes were wide with expectation.

		The sisters looked at each other. Sasha grinned. This poor chap’s pleasure was in Kerry’s hands, he might not ever have another orgasm. Could she deny him this? All she could she in front of her as her landlord and his depraved confessions.

		‘No, leave him locked up.’ She eventually declared with a snear.

		She looked down at him, his anxious eyes seemed to fill with tears. but she felt no pity. He was pathetic and this was his lot.

		‘Good! Good! I think you have potential Kerry. Now let us turn to your problem.’

		They chatted for some time and Ness was shown the video confession and footage of Wimple being tormented by the girls.

		‘Oh, this is priceless – you have him by the balls Kerry! It really wouldn’t take much to completely break him and to ensure he will serve you as humble slave for the rest of his life.’

		Kerry thought about it long and hard, they discussed the options, tactics, tools of the trade and Ness offered her services should he become too much to handle and need some intensive training.

		Kerry finally agreed to the plan of action and set about rehearsing her lines with Ness as well as getting to know the equipment Ness was happy to lend Kerry.

		Poor Wimples life was going to change forever, but not in a good way.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – THE CONTRACT

		

		KERRY RETURNED TO THE FLAT late that afternoon. Allan was still bound helpless in the middle of the living room. She walked over to where he lay and stood over him glaring at him.

		‘You disgust me, you filthy sissy pig! You are not fit to lick the dirt from my boots sissy worm!’

		Kerry placed her sharp stiletto heel on his left nipple and twisted it. Wimple squeeled in pain but didn’t say anything.

		‘Look at me sissy worm and listen well. You are fucking pathetic and will become my bitch. You will do whatever I want whenever I want. You will wear whatever I tell you to wear and you will pay me for the pleasure. Do you fucking understand?’

		He nodded vigorously.

		‘Furthermore, you will sign the legal deeds to this flat over to me and you will continue to pay the mortgage while I live here for free. In return, I will let you wear all the sissy clothes you want around the house, I will train you and mould you to be a better sissy and most importantly of all I will lock up your sissy clit so it is no longer a distraction. You will be encased in chastity for the rest of your life with me and I will let you cum once a week if and only if you fulfil all my requests perfectly.

		‘Now you have a choice, you can either sign the deeds over to me and the lifetime chastity contract then I will remove the video of you from the website and you will begin serving me as my sissy slave.

		‘Alternatively, I will leave the flat and you in this flat to fantasise about me but you will never have any contact with me again?’

		Wimple lay there gazing up at this beautiful young woman standing over him. He felt completely in her power; she was magnificent like a goddess. He so wanted to dress for her and worship her but signing over his flat was a huge ask, and to be locked in chastity as well, to have his orgasms controlled by Kerry would be scary but aroused him immensely.

		There was always the possibility this was a bluff, just a bit of fun on her part. There was surely no legal document that would make this so easy. Anyone could be coerced into signing over a property. He had convinced himself there was no threat to him losing his financial investment after all. More importantly, all his fantasies were, he felt, about to become true and as he was so aroused by her presence now he felt there was only one thing he could do and that was sign his life over to his new Mistress.

		He nodded weakly and softly declared he wanted to be her slave, forever.

		Kerry smiled then giggled, biting her lip in delight. She looked so young and beautiful, her long dark hair and dark piercing eyes made her so majestic and clearly she enjoyed being in charge.

		She knelt down and untied Allan Wimple’s right hand. He flexed his wrist and wriggled his fingers as the sensations returned to his digits. It felt so good to be released. But he quickly realised he was not going to be fully released as Kerry walked over to the door.

		A few minutes later she returned and to his horror she was accompanied by another person. The woman was a tall statuesque blonde with a cruel smile on her face. She walked straight over to him and kicked him hard in the balls with the tip of her leather boot.

		‘How dare you have a filthy little clitty erection in my presence now say sorry Mistress Sadistica.’

		Wimple’s head was exploding in pain and confusion. Who was this woman and what was she doing here? This was getting out of hand. He didn’t want this anymore but he apologised none the less to avoid any further attacks on his groin.

		‘Good piggie, now you have agreed to the paperwork which one of my little slaves has drawn up. He is a property transfer lawyer in the city so its watertight. We just need you to sign here, here, here and here.’ She handed him a pen and looking up at both women he reluctantly signed every section with a cross and then lay back feeling completely trapped.

		‘Right Kerry you sign all these parts and as a witness I sign here.’

		Kerry smiled and looked down at Allan who gazed up at her pitifully. A part of her felt guilty about taking this man’s life savings tied up in this bricks and mortar but she also felt anger and disgust for him too. Ness had explained to her than some men want to have all their decisions taken away by a strong confident woman that makes them do the things they are too afraid to do themselves. Wimple clearly wanted to serve her dressed in women’s clothes and had fantasies about her being cruel to him. This was what he wanted and she could provide that and be compensated at the same time.

		Ness explained it was the best feeling in the world to see a man taking pain and humiliation to please his superior Mistress. To know they would do anything just to spend a few moments in your presence.

		This was a mutual beneficial agreement and that Alan Wimple would be her ticket to a life of luxury and decadence. She smiled to herself and to the broken figure lying on the floor at her feet.

		Ness turned to Kerry and smiled.

		‘I am going to take these and get sissy steve to process the paper work for you. There will be few more things to go through in the next week or so but nothing of any major concern. Congratulations. Good luk with your new home and live in slave.’

		Ness hugged Kerry and looked down at Allan and smiled.

		‘Poor little sissy is going to be the best sissy slave a Mistress could want isn’t he? Otherwise you will be spending a few weeks in my chamber learning the lesson the hard way, do you understand?’

		‘Yes Mistress.’ Allan immediately responded realising she was not a woman to cross or keep waiting.

		The women embraced again and kissed and Kerry saw Ness to the door.

		‘Remember Kerry he is a dog, he wants to please you but you have to be firm with him and this will ensure his complete obedience, enjoy!’ She handed Kerry a large pink box. Kerry took it and thanked her.

		She laughed and walked down the stairs of the flat and out the front door. Kerry watched her go, feeling a little nervous but excited as well about her new sissy pet that she was going to enjoy making submit to her every command.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 – DRESSED TO IMPRESS

		

		KERRY RETURNED WALKED UP THE stairs and took a shower. She needed to prepare for the next phase of the training. As the water hit her soft tanned skin she became so aroused at the thought of Allan at her feet begging to be her slave and giving in to any order she uttered. She imagined him being whipped by her, crying out in pain as she thrashed him harder and harder, punishing him for stealing her clothes and being the freak that he was. She became more and more aroused in the shower and started to caress her nipples and moaning softly.

		‘Kerry please can you untie me now please I desperately need to go to the toilet.’

		Her dream was shattered by her slaves whining which enraged her.

		She stepped out of the shower and grabbed the towel which she wrapped around her torso. She marched into the living room to where her slave was still bound legs spread and secured to the attached table. He was so aroused by her appearance half naked and her wet skin glimmered, her cleavage exposed at the top of the towel and her long muscular legs and broad elegant feet made him have an instant erection.

		She pulled her leg back and booted the poor slave in the balls, Allan yelped in agony.

		‘Don’t you dare fucking speak unless I tell you to! That will take your stupid sissy mind off your full bladder.’

		But the impact was so hard to his groin he instantly lost all control of his bladder and a warm yellow jet streamed from his erect penis covering his torso and face in his own urine.

		He was drenched in stinking hot piss and to make his degredation even worse Kerry was in hysterics laughing at his shame.

		‘Oh god that is priceless – you just gave yourself a golden shower, oh my god that is brilliant! You are so funny. Wow we are going to have to see if we can repeat that but on camera next time! Would you like that?’

		Allan didn’t want another blow to the balls. ‘Yes, yes I would like that Mistress Kerry.’

		‘Good girl, now I am going to go get changed and then we can sort you out. Looks like you will need to clean up the floor and yourself. Back in a mo’ worm.’

		Kerry left him smelling of piss and still helpless.

		She went into her small bedroom and took out some lingerie, her finest from Victoria’s Secrets; a beautiful lace cup bra holding in her large firm breasts, a black lacey thong and a black chantilly lace garterslip that covered her torso accentuating her sexy slim hourglass figure and attaching the garters to a pair of silk stockings. She finished it off in a pair of black patent leather 5 inch stiletto peep toe court shoes.

		Once dressed she spent a good 3o minutes on her makeup and pulled her long dark hair up into a ponytail on the top of her head. She admired herself in the mirror. She looked gorgeous and severe at the same time.

		With her final accessory, she took out her riding crop and picked up the pink box.

		In the living room Allan hear the heels approach and when Kerry entered he was mesmerised. He had never seen her look so stunning and so superior. She sauntered over to him swishing the crop as she approached. God he wanted her so much and at the same time wanted to bend over and be whipped by her.

		She stood over him and placed the point of her heel on his forehead. He gazed up along her stocking legs to the creamy soft thighs and where they met at the beautiful mounds encased in the black lacey thong. His cock became hard.

		‘I am going to untie you now and you will clean this place up, from top to bottom. You will was the carpet and the furniture, remove your disgusting fluid. Then you will shower and clean yourself scrupulously. Once you have finished you will text me to say it is all spotless. Then you will stand naked with your hands handcuffed behind your back in front of the window so I can see you when I come home. Got it?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Kerry.’

		She knelt down untied his legs and then his wrist. From the box she dropped a pair of pink fur lined handcuffs. He rubbed his limbs and thanked her.

		Kerry slapped him hard across the face. He sat still and took it and thanked her. She slapped him again, he thanked her once more. Then a third time. She was satisfied and left him to clean the flat while she returned the pink box to her bedroom, pulled on a dress changed her shoes and took the bus into town.

		

		~

		

		Over two hours later Kerry received the text she was expecting. Clearly Allan had spent a good amount of time cleaning the flat for his Mistress, or so she hoped. She got off the bus at the stop before the row of flats and walking through the underpass approaching the building she could make out the hilarious silhouette of her slave standing in the window with his hands cuffed behind his back.

		She chortled to herself and wondered how long he had been standing there. At least half an hour. Next time she would have him in lingerie.

		She unlocked the door to the flat and yelled out ‘Hi honey I’m home!’

		Allan stood naked still with his back to the window in the living room which was now spotless and smelled of violets and sandlewood as opposed to stagnant urine. He did not move as Kerry entered until she point to the floor telling him to kneel. He knelt at her feet and bowed his head.

		She flopped into an armchair and dropped her bags on the floor.

		‘Come here worm . . . turn around and kneel.’

		He did as he was told and felt the cuffs being unlocked.

		‘Crawl on your hands and knees to your bedroom and bring every pair of pants and socks in your room back here, quickly!’

		He immediately sprinted off and returned with armfuls of black and grey garments.

		Kerry produced a pair of pink kitchen scissors from one of her shopping bags.

		‘Now as you are going to be my sissy you won’t need any of your old nasty men clothes, will you? So, cut every one of them up into tiny unwearable pieces. Good girl that’s it – destroy your past and embrace your future as my sissy.’ Kerry laughed as Allan hacked at his clothes until there was nothing but a pile of rags on the floor.

		‘Oh that’s brilliant – look at you on the floor with your manhood literally in tatters. No pants from now on just nice girly panties. No nasty grey man socks either. Tights or a body-stocking I think. Or maybe if you are really good I will let you wear nice white knee high socks with little pink ribbons around the top ad little pink bows around the ankles. Oh what will people think if they get a flash of them when you sit down. Ha ha, not my problem sissy – its probably best they eventually work out your little secret. Now have you finished sissy?’

		Allan nodded as he imagined the look on his female students faces as he sat in tutorials with white socks and pink ribbons on or fishnet stockings. He would be the laughing stock of the entire second year student body. She wouldn’t make him do that would she?

		‘Good girl now let’s see, what has your Mistress been and bought for you? Aren’t you a lucky sissy getting all these new presents.’

		She threw one of the bags at him. ‘Put them on. These you will wear at all times, even when you are work, understand?’

		‘Yes Mistress Kerry.’ He eagerly pulled open the bag and removed the fluorescent pint bra and panties from the bag.

		He slipped on the underwear and did up the bra, he felt awkard and embaressed to be dressing in front of Kerry but did as she had ordered. He stood before her dressed awaiting her approval.

		‘Hmm good, cheap nylon underwear from the discount shop. Can’t have you wearing the really good stuff until you have proved yourself sissy. Now, I want you in these while you are here as well.’

		She threw another bag of across the living room at him.

		This was heavier and he pulled out a shoebox containing a pair of pink dangerously high heeled lace-up boots with a buckle and padlock above the ankle.

		‘Put them on and lock the padlock – now!’

		He quickly pulled out he boots and struggled to force his feet into the boots. They were extremely tight but he managed to lace them up and secure the buckle on the last notch around his ankle before clicking the padlock closed.

		‘Stand up bitch ad mince across the living room like you are in a catwalk show.’

		He did as he was told and struggled and wobbled his way back and forth across the living room tottering and almost tumbling over a number of times. Kerry found it hysterical and was in fits of giggles.

		‘I really should show my sister this. Shame she has gone. You are priceless sissy. Now totter into my bedroom and get the pink box on my bed, that’s your present from Mistress Sadistica.’

		Allan looked somewhat apprehensive and wondered what on earth was going to be in the pink box. He had a horrible feeling it as not going to be nice.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 5 – LOCKED IN LACE

		

		ALLAN WIMPLE KNELT BEFORE HIS mistress and proceeded to offer up the pink box to his Mistress.

		She gladly took it, removed the lid and pulled out a large polished metal contraption that mystified Allan.

		‘Here put this on bitch!’ She said with a sneer passing the object to him. As he examined it he realised what the thing was; it was a chastity belt, but for women.

		‘Your cock goes in here then this belt wraps around your waist and you lock it her. Don’t worry about the key I have that safely hidden away.’

		It was an incredibly secure piece of engineering and he was certain there would be no way out once locked in place. Was he really going to do this? Christ this was it, he had signed over his flat and now he was signing over his cock to his Mistress. He was going to be completely at her mercy. But deep down Allan Wimple realised this was what he wanted to serve Kerry, to kneel at her feet, to be dressed and humiliated and beaten by this beautiful statuesque raven haired goddess.

		He pushed his penis down and into the tube behind the steel panel then looped the metal belt between his legs and then the other metal belt wrapped around his waist. This was all locked together by Kerry who laughed as the final lock snapped shut. He was now trapped in steel and lingerie and unable to do anything about it unless his mistress decided otherwise.

		‘God this is brilliant! You are totally fucked aren’t you? I can’t believe you let me do this to you. You really are pathetic. Put these handcuffs back on sissy pervert and this ball gag, then bend over because I am feeling so horny now.’ She giggled some more as Allan did as he was told. He could feel himself trying to get an erection at the thought of his Mistress getting horny but it was no use his penis was firmly encased in the hard plastic tube. He tied on the ballgag and then cuffed himself before bending over. He started to get excited at the prospect of Kerry wearing a strapon and taking him from behind. He had heard it was possible for the recipient to orgasm from this and he realised that Kerry was going to let him have some pleasure after all.

		He felt something hard cold penetrate him and then stop there was a click and another click. The object was inside him and staying there.

		‘Lie down on the floor bitch.’

		He did as he was told and felt extreme discomfort from whatever was inside him. As he lay on the floor he could feel something else, a small box in the small of his back seemingly attached to the belt of the chastity device.

		Kerry stood over directly over him astride his head. She pulled her dress over her head and smiled at him as he looked her up and down incredibly aroused by her perfect body and the sexy lingerie that clung to it. He was so frustrated, he was in agony trying to get an erection but failing.

		Kerry squatted down just over his face and waved a small device infront of his eyes.

		‘You are probably wondering what is up your sissy pussy? Well it’s a nice steel butt plug for training purposes. Every time I press this button here you will experience this . . . ‘

		Allan screamed and flipped in a convulsion of pain as electricity surged through his back passage. This was torture, he was being tortured by her. He didn’t want this.

		‘Now I am going to have my fun and you are going to lie still understand.’

		Gagged he nodded to acknowledge her command.

		He looked up at her stocking clad legs and her firm buttocks that were covered with a thin delicate layer of lace.

		She then descended fully onto his face pressing the full weight of her beautiful buttocks and groin onto his nose and his gagged mouth. His nostrils filled with her perfume and darkness engulfed him and he was blissfully enveloped in his Mistress. This was heaven though Allan, he had always dreamed of being smothered by a dominant woman and face-sitting had been on his wish list for many years.

		Kerry began to rock and writhe on top of her slave pushing harder down onto his head. Her hands lay on his chest. Her nails slowly digging into the bra and then pulling at his nipples and twisting them hard every few seconds. He winced but kept perfectly still.

		Her ankles and shoes gripped the side of his head so he could not escape. He could not breath. The gag meant no air was going into his mouth and Kerry’s firm buttocks completely enveloped his nose. Desperate to breath he could hold on no long and began to struggle. Kerry lifted her buttocks and Allan sucked in air through his nostril but as his lungs filled aa bolt of electricity shot through his body and he screamed.

		Kerry returned to her seated position and rubbed harder and harder on Allan’s face building up her rhythm and speed until her just before she was about to climax she held down the button that made Allan scream in agony, he thrashed and writhed and begged for mercy but she continued to electrocute him as she held him down with her full weight. As the vibrations of Allan’s screams passed through Kerry’s vagina she felt her head exploded in ecstasy.

		After what seemed like an eternity she released her finger from the button and climbed off her exhausted tortured slave.

		She removed his gag and then climbed onto the sofa. Grabbing a packet of cigarettes from the side table she lit resting the heels off her shoes on Allan Wimples chest.

		After a few drags she leaned over and looked down at him.

		There were tears in his eyes as he looked up at his Mistress.

		‘Did you enjoy that my little sissy slave?’

		He nodded and said weakly ‘yes Mistress Kerry.’

		‘Good slave now open wide.’

		He looked up at her through his tear blurred vison and he knew that despite the unbearable pain he had endured he felt good in the knowledge that he had pleased his Mistress. He knew this was all he wanted to do now, for the rest of his life and his mouth opened and the he felt the hot ash hit his tongue and he was contented.
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