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Introduction





This book relates to non-consensual BDSM and is extreme in places, for open-minded adult readers only.   




The story contains scenes of female domination, punishments, torture, bondage, confinement, forced feminization, and lesbianism.  




 This book is a work of fantasy and should be enjoyed in that way.    

 




Nick had always dreamt of serving a beautiful and sexy woman. He had waited his whole life to find a woman to serve, but when that woman did appear it was far from the person he had ever thought it would be. Nick suddenly found himself in the service of the last woman on earth that he would ever want to be a slave to.    




Fiona was not the kind of woman that Nick had ever thought of serving, there was nothing about her that he liked, in fact he disliked everything about the woman.    




Trapped in his own beliefs and desires to serve a woman Nick’s life spiralled out of control as Fiona and her beautiful daughter began to train him in the ways Fiona wanted him to be. Nick would be treated worse than he could have ever imagined in the pursuit of being Fiona’s perfect slave. He would have to overcome suffering, torment, and humiliation to become the slave of a woman he never wanted to serve.     







Nick would discover that he never really had a choice in who would own him or in the ways that woman would use him. What Nick found out and is an important message for all males reading this book is to understand the superiority of all females over you, you must also understand you do not have a choice and will serve females in the way they decide.





Enslavement
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Chapter 1

Inner Calling

The text message had surprised Nick, it had been just over six months since the death of his close friend Paul, in all honesty Nick had not expected to hear from his wife Fiona again. Nick had worked with Paul for the last fifteen years, the two had also enjoyed the same activities and sports outside of work and their friendship grew from that. Nick had met Fiona a few times but had always felt a coldness from her towards him. In a way he had understood why, unlike Paul Nick had never married so when he was not at work he had more time to pursue the activities he enjoyed. Of course Paul whenever he could joined Nick on these days which no doubt had disturbed Fiona’s idea of family life, which Nick found odd as the woman spent half her time away from home anyway. Fiona worked in the city and rented a flat there so she did not have to commute up and down to work daily. Nick had always found that strange as it was only a one-hour trip by train to the city and thousands of people did that journey every day. So whenever Nick visited his friend's home Fiona was almost always up in the city, in fact Nick avoided his friend's home when his wife was about because of the hostility he felt she had towards him. Still Nick had found it bizarre that she spent so much of her time away, it was not like she did not have a grand house here on the coast which was something else he found very strange about her. Nick remembered when Paul had shown him the house they had bought down here, the place was a massive five-bedroom Edwardian property. Nick never understood why they had bought such a big house, there was only the two of them and their daughter that lived there, Jane their daughter was twenty-three so no doubt would in the coming years move out anyway.  Nick remembered how Paul always seemed to have something to do in the old house, the place was a bit of a wreck. Paul often told Nick that he wished they had never bought it, but it was Fiona’s dream house and she wanted it from the moment she had seen it. Somehow Paul still found some time to enjoy his days away from work and his home life to enjoy sea sports with Nick.

Then six months ago Paul had just collapsed at work, he was dead before the paramedics had arrived, his heart failing him without warning. Nick remembered at the funeral how Fiona had almost completely blanked him, she made it clear that her feelings towards him were not friendly. Since that day he had not heard from the woman again, so now he found it very strange as he looked down at her short text message.

‘I need a favour, please call.’

In all honesty Nick did not want to speak to her, yet knew he had to. There were two reasons why he knew he had to reply to the woman, the first being that this was his friend's wife and he owed it to Paul to help her if he could. The second reason was a deeper feeling within Nick, Nick had a secret life that very few people knew about, it was part of him that even his close friend Paul never knew of. Nick had for all of his life felt inferior to women, maybe that was one of the reasons he had never married. There was only one person who knew about this side of Nick and that was his Mistress, the woman was a professional Mistress whom Nick saw once each month. His Mistress had introduced Nick to his life of chastity, she kept the key to the device that was fitted to his cock and caused him so much hardship.  Once a month on his visit to her she would normally give him release from his built-up frustration in some humiliating way or the other. Nick had learned a lot about his inner feelings from this woman and had also learned from her that he could never not obey a command given to him by a woman, which Nick saw the text from Fiona as. Still Nick hesitated as he looked down at the message, there was nothing he liked about Fiona, and had never understood why Paul had married her. Nick had always found Fiona a little arrogant and rude, she also never took any care of her appearance, unlike his Mistress. It was not like Fiona wasn’t pretty, she was a little overweight but he had never seen her wear any make-up and she always wore terrible clothing. Nick wondered if she actually owned a dress or skirt as she was always in baggy jeans or tracksuits whenever he had seen her. Nick's Mistress had always spoken about how females were divine and the true creations of the Goddess, yet Nick found nothing divine about Fiona. Nick's mind went to Paul's funeral, even there Fiona wore a horrible-looking black trouser suit and again never seemed to make any effort in her appearance.

Nick looked down at his phone and the message, he wished Fiona had not sent it and he really didn’t want to reply to her. His Mistresses teachings in obedience and showing respect to all females spun around in Nick's head, Nick had spoken to her about Paul and Fiona a few times, his Mistress always reminding Nick that whatever Fiona thought about him that he must always remember that she was a divine female. For a moment Nick considered if he should contact his Mistress to seek some advice, but he knew what she would say, he knew she would order him to reply. Nick made a decision, he really did not want to speak to Fiona but knew he had to reply, so he decided to text a reply back to her to see what she wanted.

‘I hope you are doing well. As I said to you at Paul's funeral if I can help in any way I am happy to.’ Nick sent the reply dreading the response he would get from it as he did. Nick did not want any involvement with this woman, she had made it clear on more than one occasion about how she thought of him. Nick tried to put Fiona out of his mind, in a couple of days he was due to meet his Mistress, and prayed she would allow him to cum, his body needed that relief and that was at the forefront of his mind. 

It was a few hours later that the reply he dreaded arrived on his phone, for a few seconds Nick thought about just deleting it without reading what she had written. Again he knew inside of himself that he had no real choice and couldn’t do that, feeling apprehensive he pressed the open button.

‘I did say call… Whatever… come round tomorrow at eleven AM.. speak then.’

Nick stared in disbelief at the arrogance of her words, there were no niceties in what she had written, in fact he saw her words as more like a rude order than anything else. Nick started to type out his reply explaining that he was busy tomorrow which he was not. Suddenly again came that inner feeling within Nick, again he remembered the way Fiona had written her message, she was not asking him to visit her, it was a clear order from a female to him. Nick knew that the way he had spent the last weeks in chastity was now clouding his judgment, the tube always reminding him of his place and keeping his mind in the most submissive of modes. Again he wondered if he should contact his Mistress about this, he wanted her permission to refuse the order Fiona had clearly given him. Nick deleted the words he had started to type in reply to Fiona, he felt confused and in a way helpless. Nick's mind went back to his Mistress and their sessions. Confession time was always one of the first things his Mistress did on his monthly visit to her, this was where Nick was tied in a spread-out position to a frame in Mistress's playroom. He was always completely naked during these times, with only the chastity device still locked onto his cock. This was the opportunity his Mistress gave him to confess to any disobedience or sinful thoughts he had towards women over the last month.  He would always tell her the truth, it felt like a weight lifted from him when he confessed to her.  Most of the things he confessed to were the feelings he had towards some women that he had come into contact with over the prior weeks, occasionally his Mistress would punish him if she felt some of his thoughts were beyond what she felt was acceptable, but on the whole she offered him forgiveness. The one thing she never forgave was disobedience towards a female, Nick knew she would punish him for those and part of that punishment was always that he forfeited his chance to cum on that visit. That was something Nick dreaded, after four weeks locked in chastity he was always desperate, despite that he was always completely honest with his Mistress. He knew if that was the punishment that his Mistress saw fit to give him then that was what he deserved and he would suffer another four weeks for her. He knew Fiona had put him on the spot now, he knew if he did not obey her that he would have to confess to that, he knew he had no power to not always tell his Mistress the truth and he knew the punishment he would receive for that confession. Again Nick felt helpless and part of him wished he were not the way he was.

‘Yes okay,’ Nick sent the reply to Fiona.

Nick never received a response from Fiona nor an explanation of what she wanted from him.

That evening Nick tried to put tomorrow's visit to Fiona out of his mind, but his thoughts kept coming back to her. He knew he was being silly in thinking that she never liked him, if that were the case then she would not have contacted him. His mind spun on what she wanted with him, it had been six months since his friend's death, and suddenly the thought hit and his blood ran cold. He knew she had most likely not had a males companionship since the death of Paul, he wondered if her body now craved for a man. Nick had never thought about her in that way, he found nothing sexy about her in the slightest, he was also locked in a chastity device so could not please her even if he wanted to, a fear ran through Nick as his mind looked for other reasons as to why she wanted to see him. Again he thought about not going to her tomorrow, but again he remembered it was an order she had given him, at no time did she ask if he wanted to visit her, in fact she had stated a time he should be there. Nick felt sick at his own ineptness and again wondered if he should call his Mistress, but then he knew he would face punishment for not just obeying a woman.

Nick had a lot of trouble sleeping that night, he found it strange that his cock had tried to grow at the helpless feeling he had and the situation he now found himself in. The pain the small tube had caused his cock made him get up from the bed in the middle of the night, he desperately wanted this tube off, he needed to clear his mind of the submissive thoughts and feelings that went through him. At times Nick hated his deep beliefs, he hated that he had given so much power over himself to his Mistress, a woman he barely knew. He thought about that for a moment, he had known his Mistress for a couple of years now, but in that time he had only met her on his monthly visits. He really knew nothing about who she really was, she never spoke about it. Nick knew to her he was just business, just another man that needed her control over his life and paid her for the control she gave. Again Nick felt sick about where he had put himself and something told him tomorrow was going to make his life worse. His Mistress's words echoed in his mind, she had told him again and again, “Obey females, never think you have a choice not to.” Nick hated himself for knowing his Mistress's words were right, he knew he never had a choice.


Chapter 2

The Visit

Nick wore some loose-fitting slacks, he was always conscious of the chastity device showing and wished he could have removed it for this visit which of course he couldn’t do. It had taken his Mistress weeks to find the tube that was right for him, one which would not cause too much pain if he never had an erection, but one which was also impossible to remove without the key. As Nick drove towards Fiona’s house he felt himself trembling, this was not what he wanted to be doing. The only happy thought was in two days he would visit his Mistress, and hoped she would be pleased with his obedience towards Fiona and allow him his monthly milking.

The house always had that spooky look to it, he stared up at it as he stood outside the locked wooden gate to the driveway. Nick saw that Fiona had done nothing to the property since the death of Paul, it still looked in a bad state of repair. He had wondered if she would sell the house after Paul's death, it was way too big for just her and Jane to live in. Nick had never understood why Fiona had ever wanted a five-bedroom house in the first place, he knew Paul never wanted to buy this house. Nick knew Fiona was a bit of a snob and no doubt enjoyed telling people about the huge house she lived in. Nick wondered at the cost of keeping this house going, the heating bill alone must have been a fortune. Nick did know that Fiona was on a good salary, she had some computer programming job or the likes in the city. Paul had often told Nick that she earned three times what he did, and Paul was paid the same as Nick which was not a bad salary. Nick saw that Fiona’s car was on the drive, it was parked next to Jane’s mini. As the main gate was locked Nick walked round to the foot gate, he couldn’t believe that was locked also. He wondered why Fiona had not unlocked it knowing that he was coming round to visit, to make things worse there was no bell to ring from out on the pavement. This was the first time that Nick had ever found any of the gates to the house locked, he glanced at his watch and saw it was a couple of minutes to eleven now. For a moment he thought about jumping over the vehicle gate and knocking on the front door but then thought better of it. He did not want to upset Fiona, his mind was on the confession to his Mistress if he did. Nick paced in front of the large gates wondering if maybe he should send Fiona a message telling her he was outside.

“Nice to see you here on time Nikki,” he heard the voice and looked towards the side gate of the drive which led into the back garden of the house. He saw Fiona coming out of it carrying a briefcase towards her car, he hated being called Nikki, which was something she had never called him before, but he chose not to make a comment.

“Hello Fiona,” Nick replied putting on a friendly face. He saw the way she had again put no effort into her looks, she wore a loose-fitting jumper and baggy trousers that finished above her ankles, showing the short black socks and flat shoes that she wore.

“I’ll be with you in a second,” she called out without looking up at Nick. Again Nick thought about the arrogance of this woman, there was nothing he liked about her. As he watched her put the case into the car and then disappear through the side gate again he thought about Paul. He never understood what his friend had seen in this woman, she was rude and always looked terrible, but Paul was not the luckiest of people Nick remembered. Over the last year of his life the poor fella had been robbed twice, he had got a bad beating both times, his bruised face taking weeks to recover. And then there were a couple of times when he had accidents at home and ended up limping for days. But Paul was one of those guys that had laughed it off and carried on with his life. Still Nick couldn’t Imagine what being married to Fiona was like, whenever he had seen her and Paul together all she ever did was moan at him and reminded him of the jobs that needed doing around the house.

It was about five minutes later that Fiona appeared again, this time carrying her jacket and putting it in the car, she never paid any attention to Nick who still stood outside the gates waiting for her. It was only after she had loaded her car that she walked up to the large gates of the drive and unlocked them.

“Be a dear and open them up for me,” she said as she turned and walked back towards the garden gate in the yard. Nick felt his face going red, again she had not shown the slightest kind of pleasantries towards him, and she was the one who had invited him here, no Nick corrected that word, had ordered him to come here today. Nick pushed open the two heavy gates to the drive before walking onto the property now wondering what he should do. For a moment Nick was lost in his thoughts and remembered how much he disliked this woman, he decided to go into the back garden the way she had walked, he wanted to find out what she wanted and get this over with. As he stepped into the garden he saw Fiona was locking the back door to the house, it was clear she was on her way out for the day.  Again Nick felt the humiliation of being called here when it was clear that the woman was going out and did not have the time for him now.

“Nikki I can’t offer you a coffee as I’m running late,” again he heard the way she said that in such a belittling way towards him.

“Sorry why have you called me here?” Nick asked putting on a polite voice.

“Oh I need a big favour and you did say not to hesitate to call you if I needed anything,” she said keeping her voice sounding arrogant. Nick felt himself on the spot now, he had indeed said that to her at the funeral but that was six months ago and he said it because it seemed the right thing to say at the time.

“Yes how can I help?” Again Nick said politely wishing he had never said what he did at the funeral.

“It’s the windows,” Fiona looked up at the windows of the second floor as she spoke. “It’s too bloody dangerous for me to get up there to clean the fucking things, could you be a darling and sort that out for me.” Nick couldn’t believe what she had just said and for a moment he froze on the spot. “You know where the ladders and cleaning things are,” again he heard the arrogance in her voice and felt his face glowing red. As he looked back towards her from the windows she started walking towards her car, he wanted to say something, he wanted to ask her who the hell she thought she was. He followed behind her not knowing why as she opened the car door, she then turned to face him, she had a serious look on her face now.

“There is something important that I want to talk to you about but that will have to wait for another day, I don’t have the time for you right now.” As she spoke she got into the car and closed the door. Again Nick found himself frozen to the spot as he watched her drive out of the yard.

Nick's mind was spinning, he could not believe the encounter he had just had. She had spoken to him like he was some worker whom she had paid to come and clean her windows. She had not shown the slightest concern that he was a close friend of her husband and was here only because of that. Nick really wanted to just leave, he couldn’t believe the arrogance and rudeness of this woman. He was not going to clean her windows, he was sure of that. Nick took a few steps towards the pavement and his car, again his mind went back to his Mistress and his confession that was coming the day after tomorrow. Fiona had given him a direct order, she had never asked him to clean her windows, she had ordered it. She was also a female and he knew he had to obey females, his mind was spinning. Nick could not believe the way she had spoken to him, for a moment he wondered if Fiona had spoken to his Mistress and set up some kind of test. He knew that was silly as the two never knew each other and his Mistress lived twenty miles away.

“For fuck sake!” Nick shouted out as he turned and walked back into Fiona’s garden, he knew he had no choice other than to obey this woman.

Nick was a little surprised as he walked across the large garden, so much of it was now overgrown and untidy. He knew Fiona loved her garden, she enjoyed working on it and had a gardening company come round once a week to also give it a clean-up and tend to the many flowers and shrubs. It was clear to see that all work out here had stopped and the garden had been left to grow wild. Seeing the state of the garden was the first time that Nick felt a little sorry for Fiona, it was clear to see that she still had not gotten over the death of Paul.

Before two long Nick was up on the high ladder cleaning windows that had clearly not been cleaned in a long time, as he washed the windows he glanced into the rooms that had the curtains open. Unlike the garden the house seemed to have been decorated and kept tidy, there were still rooms that remained empty of any furnishings, and again Nick couldn’t help to think of why Fiona had wanted such a big house. As Nick cleaned he had that spooky feeling as he always did when here, he was sure the house was haunted and felt at any minute he would see a ghost in one of the windows. There were eighteen windows on the top floor, some massive and a few small with frosted glass. It took Nick an hour to clean the windows at the front of the house and most of the ones on the garden side, he was on one of the last side windows when a face suddenly appeared behind the glass. Nick felt his heart jump out of his body and it took him a few seconds to work out that the face was that of Jane, Paul's daughter. Nick saw the complete look of disgust she gave him before pulling the curtains. For a moment Nick felt a little humiliated at seeing her, he wondered what she thought about him being here cleaning for her mother.  Nick had met Jane a few times before, but not for some years now. Unlike her Mother Jane liked to look good, Nick remembered having to confess to his Mistress about inappropriate thoughts he had towards the young girl. His Mistress having decided that was very wrong and had whipped him and disallowed his milking that month. Nick put Jane out of his mind and moved the ladder to the back of the house, he wanted to finish the job now and get out of here. Another strange thing about this house was at the back it still had an outside toilet, there were of course bathrooms inside but for some reason this outside room was never taken away. Nick decided he would use the facility before starting on the back windows of the house. There was no lock on the door and no seat on the toilet, being that Nick was in chastity he had to sit on the cold porcelain to urinate, he did close the door to the small space first.

As Nick allowed the remnants of his pee to drip from the plastic tube locked onto his cock he heard the heels clicking on the patio outside.  

“What are you having a wank now or something pervert?” Nick heard the nasty-sounding words coming from outside of the door and his blood ran cold. He quickly jumped up and began to pull his trousers up, he had just managed to start to do them up when the door flew open. He was stunned by the beautiful young woman that stood there looking at him, she had her hands on her hips and legs slightly spread. Nick felt his face glowing red as he zipped up the trousers. He knew this was Jane but she looked so different, her face wore makeup which her neck length blond coloured hair surrounded. The white fluffy jumper seemed to make her face radiate, and the short black skirt showed off her pink-covered orpheus tights. Feeling a little embarrassed Nick dropped his face and looked down at her black heeled ankle boots.

“Well you fucking pervert, why were you fucking looking into my bedroom window?” Again the young woman said harshly. Nick felt a tremble in his body.

“Sorry I never meant to, I was cleaning the windows,” he heard the way his voice trembled.

“And why are you cleaning my bedroom window, who the fuck are you?” Again came the stern voice. Nick understood then that Jane had not recognised him, it had been some years since he had seen her last.

“Sorry Jane it wa,” Nick's words were interrupted.

“It’s Miss Jane to you freak,” again she said very sharply. “WELL WHY ARE YOU CLEANING WINDOWS!” she then shouted the words at him.

“Sorry Miss Jane it was your mother who asked me to, I don’t think you remember me, I was a friend of your father's,” Nick spoke softly as he slowly looked up at Jane’s beautiful face again. He saw the way she looked at him and studied his face.

“Oh yes, I remember you, but still do you think that gives you the right to spy on my bedroom?” again her voice sounded harsh.

“Miss Jane honestly I wasn’t, I was just looking at the glass I was cleaning when you appeared,” again Nick felt his voice tremble. He couldn’t believe that he was explaining to this sexy-looking twenty-three-year-old girl why he was there and that he was not some kind of peeping tom.

“Don’t you think it would have been good manners to have first let me know you were cleaning?” Nick heard the way she spoke to him in a very belittling way like he was a child.

“Yes I am sorry Miss Jane I never thought,” as Nick replied he felt the pain as his cock started to grow in its confined space. Suddenly the fact that he was standing here in the toilet with a beautiful and sexy young woman telling him off was running through him, part of him felt excited by it.

“That was always your problem, you didn’t think,” again she spoke harshly and Nick never really understood what she meant by those words. “Well get on with your work.” Suddenly Jane just turned away, as she started to walk towards the side of the garden Nick looked up at her sexy body. He couldn’t believe this was Fiona’s daughter, she had the same rudeness as her mother but her looks were completely different. Nick was bought back to his reality as the pain his cock caused him made him remember his thoughts towards Jane were inappropriate, he knew he would have to confess to those thoughts and hated himself for that.

As Nick heard Jane driving away he again climbed the ladder to continue with the windows at the back of the house. He still felt the humiliation of the way Jane had spoken to him like he was some child, but there was little doubt in Nick's mind that unlike her mother Jane was truly divine in every way.

With three sides of the house now having shining windows Nick made his way to the last side of the house. He saw the large wooden gate with barbed wire on top. Nick knew that both sides of the narrow passageway that ran between this side of the house and the fence separating the property from next door had these gates. Nick tried to open the gate so he could get down the passageway to put his ladders up to the windows, but the gate was locked. Nick had never been shown down this part of the property by Paul, Paul always saying it was a mess down there which he would sort out one day. Knowing that he couldn’t get down this side of the house Nick decided it was time to leave, he had already spent more than three hours working for Fiona today.

On the drive home Nick did think about Fiona and Jane, he thought about the way he had been put to work for them, something felt right about it. Nick without thought found his hand wandering down to his cock, the pain was bad and instant. Nick cried out as the small chastity tube did its work in suppressing the unauthorised hard-on.


Chapter 3

Session

Nick had not heard from Fiona over the following day, he thought it would have been nice if she had thanked him for what he had done, but then he remembered the arrogance and rudeness of that woman. However, Nick's mind was now fully focused on his visit to see his Mistress. As always Nick had worn his best suit and tie, it was something his Mistress expected of him, not that he understood why as he would soon be naked before her.  The drive to her house took just over an hour but he arrived with time to spare, his Mistress did not tolerate lateness. She would cancel his appointment if he arrived a second late and then he would have to wait another month to see her again. Nick looked at his watch as he stood by the front door, he knew he had to ring the doorbell dead at ten o’clock, at the right second Nick pressed the bell once and waited. Nick now prepared himself for the ritual that he would have to follow and did on each of his visits here. As he stood to attention facing the front door he wondered what his Mistress would be wearing today. He knew that whatever it was that she would look incredibly sexy, she always did. He remembered the tight PVC catsuit she had worn last month, and again he felt the tightness of the tube as he did. Nick held the brown envelope in his hand which he would offer to his Mistress when the door opened, the envelope contained four hundred pounds. Two hundred pounds of that was the fee for his Mistress's time, one hundred pounds was the fee for being allowed to cum and the last hundred was his gift to her. Nick knew whatever happened that the money would now all be kept by his Mistress, which included if she was to cancel the session.

He waited in stillness for about five minutes before the door opened, today his beautiful Mistress wore a short clinging black dress, black pantyhose, and medium-heeled black court shoes. She looked incredibly sexy yet businesslike, Nick immediately held up the envelope for her to take with both his hands. He felt the way she looked him up and down as she took the envelope, as soon as his hands were empty he stood back to attention with his face looking downwards. He felt the tremble in his legs as the beautiful woman inspected him with her eyes.

“Greet me,” came her soft words. Immediately Nick dropped to his knees and placed his face at her feet before he kissed each of the toes of her shoes. For a few seconds he felt the woman looking down at him as he kept his face just above her feet. Nick always felt apprehension as he waited like this, he knew at any moment with just a few words she could cancel the session and sentence him to another month of hell.

“You may prepare,” came her soft words as she stepped back into her house and closed the door. Nick felt the relief running through him and wanted to thank her but she had now gone.  Quickly Nick got up from his knees and ran round the side of the house into her back garden. At the rear of the garden was Mistress's studio, it was a wooden structure without windows, the door to the studio was open. Nick quickly once inside the studio stripped off his clothing, once naked he knelt down on the floor facing the door, his arms extended out in front of him, his face touching the floor. He would now wait like that in stillness until his Mistress arrived. This was the way she had trained him to wait in here, it was what she expected of him whenever he visited her. As Nick knelt there he knew he was surrounded by his Mistress's collection of frames, cages, and other toys which she used to control her males. Nick's mind went onto his confession which he would soon have to give, he prayed he had done the right thing with Fiona and that his reaction to Jane did not upset his Mistress, he knew he would tell his Mistress everything when she allowed him to confess to her, he always did.

He heard the heels click across the wooden floor towards his head, he felt the way she looked down at his knelt body at her feet, Nick felt he was now in the presence of a Goddess. He felt a mixture of excitement, fear, and anticipation like he always did.

“Do you have much to confess today?” Came the soft words above him.

“Sorry Mistress there is something which happened a few days ago,” he heard the tremble in his voice and then the sigh that his Mistress let out above him.

“On the frame then boy,” came her command.

Nick immediately got up and walked over to the wooden frame in one of the corners of the room, he did not look upon Mistress as he did, he knew he was not allowed to. Nick spread his legs to each side of the frame and secured the leather straps to his ankles which would ensure his legs stayed stretched out. keeping his head lowered he then straightened himself up and spread his arms out along the top beam of the frame, he felt the leather straps dangling there that his Mistress would soon strap onto his wrist before the confession started. He heard her heels walking towards him, and suddenly she was there in front of him, she stepped onto the small stepping stool and he felt his wrist being locked to the wooden frame. His Mistress then sat on the comfortable leather chair that faced him, he looked down at her feet in the court shoes, and he felt the tremble in his naked stretched-out bonded body.

“You may look at me,” again came her soft voice. Nick raised his head as he looked down at the most sexiest woman he had ever known as she sat there with her legs crossed looking up at him. He saw the way she held the black lace gloves in her hand, he knew if she allowed him to cum that she would wear them. He longed to feel her hand in them rubbing his stiff cock which now hurt so badly at still being trapped in the plastic tube. He saw the beautiful smile she gave up towards him, it was hard to believe how this sweet and innocent-looking face held so much power over him.

“So what have you done?” she said still with a smile on her glamorously made-up face. Nick begun to tell her all about Fiona and Miss Jane.

For the next fifteen minutes, his Mistress just sat there as she listened to his tale, she never said anything as Nick's naked bonded body told her everything. He knew he would confess to everything and he did.

“Anything else over the last month to tell me about boy?” she asked once he had told her about his visit to Fiona’s house. Nick told her about a couple of attempted hard-ons he had had on seeing sexy women and she gave a smile. Without saying anything else his Mistress got up and walked out of the room, which was something she had never done before after confession and a little panic ran through Nick as she disappeared. Nick stayed attached to the frame he was locked to, he felt the tremble of fear that he may have upset Mistress, but he had been honest with her and knew that was what she wanted. Nick looked around the large room as he hung there waiting, he saw the cages and the various instruments of pain that hung from the walls. He had felt the agony that some of the instruments had given him before when he had done something that his Mistress felt needed punishment and correction. Nevertheless, Nick was happy, he felt the enlightenment that he always did after each confession. There was something special in being able to tell a beautiful woman the things you had done and confess to her what you may have done wrong. This was something he knew he needed in his life, a true Goddess to keep him on the right path, a Goddess who would give him forgiveness or punishment as she saw fit.

She walked back into the room about half an hour later, she was dressed the same except she had changed her shoes and now wore flat soft leather ones. He watched as she walked to the wall and selected a thick wooden cane from one of the hooks, he felt the fear as she then took a few steps towards him and stood looking up at him. Nick watched helplessly as she raised the cane high to her side, the air hissed an evil sound as she swung the cane towards his stretched-out ribs, the pain cut into him and he screamed out as the cane crashed deep into the skin. He felt his body shudder at the burning agony of the cut she had given him.

“I don’t think it was appropriate for you to get an erection at your dead friend's daughter, do you?” Again she spoke softly with no sign of anger in her voice. The pain was still cutting into Nick's side, he felt the welt already growing from the blow and he felt the wetness growing in his eyes.

“No Mistress,” his words came sobbing out as he again saw the beautiful woman raise the cane. Again the air hissed and the pain cut into him in the same spot as the last lash, Nick screamed out as the horrific agony cut into his side. His body now shook, he knew if the leather straps were not holding him to the frame he would have fallen to the floor. He felt the tears running from his face and felt the skin on his side had been cut wide open. He knew he must deserve this, but still found the suffering hell, he didn’t want the lady to hit him again but knew she had every right to. Again he saw how she lifted the cane high to her side.

“How old is she now?” the soft calm voice said again.

“Mistress about twenty-three,” he sobbed out. Again he saw the cane fly and heard the hiss, this time she struck the other side of his stretched-out body and again he screamed as the agony cut through him, he felt the way he pushed out his already stretched body as he shuddered under the pain of the blow. He felt himself now shaking uncontrollably, he wanted to beg her to stop but knew he was not allowed to do that, that was something that she forbid him to do. He gasped and cried as the pain of the last strike dug deep into him. He saw as his Mistress then took a few steps back to her chair, again she sat down and crossed her sexy legs, this time she allowed her hand to rub the top of her pantyhosed-covered legs.              

“I’m so sorry Mistress,” Nick again sobbed out as he cried while looking down at the beautiful and sexy woman. Nick knew he deserved the lashes she had just given him for getting hard while Miss Jane had spoken to him the other day.

“You did the right thing with the woman Fiona, if you had called me for advice I would have punished you. you know you have to obey females,” she again spoke softly up at Nick.

“Thank you Mistress,” Nick sobbed as the pain in his sides still hurt very bad.

“Are you sure you worked hard for Fiona, I mean I can’t understand why she hasn’t called to give you more work,” The beautiful lady said while looking up at Nick with a confused look on her face.

“Yes honestly Mistress I spent hours cleaning the windows and they were shining before I left,” Nick sobbed out the words. Nick saw the smile on his Mistress's face as he spoke. His heart then filled with excitement as he watched her slide the black lace gloves up onto her hands. He saw the way she pushed the lace up onto each of her fingers and he longed for the tube to be removed from his throbbing and painful cock so he could feel her touch.

“You need to contact her this afternoon and ask if you can be of further service to her,” Nick heard his Mistresses words and wanted to beg her not to make him do that, he didn’t want to serve Fiona, he didn’t want to go back to her house. He saw the stern look his Mistress gave him for not immediately responding to her.

“Yes Mistress,” he quickly replied knowing he would do whatever this woman told him to. He saw the smile on her face at his words, he knew she understood that he never wanted to do that but would obey her.

“You will have to also apologise to her daughter for the hard-on you tried to get,” the words sent a shiver down Nick's spine.

“Yes Mistress,” Nick still sobbed out as his body trembled. Nick looked down as his Mistress rubbed her soft lacy hands together, she smiled at him as she looked up at him and saw him watching.

“You’re not going to be milked this month,” again she spoke softly and immediately the helpless feeling ran through Nick. Nick felt the tears starting to run down his face, he desperately needed to cum. He looked down at the woman with pleading eyes.

“Nick understand it is not because you have done anything wrong that I am not allowing you the milking. I am actually happy with you, you have done the right thing.” She spoke in a kind voice, but Nick never understood why she would not milk him if she thought he had done the right thing.

“Mistress I don’t understand,” he sobbed the words out and looked at her in confusion.

“You have a chance here to finally serve a female, I need you on edge to ensure your obedience to her,” his Mistress said still with a soft smile on her face.

“But Mistress I don’t w,” again his words were cut short.

“Nick you have no choice she is a female, isn’t she?” His Mistress spoke softly while now rubbing the cane with her soft lace-covered hands. Nick again felt the trembling in his body, he felt helpless and knew he was at the mercy of the woman who sat in front of him. He also knew whatever this woman told him to do that he would obey her, he trusted her, and he loved her.

“Yes Mistress,” Nick hated himself for saying it, he wanted to beg her to not make him do this, he did not want to serve Fiona. He saw the beautiful smile the sitting woman gave him.

“Good boy,” the woman half his age said up to him.

“Thank you for your guidance Mistress,” Nick spoke not sure if he meant the words he knew he had to say. Again his Mistress gave him a warm and loving smile.

“I want to be kept updated about what happens, you may text me updates on the situation with Fiona,” again came the soft voice.

“Yes thank you Mistress,” Nick responded, he still felt the pain from the lashes she had given him and still felt the anxiety of what she had told him to do. That mixed with the frustration of knowing he would not be milked made him break down and again he started to cry. The woman in front of him just gave him that loving smile that made his heart melt. Slowly she stood up and reached up to the bonds holding his arms to the frame. As she unlocked him his arms dropped to his side and he felt the stabbing pain from the welts below his armpits.

“Thank me correctly,” she said and took a step away from him. Nick fell to his knees, his legs still spread and attached to the frame, he dropped his face to his Goddess's feet, and as he kissed her soft leather shoes he thanked her for her time.

“You are dismissed,” she said a few seconds later and walked out of the room.


Chapter 4

After Effects

Nick sat looking down at his phone, he didn’t want to do what he knew he had to now. Since arriving home a few hours ago he had thought only about the pain he still felt from the lashes his Mistress had given him, and the message he had to now send. Nick felt scared, he didn’t want to do this, he didn’t want to serve Fiona. Nick looked down at the still-blank screen, his mind was all over the place. Finally, his fingers started to type.

‘Hello Fiona, I hope you were happy with the windows, please if there is anything else I can do for you then please don’t hesitate to let me know.’

Nick pressed the send button still wishing he never had to do that. He next sent another text message to his Mistress letting her know about the message he had just sent Fiona. Nick sat back in his chair as he remembered Fiona saying she had something important to speak to him about, for some reason he only remembered that now and wondered what it was about.

Nick went into the bathroom to check the wounds under his armpits, he saw the deep welts and surrounding bruising, he knew he deserved to have them but still he felt sad that he had to be hit. Nick knew the punishment he was given was not that bad and could have been far worse, so that told him that Mistress was not really mad and probably hit him just to give a reminder of him having inappropriate thoughts towards Jane. Nick knew it would take a few days before the pain and bruising settled down. That was unlike the pain and frustration that his cock would feel over the next four weeks. He did understand why Mistress had denied the milking, but it still seemed unfair as he would have still obeyed her had she milked him, he knew she knew that. He would just have to now go through trying to serve Fiona while his cock caused him untold pain, misery, and suffering as if things were not bad enough. Nick moved his mind away from the pleasure and sexual relief his Mistress's lace-covered hand could have given him this morning. He heard his phone beep from the other room, and for a moment he felt sick thinking that Fiona had already got back to him.

Nick looked down at the message and his heart sank after the excitement at seeing the message was from his Mistress.

‘You need to reword the message and send it to her again.. Let me see you asking her to give you further work.’

Nick couldn’t believe what his Mistress was telling him to do, he thought his message to Fiona was telling her just that.

‘Yes thank you Mistress.’ He sent the reply instantly.

Nick looked down at the blank screen of his phone as he tried to decide what he should now write to Fiona, again he never wanted to do this, he had hoped that she would not reply to his last message and just delete it. Now Nick felt the embarrassment of knowing he would have to actually ask her to give him more work to do.

“Sorry to write again Fiona, I would really like to help you more and would be grateful if there is any more work that you would like me to do for you.’  Nick sent the message to both Fiona and his Mistress, he felt sick. It wasn’t that Nick never had the time to work for Fiona, he just didn’t want to. After Paul's death Nick had taken early retirement from the job, he knew the pressure and deadlines had most likely caused his friend's death, and he did not want to suffer the same fate. Still he didn’t want to spend his time now working for Fiona as no more than a slave, he didn’t like the woman anyway.

It was two days later that Nick had finally got the message from Fiona which he was dreading, he was at the beach at the time just preparing his paddle board to head out into the warm inviting waters.

‘Come round now.’

He read the three short arrogant words, no please, no are you free, just the order to go to her. Paul hated everything about this woman. Again Nick knew he had no choice and hated himself as he pulled on his tracksuit and started to pack his equipment away.

‘Yes thank you Fiona,’ he replied to her as he did.

It had taken Nick about an hour to get to Fiona’s house as he had to drop off his stuff at home and put a pair of slacks on. This time the gates to the drive were open, Nick walked up to the door and rang the bell once. Fiona seemed to be in no rush to open the door, he knew she was in as her car was parked on the drive. Thankfully Jane’s car was not there, Nick knew somehow he had to apologise to Jane for his erection, he had no idea how he was going to do that. It was about ten minutes later that the side gate to the back garden opened.

“What are you bloody doing there?” Fiona again spoke rudely as Nick turned towards the sound of her voice.

“Sorry Fiona I was waiting, I did ring the bell,” Nick replied in a little of a shocked voice at being greeted the way he was.

“You will always come to the garden side gate when you report here. Well get in here.” Nick felt his face turning red, before he could move Fiona had walked back into her back garden. He did see she was wearing a very baggy t-shirt and baggy jeans along with flip-flops before she disappeared. Again he thought about how she never made any effort to look good, she was so different from his Mistress who was a true divine female.

“Come here,” she called out as Nick walked through the gate to the back garden. Nick saw that she was sitting at the garden table, a half glass of what looked like beer sat in front of her. Nick walked up to her, she sat on the only chair round the table, he felt the humiliation of knowing he would have to stand in front of her. Nick knew there were more chairs here when he came last time, she no doubt had moved them to put him at a disadvantage from the start.

“Why did it take you so long to get here, I messaged you over an hour ago,” Nick couldn’t believe what she had just said. He looked down at her arrogant-looking and very plain face, her long hair was as messy as her clothing he thought, and he felt the tremble in his legs at knowing he had to obey this lady.

“Sorry I was at the beach and had to take my things home,” he replied not understanding why he had to explain himself to her. Again he felt sick inside that he was doing this, she was without a doubt the most arrogant woman he had ever met. He saw the way she picked up her phone and started flipping the buttons before she read the screen to him.

“Hello Fiona, I hope you were happy with the windows, please if there is anything else I can do for you then please don’t hesitate to let me know.” She paused then read out his second message to her, “Sorry to write again Fiona, I would really like to help you more and would be grateful if there is any more work that you would like me to do for you.” Again she paused and looked up at him, her face had the expression of a teacher looking at a naughty child. Nick had no idea how to respond, he couldn’t understand why she had read the words he had written back out to him.

“Well there is little point in offering me your services if you’re not willing to be here when I need you.” Again she spoke rudely and Nick instantly felt the belittling feeling of her words. He just wanted to walk away, he felt his face burning red, but he knew this was what his Mistress wanted, he now also worried that he would have to explain this to his Mistress.

“I am sorry Fiona, I had no idea you would contact me today.” He felt his voice shaking as he spoke to the sitting woman, he also felt his cock throb in the tube at the humiliation he felt at getting this telling off.

“What, have I got to ask your permission to have you here?” She replied again in a stern voice and her facial expression looked puzzled. “Look if you want to do jobs for me then you must be ready to come when I call, is that understood?” Again came her harsh voice. Nick felt his legs trembling and face burning, what was he supposed to do just sit at home and wait for her call to come here?

“Yes sorry Fiona.” Nick replied again in an unsteady voice, he knew he had to take this from Fiona or he risked upsetting his own Mistress.

“Well the garden needs weeding, you know where to find everything,” she said with a smug look on her face. Again Nick felt his face turning red and felt the burning. “Well then!” she said in a raised voice while throwing her arms up to her sides showing that she was puzzled at why he was still standing in front of her. Nick felt the shame now of having to take this from her, he really wanted to tell her what he thought.

“Yes sorry Fiona,” he instead said and rushed off to the garden shed to find the tools he would need.

As Nick knelt down pulling weeds from the ground he felt confused, he had always known Fiona was a bit of a bitch, but the way she had spoken to him was like she knew he had to take her belittling comments and obey her. Nick knew any other man would have told her to get lost and walked away, but Nick knew he was not like most other men. Again Nick wondered if she had spoken to his Mistress about him, how did she know he wasn’t going to explode at the way she was speaking to him, yet he knew she couldn't have known his Mistress. A couple of times Nick had glanced back towards Fiona and saw she was speaking on her phone as she sipped the beer from the glass, she paid no attention to the man she had on his knees pulling weeds from the dirt. Nick thought about the restriction she had passively put onto his life, how was he supposed to be always ready to come to her when she called, it did mean he would have to never be far from home or have days out. Nick did not want this, well at least he did not want this for Fiona. He had of course always dreamt of being a sub to a woman, but to a woman like his Mistress not one like Fiona. There was nothing Nick liked about Fiona, in fact there was plenty he hated about the woman who thought she was something special and wanted everyone at her beck and call. Nick began to wonder if Paul's heart attack was caused by this woman and not the pressures of work. He remembered how in the later days that Paul came out on his days off of work less and less, and when he did she would always call him on the phone and end their day out early. It was like Fiona did not want Paul to be out having fun, yet she would be in the city doing whatever she was doing.

Nick had been down on his hands and knees for about an hour, his hands and clothing now covered in dirt. He had seen how Fiona came and went from the garden, she was back now again sitting at the table with what looked like a cup of coffee, again Nick felt belittled at how she never offered him anything.

“Come over here!” he heard her words as he was trying to pull a stubborn weed from the ground. Nick's back hurt like hell as he got back up to his feet, he had been bent over working for so long. He had also constantly felt the burning from the welts under his armpits that his Mistress had given him a few days ago. Nick walked over to Fiona and stood facing her.

“Didn’t you find any gloves to wear,” she said with a little giggle.

“Sorry no, I think that only your garden gloves were in the shed,” he replied knowing that she knew that. He looked at the way she looked him up and down, she had a look of revulsion on her face, and he knew he was now covered in dirt.

“Sorry I would have bought something else to wear if I knew you needed your garden done.” He wasn’t sure why he had said that, why he was apologising to her about how he looked.

“I will get you something to work in,” she said in her normal arrogant tone of voice before picking up her coffee cup and taking a sip. Nick did not like what she had just said, she was treating him like he was some kind of staff. Again he felt the belittlement of having to have to stand in front of this sitting woman and take this.

“As I said the other day I need a serous chat with you, I have the time today,” she said glancing up at him. Nick felt his face glowing red at her words and had no idea what this chat would be about. “Why did you not finish all the windows when you were last here? I did say that they should all be done.” Again she spoke in that arrogant tone and again Nick felt the redness of his face, who the hell did this woman think she was speaking to him like this?

“Sorry I could not get round the side of the house,” he replied instead.

“And you didn’t think to ask?” Fiona shot the reply back to him.

“There was no one here to ask,” Nick said back now showing a little anger in his voice. “Jane had left before I got to those windows,” he added in the same tone.

“Don’t get shirty with me boy, and I am sure that Jane told you how you are to address her,” Fiona said now with an angry look on her face. Nick felt his world spinning, he was fighting the urge to not just walk away, only the thought that his Mistress had told him to obey this woman kept him in place.

“Sorry,” he said in a lower tone of voice and again felt sick as she smiled up at him.

“Next time think ahead, and ask,” she said just before taking another sip of her coffee. Nick saw the arrogant smug look she gave him.

“Yes sorry Fiona,” he replied as his body trembled in anger at being spoken to like this.

“You will finish the windows before you leave today,” she said with a smile. Nick knew he was getting close to his limits now, it was taking every inch of his willpower to stand here. He was beginning to hate this woman more and more with each passing second.

“Thank you,” he replied and hated the words he spoke. Nick's mind drifted to his Mistress, which was why he was here now tolerating this rude and belittling woman. Nick thought about his Mistress's hand covered in the lacy glove as she rubbed his cock, the thought bought pain as his own cock began to throb in its tube as he thought about her milking him.

“You enjoy being treated like this,” Fiona said with another smirky grin on her face.

“Sorry,” Nick replied not understanding what she had meant by the comment.

“Your little pee pee is bouncing about in its cage,” she said giggling with her little finger pointing towards his crotch. Nick felt his face glow red in the humiliation he felt at her comment, he wanted the ground to open up and swallow him at that moment. Nick felt his jaw drop open, he wanted to run, he just wanted to get away from this woman. He couldn’t understand how she knew about his chastity device, for a moment he just stared down at her smug-looking face as she took another mouthful of coffee.

“Oh come on don’t look like that, you either have a small cock that’s always erect, or you're in chastity,” she said with a smile. “Do you honestly think I haven’t noticed that pathetic little bulge that you have always tried to hide,” she added as she replaced her cup onto the table. Nick didn’t know how to respond, he felt every part of him now trembling. He felt the embarrassment of standing here in front of a woman he had never really liked, a woman who took no care in her appearance and whom he thought of as some self-centred little brat.

“I take it your into femdom or is it some other fetish that you enjoy?” Again he saw that self-important smugness on her face as she spoke.

“I should go,” Nick's words came out softly and shaky.

“You are not going anywhere until I say so, understand?” this time her words sounded harsh. Nick didn’t want this, he did not want this woman controlling him. But he was confused, he knew his Mistress wanted this, she had commanded him to serve this woman.

“Do you know my Mistress?” Again came the trembling words from Nick. Fiona giggled.

“You have a Mistress?” her face showed the shock and satisfaction she felt in the words he had said. Again Nick's world spun, he saw by her face that she had never known about his Mistress, he felt sick that he had mentioned her. “Now let me see it,” her words had a commanding sound to it.

“Sorry,” Nick replied not understanding what she meant. He felt this was a dream now, not a dream but a nightmare that he wanted to wake from. He could not believe he had put himself in this situation.

“Don’t play the fool with me, strip, get your fucking clothes off now,” again Nick heard how her words were commanding. He felt the fear, the helplessness running through him, he wanted to call his Mistress, he needed to speak to her.

“NOW, OBEY ME BOY!” this time she screamed at him.


Chapter 5

Revelation

Fiona

Fiona smiled as she saw the look of horror on his face at her command. She knew he would obey her, he had passed every test she had thrown at him. She had known from the first day she had met him that he was in chastity, she knew what a chastity device looked like under a male's clothing as the fools tried to hide it. Her husband had worn one for years, she smiled wondering if the two had known they were both locked up. The only worry Fiona had about Nikki now was that he had mentioned that he had a mistress, still he had obeyed her when she called for his services. She watched as his shaking body began to remove his clothing, again she wondered why he was obeying her if another woman owned him. Fiona formed little circles with her raised foot as she looked up and watched him stripping for her, it was obvious that he wanted to be her slave, she had given him every opportunity to run away. She had left him to clean the windows, he didn’t have to. Jane had played her part well that day in adding to his humiliation, yet Nikki still did the work and had done it well without running off.  As Nikki removed his dirty top Fiona saw the bruising to the sides of his body, it was clear to see he had been whipped from the fading welts. She saw the humiliation on his face as he undid his trousers and let them fall before he took them and his pants off. She knew she had been right and that he was in chastity, but at least she knew for sure now. She felt the satisfaction running through her as she looked at the small plastic tube that his cock was squashed into, she also felt the wetness between her own legs.

“Hands on head, spread your legs,” Fiona kept her voice stern as she spoke to the now naked man standing in front of her. She felt the satisfaction flooding through her as he obeyed her command.

“Who has the key to that thing?” Again she said sternly at him and couldn’t help but smile at his humiliated-looking red face.

“My Mistress does,” he replied in a very scared-sounding voice. Again Fiona looked at the welts to the side of his body, she knew this mistress that he had was all that stood between her and her new slave. She had decided Nikki would serve her long before the death of Paul, but she had never really considered that he may already be owned, she felt that he had far too much free time on his hands for that.

“I take it your mistress will punish you for being here showing me that thing?” Fiona pointed her foot towards his painful-looking cock which only the device now stopped from growing.

“No, she wanted it I think,” Again came the humiliated-sounding words. Now it was Fiona who felt confused by what he had meant by that.

“What do you mean? Tell me all about her,” Fiona said looking back at the red face of Nikki.

Nick

Nick felt sick to his core as he stood there naked with his hands on his head and legs spread. He couldn’t understand how he found himself like this in front of Fiona, things had happened too quickly and he was confused, he knew he had to obey this woman but didn’t want to. For a moment he now paused as she had asked him to tell her about his Mistress. He did not want to do that, but he was standing naked in front of her, she was his superior however much he felt she did not deserve to be.

“Don’t keep me waiting Nikki or I will add to those whip marks,” again he heard her arrogant voice, he knew he had no choice. As he stood there feeling more humiliated than he had ever done so before in his life he started to speak telling Fiona all about his Mistress and why he was here.

Fiona had not said anything to him as he told her everything, he felt that he again had to be honest to her, it felt like he had no choice in it.

“I hear it in your voice Nikki, that you don’t want to be here serving me, why?” He again heard her arrogant voice. He didn’t know how he was supposed to answer that. Was he meant to tell her it was because she was a messy looking self-centred little bitch, and because he found nothing feminine in her, in fact she was far from divine like his Mistress was.

“It is just that you are not my type,” Nick answered nervously.

“You mean I don’t choose to wear short skirts and look like some whore,” she said sharply back to him.

“No,” Nick paused. He felt a panic growing inside of him and he also didn’t like the way she was calling other women that dressed nicely as whores, his Mistress was not a whore. “It’s just that I find it hard that you are Paul's wife,” he then said and heard her laugh out.

“I’m sure if I were wearing a short dress and stockings that Paul wouldn’t enter your mind. WOULD HE!” The last words that she shouted made Nick jump. For a moment Nick didn’t know what to say, he knew that if she dressed like that then maybe he would have felt different. He knew he still wouldn’t like her, but it would have made it easier to serve her. “WELL!” she shouted up at him again.

“Yes Fiona,” again his nervy voice replied.

“Address me correctly, I am your Mistress,” she said sharply back at him.

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona,” he replied and felt his body shaking. For a moment she just stared up at him, he again felt the humiliation running through every fibre of his body, there was no way he wanted her as his Mistress.

“Am I not a female? Do you not feel inferior to females?” Her voice was sharp and had a rude tone to it.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” again he heard the way his voice trembled as he replied.

“Yes indeed and that’s why you’re standing here naked in front of me, isn’t it?” Fiona’s voice suddenly sounded calm, still arrogant but calm.

“Yes it is Mistress Fiona,” he replied. Nick knew it was true, he was inferior to women. It had been because she was female and had ordered him to clean the windows that had led up to this. It was only after that when he had told his Mistress about it, so he knew it was not because of her that he had obeyed Fiona in the first instant. Nick's mind spun, maybe in that second he finally understood he was inferior to Fiona and that was why he was now standing here naked in front of her. The fact that she dressed more like a man than a woman didn’t take away the truth that she was a woman and therefore superior to him.

“I’m sorry Mistress Fiona,” Nick said in a low tone of voice.

“For what?” she sharply replied.

“For judging you by the way you choose to dress Mistress Fiona,” he shamefully replied. He saw the way Fiona laughed out at his comment.

“So why did your mistress beat you, I take it she gave those bruises to you,” Fiona said as she looked again at the bruises on the side of his body. Again Nick felt the world spinning, how was he going to tell her that it was because he got a hard-on at seeing her daughter?

“Please don’t ask me that Mistress Fiona.” Nick felt the tears building up in his eyes, again he just didn’t want to be here, he didn’t want to answer that question and felt so helpless as he stood there in front of her.

“I’m not asking you, I am telling you to tell me why,” the sharp arrogant reply came. Nick felt his body shaking and he knew he had no choice and again hated himself for being who he was. He looked away from Fiona’s face and dropped his gaze down towards her feet in the ugly flip-flops she wore.

“Mistress Fiona it was because I tried to get an erection when I saw Miss Jane,” his words came out softly and nervously. Now Nick froze as he waited to be attacked, he had little doubt in his mind that Fiona would go mad and in some way or another punish him for what he did. Instead he heard laughter, slowly Nick looked back up towards Fiona’s face and saw how she had found it so funny. It took Fiona a few seconds to compose herself.

“Does she dress the way you feel a woman should?” Fiona asked now taking a serious tone of voice. Again Nick's mind spun, he knew from what he had seen of Jane that she very much did.

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona,” Nick replied deciding he would be honest, he knew he had come too far with this woman now not to be.

“Do you not think that a woman is free to dress in any way she chooses?” Again Fiona fired the question at Nick's still trembling body.

“Yes Mistress Fiona a woman should be free to look any way she likes,” his shaky voice responded.

“Yes she is, which will be very unlike the way you will be dressed.” she gave a smile as she spoke, and again Nick had no idea what she had meant by that, he remembered her mentioning earlier that she would find him suitable clothing when working here for her. “You will have to confess to Jane about the hard-on,” Fiona added giving Nick a serious look.

“Yes Mistress Fiona, my Mistress has told me the same thing,” Nick replied nervously.

“Where is your phone?” Fiona started to stand up as she spoke. Again Nick was confused as to why she wanted his phone, but the look on her face told him he had no choice.

“In my shirt pocket Mistress Fiona,” he answered. He saw how Fiona then squatted down and retrieved his phone, she switched it on and looked at the screen as she stood in front of him again. He saw how Fiona was so much shorter than he was then, it was the first time he had really noticed. Nick was six foot in height and she could have been no more than five foot two, that with the way she dressed added to Nick's feeling of humiliation as he still stood with his hands on his head.

“What is the password?” Again Nick's mind froze at what she wanted. He did not want to give her that, his phone was his life and all his personal things were inside. The slap across his face was sudden and hard, he never saw it coming.

“DON’T MAKE ME SAY THINGS TWICE!” the face in front of him screamed up at Nick.

“7777 Mistress Fiona,” Nick replied as his body shook from the humiliation he felt at being slapped by this woman, again Nick wanted to run away as fast as he could, he felt his face burning from both the slap and the shock of it.

“Don’t move a muscle Nikki,” Fiona spoke as she walked towards the door to the house with Nick's phone in her hand.

Fiona

Fiona knew she had no real choice, before she continued with Nikki she had to know if this Mistress he had would get in the way of things. It was clear Nikki obeyed her if what he said was true. Fiona knew he wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for this woman, she was a little confused by that. After getting another coffee she sat at her kitchen Island and opened up the phone she held. First Fiona went through his messages, she smiled on seeing Nikki was being truthful. Fiona had wondered why he had sent her two messages to serve her and saw it was his Mistress who had told him to do that, it was clear that this woman did really want Nikki here. Fiona looked out of the large window that faced the garden, she smiled again as she saw the naked man standing there with his hands on his head. Nikki couldn’t see her as he was facing the other way, but for a few seconds she watched as he held his body lifelessly for her. Without thought Fiona found her hand gently rubbing between her legs, she felt the wetness but forced herself to stop, she had a call to make now. Flicking through Nikki's contact list she found the number she wanted, he listed it under the name Mistress, Fiona let out a chuckle as she pressed the call button. 

Fiona was shocked at how friendly Nikki's Mistress was. The woman called Margaret had sounded a very friendly woman and she also sounded excited that Fiona wanted him as a slave. The two had decided to meet up in a couple of hours to talk things through, being that Margaret lived twenty miles away they decided to meet halfway so none had to travel too far. Fiona decided she would head to her bedroom next, she had the time and knew she needed some sexual relief before the meeting. She left Nikki where he was for now, he had to wait, her built-up sexual tension being of more concern to her at this moment in time than his waiting body was.

Nick

Nick had stood there for what seemed like an hour, his only movement was the trembling of his body. His shoulders and back now hurt badly from the stressful position Fiona had left him standing in. There was nothing that Nick liked about the situation he had put himself into, he really didn’t want this. His mind had kept going over and over the conversation he had with Fiona before she went into the house. He knew she was right and could dress any way she liked, but still he also had a choice and if he wanted to serve a woman that looked nice then surely that was his right. Again he felt confused that his Mistress had wanted him here, he knew in her eyes a female was a female and he had to obey them all. Nick now regretted that he had ever told her about Fiona, he knew he should have never come here when she had first called him to. Nick knew that Fiona had now seen him naked and in chastity, he felt trapped and knew he had dug the hole he was in deeper today, and he hated himself for that. He also hated knowing she had his phone and no doubt was going through all his messages, he wanted to cry. Nick felt so helpless as he just continued to stand naked in the position he had been told to, he knew he would have to call his Mistress when he was allowed to leave here, he had to be honest with her and tell her he didn’t want this with Fiona.

The sound of heels clicking towards him brought him out of his sorrowful thoughts.

“Put your clothes in that, quickly,” as Fiona spoke he felt the way she slapped a black plastic rubbish sack onto his chest. Again Nick’s blood ran cold, he knew for now he had to obey her.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he replied meekly. Nick felt the pain running through his body as he started to move, he was stiff from standing still for so long. Nick had wanted to squat down to obey her but fell to his knees as his legs had lost feeling. He saw the black low-heeled boots, and her trouser bottoms which were long and wide almost going over them completely. Again he knew she had no idea how to dress well, still he picked up his clothing and put them in the black sack. Nick had no idea why she wanted him to do that and was scared about doing it, but he knew for now he had to obey her, he had to get this day over with. Once his clothing was in the sack he painfully stood up and looked at Fiona, she wore a short black jacket over a white t-shirt, at least she had done something with her messy hair by tying it into a ponytail behind her. Nick saw how that simple thing had made her look prettier, he imagined what she could look like if she put a little make-up onto her face, but for now she still looked plain, he had no doubt this woman could look nice if she put a little effort into it.  It was clear that she was going out and Nick again felt the tremble going through him.

“Get on with your work boy, I want this garden neat by the time I get back.” Nick felt disbelief running through him as she snatched the black sack with his clothing out of his hand. For a moment he stood frozen as she walked towards her car carrying his things with her. He wanted to call out and tell her to stop, but right now he felt too much fear and embarrassment to say anything, he heard her start her car and drive away. He prayed when she got back that she would let him go, for now he knew he had no choice as he forced his naked body to get back to the work he had to do.


Chapter 6

A Life Given Away

Fiona

The two women sat at the table with their coffee, Fiona had been surprised at how Margaret looked. She wore a beautiful but low-cut dress, her legs in black pantyhose, and on her feet she wore fairly high-heeled shoes. The woman also looked very glamorous in the beautiful make-up which covered her face, Fiona knew she looked nowhere close to as good as this woman did, but to be honest she never cared, she was never one to dress up especially to please men.

“So what are your intentions with Nick?” Margaret asked in a very friendly voice and with a nice smile on her face. Fiona had found this woman to be nothing but charming, she wasn’t really what Fiona had expected, other than in her looks.

“Well I did intend to make him my slave, well that was until I found out about you,” Fiona replied returning the smile.

“Oh gosh don’t worry about me, I will not get in your way, in fact I would love you to take him.” Fiona felt a little puzzled at the words, she knew this woman was a professional mistress, Nick had already told her that he paid the woman four hundred pounds for each of his visits, which was expensive Fiona thought. Fiona couldn’t understand why Margaret was willing to give that cash up, surely she knew if Nikki became her slave that she would lose him as a client.

“But what about the money? I mean if I were to take him you would lose him as a customer.” Fiona bit her lip as she spoke, she hoped she didn’t offend the woman but there was no easy way of saying that. Margaret laughed out in a friendly way at the comment.

“I don’t do it for the money, I have enough of that. The only reason I charge them so much is because I want them to suffer financially for me, it’s all part of their conditioning,” again Margaret said in a friendly tone of voice.

“Their conditioning,” Fiona said looking confused.

“Yes, the males that come to me for help have the right mental attitude, I just help to bring out their beliefs in female superiority further, hitting them in the pocket helps with that,” Margaret said while giving a little giggle.

“Oh,” Fiona said feeling a little shocked at what she had just heard. It was clear to see by the quality of the clothing that Margaret was wearing that she was indeed not short of money, the Jaguar sports car in which she had driven here in also confirmed that.

“I really don’t do this for money, I actually work hard to make sure my males find a home within this lifestyle. I ensure they follow up on any possible lead that will enslave them. I see my job as ensuring the males I control know that all females are their superiors and that they must serve them,” again Margaret spoke with a smile on her face.

“You really are into this,” Fiona replied still feeling shocked at what she had heard.

“It’s my life’s calling, I would have every male on the planet in the service of females if I could,” again she spoke warmly. “It’s clear that you must have a similar beliefs to me,” she added giving Fiona another of her warm smiles.

“Yes I have, I have had males serving me for years. My last one passed away and I wanted Nikki to replace him. It is just that I wanted to go further with Nikki,” Fiona said wondering if she was telling this woman too much.

“What do you mean?” Margaret asked clearly intrigued by what Fiona had said.

“My dead husband was my sub, but not my slave if that makes sense,” Fiona said softly. “I want Nikki to be my slave,” she then added as she picked up her coffee cup.

“Why do you call him Nikki?” Margaret said giving a little giggle.

“Not sure, it’s just the way I thought of him and it sounds better than Nick,” Fiona replied giving a little chuckle.

“I do fully understand what you mean about a sub and a slave, there is a big difference. And if it makes you feel better I to enslave my males, subs have freedom, slaves do not,” Margaret replied. “I think Nick, sorry I mean Nikki would make a good slave to you, his heart is in the right place,” she then added with a reassuring tone to her voice. Fiona thought about Paul as she listened to Margaret talking. She knew this woman was so knowledgeable about how Fiona felt about this, Paul had too much freedom, he wanted to go out and have fun rather than work for her, he had become too difficult to control in the end and that was one of the reasons she had given him the pill that day. 

“It was my own fault really, I allowed him too much free time,” Fiona said still thinking about how she had enough of Paul in the end and terminated him.

“No you must not think like that, males are cunning little fucking creatures, give them an inch and they will take a mile. That is why I enslave them, I give them nothing, and in return they give me everything,” Margaret spoke and gave Fiona a sympathetic look.

“So you are all right about me taking Nikki?” Fiona asked and saw the smile again on Margaret’s face.

“Yes I am more than all right about it, it makes me happy, he will make a good slave to you.” As Margaret replied she reached into her bag and retrieved a small key which she placed on the table in front of Fiona. “For his chastity device, it had been locked on him for four and a half weeks now,” she said while again smiling.

On the drive home Fiona thought about Margaret and how well her meeting had gone. She had given Nikki to her with only one condition and that was that she would enslave him. Fiona knew that Margaret used her looks to control males, but that was something Fiona would never do, she would use a very different method to control Nikki. He would feel pure fear, she would make him what she wanted, and she would not make the same mistake that she had with Paul. Nikki’s life would be about her and her only, he would have no other life. Nikki’s phone which was still in her pocket beeped which brought her out of her thoughts about what he would soon be. On the way home Fiona had pulled over to get something to eat, she read the message that had been sent to Nikki's phone as she waited for her food to be served. The message was from Margaret, Fiona smiled as she read it and then marked it as unread.

Once Paul had died Fiona had reservations about replacing him with another full-time sub, she knew Nikki would replace him in some form or the other, she had made that decision before she had put Paul down. She knew Nikki was in chastity so it wouldn’t be too difficult to get him to serve her, still she smiled at how easy that had been to put in place. Until recently Fiona was still unsure how she would use Nikki, part of her never wanted someone around the house full time, however during the months waiting for the insurance to pay out on Paul the housework had built up. Fiona had found herself doing menial tasks around the house, these were things she didn’t want to do and never really had the time to do. She really had no interest in spending her life cleaning, cooking, ironing, and the likes.  Fiona knew she had a very big and beautiful home, she also knew that it would take a full-time servant to keep it in order for her. Fiona had decided over the last week that she would be very different towards Nikki to how she used to be towards Paul, she knew Margaret was right and a male would take every advantage to not carry out his primary function which was to look after her and her home.  Fiona had done a lot of reading in the last weeks, and she knew just how Nikki was going to fit into her life, she had also decided he would become her full-time slave.

As Fiona walked back towards her car from the restaurant she saw a large bin in the car park, she retrieved the bag containing Nikki's clothing from her car and threw it in the bin. She smiled on the drive home.

Nick

Every part of Nick now hurt, he had been on his hands and knees for hours now. He dug out one weed after another and already five green garden waste sacks were full. He looked around the huge garden and felt sick knowing he was not halfway around yet, he couldn’t believe how Fiona had let the garden go. Every part of Nick now felt dirty, the dirt being mixed in with the sweat that ran from him, he just wanted to finish what he had to do and leave. He felt sick at being naked and again couldn’t believe he had allowed Fiona to take his clothes, he knew that would never happen again. Nick had now fully decided as soon as he got home he would call his Mistress, he would fully confess to her that he didn’t want to see Fiona again, and he would never serve this woman.

Nick was on his knees and had his back turned towards the side gate of the garden, his head down as he again fought against a deep weed that never wanted to vacate the ground to which it had taken. He heard the clicking of heels and slowly turned his head towards the sound coming from the gate. He froze when he saw the sexy and beautiful Daughter of Fiona walking directly towards him. She wore a pink-looking T-shirt showing her curvy body, the leggings over her legs looked glossy and hugged her beautiful legs tightly, and the bottom of the leggings disappeared into the tops of her black heeled lace-up ankle boots. He saw the smile on her beautiful and perfectly made-up face, her hair waved in the breeze as she walked, and she looked like an angel. Suddenly Nick was overrun by the feeling of humiliation he felt as he knelt there completely naked with his chastity device fully displayed.

“Well if it’s not the pervert,” Jane said still smiling as she looked down at him. “Well kiss my feet pervert, greet me correctly,” she now stood just in front of Nick with her legs slightly spread with her hands on her hips as she looked down at him. Unlike when he was in front of Fiona he now felt he was kneeling before a Goddess, she was everything a woman should be. Nick immediately lowered his head to her boots and kissed the toes of them. “So pervert explain to me why you are naked in my garden and what the fuck is that on your cock.” Nick heard how she sounded just like her mother, arrogant and nasty, but there was something different when it came from this young woman, there was something acceptable about it to Nick. Nick stayed on his knees but looked up at the beautiful face that smugly looked down at him.

“Sorry Miss Jane, Mistress Fiona took my clothing away. I have to wear the chastity device to keep me under control,” Nick felt his face glowing bright red as he spoke, he also felt his body trembling.

“And does it?” Jane asked in a harsh voice.

“Sorry,” Nick replied not fully understanding what she had meant.  Nick saw her foot moving but it all happened too quickly, she had pulled her foot back and then forced it forward at speed, the toe of her boot hitting Nick in the chest. The pain was instant, Nick's face fell forward to her feet again as he fought to fight the pain and catch his breath. For a moment Nick felt that something in his chest had broken from the blow, he felt his heart was about to stop beating as the agony from the kick drove through his body.

“SORRY FUCKING WHO, YOU WILL BE RESPECTFUL TOWARDS ME YOU LITTLE FUCKING CUNT!” The woman who was at least half the age of Nick screamed down at him. Nick felt the tears flowing down his face as he began to catch his breath, he felt the pain from where she had kicked him and knew a new bruise would follow.

“Sorry, sorry Miss Jane,” with his face at her feet he gasped out the words. As he composed himself he lifted his head and looked up at her, she had a look of disgust on her face as she looked down at him. He couldn’t believe that this woman had just kicked him so hard, he knew it was only her stunning beauty that now stopped him from going wild, he took a deep breath. “I am so sorry Miss Jane,” he said again as tears ran from his face.

“So does that thing control you cunt.” She said rudely and pointed the toe of her boot toward the chastity tube as Nick straightened his body and got back on his knees. He still felt the pain in his chest but could breathe again now, but the feeling that he wanted to be sick ran deep in his belly. He knew this beautiful woman saw him as nothing more than an animal and one that she was free to abuse and hurt as she pleased.

“Yes Miss Jane, most of the time,” Nick sobbed out as tears fell from his eyes. The belittlement and humiliation he felt along with the pain this woman had caused him was now taking effect. Nick felt how his body had suddenly started to tremble in fear of the young woman who was standing in front of him.

“What does most of the time mean you filthy animal?” Again she spoke sharply and with utter contempt to him showing in her voice. 

“Sometimes it still tries to get hard Miss Jane,” again Nick was flooded with humiliation as he spoke.

“Does it try to get hard for me you little cunt?” this time she had a smirk on her face as she looked down at him. Suddenly Nick felt terrified, he knew he had to confess to her that it did. Nick looked back down at her boots and he felt the shaking of fear in his body.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane,” he said in a low voice.

“YOU DIRTY FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT, DO YOU THINK YOU’RE EVER GOING TO FUCK ME YOU PERVERTED LITTLE CUNT!” Nick felt the fear and shame as she screamed the words down at him, again he wanted to run but was frozen on the spot, he couldn’t believe the names she was calling him, he wanted to explain to her how much he respected her and never dreamt of fucking her. “TURN ROUND GET ON ALL FOURS YOU DISGUSTING LITTLE BASTARD!” again she screamed the words down at him. In complete fear and shock Nick quickly started to obey her, he felt a panic running through him as he did. “Move onto the dirt scum,” he felt her tapping his backside with her boot as she spoke. Nick shuffled forward so that his hands and knees were now fully on the dirt. “Spread your legs wide cunt and get your ugly face into the dirt. NOW!” she screamed the last words down at him. Again Nick quickly obeyed her, he feared the temper this girl was clearly in with him. Now Nick had his face touching the dirt, which forced his backside high up in the air, he felt his trapped heavy balls in the ring of the chastity device dangling between his spread legs. His body shook in fear, now he was doing what he was told because of the fear he felt for the girl standing behind him. Nick knew this was no longer anything to do with her beauty, he felt real fear now. Again things went through Nick's mind, he wanted to run but remembered he was naked, his car keys were in the pocket of the trousers that Fiona had taken away. Then for an instant his mind blanked out, there was only pain and it was an agony like he had never felt before. Jane’s boot had crashed into his trapped balls as they hung openly and unobstructed for her, she had used all the force she could in delivering the kick. Nick's face dug into the dirt in front of him, he couldn’t breathe, the pain stopped him from breathing properly anyway. He felt himself sucking in just dirt as he tried to scream, but that was muffled because of the soil which surrounded his mouth. The agonising pain ran up from his balls and into his belly, his body fell to the side and rolled round in the dirt, now he screamed and fought for breath. He felt the sick coming up his throat, his body went into the fetal position on its side at the feet of the woman who just looked down at him. Nick fought to breathe, his head now spinning at the pain that still ran deep in his body, he heard himself gasping for air.

“DID I TELL YOU TO MOVE YOU LITTLE CUNT, GET BACK IN POSITION NOW!” Nick heard the screams coming down at him, but still his body was riddled by the pain of her kick.

“Please, please,” were the only words that he could gasp out.

“I’LL CUT YOUR FUCKING COCK OFF IF YOU DON’T GET BACK DOWN WITH YOUR FACE IN THE DIRT, YOU FUCKING DIRTY DISGUSTING LITTLE FILTHY CUNT!” again came her scream. The fear of her words made Nick move his body, he would do anything for her not to kick him like that again, he knew he had to obey her. In moments his shaking body went back into the position, tears ran down his face.

“PUSH YOUR FACE INTO THE DIRT CUNT!” again she shouted down at him. Nick instantly obeyed her and pushed his face into the soil so he could no longer breathe, Every fibre of his body felt terrified, he wanted to beg her to forgive him, he wanted to promise that he would never get hard for her again. It was at that moment that Nick realised he was back in the position with his balls dangling between his spread legs. He didn’t have enough time to act as the pain which felt ten times worse than before came. This time Nick took a gasp of air but his mouth filled with the soil that he had pressed it into, his world spun as pain he never thought was possible ran through him, he rolled onto his side and his body trashed against the soil as it rolled in the dirt in pure agony. His eyes could barely focus but he knew she was still there looking down at him. Nick's body still trashed around as he again went into a tight fetal position at the boots of the woman, he tried to gasp for air but felt he couldn’t breathe because of the pain that ran up his spine and into his head. Nick's hand squeezed between his legs and he felt the swollen painful balls, the agonising pain still deep inside them, he was sure she had broken them, tears flooded out of his eyes. Slowly the pain began to ease a little and he could finally draw breath, he coughed uncontrollably as the dirt in his mouth went into his throat.

“You ever get a hard-on for me again and I will cut that fucking piece of meat off, AM I CLEAR YOU DIRTY PERVERT!” again he heard her scream the last words out.

“Sorry, sorry, sorry Miss Jane, sorry, sorry,” Nick sobbed out the words while coughing and fighting to regain some kind of self-control of his body. He tried to focus his vision on the boots in front of him as his pain riddle body lay in the dirt before her,

“Get back to work you filthy cunt,” Nick heard the voice and the sound of heels clicking away towards the house. Nick started to vomit as the woman walked away leaving him in agony, he felt his balls were now no more than two oval sacks of agonising bruises.


Chapter 7

Ownership

It had been about an hour ago that the incident had taken place with Jane. The pain she had caused had eased but was far from gone. Nick felt the constant ache in his balls, they were also very painful to the touch and looked bruised. To add to that a painful bruise had formed on his chest from the kick she had also given him there. Nick had fought through the pain and continued to work, but he felt sick and a little angry. He couldn’t believe the beating the beautiful young woman had given him, it didn’t feel fair that she had done that to him. Yet there was another strange feeling that Nick had, he felt happy that he had confessed to her and had been punished for what he had done. He knew that he had offended her and now she had dealt with him, even if that was in what he thought of as a cruel and extreme way. The one thing Nick did understand was that he would fear her now, he knew just how callous the beautiful and sexy young woman could be. He also knew just what she thought about him and still felt the humiliation of the names she had called him. The pain Nick felt had slowed his progress down in the garden, but still his painful and aching body which was now covered in sweat and dirt worked as hard as it could. He knew he would not come here again and just wanted to end this day without feeling more pain.

Nick heard the car pulling up in the drive and then the sound of heels clicking along the garden path towards the house. Nick knew by the flat-sounding heels that it was Fiona who had returned. He decided to keep his head down and not look at her, he didn’t want her to think he was not working hard. Nick felt the fear running through him of knowing he had not yet finished the garden, the pain his body felt thanks to Jane had really slowed his progress. He had a feeling that Fiona would not let him leave here until the work was done which brought tears to his eyes, he wanted to get out of here, he just wanted to go home and call his Mistress. Nick tried to put all his effort into pulling the weeds from the ground, he was thirsty and still had dirt in his mouth but had not dared to get any water as he worked like a slave.

He had no idea what the time was, only that the light was fading now. He had worked the entire day, the lighting in the garden had suddenly come on and he wondered if it was on a timer system.

“Come here.” Fiona’s words came without warning, he had no idea that anyone was in the garden with him. Nick turned his head and saw Fiona was sitting back at the garden table with a glass of wine. He forced his body to get up from its knees, and he let out a yelp of pain as he did. He knew there was now more humiliation to follow, but he felt his day here was coming to an end and he would finally get out of here. As Nick walked towards the table he saw that Fiona was back in her baggy jeans, her feet only wore black socks so he understood why he had not heard her coming back out of the house.  Nick kept his head lowered as he approached her, he did not want to show her any kind of disrespect. He thought about the way his balls felt so heavy and painful as they hung below him and knew he was not walking normally.  When he finally stood by her side he looked down at the table and he saw his phone there, but what was next to it made his blood run cold, he looked down at the black leather collar and padlock.

“What the fuck happened to you?” He heard the harsh voice of Fiona saying up to him. Nick slowly lifted his head to look at the woman’s face, she had that stern expression that she always did.

“Miss Jane punished me for the erection I had for her Mistress Fiona,” he heard the way his voice crackled as he spoke. Again the humiliation ran through him as his naked dirty body stood before the plain-looking woman sitting with her legs crossed now.

“You are a fucking mess,” she said and looked up at him with a disgusted look on her face.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” he replied with tears building in his eyes. Nick felt the tremble in his legs now, he just wanted to leave this place. As Fiona picked up her wine glass and took a sip he wondered if he should ask her if he could go home now, he also wondered where the sack with his clothing was, he could not see it by the table.

“You have a message on your phone, I want you to read it out to me,” again she had that straight and firm expression on her face as she spoke. “Well pick it up and read it out stupid,” he felt the belittlement in her words as she spoke to him.

“Sorry yes Mistress Fiona.” He hated calling her Mistress, she was not his Mistress he knew that. Nick forced his body to move and bent to pick up his phone, Once he was standing straight again he looked at the screen, his heart filled with joy on seeing he had a message from his real Mistress. “Hurry up Nikki I don’t have all night,” again came the arrogant-sounding words from the woman sitting in front of him.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” Nick's shaking words replied as he opened the long message. “Hello Nikki,” he started to read from the screen and immediately couldn’t understand why his Mistress called him Nikki. “I have some fantastic news for you. Today I had a meeting with the beautiful Fiona. After speaking to her I have decided she would make a wonderful Mistress to you, so I have decided to give you to her as a slave,” Nick paused as he read the words, he felt his body begin to shake.

“READ!” the shout came up from Fiona. Nick now felt the tears fall from his eyes, he couldn’t believe what he was reading, he felt like his world was falling apart.

“I know you will now put all the training I have given you into good practice as you finally have the chance to serve a real divine female. I am so proud of you and what you have achieved. I know you will not let me down. You have been given the chance to finally serve womankind, you have a wonderful life of useful service ahead of you now. You will now kneel and kiss the feet of your new owner and thank her for giving you this chance in life.” Nick's mind was spinning, for a moment he had forgotten about the pain his body was still riddled with. There was nothing divine about Fiona, he didn’t want to be her slave, yet his Mistress had given him to her. Again Nick thought about just running away.

“Well my feet are down there slave,” he looked up at the woman sitting in front of him and saw she was pointing towards her feet. Nick was confused, he didn’t know what to do, he had always obeyed his Mistresses every command. He knew he needed time to think, and he had to go along with this for now and call his Mistress later when he got home. Nick forced his body to fall to its knees and put his face to the sock-covered feet, as he kissed her toes he grovelled out his thanks in becoming Mistress Fiona's slave. Nick heard the little satisfying chuckle coming from above him as he continued to kiss the feet of Fiona, Nick hated what he was doing, he did not want to be this woman’s slave yet here he was thanking her for taking him.

“Kneel up slave,” the commanding voice above him said. Nick forced his painful body to kneel up and saw the way Fiona shuffled on her chair so that she was leaning forward, she had spread her legs so that he now knelt between them. “Up higher on your knees,” came the next command. Nick forced his body to lift up onto his knees, the pain in his body running through him as he looked up at the woman. He saw Fiona reach for the collar that was on the table and Nick's blood ran cold, he didn’t want her collar locked on him. He felt his body shake as the woman retrieved the leather collar, as she looked down at him she gave him a satisfying smile. He felt her finger above his head which pushed downwards, Nick lowered his head and felt the collar going around his throat, he didn’t know what to do and felt the panic growing inside of him. Then came the click as the collar was locked in place, suddenly Nick felt like an animal, one which was now owned and trapped. Nick had never had a collar locked onto him before, he remembered his Mistress saying that having one locked on was the greatest of gifts. She had told him that it would mean that he fully belonged to someone when it happened and it would be the proudest moment of any male's life. Fear and disbelief ran through Nick at now having Fiona’s collar locked onto him. Nick saw Fiona standing up as he still looked down at her feet.

“Come with me slave,” she said as she started to walk towards the house.

As Nick followed her he again looked up at how badly she was dressed. The jumper she wore was baggy and looked two sizes too big for her. Her backside looked big in the trousers that fitted her tightly at the top and hung loose at her ankles. As she walked he saw the ankle socks that were covering her feet, he could not believe she had taken him as her slave, this was not the woman he had dreamt of being a slave to. He followed her past the back door to the house as she walked up to the side gate with the barbed wire above which he could not get past when he was here to clean the windows. As she took a key from her pocket and started to unlock the wooden gate Nick felt she was going to now make him clean the windows he had missed on his last visit. Again his blood ran cold, all he wanted to do was to leave and not be given more work to do.

As the gate opened Nick looked down the alley that ran down the side of the house. It was a narrow space and a high wall ran along the side of it, overgrown trees from the next property hung over the wall giving a feel that the passageway had a roof. Nick saw that the passageway did not run the entire length of the house as he thought it would, instead half way down he saw another door, this one looked like it was made with steel. As Nick followed the woman in front of him he saw what looked like metal rings attached to the wall of the house, it looked like something that a horse would be tied to, and he wondered why they were there. The sound of bolts being slid made Nick look back towards the steel door, he saw Fiona sliding the two bolts open which held the door in place. He saw the dark space as Fiona opened the heavy-looking door and a panic ran through him. He stood and watched as she reached for a light switch which was to the side and outside of the door, the small space behind the open door then suddenly filled with light. Fiona then stepped into the room which now looked like a cell to Nick from where he stood.

“Come Nikki,” she called out as she entered the room. Nick took a few steps forward and again his blood ran cold. The room which was made of brick had a stone floor, he suddenly felt cold as he stepped in. Half the small space had been caged off, and a door made with steel bars with a padlock separated the two parts of the room. Nick first looked into the cage section of the room, he saw the wooden bunk that was attached to the wall, and a folded blanket that looked like it was made of horse hair sitting on it. There were a couple of rings like the ones he saw in the passageway that were attached to the walls and floor of the caged area.  As Fiona began to unlock the cage door Nick looked around the rest of the small space, he saw a couple of riding crops, canes, and a wooden spanker hanging from the wall on hooks. The shelving contained various leather items and other things that Nick could not see properly from where he stood. Again Nick saw the strange rings attached to the brick walls. But the thing which caught Nick’s eye the most was the porcelain urn that sat on a shelf on its own, he saw the small wooden plaque attached to it, there was one word written on it, ‘Paul.’ Nick looked back toward Fiona as he heard her giggle, she was now looking back at him as she held the cage door open.

“Yeap Paul lives in here also,” she chuckled as she spoke. Nick felt the tremble running through his body, he knew she meant that his ashes were in the urn. “Get in,” again her arrogant voice filled the room. Nick felt the tightness of the collar around his neck and suddenly felt helpless as he looked into the cage. He didn’t want to go in there, this whole thing felt like a prison which he would be secured into. He thought about the room and the steel door, then the wooden gate with the barbed wire.

“Please no Mistress Fiona,” he said the words without meaning to as again the panic built up inside of him.

“IN!” she screamed at him. Nick felt his body tremble and his face again burned in redness. He took a few steps past Fiona and stepped into the caged area, the door to the cage banged shut behind him. He helplessly watched as she secured the door closed with the heavy-looking padlock.

“We will start your training tomorrow, sleep well slave,” was all she said as she turned and walked away. The bang of the steel outer door being slammed shut made Nick jump, and then the sound of the bolts locking it in place came. Nick felt the horror of being trapped in here, he looked up towards the urn of Paul and then suddenly there was pitch blackness as Fiona turned off the light from outside. That was followed by silence, a deadly horrible silence, and blackness filled the windowless space in which he was now confined.

“Please no, please let me out!” Nick called out in panic, but silence was the only reply he got.

It took some minutes before Nick was able to compose himself again, he still felt the horror of being put in here like some dangerous animal that needed containing. He knew he was trapped by three locked doors and the cage that now surrounded him. Again he felt the tightness of the collar locked around his throat, he put his hands up to it and cried. He felt himself shiver and wasn’t sure if that was because of the cold he felt in here, or because of the horror he felt at being put into the confined dark space in which he knew he was now trapped in. The pains of his body seemed to now return. He felt the ache that was still in his balls, along with that there was the pain his chest felt and all from the kicks the beautiful Jane had decided to give to him. His body was also aching from the long hours he spent on his knees pulling weeds from the ground. Again Nick felt another panic attack coming on as he stood there in the darkness, he didn’t understand what was happening to him now or how he had allowed this to happen. He felt sick but knew he had nothing else to vomit out, he had vomited that badly after the kicking Jane had given him. Nick again felt the dirt in his mouth, his mind telling him he was both hungry and thirsty. He remembered the bunk and felt his way towards it in the blackness.

As Nick lay on the uncomfortable wooden bunk with the itchy heavy blanket over his naked and abused body he began to think. At first his mind was spinning at a thousand miles per hour, but he slowly regained control of it and slowed his thoughts down. His mind now worked through the events that led him here, he knew that his Mistress never really owned him, there was no such thing as human ownership. He had only allowed his Mistress to control him over the years, so she could not really give him away. He knew he couldn’t be kept here legally by Fiona, but then something else hit Nick. He knew for his whole life that he had never felt free and he now questioned if he had ever actually been free, his inner calling had always trapped or imprisoned him to women in some way or the other. Now those inner feelings were replaced by the bars of the cage and locked doors that held him in this room. He knew he would allow his beautiful Mistress to do anything she wanted to him, and he knew she had every right to give him away if she chose to. A helpless and confused feeling ran through Nick. He had always known he was inferior to women, and that was all women whom he knew included Fiona, he hated the way he was, but he knew what his inner calling had always been. To Nick female superiority was not a game, it was a deep-down belief within the depths of his soul. He knew he may not like Fiona, she may not be what he thought a woman should be, but she was still a woman and therefore his superior. Again Nick felt the confusion within him. He wanted a woman to have control of him, he wanted to be confined like he was now and to work the way he had done today for that woman. It was just he did not want Fiona to be her, but as a woman she was his natural superior, he had been given to her, and her collar was now locked around his neck. His mind went onto Jane, she had hurt him so much today, he still felt the pain she had given him, he felt petrified when he thought of her. Jane was gorgeous in every way, but he knew he didn’t want to serve her and yet she was perfect. His mind spun to understand why he did not want this, but he knew why, it was because this was no longer a game, this was now different, and the pain she gave him today was very real. Until this point in his life Nick was able to turn this game on and off, he had some control, but now he felt that the control had been taken away. Suddenly he had become a slave and a slave to women that he dreaded and feared, he did not want to serve like this. Something told Nick the game he played had now ended, this had suddenly become very real life. Nick put his hand to the plastic that covered his cock, he felt it try to grow as he thought about things, but then felt the pain that the small tubed that encased and entrapped it caused. He wanted to cum, he knew then he would be able to think straight about things, but the pain quickly became too unbearable and he moved his hand. Nick knew he was at a crossroads in his life now. He had to choose to escape this or to live the life he had dreamt of living his whole life, a life of slavery to a woman. Nick knew his deepest belief would win the battle going on in his mind, he knew he belonged to Mistress Fiona now and she could do whatever she liked with him. Tears filled Nick's eyes as he knew he had no choice in this, he was never free and never would be. It was his calling in life to serve womankind and he knew he had no real choice who he would serve, the choice was never his to make, and he knew that now and fully accepted it. He now belonged to Fiona and the reason why was not his business. In Nick’s mind he accepted that fact, he would serve her well until she and only she decided he would move on.


Chapter 8

Learning his place

Fiona

Fiona had been pleasantly surprised when she walked into the cell, Nikki had quickly got up from the wooden bunk and fell to his knees. She liked the way he looked through the bars and down towards the floor in front of her feet, again she smiled at how easy it had been to enslave him so far. Today she would begin his training, she would turn this wreck of a man into something useful and fun to have in her life.

“Did you sleep well slave?” she asked while looking down at his kneeling, dirty, and bruised body.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” came his low and meek reply. She full well knew he did not sleep well in this uncomfortable and cold cell, she had designed it to be a horrid place. Still she smiled as she looked down at him, it was a good sign that he never complained. Fiona unlocked the door to the cage, Nikki never moved as she opened the door.

“Follow,” she said and walked out of the room. Fiona never had to look back as she walked into the passageway that ran down the side of her house, she knew he was obediently following her. Halfway down the passageway she stopped and lent back on the wall which separated her property from the next. As she put one of her feet flat against the wall she pointed to the hose pipe which was above a drain, a bar of soap lay on the top of the drain cover.

“Wash that muck off you,” she put on a harsh tone of voice as she spoke. It was a warm morning but she knew the water coming out of the hose would be freezing, this was something she enjoyed watching Paul do.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” again came the meek reply. Fiona wasn’t sure what it was but she saw and heard in his voice that something had changed in Nikki, she would get to the bottom of that later. Fiona watched as Nikki picked up the soap bar and turned on the tap, she smiled at what she knew was to follow. Fiona couldn’t help but to give a little chuckle as she heard the scream of shock coming from Nikki as the freezing water hit his naked body, she saw how already he was shivering.

“Use the soap, get that filth off of you!” she called out while again giggling. It had been a while since Fiona had watched this spectacle and like before it amused her.

Fiona had left Nikki standing in the normal position of having his hands on his head and legs spread on the patio by the back doors. She would leave him there to drip dry while she prepared herself for the day, she had to meet a few friends in a couple of hours at one of the many clubs she was a member of. This club being one of the posher establishments that she was a member of meant she would make an effort in her appearance, which was not something she could normally be bothered doing.  Fiona had selected one of her few dresses to wear for the occasion, it was a red dress that finished below the knee. She decided to wear some black opaque tights to add to the more refined look that she wanted to portray, low chunky heeled shoes finished the look. Fiona applied a little black mascara and eyeliner, she hated the feeling of make-up covering her face so had stopped at that. Fiona had joined the yachting club a couple of years back, but she never did it because she enjoyed the sea, in fact she had never done any of that sailing stuff. The club was just about keeping in with the right people, she loved knowing and being known in the higher echelons of society. Fiona had money, not only did she have a very well-paid job but her parents were also very rich and ensured her bank account never had less than a hundred thousand pounds sitting in it.

Fiona decided to have another morning coffee before leaving, once she had it made she headed out into the garden to enjoy it while sitting in the morning sunshine. As she relaxed she looked over at the naked man standing with his hands on his head, she decided it was time to put him in some more fear of her.

Nick

When Fiona walked out of the back door Nick was a little taken aback, it was the first time he had ever seen her wearing a dress or any kind of make-up. He had seen how her eyes looked really sexy with the black make-up, bringing her beautiful eyes out on her face, he wondered why she wore no other make-up and was sure she could look really attractive if she did. The dress she wore fitted her a little tightly and it was clear to see just how overweight she was, but her large nice looking breast that pushed the dress out at the chest did catch his eye. Nick quickly lowered his gaze to her legs and feet, again he had never seen Fiona wear anything but trousers and socks, her legs looked nice in the tights, still the low chunky heels did spoil her look a little he felt. Nick wondered if she had made a bit of an effort to dress because of him. Fiona walked by him paying him no attention whatsoever, again that belittling feeling ran through Nick as he remained standing in the awkward and uncomfortable position. He knew he had been there for a time now, the heat from the morning sun had warmed his freezing body up. He still found it hard that he had been made to wash himself under the freezing water and all while the woman stood to the side and giggled at his suffering, he had found that not only humiliating but also an inhumane thing to make him do.

“COME HERE SLAVE!” He heard her shout and hated the way she called him slave, but knew that was just how she saw him, he knew he was now a slave that she could bully and have work for her. Nick knew that was also what he now was, he had resigned himself to it last night. Still he hoped she would soon send him home, he needed to rest after the cold sleepless night he had spent in her cell which he still found hard to believe that she had made him do. Nick hurried over to Fiona who again sat at the table, he now saw how three more chairs had been added around the table, of course he now never thought about sitting on one. Nick again stood with his legs apart and hands on his head, it was strange how on seeing her dressed the way she was now made Nick feel different about her. He still didn’t like her, but at least she had made a small effort to look like a woman he thought. Fiona had pulled her chair back from the table a little and was facing Nick, as she crossed her legs the bottom of her dress lifted slightly showing more of her nice-looking legs. Nick felt the way his cock again grew slightly in the cage as he faced downwards with his still aching balls dangling below him.

“Ouch,” Fiona said while giving a little chuckle. As she did she pointed the toe of her raised shoe towards Nick's balls. “Those bollocks must hurt,” again Nick heard in her voice the amusement which the sight of his balls gave her.

“Yes they do Mistress Fiona,” his reply was soft.

“You so deserved that for offending Jane, you know that don’t you?” Now Fiona’s voice had that normal hint of arrogance to it.

“Yes Mistress Fiona, I do know,” Nick replied. For a moment Nick thought about Fiona’s words, he had never thought about his attempted erection offending Jane. He knew erections were wrong unless authorised but he never intended to offend any woman by them. Until then he thought that Jane had kicked him just to be mean.

“Kneel,” Nick immediately made his still painful, and stiff body drop to his knees upon hearing her command. He kept his gaze looking down towards her shoes. He saw her leg move and suddenly her foot slowly approached his face. He felt the toe of her shoe under his chin pressing upwards, Nick raised his head as her foot pushed it up, and he saw the half smile on her face. She moved her leg back and reached for her coffee cup. Nick was only now able to have a good look at her eyes, the black mascara she wore had made them really look sexy, but that had also made her face look that much stricter. For some reason as he knelt there in front of this nicely dressed woman he felt the sudden humiliation of being naked running through him, it was strange as he had been naked in her presence since yesterday. Again Nick felt the collar round his neck and remembered he was kept in a cage overnight, he knew the power this woman had over him.

“So Nikki I sense a change in you today, tell me all about it slave,” her conceited voice sounded as she replaced the cup on the table. Nick knew what she had meant by the change he felt, it was not only because she had dressed like a woman today, but it was more about the decision he had made last night while locked away. Again Nick felt the embarrassment of knowing that while he knelt naked at her feet that he now had to tell her about his inner thoughts.

“Mistress Fiona, it took me a while to fully understand that I belong to you now,” he spoke softly again while looking up at her. He saw the way she dropped her head to one side and gave him a blank look, he knew she wanted to hear more by that. “Mistress Fiona you are a divine female and have every right to take me and do as you choose with me, you are and have always been my superior,” he added softly.

“I suppose seeing me in a dress and tights helped you in deciding that,” she said going back to her normal arrogant tone of voice. 

“Mistress Fiona you do look wonderful today, but to be honest it was last night while in the cell that I really decided,” Nick felt the tremble in his body now as he spoke.

“What? Decided that you had to serve me,” she said sharply down at him.

“Yes Mistress Fiona.” Nick heard the nerves in his voice as he spoke. The sound of her voice and the look on Fiona’s face told him she wasn’t happy with what he had said. For a moment her now stern face looked down at him.

“You think you had a choice, you think because I do not dress the way your little pee-size brain says a woman should gives you some right not to serve me. Who the fuck do you think you are you piece of shit?” Her words sounded angry and again Nick’s body trembled in fear.

“Please Mis,” he was interrupted by her shout.

“SHUT UP I DON’T WANT TO HEAR YOUR PATHETIC VOICE. GO CLEAN THE WINDOWS THAT YOU MISSED AND THEN GET ON WITH MY GARDEN!” Again the stern and angry voice came down at him. Nick felt his body shaking at the way she had suddenly become angry, again he knew how much he didn’t want to serve this woman. “FUCKING GET OUT OF MY SIGHT SLAVE!” she yelled down at him.  The shout made Nick jump and he forced his body to get up from its knees, as he ran back towards the side passageway he didn’t see the big smile on Fiona’s face.

As Nick stood high on the ladder he still felt his body shaking, his mind again spinning at what had happened with Fiona. He knew everything she had said was right, but there was more to it than that, he had decided that he would serve her because she was a woman and he knew he had no choice in that. How she had dressed today was not what made him reach that decision, he had decided that during the night before he had seen her in a dress. Nick wished he had now chosen better words when speaking to her, but he also knew it was too late to change what had happened. He felt both sick and scared at what had taken place and what was to follow. Again Nick knew he didn’t want to serve Fiona, but he also knew he had no choice and that he would, he really did hate her and knew she hated him which he felt hard to understand why. He had been nothing but obedient to her, and in return she had constantly belittled him and treated him no better than an animal. Nick felt the tears running down his face as he forced his naked body to work hard while cleaning her dirty windows.

The last window was difficult to get to, the brick cell which Nick had been kept in last night got in the way of the ladder. He had to stretch his arm to reach the window. Nick was horrified as he looked down and saw the rest of the pathway beyond the cell, which continued to the gate that led onto the front drive. He saw the steel cage attached to the back of the cell's brick walls. It was a large cage, one in which the person inside could walk about in, the cage was completely empty. Nick found it hard to believe that this side of the house seemed to be like some prison.

“GET DOWN HERE PERVERT!” the shout had again nearly made Nick fall from the ladder. He had heard Fiona driving away and thought he was alone, but now he instantly recognised the voice of Miss Jane. Nick felt the terror running through him as he immediately started to climb down the ladder, his mind on the evil girl and the pain she had brought him yesterday. He knew she was a primary school teacher and for a moment he wondered why she was not at work, he then remembered it was Saturday today. As Nick's trembling body got to the ground he remembered how he had to greet her, he immediately dropped to his knees and kissed her bare feet. He had caught a glimpse of her as he did and saw she only wore a short pink nighty, he felt she had only recently gotten out of bed, still by what he saw of her face she again looked so beautiful.

“You don’t fucking learn do you?” he heard the rudeness in her voice as he stayed on his knees with his face just above her pink-painted toenails. Nick felt his body again shaking, he really now feared this woman who brought devastating pain without thought. Again he felt the tightness of the collar around his neck, again he felt so helpless as he heard her words which he didn’t really understand the meaning of, he never knew what she meant by not learning.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” his trembling voice said to her feet.

“Turn round and assume the position.” The arrogant voice said and Nick felt that sickening feeling deep in his belly at hearing them. The fear now ran through him, his body shaking worse than it had done only moments before. “NOW!” she screamed down at him. Nick forced his body to turn, he placed his face to the stone floor as he separated his legs, and he felt his aching balls dangling below him. He knew she was going to kick him again and had no idea why. He didn’t want her to kick him again, his balls couldn’t take it, he wanted to beg her not to but feared speaking. Tears ran down his face as he waited for the pain to come that he knew she had every right to give him. Again he felt helpless and small as his shaking body knelt openly in front of her.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were cleaning windows pervert,” her harsh voice spoke down at him. 

“Miss Jane sorry I never knew you were in,” he sobbed out his reply now understanding what he had done wrong. But he knew this wasn’t fair as Fiona had never given him the chance to tell Jane, he had not had the chance to go into the house, and he never knew Jane was at home.

“You trying to see me naked I suppose you fucking pervert,” again the nasty voice above him spoke.

“No please no I was cl,” the intense pain came without further warning as Jane's foot flew into his already swollen hanging balls. As the agonising pain ran through him he fell to the ground clutching the pain between his legs, as he gasped for air he saw the blurred figure walking away from him. He heard the sounds of agony coming out of his mouth and his world was spinning, he felt the way he was now gagging as he tried to be sick but his belly was empty having had nothing to eat for over a day now. As Nick curled up into the fetal position his body again thrashed on the stone floor, every part of him in sheer agony from the hard kick Jane had just delivered.  Still he gasp for air but he couldn’t suck it in as he screamed at the deep pain in his balls, belly, spine, and head.

It had taken Nick some time before the pain subsided enough for him to try to move. Still the deep pain in his balls and belly remained as he forced himself up to his knees and looked down at his very swollen balls that were a horrible purple colour. He felt again like he wanted to be sick as the pain ran through him, he lowered his face to the floor and cried. Nick knew Jane was a goddess to him in every sense of the word, she looked like one, she spoke like one but he also knew she was a cruel bitch who felt nothing at destroying his balls for something which was not his fault. Again Nick felt that helpless feeling going through him, he knew something was very different now. This was not like the game he played with his Mistress before, this was very real, and it scared Nick to his core. He didn’t like or want this, yet he knew he had to serve here, this was his destiny, and he knew he was helpless to change that. Slowly Nick forced his painful body to stand and climb the ladder to finish cleaning the window.

Nick thought about Jane as he worked, he hated and feared her in every way for what she had done to him, yet she was also perfect in every way, the thought confused him. Nick knew if he had never known the callousness of this young woman that he would have loved to become her slave, she looked so perfect just like a superior Goddess should look. Yet now he dreaded seeing her again, he felt terrified of this young woman. Fiona treated him badly but at least she never caused the terrifying and horrendous pain that her daughter did. Nick climbed down from the ladder and walked down the pathway to start the work on the weeds again, his painful balls hung below him, he knew he was not walking properly because of the pain he still felt.

As Nick walked past the open door at the back of the house he kept his gaze to the floor, he dared not look in, he desperately wanted to see the sexy-looking Jane again but he did not want to be in her company. His heart sank and he felt the fear when he heard the shout coming from inside the house.

“GET IN HERE PERVERT!”

Nick turned and hesitantly walked towards the open door, he knew he had no choice.

“Bullocks hurting,” he heard the cruel words and a giggle as he limped into the kitchen. Nick looked up towards the direction that the words came from, and just for a moment he froze, he felt completely stunned at the beautiful and sexy woman who was walking towards him. Jane had put on a short green dress, her legs covered in shiny black pantyhose, as she walked towards him he dropped to his knees. He then kissed the shoeless feet in front of him.

“Sorry yes Miss Jane,” he replied while looking at her feet. Again Nick couldn’t believe how sexy this woman looked, she was a true Goddess. He stared down at her pink toenails that showed through the black nylon that covered her feet.

“You only have to do that when you first greet me silly,” he heard the way her voice now sounded friendly and happy.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane,” again he spoke to the feet that were just in front of his face.

“Stand, “came the command. Nick quickly and painfully got to his feet, he kept his head bent forward and looked down at her perfect sexy legs.

“Stand correctly,” again came the nice but commanding-sounding voice. Nick immediately spread his legs and placed his hands on his head. Again the humiliation ran through him at the way his naked body had to now display itself in front of the young woman. He also felt the fear now running through him as his balls dangled between his spread legs, he waited for the pain he was sure that she would give him at any moment. Instead he saw her hand reach down and felt her gentle touch on his swollen balls, the feeling of her soft hand seemed to immediately ease some of the pain he was feeling, but still he trembled in fear as he knew how this woman could hurt him at any moment. Nick felt his cock grow in the plastic tube as she touched him, he willed it not to, he knew that was why she had hurt him. He prayed she would not take offense to his swelling inside the tube, but waited for the pain that his stupid cock would now cause when she saw it. He felt how she continued to gently caress his painful balls, and all while his cock kept growing, now the pain of the tube pressing into his cock added to the hell he was going through. He again knew the agony would soon come from her kick as she moved her hand and took a step backward, he felt the panic building inside of him and he braced his body for the imminent pain, he wanted to fall to his knees and beg her not to kick him again.

“Your bollocks look so ugly hanging like that, they just look so heavy and disgusting, makes me want to kick them,” he heard her words and felt himself shaking in fear.

“Sorry Miss Jane, please don’t kick me again, please Miss Jane.” He felt so helpless as he replied to her and waited for her foot to crash into him and cause him agonising pain, the pain he didn’t want to feel. Again he felt sick to his core as he remained there with his legs spread.

“Where is your clothing?” again she asked but kept her voice sounding soft.

“Mistress Fiona took them away from me Miss Jane,” Nick felt the humiliation again as he spoke.

“Well I will not have you looking like that, those hanging bollocks really do make me feel sick.” Her voice sounded like she was smiling as she spoke but Nick still looked down at her legs and feet.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane.” He replied having no idea what she wanted him to wear, he had nothing else with him.

“Don’t move,” she said as she turned and walked away. Nick stretched his eyes up without moving his head and was just able to see her beautiful and sexy pantyhosed-covered legs leaving the room. Once she was gone he allowed his eyes to look around the kitchen. He didn’t allow his head to move as he did, he wanted to remain still for Jane, and she had ordered that. From what Nick saw he could see the kitchen had been replaced from when he was here last. Back then the kitchen was old and Paul had told him about his plans to get it replaced. It looked like a very modern and expensive kitchen had now been fitted. Nick heard the sound of footsteps above him, which brought his mind back to what Jane had meant. It was clear that she did not want to see him naked anymore, he wondered if she was looking for some of Paul's old clothing, or maybe she was searching for his own clothing which Fiona had put somewhere. All that Nick did know was he felt happy that he would again be able to cover himself up and have clothing to wear for when he was allowed to go home. He wondered and hoped that he would be allowed to leave here once the work was done, he was hungry and tired, and he also needed time to get things straight in his mind, he needed to be at home. For now, Nick remained standing still, he wanted to get this next bit over with and then get on with the work he had to do. He also knew that however nice Jane had sounded since he came into the house that at any moment she could make him feel pain, she had a real coldness about her and never seemed to care or think about the agony she could instantly cause. The lingering dull ache in Nick's balls reminded him of that, he still worried that she may have caused lasting damage to him.


Chapter 9

Training And Understanding

As Nick waited to finally get something to wear he thought about how he must look right now wearing just the leather collar and a chastity device. Again came that helpless feeling of total humiliation and belittlement, but he felt it differently now, in a surreal kind of way. Nick felt he had entered a dream state, nothing felt real for a moment. It was only the pains of his body telling him that this was reality, the soft footsteps brought Nick away from the trance-like state he had been in. He saw the soft flat leather shoes that now covered Jane’s feet as she approached, and a tremble of fear ran through him.

“Put these on perv,” again she spoke softly. As Nick glanced upwards he saw the dark tan tights being thrown at him. The soft nylon hit his body and then fell to the floor. Already in the few short hours since Nick had been out of the cell his body and mind had been through so much and now his humiliation was about to continue.

“Don’t keep me waiting, I’m not sure your bollocks will be able to take another kicking.” Nick heard the way she spoke those words, she was clearly finding this fun. But a feeling of horror ran through Nick as she said that, he knew his balls could not take another kick from this beautiful woman.

“Sorry yes Miss Jane,” he quickly replied with his own voice showing the fear he felt. As Jane stood there watching him Nick began to put the soft female leg coverings on, he felt the shame of what he was doing, and while doing it in front of this sexy woman who was half his age.

“Make sure the seam is nice and straight,” again she said as she watched him pull the tights up his legs.

“Yes Miss Jane,” the humiliated voice of Nick replied. Nick began to straighten the seam that ran between his legs.

“I want it running over your belly button and down along the centre of the chastity tube. Make sure it runs straight against your backside crack and up your back,” Nick heard the little giggle as she spoke.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick responded in the only way he could. Nick felt the shame as for the first time in his life he wore female clothing of any kind.

“Stand correctly,” she gave the command once he had the tights pulled up onto him. As Nick stood there again with his legs spread and hands on his head Jane walked around him, again he heard the giggle she gave as she inspected his body now in the tights. In moments she was standing just in front of him, and he felt her hand suddenly on his balls.

“Now remember, you may look tidier but the tights will not offer any protection to those bollocks, so don’t make me have to kick them again.” He now heard the arrogance in her voice and again the tremble of fear came.

“Yes Miss Jane,” the fear Nick felt showed in his voice. As she moved her hand and took a step back Nick felt the way the tights now helped his balls, instead of just dangling between his legs their weight had support.

“So have you been set any work for today?” As Jane spoke she took a few more steps away and sat on a chair. Nick saw the way she crossed her sexy legs which were displayed under her short dress, he willed his cock not to grow.

“Mistress Fiona said I had to continue with the garden Miss Jane,” again the humiliation he felt made him tremble.

“What have you got to do out there?” Nick saw the way Jane looked relaxed as she questioned him.

“Miss Jane I have to pull all the weeds up,” again his shameful voice replied. His words reminded him that he was here to work and to work hard for Fiona.

“Make sure you don’t ladder or dirty those tights. Well the weeds are not going to pull themselves out of the ground, fuck off,” again he heard the rudeness and arrogance of her voice.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane.” Nick quickly replied now happy to get away from Jane before she decided to hurt him. He turned and started to walk towards the door.

“STOP!” He heard her words and his blood ran cold. “COME HERE!” again the shout and a shiver of fear ran through Nick. Nick turned and walked up to the front of Jane, he glanced up at her face and saw she had a look of disapproval on her face.

“What do you think a sissy pervert should do when entering or leaving a lady's presence?” She again spoke with an arrogant tone. Nick felt his face again glowing red as she sat back looking up at him from her seated position. Nick's mind spun as he had no idea what she meant and what he was supposed to do.

“Kiss your feet Miss Jane,” he replied with the only thing he could think of.

“No, what do maids do stupid,” Jane said now giggling on seeing the questionable look he gave her as he answered her back.

“Curtsy Miss Jane,” Nick replied not believing that was what she wanted him to do now. 

“Well do it then sissy,” again came her arrogant and giggling-sounding comment. Nick felt the sheer embarrassment running through him as he gave her a curtsy or at least an attempt at one.

“What the fuck was that, bend those fucking legs and drop, hold your fucking back straight,” she now said angrily at him.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” Nick felt his face burning as he replied and again gave the sitting woman a curtsy.

“Better, now give me ten of those, and everyone had better be perfect or I’ll kick your balls until you can’t ever walk again,” she said with a little smile. Nick thought the humiliation that he could feel in this house couldn’t get any worse, but it did, and now it really ran through him as he gave ten painful curtsies to the sitting woman with the smug and satisfied look on her face.

“Now that you know how to curtsy make sure you always curtsy when you enter or leave any woman’s presence, am I clear slut?” Again he saw the look on Jane’s face, she had a stern look as she spoke.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick said never feeling as belittled and degraded as he now did.

“Well go do something useful slave,” she gave a dismissive wave of her hand. Nick immediately gave her another curtsy and hurried out into the garden with tears running from his eyes.

As Nick knelt down once again pilling up weeds he felt a confusion like he had never felt before. His mind was fully on Jane and what had happened this morning. He felt terrified of her, he hated that she made him wear tights and had taught him to curtsy. Yet something felt so right about it all. He felt how powerful she was over him, he remembered how she always looked like a Goddess and an incredibly sexy one at that. He liked the idea that she had given him some training and made him look and act the way she wanted. Something felt so right, he felt that finally he was in the service of a real woman. Nick felt the pain the tube again caused his cock as he thought about the sexy and beautiful young woman who had humiliated and hurt him so much this morning. He knew she had gone out now, he had heard her drive away and part of him couldn’t wait to see her again. He seemed to have suddenly put so much more effort into the work he was doing, as he felt he was doing it for Miss Jane now.

Fiona

Fiona saw the man on his knees still pulling the weeds out of the ground, she gave a smile seeing that he wore the pantyhose and knew Jane had done her thing this morning with him. The two had discussed where Fiona wanted to take Nikki, Jane had first thought it was a silly idea but had also found it funny and had agreed she would do her bit to help. Fiona decided to get changed before she continued with the work that Jane had started this morning with Nikki. Again she looked out at her garden and had to admit she was happy that he had almost finished the work she had set him, she knew there was still much other work that he had to do, in fact it was a never-ending list.

Fiona had been happy to get the pantyhose off her legs, she hated wearing them, especially in the summer. She had now slipped into a t-shirt and shorts, she added a pair of black ankle socks and her clogs for comfort. After removing her eye makeup she headed down to the kitchen to pour herself a glass of wine.  Fiona knew she drunk too much wine, but she did not have too many unhealthy habits and she had been good at the club today only drinking a soft drink with her lunch. Fiona thought about her morning out at the club, she loved to mix with these women of influence and knew they saw her as one of them. Maybe she didn’t dress like they did but her wealth ensured she sat at the top table. After deciding where they would like the club's money spent in the forthcoming year they had settled down to the wonderful lunch.

Fiona headed out to the garden with her glass and settled on the chair under the warm blue sky. She gave a smile as she looked at Nikki kneeling down pulling out the weeds in only his tights and leather collar, she was pleased that in only a day he had come on so well. As she took a sip of wine she decided it was time to further his education.

“Come here Nikki!” she called out in his direction.

Nick

Nick’s heart sank on hearing Fiona’s call, he had been working so hard that he never knew she was in the garden. He knew she had returned home some time ago, he had given her a discrete look as she walked into the house paying him no attention. If the humiliation of now being in tights was not bad enough he also knew he had to curtsy her now or face another kicking from Jane. Quickly Nick got up and rushed over to her, he saw the smile on her face as she watched him in the tights he wore. He felt sick as he stood in front of her while giving her a curtsy and heard her giggle. Nick felt his face turning a bright red. He also couldn’t believe how she had transformed herself from looking nice this morning to what he stood in front of now. She looked a mess, the silly socks and clogs on her feet looked like something he expected to see a woman wear in some run-down council estate, and the baggy shorts that came down to her knees looked equally as bad. He couldn’t believe how different she was from her daughter and his Mistress.

“When you curtsy I want to see your hands coming up to your waist level, move your arms away from your body with your palms held out. let me see you curtsy correctly now Nikki.” Nick felt his blood boiling as she spoke, he hated what he was about to do but knew he had no choice, this woman was now his Mistress.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he nervously replied as he dropped and curtsied the way he had just been instructed to. Nick felt the humiliation of what he was doing as he dropped like some sissy in front of the woman drinking wine who looked like some fisherman’s wife. As soon as Nick had curtsied he spread his legs and put his hands on his head, he saw the satisfying look Fiona gave him.

“Make certain you always curtsy correctly, the last thing I want is some scruffy slave not putting effort into what it does.” Again she spoke in her normal arrogant tone of voice, Nick heard the way she referred to a slave as it, and he again felt that belittling feeling in the pit of his belly. Nick was hoping she would now give him his clothing back and allow him to go home, he had enough of this and just needed to get away. He was also starving having not eaten since leaving home last, at least he had managed to drink some of the water he had washed himself with this morning.

“Kneel I hate looking up at men.” Again came that arrogant-sounding voice. As Nick dropped to his knees he again wondered if he wanted to serve this woman, he thought about what he had decided last night but knew it was hard to see Fiona as his Mistress. Nick looked down at her feet as he knelt on the patio floor, his body hurt from the work he had spent hours doing and his balls still ached from the kicks Jane had given him. Nick felt worn and knew he had to get away from here now. He knew he had worked hard for Fiona, all her windows now gleaming and her garden looked so much more clean and tidy without the weeds that were taking the large space over. He wanted to get dressed, he wanted to take off the silly tights that made his legs sweat and felt humiliating to wear. He also wanted the tight leather off of his neck which dug into his skin and now made him feel itchy.

“What size shoes do you take?” Nick felt Fiona looking down at him as she spoke. Nick had no idea why she wanted to know that.

“Size nine Mistress Fiona,” he replied with his face still looking down at the silly clogs on her feet. “Please Mistress Fiona may I go home now?” He added without really wanting to say it but just spoke out his thoughts. He heard the laughter coming from the woman above and slowly lifted his face to look up at her. He saw the sweet and sympathetic look she gave down at him.

“You are home slave,” she smiled as she spoke. Nick didn’t understand what she meant by that, and for a moment wanted to speak again but her words continued instead. “Nikki you have to get into that thick head of yours, you are now my slave, my property. You no longer have anywhere else to be except in my service. Are we clear slave?” Her face had now changed and her normal stern expression appeared again. Nick felt the sudden feeling of terror and confusion running through him at her words, he knew she was taking this too far now. As Nick's mind spun he remembered his Mistress had given him to Fiona, all the teachings his Mistress had given him about the Divine female came flooding back to him, and again he remembered his thoughts from the night in the cell. Nick knew he was no longer free, he knew this woman was right, he had just wished it weren’t her that he now knelt before.

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona,” he replied as his gaze again dropped to her feet.

“Now I know you like women in short skirts and stockings Nikki and I am going to help you with that.” He heard the tone of her voice now change but didn’t really understand what she meant, the thought that she was now going to dress differently ran through his head, He remembered how she had looked so different this morning, nearly like a real woman.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” his confused voice replied.

“Now you may visit the loo, you only ever use the outside one. Then wait for me by the back door, I expect your hungry as well.” Again her words came down at him. Nick knew he was both starving and needed to visit the toilet.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” he replied feeling grateful that she was finally going to allow him to meet some of his needs.

“Shoo,” he heard the sound and again felt the humiliation of being shooed away. Still he got up and gave her a curtsy before rushing off towards the outside toilet.

Nick had stood in his normal and stressful position for some time before Fiona had walked into the house not paying any attention to him. Not too long after he again felt helpless and totally humiliated as she returned with a metal dog bowl, she placed it on the floor outside of the back door.

“There you go puppy, now get down and clean that bowl for me,” She said in a friendly voice as she leaned back on the wall with the bowl in front of her feet. For a moment Nick looked down at what looked like dog food that was in the bowl, he felt sick and again couldn’t believe she was going to do this to him.

“You will eat that and eat it like a dog or I will punish you, NOW GET YOUR FACE DOWN THERE!” Fiona screamed the last words out at him. Nick immediately dropped to his knees and put his face to the bowl. The smell of the dog food made him heave, but he was starving and put his mouth to the brown jellified chunks of meat. He felt himself gagging and tried to just swallow what his mouth picked up, above him he heard the giggling.

Nick felt no better than an animal, the collar felt tight on his neck, his body only in tights and a chastity device.  Every part of him hurt and the deep ache in his balls that Jane had given him never seemed to fade. Fiona had taken the empty dog bowl into the house and just left him kneeling at the back door with his face to the stone ground. Nick felt sick, he couldn’t believe she had given him dog food and that he had eaten every bit of it. The horrible taste sat in his throat as he looked at the ground in front of his face and waited for his owner to return. Nick's mind again started going through the events of the day and the things that had happened to him, as he thought about it he felt his cock throbbing in its tube. He hated himself for the feeling he had, he really felt some kind of deep self-fulfillment, it had a spiritual feeling to it. He knew he was in the service of a female, he still wished it was another woman that he served, but that did not take away the fact that he was now where he had always been destined to be. He also knew he had needed a lot of the things that had happened to him today, the humiliation, belittlement, and pain that he had received all added to the feelings that ran through him now. Part of Nick was confused as he thought back about the day, he had enjoyed what he had been through, it felt right that he had been treated in this way and he hated himself for feeling that. Fiona’s words about this now being his home spun around his head, he wondered if she meant that, was he ever going to be allowed to leave here or did she really intend to keep him a slave in her home?  Nick was under no illusion, he knew his fate was now in Fiona’s and her daughter's hands, he was their slave, the slave of two women whom he feared yet respected and would obey.


Chapter 10

What Is A Slave

Nick had again spent the night in his cage in complete darkness. He had felt the cold worse than the night before, that was in part because Fiona had made him shower under the cold water with the tights on. She had then locked him up still wearing the wet leg cover, she had told him that they were never to come off him without permission. The darkness and silence of the night had frightened Nick, he thought about the vase just outside of the bars with the remains of his friend in. Nick wondered about Paul, had Paul known what his wife and daughter were like? It had always confused Nick how Paul was under the thumb of Fiona, now things were making sense. The blinding light suddenly filled the room, Nick instantly and painfully stood up as he heard the bolts on the outer door being unlocked.

As Fiona entered the cell Nick gave her a curtsy, he had glanced up and saw she only wore a knee-length white nighty and black socks. In one of her hands was a carrier bag, the other held a mug of steaming coffee which the aroma of filled the small room. Nick would have given anything for a mouthful of the coffee.

“Kneel,” Fiona gave the command as she sat on a wooden chair facing the caged area in which Nick was contained in, she had not yet unlocked the cage door. Nick dropped to his knees and looked through the bars down to the black socks, again he wondered how this woman who was dressed so badly could have so much power over him.

“Look up at me slave,” again came the command and Nick raised his face. Again he saw how plain her face looked, her hair not yet brushed after her night’s sleep. There was no doubt that this woman never cared about her appearance in front of Nick.

“So what does it mean to be a slave Nikki?” She said before taking a mouthful of her coffee while she looked down at him.

“It means I have to do as you say Mistress Fiona,” his soft voice replied.

“Nikki there is no I in being my slave. You, as you were before no longer exist,” Nick was a little confused at her words. “As my slave you are now an extension of myself, just like any part of my body is,” she said while giving a little chuckle. “You do as my mind wills, you do that without your own thought. It is just like my arms do as they move at my will. You don’t think, you don’t question, you just do.” Again he heard the arrogance in her voice as she spoke. Nick's mind was spinning again as she spoke and he tried to understand what she was saying. “You will suffer as my mind dictates, you will look and behave as I will it, your freedom of freethought does not exist, you are just an extension of me. Am I clear Nikki?” Her face had a smug look now as she again raised the cup to her mouth.

“I think so Mistress Fiona,” Nick replied feeling confused by her words. He knew he had to obey her but his mind did not really understand what she meant by him being an extension of her.

“Don’t worry Nikki you will understand fully, it may take some time,” she said giving him a little conceited smile. For a few moments she just sat there looking down at Nick while she drank her coffee. When Fiona had finished her coffee she put the cup to the floor next to the carrier bag and stood up. Nick watched as she made her way to the hanging instruments of pain that hung on the cell wall. He watched and felt sick as she selected the wooden spanker.

“Pain is a great teacher Nikki, don’t you agree?” He heard her words and felt a tremble of fear going through him.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” his fearful words replied. He knelt there feeling helpless as Fiona took a key from her nighty pocket and unlocked the door to the cage. Fiona still held the spanker as she turned her back on the still kneeling Nick, she looked to the chair which she had just got up from.

“Get out and bend over the chair Nikki,” she said without looking back at him. Nick felt helpless and sick, he knew she was going to hit him but couldn’t understand why. Nick also knew he had no choice as he forced his body to get up and rushed toward the chair Fiona was still facing. He bent over the chair feeling totally humiliated as she just stood and watched him. Nick knew he didn’t deserve this he had done nothing wrong.

“Up on your toes and reach right over, put your hands on the floor. Get that nice backside up in the air for me,” Nick saw how she pointed with her toe towards where she wanted his hands. He had to fully stretch himself over the chair to be in the position she wanted, from the corner of his eyes he saw how she walked behind him and he felt his body shake in fear.

“I want part of my body to feel pain Nikki,” he heard her say while standing behind him. He didn’t understand what she meant by that, why did she want to feel pain? There was a whooshing sound but no other warning as the spanker hit his backside hard, he felt the instant burning sting as the flat wooden instrument struck him through the tights that covered his backside. His body shuddered under the blow and he yelped out at the pain. Again the sound came and again he felt the sting as the wood crashed into his backside, now the pain ran deeper into him. With the exception of his body shuddering at the blow and the tremble of fear Nick kept his body still and bent. He felt the humiliation running through him as he held the position so she could hit him again, he had no idea why she had decided to hurt him.

“You see I am hurting part of myself now,” he heard her words and felt there was madness in them. He couldn’t understand what she meant by saying she was hurting herself. Nick braced himself as he again heard the spanker coming down, this time he screamed out, the pain his already hot painful bum had taken couldn’t take the blow, and he felt his head shooting upwards. His body shuddered violently under the heavy blow, he heard the giggle behind him.

“You see I feel no pain as part of my own body suffers,” came the words from behind him. “Do you feel my pains Nikki?” Again the whooshing sound came and again Nick screamed out as the agonising pain cut into his now burning backside. Tears fell from his eyes, he couldn’t believe she was doing this to him, he tried to think through the pain of what her words meant. Finally he did understand, she really thought he was part of her, again the sound came and again he screamed out, this time he raised his body off the chair.

“DOWN SLAVE!” came the scream from behind him. “I haven’t finished hurting myself yet,” she then added in a softer tone and one that he heard the excitement of her voice in.

Fiona

Fiona felt the wetness between her legs, his body was shaking uncontrollably. The red skin under the tanned tights glowed a bright red, she heard him crying. She lifted the wood above her head and again brought it down with all the force she could muster. Her reward instantly came as she heard the deep scream coming from the shuddering body below her. This time he stayed in position for her, he held himself bent over the chair as he waited for her to bring more agony down onto him. She smiled as she saw the abrasions now forming on the red skin below the tan tights.

“Please, please I do see it Mistress Fiona,” she heard the sobbing words below her as she again raised the spanker.

“What do you see slave?” she paused and waited for his reply.

“I am part of you Mistress, I am you Mistress. Please I beg you please,” Fiona smiled as he gasped out the words. She felt her own pussy throbbing now as she allowed the spanker to fly downwards again, she saw the way he tightened his backside just before the wood crashed down onto his skin covered by the now laddered tights. She smiled at the scream he gave as the ripples of his flesh flowed away from the area which the spanker had just flattened. She knew he now understood what he was and that pleased her. She placed the spanker down onto his bent back and allowed her hand to reach between her legs. She gently rubbed her wet pussy as she looked down at his red backside that radiated heat through the tan tights, she watched as the abrasions she had given him grew, she admired the deep red streaks of them as the colours deepened. Fiona bit her lip as she felt her own body tremble, she didn’t want him to know she was exploding, but she couldn’t help herself and let out a scream of delight as her body let go. She bent forward and placed her elbows onto the back of the bent man to steady herself as her body was flooded with a wonderful feeling. For a few moments she just rested herself allowing him to take her weight, her world was spinning, and she knew his pain had brought her that pleasure.

“Do you see how pain is a great teacher Nikki?” she said as she placed her open hand on the tights that covered the red burning backside. She felt the heat in her palm that came from the still trembling area.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” she heard that he was still crying as he sobbed out the words to her. She knew he really did understand now that he was no more than an extension of herself, that was a mistake she had made with Paul. She knew Paul never understood that, he felt he should be able to do the things he wanted to, and she would not make that same mistake with Nikki.

“Thank me correctly for your lesson Nikki,” Fiona said as she removed her hand from the burning red flesh and took a few steps backwards. She gave a smile as she watched Nikki struggling to get off the chair that he knelt over, it was clear to see he was in pain and confused, that was just the way she wanted him to be. It took him a few seconds before he was on his knees with his face at her feet, she felt his mouth kissing her toes that were below her socks as he grovelled out his thanks for the beating she had just given him. Fiona knew his education in being her slave had come on in bounds and leaps, soon he would learn a little more about what his life under her would be like. Fiona knew she would not spare the rod when it came to shaping Nikki, he was going to be the slave to her that Paul never was, how she now wished she had terminated Paul and bought Nikki into her life sooner. Again she smiled as she heard his pathetic grovelling and felt his lips still kissing her feet in thanks. His raised backside glowed through the tights, the abrasions a deep red that sat on top of the purple and pinkish bruising that the spanker had given him looked wonderful. Fiona felt satisfied and she knew that was down to bringing herself off, but also partly at the sight she saw at her feet now.

Nick

Nick’s mind was spinning as he kissed Fiona’s toes which were covered by the socks that he was sure she had slept in. He felt like his backside was on fire, right now the other pains in his body had faded, only the burning and stinging caused by the spanker seemed to remain. Nick was confused, but he had been confused since Fiona had taken him. He didn’t understand why she had hit him, he tried to fully understand what she had said to him about being part of her. The words she had spoken sounded like she was on some kind of power trip, they also sounded a little mad. He knew she had cum, he had heard the way she had stood over him while he was bent over the chair and played with herself. Now he was kissing her feet and thanking her for what she had done.

“You will toilet, shower, and then put these on,” Nick saw the way she moved one of her feet and tapped it at the carrier bag on the floor.  

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he sobbed out the words. As Fiona turned and walked away he saw the spring in her step as he raised his face from the floor.

“Be quick and wait by the back door when you are ready,” her words now sounded stern as she walked out of the cell door.

Nick felt his body shaking, he knew he was still in shock at the way she had beaten him. He still had no idea what she had really meant, his mind too confused by the way she had just treated him. Nick felt the pain as he sat and used the outside toilet, however, the cold porcelain did feel nice on his still-burning backside, but as soon as he sat on the bowl every other pain in his body seemed to return. He had run his hands over his rump and felt the way his skin burned and felt raised under the tights, now as he stood in front of the hose pipe in the passageway he again shook. He knew the water would be cold and knew that would help the burning, for a moment he thought about the tights and whether he should take them off to wash himself. He knew he could not do that, she had not permitted him to, and the fear he felt for Fiona ran through him. Again the tightness of the collar around his throat reminded him that he was no better than some animal who had been trained through fear. Nick felt the tears running down his face as he picked up the bar of soap and turned the cold water on.

Nick felt the wet tights clinging to his legs as he looked down at the bag on the floor of the cell. The only nice thing about wearing the tights was the cold dampness of them had eased the burning his backside felt. Nick now hoped the bag contained his clothing, maybe finally Fiona was going to allow him to go home, he had been here for two days now. He bent down and opened the bag and felt his head spinning again as he looked inside. Every time he felt things could get no worse Fiona and her daughter found another way to humiliate and belittle him. Nick picked up the dress and stared at it in disbelief, he couldn’t believe Fiona wanted him to wear this. The dress had a pink and white crisscross pattern to it, it looked like something a cleaning woman would wear. To add to his humiliation he also saw the woman’s black shoes, they had a two-inch thick heel and a buckle on the top, they looked ugly. Nick's mind was spinning at the thought of why she wanted to humiliate him in this way, but he knew he had no choice, he had to obey the woman.


Chapter 11

Conditioning

Fiona

Fiona had to giggle as she walked to the back door and saw Nikki give her a curtsy, he looked stupid in the oversized dress and his movement was unsteady in the heeled shoes. She knew by his red face that he felt the humiliation of being here looking like this in front of her. Fiona waited until Nikki had finished his curtsy and went back to standing with his hands on his head before she placed the dog bowl containing his breakfast on the stone floor. Fiona had decided that he should only eat dog food and any leftovers from her meals while he was in training. She knew that would also add to the feelings going through him, she wanted him to feel like a nothing, like some low and insignificant animal. She knew he would be easier to mould into what she wanted in that state of mind.

“Stupid you’re in a dress now, when you curtsy in a dress what do your hands do?” Fiona spoke in a stern voice as she looked at his lowered and confused-looking face. She saw the way Nikki’s mind must have been spinning at her question.

“Lift my dress Mistress Fiona,” he replied and she smiled at the way his voice sounded.

“Well do it,” she commanded while still having a big smile on her face. Again she saw how stupid he looked, the dress was at least a size too big for him, and she made a mental note that he was going to be a size eighteen. Fiona watched as Nikki moved this time lifting the sides of the dress up as he bent his legs and curtsied her again.

“Bring those arms right up at your sides, lift the dress higher. Do it again,” Fiona was trying not to laugh out loud as she watched his unsteady movement in the shoes as he again curtsied her. This time she saw how he lifted the dress almost to waist height, his legs in the laddered tights nicely displayed for her. Fiona knew she only had a few more days left to get Nikki trained, she would then have to go back to work in the city and would be away for three days. She did not want to leave him here with Jane without him being trained, she worried that Jane wouldn’t really have the time to continue training him in the way she did.

“Better, give me ten of those,” as Fiona spoke she leant on the door frame to watch.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he replied and again moved his stiff and uncomfortable body. She smiled at the way his movement showed the pain and stress it felt, she knew those feelings would only get worse for him.

“Be graceful in your movement slave, hide the pains of your body I really don’t want to see them,” she heard the way her words sounded so uncaring and stern. Fiona had not meant for them to come out sounding like that but was glad that they did. She saw how red his face was as he tried to move more smoothly. Again she smiled at the effort he was putting into this, she knew the spanker had done its work nicely this morning. She waited and watched for him to complete the ten curtsy’s, all while she felt her wetness grow in her panties. It had been a while since she had a man obey her like this, she felt the excitement of her control over him growing by the second. She wanted to move her hand down between her legs but knew she should wait, besides she did not want him knowing that he was causing her such excitement as that would make him feel useful. Finally he was again standing on his spread trembling legs with his hands on his head in front of her. Fiona looked him up and down, he really did look so pathetic in the oversize dress, torn tights, and ugly shoes, she again felt the throbbing in her pussy.

“You like seeing women in dresses with nice covered legs, don’t you slave?” She spoke softly now.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” his soft humble voice replied while he looked down towards her feet.

“So it’s only fair that you also should look like that, don’t you agree slave?” Again Fiona had a smile on her face as she looked up at the red face he couldn’t hide.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” now his voice had a clear shake to it. She knew he must have felt completely humiliated standing there like that, but with the exception of his trembling body and legs, he held himself still for her.

“You do understand that you belong to me?” She kept her voice soft as she spoke.

“Yes I really do Mistress Fiona,” again she smiled at the soft words.

“You may eat now my slave,” again she spoke while giving a smile he did not see with his lowered gaze looking at her feet.

“Thank you Mistress Fiona,” he replied and she watched as his body again moved while showing the pains it felt. For a moment she continued to watch as she leant on the frame of the door, he fell to his knees and put his face to the dog bowl at her feet, she had to again giggle as she heard the gagging sound coming from him as he ate the dog food. Fiona knew it was time to get ready for the day now, she still only wore the nighty and socks she had slept in, but before she got ready she knew she had an appointment with her vibrator.

Fiona felt a thousand times better now, she had cum twice today and the session with her vibrator had really blown her mind. Now showered and dressed she decided it was time for her second coffee of the day and would check through her emails. As she walked into the kitchen she saw Nikki again standing in the default position she had taught him, his body stood in stillness just outside of the back door. Fiona knew she would over the next few days have to let him into the house so he could start doing all the domestic chores, but for now she wasn’t ready to allow that. Fiona made her coffee and left the kitchen to head to her home office, she had ignored Nikki completely.

Nick

Nick had never felt so low and humiliated in his whole life, but he also in some strange way felt happy. He knew this was his destiny and he was finally doing what his mind had wanted for as long as he could remember. What scared Nick and took him by surprise was the way in which he was enslaved, he had always felt he would have some choice in who he served. Again his mind spun at how it had been Fiona who had taken him, she was the last person in the world that he wanted or thought would take him as a slave. Now he stood there in this humiliating and painful way as he again waited for her, he felt the tights that had dried on his legs and backside sticking to his skin, the humiliation of wearing the dress and shoes still made him tremble in shock and disbelief. His mind had still tried to fully work out what she had meant this morning by being part of her body, the pain of the spanking still burned as he thought about that. He had seen Fiona from the top of his lowered eyes when she came back into the kitchen to make herself a coffee, he saw the baggy t-shirt, the baggy horrible trousers that finished just under her knees, and the flat white lace-up plimsolls. Again he couldn’t believe this was the lady that had taken him. He thought about Jane and in a way longed to see her today, so far he had seen no sign of her. He did fear that girl so much, but the way she dressed and looked was the only thing that made him feel good. She was just such a Goddess in every way imaginable, and in a way the pain she could bring added to his feelings of reverence towards her. The thought of the kicks she gave him came flooding back and again he felt the tremble of fear running through him.

Nick had stood there for about an hour before he saw Fiona again, she went out into the garden again paying him no attention as she walked past him. Nick did drop and curtsy her as she came out but she had just ignored him, the feeling of lowness came with that. He knew she saw him as something of no importance which did not warrant acknowledgment on her part. Again Nick wondered why he was allowing himself to be treated in this way by this woman, he was under no illusion if he wanted to leave he could, there was nothing really stopping him right now. At night he was secured in the cell and behind bars, but now there was just an unlocked gate between him and freedom. Again Nick's mind spun as he watched her walking round her garden inspecting the work he had done. Nick remained standing still while feeling silly in the way he held his position in the clothing she had made him wear, Nick also knew that there were in fact many unseen bonds holding him here, they were invisible chains connected to his mind.

“Come here slave!” he heard her call out. Nick immediately rushed over to her and gave a curtsy. Again she never really acknowledged what he did, it was like she just expected that of him now. He saw she was looking down at the garden path, the path looked dirty and it was stained with green mould. He watched as she rubbed at a dirty stain with the bottom of her shoe, the stain never moved.

“Come,” she said as she started to walk the paths of her garden, Nick followed behind her. He looked up at her large backside in the horrible shorts that she wore, nothing about this woman looked sexy to Nick. Now and then she would suddenly stop and again use her foot to rub at a dirty mark on the ground.

“I have a jet wash but to be honest these paths need a good old-fashioned scrubbing. Don’t you agree?” He heard her words and knew what was coming, he couldn’t believe she was going to make him scrub the paths, he knew the jet wash would do the job just as well if not better. It would also save him hours of back-breaking work, Nick again felt so helpless.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he replied not daring to disagree with her.

“Your find some hard brushes and patio cleaner in the shed. Get on with it slave,” she spoke as she walked towards the house.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” Nick said as he curtsied her, he felt the helpless humiliation again as she had just given him hours of arduous work while showing complete indifference in her voice.  Again he felt the tightness of the collar around his neck, the simple leather strap reminded him that he belonged to this lady and it was her right to make him do whatever she wanted. Nick felt sick as he walked towards the shed to find the tools he would now need to carry out the mundane and painful task she had given him.

Nick had worked for hour after hour, he scrubbed at the green stains that had engraved themselves into the stone. His legs and back felt the agony of every move he made after spending so long on his hands and knees scrubbing. Nick thought about the jet wash in the shed that had sat next to the scrubbing brushes he now used. If he had been allowed to use that he knew this job would have ended hours ago, instead he was still only halfway through the task and his body hurt, it hurt really badly. Still Nick forced himself to carry on for the woman he did not want to serve but knew he must.

More hours went by, Nick knew it was now late afternoon or early evening, he had now spent most of the day working on all fours, and he had not seen Fiona again after she had set him the work and left. It was only now that he heard the sound of clicking heels. Nick painfully raised his head at the sound and again he froze at the beautiful goddess who he saw walking towards him. Jane wore a white fluffy jumper that made her beautifully made-up face radiate, the short black skirt showed the tops of her legs which were covered in black pantyhose, and the thigh-high suede boots with high heels covered the rest of her legs. Nick put his face to the ground and kissed the toe of each of her boots as she stood in front of him. For a moment there was silence as he felt her looking down at him, Nick felt the trembling of his body as he stayed knelt down with his face just above her boots.

“And what else do you do for a lady?” he heard the stern voice speaking down to him. Nick knew what she meant, he had to curtsy her.

“Sorry Miss Jane.” his voice showed the fear he felt. As Nick quickly started to lift his body for the first time in hours the sudden pain hit him. It was like a thousand cramps ran through him in one go, he screamed at the agony of it and fell to the floor clutching his back as he did.  Nick fought to breathe through the pain shooting through his body.

“I’m waiting sissy.” He heard the arrogant voice above him but his body was now just a shaking sack of pain, he wanted to get up to give this Goddess her curtsy but his body just painfully shook without control instead.

“You fucking useless disrespectful animal!” He heard her raised voice spitting the words down at him, he saw the kick coming but could not react to it. The pain from the hard kick ran through his chest, he again screamed out as the beautiful woman turned and walked away leaving him in the agony she had caused. Nick cried and begged for help as the pain the likes of he had never felt before ran through him. His body now punishing him for daring to try to stand after hours on his knees, and the hard kick Jane had given him felt like she had kicked him in the heart, he felt the pain just above it where her boot had landed. Again Nick found himself in the tight fetal position while rolling around the floor in sheer agony from the pain that Jane had decided he would feel.

It had taken time before Nick was able to kneel down again and continue the pointless work that he knew he had to do, every part of his body was in pain still. Now every move he made seemed to worsen the pain, he found it strange that he felt no hatred towards Jane for what she had done to him. Instead he felt ashamed that he had not been able to give her the simple curtsy that she deserved from him. He wanted to apologize to her, he knew it was his own fault that he had tried to stand so quickly to please her. He knew the kick she had given him showed how disappointed she had been in not having that curtsy. Nick felt the new added pain to his cock as he thought about the way the Goddess had been dressed, he wanted to worship this woman, she was so perfect. Part of Nick knew he did not actually belong to her however much he wished he did, he was the property of a very different lady. Nick again cried at the pain his helpless body was riddled in.

Nick had no idea that Fiona had gone out somewhere during the day, he knew Jane had left just after she had kicked him but did not see Fiona leave. He had seen Fiona return home from the corner of his eye as he knelt down scrubbing. She still wore the same horrible clothing, he saw she had carrier bags in her hand as she walked into the house paying him no attention. Nick knew before long she would call him or come over, so decided he would try to begin stretching out his painful body as he worked, the last thing he wanted was that pain again when he got up to curtsy. His whole body felt tight and sore from the many hours he had spent on his knees working today. He had scrubbed almost nonstop, the only break was when Jane had caused him that pain and he had to just kneel and wait for his body to recover from it. He knew that he never really recovered as everything still hurt so much, but the pain had subsided enough for him to continue working. Nick looked ahead at the one path he had left to clean, his heart sunk knowing that would take at least another hour to do. The sun was setting now and the garden lighting had come on which at least allowed him to see the stains that had to be removed. Nick continued with the horrible degrading work, he ensured he stretched his body out as he did.

“Come here!” it was about half an hour later that he heard Fiona’s shout coming from the back door. Nick carefully got to his feet hoping that his body would allow him to stand up. He felt the sharp pains running through him as he did, but his body did not attack him like it had done when he tried to stand for Jane, he knew the stretching over the last half an hour had helped. He heard his own heeled shoes now clicking on the path as he rushed towards the back door of the house. He saw the dog bowl on the ground by the door and felt sick at the thought of having to eat the food it contained, but for now he could not see Fiona so he stood in the position that she had taught him to and waited.

“Eat your food slave!” He heard the shout coming from somewhere inside the house.  

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” he replied not knowing if she would hear him or not. Again Nick fell to his knees and smelt the disgusting jellied meat that was meant for a dog, he forced his mouth into the bowl and again gagged as he took a mouthful. The tight collar around his neck made it hard to swallow the muck that was in his mouth, which in turn made the horrible taste linger. Again Nick wondered why he was allowing himself to be put through this, he felt like an animal and his whole body felt only pain. He just so wished he would be allowed to speak to his old Mistress again, he needed her advice, but he knew she had given him to Fiona. Nick felt the tears in his eyes as he licked the bowl clean, he knew those invisible chains would keep him here. Once the food was gone Nick again returned to the stressful standing position and waited, he heard the sound of a TV coming from within the house. The sweat that his body had dripped for most of the day had now dried under his dress and tights, he wanted to take the clothing off. The poor quality of material that the dress was made from made him feel itchy and the torn tights just felt horrible while sticking to his legs. Nick forced his aching and painful body to remain still, the last thing he wanted this evening was more punishment, his still hurting backside reminding him of that.

Any resemblance of daylight had now gone, Nick had no idea what the time was when Fiona appeared in front of him, she was still dressed the same way apart from that she now wore flip-flops on her feet. Nick quickly gave her a curtsy fighting the pain that his body protested in at the sudden movement.

“Come,” was all she said as she pushed him to one side. Nick followed behind her as she led him towards the back passageway, he thought she was now going to put him away for the night. In a way Nick felt grateful for that, his body had truly had enough today. Instead half way down the passageway she had stopped and pointed to one of the rings attached to the wall at about his neck height. 

“Face the wall, put your collar there,” he heard her command. Nick felt fear running through him as he obeyed her, he then felt her hands under his chin as she used something to attach the collar to the ring on the wall. “Put your hands behind your back Nikki,” the next command followed once his neck was stuck to the wall. There was a moment of pause and then he felt the way she pulled his wrists above each other, and then he felt the string bonding them in place. A panic ran through him, he wanted to talk but dared not speak, as he faced the wall he heard Fiona walking away.

Nick couldn’t believe the way Fiona had just left him here like this, his face pressed into the wall as the collar attached to the wall ring did not allow him to pull away. He felt so helpless with his hands tied behind his back, his back and legs now hurt so much from standing like he was after the suffering of the day. Nick wanted to turn his head to see if the side gate leading to the back garden was still open or not, but the darkness and wall ring holding him in place did not allow him to do that. Once again Nick found himself confused, he did not understand why Fiona had put him here like this, why she was making him suffer so much after everything he had been through already today. He felt the tears building up in his eyes as he was forced to stand in the darkness with his face pressed into a wall.

Fiona

Fiona relaxed while laying on her sofa watching the TV, the couple of quiz shows she wanted to see had now finished. She glanced at the clock and saw it was 8:30 already, again the day had gone by so quickly. She thought about getting up and putting Nikki into his cell, but at the moment she just felt too relaxed to get up. Besides Nikki had only been attached to the wall for a couple of hours so there was no rush. She would have put him in the cell after she had fed him but felt it was too early to let him relax back then. Fiona flicked through the channels trying to find something else to watch as she continued to lay on the comfortable sofa. Finding nothing that interested her Fiona decided she would force herself up and get a refill for her empty wine glass. Walking into the kitchen she gave a smile at the bags on the floor and felt excited knowing that Nikki would soon be in the things the bags contained. As she poured herself another glass of wine her mind again turned to Nikki, soon she wouldn’t have to pour her own drink she thought with a smile. Fiona headed back to the living room and flopped down on the sofa again while deciding to put the news on. Her legs ached a little from the shopping trip she had made earlier in the day, she found resting them on the small coffee table eased the ache some.

The sound of the front door opening bought Fiona out of her slumber, she knew she must have fallen asleep while relaxing on the sofa, again she glanced at the cock and saw two hours had gone by.

“Hi Mum,” Jane's voice sounded and Fiona smelt the alcohol from her daughter as she walked into the living room.

“I hope you didn’t drive home,” Fiona said as she again forced herself to sit up.

“No got a cab mum,” Jane replied with a chuckle as she walked into the room and fell into an armchair. Fiona smiled seeing that her daughter was feeling the worse for wear. “These fucking boots are killing me,” Jane added as she then lent forward and started to unzip the long side zipper of the thigh boots. Fiona couldn’t believe that Jane had worn the boots for the whole evening while at her end-of-term party. She knew her daughter was very unlike her when it came to their dress sense, Fiona dressed for comfort and never really gave too much of a dam at how she looked.

“So any plans for next week?” Fiona asked knowing her daughter had the following week off work.

“Not really thought about it, just want to get the next couple of days out the way first, but not going in until tomorrow afternoon thank god,” Jane said looking relieved.

“Oh, how come?” Fiona knew that the school term would not end until Thursday.

“The little brats have a sports day,” came the giggling reply. “Anyway how’s your day been?” Jane added now with her boots kicked off and her pantyhosed-covered legs tucked under her on the chair.

“Did a bit of shopping for Nikki and met up with Julie for a coffee in town,” Fiona replied.

“You’re really going through with that?” Jane said again while giving a little chuckle at what her mum had planned for her new slave.

“Oh yes, not ever going to make the mistakes I did with Paul again,” Fiona said and smiled at her daughter.

“Yes he was a lazy fuck towards the end,” Jane responded about her mother’s last slave. She did hate the way her mother had pretended that they were a happy family and that Paul was her father. “I take it you have locked it away for the night?”  Jane added now speaking about Nikki.

“No got to do it now before I go to bed, got him attached to the side of the house at the moment,” came the giggling reply from Fiona. Jane gave a little chuckle.

“You go to bed, I’ll sort it out before I do, it will do him good to wait there a little longer anyway,” Jane replied.

“All right, but don’t stay up too late honey, especially if your working tomorrow,” Fiona said now really feeling ready for bed. Jane settled down on the chair to watch a little TV and unwind as her mother headed up to her bedroom.


Chapter 12

Pain and humiliation

Nick hurt and he felt so helpless, he felt the way his legs trembled below him, again he couldn’t believe Fiona had just left him like this. It had seemed that he had stood there for many painful hours now and wondered if she was going to just leave him here for the whole night. What Fiona was doing to him felt unfair, he had been nothing but obedient to her. He wore the silly dress, tights, and heels without complaint, he had worked harder than he ever had in his life for her, and yet all she did was to make him suffer more and more. She must have known that his body was in agony from the physical work his day had been spent doing and the spanking she had given him this morning, yet still she attached him here like this without concern. Nick wanted to please Fiona, he wanted to make his old Mistress proud of him and he wanted to fulfil what he had dreamt of doing all his life, but Fiona was making it so difficult. Nick wondered how he could carry on, his body had been pushed to its limits and now he stood here again in agony, attached to a wall without being able to move. He knew it would be hard to continue to serve Fiona, the woman was an evil bitch that went out of her way to degrade and hurt him. Nick continued to stand facing the black wall in front of his face as the pains in his back and legs grew worse.

Without warning the bright light filled the black space that Nick stood in, Nick felt confused by the sudden and unexpected light. He wanted to turn his face to see what was happening but the collar never allowed that as it was attached to the wall too closely. Nick never heard any sound but suddenly he smelt the alcohol from behind him, he knew Fiona had a bit of a drinking problem. Paul had told him that and he also always saw her drinking plenty of wine, for a moment fear ran through Nick, he hoped that the woman wasn’t drunk as he was helpless to defend himself. Suddenly he felt the back of his dress being lifted and tucked up behind his bonded arms behind his back, Nick felt himself shaking in fear as the strong smell of alcohol filled the air around him.

“Why did you not look after your tights, why are they destroyed?” Nick's mind spun in terror at the sound of Jane's angry-sounding voice.

“Miss Jane sorry I ne.” The sudden sound of a cane cutting through the air was almost instantly followed by the deep stinging cut across his backside, it came without warning. The words Nick was speaking at the time turned into a scream of agony as the cane cut into his already beaten and tender backside.

“I FUCKING TOLD YOU TO LOOK AFTER THEM!” This time Jane screamed at the back of his head. Nick heard her scream but his mind was still on the pain that burned into his flesh. “YOU ARE FUCKING USELESS!” Again he heard the scream and again the cane cut through the air, this time landing across the back of his legs. Nick screamed out as it cut into his soft flesh, the burn, and sting made him bend his legs backwards at the knee. “HOLD STILL, PUSH YOUR BACKSIDE OUT!” Again the nasty angry scream came from behind him. Terror ran through Nick, he was gasping for air as the pain dug deep into him, he couldn’t believe this was happening, he wanted to beg her to stop but the only sounds coming from him were the deep cries of agony. “GET YOUR FUCKING BUM OUT NOW!” Again the terror overtook Nick and he pressed his face into the wall hard as he lifted himself onto his toes and forced his backside out as far as he could. He knew he would do anything to stop the pain she was giving him as he forced himself to obey her. Again he heard the cane cutting through the air, this time the strike landed on his pushed-out backside, he screamed out into the wall as the agony ran through him, he felt the tear in his already damaged skin, and the hot burning pain ran into his belly and up his spine.

“Please please please I beg you please mis,” his pleas were interrupted.

“GET YOUR FUCKING BACKSIDE OUT!” again he heard the angry scream. Without thought and in so much fear Nick's body obeyed the command, he was still screaming out in pain from the last cut as he did. Nick felt his face pressing hard into the wall as tears ran from his eyes, his world spinning now as he couldn't believe this was happening to him. Again he heard the cane cutting through the air behind him, he braced himself for the impending pain. The cane landed on the same spot as it had before, and the unbearable pain again cut into him, his face rubbed up against the wall as he screamed out in agony. His mind had become hazy now, he felt the disbelief at what was happening to him running through his mind. As his face pushed into the wall and through his screams he heard himself begging her to stop, for a moment there was silence as he waited for Jane to give him more pain. As Nick stood there he felt the fire burning into his flesh, he felt the way his backside shook in both agony and fear. Then without warning he felt Jane's soft hands unfasten the collar from the wall hook. As soon as Nick felt his neck was free he did not try to remain standing any longer, he allowed his aching legs below him to collapse. Nick fell heavily to the ground with his hands still tied behind his back, as he fell he caught a glimpse of Jane and saw she was dressed like she had been earlier today, but now she no longer wore the thigh-high boots. Nick’s face landed next to her feet which were covered in black nylon, without thought he moved his lips to her toes and began to kiss. As he kissed her feet he started to thank her for what she had just done to him, he also begged her for forgiveness. Nick knew that it was not his fault that the tights he wore were now torn, he had worn these for two days now, and all while he had worked and been beaten while wearing them. Still he knew the beautiful goddess that stood before him could not be wrong and that he must have deserved the beating she had just given him, which he now thanked her for. In Nick's mind any pain that this more than sexy woman decided he should feel was fair and just, she was everything that a divine female should be and deserved better from him. He felt as she squatted down and took a handful of his long hair, since leaving work Nick had allowed his hair to grow. Nick felt the pain as Jane again stood up, this time pulling at his hair as she did. As Nick got back up onto his knees Jane started to walk towards the cell pulling him behind her by his hair.

Nick lay in the darkness, he felt the cold as he had been unable to pull the blanket over him because Jane had not untied his hands before she left. Every part of Nick hurt, his backside was still on fire from the cane Jane had used on him, yet his cock grew as stiff as the plastic tube it was locked in allowed, he cried at that and his other pains as he lay on the hard wooden bunk. Nick's mind could not get away from how perfect Jane was, part of him wished he were normal, he wanted to hug and make love to her. Nick also knew that would never happen, he fully understood that he was far too low and insignificant for that to ever happen. She was a Goddess and he was just her mother’s slave who was dressed in woman’s clothing, more tears filled his eyes.

Fiona

Fiona was again happy to see Nikki standing and curtsying her as she walked into the cell. She did find it odd that he had kept his hands behind his back as he gave her the curtsy, her mind could not work out why he had done that and why his hands were not on his head as he stood now.

“Curtsy me correctly,” she said sharply at him. Fiona was a little upset that he had not done so in the first place, she had after all trained him in how to show her the correct respect.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona, my hands are still tied behind my back,” his weak and pathetic voice said as he looked down towards her feet covered in the trainers she wore. Fiona gave a little giggle at the reply finding it funny that Jane had not untied his hands last night. She looked him up and down through the bars, he really did look a state, his dress ruffled and tights torn, she expected that the shoes had been on him all night due to the bondage.

“Turn round,” Fiona gave the command intending to enter the cage area to untie him. As he did she saw the new deep welts across his backside and legs, again she had to give a little smile knowing Jane must have dished them out last night.

“Why did Jane punish you?” She spoke while freeing his hands.

“Mistress Fiona because my tights were torn,” she heard his choked-up voice reply. She had been surprised that Jane had taken so much interest in Nikki, with Paul she normally had just left him to it unless there was something specific she wanted. As soon as she freed Nikki's hands she saw the way he automatically placed them on his head as he stood still with his back to her, that did pleased her, he was definitely learning very quickly. Fiona pulled Nikki's dress high above his waist and for a few moments she looked down at his backside. She smiled at the mess, the bruising and abrasions she had given him yesterday morning now covered in the deep welts that Jane had added. As she still held up the dress her free hand reached down and she allowed it to run over the torn tights which covered the painful-looking multi-coloured skin below, she felt the roughness of the skin under her hand. As she pressed into one of the nicely formed welts he let out a little yelp which did make her chuckle.

“You need to take more care of your uniform Nikki,” Fiona spoke softly.

“Yes I am sorry Mistress Fiona,” she heard the way his voice sounded as if it was close to crying. Fiona had intended to give him another whacking this morning but she knew his backside would not be able to take that right now, so she would wait till later. She allowed his dress to drop and walked towards the door of the metal cell as she did she spoke without looking back at him.

“Shower, remove your dress and shoes first, once washed get dressed again then eat your breakfast Nikki,” She continued to walk out of the small room just hearing his reply as she left.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,”

Nick

Nick had again felt the humiliation and fear when Fiona had come into the cell this morning. Again he saw the baggy t-shirt and shorts, the black socks that went above her ankles, and white plimsole-like trainers, he had again felt sick that this lady owned him. He had prayed that while she was examining his backside that she would not tell him to bend over, he had the terrifying feeling that she was going to hit him again. He had felt the tremble of fear as he felt her painfully examining the work that her daughter had done on him last night. When she had gone he had allowed his hands to feel his own painful and still burning backside, the whole area was raised and rough and still felt hot. The cold water of the shower had eased it slightly, he couldn’t believe he had still not been allowed to take the torn tights off which smelt damp and stuck to the wounds of his skin.

Now having eaten the dog food Fiona had left by the back door Nick again stood with his hands on his head and legs spread, he was again in the dress and the shoes. He felt the leather collar locked around his neck, it was a feeling he could not get used to and so wished Fiona would remove it from him. The collar still made him feel like an animal. The dress which had soaked up the wetness of his skin after the shower was now starting to dry on him as he stood under the sun, the rough material felt horrible. The nasty taste of the dog food still sat in his throat while his backside hurt as the tights stuck to his skin. Yet despite all that he felt his cock throbbing in the small tube, he felt the added pain as the plastic stopped any further growth. However much Nick hated the way he was being mistreated, he knew the humiliation, fear, pain, and belittlement had bought him some sense of happiness and excitement. Something just felt so right about all of this, the only thing which he really hated was Fiona and the way she made no effort to look the way he thought the woman who put him through this should look. Yet as he thought about Fiona he was slowly understanding that her looks were actually adding to his own feelings of humiliation and servitude towards her. He knew the way she dressed was up to her and yet he would have to dress the way she wanted him to. Still, he wished she would sometimes look a little more like her daughter. Jane whom he was terrified of and who hurt him more than Fiona had made his suffering easier to swallow, and Nick knew that was because of her Goddess-like looks. As Nick stood there in deep thought with his cock refusing to stop its painful throbbing he had heard one of the cars in the front drive moving away, and he wondered which of the two ladies had left.

Nick was again left standing in the aching humiliating position as he waited to be told what he had to do next, he knew his freedom to think for himself had been taken away. He was beginning to think of himself as being more of a thing rather than a human being, he felt he had lost all control of his life. He knew his free movement was no longer permitted and that if he did now move without permission he would be punished. Nick felt the helplessness again sweeping over him, but strangely it was a feeling he liked and it was a feeling that he knew his body had longed for all his life. He wasn’t sure how long he had stood there before he heard the soft footsteps coming into the kitchen. Nick forced his eyes to the top of his head so that he could see inside the room without moving his head, two sudden and very opposite feelings went through him. He felt the sudden terror and also the wonderful feeling of being in a goddess's presence. He could only see Jane from the waist down, the short lacy nighty she wore showed off her gorgeous and sexy bare legs, he saw how she gracefully walked in her bare feet. All too soon she had walked out of his view and he heard the sounds as she made what he imagined was her morning coffee. Part of Nick wanted to ask her if he could make the coffee for her, he felt she should not have to do such a task and be served whatever she wanted, but Nick knew better than to speak or move without this perfect woman’s permission.

For a few minutes Nick had stood there while listening to the sounds of Jane in the kitchen, the feeling of humiliation running through him at knowing the way he looked. Again he felt the tightness of the collar around his throat, the feeling of the collar reminding him that he was a slave. As he stood there he also felt the throbbing of his still-stained and painful backside below the tights and dress. He knew before long the sexy, and beautiful but terrifying Jane would come to him and see him in this state, he felt that sickening and helpless feeling in the pit of his belly. Then he heard the soft footsteps walking towards him, with his head still bowed low he saw the sexy woman appear in front of him and he could smell the coffee that she held in her hands. Without thought Nick forced his stiff and painful body to curtsy, he then dropped to his knees and kissed each of the bare sexy feet that stood in front of him. Staying on his knees he looked down at the pink toenails of the woman.

“What are you doing slave?” her soft and arrogant voice said down at him after a few moments.

“Miss Jane I was left here by Mistress Fiona,” he spoke down to her feet. As Nick replied he felt his body trembling knowing this Goddess could bring him so much pain at her whim. 

“Don’t you think it’s respectful to look at me when you are speaking slave,” She spoke in that conceited voice.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” Nick heard the way his voice sounded nervous. Slowly he lifted his gaze away from her feet, he saw her incredibly sexy legs under the short gown that showed her gorgeous and perfect body. And then he was looking up at her beautiful and innocent-looking face that looked down at him. Again he was stunned by her beauty and this was a natural beauty as she wore no make-up, suddenly Nick felt the pain of the tube as his cock reacted to the goddess standing in front of him. For a moment Nick felt like all his dreams had become true as he knelt in front of this perfect woman who took a sip of her coffee as she looked down at him.

“I don’t like you idling slave, have you got any work to do?” she looked blankly down at him as she spoke. Now Nick fought the new pain as his cock pressed hard into the plastic.

“Miss Jane I have the garden paths to finish,” his weak reply came. There was a pause as she lifted the cup to her lips and again took another mouthful of the coffee.

“I thought you were doing that yesterday,” this time her voice had a slight sound of annoyance to it.

“Yes Miss Jane I did start them yesterday morning,” his voice now sounded nervous.

“So you spent the whole day doing it and you still didn’t finish them, why?” Nick heard the anger and confusion in her words and felt his body begin to tremble once again.

“Miss Jane there is only a little bit left to do, Mistress Fiona called me away before I could finish the work,” he couldn’t believe he was explaining to this goddess why he had not completed the scrubbing. He saw the way she looked down at him, she looked at him like he was dirt.

“No, you didn’t complete the work because your fucking lazy,” she spat the words down at him, and again Nick had that sickening feeling deep in his gut. He felt his body shaking at her words and at the way she looked down at him as she spoke. Nick felt helpless and wasn’t sure what he should say, he knew he had not stopped the hard work yesterday, and that his body still hurt from the nonstop agonising labour he had done. Nick also knew he couldn’t disagree with the goddess who looked down at him.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” he almost whispered the words out as his body felt the fear running through it.

“You will be sorry if I put a whip to your back slave, trust me on that you lazy cunt.” She spoke sternly now, and suddenly Nick felt the panic within him at her words. He knew this woman would hurt him so badly without thought, he had felt her pain time and time again and he knew this woman had no compassion whatsoever towards him. As Nick looked up at her he watched as she again took another mouthful of coffee while she contemplated what she would do with him. He felt sick and helpless as he knelt before her, he wanted to beg her not to hurt him but he stayed silent so as not to interrupt her thoughts.

“Get on with your work and when you finished restart it.” He felt relief at her words, she was not going to hit him again. Nick wanted to kiss her feet in thanks, but she gave him a disgusted look. “Well fuck off slave, get out of my sight,” again she spat the words out. Nick quickly got up and gave the woman watching him a curtsy before he hurried off to again start the back-breaking work.


Chapter 13

Milking and Degradation

Nick wasn’t too sure how long he had been working for, the only thing he knew for sure was his body hurt like never before and the sweat he was dripping was being soaked up by the dress and tights. He had begun cleaning the garden paths again when he saw Jane leaving the house, he really wanted to look up at her but forced his body to continue to work with his head lowered. He did manage to catch a glimpse of her as she walked towards the side garden gate, again by what he saw she looked so magnificent and perfect. The pink jumper seemed to form a halo round her, while her white trousers with a short spit running up the side showed her ankles and pink platformed shoes. He had to force himself to keep his head down as he just wanted to admire the beautiful woman, yet he was so afraid of this woman and the way she may react if she saw him stop working. As Nick heard her car drive away he suddenly felt so alone, he liked knowing she was about which he felt was strange as he feared her so much and knew just what she thought about him. Nick continued to scrub the paths that no longer needed cleaning, he felt both sick and happy that she had made him do this. He hated the mind-blowing and painful work but he felt happy as it was Jane who had tasked him to re-clean them and he was doing it for her now.

It had been a while since Nick had seen Fiona arriving home, like he did with Jane a few hours ago he kept his head lowered as she walked into the house paying him no attention. He felt that degrading feeling of being so insignificant to her that she had not bothered to glance in his direction. Nick knew he was coming to the end of his tether here, he wanted to go home. The stresses and pains his body now felt for these two women had reached the unbearable level, they had treated him worse than an animal. Yet Nick knew this was the life he had craved for so many years, the confusion of his feelings made his head spin as his mind went back to his Mistress's teachings of how all females were divine and his superior. As Nick scrubbed his mind worked through his growing confused feelings. He knew that the only person who was keeping him here was himself, the invisible chains that he had manifested in his head were his only bonds in keeping him from running away. He also knew if he did get up and leave that he may never have another chance to serve in this way again. 

“Come over here!” he heard the call. Nick had been so lost in the work and his thoughts that he had not heard Fiona enter the garden. He forced his painful and stiff body to get up from its knees, sharp pains in his back protested to the new movement that his body made. As he walked quickly towards the table where Fiona now sat he felt the pain of his heeled shoes with every step he took, he hated the way he looked and felt. He gave Fiona a curtsy when he arrived in front of her and automatically went into his default standing position. As he glanced down he saw the small white box on the table with a small key sitting above it, a glass of wine sat next to them. Nick looked down at the white plimsolls and silly black socks as he stood and waited.

“When did you last cum Nikki?” Fiona asked in a friendly voice. Nick’s mind spun at her words, it was the last thing he had expected her to ask him.

“About five weeks ago Mistress Fiona,” he replied still looking down at her feet and his nerves clearly showed in his voice.

“Strip, take everything off Nikki,” again she spoke in a kind and happy-sounding voice.

Fiona

Fiona knew men and she understood how they ticked. She Knew Nikki had been through a lot since she had taken him, he had worked hard, been hit in different ways, and kept locked in a cell. She was also fully aware that he had not been out of the chastity tube for five weeks, Margaret had told her that. Fiona knew she had to give Nikki something back, and she knew he would see it as a gift from her. Like any man Nikki could take so much before he snapped and she felt he had reached that point now. She picked up her glass and took a sip of the wine as she watched him peeling off the clothing from his sweaty body. She had to smile at how confused and frightened he looked as he did. Fiona also knew there was another reason for allowing him to cum, she again smiled as she looked at the white box on the table. Fiona had seen how his cock had filled the plastic tube that he had fitted to him, yet when it did the tube didn't seem to cause him enough pain. That was something Fiona did not like, the idea of a chastity device was to kill hard-on’s stone dead, yet Nikki could function while having a hard cock in the tube he wore. Fiona would rectify that problem today she thought with a smile, the problem she faced was that the new device would never fit onto his cock as it was now. She knew he had to be milked before she could lock it onto him, yet she knew Nikki would see the milking as a gift, she chuckled at the irony of that. She glanced up at Nikki as he now stood completely naked in his normal position, she saw the throbbing cock which again filled the space the tube gave. For a moment she wondered if she had been over-ambitious in the new tube that she would lock onto him, it was half the size of the one he wore now. She thought about the agony it would bring him but again smiled knowing he would finally learn to keep his cock small for her. Again her mind went to Paul and the freedom he had, she had made the mistake of allowing him an oversized chastity device which led to his thoughts about freedom, she knew she would have to control Nikki's cock so much better. As Fiona took a pair of latex gloves from her jeans pocket and slid them over her hands she again looked up at him. For a few more moments she just looked down and watched the tube throbbing as he stood with his hands on his head and legs wide apart, everything about him looked pathetic. The feeling of seeing him standing so helplessly for her did without question turn Fiona on, but she knew she would not use him to please her yet, not until she had transformed him into what she wanted. Fiona picked up the small key and leaned forward in her chair, slowly she unlocked the chastity device and saw the way Nikki's legs trembled as she did. She smiled as she yank the tube from the cock and heard the scream coming from him as it pulled his skin. Fiona knew what to expect as the horribly cut and bruised meat suddenly grew to double its length and throbbed in the empty air that now surrounded it.

“Control it Nikki, stop it from moving,” Fiona spoke with authority in her voice as she sat back in her chair and picked up her wine glass.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” his voice sounded shaky and nervous. Fiona took a sip of her wine as she saw the throbbing stop, she gave a smile at her control over the man. Again she allowed a few moments while she watched the desperation showing on his face before she rested her hand on the arm of the chair, with her palm upwards as she did.

“Put your cock in my hand Nikki, make sure it does not move,” Fiona said with half a smile on her face.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” came the very nervous reply. Fiona had to chuckle as she watched the way Nikki moved slightly to the side of her legs which she had spread out comfortably in front of her. He then had to bend his legs uncomfortably at the knee to lower his cock into her waiting open hand. Fiona looked down as she felt the heavy and now very swollen cock resting on her latex-covered hand, she had to again smile when she saw the way his legs trembled in both fear, anticipation, and discomfort.

“If that cock throbs in my hand I will punish you Nikki, you control it, Am I clear?”

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” now his words sounded like he was really struggling. Fiona couldn’t imagine how desperate he must have felt after being locked in the tube for the last five or six weeks as he now stood there with his cock in her hand. She knew this was a test, she wanted to ensure that he could keep control, Fiona needed to have this control over him under any circumstance. With her free hand she again picked up her wine glass and took a sip of the drink while she kept her other hand still. Nick continued to stand there with his legs bent and hands on his head, while his stiff lifeless cock rested on her hand. Without any warning Fiona clutched her hand around his cock, she heard the gasp coming from him as she squeezed it tightly in her hand, and she felt the immediate throbbing of the stiff meat. She quickly opened her hand again and looked down as the cock bounced in her open palm like a fish out of water.

“FUCKING CONTROL IT!” She screamed up at him in anger.

Nick

His body was trembling and sweat ran from every part of him, he looked down at his stiff cock jumping up and down on her latex-gloved hand. Her scream sent a shiver of terror through him and he willed his cock to sit still in her open hand. Then again she suddenly wrapped her hand around his cock, he felt how hard she squeezed it in her hand.

“DON’T FUCKING CUM WITHOUT MY PERMISSION!” Again she shouted up at him as her hand just held his cock tightly. Nick desperately wanted her to rub, he knew he was losing his fight to obey her. He still felt his cock pumping in her closed tight grip, he felt the pain and humiliation running through his shaking body. Nick's mind was spinning, it had been too long since his last cum and his body had been through too much. Now his cock had taken over, it controlled his body and thoughts as he felt himself pushing forwards into her hand. Nick knew he was seconds away from exploding as Fiona opened her hand yet again.

“Please Mistress please, please.” The desperate words came out from him, he wanted and needed her to close her hand again, he needed to feel that pressure around his now out-of-control cock. As he looked down at his cock he saw the way she cupped her palm around the head but did it without allowing her hand to touch him. Nick's body was now pushing back and forward rubbing his cock in her open hand, he gasped for air.

“DON’T CUM!” he heard her shout just as his cock exploded and fired its load into the gloved-covered hand. He desperately wanted her to rub him as he fought to keep his own hands on his head, he needed finishing, and her words made no sense to him. His body just tried to pump his cock onto her open and now filled creamy hand. He saw the way she sat back in her chair and lifted her leg, he then felt the hard push from her foot on his chest pushing him away from her.

“You disgusting filthy animal,” she spat the words out at him and he saw the look of pure disgust on her face. Nick's cock was still throbbing as yet more cum dripped out of it. The feeling of shame filled him as he looked down at her plimsolls, without thought he dropped to his knees and started to kiss the toes of the horrible-looking footwear. He wanted to thank her, for what she had allowed, he also wanted to beg her to give his not yet fully fulfilled cock more, instead he grovelled out his apology for cuming without her permission. Nick's mind was spinning as he knew he had cum without her allowing it, she had in fact told him not to cum, and his body shook as he continued to kiss the plastic shoes and beg her for forgiveness.

“Stand up you dirty animal,” he heard the words again being spat out down towards him.

Nick felt no better than an animal as his naked body stood in front of her, the only thing attached to him was the tight leather collar around his neck. He felt his face burning bright red and his body shaking, he also knew his cock was still dripping as he looked down at her chunky legs in the shorts.

“Are you proud of yourself?” He heard the way she said the words with repulsion showing in her voice.

“No, I am so sorry Mistress Fiona,” Nick sobbed out the words as humiliation ran through him. He looked down at the very unsexy black shocks and plimsolls as he spoke, he again couldn’t believe he was allowing this woman to do this to him.

“You are a pathetic excuse of a human being,” the words again were spoken with disgust. Nick wanted the ground to open and swallow him as he heard the belittling words, he felt sick with humiliation as he stood there looking down at her feet while his face burned a bright red.

“I’m sorry Mistress Fiona,” was the only words he could think of saying.

“Kneel and lick this fucking mess off my hand,” again she spat out the words. Nick looked up at her hand that still rested on the arm of the chair, he saw the goo that filled the latex glove. A sickening feeling ran through him, he didn’t want to do that and again he felt the helpless belittling feeling that ran through him in knowing that he had to obey her. As Nick dropped to his knees he moved his face towards Fiona’s open hand, he lowered his mouth to the cum and paused with his lips just above it. This was something he had never done before, his old Mistress had never made him do it as her lace gloves always soaked up his cum. He felt sick and helpless as he looked down at the goo that sat on the latex glove. “Come on, women eat cum all the time, now eat yours Nikki,” he heard the chuckle in her voice above him. He knew he had no choice in this and again his mind wondered at how all this had happened, how he had ended up the slave of this woman. “EAT IT!” the sudden scream made him jump. Nick put his mouth into her open hand and started to lick at the salty foul-tasting substance, he gagged as he took it into his mouth and swallowed.

Nick felt sick at what he had done, no part of him believing he had eaten his own cum from the palm of the lady as she sat there drinking wine. Nick's mind had spun as he obeyed her, he had never felt this belittled in his entire life and knew this had gone far beyond being any kind of game now. He felt he had no control over anything anymore, he had also thought things could get no worse, he knew he should have known better of this evil woman. Again he felt so powerless as he stood under the cold running water at the side of the house while she leaned on the wall watching him. He held the razor in his hand and felt himself shaking, again he looked at her in her oversized t-shirt, baggy shorts, and stupid lace-up plimsolls over her black socks, she looked a mess.

“Come on we haven’t got all day,” her arrogant and expected voice said out to him. Nick felt his hand shaking as he began to remove the hair from his body, again he felt sick and weak as he helplessly obeyed this woman. Nick felt his hair was the only resemblance of manhood that he had left after all the humiliation he had been put through, and now she was making him take that away from himself while she supervised. He saw the smug look she had as she watched him, he hated this woman so much and yet he obeyed her, his confused mind spinning at why he was allowing her to do this to him. Nick knew he had to obey this woman, he had been trained to obey women, yet this was not the woman he wanted to obey. His mind again went through the teachings of his Mistress and how she had told him again and again that all women were divine and his superior in every way. Nick felt sick as he removed his body hair and watched as the drain below his feet swallowed it up, he had never felt so naked as he did now as the woman leaning on the wall inspected him.

Again he found himself standing in front of her in just his collar, his unfilled and unrestrained cock was semi-erect as he stood with his hands on his head and legs spread. She had refilled her glass with wine as she again sat comfortably at the garden table while looking up at his now hairless and moisturized body. Nick felt the humiliation once again as he stood there never feeling this naked before, his skin feeling strange with its new smoothness. He looked down at the woman's feet, she only wore the black socks now having removed the awful-looking plimsolls when she went into the house for the wine refill. As she looked at him her fingernail tapped on the small white box that still sat on the tabletop, something scared Nick about what was inside that box, he knew it would be something that he didn’t like or want. Nick wondered when this would end and when she would allow him to go home, he was sure by now she must have come close to the end of her power trip. There was after all not much more she could do to belittle and humiliate him. He knew he had served his purpose now, her garden looked better than it had done for a long time, and the windows of her house were shining, everything done by his own hard work while he was constantly belittled and humiliated.

“I am still completely disgusted by your behaviour earlier Nikki,” he felt her looking up at him as she spoke and again his face felt the burning. “I really thought by what Margaret had told me that you had some semblance of self-control.” Nick felt sick by her words, he wasn’t sure what she expected after she took him out of chastity and tormented his cock in her hand.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” the humiliation flooded through him as his weak voice replied.

“Pathetic,” she again spoke in the most belittling way that she could. Nick felt small and completely embarrassed as he fought to hold his naked body still while standing in front of her. “It will never happen again. Do you understand me?” Her words sounded harsh and a tremble of fear ran down Nick’s back.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” embarrassment and shame ran through him as he replied. He still looked down at her socked-covered feet as he heard her opening the box, he wanted to look up but felt too ashamed to lift his head. He saw the way she leaned forward and felt the tight pink ring being fitted around his balls, this felt so much tighter than the ring he had worn previously. He helplessly just stood there and allowed her to lock the ring around his balls, he knew he had no right to protest or move. He helplessly watched as she moved her hand back to the table and then he saw the small pink chastity device in her hand, it was half the size of his old one, and he felt sick at seeing it. As she put it over the head of his cock he suddenly felt his cock start to again grow at the touch. He felt the way she pressed it down along his shaft as she fought against his hard-on. Nick felt sick as she won the battle and locked the small tube in place, he almost instantly felt the agony as his cock squashed itself in the small and tight tube, he felt the tears running down his face.

“Please Mistress Fiona it’s too small,” Nick sobbed out the words and heard the giggle coming from the lady.

“Does it hurt honey?” Her arrogant words sounded up at him.

“Yes so much, please take it off, please Mistress Fiona,” the pain of the tube felt like it was now cutting into him.

“I have a better idea, why don’t you soften your cock,” he heard the way she sounded amused by his pain. Again he looked down at her feet and legs, he knew she was not going to take the thing off of him as he stood there crying like a baby in front of her.

“Yes Mistress,” he replied through the pain.

“ADDRESS ME CORRECTLY!” she instantly screamed up at him. Nick jumped at the sudden angry scream.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” he quickly replied. Nick knew he feared this woman so much and in every way, he couldn’t believe how this woman changed her mood in a split second.

“I will not tolerate disrespect from you, do you understand?” Her voice had calmed a little but still sounded harsh, Nick again felt the fear as his naked body trembled in front of her.

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona,” he sobbed out the words. He forced his mind away from his cock and just stared down at her feet as she crossed her legs and picked up her wine glass, he felt her looking at him. Once again came the confusion, he didn’t want to be here like this, yet it was a dream come true to be standing here like this in front of a woman. He just so wished it wasn’t this woman, again his mind spun.

“Now that you look a little more like a slave it's time we moved your work efforts into the house, there is so much work that needs doing inside.” Nick felt sick as he heard her words, he had really thought she was about done with him and would end her little game now. He saw the way she stood up and he suddenly felt her hand running over his now soft and silky chest, her touch again caused the tube to cut into his cock.

Fiona

Fiona heard the little squeaky-sounding moan of pain coming from his mouth as she gently touched him. Without too much thought she moved her body closer to his and at the same time she lifted her knee between his spread legs. His skin felt soft, smooth, and silky as it rubbed against her bare legs below her shorts. She allowed her knee to rub his balls as he stood with his legs wide apart for her, his only movement now being the tremble of fear that ran through him. Before Fiona knew what she was doing she was hugging him tightly, her hands running over his smooth back and backside. With his legs spread his face was now at the same level as hers as she stood on her toes, and as she held her face close to his she could see the pain and fear he felt. Fiona now felt her wetness growing, it had been months since she had put Paul down and she had not held a man this close since. Again Nikki let out a low-sounding cry as his cock tried to react to her touch in the very small tube locked onto it. Fiona wanted to kiss him, this man had been through so much for her, he was obedient and respectful, his body covered in bruises that he had been given, he was perfect. For a moment Fiona thought about it, she knew upon her command he would be on his knees with his face deep in her pussy.

“Take the pain, learn self-control,” she whispered to him with their faces almost touching.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” the pain in his words could clearly be heard. Fiona pressed her knee a little harder and felt the tube throbbing against her. She knew the agony he was now in for her, yet except for his trembling he remained standing in stillness with his legs spread and hands on his head. She loved his obedience to her, tears ran down his face and she smiled. Fiona knew now was not the time to use him in this way, without warning she let go of him and stepped backward, she gave him a final look up and down before she rushed towards the house to satisfy her throbbing pussy.


Chapter 14

Feminization 

Nick cried as he stood there, the pain his cock had felt was like nothing he had felt before, he really felt it would break through the tight tube she had attached to him. His cock had now stopped throbbing and had settled down, but it hurt and felt cold and strange like it was no longer getting blood. Nick wanted to look down at it but he dared not move from the position Fiona had left him in. His mind was spinning from what had happened with her not that long ago, the way she touched and hugged him while she teased his cock with her knee. He had wanted to kiss her lips as she held her face just in front of his, her beautiful blue eyes were only inches in front of his and he felt her breath on his face. He hated himself for wanting her at that moment and knew if he was a man he would have kissed her, yet he had been too afraid to move. Nick knew he was completely petrified of this woman, he also knew that she did not sexually attract him and he was confused about the feelings he had for her when she was hugging and teasing him. The unfulfilling milking she had allowed him had left him feeling desperate, that added to the new pressure around his cock that had control of his mind he was sure of that. Again tears fell from his eyes at the way she had just discarded him in his suffering and gone into the house, he was in no doubt that she was now playing with herself inside, he had seen in her eyes and face how desperate she had been. Again he felt useless and helpless as she left him standing here in pain and desperation with his naked and hairless body standing in the stressful position.

As he struggled to stand under the hot sun Nick knew he had to control his cock, now in its soft state he still felt the tightness of the new device that Fiona had locked onto him.  He had still not looked down at himself yet, that was both through the fear of moving without permission and the dread of seeing what his cock now looked like in the small pink tube. He felt sick that she had put a pink chastity device on him, which just added to the humiliation he felt as he stood there waiting. He also couldn't understand why she had decided to put something so small onto him, he knew the pain it would cause him. His mind again wandered onto the way she had milked him, he knew that she had given him that as a reward yet part of him didn’t understand why she left him without full fulfilment, all she had to do was rub him a couple of times in her hand. Instead she had just left her hand open for his helpless cock to thrash around in, that and then being made to eat his cum sent a shiver of belittlement and humiliation through Nick. Again he found his mind going through the events of the last days and the way he found himself now, the confusion of his thoughts spinning around inside his mind. He hated everything Fiona had done to him yet he loved it also, he knew she had taken him deeper into his rabbit hole than he had ever been before. His body felt strange without hair, the tight collar dug into his neck and his cock felt like it was now a separate part of his body, at his feet lay the female clothing that he was sure he would have to wear again soon. The fear he had for both Fiona and her daughter was also at the forefront of his mind, he knew the pain and humiliation they would bring him without any concern or compassion. Part of Nick wanted to go home, yet part of him wanted to see what would happen here next.

“Come over here!” Fiona’s call put an end to Nick's thoughts.

Nick rushed over to Fiona who was standing by the back door of the house, he felt silly giving her a curtsy without clothing before he stood in his normal position. He had seen that she still wore the same awful clothing as she did before, but now he stood there looking down at her shoeless foot in the black socks. He again felt the humiliation of standing the way he was, which was now added to by his body being completely hairless and the small pink tube locked onto his cock. He saw her hand moving towards him and again he felt her soft touch running down his side which caused a tremble in his legs, he knew this woman could touch him freely while he was not allowed to move without her permission.

“You look so much better now Nikki,” Fiona spoke softly as she felt his smooth skin.

“Thank you Mistress Fiona,” Nick replied feeling strange that he liked the compliment she had just given him. He felt her hand now moving to his belly and then he felt the fear as she gently moved her hand down to the chastity device.

“You just have to learn to control this now and you will be almost perfect Nikki,” he heard how her words had suddenly taken on a sternness. He felt the tap of her nail on the hard plastic as she spoke and then the dull pain started as his cock grew slightly in the non-existent space. Nick let out a little gasp at the sudden discomfort that was quickly turning into pain and wished she would move her hand. “Am I clear?” again her tone of voice sounded harsh.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” Nick felt the tears building in his eyes as he stood there on his trembling legs while feeling completely helpless. His mind now willing his cock to stop any further growth, he knew the pain that would bring and the punishment he would be given by Fiona. Thankfully she moved her hand before she stepped back into the house, for a second he just stood there in complete stillness.

“Come,” she gave the single-word command when she was a few steps away. As Nick walked into the kitchen he glanced up at Fiona who continued to walk in front of him, again he wondered why he was allowing this woman to do what she was to him, there was nothing attractive about her. She had not made any effort to look anywhere close to nice for his benefit, her legs were chubby and made to look worse by wearing the socks, and her backside was fat-looking in the silly shorts, he knew all she had to do was pick nicer clothing to look better. Nick followed her out of the kitchen and down the long hallway, it felt strange being in the house as so far he had not been allowed inside except for the one visit into the kitchen, he had been kept outside like an animal. Nick did notice that the old wooden flooring that was once here had been replaced, it was clear Fiona had spent some money on the house since Paul's death. Nick followed Fiona into the living room, again he was shocked to see that the room had been transformed and now looked really nice, he quickly lowered his gaze to Fiona’s feet as she sat on a leather armchair.

“kneel down in front of me,” her words sounded soft as she spoke now and Nick dropped to his knees in front of Fiona’s feet. “Put your hands on your laps Nikki,” Fiona added with a little giggle. Nick still had his hands on his head and suddenly felt foolish at being like that, he obeyed her but still looked down at her feet as she now sat in front of him. Nick felt the new ring of the chastity device digging into the underside of his balls as they hung below him, the collar around his throat had suddenly also felt tighter than it had before, he didn’t have much time to think about it before Fiona issued her next order.

“Knees apart and put your palms facing upwards, keep the backs of your hands flat against your legs Nikki,” he instantly obeyed the command and felt the sudden vulnerability of his new position. “That’s how you kneel, I won’t have to tell you that again will I Nikki?” Her voice still sounded soft as she spoke, Nick again felt so helpless as he knelt in front of her knowing he had to obey this woman's every word.

“No Mistress Fiona,” he spoke while still looking down to her feet.

“Look up at me,” he heard the smugness in her voice now. Nick lifted his head and saw the knowing little smile on her face, it showed she did not doubt his obedience to her. Nick saw the redness around her neck and her flushed face showed she had recently made herself cum. “Always look up when you're being spoken to. Now like I said I need you working in the house, but there are certain house rules you have to understand and obey,” she gave a pause and another little smile down at him.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” Nick wasn’t sure if she wanted a response or not. He looked up at her face and messy hair, Fiona had nice blond hair which was cut to her shoulder length, it was just that she never appeared to brush it today. She also always had a red appearance to her cheeks but now that was made worse by her flushed face from the pleasure he was sure she had bought herself.  Without staring at them he also saw her large breast under the baggy t-shirt.

“You are only in the house to work and serve. You never use any of the facilities in here. Your home is outside and in the cell, are we clear about that?” She spoke softly yet her words had a stern sound to them also.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” Nick again felt that belittling feeling knowing that in her eyes he was not good enough to use an indoor toilet or washroom.

“You have everything you need outside, I have also moved your food into your room. One tin twice a day, I will leave it to you to feed yourself.” Again the humiliation went through Nick in knowing his room was the cell and his food was dog food, he felt sick at hearing her words. “Now whenever you are in the house I expect you in uniform and looking immaculate, I will not tolerate a scruffy-looking maid.” Those words made Nick shudder, he had no idea what she meant by a maid and dreaded what uniform he would have to wear for her now. He looked up at her with confused eyes as he waited for her to continue speaking. “Now unless you are standing and awaiting orders I expect you to continuously work in here, things will not do themselves and I will not have you idling, do you understand?” She said that again with sternness in her voice.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” Nick replied guessing that he would be working hard in the huge house.

“I don’t want to have to tell you constantly what needs doing, however, I understand you have a limited brain capacity so to begin with I will give you directions.” Nick felt his face glowing red at what she said, again he felt small and belittled by it. “You of course never come into the house without permission, but I expect you to keep busy in the garden when you're not in here. We will leave the door to your cell unlocked but I expect you up at five each morning, you will then wash and prepare yourself for the day before starting the garden work,” she paused and gave a smug smile along with her words.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” Nick was struggling to comprehend everything she was saying and again found his world spinning. He really did feel that her little game with him was almost over, she had had her power trip, but now she was speaking like things would continue, he felt confused.

“Right get dressed and let's get you started,” Fiona nodded to the area behind Nick as she spoke. As Nick turned his head he felt sick and confused as he saw the maid's uniform laying on a coffee table behind him.

Fiona

Fiona had to give a smile when she saw the look on his face at seeing his uniform, she intended to break Nikki completely and knew she had done well so far today, but she still had more to do.

“Get up, chop chop,” She spoke with a happy tone as she watched him slowly getting to his feet. She loved the way his face glowed bright red while looking completely shocked. “Bra, suspender belt, and panties first Nikki,” this time Fiona couldn’t help but give a little giggle as she spoke. For a moment she watched at how his body seemed to be frozen to the spot, he had turned his head back and looked at her with big sorrowful eyes.

“NOW!” She screamed at the top of her voice and saw the way he jumped before rushing towards the waiting clothing. Fiona sat comfortably back in her chair and crossed her legs, she had a big smile on her face. She watched his shaking body struggling with the padded bra as his mind worked out how to put it on, he looked so helpless and sweet.

Before long he stood in the black bra, suspenders, and panties. Fiona had to admit he looked nice especially now with his body hair removed. Nikki's head hair was shoulder-length which now gave him a girly look in the underwear, Fiona decided she would have his hair dyed a pinky-red and would speak to Jane about it. Jane was the one who was going to teach Nikki all about cosmetics and their application in the coming days, she was after all the one with better knowledge on the subject.

“Stockings,” Fiona spoke out softly and again gave a smile as Nikki picked the black stockings up from the chair. “Make sure everything is straight, the little seems at the back must be centered on the back of your legs and the suspender belt fitted nice and symmetrically on both of the stockings,” Jane again spoke softly as she felt her pussy again start to dampen below her.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” the soft reply came from the glowing red face. Fiona admired his body as he struggled to put the stockings on, the one thing about Nikki was he had the perfect body, slim and not too muscular. Fiona had again seen the state of his lower body, so much of it covered in the bruises and welts of the beatings he had received, she knew he must have hurt but hid the pain he felt from her well. She also noticed that the small chastity tube only caused the slightest of bulges in his panties. All in all Fiona was pleased with what she now looked at, he had done so well in just a few days.

“Dress,” she ordered once the stockings were fitted onto his legs. She watched as he picked up the black cotton dress with the white collar and cuffs. Fiona hoped the dress would fit him like she wanted, it was a clingy cotton that would hug his body, and the hem should sit high on his thighs. Fiona now felt the way her pussy began to throb as she watched him slide the dress over his body, she wanted to put her hand between her legs but stopped herself from doing that. She was pleased as she looked up and saw the dress was a perfect fit and gave the look she wanted it to.

“Shoes,” she gave the next command. The black court shoes she had decided on had a higher heel than he wore before, these being four inches which she knew would shape his legs better. She saw the way he struggled to stand in them and knew it would take a while before he could wear them without suffering, she was sure Jane would give suitable instruction on walking and working in them. “Apron and make sure the ribbon is even behind your back,” again she said softly. Nikki picked up the last item that Fiona had bought for him, the white silk apron with extra-long ties. Fiona sat back while her pussy was getting desperate as she watched him getting dressed, she knew as soon as she put him to work that she would have to again make a run to the bedroom. Fiona had not had these feelings for many months now, the last being when she played with Paul. She had little doubt that she would enjoy Nikki fully but that time was not here yet, she also reminded herself that Nikki’s primary role was as a maid, so things would be very different from the way things had been with Paul. 

Nick

Again Nick couldn’t believe the humiliation he felt, he didn’t understand how things could keep getting worse. Each time he thought this horror story was coming to an end Fiona would think something else up, another way to belittle and humiliate him. He again found it hard to believe that he had obeyed her and now wore a female maid's uniform, he felt sick that he had obeyed her yet knew he had to. He felt his face burning bright red as he turned and faced her and placed his hands on his head while spreading his legs. He felt the tiny tube on his cock keeping him from any growth, again he felt it strange that his cock wanted to grow while he looked the way he did. Now added to his pain was the strange and uncomfortable shoes that bent his feet and forced his legs into a strange shape, Nick wanted to cry as he looked down at the woman in the baggy shorts and black socks that sat comfortably in front of him. He had never felt this small and belittled in his entire life, he knew a battle wage within him. He wanted to follow his beliefs that he was inferior to women, but Fiona was never the type of woman whom he had dreamt of being his superior and she was making it as difficult as possible for him to want to serve her.

“No stupid, when you're in uniform you stand with your hands behind your back and legs together.” He heard her arrogant voice and saw her smug look as he obeyed her.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” he replied and he heard how his voice sounded like that of a powerless child. He saw the little smile on her face at his answer and again he felt sick at standing like he was in front of her.

“Now whenever you are standing like that it is important to not move, the last thing I need is a fidgeting maid. You are simply waiting for instructions when you are like that, are we clear?” Her words made his world spin, he didn’t want this.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” were still the only helpless words that came out of his mouth.

“Kneel,” she gave the single-word command and Nick immediately dropped to his knees remembering the way she had told him to kneel. He felt the way the chastity device dug into his balls as they rested in the panties, he felt sick.

“This is how you will dress unless you are doing heavy work outside, then you can put the other pink dress, tights, and shoes on.” She gave another little smile down at him as she spoke. Nick wondered if this was now the time to tell her that dressing as a woman was not something he wanted or enjoyed doing, doing the work for her was one thing but this was too much now.

“AM I CLEAR!” the angry shout was unexpected and made him jump. The look on her face terrified Nick and he feared that she would punish him, he knew the pain this woman could bring.

“Yes Mistress Fiona, sorry,” his nervous voice responded and he saw the way her face instantly relaxed and smiled. Nick knew this woman was playing with his mind, she knew how vulnerable and confused he was, again he thought about getting up and walking away.

“I have expectations of how you should look Nikki, I want you to look appealing and sexy for me. You do want to please me don’t you?” This time her voice was soft and she held a friendly expression on her face. Again Nick felt sick that this woman who dressed more like a man had said that to him, she should be the one wearing stockings and heels, not him. Nick's mind was spinning, he had read about women who thought they were men and used real men as women, that was not a fantasy he wanted to be in.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he felt weak and sick as he replied. “Please may I ask you something?” Nick said the words knowing that he had enough. He was going to ask her for some time out, he wanted to go home and think all this through.

“No,” she said with a giggle as she stood from the chair. “Come,” she then gave the command as she walked out of the room.

Nick again felt sick as he followed her along the wooden hallway floor, his heels clicking as he did. His mind spinning at the fact that she had never let him speak and again he wondered if he should just walk away from this. He felt silly in the short dress and stockings, his legs and feet hurting from the shoes he wore and all while the chastity device dug into him. Nick again also felt the tightness of the collar locked around his neck as his mind spun at a thousand miles an hour. As he walked behind Fiona he looked up at her chubby legs and big backside in the horrendous knee-length baggy shorts, his old Mistress’s words spinning inside of his mind about how all women were divine and his superior. Nick fought to think of anything divine about Fiona, yes she was a woman but she just made no effort in her appearance and now she wanted him to look like a sexy woman. The only thing that stopped Nick from saying anything and ending this was his Mistress’s teachings, he knew this was not a game for him, this was a real belief, a calling. Fiona stopped by a heavy door and turned the key in the lock, Nick's heart sunk at what was about to happen to him, he knew it would be nothing good. The door was one of many in this large house, the place was full of small rooms and cubbyholes, Nick tried to remember if Paul had ever shown him this room, his heart sank as he looked into the now open door.

“Get this ironing done for me, I will collect you later,” he felt her hand reach for the back of his neck as she stood to one side. Nick allowed her to push him into the dimly lit and windowless room, she shut the door behind him and he heard her locking it again.


Chapter 15

Domestic Hell

Nick had felt sick as soon as he was locked in the small box room and looked about. He saw the ironing table set up towards the back of the room, and the three large washing baskets full of washed clothing that needed sorting and ironing. To the other side of the room stood metal hanging clothing rails with empty hangers. Nick felt his body trembling in both anger and fear at having been locked in here and just told to do the work. The small room had no window and the light above his head was dim, again he felt like some kind of low non-person and couldn’t believe Fiona had yet again managed to make him feel so belittled and worthless. With tears in his eyes, Nick began the boring and mundane task of ironing, the only consolation was the first basket contained Jane's sexy clothing. His mind drifted to her as he worked, he couldn’t wait to see her again but also dreaded it, especially now in the way he looked dressed as a maid. As Nick folded Jane’s sexy pantyhose and underwear he again felt the sudden and dreadful pain as his cock forgot its place and tried to grow, more tears ran from his eyes.

Fiona

This time Fiona did not rush as she played with the vibrator, she had stripped and lay naked on top of the bed as she enjoyed every moment of the wonderful feelings flooding through her. Each time she felt she was losing control she pulled the toy from her pussy, she wanted the moment to last, for this feeling of sheer power to run through her again and again. She couldn’t believe that Nikki was finally dressed as her maid and locked in a small room with hours of frustrating and laborious work to do. She smiled at how easy everything had been to do with him, he had a real desire to serve. She knew Nikki had something that Paul never did, Paul never had that willingness to really serve and she had to bully him into doing everything that he did. With Nikki it was very different as the obedience just oozed out of him, she knew she would soon stop thinking of him as a male, and the more that she feminized him the easier that would be. That thought did excite her, as did the knowledge that she had locked him in a room to do a ton of ironing. Fiona again felt her body tighten and begin to tremble, this time she decided to leave the vibrator deep inside her as she grabbed both of her large breasts and squeezed them in her hands. She allowed herself to scream out in delight as her body exploded and her sexual tensions flooded out. As she lay on her back she started to laugh, life was good and exciting, and this time she would ensure nothing spoiled what she wanted and deserved.

Fiona knew that Jane would most likely not be coming home that evening as she had a date with whom she always referred to as her special friend. Fiona had no idea if that was a man or a woman, she knew her daughter batted for both sides unlike she did. The only thing that concerned Fiona was the happiness of her daughter and she never much cared who the sex of Jane’s partner was as long as that person made Jane happy. Fiona glanced at the clock by her bedside and saw it was already late afternoon, again she wondered where the day had gone. She decided a short nap would do her worn-out body the world of good, there were a couple of programs she wanted to watch later but she had no other plans for the evening. She allowed her naked body to roll onto its side and closed her eyes, still with a smile on her face.

Fiona giggled on seeing she had slept for over two hours but knew her body needed the rest after the three climaxes she had already given herself today. Something told her she had not done yet, her mind turned to Nikki who was locked in the room and no doubt still ironing. She smiled and decided to leave him right where he was for now. Next food came to Fiona’s mind, she was feeling hungry but was in no mood to cook, she wondered if Nikki could cook and would have him learn if he couldn’t. Fiona decided for tonight she would get a take-out delivered and enjoy that with a few glasses of wine before settling down in front of the television.

It was eleven in the evening when Fiona decided to call this a day, before she went to bed for the night she wanted to give Nikki another lesson. He had now spent something like six hours locked in the room, and she knew his body would be hurting. On the way to the ironing room she picked up one of her hard plastic flip-flops, she knew these hurt from when she had used them on Paul and the grip on the soles always left a beautiful coloured indentation on the skin. As she unlocked and opened the door she gave a smile at the sorry excuse of a curtsy he gave her, his back, legs, and feet clearly showing the agony he felt. She saw the way he was standing back from the ironing table having completed his work which now sat folded neatly in the baskets or hung from the rails. She loved the way he had made this easy for her, he had given her two reasons to punish him.

“WHAT THE FUCKING HELL WAS THAT, CURTSY ME PROPERLY!” She screamed at him. She saw the way his face went bright red as he forced his body to give her a better curtsy.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” he spoke as he held up his dress and bent his legs. Fiona allowed him to stand up again before she walked up in front of him, without warning she used the shoe in her hand to slap him around the face. The force of the blow made him turn his head to the side, and the redness on his cheek from the sole hitting him immediately started to appear. She saw the look of shock and horror on his face at being hit with the shoe.

“DON’T YOU THINK I DESERVE TO BE SHOWN RESPECT, WHO THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE!” Again she screamed the words out at him, the tears started to flow from his face as his body stood there trembling. Again Fiona raised the shoe and was pleased that Nikki just stood there as she brought it down hard on the other side of his face. Again the markings started to appear on his other cheek and again she felt the wetness between her legs grow.

“Sorry, Sorry I am so sorry Mistress Fiona,” he sobbed the words out. Fiona wanted to smile at the helpless look of Nikki, but she kept her face looking stern instead.

“WHY ARE YOU NOT STILL IRONING!” Again she shouted out the words pretending that she was furious with him. His cheeks now started to bruise from the strikes that she had given him with the shoe and below that his face glowed red in humiliation.

“Mistress Fiona, Mistress I have finished the ironing, please,” he again sobbed out the words which sounded confused.

“DID I GIVE YOU PERMISSION TO STOP IRONING!” again she screamed at him. She liked the way his body shook in fear as he still stood there with his hands behind his back and legs together.

“Sorry no Mistress Fiona but I thought,” she interrupted his sentence as she again shouted.

“THOUGHT, HOW DARE YOU THINK. I GAVE YOU A FUCKING COMMAND TO IRON, I DO NOT REMEMBER TELLING MY BODY EXTENSION TO STOP IRONING. DID I MISS SOMETHING!”  Fiona saw on his face the feelings he was going through, he was confused, horrified, and completely shocked at her.

“Sorry, sorry Mistress Fiona, sorry,” he blabbered out the words through his tears.

“Turn round and bend over, lift your dress, and drop your panties maid,” this time she allowed her voice to calm. She saw the way he looked at her in complete horror and disbelief. “NOW!” again she screamed the word at him. She gave a smile as he then instantly turned and obeyed her, she liked the way every part of him trembled as he exposed his still bruised and welted backside to her. Fiona raised the shoe high over her shoulder and then let it come crashing down towards his damaged backside. The thump it made when it struck was followed by a loud scream as Nikki raised his back slightly, Fiona saw how the shock wave from the blow raced across his backside. “STAY STILL!” she screamed out at him as she again raised the shoe.  

“Sorry, sorry, sorry, please Mistress Fiona, sorry,” she again smiled as she looked down at him and heard the words sobbing out.

“What do you think you should have done when you finished the ironing, bearing in mind I did not give my body extension permission to stop working?” Fiona allowed her voice to stay calm as she spoke.

“Mistress Fiona I should have started it again,” his meek-sounding voice sobbed through the tears. Fiona gave a smile as she again forced the shoe down towards his backside with all the force she could muster. Again she saw the shockwave running across his bum and a deep scream followed, she was pleased that he held his bent position firmly for her. She smiled at the pretty coloured pattern her shoe sole formed on his skin.

“See there is no need to think, is there Nikki?” Again she spoke calmly as she looked down at the bent shivering body before her. Fiona now had little doubt that as soon as she was done with him she had another appointment with her sex toys.

“No sorry Mistress Fiona.” She just allowed for his reply before she gave two hard and quick strikes to each of his cheeks. Again he screamed as the ripples ran down his backside and legs.

“So remind me Nikki, what is a slave?” Fiona kept the soft voice as she spoke.

“A slave is an extension of your body Mistress Fiona,” she smiled at the words and gave him two more hard strikes across the backside. He screamed out and his body shuddered under the blows, for a moment Fiona paused and looked down at the red and purple shoe marks that covered his backside. She saw how now a deep red imprint was beginning to form below the skin.

“And does my body stop doing something without me telling it to Nikki?” she smiled as she waited for his sobbing reply.

“No Mistress Fiona, please I’m sorry.” As soon as he said the words two more hard whacks fell to his burning backside and again he screamed out, again she saw the way his body shuddered under her blow.

“Tidy yourself up and stand up Nikki,” she gave a smile knowing the spanking would hurt for days. Fiona waited until he pulled up his panties, tidied his dress, and stood before her before she gave him a sympathetic smile.

“You see it’s not difficult being my slave Nikki, all you have to do is obey me.” she kept a caring and kind look on her face as she looked up at him. He towered above her in the high-heeled shoes he wore while she stood barefooted in front of him.

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona,” the tears still fell from his eyes as he spoke.

“You may now thank me properly for that little lesson Nikki,” she spoke and smiled while pointing to her feet. As he dropped to his knees and started to kiss her feet while grovelling his thanks and apology, Fiona felt the throbbing between her legs. She knew she would have to rush things now as she needed to be in her bedroom.

“Make sure you wash the dirty tights and dress that are still in the garden Nikki.” Fiona said as she turned and walked away leaving him with his face where her feet had just been.

Nick

He felt shaken to his core as he lay naked under the itchy blanket on the hard bunk, every part of his body hurt in one way or another. He had cried and at one point screamed out as his mind relived the worst but best day of his life. Confusion filled him as it always had since he came here. He thought about Fiona in the long white nighty she wore when she came into the ironing room. She had again just looked so normal and plain, yet he had allowed her to hit him across the face with her shoe before she started work on his backside which still hurt and burned. He wondered about Paul and if he had really been beaten up and robbed twice in the last year of his life, Nick felt the bruising to his face which Fiona had given him without any concern. He still found it hard to believe that she had given him that beating for not curtsying her correctly and not to keep ironing, that felt so unfair. He had stood for hours at that ironing table in the stupid high shoes. He knew Fiona had no idea what wearing high heels felt like, his mind went onto her words about how he had to look sexy and appealing for her. Nick again felt that helpless feeling deep in the pit of his belly. When he came back to his room he had felt so sick that he couldn’t eat the dog food which he knew he was supposed to, after washing the torn tights and pink dress he just lay on the bunk and cried. Nick hated everything about today but his inner-self also felt more satisfied than he had ever felt before, he felt like he had been used in the way he was always meant to be. his only wish was that Fiona would have allowed him to feel more during his milking, all she had to do was squeeze her hand. Nick had looked at the tube he now had fitted to him when he got undressed, the sight of the small pink tube filled him with humiliation and dread. The tube had taken all feeling away from his cock unless it tried to grow, then it gave instant and terrible pain. More tears filled Nick's eyes when he hoped he could live this day again and again, he hated himself for that thought. He knew he also hated Fiona and everything about her, yet he wanted to serve her and make her happy. In complete confusion about his own feelings he set the small clock for five in the morning and closed his eyes.

The night had been long and painful with little sleep. Each time Nick’s painful body seem to drift off into sleep the agony of the tube hit him as his cock tried to grow. Now after using the outside toilet and hose to wash himself, he wondered which uniform he should wear.  He tried to remember what Fiona had said he should wear and was sure he should be back in the maid's dress. Slowly he put the maid uniform on and forced his feet into the high-heeled shoes once again. Nick hated being dressed this way, he felt stupid and knew he looked it as well. Before heading out to start tidying up the garden he gagged as he swallowed the dog food. He found it hard to believe that he had to eat animal food, but also knew he would have a hard day ahead of him and without any chance to eat again until he had been dismissed for the night.

He felt the belittlement of sweeping the garden paths but this time to add to his humiliation was the maid uniform he wore, he felt sick once again at knowing he was doing this for Fiona. Nick’s feet were again killing him in the high-heeled shoes, as was his cock that just felt like it had pins and needles sticking into it. Nick wasn’t sure how long he had brushed the paths and picked up debris that the wind had blown before he heard the call.

“Come here Nikki!” He felt sick at hearing Fiona’s voice coming from the back door but still quickly made his way towards her. As he got to the door he saw the way she had once again made no effort in her appearance, wearing only a baggy tracksuit and the fearful plastic flip-flops that she had hit him with last night on her feet. Nick felt the fear at seeing the leather riding crop in her hands, he quickly gave her a curtsy and stood with his hands behind his back.

“Good morning Mistress Fiona,” he said in a low and polite voice just after the curtsy.

“In, bend over that chair, raise your dress, and drop your panties girl,” Fiona said in a harsh voice while pointing to a chair inside the kitchen with the crop. A helpless and sickening feeling ran through Nick at her words, he felt the fear in the pit of his belly. He had no idea what he had done wrong, he had obeyed Fiona since getting up hours ago and had worked hard while she slept. “NOW!” she screamed at his lack of movement towards the chair.

“Sorry yes Mistress Fiona,” his voice showed the shock and horror that he felt. Quickly more through fear than anything else Nick hurried to the chair, he dropped his panties and lifted his dress as he bent over the backrest. As he stood in the position for Fiona he felt his legs shaking under him, he wanted to speak to tell her that his backside couldn’t take anymore, it had been on fire since she hit him last night. He felt so helpless and weak as he obeyed this woman and stood waiting for her to deliver him more pain.

“I have been thinking Nikki, you really did not understand our little chat a few days ago about what a slave is. And I do not feel you were suitably educated last night, so we shall have a recap this morning,” Fiona spoke in a calm voice. Nick knew his body had been battered, his backside and face bearing the marks of Fiona’s and her daughter's discipline.

“Please Mistress Fiona I really do understand, I just made a mistake yesterday, it will never happen again,” now he sobbed the words out as tears ran from his eyes.

“No it will not,” he heard her chuckle as she spoke. “Now lift that backside nice and high for me,” she added again in a calm voice.

“Please I beg you Mistress Fiona,” he still sobbed as he obeyed her.

“You move from that position and God help you girl,” the air hissed as soon as she spoke and Nick braced himself for the pain. He never really heard the crack as the leather cut into his already blistered and bruised backside, the pain cut into him like never before. His body shuddered as his scream filled the room and the burning sting ran up his spine. Nick's head felt like it was spinning as it automatically shot upwards.

“So when may a slave stop what they are doing?” Again her voice was calm. Tears flowed from Nick's eyes as his body shook, the burning pain she had just given him was still going through his body.

“Mistress Fiona when you say,” he gasped the words out as he fought for breath.

“A slave must never decide when work is done, don’t you agree?” He heard the voice above and behind him as he painfully held his exposed position for Fiona. His legs wanted to give way and he felt like he would be sick at any moment.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” his words came out fast as he still gasped for air. The sound again filled the room as the crop cut through the air. “Ples,” Nick never finished the word before again the pain cut into him. This time his body couldn’t take it and his back straightened and his hands reached for his backside.

“DOWN!” came the scream from Fiona as Nick's own scream of agony filled the room. Barely being able to control his body he forced himself back over the chair, the fear he felt for this woman was more than he had ever felt for anyone before in his life. The pain of the burning lash felt like it was traveling through his body and soul, he wanted to beg for her to stop but only the sounds of his cries came out of him.

“So let us take this from the top again Nikki. As a slave you are an extension of my body, you do as I say and you keep on doing it until told to stop, are we clear?”  Fiona’s voice had again calmed.

“Yes, yes, yes, I am so sorry Mistress Fiona.” Again the words came rushing out of Nick, the pain he was feeling showed in his sobbing voice.

“You do not think for yourself, I mean how dare you decide to think that something is done,” suddenly Fiona sounded cross.

“I’m sorr.” Again Nick never managed to get the sentence out as the crop cut through the air, this time Fiona gave him two strikes landing in quick succession. The agony of the blows again forced Nick to stand up, his head shot up towards the ceiling and he screamed out like never before. Seconds later his legs gave way and he fell to the floor as the pain of the crop drove through his backside and into his body. Without knowing he was doing it he started to kiss and grovel at Fiona’s feet, begging her not to hit him anymore and apologizing for what he had done. Above him he heard the giggle from the woman looking down at his wrecked body. In his agony and grovelling he never saw the door open or heard the footsteps as Jane walked into the room.

“What the fuck,” the laughing sound of Jane’s voice spoke out as she looked at the scene in front of her. Nick with his panties around his ankles while wearing a dress and stockings was laying on the floor kissing her mother’s feet, his red backside glowing while he grovelled.

“Hi darling, how was your night?” Fiona said now looking up from the man at her feet.

Nick was still crying as he started to clean the kitchen, his backside felt like it was on fire. He felt sick and humiliated like never before when the beautiful Miss Jane had come into the house, the shame almost instantly taking his pain away at the time. He saw the sexy woman looking down at him while he kissed her mother’s feet with tears running from his eyes like a baby. Jane had found the whole thing funny as the two women left the room talking about a party Jane had spent the night at. Thankfully the beating he was being given did stop at that point, Fiona telling him to clean the kitchen as she walked out while chatting and laughing with her daughter. 

Nick found his mind spinning as he worked, he could hear the sounds of the women chatting in another room. Tears still filled his eyes from the humiliating whipping he had just received and his backside felt the burning under his panties. Nick felt his own confusion once again, he hated everything about what had just happened to him, yet it felt so right to be treated like that. Nick found himself beginning to fear that his time here was coming to an end and he couldn’t understand why he felt that. He tried to focus on his thoughts without allowing his body to stop scrubbing something or the other, the last thing he wanted was for Fiona to catch him idling. He had suffered so much in the recent days but he had also felt so much fulfillment, it was like some weight had been lifted from him and he could live the life he knew he was meant to and wanted to. The feeling still scared Nick knowing that it was Fiona who controlled him, he turned his thoughts to her. He knew if his old Mistress had treated him the way Fiona did then he would feel he was in heaven, so why did he dislike Fiona so much?  He knew the answer without having to give it too much thought, he knew it was because of the way she looked. Her words about him having to look sexy came back to him, he hated her for saying that when she made no effort herself. His mind pondered about that, he knew his feelings were wrong. She was a woman and his superior there was no question about that, suddenly it hit Nick, the fact that she dressed as she did actually made her that much more superior. She didn’t have to hide behind sexy clothing to use her power, he knew in that second that he was lucky to have found such a powerful woman to serve. He also knew in that instant that he did not want this life to end, he of course wished she would look better, how could any man not think that way, but she was his superior in every way.  

“Come here girl!” Nick heard the call coming from the lounge and immediately ran towards the voices of the two chatting women.


Chapter 16

Reality

As soon as he entered the room Nick gave a curtsy to the two women who were sitting on the sofa next to each other, he saw the way Jane had one foot tucked below her while the other was on the floor. Without thought Nick dropped on all fours and crawled over to Jane's foot, as he kissed her barefooted toes he heard the giggling coming from Fiona above him. Humiliation ran through Nick at the way he was now dressed in front of Jane and knowing what she had seen him doing this morning.

“What’s that all about?” came the amused-sounding words from Fiona. This was the first time she had seen Nikki greet her daughter in such a way and it was something she had not seen Paul do.

“Want to make sure this fucking creature never forgets its place,” came the reply and chuckle from Jane. Nick felt his face burning a bright red at the comment from the beautiful young woman above him, the humiliation of being called a creature did cut into him as he stayed on his knees looking down at her foot. To add to his feeling of belittlement he had seen the sexy jumpsuit she wore that hugged her gorgeous body tightly, she was so perfect, and yet he had to look down at her foot.

“Stand up girl,” came the sharp words from Fiona. Nick instantly obeyed the command and stood facing the two women, he felt his legs trembling under him as he did. He knew how stupid he looked as he stood there in his maid uniform with his hands behind his back, he kept his eyes looking down towards the floor as his face burned a bright red just like his painful backside still did. Nick also felt the pain starting to grow in the small tube as he stood helplessly in front of the two seated women, for a moment he had that surreal feeling running through him.

“It’s a fucking mess,” Jane had a sound of disgust in her voice as she spoke.

“I know honey, it's got no idea how to look good, can you help?” Again the humiliation went through Nick as he heard Fiona saying that, she was the one that decided he should look the way he did now. Nick heard the long sigh coming from Jane and felt the way she was looking him up and down, he so wanted to lift his eyes and look back at her but dared not to.

“To be honest I think the old ugly thing is beyond help but we will see,” again the humiliation of Jane's words made Nick feel sick. No part of Nick’s mind could believe this was real and really happening to him, he knew he was standing in front of one of the sexiest women he had ever known, and next to her was his owner who always looked a mess.

“I know honey but if anyone can help it’s you,” Nick had no idea how Fiona wanted him to look, he was wearing the humiliating clothing that she wanted him to. For a moment he wanted to speak, he wanted his own clothing back, he hated wearing the dress, stockings, and high shoes.

“Lift the dress girl, display what’s under it,” again the humiliation ran through Nick at Fiona’s command. Again the confusion ran through Nick of his own feelings as he lifted the hem of his dress high to display the little pink chastity tube under the see-through panties. He felt helpless, weak, and stupid, yet it felt so right to be standing here while being humiliated and belittled by these two women. The giggle that came from Jane at seeing the little pink tube added to his feeling of pure degradation and shame.

“How the fuck did you get it in that,” the words were mixed with laughter from Jane.

“Brute force,” the chuckling reply came from Fiona.

“I love it, there will be no more letching now will there sissy,” Nick felt his face burning red and hot.

“No Miss Jane,” his weak and humiliated voice replied knowing the pain his tube would cause him for any inappropriate thoughts towards the sexy lady. As it was it was taking him every inch of self-control to not allow his cock to grow any more than it had already now done, he felt the tightness that surrounded his cock that had lost its normal feeling and just felt cold and painful.

“Turn and bend forward sissy,” Jane gave the instruction, and again Nick felt the disbelief of her words. Still holding his dress high he obeyed her and displayed his stained and beaten backside to the two women sitting behind him. He heard the giggling coming from Jane and felt his legs shaking. Nick wondered if the decision he had made this morning about wanting this life to carry on was the correct one, each time Nick thought he could feel no lower than he did these two women would find another way to belittle and humiliate him.

“Ouch,” he heard the chuckling voice of Jane.

“Yeap it is a slow learner but I am more than happy to give it the help it needs,” giggled Fiona. “Anyway about last night you going to tell me who it is?” Fiona added as Nick stayed standing bent forward holding up his dress while looking down at the floor.

“What do you mean?” Jane said while giggling.

“You got a fucking hickey on your neck,” Fiona laughed out. “Fuck off and clean something maid,” she added. As Nick stood he turned and gave the two women a curtsy, he so wanted to stay and listen to the conversation but knew he had no choice other than to leave the room as the two paid him no further attention.

As Nick cleaned the kitchen he heard the giggling muffled voices still coming from the front room where the two women had remained. Again he found his mind spinning as he worked through the conversation the two had while he was in the room, he didn’t understand what Fiona was going to get Jane to do with him. He remembered the way Jane had said that he was old and ugly, again he felt the sickening humiliation of her words. Nick always took pride in his appearance and knew he looked good, but now in this dress and stockings, he could only imagine how stupid he looked. For a moment he thought once again about calling this quits, his whole body hurt, and he had never felt such humiliation before, but there was still something holding him here. He felt shame like he never had before as he thought about Jane, the girl had always been so beautiful, he had masturbated while thinking about her years ago before he was put into chastity. That thought now shamed him also as at the time she must have been about fifteen years old, yet even back then she wore short tight dresses and had the body of a grown woman. Nick had always also found Jane an arrogant child, but then again she had been spoilt rotten by both Fiona and Paul. He also remembered how she would openly talk down to her father when he was alive and Nick had always found that to be very strange. Nick had little doubt that Jane would not treat him well and he had already witnessed her brutality more than once. As he continued to clean he wondered where Fiona and Jane were taking his life, he already wore a dress and stockings with heeled shoes that killed his feet. He had read about males being feminized and it was not something that he wanted or liked, he also knew he was powerless to stop it from happening to him. Until he had come to the house female domination had been a kind of a game to Nick, he was happy with that game and cumming in his Mistresses laced gloved hand once a month, but now this had become so much more and he felt worthless and shameful at what Fiona was turning him into.

“Fetch me a coffee, I’ll take it outside.” Fiona’s voice shocked Nick as he had not heard her walking into the kitchen while working and in deep thought. He quickly turned towards her and gave a curtsy as she walked out into the garden paying him no further attention. He watched her walking out in the baggy tracksuit which made her look fat and again he knew how powerful this woman was to not have to dress up for his benefit.

Nick stood in front of Fiona holding a small tray containing her coffee as she sat on the garden chair texting on her phone. He looked down at her feet in the hard plastic flip-flops that she wore, he still felt the bruising on his face and backside that those shoes had caused him. As he stood there in complete stillness he felt the tremble of fear running down his spine, he found it hard to believe how terrified he was of this woman. He had never really liked her and if she was not Paul's wife he would have never given this woman a second look, but now he belonged to her, her collar was locked around his neck. Again he felt silly standing there in the dress, stockings, and heels while she wore loose-fitting and comfortable ugly clothing.

“Put the tray on the table and kneel girl,” he heard her words as she placed her phone to one side.

“Thank you Mistress Fiona,” he replied and obeyed her.  Nick spread his legs and placed his hands on his laps with his palms facing upward like she had taught him to do, he kept his eyes cast down at her feet as he waited.

“Margaret tells me you like to give confessions, is that true girl?” Another shiver ran through Nick as he heard her words, and again he felt so helpless.

“Mistress Fiona it was something she liked me to do,” he lifted his face to look up at her as he spoke.

“No that’s not what she said, she said you actually like giving them,” Fiona looked down at him and gave a little of a confused look on her face.

“Yes Mistress Fiona it makes me feel better when I do,” Nick replied again feeling the humiliation. He watched as Fiona gave a little smile before picking up her coffee and taking a sip. He nervously waited on his knees for her to replace the cup on the table.

“I think confessions to your owner are so important, after all, why should you have any secrets? So Nikki confess your sins to me,” she gave him a little smile as she spoke. Fear ran through Nick as he looked up at her, he didn’t want to confess to Fiona, he didn’t want to tell her the thoughts he had about her and his new place in life. “I can beat you first if you prefer Nikki, so what’s on your mind girl?” This time Fiona’s voice sounded stern. Nick again felt helpless and the feeling of sickness ran deep into his gut, he knew he had no choice.

“Mistress Fiona I didn’t want to serve you,” he spoke softly and nervously.

“And now you do?” she gave a knowing smile down at him as she spoke.

“Yes Mistress Fiona I do,” again he sounded nervous as he replied to her.

“Explain?” she paused for a second and gave him a stern look. “And be honest or I will really hurt you Nikki,” she added and gave him a smug-looking smile. Nick’s mind began to spin, he knew how much pain this woman could bring down on him without concern or mercy. Again this felt so different from when he confessed to his Mistress, that was something that he wanted to do and made him feel better, but this was not the same. For a moment he just stared up at Fiona who waited for him to start speaking, he wasn’t sure what he should say. His mind was spinning faster than ever before and all while the humiliation and helplessness of the situation ran through him. “WELL!” This time she screamed down at him and it made him jump, he knew he had no choice and he had to be honest with her.

“Mistress Fiona it was the way you dress and your arrogance, I also thought you didn’t like me, but now I see just how superior you are in every way to me.” He spoke the words quickly as the fear flooded through him. Nick could see by the way Fiona looked down at him that she was thinking about how she would respond to his comment, a real fear again ran down his spine as he looked up at her and waited.

Fiona

For a few moments Fiona considered how she would respond to what he had said, she looked down at his trembling body and saw the fear in his eyes as he looked up at her. Nikki was once what Fiona had thought of as a real man, maybe that is why she decided to take him. He had a good body and looked after himself, he was always brave taking on the biggest waves with his surfboard, now she smiled at his shivering body in the dress that showed his stocking tops as he knelt. She had to give a little smile at what she had turned him into in just a matter of days and she knew there would be so much more of a transformation in the coming weeks. As she looked down at him she saw the sole patterns of her shoe still displayed across his face from where she had hit him and her mind went onto his backside. She had seen when he displayed it for Jane this morning just how bad it was, welts and bruises covered every part of it and again she smiled. Fiona decided to remain cool as she needed this to be a training lesson for Nikki rather than an excuse to beat him further, which would come later.

“So let's explore this a little, do you think I should be dressed in the way you are?” She gave him a look of puzzlement as she spoke. As she spoke she felt the power flooding through her, and again she felt the wetness growing between her legs. She knew she could have Nikki's face between her legs anytime she wanted, but she wasn’t ready for that yet, not until he was fully the way she wanted him to be.

“Mistress Fiona not dressed as a maid, but it would be nice to see you in a dress maybe,” the soft nervous voice below her replied.

“Why?” As she replied she saw the way his face again turned bright red.

“Mistress Fiona because it would make you look nicer,” his voice shook as he spoke. She knew he had already given her more than enough reason to beat him, not that she needed a reason anyway.

“You mean sexier, don’t you?” Now she held a straight face as she spoke. “I suppose you would also like me to cover my face in make-up?” She added as she held back a smile and felt her pussy begin to throb.

“No Mistr,” his words were interrupted.

“DON’T LIE TO ME GIRL OR I WILL TAKE WHATEVER SKIN IS LEFT ON YOUR BACKSIDE AND SHRED IT!” This time she shouted down at him and his face instantly again glowed bright red.  She saw the way his body trembled in fear and again that power surge ran through her.

“Sorry yes Mistress Fiona to look more sexy,” tears began to build in his eyes as he spoke now.

“And why would you want me to look sexy? Do you want that stupid little cock of yours to try and grow in the tiny cage?” This time Fiona allowed a little chuckle to come out along with her words.

“No Mistress Fiona it's not like that,”

“SO WHAT IS IT LIKE THEN!” she again shouted the words down at him. Fiona knew she would have to end this session soon, she knew she needed to get up to her bedroom, and time was limited as she was having a coffee afternoon later with friends. She looked down at his trembling body which was still holding the Nadu position for her.

“To make it easier to serve you Mistress Fiona,” came the nervous words. Fiona had to laugh at his answer.

“I don’t need to make it easier for you, do I?” Fiona smiled at him as she spoke.

“No Mistress Fiona,” the nervous reply followed.

“Unlike you, I will dress in the way I enjoy and am comfortable in. And unlike you I am free to dress in any way I choose to. I hope that is something your little brain fully understands,” this time Fiona put on a stern voice and again saw the helpless look on Nikki’s face.

“Yes Mistress Fiona I really do understand that,” Fiona felt another power surge as his face again turned bright red. Now she was struggling to not drop her hand between her legs, it wasn’t that she was embarrassed to do so in front of him, it was just that she didn’t want him to know how much he turned her on yet. 

“And yes Nikki I didn’t like you or what you were. I found you a self-centred stupid little creature that only cared about yourself. And it was because of your selfishness that you ruined Paul's life by always making him think he should drop his commitments to me to go fucking surfing.” Fiona again kept a harsh voice and gave him a look of disgust as she spoke, she knew she couldn’t keep this up for much longer as her pussy throbbed. She stood up and watched the way he turned his head upwards to look at her face, she saw how the collar pressed into the back of his neck as he did. “Well let me tell you something girl, that life has ended for you. You will now be putting me first, AM I CLEAR!” She shouted the last words down at him and saw the look of sheer fear on his face.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” his voice shook as he spoke.

“Go and fucking continue cleaning my kitchen girl,” Fiona spoke as she rushed away, her body now needing the relief she would find in her bedroom.

Nick felt himself shaking as he worked, again confusion and fear filled him. He hated the way Fiona kept calling him a girl, and he hated the way he was dressed to look like one. He couldn’t understand what she had meant by him being self-centred, he had felt sorry for Paul and wanted the man to have some fun. Nick had never meant for that to cause Fiona problems and that’s why he only asked Paul to come out when she was in the city. He couldn’t understand why Fiona took that as dragging Paul away from her, what was she expecting, for Paul to stay in the house all the time when he wasn't at work? The more Nick thought about Fiona the more he hated her, he felt there was something wrong with her mentally, but he also felt her power and superiority over him. Again Nick thought about just walking away and going back to his old fun life, but again he felt the unseen chains holding him here. Suddenly a feeling of helplessness and weakness came over him, he knew this woman could keep him here for as long as she wanted to and she could do anything she wanted with him.  Nick felt the pain in his tube as he thought about that and his cock tried to grow, he couldn’t believe that this woman made him feel like that, there was nothing sexy about her. Tears filled Nick’s eyes as he cleaned, his feet were killing him in the high-heeled shoes, while his cock dug into its small space.

Nick had given Fiona a curtsy when she left hours ago, she had just walked out of the back door paying him no attention. Again he felt so small and insignificant as she totally ignored him, it was like he wasn’t there. Since then he had re-cleaned the now spotless kitchen twice, he knew he was just wasting his time now but dared not stop cleaning without her permission. Nick's mind was on what he would have been doing now if he were free, he knew he would be on the sea enjoying the waves instead of being dressed like a maid cleaning a kitchen over and over again. His mind was spinning at how defenceless he was, he couldn’t understand why or how he let Fiona have so much power over him. His back was turned towards the hallway’s door as he again started to clean the oven hop while hoping Fiona would return soon and allow him to go home.

“How about showing me some fucking respect turd,” the sudden rude voice of Jane sounded behind him. Nick quickly turned in shock having forgotten that she was at home, again he was stunned as the beautiful and sexy young woman stood just inside the kitchen wearing only a short white nighty. He immediately gave her a curtsy before he dropped to his knees and crawled over to her and kissed each of her bare feet.

“I am so sorry Miss Jane,” he spoke while on his knees with his face still just above her feet. As Nick looked down at her pink-painted toenails he felt both fear and amazement at being in her presence.

“Make me a coffee slut,” Nick heard the humiliating and arrogant words coming from the sexy woman standing above him.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” as he replied she walked towards the dining table and took a seat on one of the chairs. Nick quickly got up to begin making the coffee, as he did Jane switched on the small kitchen TV.

“Walk on your fucking toes, I don’t want to hear heels clicking,” he heard Jane's arrogant voice saying. Again the humiliation ran through Nick as he took the heels away from the wooden floor, his feet felt the pain as he walked on his toes so that Jane would not be disturbed by the clicking sound

“Sorry Miss Jane,” again Nick felt helpless and belittled by her comment. The total humiliation of the way he was dressed in front of this sexy woman ran through him and he felt his face glowing red. Soon he was standing by her side, the coffee sitting on the table in front of her.

“Why are you still cleaning in here you fucking lazy sissy,” she spoke without taking her eyes away from the TV screen. Her demeaning words sent a feeling of shame and embarrassment through Nick as he stood in the way he had been trained to.

“Sorry Miss Jane I have not been told to stop cleaning in here.” Nick felt more belittled than he could remember as he replied to the sexy woman half his age who was sitting comfortably in front of him.

“Get out of my sight, go clean the living room,” again she spoke without looking at him and gave a dismissive wave of her hand.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” Nick replied to her demeaning words as he gave her a respectful curtsy. As Nick tiptoed away to clean another room he felt the degradation at the way she spoke to him, yet the words of the goddess filled him with excitement. In a way Nick was sorry to have to leave her presence and wished she had allowed him to stay in the same room with her, yet he was also relieved to be out of her way, he knew the pain she could give him without thought or concern. It sickened him to think about the fear that Jane filled him with, she was so perfect and he wished she would be a little kinder to him, but he had no doubt she thought of him as some low creature that was there to clean and had no other purpose.


Chapter 17

A lesson from Jane

Nick had survived the remainder of the previous day without being hit, he had not seen Jane again and it was only when Fiona got back home that he was dismissed back to his cell from the spotlessly clean lounge.

As with yesterday morning Nick was out cleaning the garden when he heard the call from Fiona coming from the back door of the house. He quickly ran over to the back door expecting to see her waiting for him, instead he saw a small suitcase on the floor but no sign of Fiona. Not knowing what to do Nick stood and waited while looking into the empty kitchen. He had stood there for about ten minutes waiting before he saw Fiona walking into the kitchen from the hallway. He saw she was again wearing a baggy sweatshirt, jeans, and low-heeled block-heeled boots which the large jeans almost covered over.

“Good morning Mistress Fiona,” Nick said politely towards her as he dropped into a curtsy.

“Take my case to the back gate and wait for me,” she said in a flat tone of voice without looking at him.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” Nick quickly replied wondering if she was heading back to the city for work. The case was surprisingly heavy for its size but Nick decided not to put it down as he stood by the back gate waiting for Fiona, he was sure that she was going to head to the city today and hoped that he would finally be allowed to go back home. His body needed the rest as everything had been an onslaught since he arrived here, he also decided that he would ask Fiona if she could replace his chastity device with the old one. Nick's cock just felt constant pain now and he worried that the tiny tube would do permanent damage if it wasn’t removed soon. As Nick stood there in his high-heeled shoes and maid uniform he again felt silly and couldn’t wait to take them off, there was nothing Nick liked about wearing women's clothing, he found the whole thing humiliating. The sound of the chunky heels clicking along the garden path towards him made him look up from the floor, he immediately gave Fiona a curtsy as she approached. She paid him no attention as she unlocked the back garden gate, Nick felt the embarrassment and belittlement at the way she just ignored him again. He felt he was not good enough in her eyes for her to acknowledge that he was standing there, again Nick wanted to say something but thought better of it.

“Put it in the boot girl,” Fiona said in her normal arrogant tone of voice as she walked onto the driveway towards her car. For a moment Nick froze at her command, he was wearing a maid's uniform and the last thing he wanted to was be seen by anyone passing by on the street. As he remained standing just inside the garden he watched as Fiona unlocked her car and looked back at him. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING GIRL, BRING MY CASE!” this time Fiona shouted out loudly. Nick felt his face turning a bright red knowing the shout would bring attention to him now. Knowing he had no choice he quickly walked onto the drive and felt the light breeze lift his short dress displaying his stocking tops as his heels clicked on the concrete below him. Again his face glowed red with humiliation as he opened the boot of the car and placed the heavy bag into it. As Nick closed the boot of the car he saw the way Fiona was waiting and watching him by the still-closed driver's door, she had a look of impatience on her face. Feeling the total humiliation Nick rushed to the driver’s door and opened it for the waiting woman.

“Open the gates and close them behind me girl,” Fiona said as she got into the car. As Fiona spoke Nick saw a man walking a dog past the front of the drive, and again he felt his face glowing bright red not believing that he was outside dressed the way he was. “Well are you going to close the door girl or do I drive with it open?” Fiona again spoke in an arrogant tone as she started the engine with the driver's door still open.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona, please may I ask you something?” Nick spoke softly now wanting to know if he could go home once she left.

“No you may not, now shut the fucking car door and open the gates for me,” Fiona said rudely. Again Nick's face glowed bright red as he closed the door to Fiona’s car and hurried to open the drive gate for her. As he stepped onto the pavement he looked up and down the road and felt relieved that no one was walking by.

“Get back to work in the garden,” he heard Fiona call out of the car's opened window as she drove out of the yard.

Fiona

Fiona had to smile as she drove past Nikki who was standing and holding her gate open with a face as red as a post box. She made a note that he would have to be taken out dressed as a woman, the humiliation he would go through while doing that would do him the world of good. Fiona had wanted to take Nikki to the city flat with her but had decided that it would be better to let Jane work her magic on him over the next few days. Again Fiona smiled in the knowledge that soon enough Nikki would be her personal maid wherever she was, he would dedicate his life to her. For now she turned up the radio and sang along to the songs it would play on her journey to the city.

Nick

Nick again couldn’t believe the arrogance of the woman and the humiliation she caused him without concern. He found it hard to believe that she had sent him out into the street dressed the way he was, Fiona seemed unconcerned if anyone saw him or not. She had treated him like some insignificant and inferior subservient this morning, she had been rude and insulting to him from the moment she had seen him today. Once again Nick found his head spinning in confusion, he had hated everything she had said and done with him this morning, yet he found something felt so right that she had treated him like that. Nick felt the added humiliation of being dressed the way he was while she just wore her normal type of ugly clothing. As Nick swept and tidied the garden he thought about what he should do, it was clear that Fiona had gone off to the city and just left him here. He had wanted to ask her about going home but she never gave him the chance to speak to her before driving away. He knew Jane would soon also be going off to work and he would just be left in the empty house, all he could do was hope that Jane would give him back his clothing and dismiss him before she left. Nick had never felt so helpless and inferior in his whole life, he reminded himself that this was the life he had always dreamt of, he only wished he was living it for someone else and not Fiona. Nick still found it hard to believe that it was her who had decided to take him, she really was the last person in the world he thought he would ever be a slave to. His mind found itself thinking about her and what she had said while he worked, again he hated the way she dressed and portrayed herself however he also knew that made her all the more superior.

“COME HERE!” He heard the voice of Jane shouting towards him from the back door of the house. Like every time he heard Jane calling him he felt both fear and delight as he rushed over towards her.

After he gave her a curtsy Nick dropped to his knees and placed his mouth on the soft leather flat shoes she wore. He had only caught a glimpse of her as he approached, he saw the pink t-shirt and tight jeans she wore, again she looked like a Goddess.

“Stand,” Jane said once he had kissed both her shoes. Nick heard the way her voice sounded angry as she spoke and a shiver of fear ran down his spine.

“Why were you not standing here waiting for me slut?” Jane spoke once Nick was standing in front of her. He again heard the harshness in her voice and for the first time today he raised his head to look at her as he replied. She wore no makeup, but she still looked more than beautiful. Nick could also see by her expression that she was not happy with him and he couldn't understand why as he had done what Fiona had told him to.

“Sorry Miss Jane I was told to clean the garden by Mistress Fiona,” he replied softly. Nick saw how he towered above Jane as he stood before her, she was only about five foot five and he was six foot tall without the high-heeled shoes. The feeling of this shorter woman's control over him again gave him mixed feelings of excitement and humiliation, he again felt the pain begin as his cock started to grow.

“Well mums not here and I don’t expect to have to call for your fucking service every morning. I want the garden cleaned and you standing here waiting for me when I get up. Am I clear slut?” Again she spoke rudely and Nick felt his face turning bright red.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane,” his meek voice replied.

“Your so fucking ugly,” Nick was shocked by her unexpected comment. The humiliation ran through him at the horrible remark.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” he heard the way his voice sounded shaky as he replied.

“Make me a coffee you ugly bitch,” Jane said as she turned and walked toward the kitchen table. Like yesterday she turned on the TV and paid no attention to Nick as he started to make the coffee, remembering yesterday he walked on his toes so that his clicking heels would not disturb her. Nick had known Jane since she was a child, but she had never really paid him much attention apart from the polite hello and goodbye being that he was her father's friend, she had always had that superior way about her.  Soon Nick was standing by her side, her coffee cup on the table in front of her as she watched the news on the TV.

“Go fucking clean something maid,” Again she spoke rudely without looking away from the screen.

“Yes Miss Jane.” Nick dropped into a curtsy as he spoke, but again he felt the humiliation of being called a maid and told to go and clean something.

“Actually start with mum's bedroom slut,” he heard the demeaning words as he started to walk out of the kitchen.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” he replied as he left the room with his face again glowing bright red.

Fiona’s bedroom was huge, the big Georgian windows filled the room with natural light. Nick saw how the room was very untidy and messy, Fiona had just thrown her spent clothing on the floor, the bed was unmade and the room looked dusty. Nick knew from when Paul had shown him around the house that there was a large ensuite and walk-in wardrobe off the room. Nick looked in both and again saw they were as messy as the main room, he felt sick knowing it would take him hours of work to clean these rooms. For a moment he hesitated as he again thought about just walking away from this, he wasn’t a maid and knew he never had to do this work. As Nick's mind spun he hated himself for knowing he had no real choice in this, the sexy Jane had ordered him to do this, the woman who was arrogant and found him ugly had commanded it. The helpless feeling that he had felt so often since being here ran through every fibre of his body as he started the mundane work.

He wasn’t sure how long he had been working when the door to the bedroom suddenly opened. Nick felt the fear running through him as Jane walked into the room holding a leather riding crop in her hand, a shiver ran down his spine as he curtsied the sexy young woman.

“Why haven't you finished in here you lazy bitch?” again her voice sounded harsh. Nick had almost finished the rooms and was only moments ago wondering what he should do next when she came in.

“Sorry Miss Jane I have just about done,” he replied nervously.

“You fucking stink, did you wash your knickers and stockings last night,” again Nick's face turned bright red at her remark. “And your fucking stockings are laddered you scruffy bitch,” her stern voice added. Nick felt the tremble of fear running through him, he knew he had not washed the items as they would have still been wet this morning and he was only given one pair of panties and stockings to wear. He looked down at his legs and saw the tear in his stockings and again he felt the tremble of fear.

“Sorry Mi,” his words were interrupted.

“Bend over the fucking chair you filthy animal,” Jane pointed to the dresser chair with the crop as she spoke. Nick couldn’t believe what she had just said as he stared at her in complete disbelief, again he saw how sexy and beautiful she was and part of him felt inadequate at just being in her presence. “NOW!” this time she screamed at him. Fear ran through every molecule of his body as he rushed over to the chair and bent over, he didn’t want her to hit him and again he felt so helpless as he obeyed her knowing she was going to hurt him. “Lift your dress and drop your knickers girl,” he heard her command and felt his body shaking. He wanted to beg her not to do this to him, but he felt so powerless and weak so just obeyed her command. He felt sick knowing that his backside would soon again suffer, it had only just started to recover from all the other beatings he had received. Nick heard the hiss of the air behind him and felt his muscles tighten at the impending pain he was about to feel. Within a second the leather riding crop designed to hurt a horse through its thick hide struck him, the pain was instant and intense. His soft already bruised and welted backside felt an eruption of agony as his back lifted and his hands shot to the source of the pain, all while his scream filled the room.

“GET DOWN YOU FUCKING WHORE!” Jane screamed out at his unauthorised sudden movement. Nick's whole body shook from the blow as he pushed himself down on the chair, he found it hard to believe this was really happening to him. The air behind him hissed as soon as he was bent forward and again the burning sting cut into his hide. He felt his body shudder as he again screamed out as the burning agony that ran through his backside and up into his spine, before his body could react any further another cut landed just under the last. This time the intense pain overtook his body control and again his back straightened as his scream filled the room. He felt his body shaking as he forced his legs to not give way beneath him, he had never felt such pain before.

“DOWN!” The scream came from behind him. Nick tried to beg her to stop but the intense crying and pain he felt never allowed him to speak. “I SAID FUCKING BEND OVER!” Again her scream filled the room. Nick’s mind raced, he didn’t want to bend over again but knew he had to, the fire was still traveling through his body from the last lash. As Nick forced his body forward there came a different pain, this time his legs gave way as her foot smashed into his dangling balls. Nick again screamed out as the pain became more and more intense, he felt the agony from the kick in the pit of his belly. Everything seemed like it was happening in slow motion as his knees hit the floor, he couldn’t breathe now as the pain was too much. He heard her shouting but couldn’t understand what she was saying as his senses became overloaded with agonising pain. His body fell flat to the floor and he found himself wrapped tight in the fetal position, his hands holding onto his balls. He struggled to breathe as his world fell apart, he felt the world spinning.

“YOU WILL FUCKING BEND OVER THAT CHAIR CUNT!” This time her shout made sense, but his body refused to move from the position it had adopted. He heard the anger and hatred in her voice as his body still shook at her feet, he fought to gasp in some air as his mind spun in disbelief.

“Please, please, please,” the sobbing words came out of his mouth as he still curled on the floor. He felt the dog food he had eaten this morning coming up his throat and he fault to hold it down. His balls felt broken and a deep pain remained inside them as he still clutched onto them.

“STAND AND BEND, I WILL NOT TELL YOU AGAIN SLUT!” Again he heard her shout. Nick couldn’t believe this was happening, only the pain telling him this was real. The fear he had for this sexy woman who stood over him took control of his mind, he didn’t want her to kick him again. As Nick fought the pain to stand his body shook, he swallowed the dog food that came up from his belly and sat in his mouth, he felt sick, and the deep pain from his balls still echoed around his body. Still somehow and with all the willpower he had he forced himself to stand and bend over the chair.

“Spread your fucking legs,” he heard her voice as his legs fought to hold him up. Nick didn’t want to, he wanted to keep his legs together, he didn’t want her to kick him again. He heard himself blabbering, begging her not to kick him again as he obeyed her and forced his legs apart.

“Shut up,” she spoke in a calmer voice. Nick felt the terror running through him as he waited for her foot to smash into his trapped ringed balls again. His legs and body shook, and his head spun.

“You have a simple choice slut, you will remain in that position or I will kick your fucking balls until they rupture,” her words came down at him. Nick couldn’t believe how calm she sounded as his body shook from the pain and the terror he felt of the woman behind him. The pain in his balls now also raged in his gut, the fire from the lashes to his backside slowly returned as the shock from the kick wore off. “AM I CLEAR BITCH!” Nick couldn’t believe how she had gone from calm to sounding furious with him again.

“Yes, yes Miss Jane, yes,” he sobbed the words out as his body trembled.

“Now hold firm,” again her voice switched to one of sexiness and calmness. The air behind him hissed and Nick held the legs of the chair tightly with his hands. The fire cut into his backside again, he screamed out at the sudden pain but forced his body to remain bent over for her. He felt the burning sting of the crop travel up his spine and he screamed out at the pain as his body shuddered. Tears ran from his eyes as he held the position on legs that wanted to give way again.

“You will take your punishment slut,” Jane's voice sounded calm and there was a hint of amusement in her tone. Nick heard the hissing air above him and again the helpless feeling ran through his mind, he didn’t want this and knew he never deserved it. This time Jane had brought the crop down so it struck his backside vertically, the lash hitting down on one of the many bruises Fiona's shoe had left on him. The pain again was intense and instant, as Nick screamed out his right leg bent upwards off the floor by reflex and his body shuddered as his head shot upwards.

“BE STILL BITCH!” he heard Jane’s shout behind him.

“Sorry, sorry Miss sorry,” he gasp the words out as he fought to hold the position. Nick had no idea why he was allowing this young woman to hit him so badly, he wanted to run, yet he stayed bent over for her as the air hissed again. The lash hit down on his other cheek, again vertically, the leather cut into his now raw and discoloured flesh. Nick could not control his legs as the agonising pain cut into him, they quickly in secession bent at the knee as he hollowed out a kind of scream a wild animal would make.

“I will not tolerate a scruffy and stinking maid bitch,” Jane’s soft voice said as she looked down at the man in agony bent over a chair before her. Nick wanted to reply but he was gasping and struggling to overcome the pain she had given him, his world was spinning. As well as the pain of her lashes he also felt the sheer humiliation of knowing it was a young beautiful and sexy twenty-year-old woman who was beating him. All the while he wore a dress, stockings, and high-heeled shoes as he bent his body over a chair for her to abuse. The shame and degradation of what was happening filled his mind as his tears flowed from his eyes and his body shook. “AM I CLEAR SLUT!” her shout made Nick jump.

“I’m so sorry Miss Jane, I am really so so sorry Miss, please Miss Jane I am sorry.” He sobbed out the confused words as he looked down at the floor and waited for the lash to crack again.

“You will always look smart, I expect you to take pride in the way you look. You will wash and look after your clothing each and every day. Do we understand each other girl?” Her voice again took on a calm and sexy tone as she spoke and Nick heard her soft footsteps walking away from him.

“Yes Miss Jane,” again Nick sobbed out his reply.

“Now tidy yourself up girl and come thank me correctly for your punishment,” the soft voice sounded behind Nick. Nick dreaded having to have to pull his panties up over his fiery backside but knew he had no choice as he forced his painful body to stand up straight. He again felt the humiliation growing as tears ran down his face, he couldn't believe he had allowed a woman half his age to do this to him, he felt weak and pitiful as he turned and saw her sitting on a chair with her legs crossed. He saw the way her beautiful face looked up at him as she gave him a little look of sympathy. Nick dropped to his knees and crawled over to her on all fours before putting his face to her soft leather shoe.

“Thank you for my punishment Miss Jane,” he began to grovel at her feet while kissing the leather shoe which was on the floor in front of his face.


Chapter 18

The Sufferance of a Maid

Jane had told Nick to go back to his room and to follow the instructions she had left him there before he was to return and clean the house. He had no idea what she meant as he hurried back to the outside cell which now seemed to be his home when he wasn’t working for Fiona or Jane. Nick was struggling to get Jane out of his mind, again he had seen how perfect she was, yet he knew he was completely petrified of her. His backside still felt the burning stinging pain she had given him only minutes before, his balls hurt deep within themselves, and the humiliation of what he had allowed her to do to him made his head spin in confusion. He knew any other man alone in a house with such a perfect and sexy young woman would no doubt be fucking her, yet Nick in his little chastity tube had allowed her to beat him black and blue and then kissed her feet while thanking her for what she had done to him. What Nick hated so much was he really meant the thanks he gave her, the thought sickened him. He knew he must have deserved the beating he got for no other reason than because Jane had decided it. Tears still fell from his eyes as he walked into the small cell unsure what she wanted from him next, he froze as he looked down at his wooden bunk.

On top of the itchy horse blanket, he saw a sheet of paper that sat next to a make-up set. Next to that lay a dozen pairs of new black stockings, he felt sick as he picked up the paper and saw instructions on how he was to apply the makeup to his face. For a moment he just froze while his mind spun, he knew this was going too far and he felt sick that Jane wanted him to do this. A stinging wave of pain suddenly shot through his backside from the lashing he had just received, and he felt his legs again tremble in fear of knowing what Jane was capable of doing to him for disobeying her. He also knew his most inner-self would never allow him to disobey Jane, she was a Goddess in every way. Nick felt sick as he picked up the make-up set and small mirror, he began to follow the instructions on applying the make-up that Jane had written out for him.

As Nick’s heels clicked along the side passageway he felt sick to his core. He didn’t want to go back into the house and face Jane the way he looked now, his face felt hot under the heavy makeup he had put on and he knew it was glowing bright red below it. He had used the iron she had left him in the cell to press his uniform and had also put on a pair of new stockings. He felt the wetness of the panties which he had now washed against his skin, the only nice thing was that they cooled his still stinging and welted backside. As Nick approached the back door of the house he felt the leather collar digging into his throat, he had never felt so degraded before. He paused at the back door and looked into the empty kitchen knowing he had to go into the house and start cleaning. He could not see Jane but still knocked on the open door, after a few seconds he walked into the room while feeling his legs shaking below him.

Nick had spent the next hour cleaning the kitchen in silence, he had forced himself to painfully stay on his toes as he worked as so not to disturb Jane. Since coming back into the house he had not seen or heard Jane and he wondered where she was. With the kitchen done he knew he had to move into another room to start work and was dreading bumping into Jane and seeing her the way he now looked. With his nerves on edge, Nick knocked on the closed living room door and waited before he entered, there was only silence behind the door. The next two hours of Nick's life were spent cleaning the whole downstairs of the house, it was only when he was in the front hallway that he saw that Jane's car was gone. He felt sick knowing he had spent the last hours working in silence while in fear of the woman walking in on him and all while she had gone out. Nick felt that belittling feeling in knowing that she could do as she liked and go about her life without saying anything to him. He felt sick knowing she had just left him to clean while looking the way he did and feeling frightened of his every movement that may disturb her.  Feeling completely dejected at being treated the way he was he decided he would clean her bedroom next being that she was not home, he would have done that first if he had known she had gone out.

He glanced into the large wall mirror in Jane's room and he felt the sickness in the pit of his belly as the maid reflected back at him. Nick could not recognise himself in the heavy makeup, he looked like some helpless woman and couldn’t believe how the makeup had transformed him. He did have to admit that he looked kind of sexy in the uniform but still found it hard to believe that this was really him. Once again his head spun at a thousand miles an hour, he didn’t like this but knew he looked like this for Jane so it must be right. As Nick stared at himself he felt another shooting pain going through his backside, he turned around and lifted his dress while looking back at his reflection. He again felt sick as he looked at the state of his backside which showed through the lace panties which stuck to his wounds. Every part of his backside was covered in bruises, welts, and cuts, the whole area hurt. Nick felt the shame in knowing that two women had done this to him and that he had allowed them to. Tears built in his eyes knowing he was helpless to stop them adding to the state of his backside at their whim, slowly Nick turned and looked at the messy room which he now had to clean.

As Nick cleaned he felt sick at the way he had been put to use, he felt that he was now being used as little more than some skivvy. This had never been Nick's idea of female domination, this was more like slavery. Again his mind was spinning as he cleaned, there was something about knowing Jane was out having fun while he scrubbed and made her home spotless, something seemed right about that however much he hated the idea. He knew Jane was too good to do such menial work, she was a goddess while he was just some insignificant guy who dressed like a maid. He felt sick knowing how unimportant and stupid he must have seemed to her, the memory of the beating she had given him came back, and again he felt worthless and low. Nick fought the tears from falling as he continued to clean, the last thing he wanted was to spoil the makeup that he had to now wear for Jane.

“SLAVE!” Nick's blood ran cold when he heard Jane’s shout coming from downstairs. He had not heard her car pulling up as he cleaned her room, suddenly now the humiliation and terror but the excitement of seeing Jane again ran through him. Nick rushed down the stairs towards the sound of the beautiful woman's voice.

Again Nick was stunned when he saw Jane standing in the kitchen waiting for him, she had her legs slightly spread and her hands on her hips. The short pink summer dress hugged her curvy body and the lacy straps of the shoes wrapped around her ankles and bottoms of her perfect legs. Nick dropped into a curtsy before he fell to his knees and started to crawl towards her to kiss her feet.

“No, just stand girl I don’t want your lipstick all over my shoes,” she spoke while sounding amused at seeing him. Again Nick felt his face becoming hot and flushed under the makeup as he got back up and stood in his waiting maid position.

“Where were you girl?” Jane spoke now with a rude voice.

“Sorry Miss Jane I was cleaning upstairs,” Nick replied softly.

“Fetch two glasses and a bottle of white wine slut,” Jane again said rudely as she turned and walked back out to the garden. Nick felt the humiliation at the way she just spoke to him like he was dirt as he gave her a curtsy which she never saw as her back was turned. The only thing he was grateful for was that she did not humiliate him further about the makeup that his face was now covered in. The horror of her words then struck him, she had said to bring out two glasses. Nick felt his world spinning knowing that he would have to show himself dressed the way he was to another person, this was not what he had agreed to do. When Nick thought about that he knew he had not agreed to any of the things that were happening, he knew he had to make another choice. He could call this a day and demand his clothing back or he could play along. Nick felt sick knowing he had no real choice in this, his inner-self demanded that he obey Jane.

As Nick walked towards the table carrying a tray with the wine and glasses he felt sick and stupid. He saw Jane sitting at the table with another equally sexy-looking woman of about the same age as her. The other woman wore a short yellow summer dress and flat yellow shoes, she looked Middle Eastern, and her golden skin seemed to glow. Nick felt his face burning under his heavy makeup as he walked up to the table and gave a curtsy.

“I think the red suits you more.” He heard Jane saying to the sexy other woman as he stood next to them holding the tray and feeling completely humiliated by being in their presence looking the way he did. Nick then heard the laughter as the woman with Jane looked up at him.

“What the fuck is that?” The woman spoke as she chuckled. Nick again felt his world spinning and his legs trembling at the embarrassment that he felt. He felt the slight breeze lift his dress and knew his stocking tops were displayed as the young beautiful and sexy woman looked up at him while still chuckling. As the young woman saw his tiny chastity device through the see-through panties she burst into laughter, all while Nick stood there helplessly holding the tray.

“Mum’s new toy,” Jane said as she laughed too. There were no words to describe what was going through Nick’s mind as he stood there, this was beyond humiliation. The shame, belittlement, and degradation ran through him as he stood dressed the way he was in front of the two young sexy ladies.

“It’s so fucking weird looking. I knew your mum was into Femdom but fuck me, what is she doing? Is she turning the thing into a girl?” Jane's friend said while still finding the sight of Nick totally funny.

“Yeap,” Jane giggled as she replied. Again Nick heard the roar of laughter coming from Jane’s friend. “Well don’t just stand there you useless cunt, pour our wine,” Jane then said while looking up at Nick.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane,” Nick’s shaking words came out showing the humiliation he felt.

“It’s so fucking obedient,” Jane’s friend giggled as she spoke.

“It’s so fucking scared not to be, tell Aisha what happens when your disobedient slut.” Nick couldn’t believe this was happening to him, his hands and legs shook as he poured the wine for the two laughing ladies.

“I get beaten Miss Aisha,” he replied again with his words quivering. The comment again made Aisha laugh out loud.

Nick stood with his legs together and hands behind his back at the table side, he felt the way the breeze kept blowing up the bottom of his short dress. As he stood keeping his gaze downward he felt the degradation and disgrace flowing through him. The two sexy women totally ignored him as they sipped at their wine and spoke about the colour of a new car that Aisha was going to buy. Nick again felt the way his panties clung to the cuts on his backside as he stood in stillness under the hot sun. The makeup seemed to burn on his face as he felt the droplets of sweat on his forehead forming. He also now felt the wetness of his sweat inside his uniform and stocking-covered legs. His legs still trembled as he stood in the high heeled shoes next to the two comfortably sitting gossiping women. Again this seemed surreal to Nick, it was only the pains his body felt that reminded him that it was very real.

“Go fucking clean something bitch and for your sake I hope all the laundry has been done,” Jane said and waved a dismissive hand toward Nick. Again Nick’s mind spun at her degrading comment towards him in front of the other woman.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” Nick replied as he curtsied. This brought the giggling from Aisha back as she glanced up at him.

“I still can’t believe your mum wants it as a fucking maid,” Nick heard Aisha’s giggling words as he hurried away.

As soon as Nick made it back into the kitchen he fell to his knees and the tears started to fall from his eyes. He no longer thought about the makeup that covered his face, the humiliation and belittlement was all that spun around inside his mind. He couldn’t believe that Jane had degraded him in such a way as to make him serve and stand in front of her friend. Once again Nick thought about just running away, yet he knew he would not do that as this was what he had waited his whole life to do. Feeling helpless he continued his work as a maid cleaning Fiona’s and Jane’s house.

With the house spotless Nick went to the ironing room, he hated this windowless room so much and felt claustrophobic in it. Some of the clothing he had washed a few hours ago was still damp so he hung those up to dry, the other dry items he began to iron. As he worked he wondered what Jane was doing now and if her friend was still here. His mind went onto how sexy the two women had looked and his thoughts bought instant pain to his trapped cock. He so wished Fiona had left his other chastity tube on him as at least that allowed some growth inside. Until serving Fiona Nick had always felt that there was some element of sexual pleasure to be had from serving women, but here Fiona had made sure any kind of sexual thought bought him instant and unbearable pain. His mind went to the day Fiona had allowed him to cum in her hand, he was grateful to her for allowing that yet he remembered how she ensured he never felt anything close to full fulfillment.

“COME HERE MAID!” Nick heard the angry-sounding shout and again felt the fear run down his spine. As he left the ironing room he saw that Jane’s bedroom door was open. “I can't believe how useless the fucking bitch is,” he heard Jane's voice coming from the room.

“That’s the trouble with males, they have no idea how to keep house,” Aisha replied as Nick got to the door.

“This one will fucking learn,” Jane said just as Nick looked into the room. He saw Jane was stripping her double bed and throwing the bedding onto the floor, she looked furious. Aisha saw Nick standing at the door first and gave him a sorrowful look. Nick couldn't believe how sexy Aisha looked as she stood with her back resting on a wall, Nick dropped into a curtsy and again felt his legs trembling in fear. Jane looked up from the bed just as Nick was straightening his back and legs, he saw the anger in her face. “WHAT THE FUCKING HELL IS THIS YOU STUPID LAZY BITCH!” Jane yelled as she walked towards him. Nick felt the fear and confusion running through him, he had spent hours cleaning the room and didn’t understand what he had done wrong. Jane lifted her hand high when she was in front of him and Nick saw the hard slap coming towards his face. He stayed completely still and waited for the pain the sexy-looking young woman was about to deliver. The slap was hard and the burning sting to his cheek was instant. Nick felt the tears grow in his eyes, not only from the pain but also from the humiliation he felt as he helplessly stood and allowed Jane to slap him across the face in front of her friend. 

“DO I LOOK LIKE SOME DESTITUTE THAT SLEEPS IN FUCKING USED BEDDING!” Again Jane screamed angrily as she stood just in front of him. Once more Nick felt the humiliation as he looked down at the sexy young woman who he towered above in his high heeled shoes.

“Sorry no Mi,” the second hard slap interrupted him as it smashed across his face and now the tears ran from Nick's eyes.

“I bet it didn’t change the bedding in the other rooms,” Nick looked toward Asiha as she spoke. She now rested one of her feet flat against the wall that she leaned on as she gave him a sympathetic look. Nick saw Jane's hand reach towards his hair and then felt the pain as Jane took hold of it and pulled him down into a bending position. She then without warning stormed out of the room pulling him behind her by his hair, Nick felt the pain and forced himself not to raise his own hand to stop her from hurting him so much. She dragged him into Fiona’s bedroom before forcing him to stand up straight again, the humiliation and pain made Nick's body and legs shake. He saw the way she went over to her mother's bed and lifted the bed cover before pulling the rest of the bedding off and throwing it on the floor toward Nick. As Nick’s body trembled in confusion and fear he saw the way she again walked up to him, he saw her hand flying towards his face and the burning sting of the hard slap followed. Nick felt so helpless as the short woman again hit him, he felt like his legs wanted to give way, he had no idea what he had done wrong.

“You lazy fucking cunt, it’s just as well we are going out to lunch or I would beat you fucking senseless you useless bitch. NOW FUCKING CHANGE AND WASH THE BEDDING!” Jane screamed out the last words as she pushed him hard to one side and stormed out of the room. For a moment Nick just stood there frozen on the spot, he couldn’t believe the way he had just been treated, he felt sick at the woman's power over him.

“Pizza,” he heard Jane's now calm and sexy voice coming from the hallway just outside of the bedroom door.

“And a beer,” came the giggling reply from Asiha. Nothing but shame and humiliation ran through Nick as he heard the two giggling women leave the house. Once again Nick struggled to understand why Jane had been so cruel to him, how was he to know that bedding needed changing every day? He felt sick that she had again slapped and belittled him in front of her friend, but he also knew he had no choice other than to obey her and accept her for the way she was.

With the bedding washed and the house clean Nick wondered what he should do, he saw from the windows that it was dark outside and he felt completely wrecked. Jane had not returned since she went out with Asiha this afternoon and Nick had not stopped working since then. He now just wanted to go to his bunk and kick off the painful shoes that he wore and lay down for a while, yet Nick remembered Fiona’s training and knew he was not allowed to stop working until he was told to. A helpless feeling ran through him as he again started to clean a spotless kitchen, he forced his painful and aching body to continue to work. Nick’s mind had been on Jane for the whole afternoon, he knew he wanted to please her and to make her happy with him, yet he knew she thought of him as nothing more than some insignificant maid and he hated that idea so much. He wondered if she even considered him as a real person or just as some tool that she could work and abuse as much as she liked. The fact that Jane was so beautiful and a lady in every sense of the word added to the humiliation of that thought, he would have given anything for her to be friendly with him and see him for what he was. Again Nick felt sick to the gut wearing makeup and the skimpy maid uniform, he knew that dressing the way he was would only make her see him as some low skivvy that was fit for her to abuse. Nick felt the tightness of the collar and chastity tube as he worked, he felt trapped in a life that he didn’t want, yet he knew this life was right for him and that he deserved it because two women had decided it for him.

Nick was sweeping the floor on his hands and knees when Jane and Aisha walked in through the back door, the strong smell of alcohol filled the room. As Nick stood to give them a curtsy Aisha burst into laughter at seeing him as she held onto Jane's waist to steady herself.

“Why haven’t you finished the work slut?” Jane’s words sounded slurred. Nick felt the fear in him as the two drunken women looked at him.

“Sorry Miss Jane I started to clean again,” Nick replied in a trembling voice. Aisha found what he said funny and again she laughed out loudly at his reply.

“She loves to fucking clean so much that she started again,” Asiha giggled as she spoke.

“Fuck off, GET OUT!” Jane screamed the last two words out as she pointed to the back door. Nick again dropped into a curtsy and this time both the women started to laugh at him. Under his heavy makeup Nick felt his face burning red with humiliation as he ran towards the open door.

“Fucking idiot,” he heard Jane’s chuckling words just as he felt the hard kick to his backside which hurried him out into the garden. The door slammed shut behind him and he heard the door being locked as he stood in the dark garden on trembling legs. Again Nick found it hard to believe the way he had been treated in such a horrible and belittling way, he knew he had just been thrown out of the house and discarded now that his day's work had been done. For a few moments Nick just stood there feeling completely abused, then the tears started to flow from his eyes.

As Nick lay on the hard wooden bunk he thought about Jane and Asiha, he wondered if they were a couple. He had seen the way Asiha had held her body close to Jane’s, the thought of being a slave to a lesbian couple bought pain to Nick’s trapped cock and more tears filled his eyes. 


Chapter 19

A different side to Jane

Nick was still shivering after his morning shower as he tried to steady his hands to apply his makeup. The water from the outside hose had never felt as cold as it did today, and the chill in the air did mark that the weather was beginning to change. Nick knew if he had been free that he would have spent the last week enjoying the sea and what was left of the summer. He cursed at the way the small mirror he was trying to hold shook in his hand, again he couldn’t believe he was putting makeup onto his face. The tiredness he felt didn’t help, most of the night had been a sleepless one as the tiny tube on his cock caused him nothing but agony as his mind thought about Jane and Aisha. Nick had tried to put the two sexy women out of his mind last night, but time and time again the thought of the two sharing a bed in the house came back to him. He felt his cock try to grow again now as he thought about them and fought the horrible pain as he tried to apply makeup to his face.  Once more Nick had the feeling of surrealness running through him knowing that he would soon also look like a woman, be that only a working maid.

Nick had been up since five this morning, he had set the small alarm clock in his cell for that to ensure he had time to clean the garden and be waiting at the back door for Jane. His body still shivered as he now stood facing the closed door, the morning breeze blew up his short dress and the lacy panties gave very little protection to his balls from the coldness. The only nice thing about the cold breeze was that he felt it on his still throbbing backside, the pain from the beatings he got was something else he had felt for the whole night. It sickened Nick to think about how much he feared Jane, she was without doubt one of the sexiest women he had ever known and yet he was terrified of her. Part of him dreaded seeing her this morning and yet part of him couldn’t wait to be in her presence, as always the confusion ran through him as he forced his body to stand in stillness and wait.

Nick wasn’t sure how long he had stood there, he did know his body ached from the stillness and yearned to move after what had seemed like hours of waiting. Then without warning he heard the door being unlocked from the inside and felt a deep feeling of fear and excitement in the pit of his belly. The one thing about Jane was that she never failed to shock Nick in the way she looked, as he dropped into a curtsy he again felt he was in a dream world of some kind. He had only briefly caught sight of her before he lowered his gaze to her bare feet, but from that brief second, he saw her gorgeous naked body and the bite marks on her perfect breast.

“Good morning Miss Jane,” Nick said in a soft voice as he straightened his body while keeping his head bowed. Nick felt Jane looking him up and down, and he felt his legs tremble knowing the pain he would feel if he failed her inspection. 

“Good morning maid, bring two coffees to my bedroom,” Jane spoke in a soft and kind-sounding voice.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick replied but already she was walking away from him. As Nick gave her another curtsy he lifted his face and saw her naked and perfect body walking away. Nick found it hard to believe that she had allowed him to see her like this, as he watched her leave he saw how everything was so perfect about her. Her tanned skin and tight backside, her sexy legs and curvy body again bought a sharp pain to his trapped cock.

Nick knocked on the bedroom door while holding a tray with the two coffees, he heard the sounds of chatting and giggling coming from inside. Suddenly a wave of shame ran over Nick knowing he would soon enter the room looking the way he did, the thought sickened him.

“COME!” he heard the shout from behind the door. As Nick opened the door and stepped into the room he felt he had entered another universe or that maybe he had died and woken in heaven. Jane who was still completely naked sat on a chair by the window, she had one of her feet resting on a small table. Aisha was sitting up in the bed, her naked breast hanging in front of her. Nick felt the sudden pain as the tiny tube on his cock did its work, as he dropped into a curtsy he heard the sound of Aisha giggling.

“Ooh wonderful, coffee, bring it girl,” Nick heard Aisha’s excited-sounding voice as he glanced towards her. The humiliation of being called a girl ran through him as he saw the beautiful sexy woman holding out her hand. In disbelief that he was in a room with the two naked and sexy women Nick took a few steps towards Aisha on his trembling legs. As Nick held out the tray so Aisha could take her coffee without stretching he heard a chuckle coming from Jane.

“Are you nervous maid?” Jane’s soft and sexy voice asked as her girlfriend took the coffee from the tray. Nick turned and saw the exposed woman sitting on the chair, with one of her legs resting on the table her clean-shaven pussy was openly displayed. Again Nick felt his face glowing and burning under his makeup, he wanted to look to the floor but knew Jane said he had to look at her when he spoke.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick replied in a soft voice feeling completely inadequate as his cock squashed into the little tube locked onto him. Now behind him he heard a giggle coming from the other sexy woman on the bed.

“Put the tray on the table and stand next to the door girl,” Jane indicated to the table that her foot rested on as she spoke.

“That fucking looks painful,” Nick heard Aisha speaking as he bent forward and placed the tray he was holding next to Jane's foot. For a moment he thought she was referring to his backside as he bent forward.

“You fucking bitch that’s going to fucking hurt me for days,” Jane laughed out as she gave the other sexy woman a reply. Nick suddenly understood they were talking about the large and now bruised love bites on Jane's breast. Again Nick felt his own insignificance as the two carried on with their conversation like he wasn’t there.

“Your own fucking fault for making me so hot,” Aisha replied with a chuckle. Any doubt that Nick had about these two women being lesbians now disappeared. As Nick stood next to the door to the room in the position he had been trained to stand in he felt the agony as his cock throbbed and tried to grow. The hard plastic dug into his flesh and for a moment Nick wanted to scream out for help, but he knew that would just bring him more pain and ridicule. He felt his legs trembling as he stood facing outwards towards the room, with his head lowered he still saw the two sexy women with his peripheral vision.

“What’s your plans today?” He heard Aisha’s sexy voice. Nick tried to focus his vision on to the carpet in front of him, he wanted to get these two women out of his mind, he needed his cock to soften.

“Will finish off shorting out the flat, may take the girl with me,” Jane's words sent a tremble of fear down Nick’s spine. Nick had no idea what she had meant by that and prayed she wasn’t going to take him out of the house looking like he did. “Have you really got to go to work today?” Jane added in her soft voice.

“Yes but I will be back this evening,” the sexy reply came from Aisha. Jane let out a sigh at Aisha’s comment.

“Maybe we should have dinner at Marco’s this evening,” Jane said a second later. Nick felt this was a dream as he stood dressed as a maid in a room with two naked and very sexy women as they spoke about their plans for the day. Nick felt it hard to believe how indifferent they were to his presence, he felt like he wasn’t really here as they ignored him totally. Again he felt the humiliation and insignificance as he just stood in complete stillness waiting for an order like some robot.

“Yes I love that place,” the happy-sounding voice of Aisha replied. “And you can tell me all about our new flat then,” she added.

“Oh I can't wait for us to have our own place, but the place does need gutting out and redecorating,” Jane replied. Nick knew by those words that he soon would be left in this house alone with Fiona, he couldn’t believe that Jane was going to leave him here with her mother.

“Haven't you got something to clean maid?” Again the humiliation ran through him at Aisha’s words. Nick raised his head towards the beautiful woman sitting on the bed and again he was stunned at her beauty as she sat there with her perfect breasts hanging in front of her.

“Yes Miss Aisha,” he heard how nervous his voice sounded as he replied.

“Well run along girl,” this time Jane spoke in a demeaning tone.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane.” Nick gave a curtsy feeling the shame at being dismissed like some skivvy to go about doing menial work while the two women enjoyed their coffee and morning chat.

Nick had been cleaning the kitchen when Aisha left, he turned and gave her a curtsy but she completely ignored him. Again he felt the shame at not being good enough in her eyes to even give him a simple nod. The sexy woman in the tight jeans and heeled shoes walked out of the door without acknowledging the fact that he existed and for a moment he wanted to scream out at her.  He wanted to shout at her that he was a real person and had feelings, but he just remained silent knowing he was not good enough to make a sound in her presence. The thought of how unimportant he was in the sexy woman’s eyes sickened him to his core, feeling low Nick returned to cleaning the kitchen.  

Nick hated the fact that in his mind he had a plan on how to carry out all the work he had to do today, already a washing machine was on. When he finished cleaning downstairs he would do the ironing and then once Jane had gone out he would clean the upstairs room. Nick hated that he was used as little more than a house maid and now he knew he was beginning to think like one. At least the work kept him from thinking about his cock which had shrunk back into its confines. The only feeling that remained in his cock was the dull sensation of pins and needles, he hated this chastity device so much and would have given anything for it to be taken off.  The door to the living room where Nick was now working opened without warning, as he turned he saw Jane walking in and again he was stunned. She wore a white fluffy jumper that seemed to make her made-up face radiant, and her legs which were covered in white pantyhose showed under the short black skirt she wore.  Nick dropped into a curtsy as she walked into the room, he looked down at her nylon-covered feet as he did as she wore no shoes.

“Be a darling and get me another coffee girl,” she spoke in a friendly voice. Nick still hated being called a girl but slowly he was getting accustomed to hearing it, he knew that was all that Jane saw and thought of him as.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” he replied and hurried off to fetch the sexy woman her second coffee of the day.

Nick was standing in his normal position a few feet in front of Jane having served her the coffee. He faced down towards her feet but still could see her sexy legs covered in the white pantyhose that she had crossed as she sat on the chair.

“You are really doing so well, but you have a long way to go girl,” Jane spoke softly and her voice sounded sexy. Nick raised his face to reply to her and again looked at how beautiful she was, part of him couldn’t believe he was present in a house alone with such a sexy and perfect woman.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” he replied as she took a sip of coffee which Nick would have died for. Ever since he had been here he lived on dog food and water, he felt inhuman and he longed to just have a sip of the coffee which Jane held in her hand.

“I want my mother to have quality in her slave, that doesn’t just mean in your work but also in your presentation,” again Jane spoke softly. Her words confused Nick as he was dressed the way he had been told and stood the way he had been trained to. Her words also sent a shiver down his spine as he was reminded that he was Fiona’s slave and not Jane’s, how he wished it was this sexy woman who owned him.

“Yes Miss Jane,” he replied in his own soft voice while feeling the humiliation of standing before her in a dress, heels, and makeup.

“Now firstly you are standing too close to me, a lady needs her space. When you are standing in a room with a lady go back towards a corner of the room so that you are out of the way.” Jane waved her hand towards Nick as she spoke.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane.” Nick felt his face burning as he took a few steps back toward the corner of the room, he saw the nice smile Jane gave him as he did. This must have been the nicest this young woman had ever been, normally she spoke to him like he was dirt.

“Now it’s really important whenever you are standing to one side that you don’t move, the last thing any lady wants is to be disturbed by a fiddling maid,” she paused and again gave him a sweet look.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick replied feeling belittled by her words and knowing he wasn’t important enough to move without permission.

“Now who told you to stand the way you are doing girl?” She asked in a polite tone of voice and Nick saw the way her eyes were examining him as he stood.

“Mistress Fiona did Miss Jane,” he answered hoping that she would not punish him for standing in a way she didn’t like. Nick knew it did not take much for Jane to suddenly change her mood and hurt him.

“It’s all wrong, now move your left foot behind your right to form a T shape,” again her soft voice gave the order and Nick obeyed her. Nick immediately felt the stress of standing in this position as he forced himself to stay facing forward, he seemed to be fighting against what his muscles wanted his hips to do from the change in his leg position.

“Perfect, now I can’t imagine it’s the most comfortable position to stand in but it looks nice and sexy and very submissive,” she smiled at him as she spoke. “That is you’re at rest position, never let me see you standing in any other way,” she added and paused.

“Yes Miss Jane,” again Nick felt the humiliation of this younger woman who seemed to go out of her way to make his life harder. Yet he had to admit she had not been rude or arrogant sounding since he had been in here with her, in fact she had given him his instructions while being polite. He had never seen Jane looking or sounding so kind to him.

“See it’s all about presentation, you have to know your position in life and show that to others around you,” again she gave him a nice warm smile. Nick felt the painful stresses that standing like this caused his legs and back, but he knew this was something he now had to get use to.

“Yes Miss Jane,” he replied softly to her.

“And standing like that shows you are ready and waiting to serve, which is why you are here, isn’t it maid?” Nick felt his face again burning under the makeup, even with her kind look and voice he felt the humiliation of her words.

“Yes Miss Jane,” he felt sick as he replied knowing this woman was telling him what he knew, he was here to serve like some kind of obedient housemaid.

“Good girl, now I have to pop out for a while and want the housework done by the time I get back, and I want you waiting in the kitchen for me when I do,” she again smiled at him as she spoke.

“Yes Miss Jane.” Nick felt sick that she had set a deadline for the work to be done, what made it worse was he never knew what a while meant before she expected him standing in the kitchen.

“Good girl now run along,” she gave a dismissive wave of her hand as she picked up her coffee cup.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” Nick replied as he gave her a respectful curtsy.

It seemed like there was always something new to surprise Nick since being here, as he cleaned he couldn’t take his mind off the two incredibly sexy women this morning. He wasn’t sure how he felt about Jane being a lesbian, part of it excited him and yet he felt sad in another way as he knew she would never have eyes for him. He had to laugh at that thought, he was wearing a dress and tiny chastity device while being treated like a low servant, what real woman would give him a second look? The confusion of that thought spun in Nick's mind, he knew this was what he had always wanted to be, but part of him still wanted more, some kind of sexual contact to go along with his servitude. As he cleaned his mind went to Fiona, Jane had made it clear that he was her slave and he remembered the milking she had given him which just left him lacking. Nick felt the pain in his body, every part of him seemed to hurt in one way or another as he forced himself to continue cleaning Jane’s bedroom.

He had wanted to get the ironing done but was too afraid to not be standing and waiting for Jane when she returned home. So now he stood in the kitchen in the uncomfortable position that Jane had taught him to. He felt sick as he had stood here for well over an hour when he could have been doing some of the ironing that had built up. He wished Jane had said what time she would be home, he knew he was wasting time now but he could not risk not being where she had told him to be. As he stood there waiting Nick’s mind drifted onto Jane and Aisha, the instant pain the tube caused made him regret thinking about them. Nick felt the tears building in his eyes at knowing how low he was, his right to have any kind of sexual thoughts had been taken away from him by Fiona. The pain again reminded him of the lady he now belonged to, and he felt her tight collar digging into his throat as he stood helplessly waiting for her sexy daughter to return home. 

Nick fought the pain as his stiff body dropped into the curtsy as the beautiful and sexy young woman walked into the kitchen. She still wore the white jumper and short skirt, her legs covered in the white pantyhose looked elegant and sexy in the flat black leather shoes she wore. 

“Good afternoon Miss Jane,” he spoke softly as he gave her the respectful curtsy. As she dropped the carrier bags she was holding she gave him a nice smile and stepped towards him. Nick went back into the standing position she had taught him and he saw the way her hand reached up towards his face. For a moment he helplessly waited for the pain of the slap he was sure she was about to give him, he felt his legs tremble. Instead of the pain he felt her soft hand touched his makeup-covered cheek as she gave him a caring look.

“You have to take care of your makeup girl, keep it looking sharp and sexy,” she spoke in a soft voice.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick replied not really understanding what she meant by that. He had spent over an hour this morning applying the makeup to his face and knew he looked silly but pretty.

“You don’t want me to have to kick your bollocks again. Do you girl?” Nick's blood ran cold at her words. She had been so nice to him so far today and now she gave him the warning which reminded Nick of her complete power and ability to cause him agonising pain in an instant. 

“No Miss Jane,” Nick felt the fear as he replied to the sexy and innocent-looking young woman standing in front of him. He knew without warning he could be in agony at her feet as her foot smashed into his balls and he knew she had no qualms about bringing that instant pain to him. She again gave him that warm and friendly smile.

“Good girl, now run along to your cell and tidy your face up, then strip off your clothing and wait there for me.” Jane turned and started to walk out of the room as Nick gave her a curtsy feeling confused and fearful.

“Yes Miss Jane,” he replied to her back as he watched the sexy woman walking out of the room.


Chapter 20

Sissy Slut

Nick felt his nerves on fray as he stood in the cell waiting, he had made sure his makeup had been reapplied perfectly and now stood naked. The only things on his body were the collar around his neck and the chastity tube on his cock, both of which had been locked onto him and could not be removed. Nick felt the tremble of fear as he stood, he could not quite believe he was waiting the way he now looked for the sexy young woman to come to him. Again he felt the way his muscles protested at the silly position he had to stand in, while his mind was spinning on what would happen when Jane got here. He felt the humiliation of knowing she would see him naked as he wondered why she wanted him like this. He prayed that maybe she would take the pink tube off him and allow him to be milked, he so desperately needed real relief. The idea of such a beautiful young woman milking him filled him with both humiliation and excitement, he felt a shiver running through him and wasn’t sure if that was because of the cold air or of the idea of Jane milking him. Like always Nick found his mind spinning in confusion, he had no idea that serving a woman would feel like this. Since being here he always seemed to feel humiliated, belittled, and worthless yet always excited, the feelings confused him. He knew he needed time away from this to think things through and really hoped that soon he would be allowed to go home for a while.

Nick immediately dropped into a curtsy as Jane walked into the cell, he saw the smile on her face as she pulled the one little wooden chair to the centre of the room. As she sat down facing him he saw the way the short skirt she wore raised up on her pantyhosed-covered legs, he caught a glimpse of the black lace panties under the nylons. Again he felt the pain as the tube bit into his growing cock as he stood back in the position she had trained him to stand in. As she crossed her sexy legs she gave a little giggle and Nick felt the humiliation running through him as he stood in front of her naked.  

“No silly, you only stand like that when you are dressed. Now spread your legs and put your hands on your head girl.” She spoke softly as she dropped the carrier bag she was holding to her side.

“Sorry Miss Jane.” Nick felt the shame as he corrected the position he was standing in, he suddenly felt vulnerable and embarrassed as he spread his legs and placed his hands on his head. He saw the way she twirled her raised foot making little circles with it as his swollen balls dangled below him, and all while his cock hurt more and more as the tube cut into it.

“It’s so bloody cold in here, god help you in the winter girl,” Jane spoke again in a friendly voice and gave a little giggle as she did. But Nick felt helpless at the demeaning comment that she made.

“Yes Miss Jane it will be hard,” he replied and heard the way his voice crackled.

“Never mind,” she said dismissing any concern. “Now your face looks much better girl. It’s really important that you always look beautiful for Mum, so whenever possible always check that makeup,” she added before giving a pause. Nick felt his face glowing red and hot under the makeup, he felt the belittlement in knowing this sexy woman was training him for her mother, he felt sick at the situation. He felt his legs once again trembling as he stood naked in front of the sitting woman.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” he helplessly replied to her beautiful smiling face.

“Good girl,” again she smiled as she reached into the carrier bag by her feet.  Nick stood and watched in shock as Jane pulled out a pair of hold-up pink stockings from the bag and threw them to the floor just in front of him. “Put them on girl,” again she spoke in a nice soft voice while grinning. As Nick looked down toward the stockings he again saw the way her foot in the black leather shoe made little circles, he found something erotic about that. “Quickly girl,” Jane again spoke in a sweet voice.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” Nick bent forward and picked up the nylons before placing them onto his smooth legs. He saw how the pink stockings matched the small pink tube locked onto his cock, the shame ran through him as he stood back in his position again. Nick saw the satisfying look on Jane's face as she looked him up and down, she then bent forwards and pulled out a pink dress from the bag which she also threw to the floor in front of him.

“Put that on girl,” again she spoke softly. Nick froze as he looked down at the dress and again he felt sick that she wanted him to put the dress on. “Hurry up don’t make me kick those bollocks,” he heard the little giggle as she spoke and felt the fear of her words.

“Sorry, sorry Miss Jane,” he quickly and nervously replied as he bent down and picked up the dress. The dress felt light and soft as he stepped into it, as he slipped it up over him he saw how it only just covered his stocking tops, again it filled him with embarrassment to have to wear it. He looked down at Jane as she again inspected him with her eyes and beautiful smile.

“You look such a sweet sissy slut in that,” she said with proudness showing on her face. Nick felt disgraced and shamed as he stood again with his hands on his head and legs spread before the smiling woman.

“Thank you Miss Jane,” he replied sounding humbled and shamed. 

“Hehehe,” he heard the laughing sound as Jane again reached into the bag. Nick once again stared in disbelief as Jane pulled out a pair of pink high-heeled strappy shoes, he knew there was no end to the humiliation she wanted him to feel.

“Put them on girl,” he heard her voice as she threw the shoes to the floor. Nick knew he had to do as she said, both the obedience and the fear that he had for this lady dictated that. Nick quickly knelt to one knee and began to put the shoes onto his feet, he immediately felt the discomfort of the way the shoes deformed the position of his foot as he fastened the small gold buckle around his ankle. As Nick stood he felt the pressure the shoes caused to the back of his legs, the heels of these shoes were higher than the others.

“Straighten your knees girl,” Jane smiled as she spoke and looked up at him.  Nick felt the sheer shame as he forced his knees to straighten in the heels, again he couldn’t believe he was allowing this to happen to him.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” he replied softly and fought the discomfort to straighten his legs.

“Now stand correctly that you are dressed,” she chuckled as she spoke.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick felt the pain in the backs of his legs as he formed the T shape with his feet and lowered his hands to behind his back. 

“STRAIGHTEN THOSE FUCKING KNEES!” Jane shouted, it was the first time she had sounded angry with him today. The sudden shout made Nick jump and he immediately forced his knees to straighten in the high-heeled shoes.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” Nick again felt the fear he had for this woman spinning around inside him.

“I will not tell you things twice sissy, you obey me or I will hurt you, it’s really up to you.” This time her voice took on a stern tone.

“Yes sorry Miss Jane,” again Nick felt his nerves as his legs trembled at her comment.

“Nikki this is your going out clothing only, I really expect for you to look after it. Are we clear girl?” Jane's voice softened now and again her face went back to looking sweet and kind. Nick’s mind again moved at a thousand miles an hour, what did she mean by going out clothing? He didn’t want to go out dressed like this, he remembered Jane speaking to Aisha this morning and talking about taking him to some flat.

“Yes Miss Jane,” he replied with a dry mouth and sounding very nervous. Nick felt the way his balls now hung without the support of panties, he knew any kick from her would hurt so much. Jane gave him another beautiful smile as she stood up from the chair and took a few steps toward him and Nick’s blood ran cold, he wanted to beg her not to kick him again. Instead she lifted her hand and spun her finger in a small circle.

“Spin slowly for me girl, let me have a look at you,” her voice sounded calm and sweet. Nick painfully in the high heel shoes obeyed her and felt stupid being dressed the way he was. Again Nick felt his face burning red under the makeup, he couldn’t believe how this woman constantly found a new way to humiliate him. Once the slow spin was complete he again stood in front of her in the painful position.

“We’re going to have to do something about your lack of tits sissy, aren't we? She smiled as she looked up at his face. Again Nick felt the burning under his makeup and the tremble in his legs which he forced to hold the painful and uncomfortable position. In the high heels shoes he wore and the flats that Jane had on Nick towered above the woman like never before, he knew this added to the total humiliation he felt now.

“Yes Miss Jane,” she giggled as he replied.

“Oh gosh I nearly forgot,” Jane spoke as she chuckled. Nick watched as she reached into the pocket of her jumper and retrieved a small pink bottle. He stood helplessly as she reached up for his neck with the bottle and squeezed the perfume onto his neck just under his leather collar. Suddenly the beautiful strong scent filled his nostrils, he could no longer smell the nice perfume that she wore. Jane threw the bottle onto the bunk behind Nick.

“Only one squeeze to each side of your neck each morning, the stuff is very expensive but worth it for Mum,” he heard the cheerful tone of her voice and again he felt sick.

“Yes Miss Jane,” was all he could say and once again he had never felt so belittled in his life.

“Right come on let's go my little sissy slut,” Jane turned and started to walk out of the cell. For a second Nick watched the way she gracefully walked, it was as if she floated along the floor like some angel. Then there were her sexy legs and tight backside in the short skirt, Nick was momentarily hypnotised by how sexy and beautiful this young woman was. He then took his first painful step forward with his new look while in the high-heeled shoes, as his heels clicked behind her he felt totally ashamed of himself.

Jane was a few steps ahead of Nick when she suddenly stopped and looked back at him. She gave him a little smile as she watched him struggling to walk.

“One foot in front of the other sissy, small steps, look graceful when you walk,” she said with a giggle. Nick felt the pressure on his ankles and knees as he changed the way he walked. Jane took a few steps backward so she could watch him as he followed her, again she giggled. “Make sure I never catch you walking differently again slut or I will stick a very tall butt plug up your backside,” again she chuckled as she spoke. Nick felt his face glowing red under the makeup as she again turned and walked through the garden taking graceful and easy steps in her flat shoes.


Chapter 21

Life Changing

Nick couldn’t believe he was out looking the way he did, he had no real idea where he was being taken to or for what purpose. Jane had ordered that he sit still in the car with his legs together and his hands placed on his laps while looking down at his knees. Nick hated the idea of being taken somewhere and again he felt so helpless that Jane had never told him what was happening. As he sat in stillness with his face facing downward he shifted his eyes towards Jane’s legs, her skirt sat high on her thighs as she drove her car, her sexy white-covered pantyhosed legs fully displayed to him. Nick felt the pain in his cock as the chastity device again started to do its work, he quickly moved his eyes back towards his legs and felt sick at seeing the tops of his stockings showing as his short dress lifted high onto his own thighs. Nothing had seemed real today for Nick, he was sure this had all been some kind of dream and he would soon wake up from it. He couldn’t believe how nice Jane had spoken to him today, it was the first time she had ever spoken nicely to him and that included from when she was a child. Yet all she had done today was to humiliate and belittle him, she had of course reminded him of her power with the threats of kicks to his balls, but again on the whole she had spoken friendly when she did. As he looked down at his pink stocking tops he couldn’t help but think of how perfect the young woman who was sitting next to him was, he felt sick that she had reminded him a number of times that he was her mother’s slave. Nick suddenly thought about someone looking into the car as Jane stopped in traffic, he was sitting like some idiot in the pink dress and stockings while the black leather collar locked onto his neck was clearly visible. Again he felt so helpless as he imagined a thousand people looking in at him and laughing.

“I want you on your very best behaviour today sissy,” except for Jane singing to the songs on the radio these were the first words she had said since they drove away from the house.

“Yes Miss Jane, please may I ask you something?” Nick said while still looking down at his legs. He knew he needed to know where they were going, he felt scared and weak at the unknowing of what she was doing to him.

“No, that has nothing to do with you,” Jane giggled out the reply. “And no looking at those boys today, I know what you sissy sluts are like,” she added with another chuckle. Nick felt his face again glowing under the makeup at her words, he felt sick that she would think that he would look at other men in that way.

“No Miss Jane I won’t,” he replied feeling disgusted that she had suggested such a thing.

“And you mustn't let those mean boys take advantage of you sissy, they will see that collar locked around your neck and your short dress and will immediately want a blow job,” again Jane giggled out the words as the car started to move. Nick felt the words hitting the pit of his belly and wanted to protest about everything he was going through.

“No Miss Jane,” were the only helpless words that came out of his mouth which was met by yet another giggle.

“We’re here,” Jane said excitedly as she stopped the car and turned off the engine. Nick wanted to look up away from his knees but dared not move without her permission. “Come on get out girl,” the excited voice of Jane said as she left the car. Nick felt the fear knowing he had no choice and had to obey Jane, he knew he had to trust her. Slowly Nick lifted his head and felt a sudden sense of relief flowing through him as he saw they were parked outside of the flats where he lived.  As he got out of the car he prayed no one he knew would see him looking like he did. Nick felt the cold wind blow up his dress as soon as he was in the open air, the coldness hitting his unprotected balls which dangled between his legs. Without thought Nick's hands went to the hem of the dress to hold it down over the tops of his stockings, he heard a giggle and looked up at Jane who was watching him.

“Stand properly girl,” Jane said who was clearly amused by what she saw. Nick felt the frustration of her command, all he wanted to do was to get into his flat and not play these silly games on the pavement where people could see. Nick also knew he had no choice and did as he was told, as he put his feet into the T shape and his hands behind his back he felt the chilly wind blowing up the front of the short dress. Again Nick’s face burned red under the heavy makeup knowing his pink chastity device and stocking tops were fully displayed to anyone looking as the wind lifted the front of the dress up. 

“Maybe I will just leave you out here like that,” Jane said as she laughed. Nick saw the way Jane held down her own skirt as the wind blew down the narrow street, and he felt that helpless feeling running into the pit of his belly.

“Please no Miss Jane,” were the only words to come out of his mouth. Again she laughed out at his comment finding the whole situation funny. Jane took a step towards him and he suddenly felt her hand wrapped around his balls, she squeezed them hard enough for him to let out a little yelping sound. He saw the way she looked up at his face and suddenly she took on a serious look as she held his balls tightly in her hand.

“Your total obedience is not negotiable, am I clear bitch?” Jane’s voice sounded stern.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick replied in a painful squeal as she again applied pressure to his unprotected balls. Nick felt the shame and horror as he looked down at the face of the sexy Goddess who held him firmly by his bollocks.

“Good girl,” suddenly she released his balls and smiled up at him. “Come on and walk correctly girl,” Jane giggled as she turned and walked towards the building. It was only then that Nick saw the old man standing to one side, his jaw had dropped open as he watched what had just taken place in front of him.

“Hi,” Jane said as she walked past the man who had a look of disbelief and horror on his face. Nick felt the humiliation running through every inch of his body as his heels clicked while he took the small quick steps to keep up with Jane who rushed away ahead of him.

Jane had walked directly to the lift within the lobby, Nick lived on the eighth floor which was the top flat. He had rented this apartment out for the last ten years and had always meant to put in an offer to buy it, he loved everything about the place. Being at the top of the block he had great views of the coastline which was only a ten-minute drive away, the apartment was also very close to all the town's amenities. As Nick caught up with Jane he saw that she had taken his keys out of her leather shoulder bag, she glanced back at the sound of his heels just behind her.

“What are you doing?” she asked with a confused look on her face, Nick was confused by her question. “No you walk up, only ladies use a lift,” she then added and smiled at him as the lift door opened. For a moment Nick froze not believing she was going to make him walk up the many flights of stairs while in the high-heels and short dress with no panties. He felt sick as he watched the lift door close leaving him standing in the lobby. Nick's heels clicked over towards the stairwell, he couldn't believe the way this woman treated him with such callousness, all he wanted to do was to get to the safety of his home and now she had given him another hurdle to have to deal with first.

Nick had no idea what the time was, already today he had been through so much and his body was ready to drop. Now added to that were the pains in his back, legs, and feet from walking up so many flights, to add insult to injury when he got to his apartment the door was shut. Nick knocked on his own front door not believing she had locked him out on the landing for his neighbours to see, again he felt sick and helpless as he forced his body to stand in the way she wanted it to wait in. As Nick stood facing the door he prayed no one would come out of the lift and see him, he wanted to knock again but knew that may anger Jane so he just stood in complete stillness except for his trembling legs. Without warning the door opened and Jane stood in the hallway of the flat.

“Take that down to the car and wait for me girl,” she pointed to a large suitcase in the hallway. Nick's mind spun as he looked down at his own suitcase, but what made Nick more confused was the empty apartment which he looked into.

“Where is my,” Nick never got to finish the sentence as Jane slapped him hard across the face.

“HOW DARE YOU SPEAK WITHOUT BEING SPOKEN TO SLUT!”  Nick felt his face again glowing a burning red as she screamed the words out at him.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” Nick said in more of an automatic mode and couldn’t believe he was apologising to the sexy woman.

“I will not tolerate insolence from you slut,” this time she spoke in a lower but harsh tone of voice.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” Nick felt his body shaking in fear and confusion as he replied.

“Now carry that down to the car and wait for me there slut,” Jane's voice returned to her calmed relaxed tone.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick replied as he took a step forward and lifted the very heavy suitcase. As Nick did he could see his whole apartment had been emptied out, there was no furniture or anything else left and his mind spun in horror.

As Nick struggled while carrying the heavy case down the steps in his high-heeled shoes his mind drifted onto the conversation he heard Jane and Aisha having this morning, they had spoken about their new flat. Nick also remembered Fiona saying to him that this was his home now when referring to her house, the horrifying thought that they had taken his home away filled Nick and tears came to his eyes. He couldn’t believe this had happened to him, he never gave anyone permission to take his home away. It seemed that Fiona had just taken him out of his old life and made him her slave without giving any concern to his own feelings. As Nick struggled with every step his mind continued to spin, he had to speak to Jane about this, this had gone too far and he wanted his life and home back.

By the time Nick had got back down to the lobby he had changed his mind a million times, part of him knew he didn’t want his old life back, yet part of him did, he had never felt so confused in his life. He hated everything that was happening to him but then something felt so right about it, he was finally serving women as a slave. He also knew these people who owned him now, he had known them for years and knew that this was not some kind of scam, they really wanted him as a slave. As Nick took a step out onto the pavement a woman and child were walking by, the woman gave him a terrible look and Nick realised the wind had lifted the top of his dress exposing his stockings and pink chastity tube.

“You fucking disgusting perverted arshhole,” she angrily spat the words out at him. Nick didn’t know what to say to her and thankfully she never waited for a reply. Again Nick felt how flushed his face was under the makeup, he also felt sick and confused to his core.

“What was that all about?” Nick heard the voice behind him and as he turned he saw Jane walking towards him with a smile on her face.

“The wind blew my dress up Miss Jane,” Nick couldn't hide his embarrassment. Jane laughed out loudly finding the whole thing funny as she turned and gave the woman and child a wave as they looked back towards Nick.

“Put the case in the boot, and I’ll give you a lift,” Jane’s words sent a shiver of fear through Nick, he didn’t understand what she meant by giving him a lift, a lift to where he thought.

Nick sat in the car looking down at his knees again, he wanted to speak as there was so much he needed to know. He wanted to know what was happening with his apartment and where all his things were now. He felt sick as he stayed silent while Jane sang happily along to songs on the radio. The only thing that was keeping him sane at the moment was the fact that he was with this beautiful and sexy woman who had the voice of an angel. He remembered the hard slap she had given him in the flat for speaking without permission, he still felt the sting of it and again he felt just how weak he was compared to her.

“I know you don’t mind about the flat, and let's be honest it would be silly to let it go to waste, it’s such a beautiful place,” Jane spoke for the first time since they had left the block about ten minutes ago.

“I was shocked Miss Jane,” were the only soft words that Nick could think of saying as he turned to face her.

“Well you're not going to need it now you’re living with Mum, and besides Aisha and I will make it a lovely home for ourselves, it’s perfect and just what we want,” Jane smiled as she spoke. Again Nick’s mind spun, he wasn’t actually living with her mother, he was just her slave who lived in an outside cell and used a hose to wash with. Nick felt the sickness in the pit of his belly at her words, but there was also something about Jane and Aisha taking his flat away from him that seemed fair. It just seemed right that the two goddesses should have that power over him, they should have the right to throw him out and take his flat if they wanted to.

“Sorry Miss Jane may I ask where my stuff has gone?” Nick’s nervous voice asked.

“It’s OK I haven’t thrown it away so don’t worry. You had so much lovely stuff that I decided to give it all to charity, that’s the last of the things in the boot now, you can drop it off in a few minutes,” Jane spoke in a happy tone of voice. “Anyway you don’t need anything as mum will supply you with your new wardrobe,” Jane added and gave a little chuckle as she spoke. The feeling that Nick could never get used to hit him again, he had that sunken and desperate helpless feeling in the pit of his belly. He couldn't believe that he had lost his home and everything he had was being given away. For a second his mind spun as he questioned if this was really what he wanted, but part of him knew he had no real choice and it was too late now anyway, he had allowed this to happen to him and had never tried to stop it when he had the chance.  

“Here we are,” Jane spoke as she pulled the car to the side of the road outside of a charity shop. Nick felt his face once again burning red, he knew she would make him take the things into the shop and he felt sick that he had to do that looking like he did. “Out you get girl,” her next words confirmed what he dreaded.

“Please Miss Jane,” he spoke softly with a plead to his voice.

“Stop being so silly, hurry up girl I’ve got a busy evening,” Jane replied with a smile on her face. Nick felt completely helpless as he opened the car door while trying to hold down the hem of his dress on the busy high street. He felt the eyes of people passing by staring at him, and inside of the car he saw the beautiful smile on Jane's face.

Nick took the heavy case from the boot of the car, as his heels clicked across the pavement he tried to hold down his dress with his free hand, already one wolf whistle had come his way from a builder's van that drove by.  Nick felt the humiliation like he had never done before, he couldn’t believe he was yet again allowing this to be done to him.

“Nikki!” he heard the shout and looked back towards Jane who was sitting in the car and waving him back towards her. Filled with dread of having to have to stay on the pavement Nick walked back to the open window of the car.

“Once you have dropped that off pop into the hairdressers next door and ask for Miss Julie. You can then have the rest of the night off once you get back home,” Jane spoke softly and gave a smile. Nick's world spun at her words, he opened his mouth to speak but Jane just drove off, for a moment Nick stood frozen to the spot in disbelief as he watched the car disappear from view.

“Fucking whore,” he heard a woman's voice behind him as she walked by on the pavement. “Fuck off out of here!” again came the angry voice of the woman as she shouted back towards him.  Nick suddenly realized he was standing on a street corner in a very short dress, pink stockings, and high-heeled shoes. He felt his face burning red as he picked up the heavy case and rushed into the charity shop, anyone close by was now staring at him in disbelief that he was trying to pull a customer on the busy high street.

Nick had never felt so much shame before, his body trembling in fear and humiliation as he stepped back onto the pavement after leaving his expensive clothing with a very shocked old lady in the charity shop. He couldn’t believe that Jane had just left him here and driven away, he knew there was no end to the evil of the young woman. Feeling sick to his gut and sure that his burning red face now showed through the heavy makeup that covered it he walked into the hairdresser knowing he had no choice.

The young girl behind the counter looked up at Nick as he stepped into the shop, she could have been no more than fifteen years old. Nick saw the look of horror on her face as he stepped up to her, he felt the shame running through him as she looked him up and down.

“We're closed,” the girl said in a rude voice. Nick knew it was getting late but he also knew the shop was still open, part of him just wanted to run out. For a second he thought about how Jane would react if he did not ask for Miss Julie, again Nick felt helpless and sick.

“Sorry Miss I think I have an appointment with Miss Julie,” Nick heard the crackle in his voice as he spoke.

“Why are you wearing a fucking dog's collar?” again the young girl spoke rudely as she looked up at him. Nick couldn't believe that the young girl had asked him that, his mind spun not knowing how to answer. The only saving grace was that Nick did not see anyone else in the shop, he had dreaded it being busy when he walked in.

“A fashion item Miss,” again his voice crackled as he replied. No part of Nick’s mind felt this was real, there was no way he would ever put himself in such a situation.

“Yea right you fucking whore,” the girl giggled as she spoke and again the humiliation of her words ran through him.  The moment was broken as Nick heard the sound of soft footsteps coming from the back of the shop, he turned towards them and saw the chubby but pretty woman walk towards him.

“You are Nikki I take it?” the woman said with a smile on her face. Nick saw the look of total disgust on the young girl behind the counter as she stared up at him with hatred in her eyes.

“Yes Miss,” Nick replied to the chubby woman as his face burnt with humiliation. Again Nick wondered why he had allowed himself to be put in this situation, he felt more than foolish that he had played along with Jane and allowed her to do this to him. He still couldn't believe she had left him in the town centre dressed the way he was, he felt sick that she would do such a thing to him.

“Sit on the end workstation by the window Nikki, hands under your bum,” the kind and polite-sounding woman replied. Again Nick felt helpless, the last place he wanted to sit was by the window.

“Yes thank you Miss,” Nick replied softly as his heels clicked across the floor toward the chair.

“Why don’t you call it a day Sarah, I think that’s going to be our lot now anyway,” Nick heard the woman saying to the young girl behind the counter who had not taken her eyes off him.

“Are you going to be alright with that thing Julie?” The girl replied and again Nick felt the humiliation at being called a thing by the child.

“Yes it will be OK, just doing a favour for a friend,” The woman who Nick now knew was Julie replied to the young girl.

“So what made you want to become a sissy slave?” Julie asked as she started to cut at Nick’s hair. Nick felt the burning in his face at her question. He felt the shame as he sat there helplessly with the pink sheet over his dress.

“Miss Julie it was just something I wanted to do.” He replied not knowing what else to say while feeling the shame of the question, he wished she would not speak to him.

“Do they beat you? I saw the welts on the top of your legs,” she said with a giggle. Again Nick felt the shame running through him at knowing he had to answer this woman.

“Sometimes they do Miss Julie,” he weakly replied.

“You like that I suppose, I heard how some people love pain, I can't understand that myself,” again she giggled as she worked on his hair. Nick couldn’t believe she was asking him these questions, he felt sick that he had to sit here and take this humiliation.

“Not really Miss, but it helps train me,” his weak and humbled voice replied.

“If you don’t address me correctly I will add to those welts girl,” her words sent a shockwave through Nick. The last thing he needed or wanted was for this woman to hit him.

“Sorry Miss Julie,” he responded feeling the helpless sickness again in the depths of his belly.

“I take it your cock is locked in a chastity device of some kind?” Again the question shocked Nick, he couldn't believe the way this woman was speaking to him and asking her humiliating questions.

“Yes Miss Julie,” Nick heard the way his voice trembled as he replied.

“You can show me later,” came the giggling words from the woman standing behind him. Nick felt his world spinning at her comment, he knew how helpless he was.

“Yes Miss Julie,” were the only words he could say.

“I suppose I should have tied you to the chair really, I know how you lot like to be put in bondage,” she chuckled as she spoke.

“Yes Miss Julie,” again there were no other words that Nick could think of saying as he felt his body trembling below the sheet which covered him.

“I should get a sissy really, it would be useful to have one to keep this place clean,” the humiliation again ran through Nick as his mind thought about the cleaning he carried out for Fiona.

“Yes Miss Juile it would,” he answered honestly.

Nick was happy that Julie had taken so long to do his hair, at least now it was dark outside when he left. He had again felt humiliation like never before when Julie had finished with him and made him stand while lifting his dress so she could see his pink chastity device. It had sickened Nick that he knew he had no choice other than to obey her when she had ordered him to do that. At least after asking him a few more humiliating questions she had allowed him to leave the shop.

His hair now lightly bounced in the breeze as his heels clicked along the pavement, he still found it hard to believe the way he looked. Nick had allowed his hair to grow to shoulder length when he retired from work, he liked the beach bum look it gave him. That hair now was cut to neck length and curled at the bottom, his black hair was also now a dim pink colour, again Nick felt sick that he had allowed the woman to do that to him. Julie had told Nick that Jane had given her a free hand in making him look more feminine and sexy, but he couldn’t believe he had allowed her to dye his hair pink. As Nick forced his painful feet and legs in the heels to take each humiliating step he thought about the way he now looked. Julie had not only done his hair, but he now had pink fingernails to match the hair colour and she had also reapplied his makeup, Nick knew he looked like a woman to anyone that would see him, the thought made him feel sick.

Nick felt the embarrassment as he held down the bottom of his dress as his heels clicked along the now quiet pavements. He knew it would take him about an hour to walk back to Fiona’s house if he walked the direct route, but he didn’t want to walk along the main roads with cars beeping at him as they drove by, so the journey would be longer but safer using the back streets. Feeling totally ashamed of himself Nick started the long walk home in the cooling evening air, with every painful step he felt his swollen balls hanging below his legs as he tried to hold the short dress down as far as it would reach.

As Nick finally turned into the street where Fiona’s large house stood he again felt that helpless sick feeling in his gut, he wondered if the two sexy women would be home or still out to dinner. As he walked towards the gate of the house Nick looked for his car which he had left parked in the street days ago, again he felt like vomiting when he saw it was gone, no doubt disposed of by Jane.


Chapter 22

Truth Hurts

As Nick lay on his uncomfortable bunk he knew he had nothing left, Jane had ensured everything he once owned was now gone. She had in a matter of days ensured she had taken everything away from him. It was a strange feeling that went through Nick as he lay in the darkness with the itchy blanket covering his naked body, something felt comfortable about his situation. He knew he should be mad about what Jane had done to him, he should have been thinking about going to the police, but instead he felt a kind of contentment that the beautiful woman had ensured that he had become totally dependent on her. For now Nick had put Fiona out of his mind, in his head he was the slave of Jane, the beautiful and sexy Goddess who was no doubt now making love with Aisha, who was another beautiful Goddess. It felt bizarre to Nick that he liked the way Jane had changed him into what she wanted him to be, he felt a strange proudness to have been able to make her happy. Nick suddenly felt his life before had been nothing more than a prelude to where he was now, he was finally in the service of a sexy and beautiful woman, one who deserved her superiority and was divine in every way possible.

As always Nick had been up early and prepared himself for the day, he so wished the small hand mirror was bigger to allow him to see his whole face with the new hairstyle that Miss Julia had given him. After cleaning the garden he stood by the back door in the uncomfortable position as he waited for Jane to appear. As Nick wondered about how Jane would look today he fought the urge his cock had to grow. He knew the pain that would bring and had felt the agony of it a few times last night as he dreamt and then had the terrible pain wake him. Nick was sure that once Jane trusted his cock that she would allow him a bigger chastity device, he hoped that the tiny one fitted to him now would not ruin his cock beyond repair.

As always the sound of the back door to the house being unlocked came without warning, as Nick dropped into the curtsy he saw the sexy Aisha looking him up and down, she had a beautiful smile on her face. He had seen the nice pink jumper and black leather jacket she wore, her legs covered in tight skin-hugging jeans and her feet in high-heeled black ankle boots. Still in her high boots Nick towered above Aisha in his own high-heeled shoes.

“That looks so nice maid,” her soft voice spoke as she reached up and lightly stroked his now pink hair. Nick felt goosebumps at the way she touched him and complimented him, he felt he wasn’t worthy enough for such a sexy woman to give him that attention.

“Thank you Miss Aisha.” He replied softly as he looked down at her beautiful face, she never wore too much makeup but she looked perfect.

“I love that perfume girl,” she held her face close to his neck as she sniffed in the scent of the perfume he sprayed on his neck along with the leather of the collar.  

“Thank you Miss Aisha,” Nick replied softly and was again happy for the compliment she gave him.

“Jane has told me all about the lovely flat you have given up for us, you are such a good girl.” She said those words in a sexy voice and before Nick could react she had moved up onto her toes and gave his lips a light pecking kiss with hers. For a moment Nick felt like he was floating instead of standing in the awkward and painful position that he was. “Now fetch Jane her morning coffee girl,” Aisha said as she turned and walked away towards the back gate of the house leaving Nick feeling completely stunned. The intense pain of Nick’s cock hit him like a ton of bricks, he fell to his knees at the agony the tube had just caused him as he watched the goddess walking away without looking back at him. 

Dressed in his black and white maid uniform and wearing high-heeled black shoes, Nick nervously knocked on Jane's bedroom door while holding a tray with her morning coffee. As always he dreaded seeing this woman whom he feared so much, yet he couldn’t wait to see her again and be in her divine presence.

“Come,” came the soft voice from behind the closed door. As Nick entered the room he dropped into his curtsy, he caught sight of Jane sitting at her dresser. Like yesterday she was naked and like yesterday Nick was again stunned, her hair still looked wet from the shower she had taken.

“Good morning Miss Jane,” Nick spoke as he straightened up his body.

“Just put it on the table and run along girl,” Jane spoke in a dismissive way without turning her head. Nick hated the way she never looked around at him, part of him wanted her to see his new hair and to give him a compliment like Aisha had.

“Yes thank you Miss Jane,” Nick felt sad that she made no effort to look at him as he placed her coffee onto the table and hurried away to begin the housework.

It was a few hours later when Nick had come out of the ironing room, he found Jane’s bedroom door open. Before he started to clean in there he looked out of her window and down towards the drive and saw that her car was gone. He had never heard her leave and once again found himself alone in the large spooky house, without wanting to waste time Nick started the tedious work of changing her bedding and cleaning her room.

Nick had pushed his body through many pain barriers and forced himself to scrub, polish, dust, and hoover each room of the house. More than once he heard some part of the house creak and wondered if someone had returned home, he hated the spookiness of being alone here and always felt eyes were watching him. Now with the house completely cleaned and his body feeling like it was on fire, Nick knew he would have to start again. He glanced at a wall clock and couldn’t believe it was already past five in the evening, his entire day had been spent alone cleaning the house. Nick took the painful steps back towards the large kitchen, he felt sick knowing he would have to start cleaning in here again, the room was spotless. Before he started to work he checked his makeup in a mirror, he had done that a dozen times already today and more than once had tidied it up. He studied the reflection of the woman with the sexy pink wavey hair that looked back at him, and so many mixed feelings flooded through him.

He was on his knees sweeping the floor when Jane had walked into the kitchen. As always he had no warning that she had returned home as she appeared in the doorway and looked down at him, he saw the kind beautiful smile on her face.   Quickly Nick forced himself to his feet and gave her a curtsy before standing in the painful and stressful position of a maid waiting for instructions. He saw the beautiful green dress and wool cardigan that she wore, the dress coming down to her knees, and below that her black pantyhose and low-heeled shoes finished off her elegant look. Nick felt Jane looking him up and down, she of course had every right to inspect her maid but fear ran through him as she did.

“Julie did such a wonderful job of your hair Nikki. By the way, how was your walk home last night?” He heard the smugness in her voice as she asked him that, she must have known it was hell.

“Difficult Miss Jane,” he looked up at her as he replied. She looked beautiful in her makeup, Nick knew Jane looked good with or without makeup but this evening there was something so radiant about her.

“I would have collected you but I had to meet Aisha and the walk would have done you good anyway,” her face and voice had now taken on a sympathetic look and sound.

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick’s humbled voice answered. Nick felt the goosebumps again at being in the presence of this goddess, there was something so special about her. He did not doubt that everything he had given up was worth it, he wanted to spend every day of his life in this woman’s service.

“Your neck looks so red, mum did attach that collar to your throat so tightly,” Jane spoke with concern in her voice as she took a step toward him. He felt her soft hand gently rub at his skin under the collar, the leather cutting into him was just another pain that Nick had put up with since being here. Yet what she had just said did send a shockwave through Nick, her few simple words reminding him that he did not belong to this Goddess, it was her mother’s collar that he wore.

“Fetch me a glass of red,” Jane spoke softly as she lowered her hand and walked out of the room towards the lounge. Nick gave her a curtsy as she walked away from him.

Jane was sitting on the sofa when Nick had entered the room, she had kicked off her shoes and looked relaxed as she spoke on the telephone. As Nick gave her the normal respectful curtsy she looked up and smiled at him, she tapped her fingernail on the coffee table indicating that she wanted the glass of wine placed there.

“Yeah we could go there tomorrow afternoon, but what about that shopping trip,” Jane spoke into the telephone as Nick walked over and placed the wine on the small table. He saw the way she then looked up at him and pointed towards the floor in front of her feet. Nick fell to his knees where she had indicated and looked down at her red-painted toenails through the black pantyhose that covered them.

“Both, no way that would fucking kill me,” Jane gave a little giggle as she spoke. Nick concentrated on her sexy feet as she continued in her conversation, part of him so wanted to put his face down to the floor and kiss her feet. He wanted to beg this perfect woman to take him as her own slave, he wanted to serve her and not her mother.

“Love you too sweetheart,” Jane again spoke and gave the sound of blowing kisses down the phone.

“Cross your legs, hands behind your back, and look up at me girl,” He heard Jane’s words above him and he instantly obeyed her. He felt a little silly sitting like that as he looked up at her beautiful face as she took a sip of the wine.

“Come closer to me girl,” Jane spoke softly as she placed the glass back on the table and spread her legs apart so that Nick could shuffle forwards. Again he saw the way she looked so elegant yet sexy as she looked down at him with the face of an angel. As he got closer to her she lifted her feet from the floor and placed them onto the tops of his legs just above the knees, she again smiled down at him. He felt the way she then rubbed the bottom of her pantyhose-covered feet against his stockinged-covered legs, it was like she was massaging her feet against him. The feeling of what she was doing almost instantly caused his cock to try and grow, the small tube bit into him. He knew the pain had shown on his face as she looked down and gave him a sympathetic look.

“You have to learn to control that cock of yours, it will get you in so much trouble if you don’t girl,” she spoke softly and had a caring sound to her voice.

“Sorry Miss Jane,” he replied feeling grateful that she did not decide to punish him for the attempted erection. She continued to rub the soles of her feet gently on the tops of his legs.

“Do you know why I have treated you the way I have Nikki and why you look the way you do?” Her feet pressed a little harder against his legs as she spoke. As Nick looked up at her he couldn't help but see her incredibly sexy legs and then between them her beautiful-looking face with a sympathetic look looking down at him.

“To train me to be what you want Miss Jane,” She laughed at his comment and leaned forwards slightly. Nick felt the way the bottoms of her feet were now pushed into his legs harder as her weight shifted downwards.

“Oh you silly girl, none of this is about what I want,” Jane said as she giggled. “I mean let's be honest why would I want some guy dressed as a fucking slutty maid cleaning my house,” Nick felt his face burning at her comment. “You really are so pathetic.” Jane sat back up resting her back on the sofa while still giggling. Again Nick felt the way she pushed the bottoms of her feet into his legs as she did, he felt the strain on the backs of his own legs as they were pushed further into the carpet below him. Jane reached for her glass and held it up to her lips as again she started to rub the bottoms of her feet onto his legs. As Nick sat in front of her a sudden feeling of lowness came over him, he also felt confused by what she had said. He had been through hell for this young woman as she turned him into a girl and took his old life away and now she was saying she didn’t like what he was, she had called him pathetic, and the word hurt Nick.

“The reason I have treated you the way I have is all about Mum, don’t ask me why she wants some fucking sissy serving her,” Jane giggled as she spoke and placed the glass back on the table. Suddenly Nick saw the way her face turned serous as he strained his neck to look up at her. “And you will serve my Mum well slut or I will fucking rip your throat out, am I clear bitch?” Her words sounded harsh and left Nick in no doubt that this was a real threat. Her eyes stared into his as she waited for a reply, a shiver of fear ran through Nick as he looked up at her.

“Yes Miss Jane I will serve Mistress Fiona well,” Nick heard the way his voice crackled as he spoke. Jane’s face again suddenly changed and she gave him a nice smile. Nick felt his world spinning, he had really felt everything he had gone through and the way he looked was about pleasing Jane, now he knew this was all about Fiona and the thought sickened him.

“I know you will slut,” Jane said as she smiled down at him. “I mean if I thought for one moment that you wouldn’t be anything other than perfect for her I would kill you,” the words sent a chill down Nick's spine. “In a few days I will be moving in with Aisha, she is so excited about that,” Jane paused for a second and Nick saw in her eyes the happiness and love that she had for the other woman. “Anyway I want to know Mum is happy here and that’s why I have been so harsh with you sissy. You will ensure she is happy, won't you girl?” Again Jane looked down at Nick as she continued to rub the bottom of her feet into his stocking-covered legs. Nick had never felt as upset as he did now, he felt silly and fooled. He had convinced himself over the last days that this was all about serving Jane, that he was going through everything he had for her. Yet as Nick's mind spun he knew from the start that this was about Fiona, no one had ever told him differently. 

“Yes Miss Jane,” Nick felt sick as he replied. Jane suddenly moved her legs, one of her feet continued pushing into Nick’s leg while the other was directly in front of his face as she crossed her legs. Now all that Nick could see was her toes just in front of his face, her foot was so close that he could smell the nylon and leather of the shoes she had worn today.

“You’re such a good girl,” Nick heard her voice and then the sound of the TV volume being turned up. As Jane relaxed watching the TV all that Nick saw was her sexy foot directly in front of his face as she twirled it in small circles, all while her other foot pushed down into his leg.

It had been a long night for Nick, his mind had not stopped spinning and his cock had never stopped hurting. The memory of sitting on the floor at Jane's feet last night never left his mind, he had never felt so humiliated yet never so content as she relaxed while her foot sat just in front of his face. He still smelt the scent of her foot now as he lay on the hard bunk. It was just her words that haunted him, she had left him in no doubt that he was Fiona’s slave, and he dreaded the idea of Jane moving out and leaving him here with her mother. It was odd as Nick hated the idea of being Fiona’s slave, yet he knew she had every right to take him, he also knew he had allowed her to entrap him and he had never really tried to stop her. Jane had of course taken things to a new level as she tore his old life apart, over just a few days Jane had ensured that Nick had no other life. Again Nick knew he had never tried to stop her as she took everything he had away. His mind drifted back to last night as he remembered how helpless he felt when she told him that this was all about Fiona. He knew that Jane didn’t really give a toss about him, all she wanted was for her mother to be happy, Jane had torn Nick's life apart to ensure that. Again Nick felt helpless and weak as he thought about what he had allowed her to do to him, in fact he had helped her to do it. Nick wondered if the young sexy girl had tricked him into believing that he would be her slave, he knew she never did, from the start no one had hidden that he belonged to Fiona. The alarm of the small clock brought Nick out of his thoughts as it signalled it was four-thirty in the morning and time to prepare himself for another day of torment and service.


Chapter 23

Fiona’s slave

Nick had spent the first hour of his day getting ready, he ensured he looked perfect before going out into the garden to tidy up. Once satisfied that he had picked up all the fallen leaves he stood at the backdoor and waited for Jane. There was something about this time of year that Nick hated, it always seemed to turn from summer to autumn without warning. As Nick stood in the uncomfortable waiting position he felt the cold air blowing up under his short dress and around his balls which were only covered by the skimpy see-through lace panties. Nick felt the helplessness and humiliation of the way he now looked as he stood in stillness and waited. As he stood there he again wondered at how his life had changed so suddenly, everything had happened so quickly and he was never given the chance to stop and think about things. He felt sick that Jane had taken everything away from him, he knew she had ensured that his entrapment was complete and he had allowed her to do it. Nick knew his old life had gone and was never coming back, all he now had was what was given to him.

“WHAT THE FUCKING HELL ARE YOU DOING!” the sharp shout came from behind him. Nick quickly turned towards the angry voice of Fiona.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona I am waiting for Miss Jane,” he replied in a fearful voice as he dropped into a curtsy. Nick saw the baggy sweatshirt and jeans that she wore, the large bottom of her jeans ran over the tops of her blocked-heel boots. Her face without any makeup looked haggard and her hair was untidy.

“GO CLEAN MY GARDEN YOU FUCKING LAZY BITCH!” again she screamed at him. Nick felt his body shaking but all too suddenly she reached up and grabbed his hair, she violently then pulled him out towards the garden and threw him away from the door.

“FUCKING CLEAN!” again she screamed at him and pointed out towards the garden.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” Nick gasped the words out feeling terrified at the way she had acted towards him. He never really had time to say or do anything else as Fiona went into the house leaving him feeling stunned and in total disbelief at the way she had just treated him.

Rather than risk damaging his stockings Nick squatted instead of kneeling while he swept the already clean garden paths, his body still shook with the shock of how Fiona had treated him this morning. He couldn’t believe the way she had shouted and hurt him like he was some kind of insignificant low-life, she had not even taken the slightest bit of interest in how he now looked for her.  For the first time since this had all started Nick knew he had made a big mistake, he never wanted this, he never wanted to belong to such a woman as Fiona, he hated her. Nick fought back the tears as he thought about how she had just decided to take him out of the life he had once had, and then only to abuse and hurt him. Nick wanted to run and run away as fast as he could but he now had nowhere to go, Jane had ensured that. He had seen Jane leaving the house a few hours ago, she again looked amazing wearing a short skirt and her high boots, but she had not bothered to give him a look. Nick didn’t hate her for what she had done to him, but he hated himself for allowing her to do what she had. He knew that Jane and Aisha were taking over his home, again it seemed so unfair that they were but he knew he was helpless to stop them. He knew they were two true goddesses and had every right to kick him out of his home if they wanted to. Nick knew his life was over now, he belonged to a woman he hated and feared and he had bought it all on himself, he knew he could not have made it any easier for her if he had tried.

Fiona

Fiona lay on her bed, she had needed the sleep after getting up early this morning to travel home. Now feeling rested she allowed her hand to gently stroke her wet pussy as she thought about Nikki, she smiled as she thought about how terrified and helpless he had looked this morning. She knew she had been harsh with him, maybe a little too harsh she thought. Fiona was however very pleased with what she had seen, he looked perfect in his uniform and made-up face, and she loved his hairstyle. Jane had done a fantastic job with Nikki, she was proud of what her daughter had achieved in just two days. She also knew that Jane had taken everything away from Nikki, she had ensured that he had nowhere to go now and was totally dependent on her. Fiona knew that Nikki was fully hers and she intended to enjoy him to the full, it was also obvious that was what he wanted, why else would he have made it so easy for her? Fiona again smiled as her pussy started to throb, she knew she would ensure he got just what he wanted, he would spend the rest of his life in service and fear. Fiona pushed her finger into herself and let out a little moan of pleasure. She knew later today that Nikki’s face would please her, but for now she needed to explode, her body was desperate for it and she deserved it.

Fiona hadn’t bothered to shower when she finally got up, she would wait until later after Nikki had pleased her. She had no intentions of making it pleasant for him when she used him. Only in her short white nighty and white ankle socks which she had slept in, she walked down to the back door of the kitchen.

“COME HERE!” she shouted out the command and only had to wait a few seconds before Nikki was in front of her and giving a curtsy. She could see how stiff his body looked, she knew he had been working for many hours now. Fiona wanted to smile as she looked at her gorgeous maid but instead she kept her face looking stern, she saw how his legs trembled and felt her pussy again starting to grow wet.

“Kneel down there,” she pointed to the floor at the centre of the kitchen as she gave him the command.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he replied softly and instantly obeyed her. She watched as he knelt down in the position he had been taught, his legs spread and palms facing upwards on his lap, she smiled as he looked down at her feet and remained still except for his fearful trembling. Fiona then walked over to the side cabinet and picked up one leather glove which she slid onto her right hand before she walked back to him. She stood just in front of him as he still looked down at her feet, she felt the power flooding through her.

“Kneel up, hands behind your back, and look up at me girl,” Nikki instantly obeyed her. Again Fiona admired the pretty feminine face that looked up at her, she saw the way the back of his neck dug into the collar as he forced his gaze upwards.  Fiona raised her gloved hand and in a fast movement she brought it down and slapped the right side of his face as hard as she could. The force of her blow made Nikki's face turn to the side, Fiona allowed her hand to come up high to the other side of her body and she waited for a second for him to straighten his face and again look up at her. She then allowed her hand to fly down, this time the back of her gloved hand slapped him hard across the other side of his face, and again his face was forced to the side. She saw the tears forming in his eyes as he again looked up at her, he looked completely helpless and fearful, she loved the look he gave her, and she knew under the heavy pretty makeup that his face was burning red. 

“What is your sole task each morning girl?” Fiona spoke softly as she looked down at him.

“To clean the garden Mistress Fiona,” he sobbed the words back up at her. Fiona again allowed her hand which she was holding up to fly down towards his face, again the hard slap forcing his head in the opposite direction of her blow. Again she waited for him to straighten his head before the back of her hand hit the other side of his face. She saw the tears now running from his eyes, the black streaks caused by the heavy mascara he wore stained his cheeks.

“And when do you stop cleaning my garden girl?” again Fiona spoke in a soft voice.

“When you tell me to Mistress Fiona,” the helpless voice sobbed up to her. Fiona allowed her hand to again come crashing down across his cheek and again the force of the blow flung his face to the side. She loved the way he just knelt there and allowed her to hit him, she also adored the way he always positioned his face back so that she could slap him again. She never let him wait as the back of her hand hit him across the face again, now she could see the swelling start, and in a way she wished he never wore so much makeup so she could see the bruising that she knew was forming.

“I will not tolerate a lazy maid, are we clear girl?” Fiona’s calm voice said down at him as he looked up and waited for another hard slap across his face.

“Sorry I will never do that again Mistress Fiona,” She gave his helpless face a smile as he replied knowing he would not do that again. 

“Fetch me a coffee maid,” Fiona said as she took off the leather glove.

Nick

Nick had never felt so belittled and helpless in his entire life. His body was still in shock from the way Fiona had slapped him and he knew he had done nothing to deserve that, all he had done was to obey what Jane had told him to do and was waiting by the back door. Now he stood back to the side of the room as Fiona drank the coffee he had made her, he wondered if she would punish him for standing in the position that Jane had taught him to wait in. He felt confused and also felt the burning and swelling to his cheeks from the very hard slaps Fiona had given him.  Nick had wanted to tell her that he was only doing what Jane had told him to, but he was too afraid to speak at the time, he had seen how angry Fiona had looked. Nick hated the way he felt sad that he had let Fiona down by not doing what she had wanted him to be doing, the feeling confused him as he was doing as Jane wanted at the time. He again felt that sick and weak feeling in the pit of his belly as he looked down at the white socks and chubby legs of the woman sitting at the table. He knew she was in the short nighty that she wore which never suited her out-of-shape body. When he was kneeling before her getting slapped he looked up at her large tits that pushed the nightie out in front of her. There was nothing sexy about this woman other than her tits, and again he couldn’t believe he had somehow become her slave.

“Go clean the bedrooms maid,” Fiona spoke without looking up at him.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” Nick immediately replied and gave her a curtsy before rushing off.

Nick had cleaned both Fiona’s and Jane’s bedrooms, both had new bedding and both the bedrooms and en-suits were spotless. He knew he had a ton of washing and ironing still to do as well as the rest of the house to clean, but he dared not do anything else but clean the bedrooms without Fiona’s permission. He again felt so powerless and sick, at least Jane had allowed him to get on with the work that he had to do, he felt that Fiona just wanted to micromanage him. Everything seemed so unfair to him, he had cried as he worked when he first came up to clean these rooms, the memory and pain of what Fiona had done to him were still fresh in his memory then. Now he just felt the aching pains of his body as he started to re-clean the rooms he had spent the last hours cleaning. Nick had again and again questioned why he had allowed this to happen to him, his life before was fine, he had a Mistress and he also had freedom, but now he was trapped in hell. He wondered how this could now end, he had lost his home and all his belongings, a collar, and a tiny chastity device were locked onto him and he was dressed like a girl. Nick wondered how things could get any worse, he remembered having that thought before and things did get a lot worse, the thought sent a shiver down his spine.

The door to Fiona’s bedroom opened, Nick again had no warning as Fiona who still only wore the socks on her feet made no sound until the door opened. He quickly stopped what he was doing and gave her a respectful curtsy before going into the waiting position. For a moment Fiona stood just inside the door and looked him up and down, a shiver of fear ran through Nick as he looked down at her white ankle socks and chubby legs.

“Who told you to stand like that?” Fiona spoke in a harsh voice. Nick felt the tremble in his legs as the fear he had for this woman swept over him, he had little doubt he was about to be punished again for doing as Jane had taught him to.

“Mistress Fiona it is how Miss Jane trained me to stand when I am waiting,” he heard the fear in his voice as he replied raising his head as he did. He saw how Fiona still wore the nighty, again he thought about how untidy she looked and at least wished the woman who was about to hurt him had made some kind of effort to look nice.

“Yes I like that position,” Fiona spoke in a kinder voice. Nick felt the sudden relief at her words.

“Thank you Mistress Fiona,” he replied softly. He stood feeling helpless as she took a few steps towards him, he saw the way she looked up at his face and again he felt the tremble of fear. Fiona stood barely at his chest height in the high heeled shoes that he wore, the feeling of the short chubby woman having so much power over Nick made him feel sick.

“Why is your makeup smudged girl,” her voice now sounded arrogant and harsh once again. Nick had seen earlier in the mirror that his makeup was smudged after she had slapped him, and his mascara had run from when he had cried, he would have reapplied it but was too frightened to stop cleaning and leave the room without her permission.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona I knew I couldn’t stop working without your permission to go and fix the makeup, I really did want to. I so want to look pretty for you Mistress Fiona,” he replied and again heard the way his voice shook. It sickened him that he felt so much fear for this woman, he felt his body shaking with the nerves and the fear that he felt for her now. He then saw the smirky smile on her face and felt confused that he had said something that had clearly amused her.

“You are learning fast girl,” she spoke in a voice that sounded pleased. 

“Thank you Mistress Fiona I am trying to,” Nick knew his voice was now really showing the nervousness that he felt.

“Make sure I never see your face in that state again girl.” Fiona had a smile on her face as she spoke, but sounded stern in her voice.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” Nick felt confused and he wasn’t sure if that meant he was allowed to stop work to redo his makeup when it needed doing. Again he felt so helpless and too fearful to ask her. Fiona walked over to a chair and sat down facing him. Nick just remained completely still, he did not want to annoy her in the slightest, he had already felt her anger more than once today.

“There are many tasks that you will have to undertake in my home Nikki and I expect each of them carried out to perfection. I will not tolerate anything less of you. Do we understand each other?” Nick felt the shiver of fear running down his spine once more, she had spoken in a nice voice but he had heard the warning within her words.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he replied and saw the way she moved her legs apart. His only thought at that moment was how unladylike she looked, at least her nighty was just long enough to hide her panties. Just as those thoughts were going through his mind Fiona lifted her nighty and exposed her uncovered pussy. Nick's mind spun in horror and shock as she had clearly deliberately done that. For a moment he just looked down at her hairy pussy, then suddenly she took the nighty off and sat there with her legs spread wearing only the silly socks. Nick couldn’t help but to allow his eyes to examine her, he knew she was overweight, but now he understood why she wore baggy clothing. His eyes cast over her large breast and the folds of fat around her belly, he felt sick and found nothing sexy about her.

“Well down you go girl and your mouth had better fucking please me well,” Fiona pointed to her pussy as she spoke and smiled. Nick was stunned by what she had said, he had never pleased a woman in this way before and no part of him wanted to do this now. He remembered his old Mistress explaining to him how he should orally please a lady when the time came, but Nick had always thought that would be for a woman who at least looked a little like his Mistress. He felt sick at the command she had just given him and he felt the tremble of fear in his legs. “DON’T KEEP ME WAITING BITCH!” Fiona screamed out this time. The sudden shout made Nick jump and he dropped to his knees and started to crawl forward on all fours. As his face got closer to her pussy he smelt the urine coming from her, his old Mistress spoke about how women spray beautiful smelling and tasting perfumes onto their pussy’s before a male was made to lick them, it was clear that Fiona had not washed herself since using the bathroom last. Nick felt the nausea as his tongue reached up to her open and wet pussy, he really wanted to pull back his head but knew he could not do that. The fear he had for this woman forced him to overcome his natural instinct to pull back and he forced his tongue to touch her wetness. He allowed his tongue to slide upwards in the hope of finding her clit, which his Mistress had taught him was of the uppermost importance when giving oral sex. He felt her hair rubbing on his face as he pushed his tongue a little deeper into her, the vile taste of piss filled his mouth and nostrils. There was nothing Nick liked about what he was doing, in fact it sickened him. Above him he heard a little moan of pleasure and felt Fiona place her hands behind his head. His tongue found a little bump and he had no idea if this was her clit or not, he allowed his tongue to form little circles around it as he tried to remember what he had been taught. He felt Fiona tighten her legs around his head and again he heard the moan from above. For a moment he panicked as he felt her strong thighs on each side of his head pressing inwards, the air that he could breathe suddenly became limited, he again fought the urge to pull back and now he formed little figure of eights over what he felt was her clit. With each stroke of his tongue he lightly brushed the top of her clit, her juices were now flowing into his open mouth and he tried to swallow without stopping his tongue from moving. He felt himself gagging but still forced his tongue to work. Nick’s mind was spinning as he tried to think about everything he should be doing now and all while he struggle to breathe or allow his tongue to stop giving her pleasure. He moved his tongue faster and pressed harder, suddenly the smell and taste no longer seemed to bother him, he knew his brain had just accepted those. He felt Fiona tighten her leg grip on the side of his head and he felt the sudden force on the back of his head as she pushed his face deeper into her open pussy. Nick was now struggling to take in air and he remembered his Mistress telling him that air wasn’t important when given oral, the only thing that mattered was the woman’s pleasure. Nick's mind was spinning and the only thing he forced himself to do was to keep moving his tongue, to keep pleasing Fiona. Suddenly there was no more light or air as Fiona pushed his head deep into her pussy as she screamed out. Nick felt the warm liquid over his face and then the death grip around his head loosened a little, Nick gasped in air but all too soon he felt her push his head back into her. This time she allowed his face some space and he started to lap up the juices that ran from her.

Fiona pulled his head backward by the hair, and painfully forced him to look up at her. He saw the way the skin on her upper chest and neck was red and her face looked flush. He saw her raise her free hand as she held his face in place by the hair, the slap hit him hard and stung the side of his face. He saw the smile on her face as she hit him, before she again raised her arm. Nick felt helpless as he waited for another slap across his wet face, but what shocked Nick the most was the pain the tube was now causing his cock, he couldn’t believe he had tried to get hard while he pleased Fiona with his mouth. Nick felt the tears falling from his eyes as he looked up at her face.

“If you ever rush me again bitch I will hang you from your bollocks,” Fiona spoke softly as again she let her hand fly down to his face, Nick felt the stinging pain of the slap and cried.

“I am sorry Mistress Fiona I have never done that before,” Nick felt the humiliation as he spoke. Fiona laughed out when she heard the remark.

“In which case you didn’t do too badly my girl,” she laughed as she spoke. “But you will do better next time,” her voice changed to one of sternness as she added that remark.

Fiona had Nick stand and wait at the side of the room as she went for a shower. As he stood his mind was again spinning at a thousand miles an hour. He felt shaken but happy at what had taken place, he was happy because he had at last pleased a lady with his mouth while his cock was firmly locked away. Yet he had hated what he was made to do, he knew that Fiona had not cleaned herself beforehand to make him suffer and he still smelt and tasted her now. His cock was still trying to get hard in the tiny cage as he thought about what he had just done, which just added to the agony his mind and body was feeling at this moment. The whole experience of pleasing Fiona seemed to have gone by very fast, yet at the time he thought he was going to die at her pussy when she stop the air from getting to him. He felt his body shaking as he stood there in the stressful waiting position, he wanted to move so badly. A feeling of being used suddenly came over Nick as his trapped and painful cock throbbed, he knew Fiona had been pleased sexually, and in return she had slapped his face and left him standing there feeling totally sexually frustrated. Yet with all the torture going through Nick now there was something else on his mind, he felt pleased, he felt happy that he had been allowed to sexually satisfy his owner however much he hated her. He remembered his old Mistress telling him how much of a privilege it should be thought of to satisfy a woman with his mouth, and now he knew just what she meant by that. He did feel privileged that Fiona had allowed him to do that to her. He felt the aches in his legs and back from the awkward position that he had to remain in, yet he felt satisfied and in a way very happy. Fiona had told him that he hadn’t done too badly in pleasing her and that gave him such a sense of contentment, he felt proud that he had been able to please her in such a way. He knew he would improve now he knew what to expect when his face was next allowed between her legs.


Chapter 24

New Feelings

As well as the aching of the position that Nick stood in, he also felt a bit silly that he was waiting like this for Fiona. She seemed to have been in the shower for ages having no concern that he was standing in stillness in her bedroom. He felt the frustrations of his feelings still going through him and still his cock refused to stop causing him pain as it pressed into the hard pink plastic of the small chastity tube. His face felt awful as Fiona’s juices and his tears dried into the makeup, he fought the urge to touch his face and forced his hands to remain behind his back. It was a strange feeling that after everything that he had been through his mind was on the work that he still had to do today for Fiona. He hated how instead of working that he had to just stand here and do nothing but wait for permission to carry on with his maid duties.

Nick forced his stiff body to give her a curtsy when she walked out of the ensuite bathroom before going back into the waiting position. Fiona ignored him as she walked into the room and sat at her dresser, she was still naked having no concern about him seeing her like that. 

“Come dry my hair girl,” came the command a few seconds later.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” he replied softly being happy that he was allowed to move once again. As Nick stood by her side she gave him a few quick instructions on how he was to use the hairdryer when attending her.

Nick stood with his back slightly bent using the dryer to blow the warm air onto Fiona’s hair as she brushed it, her hair which was slightly longer than his seemed to have a natural wave to it. As he stood with his back bent forward he couldn’t help but see her large breasts, he saw how firm they looked and knew that was the one part about Fiona that he did find sexy. For a moment Nick found it hard to believe that he was standing so close to a naked woman and one whom he had sexually pleased about an hour ago. But again it all felt so surreal as he stood there dressed like a maid while his cock hurt like hell in its small tube. Nick suddenly felt very trapped, he felt his own body was a cage that was holding him firmly in place, a place of servitude.

“Yes that’s fine, stand straight girl,” Fiona spoke and took the hairdryer out of his hand before placing it on her dresser. Nick painfully straightened his back and returned his body to the waiting position, but this time he stood by her side. He had seen the way her hair which now looked stylist and nice helped bring out her facial features, she looked more attractive than he had ever seen her before. As Nick stood there he watched as Fiona opened up a makeup bag and started to apply makeup to her face, he had never seen her wearing makeup before and was a little shocked. Nick wondered if this was because he had pleased her, maybe she was giving him some kind of reward.

“Have you still got housework to do girl?” She asked as she watched herself in the mirror.

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona there’s still quite a bit left to do,” he replied softly.

“What needs doing?” she asked again without looking at him and her voice sounded arrogant.

“Mistress Fiona I have to clean downstairs and all the hallways. I have not had the chance to do any washing or ironing yet today Sorry Mistress Fiona.” Nick added the apology because he knew he should have done so much more today than he had, but Fiona had kept him so restricted in what he had been allowed to do. Fiona didn’t reply as she continued to apply her makeup. Nick felt the tremble in his legs as he stood by her side and hoped that she would not punish him for not doing more today. What Nick hated more than anything about this woman was the way she always made him feel so unimportant. Even back when Paul was alive whenever he had met Fiona she was always very dismissive towards Nick, he always felt she looked upon him as some lower form of life. He had that feeling again now as he stood by her side, he felt he wasn’t there in her eyes.  Without warning Fiona stood up and gave Nick a backward shove.

“Give me some space girl,” she spoke in her normal arrogant tone. Nick felt his face burning red as he took a couple of steps backwards. It seemed whatever he done was wrong in one way or another in her eyes.

“Sorry Mistress Fiona,” he replied softly knowing he had been standing where she had wanted him. As Nick spoke to her he looked up at her face and felt stunned by what he saw. He had never seen Fiona in makeup before, only the eyeliner on very rare occasions. Now she wore full makeup and had transformed herself, she looked nothing less than beautiful.

“You like my face Nikki,” she said as she saw the expression on his face at seeing her. He saw the knowing smile she gave as she spoke and for a moment he was lost for words.

“You look beautiful Mistress Fiona,” she giggled at his nervous-sounding reply.

“And you look a fucking mess girl, I have guests coming this evening and don’t want them seeing you looking like that.” Her words sent a shiver down Nick's spine, he felt the shame of again knowing he would have to show himself to others looking the way he did. “Go put a washing machine on and then tidy yourself up and wait for me in the kitchen,” she then gave a dismissive wave of her hand.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” Nick dropped into a curtsy as she turned her back on him and walked toward her wardrobes. Again he hated the way she dismissed him in such an arrogant way, she always seemed to be able to make him feel low and belittled without any effort. As Nick hurried to carry out her orders his mind was spinning once again, he couldn’t understand why she had never shown how beautiful her face could look before. He also couldn’t believe how she showed herself naked to him without concern, Nick felt something had changed in his feelings towards her. Suddenly he felt she was a woman and not some dragon, she was arrogant and without doubt very strict, but he now saw her in a new light and somehow serving her suddenly never felt as bad as it did only this morning.

Nick couldn’t believe the state his face was in when he got back to his cell and looked into his small mirror. Black streaks ran down the smudged makeup, and his red lipstick seemed to have been spread out all over his jawbone. He knew he had no choice other than to clean his face and reapply the makeup from scrap, he was concerned about the time as Fiona had never said how long he had before she expected him waiting in the kitchen for her. To make things worse for Nick he had to clean his panties because of the stains that had been caused by his precum, well at least he thought that was what it was. He had not known at the time but somehow in his tube he had managed to make a mess while he was licking Fiona. The pain the tube was causing him at the time took away any feeling of anything else happening down there. Nick knew out of everything that he hated about this new life the tiny pink chastity tube was the worst. He would give anything to have the old chastity device put back on him. Once his face was made up and his hair brushed he rushed back to the kitchen wearing the wet panties which he had washed. He wished that Fiona would give him some more panties, but all he had was this black lace one which he knew he had to wear with his uniform.

There was no sign of Fiona in the kitchen which Nick was grateful for, the last thing he wanted to find was her waiting for him. There seemed to be a spot where both Fiona and Jane liked Nick to wait when he was standing in there, it was to the side of the back door. Nick took up his uncomfortable waiting position and remained in stillness as he waited for his mistress. His mind wondered about who was coming to the house that evening, he hated the idea of being seen by others but he knew Fiona had the right to show him off if she wanted. At least he knew that whoever he would meet later would be Fiona’s friend, so she must have felt happy about him being seen and knew they would not be offended by seeing him.

While Nick stood there he had time to think, ever since Fiona had dismissed him he had been rushing about to get the laundry going and prepare himself for her. His mind started flooding through the events of today. It seemed to have been such a long day from when it started this morning, he remembered the way she had pulled his hair and hit him. From that to cleaning the bedrooms and then the oral sex she had allowed him to give her. He knew his feelings towards her over the day had changed, from the fear and pure hatred he had for her this morning he now saw her in a different light. He of course still feared her and knew how she could change her mood at the drop of a pin, but there was something very different now, he had suddenly seen her for the woman that she was. She had still been arrogant and harsh sounding to him after the sex, but he now felt that was a woman exercising her right rather than just being a bitch of a bully which he had thought of her earlier in the day. His thoughts were disturbed when Fiona walked into the kitchen. As he gave her a curtsy he was again stunned, she looked like a different woman. Her made-up face and hair were perfect, and she wore a dress. Nick couldn’t remember seeing her in a dress that often, this one was a long maxi type of dress but had long slits running up the legs. She wore no leg covering but the platform heels of the shoes helped to shape her legs, and the lace strings from the shoes which tied around her ankles looked sexy.

“Tomorrow morning I will leave the back door open, leave the garden and come straight in and get on with the housework,” she spoke in a flat voice as she walked up to him. He still towered above her but the shoes she wore had made her a little taller.

“Yes Mistress Fiona,” he replied in a polite voice.

“The house is a fucking mess and there is tons of ironing which I want done before I wake up.” She spoke in her normal arrogant tone and Nick felt his face turning red under the makeup. He knew she was making sure that he never forgot his position here, he was just her maid. “Make sure your working by five at the latest and don’t make the mistake of disturbing me,” she added in a harsh tone.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” he still hated her arrogance but now it was at least coming from a person who looked like a real lady.

“Now fuck off back to your cell for the night girl, Jane and her new partner are coming around and I don’t need you under my feet,” she gave a dismissive wave of her hand before turning and walking away. Nick dropped into a curtsy and again had that sickening belittling feeling going through him. He had done up his face just to be dismissed back to the cold cell, and to add to that insult he now knew Jane and Aisha were coming here. He would have given anything to see those two goddesses again, but Fiona had decided he wasn’t allowed to. Nick knew there was no end to the arrogance and meanness of Fiona, but he now also knew she was a true woman and he had to obey her, she never had to be polite and Nick knew there was no reason for her to be, after all he was only her slave.

The night had been cold and difficult for Nick, each time he fell asleep the agony of the chastity device woke him. He knew the tiny tube was affecting his mind and ability to think straight, his whole life had been taken away, and it scared him that he was not angry about that. And then there was Fiona a woman whom he despised only yesterday morning and yet just because she had decided to wear a dress and some makeup his whole attitude towards her had changed. Nick felt scared at what he was becoming, he felt powerless to stop or change anything, it was like he had no say in matters. This was not what he had ever imagined serving a woman would be like, he had always thought there would be some kind of agreement, limits, and some kind of protection for him. Here he felt vulnerable and powerless like he had never done before and it scared him that he liked that feeling. Serving Fiona was so different from the way of his old Mistress, she had given him so much back in the milkings and teachings she gave him. Now he felt no more than some low-life skivvy who had to dress as a woman, his life was now all about Fiona, everything was about her wants and needs, he knew he never came into the equation and something seemed so perfect about that. Then there was Jane, the perfect woman who had ripped his life apart in only days, he knew he should have hated her, yet all he wanted to do was to worship and thank her for what she had done to him. Everything confused Nick and he knew he had to get this thing off his cock, he needed to cum and be able to think straight.

Nick had started the work a little before five this morning, his body hurt and he felt nothing but discomfort as he tiptoed around the house in the high-heeled shoes. As he cleaned his mind was on Fiona who no doubt was still sleeping, he knew the pain he would feel if he disturbed her. Nick had no idea if Jane and Aisha had stayed the night, he had cleared three empty bottles of wine and several glasses from the front room, so he knew they had all had a good time and plenty to drink while he was in his cold cell. It was just before ten when Nick went into the ironing room and his mind spun at the amount of stuff which he would now spend hours sorting through and ironing. The house had remained silent as he had worked this morning, at times he wondered if anyone was home. 

Nick now had no idea what the time was as there was no clock in the ironing room, but he felt he had been in the small windowless room for hours. His feet were killing him in the high-heeled shoes and his back hurt each time he moved after being bent over the ironing table for so long. He knew he had already probably spent more than eight hours working today and still had the rest of the day to survive and work through. He still had to clean Fiona’s and Jane’s rooms and then would no doubt be sent back to start his work over. The tight collar locked around his throat reminded him that he was a slave, he would have no breaks and no rest until Fiona who no doubt still slept dismissed him for the night. Again confusion surrounded Nick as he wondered how he could find anything fulfilling or right about this, this was hell. The sound of the ironing room door opening made Nick jump in shock.

“Get me a fucking coffee,” Nick barely had time to force his painful body to curtsy as Fiona just walked back to her bedroom.  He did have time to see that she looked very rough, he did not doubt that she had a hangover from the night before.  He also had time to see that she only wore the short nighty and socks that made her chubby legs look so ugly. Every part of her looked a total mess this morning, any sign of the beautiful woman from yesterday had disappeared. Nick again found it hard to understand her rudeness towards him as he forced his painful body to show her respect while keeping a polite smile on his face like Jane had taught him to. The very short encounter with Fiona had left him feeling low and worthless as he hurried off to make her morning coffee.

Fiona

Fiona's head had felt like it was pounding when she first woke, she couldn’t be bothered to scream out for the maid and guessed she was just across the hall in the ironing room, so she had forced herself to take the short walk to order her coffee. She then made it back to her room and fell on top of the bed covers, she knew she had to do something about her drinking, this horrendous feeling was becoming too frequent. As she lay looking up at the ceiling she thought about last night and Aisha. Fiona had always felt that Jane was a lesbian, but until last night she was never sure. As it turned out what she remembered of Aisha had made her happy for her daughter, the young woman was not only beautiful but fun, and it was clear the two were very much in love. Fiona pondered the only bad memory from the night and that was when they told her that they were going to move into Nikki's apartment. Fiona of course knew one day her daughter would fly the nest but she wasn’t ready for that yet, at least the two had said they would also spend time here. A knock on the bedroom door brought Fiona out of her thoughts.

“Come,” she gave the one-word command. Fiona still looked up at the ceiling not bothering to look at the maid who entered and gave her a curtsy. “Give me the fucking coffee,” Fiona spoke rudely without intending to as she forced herself to sit up. She knew she was desperate for the caffeine and nothing else really mattered at this moment in time. For the first time this morning Fiona actually looked at Nikki as she walked towards her, earlier in the ironing room she never really paid her any attention. Fiona knew she had now ceased to think of Nikki as a male, that had happened yesterday, Nikki was now just her slave maid. Fiona liked the way Nikki couldn’t hide the pains that she felt as she painfully took the steps toward her. As soon as Nikki was close enough Fiona grabbed the coffee from the tray without acknowledging the maid and put the cup straight to her mouth. She saw the way that Nikki then took a few steps backwards and stood in the sexy yet uncomfortable position. She liked the way that Nikki lowered her gaze to the floor and stood in complete stillness. Fiona was amazed at how fast and easy it had been to train her as she turned her mind back to the more important matters of her daughter and Aisha.

As Fiona took the last drop of the coffee into her mouth she glanced back toward Nikki who had just been standing there for the last ten minutes without moving. As she looked at her in the sexy uniform Fiona started to feel the wetness growing between her legs, she hadn’t really given Nikki much thought so far today. Fiona again wondered at her obedience and the ease at which it had been into turning her into what she wanted. It had only taken just over a week for her to have the slave that she had dreamt of, there were of course some finishing touches to put in place, but on the whole Fiona was very happy with the progress that had been made so quickly, she knew her daughter had played a key role in that. The only worry that Fiona had was that Nikki was obedient through lust, she never wanted that, she wanted her obedience to be bought about through fear. Fiona had made the mistake of using lust to control Paul and knew that was not enough, the minds of males wondered away from their main purpose in life all too easily. That had led to her having to put Paul down. Fiona would not allow Nikki’s mind to wonder, through fear she would ensure Nikki never forgot what her purpose in life was now, Nikki would dedicate her life to Fiona entirely and without question. Fiona had some pills left and she knew without any hesitation that she would put Nikki down should she not have that complete dedication that was now demanded of her. Fiona now turned her mind onto her own sexual frustration, she needed her morning climax, Fiona knew she couldn’t function without cuming in the morning, but she also needed more coffee, before she allowed Nikki to please her.

“Another coffee and be quick about it slut,” Fiona spoke out while forcing herself to sound as arrogant and rude as she could. She smiled as Nikki gave her a curtsy and she heard her nervous-sounding voice.

“Yes thank you Mistress Fiona,” as Nikki rushed toward the door Fiona had to give a smile.

“Take the dirty cup with you stupid,” again she spoke rudely and had to smile as he turned and she saw the tremble in his legs. 

“Yes sorry Mistress Fiona,” she felt her pussy starting to throb as Nikki blindly allowed Fiona to verbally abuse her. As Fiona watched Nikki painfully trying to walk away correctly she decided she would give her a good thrashing later, she knew a few new welts across her backside would do her the world of good.

Nick

Nick again found it hard to believe how rude and arrogant Fiona had been toward him so far today. He had glanced at the clock when he was in her bedroom and saw it was just gone one O’clock in the afternoon, he had been on the go for the last eight hours and his body was feeling the pain of that. Again Nick hated the fact that he had loved the way Fiona had treated him with such conceitedness, something felt so right within him about that. He felt he was really her slave and again it felt surreal to Nick but in a nice way. He couldn’t believe he had these feelings toward a woman who again had shown this morning that she took no self-pride in her appearance for him. Nick knocked on her bedroom door with the tray containing her second coffee of the day, as he waited he felt the tremble of fear in his legs and the pain as his cock tried to grow in the little tube locked onto him.

“Come,” he heard the command coming from behind the door. As Nick opened the door and entered the room his blood ran cold as he gave the naked woman with only her silly white ankle socks a curtsy. Fiona was sitting on a chair and had one of her legs resting over the arm which exposed her hairy pussy, she also held a thin cane which she was flexing in her hands in front of her beautiful hanging breast.

“Give me my coffee and put your useless mouth to work bitch. Be warned if you give me such a sorrowful climax as you did yesterday I will take what skin is left off your hide.” He saw the strict look which she gave him as she spoke and a shiver of fear ran down his spine. Nick also knew at that moment that his life was now perfect and complete, he had finally become what he had always dreamt of being, he was a helpless slave to the most arrogant and fearful woman he had ever met.

End..


Afterword










For the most part this book is fantasy and should have been read as such. However the book is based on a very real woman who just happens to be called Fiona and who is a close friend of mine. She is also as strict as the Fiona portrayed in this book and fully believes that a man who fears her will serve her so much better, a sentiment I have to agree with :) 







Now please remember to rate this book, don’t let the alpha anti FemDom guys be the only one's that rate this book in their attempt to discredit my work. 








I hope you enjoyed the read

Until next time 

Take care




Nikki xx





Books By This Author

Helen's Story

Helen considered herself a normal everyday woman, she held a decent enough job and lived a fairly happy life. The only thing missing in her life now was a man after splitting up with her boyfriend a few months earlier. Helen enjoyed nights out on the town especially with her friend Janet who always made her laugh. Helen and Janet had been friends since childhood. Helen went on to higher education whereas her friend Janet dropped out of school and had ended up as a Mistress. Her friend's occupation had always made Helen laugh, especially when Janet would bring one of her male slaves for a night out with them. Helen always went out of her way to humiliate the poor slave, it wasn’t that Helen was into BDSM but it was just fun to play along with her friend's slaves while they were out on the town.

Janet suggested to Helen that she should borrow one of her slaves for the night as she hadn’t had a man for a while. Helen agreed thinking it would be fun, what Helen never knew was that her so-called friend had a sinister plan behind what she was doing.

Helen's life was about to tumble into one of desperation as she found herself trapped in a world that she never knew existed. A world where real slaves try to survive the brutality of their owners each day. Her journey would take her to far away hostile lands where Helen would just become another worthless slave to those with plenty of money, and as Helen found out to her horror the people she had to serve hated her and considered her as a non-human.

Still somehow in the darkest of places Helen would find a friend in what she thought was one of the evilest of men she could ever imagine. The story will climax in a twist that no one would see coming, including Helen.

Who Am I: Truth or Fiction

So I decided to tell everyone all about myself, my feelings, my view points and my beliefs, but to make this book a little more fun not everything is true. Much of what you read is my reality and the way I live life, however you will have to decide what is real and what is fiction. I will at times show my more natural humorous side in this book, however, be warned you will also meet what many will consider a very dark side to me. Some will hate me after reading this, others will love me LOL.

Before you decide to buy this book be warned I am a female supremacist in every sense of the word, I see males as nothing but tools to be used for my own comfort and needs. I will show you my inner most thoughts about males in this book and if that offends you then don’t read it.

The photographs within the book are of my home and staff.

Caroline’s Revenge

An election for a new government with a shock result turns the world upside down. We follow the story of the two main characters in this fast changing world as Josephine the new president enforces her will on the population. This new party was about as far right as possible, with the leader seeing men as nothing more than a worthless low species of animal to be control or eradicated.

Caroline life had been difficult to say the least, at 40 years old she had drifted from job to job never being able to settle down. Her problem was her size, at only just over four and a half feet tall she found men took every opportunity to belittle and humiliate her. Now there was some paying back to do.

Meanwhile for Dave life had been going well, he recently had been victorious in a bitter divorce court battle with a woman he once loved but now hated. Dave was now the owner of his own home and yet with another promotion at work life was about the best he could remember. Little did he know how quickly things would fall apart.

It had been many years since Caroline and Dave had cross paths, however destiny was about to bring them together once again.

Warning this book is extreme in places with the execution of males a common theme throughout.

Reform

Sarah and Bobby had been friends since early childhood, but now they were both coming of age. The two had been like brother and sister as they grew up together, Sarah being the smartest had always been the leader of their small pack. Now in their late teens they both wanted more from each other, little did Bobby imagine that what Sarah wanted was nothing like he dreamt of.

Sarah unlike Bobby who dropped out of school at sixteen was about to go away to university, with the help of her mother she fully intended to come back to the man of her dreams, well wife of her dreams who be closer to the truth. Sarah had decided she wanted her man fully feminized and very self-controlled. Her mother Susan who ran her own female led home was fully qualified to ensure her daughter would have the man of her dreams.

We follow the life of Bobby as it descends into a life of servitude. How far is he willing to go for the love of his life. We watch as innocent Female Domination turns into the extreme and a life that Bobby loses all control of.

However there is a final twist and one that no one could have imagined.

Other World

I thought it would be fun to write a shorter than normal story about female domination and alien abductions. Did you know that more than 600,000 people disappeared last year in the USA alone, I wonder where they all went. Now add to that the hundreds of thousands of reports of alien abduction and I feel a fun story coming on.

Tony is what you can call a normal guy, as an ex-soldier he still enjoyed those trips to the hills to unwind and feel at one with nature, only on this trip he wasn’t coming home.

Tony found himself on board an alien slave trading vessel heading to a distant planet with technologies way in advanced of our own. In this world some of the very advanced technologies were installed inside captured humans to ensure they were totally controlled. These unfortunate people were then sold into slavery in a far far away place with no hope of ever returning to their own world.

Tony found himself the property of a beautiful woman, one who saw him as nothing more than an animal of some kind. His future lay in her hands as he served as little more than a domestic slave to her. With no hope of escape he slowly became lustful of the beautiful woman that owned him, a lust that would cost him dear in the end.

The Temple

Jason lived a happy life in the stereotype female dominated family. Him and his father serving his mother and sister who ran the household. Jason had now reached eighteen and was looking forward to a wife of his own to serve and dedicate his life to. Unfortunately his younger sister Sandra had other ideas, the powerful young woman deciding the way her friends thought about her far outweighed the dreams of her brother. Sandra deciding it would add to her fame if she sent her brother off to become a monk.

Jason found himself in the service of the temple as a monk. Here was a life of hell on earth as he served the Goddess, his overseers being the nuns that ran things. Pain and suffering were just a way of life for monks, all while the nuns enjoyed their powerful vocations to the fullest.

We follow Jason on the worst journey possible and to a very uncertain future as each day became a fight to survive the suffering he had to go through to please a Goddess who thought nothing of him. We will also follow some of the nuns who enjoyed life to the fullest as they ensured the males under them existed only to serve the Divine Female.

Genesis

It is said that a captain of a nuclear submarine is one of the three most powerful people on earth. Only the president of the United States and Russia having more power than them, world events were to prove this incorrect.

Jane Hathaway commanded the United State ballistic submarine Trump, the latest and most deadliest addition to the American fleet. Jane made history by being the only female commander of a submarine in the entire fleet. There were two sides to Jane, the first being the one everyone saw, a professional and well educated woman. Then there was her darker side that few knew about, Jane believed that females were superior to males in every way. She had always seen men as tools that she used to get what she wanted, the cost to the men never concerned Jane. She also had a dream, well it was more of a fantasy, a world where women ruled and men served. Little did Jane know that her dream would become a reality on this patrol, as tensions grew between east and West the Trump and its crew disappeared below the waves.

As the world above her fell apart chance ensured Jane could take no part in the ensuing war. When her submarine was finally able to establish what had taken place above the war was over, as was the world she once knew. Jane knew it was time for change now, but could she persuade the few female crew members that it was a time for that change, time for them to take control of the submarine and if she could do that then what next?

As one problem after another showed its face, Jane knew she couldn’t fail, the fate of the world depended on her resolve and callousness. She would let no one stand in the way of her dream, a new world which was ruled and led by women, man had has his day.

Eastern Dreams

East and West had so many wars over the last thousands of years, it was only a matter of time before the final conflict would come. China the silent tiger had lay in wait for many years, now they would strike with the help of a newly born Arab Empire. Yet all was far from what it first seemed, the daughter to the king of the new Arab State had her own plan, only a select few knew what this were.

Naadia and her sister would soon rule Europe with an iron fist, this world would be one of female domination, but only by a few select women, at least for now.

In this first part of the story we see how the world changed shape, new rulers enforcing there wills on a conquered people. We will follow the lives of a few characters over the opening months in a new chapter of world history. There would be conflicts within as different woman had different views about how this new world would take shape.

This book is extreme in places so please do not read if offended.

Slave Trader

Stella had entered the world of illegal slave trading, along with her two close navel friends they intended to make themselves rich. In this world Stella lived in a female ruled society, however not all of the world did. Parts of the middle east still enjoyed owning female slaves and some would pay a good price to get them. The governments of these male dominated countries who wanted to stay friendly with the west would do all they could to stop the illegal trade of females coming in from the west, or at least they did in some cases.

Stella and her crew decided on one more trip, this one being their biggest haul of females taken from the west against their will to become slaves. Little did they know that Scotland Yard were now onto them and a mean detective was on the case to stop them. However this police officer would face many questions about herself in the quest to free the slaves and bring those responsible to meet an horrific punishment for their crimes.

The Mistress: The journey

Daniela had big plans for herself, however leaving school at sixteen without a qualification to her name would make achieving those dreams a little hard. Yet with ruthless determination she would achieve all her dreams and more.


In this story we follow Daniela as she reminisces about how those dreams became a reality. From a bag packer at a local super market she would become the goddess she had always dreamt of being. She would use as many people as necessary to achieve her goals, the only thing that mattered to Daniela was her happiness and her climb to the life she knew she deserved to have. The lives of others had no meaning to her other than to bring her pleasure and wealth.

Home

I thought I would write a fun short story which came to mind when I visit a friend who happens to be a sale rep for a house building company. However the story did not go the way I planned; it took on a life of its own as soon as I wrote the first line.
Still I hope you enjoy the read.

Jenny the sweetest and kindest sales rep in the country also had a hidden side to her that not many people knew about. She love to enslave lone males who decided to buy a property from her. Nothing gave her greater pleasure than taking everything they owned or would ever own away. Each site that the twenty-two years old had worked on she had found a male. She enslaved them and then used them while she worked on that site, they would then just become another slave which Jenny owned. Jenny had a great teacher in how to achieve this, that was the owner of the building company and her mother.

Andy had worked hard for many years and set about building himself a new life far from the city. Finally finding the perfect spot to settle down into his new life, he unwittingly set himself on a collision course with Jenny who saw him as nothing more than easy prey.

2055: New World, New Order

This book is based upon a female dominated world in the year 2055. The story takes place in a future London, a place where many rules ensure males are held in their rightful places. They would never again cause the havoc that is now resigned to the history books. In this place the sole purpose of the male is to serve the female. From birth the male is educated to believe in the system in place. This is backed up by deep held religious believes installed on the masses.

This future world still resembles the world we inhabit today in many ways, just this new world is a calmer and more productive one. It is also one where females only rule.

The story will follow the lives of two main characters describing life in this future city.

We will follow a woman called Alison who moved to the city from her country home when a fantastic job offer came her way. Like most of the people of the world she was bought up in a female dominated society, however this city was like nothing she had known before.

The other main character is a male known as Tr6y2 who was born into the system. He is state owned, however due to his outstanding educational results he found himself in a good job, one giving him what very few unowned males had, his own apartment to live in. However there are those that want to ensure he never forgets his place.

The paths of the two will cross and lead to major changes in Tr6y2’s life, they may be for the better or worse. Other characters within the story will help to explore what life is like in 2055, in this world of pure female supremacy.


The Passage

Paul dreamt of becoming the property of a beautiful woman for as long as he could remember. He loved to dress in girly clothes and post photographs of himself on social media sites. While doing this he had his first encounter with a woman who taught him so much about his inner feelings, he never met this woman and only communicated with her in the virtual world. She had also given him fair warning on being careful for what he wished for.

Then one day out of the blue an opportunity showed itself. Unwittingly and eager to fulfil his life’s dreams Paul walks into the human trafficking market. A beautiful woman who heads up a gang of slave traders is keen to sell him on for profit, she puts him up for auction. Paul’s life now depends on a buyer being found. The slave trader does not care if a man or woman buys him, her only concern is the profit he will make for her. Paul soon finds himself a mare commodity to be sold and bought by those with money to spend. A life somewhere between paradise and hell would soon become Paul’s way of life.

Soon he finds himself in the service of the most beautiful woman he could ever imagine and felt his life ambition had been started to be fulfilled. To soon afterwards he also finds his body adapted and learns there is more to life as a sissy maid than just cleaning a house. Although his body is frequently abused Paul still finds that hidden desire to serve, where will it end.

The photographs found within these pages are to assist the reader in understanding the clothing Paul had to wear in the story. All photographs are of my own maid who kindly agreed to assist in the finishing touches to this book.

The Flight Attendant: The Beginning

Bella was a young rich girl with fantastic looks. She could have had anything she wanted, her parents money and her looks would open any doors for her. Yet Bella had a fetish, she loved to wear and see others wearing uniforms, especially those that involved pantyhose. It was only her love of uniforms and pantyhose that led her to joining an airline. She found the one which she considered had the sexiest uniforms to join. Bella quickly climb the ladder and became a cabin manager. Bella loved to enjoy all aspects of life and her love of women in uniform would soon attract her to one of her staff. The younger flight attendant called Sarah, was also a lady that enjoyed being a Dom.

As Bella's life became more entwined with Sarah’s things began to spiral out of control for Bella. She had fell in love with a person who loved her own power and was committed to ensuring Bella would do anything and everything to please her.

Suddenly Bella would not be the girl who had everything, she would now be the girl that gave everything. Her life now in the hands of her Mistress, a Mistress she would provide for and give everything to please.

Stevens Journey

This book is a prequel to my first book ‘Hotel Diana’

We will follow Steven’s journey as he travels into a life of slavery to a woman he has loved from childhood. We will also discover how our world turned into one of absolute Female superiority.

A major war in Europe was beginning to grow out of control, a female supremacist was doing all she could to end the conflict. With the help of a photograph, and some visitors from the other side of our universe she would gain a lot more than she could ever hope for.

All while Steven waited for the woman he loved to return from a holiday she was on with her boyfriend. The news that Steven got on her returned was what he had waited so many years for, however there was a heavy price to pay if he was going to spend the rest of his life with the woman he loved more than anything.

As the world changed round Steven, so did the life he now had to lead. He had to choose between his freedom or a lifetime spent in servitude. He had many things to learn and overcome on his journey into slavery. He would in time have to face the outside world and hope to survive an encounter with a new kind of police force.

And then once again a change came to his life with a twist that he never saw coming.


Hotel Diana

In a not too distant world where female’s rule with absolute power, all males must be owned and registered.

This story follows a male called Steven who is dumped by his long-term partner and owner. Suddenly finding himself unowned he must report to what is now called The Disciplinarians Station for reassignment. The normal procedure being he will now become state owned property, the state will then reallocate him to another female or send him to do state work. However, the young Disciplinarian on duty decides to ship him off to a hotel in a foreign land so she can receive a small bonus.

The hotel on the coast of Spain is one of the most popular holiday destinations for the wealthiest of females from across the globe.

Steven finds himself in a place where males are nothing more than feminised slaves. He finds out just how worthless he and all males are here due to the constant flow of new slaves. Once his training is over if he survives steven will find himself in the role of a skunk maid. A skunk maid has but one task in life, to clean.

The hotels strict all female staff ensure that males are worked hard. The only concern here is for the wellbeing of the female guest. Behind the scenes Stevens along with all the other male’s destinies are sealed, as the hotel owners plan for a better future.
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