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    An old man knelt on the carpeted floor, fully dressed in beige cotton slacks and a pale blue shirt. He whimpered as a wet stain grew around his groin, grew larger, then drips appeared, streaks down his legs. Off cam, there was the sound of female laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Now go and buy another porn mag, cretin. You’ve got five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “No, please,” he begged, pathetically. 
 
      
 
    Again the laughter came, a nickering, sadistic sound. 
 
      
 
    “And make sure it’s ‘Sexy Teens’ again, you filthy old goat. And I’ll know if you try and change your pissy trousers, or your nappy.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the camera and stared right at the viewer with one long, agonised stare. The dull pain of something caught, beaten, reduced, and utterly without hope. 
 
      
 
    He hung his head, and groaned. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, this time a tinkling, joyful sound. 
 
      
 
    “Are you crying, loser?” She asked, lilting and amused. “If so, come closer to the cam. You know I love tears.” 
 
      
 
    The old man went closer to the cam. 
 
      
 
    At this moment, Ashley heard a loud knocking at his door and he closed the lid of his laptop with a guilty snap. 
 
      
 
    He knew who it was. He had lost track of the time. 
 
      
 
    “Morning,” he said, with a little tremor in his voice. 
 
      
 
    If Mr Solly Ackerman noticed Ashley’s nervous tone, he appeared to ignore it, just held out his hand with a noncommittal grunt. 
 
      
 
    Ashley handed him the rent for the week and watched as he carefully counted it. Talk about old school, he thought. As he watched him for a moment longer, the image of the old man in the clip came to his mind’s eye. It would be surely impossible for anything to reduce Mr Ackerman to such a pitiable state. 
 
      
 
    “Two more years,” said Ashley, with a bright smile. “Should be moving out after that. Moving out and moving up.” 
 
      
 
    “You'll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” said his landlord, with a sour look and curl of his lip. Then he turned, muttering something to himself, and went out into the street, shutting the door with a careless clang. 
 
      
 
    Ashley snorted softly to himself. We’ll see about that. 
 
      
 
    He watched him slouch off through the window in his greasy coat and deliberate step, looking neither right nor left at the faded houses and pinched gardens converted long ago to parking spaces. 
 
      
 
    He smiled grimly as he heard Mr Ackerman drive away in his beaten up old Ford. It's not as though the man had gotten very far either. He would show the man. He had dreams and visions! Oh, yes, it was fine for the old fool to sneer at Sociology but he had no intention of being a grubbing social worker, or ‘doing his bit’ for society. He had taken up Sociology to study humanity’s weaknesses, to see the gaps and loopholes that the ordinary person couldn’t see. 
 
      
 
    He sat down with a sigh and looked around him. The single room had a bed and a little kitchen bar, with enough space to allow for a single armchair and a television, but that was about it. The television space, Ashley had converted to a computer station with a little table and seat. From there he would conquer the world. It was all you needed these days, a computer and a decent download speed. With those, anything was possible. 
 
      
 
    As with all students however, instead of accumulating wealth, he had actually run up a considerable burden of debt. He received a small bursary from the home for young delinquents that had taken him in once his foster parents had given him up as too wayward, but it was nothing like sufficient enough to actually meet all his needs.  
 
      
 
    It was all very well for the girls. A lot of them got lucrative work in the local sex bars, wearing next to nothing and keeping the men amused. They looked at it as a sort of workout round a pole that also made them a fortune. The men were stuck with much more mundane and lesser paid jobs like factory work, or kitchen portering.  
 
      
 
    It seemed obvious to Ashley that the money followed the females. Even if it were the men that earned the money, it still gravitated there eventually, as if drawn by some irresistible force. 
 
      
 
    When he had attended the lecture on the 'Persistence of Female Archetypes in the Modern World' he had hardly needed to be told that the ‘worship of the Divine Feminine was very much a growing and widespread dynamic among the online community’. 
 
    He was however very surprised to discover that there were an increasing number of women posing as online ‘Goddesses’, with adoring male followers and abject worshippers who paid vast sums in cash offerings in return for a single moment of her attention, or in some cases, without getting any attention at all. They did very little but simply look gorgeous and take the cash. They didn’t appear to offer a ‘service’ in any sense of the word. 
 
      
 
    He had researched it online when he got back to his room and sure enough, he found endless links and pages and sites. Ashley got tremendously excited. He had heard of ‘get rich quick’ schemes of course, but this seemed like a gilt edged opportunity. He found out that quite a few of these women were actually not who they pretended to be. They used stock images rather than relying on their own looks. Why not a male, then? All that would be required was a portfolio of pics and the right attitude. 
 
      
 
    The male victims didn’t seem to care. They were sacrificing themselves to an idealised fantasy anyway. It wasn’t real. A Goddess figure that didn’t age; that was perfect in every way. 
 
      
 
    All he had to do was create a fictional woman. He could start a blog about how the money was spent. As long as he didn’t stream live, who would know the difference? He was good with computers. He could use photoshop. 
 
      
 
    He needed to get a sense of how these sort of women operated, so he went through a number of sites that advertised the sort of goddess worship that so many men seemingly craved.  
 
      
 
    That was why he had been watching that clip from a blog called ‘Misery’s Pets’, before he had been interrupted by the landlord. 
 
      
 
    What he had seen there however had made him wonder if he could really pull it off. The really successful ‘FinDoms’, as they were called, were shockingly cruel. He had been following ‘Mistress Misery’ as a typical example, and she seemed to be able to get men to do anything for her, though she was not stunningly beautiful, simply dedicated and sadistic to the core. 
 
      
 
    She appeared live on several expensive streaming services with explicit content, and from what Ashley could gather, was rarely out of ‘Private’ which meant that someone was paying a premium for her time. 
 
      
 
    She was in her early fifties, but looked well, and dressed in vintage clothes that set off her ample bust beautifully. Her nails were always long and either black or red, with full make up. A soft, sensual face that initially made you think she was nice, until you made contact with her dark, unblinking eyes. Then, somehow, it was hard to look away, and you couldn’t help but feel that you were somehow in the presence of something diabolical. 
 
      
 
    There were enough warnings coming through on her live chat. It was almost like a scene from ‘The Alien’, where the broadcast was going out all through the galaxy, warning all sentient lifeforms to stay away. Many members of the service seemed to take the time to warn others in the most desperate and emphatic tones. ‘GET OUT NOW, IDIOT!!’, or words to that effect. 
 
      
 
    She certainly seemed to be able to reduce men the the most abject and pathetic states, and somehow get them to revel in it and worship Her. It was incredible. As well as the old man he had seen before he was interrupted, there was the lavatory attendant who ran a glory hole at a men’s toilet somewhere and streamed it for her pleasure. There was another man caught in some sort of bathroom contraption that plainly integrated him permanently under a toilet seat and tube arrangement that would allow anyone to sit and defecate straight into his mouth. Yet another waited anxiously in a pink inspired bedroom, dressed in the most sissified dress, waiting perhaps for customers to call, or men of Mistress Misery’s choosing to visit on appointment. There was a tariff on the wall, mentioning the cost of a blowjob, hand job, full penetration and corporal discipline. The expressions on all these men’s faces was the same: dread, emptiness, despair, lust. 
 
      
 
    Ashley was not greatly affected by these warnings. He considered that he had complete protection from FinDoms, purely because he only had debts, with no means of actually getting more cash from anywhere. No bank would lend him another cent, and the credit card that he had used to create a login for himself on the site was on a very tight leash, only $500 maximum. To make this obvious to any of the ‘models’ that he looked at, he took ‘NoCashAsh’ as his moniker. 
 
      
 
    Cloaked by his anonymity, he continued to visit the chatrooms of FinDoms, particularly Mistress Misery, fascinated by her seemingly fatal gravity for the unwary. She seemed a sort of ‘black hole’ into which light itself was bent and drawn and swallowed, endlessly hungry, insatiable. If they existed in space, then perhaps the they could exist on a human level, too. 
 
      
 
    Hi Ash. 
 
      
 
    He stared at the screen, feeling as though he had been punched in the stomach. He saw from the screen that it was from Mistress Misery. Why would she be taking an interest in him, with a screen name that surely told the story? 
 
      
 
    Mistress Misery, he replied, his heart beating hard in his chest. 
 
      
 
    You have been around here a good deal lately, why don’t we go private? Just you and me. 
 
      
 
    He suddenly felt relieved then, knowing that he had the trump card. 
 
      
 
    No cash. 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the cam image, keeping him fixed with her gaze and Ashley could not look away. 
 
      
 
    I just want to talk. I’ll lower my rate, just for you. So it won’t really cost you hardly anything, at all. I hope you won’t spurn this opportunity. 
 
      
 
    This greatly surprised and troubled him, but he was quite confident of his poverty as defence, and after all he did want to try to get a better understanding of how the money was obtained by women such as Mistress Misery. He reasoned that it was not likely to lead to anything because She was not going to talk with him on a low rate for very long when She plainly had lots of men clamouring to pay Her usual premium rate. 
 
      
 
    OK. 
 
      
 
    He pressed the button marked ‘Go to Private’, and at once his credit card was automatically billed with a small initial amount. She was true to her word though and he saw that it was only going to cost him a dollar a minute, which is very low for such sites. 
 
      
 
    Got cam? 
 
      
 
    Yes 
 
      
 
    Enable it. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked as the control panel popped up which allowed cam and mic. He pressed on both and saw a small image of himself appear in the bottom left hand corner. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him, and something in that smile made him shudder. Her eyes bored into his, unblinkingly. 
 
      
 
    How old are you, Ash? 
 
      
 
    20. 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….. 
 
      
 
    Ashley went on to explain that he was a student and outlined the state of his finances to her, making it plain that he was basically broke. 
 
      
 
    Ohhhh….that’s not good. Just think what you are missing out on…… 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared as she took out her large breasts from the latex corset with red tipped fingers and began to knead them slowly. 
 
      
 
    It’s such bliss to be owned by me, Ash. So sweet. Everyone says so. 
 
      
 
    She said it with such seductive, magnetic power that he felt a tingle go through his body, starting at his crotch and then working out to his head, hands and feet. His cock started to stir in his pants. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and he could hear warning voices screaming inside him. 
 
      
 
    SUCH a shame. I could have held you, controlled you, chained you forever to my service. Made you MINE. One of my little pets. 
 
      
 
    Ashley found that he could not speak. Only stare at Her like an idiot. The tingling in his body grew stronger with his words, and she smiled as she saw his reaction in his face. It was exactly as She had said. The strange energy was so seductive and sweet, seeming to turn all his insides to aching mush. All of a sudden he was genuinely sorry that he did not have the cash to offer her. His prick was rock hard, throbbing in his pants. 
 
      
 
    It’s a shame, he found himself typing. I can’t get cash from anywhere. 
 
      
 
    Oh, I don’t know, she typed back, with a curl of her lip, You could make money here as a model. Not as a straight guy, obviously, you’re not a hunk, but as a virgin faggot you’d have plenty of takers. 
 
      
 
    What?? 
 
      
 
    It’s easy to do. You just need an adequate WiFi connection and a webcam. Sign up and see. Get a dildo and a plug and away you go. 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought about it. He was always talking about ‘lateral thinking’ and being ‘open to new ideas’. Here was something right out of left field. 
 
      
 
    I might try it, typed Ashley, his mind racing. It was a very exciting and naughty thought, and just might earn him an easy fortune. 
 
      
 
    Let me know how it goes. 
 
      
 
    I will do that. 
 
      
 
    Ashley could see that the next credit card payment to the website would be refused, so he thanked her for lowering her rate and giving him the idea. She smiled at him and Her dark eyes seemed to glitter as the connection closed. 
 
      
 
    He found that he was breathing harder than normal and was surprised at his heart rate. He hadn’t realised that it had been racing along. Obviously any interview with Mistress Misery was something that stimulated and stirred some deep areas. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes came back into his mind’s eye and he felt that strange flutter at his groin again, and his heart jumped and thudded. His prick was still rock hard. 
 
      
 
    She’s a witch, he thought, frightened for a moment. 
 
      
 
    However, when he had calmed down sufficiently to think about it, he’d had to admit that the idea she had given him was not without merit. It  was not very attractive to him to act the faggot in front of a webcam, but the money that any sex work made was always very good. He was going to pretend to be a FinDom, but that was impossible for him to really pull off, he could see that now. But a faggot, that should be easy enough. After all, it was just for the money. 
 
      
 
    He used the same service that Mistress Misery used and saw that there was a category for gays. He browsed through their chatroom images and live feeds, and apart from the obvious hunk here and there, he could see that most of them were nothing special to look at. There were quite a few in private sessions, milking the cash. An hour’s work could get you two or three hundred dollars quite easily. It was very exciting. 
 
      
 
    The signing up process for the service was very simple, and no questions were asked. An automated Terms and Conditions, a webcam check and the promise of occasional moderator monitoring was about all that was required.  
 
      
 
    He chose the name ‘CherryBoy4U’, as something that advertised his age and inexperience, just as Mistress Misery had advised. Indeed, it was pretty accurate as he hadn’t actually managed to get laid yet, even though he was twenty years old. Just as Mistress Misery had hinted, he wasn’t really the sort of kid that the girls went for. He was shy and rather unformed sexually, his ideas about girls were still on the romantic and ‘crushy’ side, rather than urgently physical, which is what they actually seemed to respond to. 
 
      
 
    The sex toys that she had also advised were easy enough to obtain over the Net. He chose a life-size natural dildo and a beginner’s plug together with some lube. He tried both of them out on his ass. It required some persistence but eventually his sphincter admitted them, and it was a very strange feeling as he felt himself fill up with five inches of dildo. Is this how gays feel, he wondered. It was not unpleasant, but very invasive. He should be able to do it on cam all right. He knew Mistress Misery would be amused if She could see him and the tingle at his groin fluttered and ached again as her image came back in his mind’s eye. Perhaps he would report back at some stage and thank her for her help. It was a generous gesture to let him speak to her on a reduced rate and give him good advice. 
 
      
 
    That evening, after class, he decided that it was time to give it a try. He stripped off apart from a little pair of very minimalist white briefs. He had realised that it was not permitted for obscene body parts to be in the ‘free view’ areas, where anyone could see you, but only in the private sessions, which were always one to one. It was just as well as far as Ashley was concerned. He had never exposed himself to anyone in a sexual way before.  
 
      
 
    He really had no idea what to expect. He had researched the FinDom stuff up to a point but the gay scene he hadn’t really looked at.  
 
      
 
    He was not really anticipating a great deal the first time that he put himself online. He just sat there in front of the webcam and waited. An image of himself appeared in a small box to one side of the screen, and he thought that he looked suitably young and nervous, just like a cherry boy. Presently, names started to appear in his chat box, mostly Guest numbers, but the occasional member login. 
 
      
 
    Cute. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the message, his heart thumping hard in his chest. It had been sent by someone calling themselves ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Thank you, Neil, he typed back, his fingers fluttering a little on the keys. 
 
      
 
    This is the moderator. This time it was a message from ‘Admin’ in square brackets. Need to check your connection and content. Take off you pants. 
 
      
 
    He said ‘OK’, and did so, not wanting to offend the administrators of the site right off the bat. 
 
      
 
    Now, wank yourself. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obediently took his prick in his hand and began to work it. 
 
      
 
    It’s not the moderator, dummy. 
 
      
 
    This last was from ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley suddenly realised what was happening and put his underpants back on, is face going red. He had just exposed himself to scores of people. The real moderator would never have made such a demand in the free space. Someone had adopted a moniker that looked official and obviously went cruising for gullible newbies like him. 
 
      
 
    All at once there came a sort of clanging bell and a button lit up on his screen. ‘Accept Private Conversation’.  
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at it for a moment and then hit it. At once, the chatbox names just went down to a single login, ‘9inchNeil’, and a webcam image appeared of a man in his middle years. A very ordinary looking man, with fat cheeks and a pouting mouth, and eyes that nearly disappeared in rolls of flesh as he smiled a welcome. 
 
      
 
    Cherry Boy, you look nice. 
 
      
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    What toys to you have? 
 
      
 
    Dildo and plug. 
 
      
 
    Mmmm. Take down your pants. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so after the slightest hesitation. The man was drinking it all in, and probably wanting himself at the same time. He felt a slight queasiness as he stepped out of his pants. This was the sort of man you met all time. A senior sales rep, or the manager of a franchise. Probably a family and nice home in the suburbs. Yet here he was, watching a young man undress in the lens of a camera, making him do what he wanted for three or four dollars a minute. 
 
      
 
    I want to take your cherry, break you in, boy. Would you like that? 
 
      
 
    Oh yes, replied Ashley, remembering his lines. 
 
      
 
    Does that excite you? 
 
      
 
    Mmmm, he typed, but inwardly he began to panic. The man in the cam was not really much of a turn on, and yet he obviously had to make it look as though he was being aroused. He couldn’t really think about the college girls, they never really made him aroused, just emotionally affected. He had wanked over pornography and he tried to bring some of these women to mind. Mistress Misery had never advised him about what to do in this situation. The thought of her brought her face back and he knew that She would have been amused by his predicament. She knew that she would be enjoying it right at that moment, watching him in a panic, trying to get hard. That knowledge brought back the fluttering glow that he had known with her before, and with that energy, his prick stirred into life and grew hard at his crotch. He didn’t have time to worry about why it was Mistress Misery that made him hard and not anything else, for the viewer was expecting him to get erect and give him all his attention. 
 
      
 
    Mmm, I can see you’re hungry for my cock, sweetness. 
 
      
 
    Yes, replied Ashley, and he was surprised to find that it was true. Again it was related to Mistress Misery. She had been amused by his acting out the role of a gay cherry boy for cash. The sexual energy that this created in him was decidedly submissive. It was not the sort of feeling that encouraged boldness and testosterone fuelled vanilla sex with a girl. It was the sort of energy that fed off being controlled, bent over, fucked. He whimpered a little as this realisation flashed through his mind. Was he turning gay? 
 
      
 
    Plug your pussy for me, went on ‘9inchNeil’, get it nice and loose. 
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Call me ‘Uncle Neil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, not liking the incestuous connotation, nor the faint atmosphere of paedophilia. But then, he considered, at twenty, he was obviously well over age, and after all, it wasn’t really incest, either, just fantasy. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil, he found himself saying, getting hold of the plug. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see it. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley held up the black plug for him to see. It was only a beginner’s one, the middle girth only about two inches in diameter. It was slender, too, to aid penetration by gradual widening. 
 
      
 
    A cherry boy’s plug, all right. Put it in. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley had practised this so he approached the task with a fair amount of confidence. He lubed it up and then got on all fours, reaching round with his right hand to locate his anus. It actually made him jump a little, when the hard black rubber came into contact with his tight, sensitive sphincter. He wondered whether it was tighter than it had been before. Maybe it was the nerves but it took more pressure than before to force the plug in. 
 
      
 
    Relax, I know its your first time. Relax and take it inside. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Indeed it was good advice. He did consciously relax his buttocks, and the plug, with a little more persuasion, slid past the sphincter and into his rectum. 
 
      
 
    He gave a gasp as it did so. It was not at all like the practise session. His cock on this occasion was rock hard thinking of Mistress Misery, and it made his whole body tingle. Maybe it was an enlarged prostate or something, he thought. 
 
      
 
    Good boy, turn round and show it to me in your sweet ass. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so. Maybe it was the submissive energy coursing through him together with the prone position, but it all combined with the feeling of being penetrated into a very intense sexual experience. He prostrated himself with his ass to the camera, showing the plug embedded in his tight hole. 
 
      
 
    YES. There’s a good boy. Doesn't that feel nice? 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….replied Ashley, with perfect honestly. He had put the plug in his ass a few time for practise, but he realised that with anal sex it was all about context. There were no pleasure receptors there as such. It was only in your head that it meant pleasure. Before it had meant nothing, now it felt like everything and his mind was going into overload. His prick jerked, leaking precum. 
 
      
 
    What a perfect little cherry boy. 
 
      
 
    Indeed, Ashley felt exactly like that. He hardly knew who he was. He thought of Mistress Misery and heard Her nickering, sadistic laugh. Had she known that it was going to turn out like this for him? He remembered that She had looked at him so intently, searching the uttermost limits of his soul. She had awoken the submissive energy, and now the blissful pleasure of it was threatening to consume him. 
 
      
 
    Leave the plug in your gay pussy. Take up the dildo. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    If it’s got a sucker base, stick it to the wall, waist high. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Ashley took hold of the pink, realistic cock, and did as he was instructed, sticking it against a smooth portion of the kitchen bar, and adjusted the cam so that it was in full view. 
 
      
 
    Now, I want your mouth cherry. Suck me off. 
 
      
 
    For Ashley, the dildo was no longer the simple piece of pink rubber that it had the previous day. It was changed by some form or dark magic into Neil’s cock, the fat, middle-aged man’s hard penis. He took it reverently into his mouth, like a Christian takes the wafer of the Eucharist, transubstantiated into living flesh, a divine form to taste, enjoy and suck. 
 
      
 
    That’s it, take me in your mouth…. 
 
      
 
    It really was a revelatory moment for Ashley. He was kneeling like a worshipper and he gave himself utterly as if to a Satanic Ritual of perverted sex, feeling the glow and bliss of it enfold and exalt him. 
 
      
 
    And wank yourself as you do it. Cum with your ass plugged and your mouth full. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, reaching for his painfully stiff cock. Even then, he did not bring relief quickly. He kneaded himself slowly, enjoying the moment, extending the pleasure for as long as possible. He became a creature of pleasure, the plug buried deep in his ass, the cock in his mouth, and he moaned and writhed with the energy that dominated and claimed him, and the last thing he saw as he finally came in great, wrenching jerks, was the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying his surrender to pleasure. 
 
      
 
    It was a defining moment for Ashley. He had never considered himself homosexual, and in a strange way he didn’t consider himself one now. It was Mistress Misery that was the real turn on, not the man’s cock. It was the thought of being turned gay to amuse Her that created the energy. All the same, he had to admit that he had certainly become a faggot to some extent, imprinted with gay thoughts and cock worship. 
 
      
 
    He took the rest of the day off, and got back to his college work. It was good to immerse himself in the trappings of his normal life for a while. 
 
      
 
    Late on, he felt able to try the webcam again and once again there were some takers. He found that most of them were older men, keen to dominate a cherry boy, and he had no difficulty getting plenty of earning time, just as Mistress Misery had predicted. 
 
      
 
    Once he had received his first hundred dollar pay check from the streaming service he began to really have confidence in the viability of the whole scheme. He organised his plans going forward. He had reckoned that if he worked on the streaming service three nights a week, he could pocket a hundred dollars on each occasion, and thus completely transform his financial problems. That would mean $400 a month, and by the end of the year, all his student loans repaid. 
 
      
 
    Rather than keep going for a set number of hours, Ashley just worked in front of the webcam till he had gotten the hundred dollars, then logged off. Sometimes it was just an hour’s work, sometimes three or more. He giggled to himself because it did make him feel just like a whore, never knowing how many customers might turn up. 
 
      
 
    It felt so good to be earning extra money. He kept to his classes during the day and was on the webcam every evening. It was such a blast. He heard all the gripes from his male classmates about being short of cash and being buried under a ton of debt, and enjoyed the fact that he was no longer under that sort of pressure. It was exactly the sort of loophole exploitation that he had intended all along. 
 
      
 
    He thought it only right that he should thank Mistress Misery for the idea. She had asked him to let her know how he got on after all. Just before class one morning, therefore he went to her chatroom when he saw that she was in the free zone, and thanked her using the free chat service. She invited him into her private area, at the premium rate and he hesitated for a moment. Ten minutes at that rate would basically wipe out the previous day’s earnings, but then again, it would be easy to make it up again he reasoned, and, it was after all her idea in the beginning. He did feel a bit queasy, though, in view of the fact that it was the energy she brought to the equation that had really powered his successful portrayal of a gay cherry boy.  
 
      
 
    Just wanted to thank you, he typed, working out very well for me. 
 
      
 
    ‘That’s quite alright, dumpling,” she said, with a wide smile. She had switched on her mic to save typing. “I must say that you have become a very convincing gay cherry boy, with a nice, tight pussy, despite all the times that thick dildo goes up there. I swear you are starting to enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Ashley, colouring a little, using his own mic. It was true that he was actually getting turned on by it. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you think you have made then, since you started? How far up are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” he replied, giggling, “let’s see. I reckon about four hundred dollars, at least.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, that’s great,” she said, smiling. “Now I want you to end the session. Then wait a minute, then start again.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” said Ashley, a little confused. “It’s nearly time for class.” 
 
      
 
    “It will only take a moment, dumpling,” she said. “Just humour me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and then thought that he owed her that much. He did as she requested. 
 
      
 
    “Ah,” she said approvingly, once the link was restored. “Good. This is being billed at fifty dollars a minute. You can be out of here and off to your class in eight minutes. Aren’t I generous?” 
 
      
 
    “What???!!!” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t think about ending the session till I say, Ashley Hillcrest, of Summerton University.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at the screen, a fog of dread slowly descending over him. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at his shocked expression.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on now, dumpling. You’ve got a university calendar and organiser on the wall behind you and there aren’t too many Ashleys. It was too easy.” 
 
      
 
    His heart thumped in his chest, trying to work out the implications of this unexpected development. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want photos of you sucking a dildo posted up in the main corridor, do you? Or taking it up the ass with a lovely blissful look on Your face?” 
 
      
 
    He gasped, unable to find words. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, and he recognised the sadistic nickering tones.  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t realise it was me some of the time, did you, dumpling? Taking some nice shots of you, and video as well. High Def.” 
 
      
 
    “Please…” he said at last, his voice shaking. 
 
      
 
    “Let me tell you how it is going to be, faggot,” she said, her dark eyes glittering. “You fucking belong to me now. You are one of my little pets. And all my pets PAY me every day. They pay in suffering, mind-fuckery, life-fuckery, and above all CASH.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at her, like a rabbit fascinated by a snake. She smiled at his fear and confusion. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got five minutes. Undress and get your dildo. NOW!!” 
 
      
 
    The last word was rapped out like a pistol shot and left no room for disobedience. Ashley’s mind was not really functioning. A part of him wondered if he were dreaming as he dutifully undressed and got the dildo that she had specified. 
 
      
 
    “Now, up your gay pussy, pet,” she said, amused. “Right up to the balls.” 
 
      
 
    As Ashley did so, he felt that fluttering again, that strange pleasure that came with submission to her. She smirked as his cock grew hard and his eyes dilated. 
 
      
 
    “Good bitch,” she said, “and turn it round in your ass a few times. Twist it.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed, wondering what she thought that was going to achieve. A moment later she made him remove it and he found out. The head was smeared with brown. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, now lick it like a lollipop, faggot.” 
 
      
 
    “What????” 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the camera lens. She had a her heavy tits out and was kneading them with those long, scarlet tipped fingers. 
 
      
 
    “You know I’m filming this, faggot,” she said, “and you know why. Because I want to control you, because I want you in my power. Unable to say ‘no’. At my mercy. It’s what you want, too.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley shook his head but he could not speak. Her words made the fluttering at his groin grow into a blissful inferno of pleasure. He could not imagine a better future than to be Her helpless property, trapped by pleasure, chained with sex. 
 
      
 
    “Think what I could do if you licked the shit off that cock, moaned with pleasure as you were doing it. I could prove that you are a shiteating faggot. Come on, give yourself to me. DO it!” 
 
      
 
    Ashley gave out a little whimper, stared at her with scared, rapt eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Give yourself to me, faggot,” she whispered, tweaking her nipples. 
 
      
 
    Ashley remembered all the desperate warnings that people had posted about Mistress Misery, remembered wickedly sadistic and depraved blog entries that she had put on the Net or have Her ‘pets’ do, and resolved to refuse. But something was holding him, forcing him to put out his tongue and bring the filthy dildo onto it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, giggling, “taste it, and pretend it’s the sweetest thing You’ve ever had. For the camera. Surrender to me. Surrender utterly.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm….” He said, as the harsh, bitter taste came onto his tongue, just as if he was enjoying it. In a way, he was, because it made the pleasurable glow increase from his groin, flowing through every particle of his body.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, lick, cretin,” she said, encouragingly, “let’s see that brown tongue.” 
 
      
 
    He stuck it out, with coquettish flounce and held it there for her. 
 
      
 
    “Good, now put the dildo into your mouth.” 
 
      
 
    He seemed totally under Her spell now, lost in a sea of erotic pleasure. He took the foul bell end into his mouth and began sucking it urgently. 
 
      
 
    ‘Scrape it all off with your teeth, pet, and make the shit into a ball in your mouth. When you have done so, take out the dildo.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, with a groan of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Show the shit, cretin,” she commanded, a moment later. “Let’s see that brown before I make you swallow it.” 
 
      
 
    He groaned a denial, but something greater than himself had him completely in thrall. The urge to surrender to her and embrace the blissful energy inside was far too strong to deny. He had never experienced anything like it. 
 
      
 
    “Now, SWALLOW, and make sure you enjoy it. Doesn’t it taste wonderful?” 
 
      
 
    He moaned with evident pleasure as he gulped it down, licking his lips. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” she purred. “All recorded for posterity. Another little fly trapped in my Evil Web.” She laughed like the Wicked Witch of the West in the Wizard of Oz, except it was ten times more chilling and sadistic. 
 
      
 
    It made Ashley shudder to the depths of his soul. Some disconnected, rational part of himself was totally horrified at what had happened, but the fundamental, burning pleasure of his surrender to her did not allow for any negative emotions to intrude. 
 
      
 
    “Now, my new trapped little fly is going to earn me £1000 dollars a week from now on. I don’t care how long you have to spend as a cam whore. If you fail I will punish you, and I promise that it will not be pleasant. Now, we’ve gone a bit over, haven’t we? Goodbye, little fly. God bless.” 
 
      
 
    The connection was suddenly severed. Ashley found that he was breathing heavily, trying to get his head round what had just happened. The foul taste was bitter in his mouth, and he wondered vaguely if he should try and puke up what he had swallowed. The overriding feeling was one of blissful sexual arousal however and he wanked himself into a shattering, monumental climax within then seconds, the taste and smell of ordure in his mouth and nostrils. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, he felt utterly shattered, as if he had run a marathon carrying a piano on his back. He stirred himself to try and clean the shit from his mouth. There was nothing else but to use his normal toothbrush, making a mental note to obtain a new one later on. He had some mouthwash, fortunately, but even with the powerful, stinging flavour of the minty fluid, he found that he soon began to taste the bitter tang again. It was obviously just psychological, but he nevertheless found it very distressing, wondering if it was discernible on his breath. 
 
      
 
    He still had to get out of the door and go to class, but he decided that he would just have to make an excuse and stay home. He did indeed feel very ill in any case. 
 
      
 
    He lay back on his bed, his head whirling round. At the very centre of his being was a cold, aching place that was dark with dread. Around this terrible emptiness, the pleasures of sex whirled round, tingling and pulsing, laughing. He kept seeing her in his mind’s eye, her dark eyes seemed to be the only steady thing in a chaotic world.  
 
      
 
    He wondered how on earth he was going to earn £1000. He had worked for most of every night and managed £400. He whimpered a little as he realised that the money he had earned had already been siphoned away by Mistress Misery, and he had no doubt that She would do the same again when it came to it the following week. He shuddered at the tones she had used when she mentioned punitive measures should he disappoint her in terms of earnings.  
 
      
 
    How could he have licked the shit of a dildo and swallowed it just to please Her? He shook his head at that and realised that he had to be honest with himself. He had done that not for her, but for himself. To immerse himself in that pleasure. To give himself up to it. The more he surrendered, the better if felt. The better it felt, the more he wanted to give himself up to it. 
 
      
 
    Eventually he felt well enough to log on to his chatroom and try and earn some cash. Maybe the weariness shone through because he couldn’t seem to maintain the interest of his ‘customers’. Nevertheless he made about $70 before he needed to take a break. At a rough calculation, he would need to spend all day, every day as a gay cam whore just to make enough to satisfy Mistress Misery, and still he wouldn’t be touching his financial problems, only making it impossible to carry on with his degree. Plainly, the situation could not continue as it was.  
 
      
 
    He thought again of all the warning voice and cautionary texts and messages concerning Mistress Misery. He should have heeded them.  
 
      
 
    However, he had to have a discussion with her and face the realities of his situation. Something had to give. 
 
      
 
    He contacted her right away, as soon as she was free of her own chatroom. He had to pay the full rate, though he didn’t think he would be on there very long. 
 
      
 
    “Earned it already, little whore?” She asked, sardonically. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to say that I don’t think it is going to work.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes?” 
 
      
 
    She seemed genuinely amused. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to be able to earn that amount of cash in a week, even if I stay there all day, and I can’t do that obviously because I need to be in college.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I fully understand, pet,” she said, sympathetically. “Clearly we need to do something.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he replied, relieved. Even the most sadistic FinDom couldn’t get blood from a stone. If the earning power wasn’t there, it just wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Carry on on cam for now,” she said, encouragingly, “and I’ll have a think about it.” 
 
      
 
    Thank You, Mistress,” he said, sincerely. She was just going to have to be reasonable. 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, after Ashley had sporadically put himself in the chatroom to keep the cash coming, there was a ringing at the front door. He ignored it, as he knew it couldn’t be for him. No one from the University would be calling on him. He was apart from the normal ways and always saw himself as an outsider planning his great enrichment angle. 
 
      
 
    He frowned as the bell came again a moment later. He had a brief look out of the curtains. No one he knew. Some old fellow. Didn’t look like a salesman though. When the bell came again, he thought that he had better answer it or he would have no peace whatsoever. 
 
      
 
    He went to the door. 
 
    “Can I help you?” He asked, impatiently. The old man scowled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Ashley? Ashley Hillcrest?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he replied, taken aback. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Misery sends her compliments, and could I have a word?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, horrified. He recognised him now, and looked down automatically to his crotch. Sure enough there were old stains there. Hadn’t she even allowed him to wash his trousers? 
 
    
The old man took a step inside and Ashley took him to his little apartment, his head spinning. He could not imagine what this would all mean, but he had a horrible feeling that it was not going to be to his liking. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Malice thought we would do better as a double act,” he said, with a spiteful leer and flash of humour in his cold, dead blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    “A what?” 
 
      
 
    “On the streaming service, dummy,” he said, impatiently. 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, not really understanding, and the old man brushed past him and on into the hallway. 
 
      
 
    He strode through the open door of Ashley’s apartment without asking for leave, and the young man hurried after him, thinking it very arrogant. He did not have any mind for that sort of nicety, though. 
 
      
 
    ‘What a dump,” said the old man, with a snort of derision. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m only a student,” said Ashley, defensively, with an irritated shrug.  
 
      
 
    “You’re ‘CherryBoy4U’, I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    “And you are?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was feeling himself getting a little angry and upset. It seemed to amuse the intruder. 
 
      
 
    “You can call me ‘CumDaddy’. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!!??” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the name She wants, Cherry Boy, and what She wants, She gets.” 
 
      
 
    He looked accusingly at Ashley at this point, a bitter, despairing look, as if challenging the younger man to contradict him. 
 
      
 
    Ashley however, was still in rather a fug about it all, trying to make sense of it. 
 
      
 
    “What is this all about?” He asked feebly. 
 
      
 
    The old man heaved an exasperated sigh. 
 
      
 
    “It’s an old one, but a popular one, idiot. Old gay takes virgin cherry from fresh young meat. Makes him suck him off and swallow, etc, etc.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not doing that,” said Ashley, appalled. 
 
      
 
    The old man looked at him pityingly. 
 
      
 
    “You’re one of Misery’s Pets now,” he explained, “and our preferences don’t come into it. She likes it even more if you don’t like it.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a cold chill run down his spine. 
 
      
 
    “What if we resist?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    The old man laughed mirthlessly. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t piss Her off if I were you, Cherry Boy. She’s bad enough when She’s pleased. Try and resist if you like. I’ll enjoy watching You learn the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought of those pitiless black eyes and shuddered. There was no telling what they were capable of, and there was an absolute need deep inside him to obey Her now anyway. He could feel that submissive energy tingling just at the thought of Her Power over him, Her Hold over his life. It felt like the sweetest poison. 
 
      
 
    “Now, she wants us to start straightaway, so get undressed.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley watched him take off his shirt and strip down to his underwear. His prick bulged in his underpants, and he found himself staring at it. 
 
      
 
    Noticing his look, the old man chuckled.  
 
      
 
    “Take off your clothes, gay boy,” he said, “and let’s get going. We’ve got to earn Mistress Misery that cash.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley took off his clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Nice,” said the old man, appraisingly and Ashley was alarmed to see the man’s prick swelling and peeking out from the waistband of his underpants.  
 
      
 
    Ashley was absurdly pleased with this remark, though, all the same. No one had ever said that to him before. He had never been considered attractive or sexually appealing, nor considered himself so. Yet here was this man’s prick swelling for him, hardening because of his body. He found himself posing slightly, looked sideways with a barely discernible smirk. He wondered if this was how girls felt when they knew that they were turning on their man, seeing the swelling grow and the eyes dilating. 
 
      
 
    “Now we need a new login, ‘CumDaddynCherryBoy’. 
 
      
 
    It was very easy to create a new identity. A lot of the models used multiple names and personas to attract clients, so it was a five minute job to get it up and running. They sat together on the bed, and waited for the first caller. 
 
      
 
    “You can man the keyboard,” said the older man, sitting back. 
 
      
 
    “OK.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley fielded the questions and tried his best to attract custom. It was not difficult, much easier than when he had been on his own. A login called ‘StingRay’ activated the private show and suddenly, they were making money. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see your dicks, texted StingRay. 
 
      
 
    The old man got up at one and pulled down his pants. He worked himself quickly up to a hard erection. Ashley was not quite so confident and looked shy and ashamed. That of course was all part of the act, so it was perfect. 
 
      
 
    Make him lick Your big Daddy cock. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, Cherry Boy.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated for a moment, but he knew the camera was rolling and he needed that cash. It surely couldn’t be so much different to a dildo? He was being forced into it, and not doing it of his own volition, so that made a big difference. Of course it did. 
 
      
 
    The old man grinned at him and his dead blue eyes quickened slightly with interest as Ashley crossed over to him. 
 
      
 
    He pushed Ashley to his knees, his cock right next to Ashley’s face, jerking slightly with his excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Now, lick my cock,” he whispered, “you know you want to, you gay fag.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and whimpered a little. 
 
      
 
    The old man took Ashley’s head in his hands and pulled him onto his throbbing bell end. Ashley jerked as if the hot flesh was connected to the mains as his lips made contact. This was very different from the plastic feel of the dildo. This was living, pulsing, slick with precum and he found himself exploring it with his tongue, despite his misgivings. He imagined that Mistress Misery was watching and the familiar tingle of pleasure rose from his crotch. He knew that he was pleasing Her, and that knowledge made him so excited and aroused.  
 
      
 
    He began to lick more urgently and took the large head into his mouth, suddenly hungry for it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, fag,” said the old man, throatily, “suck it. Pop your mouth cherry.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the connection was broken as StingRay signed off. 
 
      
 
    “Probably shot his load at the sight of you sucking my big Daddy cock,” said the old man, with a snigger, “the first of many.” 
 
      
 
    But Ashley did not stop sucking the throbbing man meat in his mouth, nor did he cease to massage his with his hand and moan deeply with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Said the old man, and pushed him brusquely away.  “We need to keep it hard, idiot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hardly recognised himself, licking his lips, disappointed not to have gone further. He wanted to make the man squirt down his throat with a sudden intensity that bordered on obsession. 
 
      
 
    The man laughed at his expression. 
 
      
 
    “Little whore will have to wait. Get back as we were, ready for the next customer.” 
 
      
 
    He did not have to wait long. Almost at once there came another ‘ping’ that signalled the start of a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Now, act reluctant again,” warned the old man. “Though I know you are not now.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley went a little red at that, knowing that he spoke the truth. He couldn’t wait to get his cock back in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    But the next paying guest didn’t want a blowjob at first. He wanted to see Cherry Boy bent over the bed and fucked in the ass. Ashley had no idea what this was going to feel like. He knew that the dildo only goes in so far before it gets to the bend of the gut and then it gets mega painful. CumDaddy’s cock was quite large and it felt like a prize marrow going in. He was gentle but firm and suddenly with a little flare of pain, it slipped inside him. He gasped with the momentary discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, you get used to it, fag,” said CumDaddy, and thrust deep inside him. 
 
      
 
    The end of the man’s cock came up to the end of his rectum and he felt a dull, agonising pain. 
 
      
 
    “Push, slut,” he whispered in his ear, “like you are trying to shit.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so and suddenly he felt the head of the man’s penis slip further inside him, as if going round a corner, or opening a muscle. The old man kept it there for a moment, jerking him with small movements, and it became increasingly pleasurable. He was so deep inside him, and his anus felt very stretched. The penetration awoke all his submissive energy again, and he heard Mistress Misery laughing, on all fours with an old man’s cock banging his ass pussy. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt him grasp his cock, which was rock hard and dripping, and wank him quickly to a shattering climax. It made him yell out loud. 
 
      
 
    “There,” said the old man, “now you’re a real faggot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stayed on his hands and knees, feeling as if he had just come through a hurricane. He shivered and was on the point of tears. How on earth had he come to this? He had orgasmed with the old man’s prick deep in his ass. He knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he had to get out. Had to convince Her somehow. He saw that he was in the grip of something hideously evil and depraved. He saw that Mistress Misery’s soul was utterly black and hungry, avid and diabolical, feeding on degradation, suffering, and despair. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, fag,” said the old man. “Look lively. There’ll be another caller in a minute. We seem to be a bit of a hit. Loads of people viewing our live feed. Get decent for the free cam. We need to be ready sharpish. Time is money.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you said we shouldn’t cum,” said Ashley, still feeling dazed.  
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t cum,” said the old man, with a snicker. “You are just two holes for cock. It doesn’t matter if you come, whore. You can take dick all night. I don’t care if you want it or you don’t, you still have to work. That’s a whore’s life, and that’s what you are now. Mistress Misery’s faggot whore. Get used to it.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh….” Said Ashley, feeling panic stricken. “But what about my studies?” 
 
      
 
    “Forget about them,” said the old man, dismissively. “That’s your old life. Before You were stupid enough to have anything to do with Mistress Misery. Now You belong to Her, and once She owns you, you stay owned, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps if I admitted that I had made a mistake, She might give me some allowance for being so young?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. If I were you, I’d just accept it, and try and enjoy your new life as much as possible. You don’t have any choices now. You exist now only to worship Mistress Misery and obey Her.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the beep sounded of another interested party entering a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Cherry Boy, we’ve got another client.” 
 
      
 
    CumDaddy managed another hour before cumming in Ashley’s ass with a great shuddering climax. Ashley was disappointed, as he wanted to taste the cum and swallow it. He cupped his hand under his stretched hole and straightened up so the cum dribbled out onto his palm in a warm, gloopy stream. This he then licked up eagerly. It was salty and unpleasant in his mouth, but he didn’t care about that. It was cum and he wanted it. He swallowed it down, taking it deep. 
 
      
 
    “Here, then, whore,” said the old man, chuckling, “lick me clean.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so, with an enthusiasm which surprised him. The submissive glow was in full spate now and the thought of licking another man’s cock before an online audience was an incredible turn on. And always in his mind were the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying the show, too. 
 
      
 
    “Best have a quick break,” said CumDaddy after Ashley had licked his cock clean. He sat down in the only armchair and suddenly seemed extremely tired, breathing quick, shallow breaths. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him for a moment, looking drawn and haggard, and for the first time, a proper old man. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you a cup of tea?” 
 
      
 
    The old man gave him a fierce, mocking look, then relented with a shrug. 
 
      
 
    “OK, gay lover. Milk, no sugar.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley made the brew and then set it down next to him 
 
      
 
    “Got a biscuit, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    He put some chocolate biscuits down in a little plate. 
 
      
 
    “Every time I cum, you can do me tea and biscuits while I relax, understood?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley winced at the commanding tone, but he was feeling far too submissive to make an issue out of it. He could hardly be too assertive with someone who’s cum was in his ass and mouth, and down his throat. 
 
      
 
    “OK,” he mumbled. “We’re going to do this often?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes,” snapped the old man, with a fierce look. “You can bet your life on that cocksucker. A thousand bucks a week? That’s some hours on cam.” 
 
      
 
    “How much have we made so far, do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t cleared a hundred yet, though there’s plenty of takers. I think we might up the rate. People seem really interested. They’d pay more. They’re fucking queuing up.” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t they get bored?” 
 
      
 
    “Old cock and cherry boy? I don’t think so. Anyway we can get a few more toys. You eating cum out of your ass was incredible, we will have to do that more. That really got them going in a big way.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm…” said Ashley, the mere thought of it turning him on. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll get a chain lead and a sissy collar. Maybe even do you up as a sissy properly with a nice dress and wig. Would you like that, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” thought Ashley, picturing it. The idea was intriguing and quite seductive. 
 
      
 
    “It will all have to be approved by Mistress Misery anyway, of course,” he said. She may well have Her own plans. She loves to stretch asses till they get so wide they can’t close properly again and dribble out. All sorts of stuff she loves to do with her trapped little flies.” 
 
      
 
    A feeling of dread ached suddenly at the pit of his stomach. He knew that She was indeed probably amusing herself by thinking up humiliating and ego destroying tasks for him. All of which he knew he was going to have to do.  
 
      
 
    “When do you think we’ll be done for today?” 
 
      
 
    “If I up the rate and we get a good response, then another three hours or so should get us a good start.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” said Ashley, nodding, “I was wondering if you were going to stay for some food, or go straight back to your place.” 
 
      
 
    “My place,” said the old man, with a bitter laugh.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I have seen it in the blog,” said Ashley. “It looks nice.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s being rented out,” he said, in a neutral, lifeless tone. “She has owned it for some time, and it is Her’s to make a profit from. Or sell it. My name is no longer on the deeds.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “So…..I’m confused. Where are you….” 
 
      
 
    The old man smirked at him coldly. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to be living together as a real gay couple. All day and night fucking on cam, earning for Mistress Misery. She just leave us enough to survive, that’s all.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was so shocked that he couldn’t speak for a moment. He thought through all the permutations and consequences. He imagined himself being seen as this old man’s gay lover. He quailed at the thought. There was no way he was going to be able to conceal it from his classmates, or from the landlord, or from anyone else.  
 
      
 
    “No choice,” said the old man, sensing his panic. “Just have to get on with it. Her orders.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him with such an expression of despair that the old man laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You should have heeded the warnings, shouldn’t you, little pet? There were enough of them posted up. Too late now. Anyone who comes into her world, even for a moment, are immediately hooked. Spend more than five minutes and sadistic entrapment is inevitably the result. I have been Her property for ten years or more. I have tried everything. I gave her a three thousand pound buy out once.” 
 
      
 
    “And She didn’t honour it?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, she honoured it, all right,” said the old man bitterly, “but I only managed about three days before crawling back to her on my knees and begging to be owned again.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, with a sigh, “She is so addictive. I went ‘cold turkey’ as it were, convinced that I would never go back, but life without Her is SO boring, monochrome and colourless. I was glad to get back. I remember Her laughing as I begged to be owned again. And I have never attempted to escape Her again. There is no escape. She marks You deep down in your soul, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt the dread boil and gather in his guts again at this, remembering the intense pleasure that seemed to entirely encompass his identity while he thought of Her. 
 
      
 
    “This is all going to be part of Her blog, of course. We are like exhibits at Her zoo, kept behind bars, and shown off for the public to leer and wonder over. You remember when you were outside the cage and looking in? You remember how many times you were warned about Mistress Misery. Feel free to add your own voice to those constantly warning the unwary away. I think She likes it.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re never getting out of this tiny room…this crummy cage?” 
 
      
 
    “Never. Unless it is for something worse. One cage for another. Be glad that you at least can survive.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment there came a knock at the door.  Ashley wondered who it was for a moment and then it came to him. Mr Ackermann!!!! 
 
      
 
    He hurriedly got dressed and went to the door, taking up the cash for the rent as he went. He managed to keep the door closed enough so that the landlord couldn’t see into the flat. 
 
      
 
    The landlord took the money with a sour expression.  
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” he said as he turned away and went outside. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a pang of despair. There was no way that the old man could be really sure on that point. Life has a way of going in unexpected directions, but in his case, it was incontrovertibly true. He would never be anything more than the property of Mistress Misery. 
 
      
 
    He knelt down and sobbed for sheer despair. He felt at the same time a little pang of disloyalty towards his Owner. He should really have contacted her. He knew that She loved to see her pets cry. 
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    An old man knelt on the carpeted floor, fully dressed in beige cotton slacks and a pale blue shirt. He whimpered as a wet stain grew around his groin, grew larger, then drips appeared, streaks down his legs. Off cam, there was the sound of female laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Now go and buy another porn mag, cretin. You’ve got five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “No, please,” he begged, pathetically. 
 
      
 
    Again the laughter came, a nickering, sadistic sound. 
 
      
 
    “And make sure it’s ‘Sexy Teens’ again, you filthy old goat. And I’ll know if you try and change your pissy trousers, or your nappy.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the camera and stared right at the viewer with one long, agonised stare. The dull pain of something caught, beaten, reduced, and utterly without hope. 
 
      
 
    He hung his head, and groaned. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, this time a tinkling, joyful sound. 
 
      
 
    “Are you crying, loser?” She asked, lilting and amused. “If so, come closer to the cam. You know I love tears.” 
 
      
 
    The old man went closer to the cam. 
 
      
 
    At this moment, Ashley heard a loud knocking at his door and he closed the lid of his laptop with a guilty snap. 
 
      
 
    He knew who it was. He had lost track of the time. 
 
      
 
    “Morning,” he said, with a little tremor in his voice. 
 
      
 
    If Mr Solly Ackerman noticed Ashley’s nervous tone, he appeared to ignore it, just held out his hand with a noncommittal grunt. 
 
      
 
    Ashley handed him the rent for the week and watched as he carefully counted it. Talk about old school, he thought. As he watched him for a moment longer, the image of the old man in the clip came to his mind’s eye. It would be surely impossible for anything to reduce Mr Ackerman to such a pitiable state. 
 
      
 
    “Two more years,” said Ashley, with a bright smile. “Should be moving out after that. Moving out and moving up.” 
 
      
 
    “You'll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” said his landlord, with a sour look and curl of his lip. Then he turned, muttering something to himself, and went out into the street, shutting the door with a careless clang. 
 
      
 
    Ashley snorted softly to himself. We’ll see about that. 
 
      
 
    He watched him slouch off through the window in his greasy coat and deliberate step, looking neither right nor left at the faded houses and pinched gardens converted long ago to parking spaces. 
 
      
 
    He smiled grimly as he heard Mr Ackerman drive away in his beaten up old Ford. It's not as though the man had gotten very far either. He would show the man. He had dreams and visions! Oh, yes, it was fine for the old fool to sneer at Sociology but he had no intention of being a grubbing social worker, or ‘doing his bit’ for society. He had taken up Sociology to study humanity’s weaknesses, to see the gaps and loopholes that the ordinary person couldn’t see. 
 
      
 
    He sat down with a sigh and looked around him. The single room had a bed and a little kitchen bar, with enough space to allow for a single armchair and a television, but that was about it. The television space, Ashley had converted to a computer station with a little table and seat. From there he would conquer the world. It was all you needed these days, a computer and a decent download speed. With those, anything was possible. 
 
      
 
    As with all students however, instead of accumulating wealth, he had actually run up a considerable burden of debt. He received a small bursary from the home for young delinquents that had taken him in once his foster parents had given him up as too wayward, but it was nothing like sufficient enough to actually meet all his needs.  
 
      
 
    It was all very well for the girls. A lot of them got lucrative work in the local sex bars, wearing next to nothing and keeping the men amused. They looked at it as a sort of workout round a pole that also made them a fortune. The men were stuck with much more mundane and lesser paid jobs like factory work, or kitchen portering.  
 
      
 
    It seemed obvious to Ashley that the money followed the females. Even if it were the men that earned the money, it still gravitated there eventually, as if drawn by some irresistible force. 
 
      
 
    When he had attended the lecture on the 'Persistence of Female Archetypes in the Modern World' he had hardly needed to be told that the ‘worship of the Divine Feminine was very much a growing and widespread dynamic among the online community’. 
 
    He was however very surprised to discover that there were an increasing number of women posing as online ‘Goddesses’, with adoring male followers and abject worshippers who paid vast sums in cash offerings in return for a single moment of her attention, or in some cases, without getting any attention at all. They did very little but simply look gorgeous and take the cash. They didn’t appear to offer a ‘service’ in any sense of the word. 
 
      
 
    He had researched it online when he got back to his room and sure enough, he found endless links and pages and sites. Ashley got tremendously excited. He had heard of ‘get rich quick’ schemes of course, but this seemed like a gilt edged opportunity. He found out that quite a few of these women were actually not who they pretended to be. They used stock images rather than relying on their own looks. Why not a male, then? All that would be required was a portfolio of pics and the right attitude. 
 
      
 
    The male victims didn’t seem to care. They were sacrificing themselves to an idealised fantasy anyway. It wasn’t real. A Goddess figure that didn’t age; that was perfect in every way. 
 
      
 
    All he had to do was create a fictional woman. He could start a blog about how the money was spent. As long as he didn’t stream live, who would know the difference? He was good with computers. He could use photoshop. 
 
      
 
    He needed to get a sense of how these sort of women operated, so he went through a number of sites that advertised the sort of goddess worship that so many men seemingly craved.  
 
      
 
    That was why he had been watching that clip from a blog called ‘Misery’s Pets’, before he had been interrupted by the landlord. 
 
      
 
    What he had seen there however had made him wonder if he could really pull it off. The really successful ‘FinDoms’, as they were called, were shockingly cruel. He had been following ‘Mistress Misery’ as a typical example, and she seemed to be able to get men to do anything for her, though she was not stunningly beautiful, simply dedicated and sadistic to the core. 
 
      
 
    She appeared live on several expensive streaming services with explicit content, and from what Ashley could gather, was rarely out of ‘Private’ which meant that someone was paying a premium for her time. 
 
      
 
    She was in her early fifties, but looked well, and dressed in vintage clothes that set off her ample bust beautifully. Her nails were always long and either black or red, with full make up. A soft, sensual face that initially made you think she was nice, until you made contact with her dark, unblinking eyes. Then, somehow, it was hard to look away, and you couldn’t help but feel that you were somehow in the presence of something diabolical. 
 
      
 
    There were enough warnings coming through on her live chat. It was almost like a scene from ‘The Alien’, where the broadcast was going out all through the galaxy, warning all sentient lifeforms to stay away. Many members of the service seemed to take the time to warn others in the most desperate and emphatic tones. ‘GET OUT NOW, IDIOT!!’, or words to that effect. 
 
      
 
    She certainly seemed to be able to reduce men the the most abject and pathetic states, and somehow get them to revel in it and worship Her. It was incredible. As well as the old man he had seen before he was interrupted, there was the lavatory attendant who ran a glory hole at a men’s toilet somewhere and streamed it for her pleasure. There was another man caught in some sort of bathroom contraption that plainly integrated him permanently under a toilet seat and tube arrangement that would allow anyone to sit and defecate straight into his mouth. Yet another waited anxiously in a pink inspired bedroom, dressed in the most sissified dress, waiting perhaps for customers to call, or men of Mistress Misery’s choosing to visit on appointment. There was a tariff on the wall, mentioning the cost of a blowjob, hand job, full penetration and corporal discipline. The expressions on all these men’s faces was the same: dread, emptiness, despair, lust. 
 
      
 
    Ashley was not greatly affected by these warnings. He considered that he had complete protection from FinDoms, purely because he only had debts, with no means of actually getting more cash from anywhere. No bank would lend him another cent, and the credit card that he had used to create a login for himself on the site was on a very tight leash, only $500 maximum. To make this obvious to any of the ‘models’ that he looked at, he took ‘NoCashAsh’ as his moniker. 
 
      
 
    Cloaked by his anonymity, he continued to visit the chatrooms of FinDoms, particularly Mistress Misery, fascinated by her seemingly fatal gravity for the unwary. She seemed a sort of ‘black hole’ into which light itself was bent and drawn and swallowed, endlessly hungry, insatiable. If they existed in space, then perhaps the they could exist on a human level, too. 
 
      
 
    Hi Ash. 
 
      
 
    He stared at the screen, feeling as though he had been punched in the stomach. He saw from the screen that it was from Mistress Misery. Why would she be taking an interest in him, with a screen name that surely told the story? 
 
      
 
    Mistress Misery, he replied, his heart beating hard in his chest. 
 
      
 
    You have been around here a good deal lately, why don’t we go private? Just you and me. 
 
      
 
    He suddenly felt relieved then, knowing that he had the trump card. 
 
      
 
    No cash. 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the cam image, keeping him fixed with her gaze and Ashley could not look away. 
 
      
 
    I just want to talk. I’ll lower my rate, just for you. So it won’t really cost you hardly anything, at all. I hope you won’t spurn this opportunity. 
 
      
 
    This greatly surprised and troubled him, but he was quite confident of his poverty as defence, and after all he did want to try to get a better understanding of how the money was obtained by women such as Mistress Misery. He reasoned that it was not likely to lead to anything because She was not going to talk with him on a low rate for very long when She plainly had lots of men clamouring to pay Her usual premium rate. 
 
      
 
    OK. 
 
      
 
    He pressed the button marked ‘Go to Private’, and at once his credit card was automatically billed with a small initial amount. She was true to her word though and he saw that it was only going to cost him a dollar a minute, which is very low for such sites. 
 
      
 
    Got cam? 
 
      
 
    Yes 
 
      
 
    Enable it. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked as the control panel popped up which allowed cam and mic. He pressed on both and saw a small image of himself appear in the bottom left hand corner. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him, and something in that smile made him shudder. Her eyes bored into his, unblinkingly. 
 
      
 
    How old are you, Ash? 
 
      
 
    20. 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….. 
 
      
 
    Ashley went on to explain that he was a student and outlined the state of his finances to her, making it plain that he was basically broke. 
 
      
 
    Ohhhh….that’s not good. Just think what you are missing out on…… 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared as she took out her large breasts from the latex corset with red tipped fingers and began to knead them slowly. 
 
      
 
    It’s such bliss to be owned by me, Ash. So sweet. Everyone says so. 
 
      
 
    She said it with such seductive, magnetic power that he felt a tingle go through his body, starting at his crotch and then working out to his head, hands and feet. His cock started to stir in his pants. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and he could hear warning voices screaming inside him. 
 
      
 
    SUCH a shame. I could have held you, controlled you, chained you forever to my service. Made you MINE. One of my little pets. 
 
      
 
    Ashley found that he could not speak. Only stare at Her like an idiot. The tingling in his body grew stronger with his words, and she smiled as she saw his reaction in his face. It was exactly as She had said. The strange energy was so seductive and sweet, seeming to turn all his insides to aching mush. All of a sudden he was genuinely sorry that he did not have the cash to offer her. His prick was rock hard, throbbing in his pants. 
 
      
 
    It’s a shame, he found himself typing. I can’t get cash from anywhere. 
 
      
 
    Oh, I don’t know, she typed back, with a curl of her lip, You could make money here as a model. Not as a straight guy, obviously, you’re not a hunk, but as a virgin faggot you’d have plenty of takers. 
 
      
 
    What?? 
 
      
 
    It’s easy to do. You just need an adequate WiFi connection and a webcam. Sign up and see. Get a dildo and a plug and away you go. 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought about it. He was always talking about ‘lateral thinking’ and being ‘open to new ideas’. Here was something right out of left field. 
 
      
 
    I might try it, typed Ashley, his mind racing. It was a very exciting and naughty thought, and just might earn him an easy fortune. 
 
      
 
    Let me know how it goes. 
 
      
 
    I will do that. 
 
      
 
    Ashley could see that the next credit card payment to the website would be refused, so he thanked her for lowering her rate and giving him the idea. She smiled at him and Her dark eyes seemed to glitter as the connection closed. 
 
      
 
    He found that he was breathing harder than normal and was surprised at his heart rate. He hadn’t realised that it had been racing along. Obviously any interview with Mistress Misery was something that stimulated and stirred some deep areas. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes came back into his mind’s eye and he felt that strange flutter at his groin again, and his heart jumped and thudded. His prick was still rock hard. 
 
      
 
    She’s a witch, he thought, frightened for a moment. 
 
      
 
    However, when he had calmed down sufficiently to think about it, he’d had to admit that the idea she had given him was not without merit. It  was not very attractive to him to act the faggot in front of a webcam, but the money that any sex work made was always very good. He was going to pretend to be a FinDom, but that was impossible for him to really pull off, he could see that now. But a faggot, that should be easy enough. After all, it was just for the money. 
 
      
 
    He used the same service that Mistress Misery used and saw that there was a category for gays. He browsed through their chatroom images and live feeds, and apart from the obvious hunk here and there, he could see that most of them were nothing special to look at. There were quite a few in private sessions, milking the cash. An hour’s work could get you two or three hundred dollars quite easily. It was very exciting. 
 
      
 
    The signing up process for the service was very simple, and no questions were asked. An automated Terms and Conditions, a webcam check and the promise of occasional moderator monitoring was about all that was required.  
 
      
 
    He chose the name ‘CherryBoy4U’, as something that advertised his age and inexperience, just as Mistress Misery had advised. Indeed, it was pretty accurate as he hadn’t actually managed to get laid yet, even though he was twenty years old. Just as Mistress Misery had hinted, he wasn’t really the sort of kid that the girls went for. He was shy and rather unformed sexually, his ideas about girls were still on the romantic and ‘crushy’ side, rather than urgently physical, which is what they actually seemed to respond to. 
 
      
 
    The sex toys that she had also advised were easy enough to obtain over the Net. He chose a life-size natural dildo and a beginner’s plug together with some lube. He tried both of them out on his ass. It required some persistence but eventually his sphincter admitted them, and it was a very strange feeling as he felt himself fill up with five inches of dildo. Is this how gays feel, he wondered. It was not unpleasant, but very invasive. He should be able to do it on cam all right. He knew Mistress Misery would be amused if She could see him and the tingle at his groin fluttered and ached again as her image came back in his mind’s eye. Perhaps he would report back at some stage and thank her for her help. It was a generous gesture to let him speak to her on a reduced rate and give him good advice. 
 
      
 
    That evening, after class, he decided that it was time to give it a try. He stripped off apart from a little pair of very minimalist white briefs. He had realised that it was not permitted for obscene body parts to be in the ‘free view’ areas, where anyone could see you, but only in the private sessions, which were always one to one. It was just as well as far as Ashley was concerned. He had never exposed himself to anyone in a sexual way before.  
 
      
 
    He really had no idea what to expect. He had researched the FinDom stuff up to a point but the gay scene he hadn’t really looked at.  
 
      
 
    He was not really anticipating a great deal the first time that he put himself online. He just sat there in front of the webcam and waited. An image of himself appeared in a small box to one side of the screen, and he thought that he looked suitably young and nervous, just like a cherry boy. Presently, names started to appear in his chat box, mostly Guest numbers, but the occasional member login. 
 
      
 
    Cute. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the message, his heart thumping hard in his chest. It had been sent by someone calling themselves ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Thank you, Neil, he typed back, his fingers fluttering a little on the keys. 
 
      
 
    This is the moderator. This time it was a message from ‘Admin’ in square brackets. Need to check your connection and content. Take off you pants. 
 
      
 
    He said ‘OK’, and did so, not wanting to offend the administrators of the site right off the bat. 
 
      
 
    Now, wank yourself. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obediently took his prick in his hand and began to work it. 
 
      
 
    It’s not the moderator, dummy. 
 
      
 
    This last was from ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley suddenly realised what was happening and put his underpants back on, is face going red. He had just exposed himself to scores of people. The real moderator would never have made such a demand in the free space. Someone had adopted a moniker that looked official and obviously went cruising for gullible newbies like him. 
 
      
 
    All at once there came a sort of clanging bell and a button lit up on his screen. ‘Accept Private Conversation’.  
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at it for a moment and then hit it. At once, the chatbox names just went down to a single login, ‘9inchNeil’, and a webcam image appeared of a man in his middle years. A very ordinary looking man, with fat cheeks and a pouting mouth, and eyes that nearly disappeared in rolls of flesh as he smiled a welcome. 
 
      
 
    Cherry Boy, you look nice. 
 
      
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    What toys to you have? 
 
      
 
    Dildo and plug. 
 
      
 
    Mmmm. Take down your pants. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so after the slightest hesitation. The man was drinking it all in, and probably wanting himself at the same time. He felt a slight queasiness as he stepped out of his pants. This was the sort of man you met all time. A senior sales rep, or the manager of a franchise. Probably a family and nice home in the suburbs. Yet here he was, watching a young man undress in the lens of a camera, making him do what he wanted for three or four dollars a minute. 
 
      
 
    I want to take your cherry, break you in, boy. Would you like that? 
 
      
 
    Oh yes, replied Ashley, remembering his lines. 
 
      
 
    Does that excite you? 
 
      
 
    Mmmm, he typed, but inwardly he began to panic. The man in the cam was not really much of a turn on, and yet he obviously had to make it look as though he was being aroused. He couldn’t really think about the college girls, they never really made him aroused, just emotionally affected. He had wanked over pornography and he tried to bring some of these women to mind. Mistress Misery had never advised him about what to do in this situation. The thought of her brought her face back and he knew that She would have been amused by his predicament. She knew that she would be enjoying it right at that moment, watching him in a panic, trying to get hard. That knowledge brought back the fluttering glow that he had known with her before, and with that energy, his prick stirred into life and grew hard at his crotch. He didn’t have time to worry about why it was Mistress Misery that made him hard and not anything else, for the viewer was expecting him to get erect and give him all his attention. 
 
      
 
    Mmm, I can see you’re hungry for my cock, sweetness. 
 
      
 
    Yes, replied Ashley, and he was surprised to find that it was true. Again it was related to Mistress Misery. She had been amused by his acting out the role of a gay cherry boy for cash. The sexual energy that this created in him was decidedly submissive. It was not the sort of feeling that encouraged boldness and testosterone fuelled vanilla sex with a girl. It was the sort of energy that fed off being controlled, bent over, fucked. He whimpered a little as this realisation flashed through his mind. Was he turning gay? 
 
      
 
    Plug your pussy for me, went on ‘9inchNeil’, get it nice and loose. 
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Call me ‘Uncle Neil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, not liking the incestuous connotation, nor the faint atmosphere of paedophilia. But then, he considered, at twenty, he was obviously well over age, and after all, it wasn’t really incest, either, just fantasy. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil, he found himself saying, getting hold of the plug. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see it. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley held up the black plug for him to see. It was only a beginner’s one, the middle girth only about two inches in diameter. It was slender, too, to aid penetration by gradual widening. 
 
      
 
    A cherry boy’s plug, all right. Put it in. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley had practised this so he approached the task with a fair amount of confidence. He lubed it up and then got on all fours, reaching round with his right hand to locate his anus. It actually made him jump a little, when the hard black rubber came into contact with his tight, sensitive sphincter. He wondered whether it was tighter than it had been before. Maybe it was the nerves but it took more pressure than before to force the plug in. 
 
      
 
    Relax, I know its your first time. Relax and take it inside. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Indeed it was good advice. He did consciously relax his buttocks, and the plug, with a little more persuasion, slid past the sphincter and into his rectum. 
 
      
 
    He gave a gasp as it did so. It was not at all like the practise session. His cock on this occasion was rock hard thinking of Mistress Misery, and it made his whole body tingle. Maybe it was an enlarged prostate or something, he thought. 
 
      
 
    Good boy, turn round and show it to me in your sweet ass. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so. Maybe it was the submissive energy coursing through him together with the prone position, but it all combined with the feeling of being penetrated into a very intense sexual experience. He prostrated himself with his ass to the camera, showing the plug embedded in his tight hole. 
 
      
 
    YES. There’s a good boy. Doesn't that feel nice? 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….replied Ashley, with perfect honestly. He had put the plug in his ass a few time for practise, but he realised that with anal sex it was all about context. There were no pleasure receptors there as such. It was only in your head that it meant pleasure. Before it had meant nothing, now it felt like everything and his mind was going into overload. His prick jerked, leaking precum. 
 
      
 
    What a perfect little cherry boy. 
 
      
 
    Indeed, Ashley felt exactly like that. He hardly knew who he was. He thought of Mistress Misery and heard Her nickering, sadistic laugh. Had she known that it was going to turn out like this for him? He remembered that She had looked at him so intently, searching the uttermost limits of his soul. She had awoken the submissive energy, and now the blissful pleasure of it was threatening to consume him. 
 
      
 
    Leave the plug in your gay pussy. Take up the dildo. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    If it’s got a sucker base, stick it to the wall, waist high. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Ashley took hold of the pink, realistic cock, and did as he was instructed, sticking it against a smooth portion of the kitchen bar, and adjusted the cam so that it was in full view. 
 
      
 
    Now, I want your mouth cherry. Suck me off. 
 
      
 
    For Ashley, the dildo was no longer the simple piece of pink rubber that it had the previous day. It was changed by some form or dark magic into Neil’s cock, the fat, middle-aged man’s hard penis. He took it reverently into his mouth, like a Christian takes the wafer of the Eucharist, transubstantiated into living flesh, a divine form to taste, enjoy and suck. 
 
      
 
    That’s it, take me in your mouth…. 
 
      
 
    It really was a revelatory moment for Ashley. He was kneeling like a worshipper and he gave himself utterly as if to a Satanic Ritual of perverted sex, feeling the glow and bliss of it enfold and exalt him. 
 
      
 
    And wank yourself as you do it. Cum with your ass plugged and your mouth full. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, reaching for his painfully stiff cock. Even then, he did not bring relief quickly. He kneaded himself slowly, enjoying the moment, extending the pleasure for as long as possible. He became a creature of pleasure, the plug buried deep in his ass, the cock in his mouth, and he moaned and writhed with the energy that dominated and claimed him, and the last thing he saw as he finally came in great, wrenching jerks, was the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying his surrender to pleasure. 
 
      
 
    It was a defining moment for Ashley. He had never considered himself homosexual, and in a strange way he didn’t consider himself one now. It was Mistress Misery that was the real turn on, not the man’s cock. It was the thought of being turned gay to amuse Her that created the energy. All the same, he had to admit that he had certainly become a faggot to some extent, imprinted with gay thoughts and cock worship. 
 
      
 
    He took the rest of the day off, and got back to his college work. It was good to immerse himself in the trappings of his normal life for a while. 
 
      
 
    Late on, he felt able to try the webcam again and once again there were some takers. He found that most of them were older men, keen to dominate a cherry boy, and he had no difficulty getting plenty of earning time, just as Mistress Misery had predicted. 
 
      
 
    Once he had received his first hundred dollar pay check from the streaming service he began to really have confidence in the viability of the whole scheme. He organised his plans going forward. He had reckoned that if he worked on the streaming service three nights a week, he could pocket a hundred dollars on each occasion, and thus completely transform his financial problems. That would mean $400 a month, and by the end of the year, all his student loans repaid. 
 
      
 
    Rather than keep going for a set number of hours, Ashley just worked in front of the webcam till he had gotten the hundred dollars, then logged off. Sometimes it was just an hour’s work, sometimes three or more. He giggled to himself because it did make him feel just like a whore, never knowing how many customers might turn up. 
 
      
 
    It felt so good to be earning extra money. He kept to his classes during the day and was on the webcam every evening. It was such a blast. He heard all the gripes from his male classmates about being short of cash and being buried under a ton of debt, and enjoyed the fact that he was no longer under that sort of pressure. It was exactly the sort of loophole exploitation that he had intended all along. 
 
      
 
    He thought it only right that he should thank Mistress Misery for the idea. She had asked him to let her know how he got on after all. Just before class one morning, therefore he went to her chatroom when he saw that she was in the free zone, and thanked her using the free chat service. She invited him into her private area, at the premium rate and he hesitated for a moment. Ten minutes at that rate would basically wipe out the previous day’s earnings, but then again, it would be easy to make it up again he reasoned, and, it was after all her idea in the beginning. He did feel a bit queasy, though, in view of the fact that it was the energy she brought to the equation that had really powered his successful portrayal of a gay cherry boy.  
 
      
 
    Just wanted to thank you, he typed, working out very well for me. 
 
      
 
    ‘That’s quite alright, dumpling,” she said, with a wide smile. She had switched on her mic to save typing. “I must say that you have become a very convincing gay cherry boy, with a nice, tight pussy, despite all the times that thick dildo goes up there. I swear you are starting to enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Ashley, colouring a little, using his own mic. It was true that he was actually getting turned on by it. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you think you have made then, since you started? How far up are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” he replied, giggling, “let’s see. I reckon about four hundred dollars, at least.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, that’s great,” she said, smiling. “Now I want you to end the session. Then wait a minute, then start again.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” said Ashley, a little confused. “It’s nearly time for class.” 
 
      
 
    “It will only take a moment, dumpling,” she said. “Just humour me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and then thought that he owed her that much. He did as she requested. 
 
      
 
    “Ah,” she said approvingly, once the link was restored. “Good. This is being billed at fifty dollars a minute. You can be out of here and off to your class in eight minutes. Aren’t I generous?” 
 
      
 
    “What???!!!” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t think about ending the session till I say, Ashley Hillcrest, of Summerton University.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at the screen, a fog of dread slowly descending over him. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at his shocked expression.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on now, dumpling. You’ve got a university calendar and organiser on the wall behind you and there aren’t too many Ashleys. It was too easy.” 
 
      
 
    His heart thumped in his chest, trying to work out the implications of this unexpected development. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want photos of you sucking a dildo posted up in the main corridor, do you? Or taking it up the ass with a lovely blissful look on Your face?” 
 
      
 
    He gasped, unable to find words. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, and he recognised the sadistic nickering tones.  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t realise it was me some of the time, did you, dumpling? Taking some nice shots of you, and video as well. High Def.” 
 
      
 
    “Please…” he said at last, his voice shaking. 
 
      
 
    “Let me tell you how it is going to be, faggot,” she said, her dark eyes glittering. “You fucking belong to me now. You are one of my little pets. And all my pets PAY me every day. They pay in suffering, mind-fuckery, life-fuckery, and above all CASH.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at her, like a rabbit fascinated by a snake. She smiled at his fear and confusion. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got five minutes. Undress and get your dildo. NOW!!” 
 
      
 
    The last word was rapped out like a pistol shot and left no room for disobedience. Ashley’s mind was not really functioning. A part of him wondered if he were dreaming as he dutifully undressed and got the dildo that she had specified. 
 
      
 
    “Now, up your gay pussy, pet,” she said, amused. “Right up to the balls.” 
 
      
 
    As Ashley did so, he felt that fluttering again, that strange pleasure that came with submission to her. She smirked as his cock grew hard and his eyes dilated. 
 
      
 
    “Good bitch,” she said, “and turn it round in your ass a few times. Twist it.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed, wondering what she thought that was going to achieve. A moment later she made him remove it and he found out. The head was smeared with brown. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, now lick it like a lollipop, faggot.” 
 
      
 
    “What????” 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the camera lens. She had a her heavy tits out and was kneading them with those long, scarlet tipped fingers. 
 
      
 
    “You know I’m filming this, faggot,” she said, “and you know why. Because I want to control you, because I want you in my power. Unable to say ‘no’. At my mercy. It’s what you want, too.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley shook his head but he could not speak. Her words made the fluttering at his groin grow into a blissful inferno of pleasure. He could not imagine a better future than to be Her helpless property, trapped by pleasure, chained with sex. 
 
      
 
    “Think what I could do if you licked the shit off that cock, moaned with pleasure as you were doing it. I could prove that you are a shiteating faggot. Come on, give yourself to me. DO it!” 
 
      
 
    Ashley gave out a little whimper, stared at her with scared, rapt eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Give yourself to me, faggot,” she whispered, tweaking her nipples. 
 
      
 
    Ashley remembered all the desperate warnings that people had posted about Mistress Misery, remembered wickedly sadistic and depraved blog entries that she had put on the Net or have Her ‘pets’ do, and resolved to refuse. But something was holding him, forcing him to put out his tongue and bring the filthy dildo onto it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, giggling, “taste it, and pretend it’s the sweetest thing You’ve ever had. For the camera. Surrender to me. Surrender utterly.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm….” He said, as the harsh, bitter taste came onto his tongue, just as if he was enjoying it. In a way, he was, because it made the pleasurable glow increase from his groin, flowing through every particle of his body.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, lick, cretin,” she said, encouragingly, “let’s see that brown tongue.” 
 
      
 
    He stuck it out, with coquettish flounce and held it there for her. 
 
      
 
    “Good, now put the dildo into your mouth.” 
 
      
 
    He seemed totally under Her spell now, lost in a sea of erotic pleasure. He took the foul bell end into his mouth and began sucking it urgently. 
 
      
 
    ‘Scrape it all off with your teeth, pet, and make the shit into a ball in your mouth. When you have done so, take out the dildo.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, with a groan of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Show the shit, cretin,” she commanded, a moment later. “Let’s see that brown before I make you swallow it.” 
 
      
 
    He groaned a denial, but something greater than himself had him completely in thrall. The urge to surrender to her and embrace the blissful energy inside was far too strong to deny. He had never experienced anything like it. 
 
      
 
    “Now, SWALLOW, and make sure you enjoy it. Doesn’t it taste wonderful?” 
 
      
 
    He moaned with evident pleasure as he gulped it down, licking his lips. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” she purred. “All recorded for posterity. Another little fly trapped in my Evil Web.” She laughed like the Wicked Witch of the West in the Wizard of Oz, except it was ten times more chilling and sadistic. 
 
      
 
    It made Ashley shudder to the depths of his soul. Some disconnected, rational part of himself was totally horrified at what had happened, but the fundamental, burning pleasure of his surrender to her did not allow for any negative emotions to intrude. 
 
      
 
    “Now, my new trapped little fly is going to earn me £1000 dollars a week from now on. I don’t care how long you have to spend as a cam whore. If you fail I will punish you, and I promise that it will not be pleasant. Now, we’ve gone a bit over, haven’t we? Goodbye, little fly. God bless.” 
 
      
 
    The connection was suddenly severed. Ashley found that he was breathing heavily, trying to get his head round what had just happened. The foul taste was bitter in his mouth, and he wondered vaguely if he should try and puke up what he had swallowed. The overriding feeling was one of blissful sexual arousal however and he wanked himself into a shattering, monumental climax within then seconds, the taste and smell of ordure in his mouth and nostrils. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, he felt utterly shattered, as if he had run a marathon carrying a piano on his back. He stirred himself to try and clean the shit from his mouth. There was nothing else but to use his normal toothbrush, making a mental note to obtain a new one later on. He had some mouthwash, fortunately, but even with the powerful, stinging flavour of the minty fluid, he found that he soon began to taste the bitter tang again. It was obviously just psychological, but he nevertheless found it very distressing, wondering if it was discernible on his breath. 
 
      
 
    He still had to get out of the door and go to class, but he decided that he would just have to make an excuse and stay home. He did indeed feel very ill in any case. 
 
      
 
    He lay back on his bed, his head whirling round. At the very centre of his being was a cold, aching place that was dark with dread. Around this terrible emptiness, the pleasures of sex whirled round, tingling and pulsing, laughing. He kept seeing her in his mind’s eye, her dark eyes seemed to be the only steady thing in a chaotic world.  
 
      
 
    He wondered how on earth he was going to earn £1000. He had worked for most of every night and managed £400. He whimpered a little as he realised that the money he had earned had already been siphoned away by Mistress Misery, and he had no doubt that She would do the same again when it came to it the following week. He shuddered at the tones she had used when she mentioned punitive measures should he disappoint her in terms of earnings.  
 
      
 
    How could he have licked the shit of a dildo and swallowed it just to please Her? He shook his head at that and realised that he had to be honest with himself. He had done that not for her, but for himself. To immerse himself in that pleasure. To give himself up to it. The more he surrendered, the better if felt. The better it felt, the more he wanted to give himself up to it. 
 
      
 
    Eventually he felt well enough to log on to his chatroom and try and earn some cash. Maybe the weariness shone through because he couldn’t seem to maintain the interest of his ‘customers’. Nevertheless he made about $70 before he needed to take a break. At a rough calculation, he would need to spend all day, every day as a gay cam whore just to make enough to satisfy Mistress Misery, and still he wouldn’t be touching his financial problems, only making it impossible to carry on with his degree. Plainly, the situation could not continue as it was.  
 
      
 
    He thought again of all the warning voice and cautionary texts and messages concerning Mistress Misery. He should have heeded them.  
 
      
 
    However, he had to have a discussion with her and face the realities of his situation. Something had to give. 
 
      
 
    He contacted her right away, as soon as she was free of her own chatroom. He had to pay the full rate, though he didn’t think he would be on there very long. 
 
      
 
    “Earned it already, little whore?” She asked, sardonically. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to say that I don’t think it is going to work.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes?” 
 
      
 
    She seemed genuinely amused. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to be able to earn that amount of cash in a week, even if I stay there all day, and I can’t do that obviously because I need to be in college.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I fully understand, pet,” she said, sympathetically. “Clearly we need to do something.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he replied, relieved. Even the most sadistic FinDom couldn’t get blood from a stone. If the earning power wasn’t there, it just wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Carry on on cam for now,” she said, encouragingly, “and I’ll have a think about it.” 
 
      
 
    Thank You, Mistress,” he said, sincerely. She was just going to have to be reasonable. 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, after Ashley had sporadically put himself in the chatroom to keep the cash coming, there was a ringing at the front door. He ignored it, as he knew it couldn’t be for him. No one from the University would be calling on him. He was apart from the normal ways and always saw himself as an outsider planning his great enrichment angle. 
 
      
 
    He frowned as the bell came again a moment later. He had a brief look out of the curtains. No one he knew. Some old fellow. Didn’t look like a salesman though. When the bell came again, he thought that he had better answer it or he would have no peace whatsoever. 
 
      
 
    He went to the door. 
 
    “Can I help you?” He asked, impatiently. The old man scowled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Ashley? Ashley Hillcrest?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he replied, taken aback. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Misery sends her compliments, and could I have a word?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, horrified. He recognised him now, and looked down automatically to his crotch. Sure enough there were old stains there. Hadn’t she even allowed him to wash his trousers? 
 
    
The old man took a step inside and Ashley took him to his little apartment, his head spinning. He could not imagine what this would all mean, but he had a horrible feeling that it was not going to be to his liking. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Malice thought we would do better as a double act,” he said, with a spiteful leer and flash of humour in his cold, dead blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    “A what?” 
 
      
 
    “On the streaming service, dummy,” he said, impatiently. 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, not really understanding, and the old man brushed past him and on into the hallway. 
 
      
 
    He strode through the open door of Ashley’s apartment without asking for leave, and the young man hurried after him, thinking it very arrogant. He did not have any mind for that sort of nicety, though. 
 
      
 
    ‘What a dump,” said the old man, with a snort of derision. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m only a student,” said Ashley, defensively, with an irritated shrug.  
 
      
 
    “You’re ‘CherryBoy4U’, I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    “And you are?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was feeling himself getting a little angry and upset. It seemed to amuse the intruder. 
 
      
 
    “You can call me ‘CumDaddy’. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!!??” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the name She wants, Cherry Boy, and what She wants, She gets.” 
 
      
 
    He looked accusingly at Ashley at this point, a bitter, despairing look, as if challenging the younger man to contradict him. 
 
      
 
    Ashley however, was still in rather a fug about it all, trying to make sense of it. 
 
      
 
    “What is this all about?” He asked feebly. 
 
      
 
    The old man heaved an exasperated sigh. 
 
      
 
    “It’s an old one, but a popular one, idiot. Old gay takes virgin cherry from fresh young meat. Makes him suck him off and swallow, etc, etc.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not doing that,” said Ashley, appalled. 
 
      
 
    The old man looked at him pityingly. 
 
      
 
    “You’re one of Misery’s Pets now,” he explained, “and our preferences don’t come into it. She likes it even more if you don’t like it.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a cold chill run down his spine. 
 
      
 
    “What if we resist?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    The old man laughed mirthlessly. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t piss Her off if I were you, Cherry Boy. She’s bad enough when She’s pleased. Try and resist if you like. I’ll enjoy watching You learn the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought of those pitiless black eyes and shuddered. There was no telling what they were capable of, and there was an absolute need deep inside him to obey Her now anyway. He could feel that submissive energy tingling just at the thought of Her Power over him, Her Hold over his life. It felt like the sweetest poison. 
 
      
 
    “Now, she wants us to start straightaway, so get undressed.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley watched him take off his shirt and strip down to his underwear. His prick bulged in his underpants, and he found himself staring at it. 
 
      
 
    Noticing his look, the old man chuckled.  
 
      
 
    “Take off your clothes, gay boy,” he said, “and let’s get going. We’ve got to earn Mistress Misery that cash.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley took off his clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Nice,” said the old man, appraisingly and Ashley was alarmed to see the man’s prick swelling and peeking out from the waistband of his underpants.  
 
      
 
    Ashley was absurdly pleased with this remark, though, all the same. No one had ever said that to him before. He had never been considered attractive or sexually appealing, nor considered himself so. Yet here was this man’s prick swelling for him, hardening because of his body. He found himself posing slightly, looked sideways with a barely discernible smirk. He wondered if this was how girls felt when they knew that they were turning on their man, seeing the swelling grow and the eyes dilating. 
 
      
 
    “Now we need a new login, ‘CumDaddynCherryBoy’. 
 
      
 
    It was very easy to create a new identity. A lot of the models used multiple names and personas to attract clients, so it was a five minute job to get it up and running. They sat together on the bed, and waited for the first caller. 
 
      
 
    “You can man the keyboard,” said the older man, sitting back. 
 
      
 
    “OK.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley fielded the questions and tried his best to attract custom. It was not difficult, much easier than when he had been on his own. A login called ‘StingRay’ activated the private show and suddenly, they were making money. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see your dicks, texted StingRay. 
 
      
 
    The old man got up at one and pulled down his pants. He worked himself quickly up to a hard erection. Ashley was not quite so confident and looked shy and ashamed. That of course was all part of the act, so it was perfect. 
 
      
 
    Make him lick Your big Daddy cock. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, Cherry Boy.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated for a moment, but he knew the camera was rolling and he needed that cash. It surely couldn’t be so much different to a dildo? He was being forced into it, and not doing it of his own volition, so that made a big difference. Of course it did. 
 
      
 
    The old man grinned at him and his dead blue eyes quickened slightly with interest as Ashley crossed over to him. 
 
      
 
    He pushed Ashley to his knees, his cock right next to Ashley’s face, jerking slightly with his excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Now, lick my cock,” he whispered, “you know you want to, you gay fag.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and whimpered a little. 
 
      
 
    The old man took Ashley’s head in his hands and pulled him onto his throbbing bell end. Ashley jerked as if the hot flesh was connected to the mains as his lips made contact. This was very different from the plastic feel of the dildo. This was living, pulsing, slick with precum and he found himself exploring it with his tongue, despite his misgivings. He imagined that Mistress Misery was watching and the familiar tingle of pleasure rose from his crotch. He knew that he was pleasing Her, and that knowledge made him so excited and aroused.  
 
      
 
    He began to lick more urgently and took the large head into his mouth, suddenly hungry for it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, fag,” said the old man, throatily, “suck it. Pop your mouth cherry.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the connection was broken as StingRay signed off. 
 
      
 
    “Probably shot his load at the sight of you sucking my big Daddy cock,” said the old man, with a snigger, “the first of many.” 
 
      
 
    But Ashley did not stop sucking the throbbing man meat in his mouth, nor did he cease to massage his with his hand and moan deeply with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Said the old man, and pushed him brusquely away.  “We need to keep it hard, idiot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hardly recognised himself, licking his lips, disappointed not to have gone further. He wanted to make the man squirt down his throat with a sudden intensity that bordered on obsession. 
 
      
 
    The man laughed at his expression. 
 
      
 
    “Little whore will have to wait. Get back as we were, ready for the next customer.” 
 
      
 
    He did not have to wait long. Almost at once there came another ‘ping’ that signalled the start of a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Now, act reluctant again,” warned the old man. “Though I know you are not now.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley went a little red at that, knowing that he spoke the truth. He couldn’t wait to get his cock back in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    But the next paying guest didn’t want a blowjob at first. He wanted to see Cherry Boy bent over the bed and fucked in the ass. Ashley had no idea what this was going to feel like. He knew that the dildo only goes in so far before it gets to the bend of the gut and then it gets mega painful. CumDaddy’s cock was quite large and it felt like a prize marrow going in. He was gentle but firm and suddenly with a little flare of pain, it slipped inside him. He gasped with the momentary discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, you get used to it, fag,” said CumDaddy, and thrust deep inside him. 
 
      
 
    The end of the man’s cock came up to the end of his rectum and he felt a dull, agonising pain. 
 
      
 
    “Push, slut,” he whispered in his ear, “like you are trying to shit.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so and suddenly he felt the head of the man’s penis slip further inside him, as if going round a corner, or opening a muscle. The old man kept it there for a moment, jerking him with small movements, and it became increasingly pleasurable. He was so deep inside him, and his anus felt very stretched. The penetration awoke all his submissive energy again, and he heard Mistress Misery laughing, on all fours with an old man’s cock banging his ass pussy. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt him grasp his cock, which was rock hard and dripping, and wank him quickly to a shattering climax. It made him yell out loud. 
 
      
 
    “There,” said the old man, “now you’re a real faggot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stayed on his hands and knees, feeling as if he had just come through a hurricane. He shivered and was on the point of tears. How on earth had he come to this? He had orgasmed with the old man’s prick deep in his ass. He knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he had to get out. Had to convince Her somehow. He saw that he was in the grip of something hideously evil and depraved. He saw that Mistress Misery’s soul was utterly black and hungry, avid and diabolical, feeding on degradation, suffering, and despair. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, fag,” said the old man. “Look lively. There’ll be another caller in a minute. We seem to be a bit of a hit. Loads of people viewing our live feed. Get decent for the free cam. We need to be ready sharpish. Time is money.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you said we shouldn’t cum,” said Ashley, still feeling dazed.  
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t cum,” said the old man, with a snicker. “You are just two holes for cock. It doesn’t matter if you come, whore. You can take dick all night. I don’t care if you want it or you don’t, you still have to work. That’s a whore’s life, and that’s what you are now. Mistress Misery’s faggot whore. Get used to it.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh….” Said Ashley, feeling panic stricken. “But what about my studies?” 
 
      
 
    “Forget about them,” said the old man, dismissively. “That’s your old life. Before You were stupid enough to have anything to do with Mistress Misery. Now You belong to Her, and once She owns you, you stay owned, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps if I admitted that I had made a mistake, She might give me some allowance for being so young?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. If I were you, I’d just accept it, and try and enjoy your new life as much as possible. You don’t have any choices now. You exist now only to worship Mistress Misery and obey Her.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the beep sounded of another interested party entering a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Cherry Boy, we’ve got another client.” 
 
      
 
    CumDaddy managed another hour before cumming in Ashley’s ass with a great shuddering climax. Ashley was disappointed, as he wanted to taste the cum and swallow it. He cupped his hand under his stretched hole and straightened up so the cum dribbled out onto his palm in a warm, gloopy stream. This he then licked up eagerly. It was salty and unpleasant in his mouth, but he didn’t care about that. It was cum and he wanted it. He swallowed it down, taking it deep. 
 
      
 
    “Here, then, whore,” said the old man, chuckling, “lick me clean.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so, with an enthusiasm which surprised him. The submissive glow was in full spate now and the thought of licking another man’s cock before an online audience was an incredible turn on. And always in his mind were the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying the show, too. 
 
      
 
    “Best have a quick break,” said CumDaddy after Ashley had licked his cock clean. He sat down in the only armchair and suddenly seemed extremely tired, breathing quick, shallow breaths. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him for a moment, looking drawn and haggard, and for the first time, a proper old man. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you a cup of tea?” 
 
      
 
    The old man gave him a fierce, mocking look, then relented with a shrug. 
 
      
 
    “OK, gay lover. Milk, no sugar.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley made the brew and then set it down next to him 
 
      
 
    “Got a biscuit, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    He put some chocolate biscuits down in a little plate. 
 
      
 
    “Every time I cum, you can do me tea and biscuits while I relax, understood?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley winced at the commanding tone, but he was feeling far too submissive to make an issue out of it. He could hardly be too assertive with someone who’s cum was in his ass and mouth, and down his throat. 
 
      
 
    “OK,” he mumbled. “We’re going to do this often?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes,” snapped the old man, with a fierce look. “You can bet your life on that cocksucker. A thousand bucks a week? That’s some hours on cam.” 
 
      
 
    “How much have we made so far, do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t cleared a hundred yet, though there’s plenty of takers. I think we might up the rate. People seem really interested. They’d pay more. They’re fucking queuing up.” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t they get bored?” 
 
      
 
    “Old cock and cherry boy? I don’t think so. Anyway we can get a few more toys. You eating cum out of your ass was incredible, we will have to do that more. That really got them going in a big way.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm…” said Ashley, the mere thought of it turning him on. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll get a chain lead and a sissy collar. Maybe even do you up as a sissy properly with a nice dress and wig. Would you like that, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” thought Ashley, picturing it. The idea was intriguing and quite seductive. 
 
      
 
    “It will all have to be approved by Mistress Misery anyway, of course,” he said. She may well have Her own plans. She loves to stretch asses till they get so wide they can’t close properly again and dribble out. All sorts of stuff she loves to do with her trapped little flies.” 
 
      
 
    A feeling of dread ached suddenly at the pit of his stomach. He knew that She was indeed probably amusing herself by thinking up humiliating and ego destroying tasks for him. All of which he knew he was going to have to do.  
 
      
 
    “When do you think we’ll be done for today?” 
 
      
 
    “If I up the rate and we get a good response, then another three hours or so should get us a good start.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” said Ashley, nodding, “I was wondering if you were going to stay for some food, or go straight back to your place.” 
 
      
 
    “My place,” said the old man, with a bitter laugh.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I have seen it in the blog,” said Ashley. “It looks nice.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s being rented out,” he said, in a neutral, lifeless tone. “She has owned it for some time, and it is Her’s to make a profit from. Or sell it. My name is no longer on the deeds.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “So…..I’m confused. Where are you….” 
 
      
 
    The old man smirked at him coldly. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to be living together as a real gay couple. All day and night fucking on cam, earning for Mistress Misery. She just leave us enough to survive, that’s all.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was so shocked that he couldn’t speak for a moment. He thought through all the permutations and consequences. He imagined himself being seen as this old man’s gay lover. He quailed at the thought. There was no way he was going to be able to conceal it from his classmates, or from the landlord, or from anyone else.  
 
      
 
    “No choice,” said the old man, sensing his panic. “Just have to get on with it. Her orders.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him with such an expression of despair that the old man laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You should have heeded the warnings, shouldn’t you, little pet? There were enough of them posted up. Too late now. Anyone who comes into her world, even for a moment, are immediately hooked. Spend more than five minutes and sadistic entrapment is inevitably the result. I have been Her property for ten years or more. I have tried everything. I gave her a three thousand pound buy out once.” 
 
      
 
    “And She didn’t honour it?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, she honoured it, all right,” said the old man bitterly, “but I only managed about three days before crawling back to her on my knees and begging to be owned again.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, with a sigh, “She is so addictive. I went ‘cold turkey’ as it were, convinced that I would never go back, but life without Her is SO boring, monochrome and colourless. I was glad to get back. I remember Her laughing as I begged to be owned again. And I have never attempted to escape Her again. There is no escape. She marks You deep down in your soul, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt the dread boil and gather in his guts again at this, remembering the intense pleasure that seemed to entirely encompass his identity while he thought of Her. 
 
      
 
    “This is all going to be part of Her blog, of course. We are like exhibits at Her zoo, kept behind bars, and shown off for the public to leer and wonder over. You remember when you were outside the cage and looking in? You remember how many times you were warned about Mistress Misery. Feel free to add your own voice to those constantly warning the unwary away. I think She likes it.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re never getting out of this tiny room…this crummy cage?” 
 
      
 
    “Never. Unless it is for something worse. One cage for another. Be glad that you at least can survive.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment there came a knock at the door.  Ashley wondered who it was for a moment and then it came to him. Mr Ackermann!!!! 
 
      
 
    He hurriedly got dressed and went to the door, taking up the cash for the rent as he went. He managed to keep the door closed enough so that the landlord couldn’t see into the flat. 
 
      
 
    The landlord took the money with a sour expression.  
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” he said as he turned away and went outside. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a pang of despair. There was no way that the old man could be really sure on that point. Life has a way of going in unexpected directions, but in his case, it was incontrovertibly true. He would never be anything more than the property of Mistress Misery. 
 
      
 
    He knelt down and sobbed for sheer despair. He felt at the same time a little pang of disloyalty towards his Owner. He should really have contacted her. He knew that She loved to see her pets cry. 
 
      
 
    The End (or is it…) 
 
      
 
    Extortionary Tale  
 
      
 
    A Story of Financial Domination 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 A Mistress Misery Story 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    By 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CRUELLA PAIN 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    COPYRIGHT ©CRUELLA PAIN 2019 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    AMAZON KINDLE EDITION 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    WWW.TANTALUS-PRESS.COM 
 
    
  
 
      
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    
  
 
    23 83 97 34 10 
 
    COPYRIGHT©Cruella Pain 2018 
 
    Cruella Pain has asserted her right under the Copyright and Designs Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work. 
 
    All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book. 
 
     This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with 
 
    Thank you for respecting the author’s hard work. 
 
     This ebook is a work of fiction. All names, business organisations, places and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The author’s use of any actual persons (living or dead), places and characters is not intended to change the entirely fictional character of this work, or to disparage any person or any company or its products or services. 
 
    All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book. 
 
    This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re- sold or given away to other people. 
 
    
  
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
    
  
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
       
 
    Also By Cruella Pain 
 
      
 
    The Red Room 
 
    Mistress Misery 
 
    The Toilet 
 
    Caught in Her Web 
 
    Miss Ballbuster 
 
    Perversion Therapy 
 
    Everyday Dominations 
 
    One-Way Ticket 
 
    The She-Predator 
 
    The Cuckoldress 
 
    The Power behind the Veil 
 
    Down & Outed 
 
    The Flowers of Evil 
 
      
 
      
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Extortionary Tale 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    An old man knelt on the carpeted floor, fully dressed in beige cotton slacks and a pale blue shirt. He whimpered as a wet stain grew around his groin, grew larger, then drips appeared, streaks down his legs. Off cam, there was the sound of female laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Now go and buy another porn mag, cretin. You’ve got five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “No, please,” he begged, pathetically. 
 
      
 
    Again the laughter came, a nickering, sadistic sound. 
 
      
 
    “And make sure it’s ‘Sexy Teens’ again, you filthy old goat. And I’ll know if you try and change your pissy trousers, or your nappy.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the camera and stared right at the viewer with one long, agonised stare. The dull pain of something caught, beaten, reduced, and utterly without hope. 
 
      
 
    He hung his head, and groaned. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, this time a tinkling, joyful sound. 
 
      
 
    “Are you crying, loser?” She asked, lilting and amused. “If so, come closer to the cam. You know I love tears.” 
 
      
 
    The old man went closer to the cam. 
 
      
 
    At this moment, Ashley heard a loud knocking at his door and he closed the lid of his laptop with a guilty snap. 
 
      
 
    He knew who it was. He had lost track of the time. 
 
      
 
    “Morning,” he said, with a little tremor in his voice. 
 
      
 
    If Mr Solly Ackerman noticed Ashley’s nervous tone, he appeared to ignore it, just held out his hand with a noncommittal grunt. 
 
      
 
    Ashley handed him the rent for the week and watched as he carefully counted it. Talk about old school, he thought. As he watched him for a moment longer, the image of the old man in the clip came to his mind’s eye. It would be surely impossible for anything to reduce Mr Ackerman to such a pitiable state. 
 
      
 
    “Two more years,” said Ashley, with a bright smile. “Should be moving out after that. Moving out and moving up.” 
 
      
 
    “You'll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” said his landlord, with a sour look and curl of his lip. Then he turned, muttering something to himself, and went out into the street, shutting the door with a careless clang. 
 
      
 
    Ashley snorted softly to himself. We’ll see about that. 
 
      
 
    He watched him slouch off through the window in his greasy coat and deliberate step, looking neither right nor left at the faded houses and pinched gardens converted long ago to parking spaces. 
 
      
 
    He smiled grimly as he heard Mr Ackerman drive away in his beaten up old Ford. It's not as though the man had gotten very far either. He would show the man. He had dreams and visions! Oh, yes, it was fine for the old fool to sneer at Sociology but he had no intention of being a grubbing social worker, or ‘doing his bit’ for society. He had taken up Sociology to study humanity’s weaknesses, to see the gaps and loopholes that the ordinary person couldn’t see. 
 
      
 
    He sat down with a sigh and looked around him. The single room had a bed and a little kitchen bar, with enough space to allow for a single armchair and a television, but that was about it. The television space, Ashley had converted to a computer station with a little table and seat. From there he would conquer the world. It was all you needed these days, a computer and a decent download speed. With those, anything was possible. 
 
      
 
    As with all students however, instead of accumulating wealth, he had actually run up a considerable burden of debt. He received a small bursary from the home for young delinquents that had taken him in once his foster parents had given him up as too wayward, but it was nothing like sufficient enough to actually meet all his needs.  
 
      
 
    It was all very well for the girls. A lot of them got lucrative work in the local sex bars, wearing next to nothing and keeping the men amused. They looked at it as a sort of workout round a pole that also made them a fortune. The men were stuck with much more mundane and lesser paid jobs like factory work, or kitchen portering.  
 
      
 
    It seemed obvious to Ashley that the money followed the females. Even if it were the men that earned the money, it still gravitated there eventually, as if drawn by some irresistible force. 
 
      
 
    When he had attended the lecture on the 'Persistence of Female Archetypes in the Modern World' he had hardly needed to be told that the ‘worship of the Divine Feminine was very much a growing and widespread dynamic among the online community’. 
 
    He was however very surprised to discover that there were an increasing number of women posing as online ‘Goddesses’, with adoring male followers and abject worshippers who paid vast sums in cash offerings in return for a single moment of her attention, or in some cases, without getting any attention at all. They did very little but simply look gorgeous and take the cash. They didn’t appear to offer a ‘service’ in any sense of the word. 
 
      
 
    He had researched it online when he got back to his room and sure enough, he found endless links and pages and sites. Ashley got tremendously excited. He had heard of ‘get rich quick’ schemes of course, but this seemed like a gilt edged opportunity. He found out that quite a few of these women were actually not who they pretended to be. They used stock images rather than relying on their own looks. Why not a male, then? All that would be required was a portfolio of pics and the right attitude. 
 
      
 
    The male victims didn’t seem to care. They were sacrificing themselves to an idealised fantasy anyway. It wasn’t real. A Goddess figure that didn’t age; that was perfect in every way. 
 
      
 
    All he had to do was create a fictional woman. He could start a blog about how the money was spent. As long as he didn’t stream live, who would know the difference? He was good with computers. He could use photoshop. 
 
      
 
    He needed to get a sense of how these sort of women operated, so he went through a number of sites that advertised the sort of goddess worship that so many men seemingly craved.  
 
      
 
    That was why he had been watching that clip from a blog called ‘Misery’s Pets’, before he had been interrupted by the landlord. 
 
      
 
    What he had seen there however had made him wonder if he could really pull it off. The really successful ‘FinDoms’, as they were called, were shockingly cruel. He had been following ‘Mistress Misery’ as a typical example, and she seemed to be able to get men to do anything for her, though she was not stunningly beautiful, simply dedicated and sadistic to the core. 
 
      
 
    She appeared live on several expensive streaming services with explicit content, and from what Ashley could gather, was rarely out of ‘Private’ which meant that someone was paying a premium for her time. 
 
      
 
    She was in her early fifties, but looked well, and dressed in vintage clothes that set off her ample bust beautifully. Her nails were always long and either black or red, with full make up. A soft, sensual face that initially made you think she was nice, until you made contact with her dark, unblinking eyes. Then, somehow, it was hard to look away, and you couldn’t help but feel that you were somehow in the presence of something diabolical. 
 
      
 
    There were enough warnings coming through on her live chat. It was almost like a scene from ‘The Alien’, where the broadcast was going out all through the galaxy, warning all sentient lifeforms to stay away. Many members of the service seemed to take the time to warn others in the most desperate and emphatic tones. ‘GET OUT NOW, IDIOT!!’, or words to that effect. 
 
      
 
    She certainly seemed to be able to reduce men the the most abject and pathetic states, and somehow get them to revel in it and worship Her. It was incredible. As well as the old man he had seen before he was interrupted, there was the lavatory attendant who ran a glory hole at a men’s toilet somewhere and streamed it for her pleasure. There was another man caught in some sort of bathroom contraption that plainly integrated him permanently under a toilet seat and tube arrangement that would allow anyone to sit and defecate straight into his mouth. Yet another waited anxiously in a pink inspired bedroom, dressed in the most sissified dress, waiting perhaps for customers to call, or men of Mistress Misery’s choosing to visit on appointment. There was a tariff on the wall, mentioning the cost of a blowjob, hand job, full penetration and corporal discipline. The expressions on all these men’s faces was the same: dread, emptiness, despair, lust. 
 
      
 
    Ashley was not greatly affected by these warnings. He considered that he had complete protection from FinDoms, purely because he only had debts, with no means of actually getting more cash from anywhere. No bank would lend him another cent, and the credit card that he had used to create a login for himself on the site was on a very tight leash, only $500 maximum. To make this obvious to any of the ‘models’ that he looked at, he took ‘NoCashAsh’ as his moniker. 
 
      
 
    Cloaked by his anonymity, he continued to visit the chatrooms of FinDoms, particularly Mistress Misery, fascinated by her seemingly fatal gravity for the unwary. She seemed a sort of ‘black hole’ into which light itself was bent and drawn and swallowed, endlessly hungry, insatiable. If they existed in space, then perhaps the they could exist on a human level, too. 
 
      
 
    Hi Ash. 
 
      
 
    He stared at the screen, feeling as though he had been punched in the stomach. He saw from the screen that it was from Mistress Misery. Why would she be taking an interest in him, with a screen name that surely told the story? 
 
      
 
    Mistress Misery, he replied, his heart beating hard in his chest. 
 
      
 
    You have been around here a good deal lately, why don’t we go private? Just you and me. 
 
      
 
    He suddenly felt relieved then, knowing that he had the trump card. 
 
      
 
    No cash. 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the cam image, keeping him fixed with her gaze and Ashley could not look away. 
 
      
 
    I just want to talk. I’ll lower my rate, just for you. So it won’t really cost you hardly anything, at all. I hope you won’t spurn this opportunity. 
 
      
 
    This greatly surprised and troubled him, but he was quite confident of his poverty as defence, and after all he did want to try to get a better understanding of how the money was obtained by women such as Mistress Misery. He reasoned that it was not likely to lead to anything because She was not going to talk with him on a low rate for very long when She plainly had lots of men clamouring to pay Her usual premium rate. 
 
      
 
    OK. 
 
      
 
    He pressed the button marked ‘Go to Private’, and at once his credit card was automatically billed with a small initial amount. She was true to her word though and he saw that it was only going to cost him a dollar a minute, which is very low for such sites. 
 
      
 
    Got cam? 
 
      
 
    Yes 
 
      
 
    Enable it. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked as the control panel popped up which allowed cam and mic. He pressed on both and saw a small image of himself appear in the bottom left hand corner. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him, and something in that smile made him shudder. Her eyes bored into his, unblinkingly. 
 
      
 
    How old are you, Ash? 
 
      
 
    20. 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….. 
 
      
 
    Ashley went on to explain that he was a student and outlined the state of his finances to her, making it plain that he was basically broke. 
 
      
 
    Ohhhh….that’s not good. Just think what you are missing out on…… 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared as she took out her large breasts from the latex corset with red tipped fingers and began to knead them slowly. 
 
      
 
    It’s such bliss to be owned by me, Ash. So sweet. Everyone says so. 
 
      
 
    She said it with such seductive, magnetic power that he felt a tingle go through his body, starting at his crotch and then working out to his head, hands and feet. His cock started to stir in his pants. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and he could hear warning voices screaming inside him. 
 
      
 
    SUCH a shame. I could have held you, controlled you, chained you forever to my service. Made you MINE. One of my little pets. 
 
      
 
    Ashley found that he could not speak. Only stare at Her like an idiot. The tingling in his body grew stronger with his words, and she smiled as she saw his reaction in his face. It was exactly as She had said. The strange energy was so seductive and sweet, seeming to turn all his insides to aching mush. All of a sudden he was genuinely sorry that he did not have the cash to offer her. His prick was rock hard, throbbing in his pants. 
 
      
 
    It’s a shame, he found himself typing. I can’t get cash from anywhere. 
 
      
 
    Oh, I don’t know, she typed back, with a curl of her lip, You could make money here as a model. Not as a straight guy, obviously, you’re not a hunk, but as a virgin faggot you’d have plenty of takers. 
 
      
 
    What?? 
 
      
 
    It’s easy to do. You just need an adequate WiFi connection and a webcam. Sign up and see. Get a dildo and a plug and away you go. 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought about it. He was always talking about ‘lateral thinking’ and being ‘open to new ideas’. Here was something right out of left field. 
 
      
 
    I might try it, typed Ashley, his mind racing. It was a very exciting and naughty thought, and just might earn him an easy fortune. 
 
      
 
    Let me know how it goes. 
 
      
 
    I will do that. 
 
      
 
    Ashley could see that the next credit card payment to the website would be refused, so he thanked her for lowering her rate and giving him the idea. She smiled at him and Her dark eyes seemed to glitter as the connection closed. 
 
      
 
    He found that he was breathing harder than normal and was surprised at his heart rate. He hadn’t realised that it had been racing along. Obviously any interview with Mistress Misery was something that stimulated and stirred some deep areas. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes came back into his mind’s eye and he felt that strange flutter at his groin again, and his heart jumped and thudded. His prick was still rock hard. 
 
      
 
    She’s a witch, he thought, frightened for a moment. 
 
      
 
    However, when he had calmed down sufficiently to think about it, he’d had to admit that the idea she had given him was not without merit. It  was not very attractive to him to act the faggot in front of a webcam, but the money that any sex work made was always very good. He was going to pretend to be a FinDom, but that was impossible for him to really pull off, he could see that now. But a faggot, that should be easy enough. After all, it was just for the money. 
 
      
 
    He used the same service that Mistress Misery used and saw that there was a category for gays. He browsed through their chatroom images and live feeds, and apart from the obvious hunk here and there, he could see that most of them were nothing special to look at. There were quite a few in private sessions, milking the cash. An hour’s work could get you two or three hundred dollars quite easily. It was very exciting. 
 
      
 
    The signing up process for the service was very simple, and no questions were asked. An automated Terms and Conditions, a webcam check and the promise of occasional moderator monitoring was about all that was required.  
 
      
 
    He chose the name ‘CherryBoy4U’, as something that advertised his age and inexperience, just as Mistress Misery had advised. Indeed, it was pretty accurate as he hadn’t actually managed to get laid yet, even though he was twenty years old. Just as Mistress Misery had hinted, he wasn’t really the sort of kid that the girls went for. He was shy and rather unformed sexually, his ideas about girls were still on the romantic and ‘crushy’ side, rather than urgently physical, which is what they actually seemed to respond to. 
 
      
 
    The sex toys that she had also advised were easy enough to obtain over the Net. He chose a life-size natural dildo and a beginner’s plug together with some lube. He tried both of them out on his ass. It required some persistence but eventually his sphincter admitted them, and it was a very strange feeling as he felt himself fill up with five inches of dildo. Is this how gays feel, he wondered. It was not unpleasant, but very invasive. He should be able to do it on cam all right. He knew Mistress Misery would be amused if She could see him and the tingle at his groin fluttered and ached again as her image came back in his mind’s eye. Perhaps he would report back at some stage and thank her for her help. It was a generous gesture to let him speak to her on a reduced rate and give him good advice. 
 
      
 
    That evening, after class, he decided that it was time to give it a try. He stripped off apart from a little pair of very minimalist white briefs. He had realised that it was not permitted for obscene body parts to be in the ‘free view’ areas, where anyone could see you, but only in the private sessions, which were always one to one. It was just as well as far as Ashley was concerned. He had never exposed himself to anyone in a sexual way before.  
 
      
 
    He really had no idea what to expect. He had researched the FinDom stuff up to a point but the gay scene he hadn’t really looked at.  
 
      
 
    He was not really anticipating a great deal the first time that he put himself online. He just sat there in front of the webcam and waited. An image of himself appeared in a small box to one side of the screen, and he thought that he looked suitably young and nervous, just like a cherry boy. Presently, names started to appear in his chat box, mostly Guest numbers, but the occasional member login. 
 
      
 
    Cute. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the message, his heart thumping hard in his chest. It had been sent by someone calling themselves ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Thank you, Neil, he typed back, his fingers fluttering a little on the keys. 
 
      
 
    This is the moderator. This time it was a message from ‘Admin’ in square brackets. Need to check your connection and content. Take off you pants. 
 
      
 
    He said ‘OK’, and did so, not wanting to offend the administrators of the site right off the bat. 
 
      
 
    Now, wank yourself. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obediently took his prick in his hand and began to work it. 
 
      
 
    It’s not the moderator, dummy. 
 
      
 
    This last was from ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley suddenly realised what was happening and put his underpants back on, is face going red. He had just exposed himself to scores of people. The real moderator would never have made such a demand in the free space. Someone had adopted a moniker that looked official and obviously went cruising for gullible newbies like him. 
 
      
 
    All at once there came a sort of clanging bell and a button lit up on his screen. ‘Accept Private Conversation’.  
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at it for a moment and then hit it. At once, the chatbox names just went down to a single login, ‘9inchNeil’, and a webcam image appeared of a man in his middle years. A very ordinary looking man, with fat cheeks and a pouting mouth, and eyes that nearly disappeared in rolls of flesh as he smiled a welcome. 
 
      
 
    Cherry Boy, you look nice. 
 
      
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    What toys to you have? 
 
      
 
    Dildo and plug. 
 
      
 
    Mmmm. Take down your pants. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so after the slightest hesitation. The man was drinking it all in, and probably wanting himself at the same time. He felt a slight queasiness as he stepped out of his pants. This was the sort of man you met all time. A senior sales rep, or the manager of a franchise. Probably a family and nice home in the suburbs. Yet here he was, watching a young man undress in the lens of a camera, making him do what he wanted for three or four dollars a minute. 
 
      
 
    I want to take your cherry, break you in, boy. Would you like that? 
 
      
 
    Oh yes, replied Ashley, remembering his lines. 
 
      
 
    Does that excite you? 
 
      
 
    Mmmm, he typed, but inwardly he began to panic. The man in the cam was not really much of a turn on, and yet he obviously had to make it look as though he was being aroused. He couldn’t really think about the college girls, they never really made him aroused, just emotionally affected. He had wanked over pornography and he tried to bring some of these women to mind. Mistress Misery had never advised him about what to do in this situation. The thought of her brought her face back and he knew that She would have been amused by his predicament. She knew that she would be enjoying it right at that moment, watching him in a panic, trying to get hard. That knowledge brought back the fluttering glow that he had known with her before, and with that energy, his prick stirred into life and grew hard at his crotch. He didn’t have time to worry about why it was Mistress Misery that made him hard and not anything else, for the viewer was expecting him to get erect and give him all his attention. 
 
      
 
    Mmm, I can see you’re hungry for my cock, sweetness. 
 
      
 
    Yes, replied Ashley, and he was surprised to find that it was true. Again it was related to Mistress Misery. She had been amused by his acting out the role of a gay cherry boy for cash. The sexual energy that this created in him was decidedly submissive. It was not the sort of feeling that encouraged boldness and testosterone fuelled vanilla sex with a girl. It was the sort of energy that fed off being controlled, bent over, fucked. He whimpered a little as this realisation flashed through his mind. Was he turning gay? 
 
      
 
    Plug your pussy for me, went on ‘9inchNeil’, get it nice and loose. 
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Call me ‘Uncle Neil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, not liking the incestuous connotation, nor the faint atmosphere of paedophilia. But then, he considered, at twenty, he was obviously well over age, and after all, it wasn’t really incest, either, just fantasy. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil, he found himself saying, getting hold of the plug. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see it. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley held up the black plug for him to see. It was only a beginner’s one, the middle girth only about two inches in diameter. It was slender, too, to aid penetration by gradual widening. 
 
      
 
    A cherry boy’s plug, all right. Put it in. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley had practised this so he approached the task with a fair amount of confidence. He lubed it up and then got on all fours, reaching round with his right hand to locate his anus. It actually made him jump a little, when the hard black rubber came into contact with his tight, sensitive sphincter. He wondered whether it was tighter than it had been before. Maybe it was the nerves but it took more pressure than before to force the plug in. 
 
      
 
    Relax, I know its your first time. Relax and take it inside. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Indeed it was good advice. He did consciously relax his buttocks, and the plug, with a little more persuasion, slid past the sphincter and into his rectum. 
 
      
 
    He gave a gasp as it did so. It was not at all like the practise session. His cock on this occasion was rock hard thinking of Mistress Misery, and it made his whole body tingle. Maybe it was an enlarged prostate or something, he thought. 
 
      
 
    Good boy, turn round and show it to me in your sweet ass. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so. Maybe it was the submissive energy coursing through him together with the prone position, but it all combined with the feeling of being penetrated into a very intense sexual experience. He prostrated himself with his ass to the camera, showing the plug embedded in his tight hole. 
 
      
 
    YES. There’s a good boy. Doesn't that feel nice? 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….replied Ashley, with perfect honestly. He had put the plug in his ass a few time for practise, but he realised that with anal sex it was all about context. There were no pleasure receptors there as such. It was only in your head that it meant pleasure. Before it had meant nothing, now it felt like everything and his mind was going into overload. His prick jerked, leaking precum. 
 
      
 
    What a perfect little cherry boy. 
 
      
 
    Indeed, Ashley felt exactly like that. He hardly knew who he was. He thought of Mistress Misery and heard Her nickering, sadistic laugh. Had she known that it was going to turn out like this for him? He remembered that She had looked at him so intently, searching the uttermost limits of his soul. She had awoken the submissive energy, and now the blissful pleasure of it was threatening to consume him. 
 
      
 
    Leave the plug in your gay pussy. Take up the dildo. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    If it’s got a sucker base, stick it to the wall, waist high. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Ashley took hold of the pink, realistic cock, and did as he was instructed, sticking it against a smooth portion of the kitchen bar, and adjusted the cam so that it was in full view. 
 
      
 
    Now, I want your mouth cherry. Suck me off. 
 
      
 
    For Ashley, the dildo was no longer the simple piece of pink rubber that it had the previous day. It was changed by some form or dark magic into Neil’s cock, the fat, middle-aged man’s hard penis. He took it reverently into his mouth, like a Christian takes the wafer of the Eucharist, transubstantiated into living flesh, a divine form to taste, enjoy and suck. 
 
      
 
    That’s it, take me in your mouth…. 
 
      
 
    It really was a revelatory moment for Ashley. He was kneeling like a worshipper and he gave himself utterly as if to a Satanic Ritual of perverted sex, feeling the glow and bliss of it enfold and exalt him. 
 
      
 
    And wank yourself as you do it. Cum with your ass plugged and your mouth full. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, reaching for his painfully stiff cock. Even then, he did not bring relief quickly. He kneaded himself slowly, enjoying the moment, extending the pleasure for as long as possible. He became a creature of pleasure, the plug buried deep in his ass, the cock in his mouth, and he moaned and writhed with the energy that dominated and claimed him, and the last thing he saw as he finally came in great, wrenching jerks, was the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying his surrender to pleasure. 
 
      
 
    It was a defining moment for Ashley. He had never considered himself homosexual, and in a strange way he didn’t consider himself one now. It was Mistress Misery that was the real turn on, not the man’s cock. It was the thought of being turned gay to amuse Her that created the energy. All the same, he had to admit that he had certainly become a faggot to some extent, imprinted with gay thoughts and cock worship. 
 
      
 
    He took the rest of the day off, and got back to his college work. It was good to immerse himself in the trappings of his normal life for a while. 
 
      
 
    Late on, he felt able to try the webcam again and once again there were some takers. He found that most of them were older men, keen to dominate a cherry boy, and he had no difficulty getting plenty of earning time, just as Mistress Misery had predicted. 
 
      
 
    Once he had received his first hundred dollar pay check from the streaming service he began to really have confidence in the viability of the whole scheme. He organised his plans going forward. He had reckoned that if he worked on the streaming service three nights a week, he could pocket a hundred dollars on each occasion, and thus completely transform his financial problems. That would mean $400 a month, and by the end of the year, all his student loans repaid. 
 
      
 
    Rather than keep going for a set number of hours, Ashley just worked in front of the webcam till he had gotten the hundred dollars, then logged off. Sometimes it was just an hour’s work, sometimes three or more. He giggled to himself because it did make him feel just like a whore, never knowing how many customers might turn up. 
 
      
 
    It felt so good to be earning extra money. He kept to his classes during the day and was on the webcam every evening. It was such a blast. He heard all the gripes from his male classmates about being short of cash and being buried under a ton of debt, and enjoyed the fact that he was no longer under that sort of pressure. It was exactly the sort of loophole exploitation that he had intended all along. 
 
      
 
    He thought it only right that he should thank Mistress Misery for the idea. She had asked him to let her know how he got on after all. Just before class one morning, therefore he went to her chatroom when he saw that she was in the free zone, and thanked her using the free chat service. She invited him into her private area, at the premium rate and he hesitated for a moment. Ten minutes at that rate would basically wipe out the previous day’s earnings, but then again, it would be easy to make it up again he reasoned, and, it was after all her idea in the beginning. He did feel a bit queasy, though, in view of the fact that it was the energy she brought to the equation that had really powered his successful portrayal of a gay cherry boy.  
 
      
 
    Just wanted to thank you, he typed, working out very well for me. 
 
      
 
    ‘That’s quite alright, dumpling,” she said, with a wide smile. She had switched on her mic to save typing. “I must say that you have become a very convincing gay cherry boy, with a nice, tight pussy, despite all the times that thick dildo goes up there. I swear you are starting to enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Ashley, colouring a little, using his own mic. It was true that he was actually getting turned on by it. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you think you have made then, since you started? How far up are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” he replied, giggling, “let’s see. I reckon about four hundred dollars, at least.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, that’s great,” she said, smiling. “Now I want you to end the session. Then wait a minute, then start again.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” said Ashley, a little confused. “It’s nearly time for class.” 
 
      
 
    “It will only take a moment, dumpling,” she said. “Just humour me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and then thought that he owed her that much. He did as she requested. 
 
      
 
    “Ah,” she said approvingly, once the link was restored. “Good. This is being billed at fifty dollars a minute. You can be out of here and off to your class in eight minutes. Aren’t I generous?” 
 
      
 
    “What???!!!” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t think about ending the session till I say, Ashley Hillcrest, of Summerton University.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at the screen, a fog of dread slowly descending over him. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at his shocked expression.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on now, dumpling. You’ve got a university calendar and organiser on the wall behind you and there aren’t too many Ashleys. It was too easy.” 
 
      
 
    His heart thumped in his chest, trying to work out the implications of this unexpected development. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want photos of you sucking a dildo posted up in the main corridor, do you? Or taking it up the ass with a lovely blissful look on Your face?” 
 
      
 
    He gasped, unable to find words. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, and he recognised the sadistic nickering tones.  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t realise it was me some of the time, did you, dumpling? Taking some nice shots of you, and video as well. High Def.” 
 
      
 
    “Please…” he said at last, his voice shaking. 
 
      
 
    “Let me tell you how it is going to be, faggot,” she said, her dark eyes glittering. “You fucking belong to me now. You are one of my little pets. And all my pets PAY me every day. They pay in suffering, mind-fuckery, life-fuckery, and above all CASH.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at her, like a rabbit fascinated by a snake. She smiled at his fear and confusion. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got five minutes. Undress and get your dildo. NOW!!” 
 
      
 
    The last word was rapped out like a pistol shot and left no room for disobedience. Ashley’s mind was not really functioning. A part of him wondered if he were dreaming as he dutifully undressed and got the dildo that she had specified. 
 
      
 
    “Now, up your gay pussy, pet,” she said, amused. “Right up to the balls.” 
 
      
 
    As Ashley did so, he felt that fluttering again, that strange pleasure that came with submission to her. She smirked as his cock grew hard and his eyes dilated. 
 
      
 
    “Good bitch,” she said, “and turn it round in your ass a few times. Twist it.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed, wondering what she thought that was going to achieve. A moment later she made him remove it and he found out. The head was smeared with brown. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, now lick it like a lollipop, faggot.” 
 
      
 
    “What????” 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the camera lens. She had a her heavy tits out and was kneading them with those long, scarlet tipped fingers. 
 
      
 
    “You know I’m filming this, faggot,” she said, “and you know why. Because I want to control you, because I want you in my power. Unable to say ‘no’. At my mercy. It’s what you want, too.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley shook his head but he could not speak. Her words made the fluttering at his groin grow into a blissful inferno of pleasure. He could not imagine a better future than to be Her helpless property, trapped by pleasure, chained with sex. 
 
      
 
    “Think what I could do if you licked the shit off that cock, moaned with pleasure as you were doing it. I could prove that you are a shiteating faggot. Come on, give yourself to me. DO it!” 
 
      
 
    Ashley gave out a little whimper, stared at her with scared, rapt eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Give yourself to me, faggot,” she whispered, tweaking her nipples. 
 
      
 
    Ashley remembered all the desperate warnings that people had posted about Mistress Misery, remembered wickedly sadistic and depraved blog entries that she had put on the Net or have Her ‘pets’ do, and resolved to refuse. But something was holding him, forcing him to put out his tongue and bring the filthy dildo onto it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, giggling, “taste it, and pretend it’s the sweetest thing You’ve ever had. For the camera. Surrender to me. Surrender utterly.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm….” He said, as the harsh, bitter taste came onto his tongue, just as if he was enjoying it. In a way, he was, because it made the pleasurable glow increase from his groin, flowing through every particle of his body.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, lick, cretin,” she said, encouragingly, “let’s see that brown tongue.” 
 
      
 
    He stuck it out, with coquettish flounce and held it there for her. 
 
      
 
    “Good, now put the dildo into your mouth.” 
 
      
 
    He seemed totally under Her spell now, lost in a sea of erotic pleasure. He took the foul bell end into his mouth and began sucking it urgently. 
 
      
 
    ‘Scrape it all off with your teeth, pet, and make the shit into a ball in your mouth. When you have done so, take out the dildo.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, with a groan of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Show the shit, cretin,” she commanded, a moment later. “Let’s see that brown before I make you swallow it.” 
 
      
 
    He groaned a denial, but something greater than himself had him completely in thrall. The urge to surrender to her and embrace the blissful energy inside was far too strong to deny. He had never experienced anything like it. 
 
      
 
    “Now, SWALLOW, and make sure you enjoy it. Doesn’t it taste wonderful?” 
 
      
 
    He moaned with evident pleasure as he gulped it down, licking his lips. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” she purred. “All recorded for posterity. Another little fly trapped in my Evil Web.” She laughed like the Wicked Witch of the West in the Wizard of Oz, except it was ten times more chilling and sadistic. 
 
      
 
    It made Ashley shudder to the depths of his soul. Some disconnected, rational part of himself was totally horrified at what had happened, but the fundamental, burning pleasure of his surrender to her did not allow for any negative emotions to intrude. 
 
      
 
    “Now, my new trapped little fly is going to earn me £1000 dollars a week from now on. I don’t care how long you have to spend as a cam whore. If you fail I will punish you, and I promise that it will not be pleasant. Now, we’ve gone a bit over, haven’t we? Goodbye, little fly. God bless.” 
 
      
 
    The connection was suddenly severed. Ashley found that he was breathing heavily, trying to get his head round what had just happened. The foul taste was bitter in his mouth, and he wondered vaguely if he should try and puke up what he had swallowed. The overriding feeling was one of blissful sexual arousal however and he wanked himself into a shattering, monumental climax within then seconds, the taste and smell of ordure in his mouth and nostrils. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, he felt utterly shattered, as if he had run a marathon carrying a piano on his back. He stirred himself to try and clean the shit from his mouth. There was nothing else but to use his normal toothbrush, making a mental note to obtain a new one later on. He had some mouthwash, fortunately, but even with the powerful, stinging flavour of the minty fluid, he found that he soon began to taste the bitter tang again. It was obviously just psychological, but he nevertheless found it very distressing, wondering if it was discernible on his breath. 
 
      
 
    He still had to get out of the door and go to class, but he decided that he would just have to make an excuse and stay home. He did indeed feel very ill in any case. 
 
      
 
    He lay back on his bed, his head whirling round. At the very centre of his being was a cold, aching place that was dark with dread. Around this terrible emptiness, the pleasures of sex whirled round, tingling and pulsing, laughing. He kept seeing her in his mind’s eye, her dark eyes seemed to be the only steady thing in a chaotic world.  
 
      
 
    He wondered how on earth he was going to earn £1000. He had worked for most of every night and managed £400. He whimpered a little as he realised that the money he had earned had already been siphoned away by Mistress Misery, and he had no doubt that She would do the same again when it came to it the following week. He shuddered at the tones she had used when she mentioned punitive measures should he disappoint her in terms of earnings.  
 
      
 
    How could he have licked the shit of a dildo and swallowed it just to please Her? He shook his head at that and realised that he had to be honest with himself. He had done that not for her, but for himself. To immerse himself in that pleasure. To give himself up to it. The more he surrendered, the better if felt. The better it felt, the more he wanted to give himself up to it. 
 
      
 
    Eventually he felt well enough to log on to his chatroom and try and earn some cash. Maybe the weariness shone through because he couldn’t seem to maintain the interest of his ‘customers’. Nevertheless he made about $70 before he needed to take a break. At a rough calculation, he would need to spend all day, every day as a gay cam whore just to make enough to satisfy Mistress Misery, and still he wouldn’t be touching his financial problems, only making it impossible to carry on with his degree. Plainly, the situation could not continue as it was.  
 
      
 
    He thought again of all the warning voice and cautionary texts and messages concerning Mistress Misery. He should have heeded them.  
 
      
 
    However, he had to have a discussion with her and face the realities of his situation. Something had to give. 
 
      
 
    He contacted her right away, as soon as she was free of her own chatroom. He had to pay the full rate, though he didn’t think he would be on there very long. 
 
      
 
    “Earned it already, little whore?” She asked, sardonically. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to say that I don’t think it is going to work.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes?” 
 
      
 
    She seemed genuinely amused. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to be able to earn that amount of cash in a week, even if I stay there all day, and I can’t do that obviously because I need to be in college.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I fully understand, pet,” she said, sympathetically. “Clearly we need to do something.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he replied, relieved. Even the most sadistic FinDom couldn’t get blood from a stone. If the earning power wasn’t there, it just wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Carry on on cam for now,” she said, encouragingly, “and I’ll have a think about it.” 
 
      
 
    Thank You, Mistress,” he said, sincerely. She was just going to have to be reasonable. 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, after Ashley had sporadically put himself in the chatroom to keep the cash coming, there was a ringing at the front door. He ignored it, as he knew it couldn’t be for him. No one from the University would be calling on him. He was apart from the normal ways and always saw himself as an outsider planning his great enrichment angle. 
 
      
 
    He frowned as the bell came again a moment later. He had a brief look out of the curtains. No one he knew. Some old fellow. Didn’t look like a salesman though. When the bell came again, he thought that he had better answer it or he would have no peace whatsoever. 
 
      
 
    He went to the door. 
 
    “Can I help you?” He asked, impatiently. The old man scowled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Ashley? Ashley Hillcrest?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he replied, taken aback. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Misery sends her compliments, and could I have a word?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, horrified. He recognised him now, and looked down automatically to his crotch. Sure enough there were old stains there. Hadn’t she even allowed him to wash his trousers? 
 
    
The old man took a step inside and Ashley took him to his little apartment, his head spinning. He could not imagine what this would all mean, but he had a horrible feeling that it was not going to be to his liking. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Malice thought we would do better as a double act,” he said, with a spiteful leer and flash of humour in his cold, dead blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    “A what?” 
 
      
 
    “On the streaming service, dummy,” he said, impatiently. 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, not really understanding, and the old man brushed past him and on into the hallway. 
 
      
 
    He strode through the open door of Ashley’s apartment without asking for leave, and the young man hurried after him, thinking it very arrogant. He did not have any mind for that sort of nicety, though. 
 
      
 
    ‘What a dump,” said the old man, with a snort of derision. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m only a student,” said Ashley, defensively, with an irritated shrug.  
 
      
 
    “You’re ‘CherryBoy4U’, I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    “And you are?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was feeling himself getting a little angry and upset. It seemed to amuse the intruder. 
 
      
 
    “You can call me ‘CumDaddy’. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!!??” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the name She wants, Cherry Boy, and what She wants, She gets.” 
 
      
 
    He looked accusingly at Ashley at this point, a bitter, despairing look, as if challenging the younger man to contradict him. 
 
      
 
    Ashley however, was still in rather a fug about it all, trying to make sense of it. 
 
      
 
    “What is this all about?” He asked feebly. 
 
      
 
    The old man heaved an exasperated sigh. 
 
      
 
    “It’s an old one, but a popular one, idiot. Old gay takes virgin cherry from fresh young meat. Makes him suck him off and swallow, etc, etc.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not doing that,” said Ashley, appalled. 
 
      
 
    The old man looked at him pityingly. 
 
      
 
    “You’re one of Misery’s Pets now,” he explained, “and our preferences don’t come into it. She likes it even more if you don’t like it.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a cold chill run down his spine. 
 
      
 
    “What if we resist?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    The old man laughed mirthlessly. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t piss Her off if I were you, Cherry Boy. She’s bad enough when She’s pleased. Try and resist if you like. I’ll enjoy watching You learn the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought of those pitiless black eyes and shuddered. There was no telling what they were capable of, and there was an absolute need deep inside him to obey Her now anyway. He could feel that submissive energy tingling just at the thought of Her Power over him, Her Hold over his life. It felt like the sweetest poison. 
 
      
 
    “Now, she wants us to start straightaway, so get undressed.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley watched him take off his shirt and strip down to his underwear. His prick bulged in his underpants, and he found himself staring at it. 
 
      
 
    Noticing his look, the old man chuckled.  
 
      
 
    “Take off your clothes, gay boy,” he said, “and let’s get going. We’ve got to earn Mistress Misery that cash.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley took off his clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Nice,” said the old man, appraisingly and Ashley was alarmed to see the man’s prick swelling and peeking out from the waistband of his underpants.  
 
      
 
    Ashley was absurdly pleased with this remark, though, all the same. No one had ever said that to him before. He had never been considered attractive or sexually appealing, nor considered himself so. Yet here was this man’s prick swelling for him, hardening because of his body. He found himself posing slightly, looked sideways with a barely discernible smirk. He wondered if this was how girls felt when they knew that they were turning on their man, seeing the swelling grow and the eyes dilating. 
 
      
 
    “Now we need a new login, ‘CumDaddynCherryBoy’. 
 
      
 
    It was very easy to create a new identity. A lot of the models used multiple names and personas to attract clients, so it was a five minute job to get it up and running. They sat together on the bed, and waited for the first caller. 
 
      
 
    “You can man the keyboard,” said the older man, sitting back. 
 
      
 
    “OK.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley fielded the questions and tried his best to attract custom. It was not difficult, much easier than when he had been on his own. A login called ‘StingRay’ activated the private show and suddenly, they were making money. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see your dicks, texted StingRay. 
 
      
 
    The old man got up at one and pulled down his pants. He worked himself quickly up to a hard erection. Ashley was not quite so confident and looked shy and ashamed. That of course was all part of the act, so it was perfect. 
 
      
 
    Make him lick Your big Daddy cock. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, Cherry Boy.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated for a moment, but he knew the camera was rolling and he needed that cash. It surely couldn’t be so much different to a dildo? He was being forced into it, and not doing it of his own volition, so that made a big difference. Of course it did. 
 
      
 
    The old man grinned at him and his dead blue eyes quickened slightly with interest as Ashley crossed over to him. 
 
      
 
    He pushed Ashley to his knees, his cock right next to Ashley’s face, jerking slightly with his excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Now, lick my cock,” he whispered, “you know you want to, you gay fag.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and whimpered a little. 
 
      
 
    The old man took Ashley’s head in his hands and pulled him onto his throbbing bell end. Ashley jerked as if the hot flesh was connected to the mains as his lips made contact. This was very different from the plastic feel of the dildo. This was living, pulsing, slick with precum and he found himself exploring it with his tongue, despite his misgivings. He imagined that Mistress Misery was watching and the familiar tingle of pleasure rose from his crotch. He knew that he was pleasing Her, and that knowledge made him so excited and aroused.  
 
      
 
    He began to lick more urgently and took the large head into his mouth, suddenly hungry for it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, fag,” said the old man, throatily, “suck it. Pop your mouth cherry.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the connection was broken as StingRay signed off. 
 
      
 
    “Probably shot his load at the sight of you sucking my big Daddy cock,” said the old man, with a snigger, “the first of many.” 
 
      
 
    But Ashley did not stop sucking the throbbing man meat in his mouth, nor did he cease to massage his with his hand and moan deeply with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Said the old man, and pushed him brusquely away.  “We need to keep it hard, idiot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hardly recognised himself, licking his lips, disappointed not to have gone further. He wanted to make the man squirt down his throat with a sudden intensity that bordered on obsession. 
 
      
 
    The man laughed at his expression. 
 
      
 
    “Little whore will have to wait. Get back as we were, ready for the next customer.” 
 
      
 
    He did not have to wait long. Almost at once there came another ‘ping’ that signalled the start of a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Now, act reluctant again,” warned the old man. “Though I know you are not now.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley went a little red at that, knowing that he spoke the truth. He couldn’t wait to get his cock back in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    But the next paying guest didn’t want a blowjob at first. He wanted to see Cherry Boy bent over the bed and fucked in the ass. Ashley had no idea what this was going to feel like. He knew that the dildo only goes in so far before it gets to the bend of the gut and then it gets mega painful. CumDaddy’s cock was quite large and it felt like a prize marrow going in. He was gentle but firm and suddenly with a little flare of pain, it slipped inside him. He gasped with the momentary discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, you get used to it, fag,” said CumDaddy, and thrust deep inside him. 
 
      
 
    The end of the man’s cock came up to the end of his rectum and he felt a dull, agonising pain. 
 
      
 
    “Push, slut,” he whispered in his ear, “like you are trying to shit.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so and suddenly he felt the head of the man’s penis slip further inside him, as if going round a corner, or opening a muscle. The old man kept it there for a moment, jerking him with small movements, and it became increasingly pleasurable. He was so deep inside him, and his anus felt very stretched. The penetration awoke all his submissive energy again, and he heard Mistress Misery laughing, on all fours with an old man’s cock banging his ass pussy. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt him grasp his cock, which was rock hard and dripping, and wank him quickly to a shattering climax. It made him yell out loud. 
 
      
 
    “There,” said the old man, “now you’re a real faggot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stayed on his hands and knees, feeling as if he had just come through a hurricane. He shivered and was on the point of tears. How on earth had he come to this? He had orgasmed with the old man’s prick deep in his ass. He knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he had to get out. Had to convince Her somehow. He saw that he was in the grip of something hideously evil and depraved. He saw that Mistress Misery’s soul was utterly black and hungry, avid and diabolical, feeding on degradation, suffering, and despair. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, fag,” said the old man. “Look lively. There’ll be another caller in a minute. We seem to be a bit of a hit. Loads of people viewing our live feed. Get decent for the free cam. We need to be ready sharpish. Time is money.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you said we shouldn’t cum,” said Ashley, still feeling dazed.  
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t cum,” said the old man, with a snicker. “You are just two holes for cock. It doesn’t matter if you come, whore. You can take dick all night. I don’t care if you want it or you don’t, you still have to work. That’s a whore’s life, and that’s what you are now. Mistress Misery’s faggot whore. Get used to it.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh….” Said Ashley, feeling panic stricken. “But what about my studies?” 
 
      
 
    “Forget about them,” said the old man, dismissively. “That’s your old life. Before You were stupid enough to have anything to do with Mistress Misery. Now You belong to Her, and once She owns you, you stay owned, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps if I admitted that I had made a mistake, She might give me some allowance for being so young?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. If I were you, I’d just accept it, and try and enjoy your new life as much as possible. You don’t have any choices now. You exist now only to worship Mistress Misery and obey Her.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the beep sounded of another interested party entering a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Cherry Boy, we’ve got another client.” 
 
      
 
    CumDaddy managed another hour before cumming in Ashley’s ass with a great shuddering climax. Ashley was disappointed, as he wanted to taste the cum and swallow it. He cupped his hand under his stretched hole and straightened up so the cum dribbled out onto his palm in a warm, gloopy stream. This he then licked up eagerly. It was salty and unpleasant in his mouth, but he didn’t care about that. It was cum and he wanted it. He swallowed it down, taking it deep. 
 
      
 
    “Here, then, whore,” said the old man, chuckling, “lick me clean.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so, with an enthusiasm which surprised him. The submissive glow was in full spate now and the thought of licking another man’s cock before an online audience was an incredible turn on. And always in his mind were the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying the show, too. 
 
      
 
    “Best have a quick break,” said CumDaddy after Ashley had licked his cock clean. He sat down in the only armchair and suddenly seemed extremely tired, breathing quick, shallow breaths. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him for a moment, looking drawn and haggard, and for the first time, a proper old man. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you a cup of tea?” 
 
      
 
    The old man gave him a fierce, mocking look, then relented with a shrug. 
 
      
 
    “OK, gay lover. Milk, no sugar.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley made the brew and then set it down next to him 
 
      
 
    “Got a biscuit, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    He put some chocolate biscuits down in a little plate. 
 
      
 
    “Every time I cum, you can do me tea and biscuits while I relax, understood?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley winced at the commanding tone, but he was feeling far too submissive to make an issue out of it. He could hardly be too assertive with someone who’s cum was in his ass and mouth, and down his throat. 
 
      
 
    “OK,” he mumbled. “We’re going to do this often?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes,” snapped the old man, with a fierce look. “You can bet your life on that cocksucker. A thousand bucks a week? That’s some hours on cam.” 
 
      
 
    “How much have we made so far, do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t cleared a hundred yet, though there’s plenty of takers. I think we might up the rate. People seem really interested. They’d pay more. They’re fucking queuing up.” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t they get bored?” 
 
      
 
    “Old cock and cherry boy? I don’t think so. Anyway we can get a few more toys. You eating cum out of your ass was incredible, we will have to do that more. That really got them going in a big way.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm…” said Ashley, the mere thought of it turning him on. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll get a chain lead and a sissy collar. Maybe even do you up as a sissy properly with a nice dress and wig. Would you like that, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” thought Ashley, picturing it. The idea was intriguing and quite seductive. 
 
      
 
    “It will all have to be approved by Mistress Misery anyway, of course,” he said. She may well have Her own plans. She loves to stretch asses till they get so wide they can’t close properly again and dribble out. All sorts of stuff she loves to do with her trapped little flies.” 
 
      
 
    A feeling of dread ached suddenly at the pit of his stomach. He knew that She was indeed probably amusing herself by thinking up humiliating and ego destroying tasks for him. All of which he knew he was going to have to do.  
 
      
 
    “When do you think we’ll be done for today?” 
 
      
 
    “If I up the rate and we get a good response, then another three hours or so should get us a good start.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” said Ashley, nodding, “I was wondering if you were going to stay for some food, or go straight back to your place.” 
 
      
 
    “My place,” said the old man, with a bitter laugh.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I have seen it in the blog,” said Ashley. “It looks nice.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s being rented out,” he said, in a neutral, lifeless tone. “She has owned it for some time, and it is Her’s to make a profit from. Or sell it. My name is no longer on the deeds.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “So…..I’m confused. Where are you….” 
 
      
 
    The old man smirked at him coldly. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to be living together as a real gay couple. All day and night fucking on cam, earning for Mistress Misery. She just leave us enough to survive, that’s all.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was so shocked that he couldn’t speak for a moment. He thought through all the permutations and consequences. He imagined himself being seen as this old man’s gay lover. He quailed at the thought. There was no way he was going to be able to conceal it from his classmates, or from the landlord, or from anyone else.  
 
      
 
    “No choice,” said the old man, sensing his panic. “Just have to get on with it. Her orders.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him with such an expression of despair that the old man laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You should have heeded the warnings, shouldn’t you, little pet? There were enough of them posted up. Too late now. Anyone who comes into her world, even for a moment, are immediately hooked. Spend more than five minutes and sadistic entrapment is inevitably the result. I have been Her property for ten years or more. I have tried everything. I gave her a three thousand pound buy out once.” 
 
      
 
    “And She didn’t honour it?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, she honoured it, all right,” said the old man bitterly, “but I only managed about three days before crawling back to her on my knees and begging to be owned again.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, with a sigh, “She is so addictive. I went ‘cold turkey’ as it were, convinced that I would never go back, but life without Her is SO boring, monochrome and colourless. I was glad to get back. I remember Her laughing as I begged to be owned again. And I have never attempted to escape Her again. There is no escape. She marks You deep down in your soul, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt the dread boil and gather in his guts again at this, remembering the intense pleasure that seemed to entirely encompass his identity while he thought of Her. 
 
      
 
    “This is all going to be part of Her blog, of course. We are like exhibits at Her zoo, kept behind bars, and shown off for the public to leer and wonder over. You remember when you were outside the cage and looking in? You remember how many times you were warned about Mistress Misery. Feel free to add your own voice to those constantly warning the unwary away. I think She likes it.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re never getting out of this tiny room…this crummy cage?” 
 
      
 
    “Never. Unless it is for something worse. One cage for another. Be glad that you at least can survive.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment there came a knock at the door.  Ashley wondered who it was for a moment and then it came to him. Mr Ackermann!!!! 
 
      
 
    He hurriedly got dressed and went to the door, taking up the cash for the rent as he went. He managed to keep the door closed enough so that the landlord couldn’t see into the flat. 
 
      
 
    The landlord took the money with a sour expression.  
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” he said as he turned away and went outside. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a pang of despair. There was no way that the old man could be really sure on that point. Life has a way of going in unexpected directions, but in his case, it was incontrovertibly true. He would never be anything more than the property of Mistress Misery. 
 
      
 
    He knelt down and sobbed for sheer despair. He felt at the same time a little pang of disloyalty towards his Owner. He should really have contacted her. He knew that She loved to see her pets cry. 
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    An old man knelt on the carpeted floor, fully dressed in beige cotton slacks and a pale blue shirt. He whimpered as a wet stain grew around his groin, grew larger, then drips appeared, streaks down his legs. Off cam, there was the sound of female laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Now go and buy another porn mag, cretin. You’ve got five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “No, please,” he begged, pathetically. 
 
      
 
    Again the laughter came, a nickering, sadistic sound. 
 
      
 
    “And make sure it’s ‘Sexy Teens’ again, you filthy old goat. And I’ll know if you try and change your pissy trousers, or your nappy.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the camera and stared right at the viewer with one long, agonised stare. The dull pain of something caught, beaten, reduced, and utterly without hope. 
 
      
 
    He hung his head, and groaned. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, this time a tinkling, joyful sound. 
 
      
 
    “Are you crying, loser?” She asked, lilting and amused. “If so, come closer to the cam. You know I love tears.” 
 
      
 
    The old man went closer to the cam. 
 
      
 
    At this moment, Ashley heard a loud knocking at his door and he closed the lid of his laptop with a guilty snap. 
 
      
 
    He knew who it was. He had lost track of the time. 
 
      
 
    “Morning,” he said, with a little tremor in his voice. 
 
      
 
    If Mr Solly Ackerman noticed Ashley’s nervous tone, he appeared to ignore it, just held out his hand with a noncommittal grunt. 
 
      
 
    Ashley handed him the rent for the week and watched as he carefully counted it. Talk about old school, he thought. As he watched him for a moment longer, the image of the old man in the clip came to his mind’s eye. It would be surely impossible for anything to reduce Mr Ackerman to such a pitiable state. 
 
      
 
    “Two more years,” said Ashley, with a bright smile. “Should be moving out after that. Moving out and moving up.” 
 
      
 
    “You'll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” said his landlord, with a sour look and curl of his lip. Then he turned, muttering something to himself, and went out into the street, shutting the door with a careless clang. 
 
      
 
    Ashley snorted softly to himself. We’ll see about that. 
 
      
 
    He watched him slouch off through the window in his greasy coat and deliberate step, looking neither right nor left at the faded houses and pinched gardens converted long ago to parking spaces. 
 
      
 
    He smiled grimly as he heard Mr Ackerman drive away in his beaten up old Ford. It's not as though the man had gotten very far either. He would show the man. He had dreams and visions! Oh, yes, it was fine for the old fool to sneer at Sociology but he had no intention of being a grubbing social worker, or ‘doing his bit’ for society. He had taken up Sociology to study humanity’s weaknesses, to see the gaps and loopholes that the ordinary person couldn’t see. 
 
      
 
    He sat down with a sigh and looked around him. The single room had a bed and a little kitchen bar, with enough space to allow for a single armchair and a television, but that was about it. The television space, Ashley had converted to a computer station with a little table and seat. From there he would conquer the world. It was all you needed these days, a computer and a decent download speed. With those, anything was possible. 
 
      
 
    As with all students however, instead of accumulating wealth, he had actually run up a considerable burden of debt. He received a small bursary from the home for young delinquents that had taken him in once his foster parents had given him up as too wayward, but it was nothing like sufficient enough to actually meet all his needs.  
 
      
 
    It was all very well for the girls. A lot of them got lucrative work in the local sex bars, wearing next to nothing and keeping the men amused. They looked at it as a sort of workout round a pole that also made them a fortune. The men were stuck with much more mundane and lesser paid jobs like factory work, or kitchen portering.  
 
      
 
    It seemed obvious to Ashley that the money followed the females. Even if it were the men that earned the money, it still gravitated there eventually, as if drawn by some irresistible force. 
 
      
 
    When he had attended the lecture on the 'Persistence of Female Archetypes in the Modern World' he had hardly needed to be told that the ‘worship of the Divine Feminine was very much a growing and widespread dynamic among the online community’. 
 
    He was however very surprised to discover that there were an increasing number of women posing as online ‘Goddesses’, with adoring male followers and abject worshippers who paid vast sums in cash offerings in return for a single moment of her attention, or in some cases, without getting any attention at all. They did very little but simply look gorgeous and take the cash. They didn’t appear to offer a ‘service’ in any sense of the word. 
 
      
 
    He had researched it online when he got back to his room and sure enough, he found endless links and pages and sites. Ashley got tremendously excited. He had heard of ‘get rich quick’ schemes of course, but this seemed like a gilt edged opportunity. He found out that quite a few of these women were actually not who they pretended to be. They used stock images rather than relying on their own looks. Why not a male, then? All that would be required was a portfolio of pics and the right attitude. 
 
      
 
    The male victims didn’t seem to care. They were sacrificing themselves to an idealised fantasy anyway. It wasn’t real. A Goddess figure that didn’t age; that was perfect in every way. 
 
      
 
    All he had to do was create a fictional woman. He could start a blog about how the money was spent. As long as he didn’t stream live, who would know the difference? He was good with computers. He could use photoshop. 
 
      
 
    He needed to get a sense of how these sort of women operated, so he went through a number of sites that advertised the sort of goddess worship that so many men seemingly craved.  
 
      
 
    That was why he had been watching that clip from a blog called ‘Misery’s Pets’, before he had been interrupted by the landlord. 
 
      
 
    What he had seen there however had made him wonder if he could really pull it off. The really successful ‘FinDoms’, as they were called, were shockingly cruel. He had been following ‘Mistress Misery’ as a typical example, and she seemed to be able to get men to do anything for her, though she was not stunningly beautiful, simply dedicated and sadistic to the core. 
 
      
 
    She appeared live on several expensive streaming services with explicit content, and from what Ashley could gather, was rarely out of ‘Private’ which meant that someone was paying a premium for her time. 
 
      
 
    She was in her early fifties, but looked well, and dressed in vintage clothes that set off her ample bust beautifully. Her nails were always long and either black or red, with full make up. A soft, sensual face that initially made you think she was nice, until you made contact with her dark, unblinking eyes. Then, somehow, it was hard to look away, and you couldn’t help but feel that you were somehow in the presence of something diabolical. 
 
      
 
    There were enough warnings coming through on her live chat. It was almost like a scene from ‘The Alien’, where the broadcast was going out all through the galaxy, warning all sentient lifeforms to stay away. Many members of the service seemed to take the time to warn others in the most desperate and emphatic tones. ‘GET OUT NOW, IDIOT!!’, or words to that effect. 
 
      
 
    She certainly seemed to be able to reduce men the the most abject and pathetic states, and somehow get them to revel in it and worship Her. It was incredible. As well as the old man he had seen before he was interrupted, there was the lavatory attendant who ran a glory hole at a men’s toilet somewhere and streamed it for her pleasure. There was another man caught in some sort of bathroom contraption that plainly integrated him permanently under a toilet seat and tube arrangement that would allow anyone to sit and defecate straight into his mouth. Yet another waited anxiously in a pink inspired bedroom, dressed in the most sissified dress, waiting perhaps for customers to call, or men of Mistress Misery’s choosing to visit on appointment. There was a tariff on the wall, mentioning the cost of a blowjob, hand job, full penetration and corporal discipline. The expressions on all these men’s faces was the same: dread, emptiness, despair, lust. 
 
      
 
    Ashley was not greatly affected by these warnings. He considered that he had complete protection from FinDoms, purely because he only had debts, with no means of actually getting more cash from anywhere. No bank would lend him another cent, and the credit card that he had used to create a login for himself on the site was on a very tight leash, only $500 maximum. To make this obvious to any of the ‘models’ that he looked at, he took ‘NoCashAsh’ as his moniker. 
 
      
 
    Cloaked by his anonymity, he continued to visit the chatrooms of FinDoms, particularly Mistress Misery, fascinated by her seemingly fatal gravity for the unwary. She seemed a sort of ‘black hole’ into which light itself was bent and drawn and swallowed, endlessly hungry, insatiable. If they existed in space, then perhaps the they could exist on a human level, too. 
 
      
 
    Hi Ash. 
 
      
 
    He stared at the screen, feeling as though he had been punched in the stomach. He saw from the screen that it was from Mistress Misery. Why would she be taking an interest in him, with a screen name that surely told the story? 
 
      
 
    Mistress Misery, he replied, his heart beating hard in his chest. 
 
      
 
    You have been around here a good deal lately, why don’t we go private? Just you and me. 
 
      
 
    He suddenly felt relieved then, knowing that he had the trump card. 
 
      
 
    No cash. 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the cam image, keeping him fixed with her gaze and Ashley could not look away. 
 
      
 
    I just want to talk. I’ll lower my rate, just for you. So it won’t really cost you hardly anything, at all. I hope you won’t spurn this opportunity. 
 
      
 
    This greatly surprised and troubled him, but he was quite confident of his poverty as defence, and after all he did want to try to get a better understanding of how the money was obtained by women such as Mistress Misery. He reasoned that it was not likely to lead to anything because She was not going to talk with him on a low rate for very long when She plainly had lots of men clamouring to pay Her usual premium rate. 
 
      
 
    OK. 
 
      
 
    He pressed the button marked ‘Go to Private’, and at once his credit card was automatically billed with a small initial amount. She was true to her word though and he saw that it was only going to cost him a dollar a minute, which is very low for such sites. 
 
      
 
    Got cam? 
 
      
 
    Yes 
 
      
 
    Enable it. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked as the control panel popped up which allowed cam and mic. He pressed on both and saw a small image of himself appear in the bottom left hand corner. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him, and something in that smile made him shudder. Her eyes bored into his, unblinkingly. 
 
      
 
    How old are you, Ash? 
 
      
 
    20. 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….. 
 
      
 
    Ashley went on to explain that he was a student and outlined the state of his finances to her, making it plain that he was basically broke. 
 
      
 
    Ohhhh….that’s not good. Just think what you are missing out on…… 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared as she took out her large breasts from the latex corset with red tipped fingers and began to knead them slowly. 
 
      
 
    It’s such bliss to be owned by me, Ash. So sweet. Everyone says so. 
 
      
 
    She said it with such seductive, magnetic power that he felt a tingle go through his body, starting at his crotch and then working out to his head, hands and feet. His cock started to stir in his pants. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and he could hear warning voices screaming inside him. 
 
      
 
    SUCH a shame. I could have held you, controlled you, chained you forever to my service. Made you MINE. One of my little pets. 
 
      
 
    Ashley found that he could not speak. Only stare at Her like an idiot. The tingling in his body grew stronger with his words, and she smiled as she saw his reaction in his face. It was exactly as She had said. The strange energy was so seductive and sweet, seeming to turn all his insides to aching mush. All of a sudden he was genuinely sorry that he did not have the cash to offer her. His prick was rock hard, throbbing in his pants. 
 
      
 
    It’s a shame, he found himself typing. I can’t get cash from anywhere. 
 
      
 
    Oh, I don’t know, she typed back, with a curl of her lip, You could make money here as a model. Not as a straight guy, obviously, you’re not a hunk, but as a virgin faggot you’d have plenty of takers. 
 
      
 
    What?? 
 
      
 
    It’s easy to do. You just need an adequate WiFi connection and a webcam. Sign up and see. Get a dildo and a plug and away you go. 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought about it. He was always talking about ‘lateral thinking’ and being ‘open to new ideas’. Here was something right out of left field. 
 
      
 
    I might try it, typed Ashley, his mind racing. It was a very exciting and naughty thought, and just might earn him an easy fortune. 
 
      
 
    Let me know how it goes. 
 
      
 
    I will do that. 
 
      
 
    Ashley could see that the next credit card payment to the website would be refused, so he thanked her for lowering her rate and giving him the idea. She smiled at him and Her dark eyes seemed to glitter as the connection closed. 
 
      
 
    He found that he was breathing harder than normal and was surprised at his heart rate. He hadn’t realised that it had been racing along. Obviously any interview with Mistress Misery was something that stimulated and stirred some deep areas. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes came back into his mind’s eye and he felt that strange flutter at his groin again, and his heart jumped and thudded. His prick was still rock hard. 
 
      
 
    She’s a witch, he thought, frightened for a moment. 
 
      
 
    However, when he had calmed down sufficiently to think about it, he’d had to admit that the idea she had given him was not without merit. It  was not very attractive to him to act the faggot in front of a webcam, but the money that any sex work made was always very good. He was going to pretend to be a FinDom, but that was impossible for him to really pull off, he could see that now. But a faggot, that should be easy enough. After all, it was just for the money. 
 
      
 
    He used the same service that Mistress Misery used and saw that there was a category for gays. He browsed through their chatroom images and live feeds, and apart from the obvious hunk here and there, he could see that most of them were nothing special to look at. There were quite a few in private sessions, milking the cash. An hour’s work could get you two or three hundred dollars quite easily. It was very exciting. 
 
      
 
    The signing up process for the service was very simple, and no questions were asked. An automated Terms and Conditions, a webcam check and the promise of occasional moderator monitoring was about all that was required.  
 
      
 
    He chose the name ‘CherryBoy4U’, as something that advertised his age and inexperience, just as Mistress Misery had advised. Indeed, it was pretty accurate as he hadn’t actually managed to get laid yet, even though he was twenty years old. Just as Mistress Misery had hinted, he wasn’t really the sort of kid that the girls went for. He was shy and rather unformed sexually, his ideas about girls were still on the romantic and ‘crushy’ side, rather than urgently physical, which is what they actually seemed to respond to. 
 
      
 
    The sex toys that she had also advised were easy enough to obtain over the Net. He chose a life-size natural dildo and a beginner’s plug together with some lube. He tried both of them out on his ass. It required some persistence but eventually his sphincter admitted them, and it was a very strange feeling as he felt himself fill up with five inches of dildo. Is this how gays feel, he wondered. It was not unpleasant, but very invasive. He should be able to do it on cam all right. He knew Mistress Misery would be amused if She could see him and the tingle at his groin fluttered and ached again as her image came back in his mind’s eye. Perhaps he would report back at some stage and thank her for her help. It was a generous gesture to let him speak to her on a reduced rate and give him good advice. 
 
      
 
    That evening, after class, he decided that it was time to give it a try. He stripped off apart from a little pair of very minimalist white briefs. He had realised that it was not permitted for obscene body parts to be in the ‘free view’ areas, where anyone could see you, but only in the private sessions, which were always one to one. It was just as well as far as Ashley was concerned. He had never exposed himself to anyone in a sexual way before.  
 
      
 
    He really had no idea what to expect. He had researched the FinDom stuff up to a point but the gay scene he hadn’t really looked at.  
 
      
 
    He was not really anticipating a great deal the first time that he put himself online. He just sat there in front of the webcam and waited. An image of himself appeared in a small box to one side of the screen, and he thought that he looked suitably young and nervous, just like a cherry boy. Presently, names started to appear in his chat box, mostly Guest numbers, but the occasional member login. 
 
      
 
    Cute. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the message, his heart thumping hard in his chest. It had been sent by someone calling themselves ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Thank you, Neil, he typed back, his fingers fluttering a little on the keys. 
 
      
 
    This is the moderator. This time it was a message from ‘Admin’ in square brackets. Need to check your connection and content. Take off you pants. 
 
      
 
    He said ‘OK’, and did so, not wanting to offend the administrators of the site right off the bat. 
 
      
 
    Now, wank yourself. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obediently took his prick in his hand and began to work it. 
 
      
 
    It’s not the moderator, dummy. 
 
      
 
    This last was from ‘9inchNeil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley suddenly realised what was happening and put his underpants back on, is face going red. He had just exposed himself to scores of people. The real moderator would never have made such a demand in the free space. Someone had adopted a moniker that looked official and obviously went cruising for gullible newbies like him. 
 
      
 
    All at once there came a sort of clanging bell and a button lit up on his screen. ‘Accept Private Conversation’.  
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at it for a moment and then hit it. At once, the chatbox names just went down to a single login, ‘9inchNeil’, and a webcam image appeared of a man in his middle years. A very ordinary looking man, with fat cheeks and a pouting mouth, and eyes that nearly disappeared in rolls of flesh as he smiled a welcome. 
 
      
 
    Cherry Boy, you look nice. 
 
      
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    What toys to you have? 
 
      
 
    Dildo and plug. 
 
      
 
    Mmmm. Take down your pants. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so after the slightest hesitation. The man was drinking it all in, and probably wanting himself at the same time. He felt a slight queasiness as he stepped out of his pants. This was the sort of man you met all time. A senior sales rep, or the manager of a franchise. Probably a family and nice home in the suburbs. Yet here he was, watching a young man undress in the lens of a camera, making him do what he wanted for three or four dollars a minute. 
 
      
 
    I want to take your cherry, break you in, boy. Would you like that? 
 
      
 
    Oh yes, replied Ashley, remembering his lines. 
 
      
 
    Does that excite you? 
 
      
 
    Mmmm, he typed, but inwardly he began to panic. The man in the cam was not really much of a turn on, and yet he obviously had to make it look as though he was being aroused. He couldn’t really think about the college girls, they never really made him aroused, just emotionally affected. He had wanked over pornography and he tried to bring some of these women to mind. Mistress Misery had never advised him about what to do in this situation. The thought of her brought her face back and he knew that She would have been amused by his predicament. She knew that she would be enjoying it right at that moment, watching him in a panic, trying to get hard. That knowledge brought back the fluttering glow that he had known with her before, and with that energy, his prick stirred into life and grew hard at his crotch. He didn’t have time to worry about why it was Mistress Misery that made him hard and not anything else, for the viewer was expecting him to get erect and give him all his attention. 
 
      
 
    Mmm, I can see you’re hungry for my cock, sweetness. 
 
      
 
    Yes, replied Ashley, and he was surprised to find that it was true. Again it was related to Mistress Misery. She had been amused by his acting out the role of a gay cherry boy for cash. The sexual energy that this created in him was decidedly submissive. It was not the sort of feeling that encouraged boldness and testosterone fuelled vanilla sex with a girl. It was the sort of energy that fed off being controlled, bent over, fucked. He whimpered a little as this realisation flashed through his mind. Was he turning gay? 
 
      
 
    Plug your pussy for me, went on ‘9inchNeil’, get it nice and loose. 
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Call me ‘Uncle Neil’. 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, not liking the incestuous connotation, nor the faint atmosphere of paedophilia. But then, he considered, at twenty, he was obviously well over age, and after all, it wasn’t really incest, either, just fantasy. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil, he found himself saying, getting hold of the plug. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see it. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley held up the black plug for him to see. It was only a beginner’s one, the middle girth only about two inches in diameter. It was slender, too, to aid penetration by gradual widening. 
 
      
 
    A cherry boy’s plug, all right. Put it in. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Ashley had practised this so he approached the task with a fair amount of confidence. He lubed it up and then got on all fours, reaching round with his right hand to locate his anus. It actually made him jump a little, when the hard black rubber came into contact with his tight, sensitive sphincter. He wondered whether it was tighter than it had been before. Maybe it was the nerves but it took more pressure than before to force the plug in. 
 
      
 
    Relax, I know its your first time. Relax and take it inside. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    Indeed it was good advice. He did consciously relax his buttocks, and the plug, with a little more persuasion, slid past the sphincter and into his rectum. 
 
      
 
    He gave a gasp as it did so. It was not at all like the practise session. His cock on this occasion was rock hard thinking of Mistress Misery, and it made his whole body tingle. Maybe it was an enlarged prostate or something, he thought. 
 
      
 
    Good boy, turn round and show it to me in your sweet ass. 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so. Maybe it was the submissive energy coursing through him together with the prone position, but it all combined with the feeling of being penetrated into a very intense sexual experience. He prostrated himself with his ass to the camera, showing the plug embedded in his tight hole. 
 
      
 
    YES. There’s a good boy. Doesn't that feel nice? 
 
      
 
    Mmmmm….replied Ashley, with perfect honestly. He had put the plug in his ass a few time for practise, but he realised that with anal sex it was all about context. There were no pleasure receptors there as such. It was only in your head that it meant pleasure. Before it had meant nothing, now it felt like everything and his mind was going into overload. His prick jerked, leaking precum. 
 
      
 
    What a perfect little cherry boy. 
 
      
 
    Indeed, Ashley felt exactly like that. He hardly knew who he was. He thought of Mistress Misery and heard Her nickering, sadistic laugh. Had she known that it was going to turn out like this for him? He remembered that She had looked at him so intently, searching the uttermost limits of his soul. She had awoken the submissive energy, and now the blissful pleasure of it was threatening to consume him. 
 
      
 
    Leave the plug in your gay pussy. Take up the dildo. 
 
      
 
    Yes, Uncle Neil. 
 
      
 
    If it’s got a sucker base, stick it to the wall, waist high. Where I can see. 
 
      
 
    Ashley took hold of the pink, realistic cock, and did as he was instructed, sticking it against a smooth portion of the kitchen bar, and adjusted the cam so that it was in full view. 
 
      
 
    Now, I want your mouth cherry. Suck me off. 
 
      
 
    For Ashley, the dildo was no longer the simple piece of pink rubber that it had the previous day. It was changed by some form or dark magic into Neil’s cock, the fat, middle-aged man’s hard penis. He took it reverently into his mouth, like a Christian takes the wafer of the Eucharist, transubstantiated into living flesh, a divine form to taste, enjoy and suck. 
 
      
 
    That’s it, take me in your mouth…. 
 
      
 
    It really was a revelatory moment for Ashley. He was kneeling like a worshipper and he gave himself utterly as if to a Satanic Ritual of perverted sex, feeling the glow and bliss of it enfold and exalt him. 
 
      
 
    And wank yourself as you do it. Cum with your ass plugged and your mouth full. 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, reaching for his painfully stiff cock. Even then, he did not bring relief quickly. He kneaded himself slowly, enjoying the moment, extending the pleasure for as long as possible. He became a creature of pleasure, the plug buried deep in his ass, the cock in his mouth, and he moaned and writhed with the energy that dominated and claimed him, and the last thing he saw as he finally came in great, wrenching jerks, was the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying his surrender to pleasure. 
 
      
 
    It was a defining moment for Ashley. He had never considered himself homosexual, and in a strange way he didn’t consider himself one now. It was Mistress Misery that was the real turn on, not the man’s cock. It was the thought of being turned gay to amuse Her that created the energy. All the same, he had to admit that he had certainly become a faggot to some extent, imprinted with gay thoughts and cock worship. 
 
      
 
    He took the rest of the day off, and got back to his college work. It was good to immerse himself in the trappings of his normal life for a while. 
 
      
 
    Late on, he felt able to try the webcam again and once again there were some takers. He found that most of them were older men, keen to dominate a cherry boy, and he had no difficulty getting plenty of earning time, just as Mistress Misery had predicted. 
 
      
 
    Once he had received his first hundred dollar pay check from the streaming service he began to really have confidence in the viability of the whole scheme. He organised his plans going forward. He had reckoned that if he worked on the streaming service three nights a week, he could pocket a hundred dollars on each occasion, and thus completely transform his financial problems. That would mean $400 a month, and by the end of the year, all his student loans repaid. 
 
      
 
    Rather than keep going for a set number of hours, Ashley just worked in front of the webcam till he had gotten the hundred dollars, then logged off. Sometimes it was just an hour’s work, sometimes three or more. He giggled to himself because it did make him feel just like a whore, never knowing how many customers might turn up. 
 
      
 
    It felt so good to be earning extra money. He kept to his classes during the day and was on the webcam every evening. It was such a blast. He heard all the gripes from his male classmates about being short of cash and being buried under a ton of debt, and enjoyed the fact that he was no longer under that sort of pressure. It was exactly the sort of loophole exploitation that he had intended all along. 
 
      
 
    He thought it only right that he should thank Mistress Misery for the idea. She had asked him to let her know how he got on after all. Just before class one morning, therefore he went to her chatroom when he saw that she was in the free zone, and thanked her using the free chat service. She invited him into her private area, at the premium rate and he hesitated for a moment. Ten minutes at that rate would basically wipe out the previous day’s earnings, but then again, it would be easy to make it up again he reasoned, and, it was after all her idea in the beginning. He did feel a bit queasy, though, in view of the fact that it was the energy she brought to the equation that had really powered his successful portrayal of a gay cherry boy.  
 
      
 
    Just wanted to thank you, he typed, working out very well for me. 
 
      
 
    ‘That’s quite alright, dumpling,” she said, with a wide smile. She had switched on her mic to save typing. “I must say that you have become a very convincing gay cherry boy, with a nice, tight pussy, despite all the times that thick dildo goes up there. I swear you are starting to enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Ashley, colouring a little, using his own mic. It was true that he was actually getting turned on by it. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you think you have made then, since you started? How far up are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” he replied, giggling, “let’s see. I reckon about four hundred dollars, at least.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, that’s great,” she said, smiling. “Now I want you to end the session. Then wait a minute, then start again.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” said Ashley, a little confused. “It’s nearly time for class.” 
 
      
 
    “It will only take a moment, dumpling,” she said. “Just humour me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and then thought that he owed her that much. He did as she requested. 
 
      
 
    “Ah,” she said approvingly, once the link was restored. “Good. This is being billed at fifty dollars a minute. You can be out of here and off to your class in eight minutes. Aren’t I generous?” 
 
      
 
    “What???!!!” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t think about ending the session till I say, Ashley Hillcrest, of Summerton University.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at the screen, a fog of dread slowly descending over him. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at his shocked expression.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on now, dumpling. You’ve got a university calendar and organiser on the wall behind you and there aren’t too many Ashleys. It was too easy.” 
 
      
 
    His heart thumped in his chest, trying to work out the implications of this unexpected development. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want photos of you sucking a dildo posted up in the main corridor, do you? Or taking it up the ass with a lovely blissful look on Your face?” 
 
      
 
    He gasped, unable to find words. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, and he recognised the sadistic nickering tones.  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t realise it was me some of the time, did you, dumpling? Taking some nice shots of you, and video as well. High Def.” 
 
      
 
    “Please…” he said at last, his voice shaking. 
 
      
 
    “Let me tell you how it is going to be, faggot,” she said, her dark eyes glittering. “You fucking belong to me now. You are one of my little pets. And all my pets PAY me every day. They pay in suffering, mind-fuckery, life-fuckery, and above all CASH.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at her, like a rabbit fascinated by a snake. She smiled at his fear and confusion. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got five minutes. Undress and get your dildo. NOW!!” 
 
      
 
    The last word was rapped out like a pistol shot and left no room for disobedience. Ashley’s mind was not really functioning. A part of him wondered if he were dreaming as he dutifully undressed and got the dildo that she had specified. 
 
      
 
    “Now, up your gay pussy, pet,” she said, amused. “Right up to the balls.” 
 
      
 
    As Ashley did so, he felt that fluttering again, that strange pleasure that came with submission to her. She smirked as his cock grew hard and his eyes dilated. 
 
      
 
    “Good bitch,” she said, “and turn it round in your ass a few times. Twist it.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed, wondering what she thought that was going to achieve. A moment later she made him remove it and he found out. The head was smeared with brown. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm, now lick it like a lollipop, faggot.” 
 
      
 
    “What????” 
 
      
 
    She leaned forwards in the camera lens. She had a her heavy tits out and was kneading them with those long, scarlet tipped fingers. 
 
      
 
    “You know I’m filming this, faggot,” she said, “and you know why. Because I want to control you, because I want you in my power. Unable to say ‘no’. At my mercy. It’s what you want, too.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley shook his head but he could not speak. Her words made the fluttering at his groin grow into a blissful inferno of pleasure. He could not imagine a better future than to be Her helpless property, trapped by pleasure, chained with sex. 
 
      
 
    “Think what I could do if you licked the shit off that cock, moaned with pleasure as you were doing it. I could prove that you are a shiteating faggot. Come on, give yourself to me. DO it!” 
 
      
 
    Ashley gave out a little whimper, stared at her with scared, rapt eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Give yourself to me, faggot,” she whispered, tweaking her nipples. 
 
      
 
    Ashley remembered all the desperate warnings that people had posted about Mistress Misery, remembered wickedly sadistic and depraved blog entries that she had put on the Net or have Her ‘pets’ do, and resolved to refuse. But something was holding him, forcing him to put out his tongue and bring the filthy dildo onto it. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said, giggling, “taste it, and pretend it’s the sweetest thing You’ve ever had. For the camera. Surrender to me. Surrender utterly.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm….” He said, as the harsh, bitter taste came onto his tongue, just as if he was enjoying it. In a way, he was, because it made the pleasurable glow increase from his groin, flowing through every particle of his body.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, lick, cretin,” she said, encouragingly, “let’s see that brown tongue.” 
 
      
 
    He stuck it out, with coquettish flounce and held it there for her. 
 
      
 
    “Good, now put the dildo into your mouth.” 
 
      
 
    He seemed totally under Her spell now, lost in a sea of erotic pleasure. He took the foul bell end into his mouth and began sucking it urgently. 
 
      
 
    ‘Scrape it all off with your teeth, pet, and make the shit into a ball in your mouth. When you have done so, take out the dildo.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley obeyed, with a groan of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Show the shit, cretin,” she commanded, a moment later. “Let’s see that brown before I make you swallow it.” 
 
      
 
    He groaned a denial, but something greater than himself had him completely in thrall. The urge to surrender to her and embrace the blissful energy inside was far too strong to deny. He had never experienced anything like it. 
 
      
 
    “Now, SWALLOW, and make sure you enjoy it. Doesn’t it taste wonderful?” 
 
      
 
    He moaned with evident pleasure as he gulped it down, licking his lips. 
 
      
 
    She laughed at that. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” she purred. “All recorded for posterity. Another little fly trapped in my Evil Web.” She laughed like the Wicked Witch of the West in the Wizard of Oz, except it was ten times more chilling and sadistic. 
 
      
 
    It made Ashley shudder to the depths of his soul. Some disconnected, rational part of himself was totally horrified at what had happened, but the fundamental, burning pleasure of his surrender to her did not allow for any negative emotions to intrude. 
 
      
 
    “Now, my new trapped little fly is going to earn me £1000 dollars a week from now on. I don’t care how long you have to spend as a cam whore. If you fail I will punish you, and I promise that it will not be pleasant. Now, we’ve gone a bit over, haven’t we? Goodbye, little fly. God bless.” 
 
      
 
    The connection was suddenly severed. Ashley found that he was breathing heavily, trying to get his head round what had just happened. The foul taste was bitter in his mouth, and he wondered vaguely if he should try and puke up what he had swallowed. The overriding feeling was one of blissful sexual arousal however and he wanked himself into a shattering, monumental climax within then seconds, the taste and smell of ordure in his mouth and nostrils. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, he felt utterly shattered, as if he had run a marathon carrying a piano on his back. He stirred himself to try and clean the shit from his mouth. There was nothing else but to use his normal toothbrush, making a mental note to obtain a new one later on. He had some mouthwash, fortunately, but even with the powerful, stinging flavour of the minty fluid, he found that he soon began to taste the bitter tang again. It was obviously just psychological, but he nevertheless found it very distressing, wondering if it was discernible on his breath. 
 
      
 
    He still had to get out of the door and go to class, but he decided that he would just have to make an excuse and stay home. He did indeed feel very ill in any case. 
 
      
 
    He lay back on his bed, his head whirling round. At the very centre of his being was a cold, aching place that was dark with dread. Around this terrible emptiness, the pleasures of sex whirled round, tingling and pulsing, laughing. He kept seeing her in his mind’s eye, her dark eyes seemed to be the only steady thing in a chaotic world.  
 
      
 
    He wondered how on earth he was going to earn £1000. He had worked for most of every night and managed £400. He whimpered a little as he realised that the money he had earned had already been siphoned away by Mistress Misery, and he had no doubt that She would do the same again when it came to it the following week. He shuddered at the tones she had used when she mentioned punitive measures should he disappoint her in terms of earnings.  
 
      
 
    How could he have licked the shit of a dildo and swallowed it just to please Her? He shook his head at that and realised that he had to be honest with himself. He had done that not for her, but for himself. To immerse himself in that pleasure. To give himself up to it. The more he surrendered, the better if felt. The better it felt, the more he wanted to give himself up to it. 
 
      
 
    Eventually he felt well enough to log on to his chatroom and try and earn some cash. Maybe the weariness shone through because he couldn’t seem to maintain the interest of his ‘customers’. Nevertheless he made about $70 before he needed to take a break. At a rough calculation, he would need to spend all day, every day as a gay cam whore just to make enough to satisfy Mistress Misery, and still he wouldn’t be touching his financial problems, only making it impossible to carry on with his degree. Plainly, the situation could not continue as it was.  
 
      
 
    He thought again of all the warning voice and cautionary texts and messages concerning Mistress Misery. He should have heeded them.  
 
      
 
    However, he had to have a discussion with her and face the realities of his situation. Something had to give. 
 
      
 
    He contacted her right away, as soon as she was free of her own chatroom. He had to pay the full rate, though he didn’t think he would be on there very long. 
 
      
 
    “Earned it already, little whore?” She asked, sardonically. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to say that I don’t think it is going to work.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes?” 
 
      
 
    She seemed genuinely amused. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to be able to earn that amount of cash in a week, even if I stay there all day, and I can’t do that obviously because I need to be in college.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I fully understand, pet,” she said, sympathetically. “Clearly we need to do something.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he replied, relieved. Even the most sadistic FinDom couldn’t get blood from a stone. If the earning power wasn’t there, it just wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Carry on on cam for now,” she said, encouragingly, “and I’ll have a think about it.” 
 
      
 
    Thank You, Mistress,” he said, sincerely. She was just going to have to be reasonable. 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, after Ashley had sporadically put himself in the chatroom to keep the cash coming, there was a ringing at the front door. He ignored it, as he knew it couldn’t be for him. No one from the University would be calling on him. He was apart from the normal ways and always saw himself as an outsider planning his great enrichment angle. 
 
      
 
    He frowned as the bell came again a moment later. He had a brief look out of the curtains. No one he knew. Some old fellow. Didn’t look like a salesman though. When the bell came again, he thought that he had better answer it or he would have no peace whatsoever. 
 
      
 
    He went to the door. 
 
    “Can I help you?” He asked, impatiently. The old man scowled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Ashley? Ashley Hillcrest?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he replied, taken aback. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Misery sends her compliments, and could I have a word?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, horrified. He recognised him now, and looked down automatically to his crotch. Sure enough there were old stains there. Hadn’t she even allowed him to wash his trousers? 
 
    
The old man took a step inside and Ashley took him to his little apartment, his head spinning. He could not imagine what this would all mean, but he had a horrible feeling that it was not going to be to his liking. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Malice thought we would do better as a double act,” he said, with a spiteful leer and flash of humour in his cold, dead blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    “A what?” 
 
      
 
    “On the streaming service, dummy,” he said, impatiently. 
 
      
 
    Ashley stared at him, not really understanding, and the old man brushed past him and on into the hallway. 
 
      
 
    He strode through the open door of Ashley’s apartment without asking for leave, and the young man hurried after him, thinking it very arrogant. He did not have any mind for that sort of nicety, though. 
 
      
 
    ‘What a dump,” said the old man, with a snort of derision. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m only a student,” said Ashley, defensively, with an irritated shrug.  
 
      
 
    “You’re ‘CherryBoy4U’, I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    “And you are?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was feeling himself getting a little angry and upset. It seemed to amuse the intruder. 
 
      
 
    “You can call me ‘CumDaddy’. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!!??” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the name She wants, Cherry Boy, and what She wants, She gets.” 
 
      
 
    He looked accusingly at Ashley at this point, a bitter, despairing look, as if challenging the younger man to contradict him. 
 
      
 
    Ashley however, was still in rather a fug about it all, trying to make sense of it. 
 
      
 
    “What is this all about?” He asked feebly. 
 
      
 
    The old man heaved an exasperated sigh. 
 
      
 
    “It’s an old one, but a popular one, idiot. Old gay takes virgin cherry from fresh young meat. Makes him suck him off and swallow, etc, etc.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not doing that,” said Ashley, appalled. 
 
      
 
    The old man looked at him pityingly. 
 
      
 
    “You’re one of Misery’s Pets now,” he explained, “and our preferences don’t come into it. She likes it even more if you don’t like it.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a cold chill run down his spine. 
 
      
 
    “What if we resist?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    The old man laughed mirthlessly. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t piss Her off if I were you, Cherry Boy. She’s bad enough when She’s pleased. Try and resist if you like. I’ll enjoy watching You learn the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley thought of those pitiless black eyes and shuddered. There was no telling what they were capable of, and there was an absolute need deep inside him to obey Her now anyway. He could feel that submissive energy tingling just at the thought of Her Power over him, Her Hold over his life. It felt like the sweetest poison. 
 
      
 
    “Now, she wants us to start straightaway, so get undressed.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley watched him take off his shirt and strip down to his underwear. His prick bulged in his underpants, and he found himself staring at it. 
 
      
 
    Noticing his look, the old man chuckled.  
 
      
 
    “Take off your clothes, gay boy,” he said, “and let’s get going. We’ve got to earn Mistress Misery that cash.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley took off his clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Nice,” said the old man, appraisingly and Ashley was alarmed to see the man’s prick swelling and peeking out from the waistband of his underpants.  
 
      
 
    Ashley was absurdly pleased with this remark, though, all the same. No one had ever said that to him before. He had never been considered attractive or sexually appealing, nor considered himself so. Yet here was this man’s prick swelling for him, hardening because of his body. He found himself posing slightly, looked sideways with a barely discernible smirk. He wondered if this was how girls felt when they knew that they were turning on their man, seeing the swelling grow and the eyes dilating. 
 
      
 
    “Now we need a new login, ‘CumDaddynCherryBoy’. 
 
      
 
    It was very easy to create a new identity. A lot of the models used multiple names and personas to attract clients, so it was a five minute job to get it up and running. They sat together on the bed, and waited for the first caller. 
 
      
 
    “You can man the keyboard,” said the older man, sitting back. 
 
      
 
    “OK.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley fielded the questions and tried his best to attract custom. It was not difficult, much easier than when he had been on his own. A login called ‘StingRay’ activated the private show and suddenly, they were making money. 
 
      
 
    Let’s see your dicks, texted StingRay. 
 
      
 
    The old man got up at one and pulled down his pants. He worked himself quickly up to a hard erection. Ashley was not quite so confident and looked shy and ashamed. That of course was all part of the act, so it was perfect. 
 
      
 
    Make him lick Your big Daddy cock. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, Cherry Boy.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated for a moment, but he knew the camera was rolling and he needed that cash. It surely couldn’t be so much different to a dildo? He was being forced into it, and not doing it of his own volition, so that made a big difference. Of course it did. 
 
      
 
    The old man grinned at him and his dead blue eyes quickened slightly with interest as Ashley crossed over to him. 
 
      
 
    He pushed Ashley to his knees, his cock right next to Ashley’s face, jerking slightly with his excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Now, lick my cock,” he whispered, “you know you want to, you gay fag.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hesitated, and whimpered a little. 
 
      
 
    The old man took Ashley’s head in his hands and pulled him onto his throbbing bell end. Ashley jerked as if the hot flesh was connected to the mains as his lips made contact. This was very different from the plastic feel of the dildo. This was living, pulsing, slick with precum and he found himself exploring it with his tongue, despite his misgivings. He imagined that Mistress Misery was watching and the familiar tingle of pleasure rose from his crotch. He knew that he was pleasing Her, and that knowledge made him so excited and aroused.  
 
      
 
    He began to lick more urgently and took the large head into his mouth, suddenly hungry for it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, fag,” said the old man, throatily, “suck it. Pop your mouth cherry.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the connection was broken as StingRay signed off. 
 
      
 
    “Probably shot his load at the sight of you sucking my big Daddy cock,” said the old man, with a snigger, “the first of many.” 
 
      
 
    But Ashley did not stop sucking the throbbing man meat in his mouth, nor did he cease to massage his with his hand and moan deeply with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Said the old man, and pushed him brusquely away.  “We need to keep it hard, idiot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley hardly recognised himself, licking his lips, disappointed not to have gone further. He wanted to make the man squirt down his throat with a sudden intensity that bordered on obsession. 
 
      
 
    The man laughed at his expression. 
 
      
 
    “Little whore will have to wait. Get back as we were, ready for the next customer.” 
 
      
 
    He did not have to wait long. Almost at once there came another ‘ping’ that signalled the start of a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Now, act reluctant again,” warned the old man. “Though I know you are not now.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley went a little red at that, knowing that he spoke the truth. He couldn’t wait to get his cock back in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    But the next paying guest didn’t want a blowjob at first. He wanted to see Cherry Boy bent over the bed and fucked in the ass. Ashley had no idea what this was going to feel like. He knew that the dildo only goes in so far before it gets to the bend of the gut and then it gets mega painful. CumDaddy’s cock was quite large and it felt like a prize marrow going in. He was gentle but firm and suddenly with a little flare of pain, it slipped inside him. He gasped with the momentary discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, you get used to it, fag,” said CumDaddy, and thrust deep inside him. 
 
      
 
    The end of the man’s cock came up to the end of his rectum and he felt a dull, agonising pain. 
 
      
 
    “Push, slut,” he whispered in his ear, “like you are trying to shit.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so and suddenly he felt the head of the man’s penis slip further inside him, as if going round a corner, or opening a muscle. The old man kept it there for a moment, jerking him with small movements, and it became increasingly pleasurable. He was so deep inside him, and his anus felt very stretched. The penetration awoke all his submissive energy again, and he heard Mistress Misery laughing, on all fours with an old man’s cock banging his ass pussy. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt him grasp his cock, which was rock hard and dripping, and wank him quickly to a shattering climax. It made him yell out loud. 
 
      
 
    “There,” said the old man, “now you’re a real faggot.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley stayed on his hands and knees, feeling as if he had just come through a hurricane. He shivered and was on the point of tears. How on earth had he come to this? He had orgasmed with the old man’s prick deep in his ass. He knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he had to get out. Had to convince Her somehow. He saw that he was in the grip of something hideously evil and depraved. He saw that Mistress Misery’s soul was utterly black and hungry, avid and diabolical, feeding on degradation, suffering, and despair. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, fag,” said the old man. “Look lively. There’ll be another caller in a minute. We seem to be a bit of a hit. Loads of people viewing our live feed. Get decent for the free cam. We need to be ready sharpish. Time is money.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you said we shouldn’t cum,” said Ashley, still feeling dazed.  
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t cum,” said the old man, with a snicker. “You are just two holes for cock. It doesn’t matter if you come, whore. You can take dick all night. I don’t care if you want it or you don’t, you still have to work. That’s a whore’s life, and that’s what you are now. Mistress Misery’s faggot whore. Get used to it.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh….” Said Ashley, feeling panic stricken. “But what about my studies?” 
 
      
 
    “Forget about them,” said the old man, dismissively. “That’s your old life. Before You were stupid enough to have anything to do with Mistress Misery. Now You belong to Her, and once She owns you, you stay owned, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps if I admitted that I had made a mistake, She might give me some allowance for being so young?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. If I were you, I’d just accept it, and try and enjoy your new life as much as possible. You don’t have any choices now. You exist now only to worship Mistress Misery and obey Her.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the beep sounded of another interested party entering a private session. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Cherry Boy, we’ve got another client.” 
 
      
 
    CumDaddy managed another hour before cumming in Ashley’s ass with a great shuddering climax. Ashley was disappointed, as he wanted to taste the cum and swallow it. He cupped his hand under his stretched hole and straightened up so the cum dribbled out onto his palm in a warm, gloopy stream. This he then licked up eagerly. It was salty and unpleasant in his mouth, but he didn’t care about that. It was cum and he wanted it. He swallowed it down, taking it deep. 
 
      
 
    “Here, then, whore,” said the old man, chuckling, “lick me clean.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley did so, with an enthusiasm which surprised him. The submissive glow was in full spate now and the thought of licking another man’s cock before an online audience was an incredible turn on. And always in his mind were the dark, hungry eyes of Mistress Misery, enjoying the show, too. 
 
      
 
    “Best have a quick break,” said CumDaddy after Ashley had licked his cock clean. He sat down in the only armchair and suddenly seemed extremely tired, breathing quick, shallow breaths. 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him for a moment, looking drawn and haggard, and for the first time, a proper old man. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you a cup of tea?” 
 
      
 
    The old man gave him a fierce, mocking look, then relented with a shrug. 
 
      
 
    “OK, gay lover. Milk, no sugar.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley made the brew and then set it down next to him 
 
      
 
    “Got a biscuit, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    He put some chocolate biscuits down in a little plate. 
 
      
 
    “Every time I cum, you can do me tea and biscuits while I relax, understood?” 
 
      
 
    Ashley winced at the commanding tone, but he was feeling far too submissive to make an issue out of it. He could hardly be too assertive with someone who’s cum was in his ass and mouth, and down his throat. 
 
      
 
    “OK,” he mumbled. “We’re going to do this often?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes,” snapped the old man, with a fierce look. “You can bet your life on that cocksucker. A thousand bucks a week? That’s some hours on cam.” 
 
      
 
    “How much have we made so far, do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t cleared a hundred yet, though there’s plenty of takers. I think we might up the rate. People seem really interested. They’d pay more. They’re fucking queuing up.” 
 
      
 
    “Won’t they get bored?” 
 
      
 
    “Old cock and cherry boy? I don’t think so. Anyway we can get a few more toys. You eating cum out of your ass was incredible, we will have to do that more. That really got them going in a big way.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm…” said Ashley, the mere thought of it turning him on. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll get a chain lead and a sissy collar. Maybe even do you up as a sissy properly with a nice dress and wig. Would you like that, whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” thought Ashley, picturing it. The idea was intriguing and quite seductive. 
 
      
 
    “It will all have to be approved by Mistress Misery anyway, of course,” he said. She may well have Her own plans. She loves to stretch asses till they get so wide they can’t close properly again and dribble out. All sorts of stuff she loves to do with her trapped little flies.” 
 
      
 
    A feeling of dread ached suddenly at the pit of his stomach. He knew that She was indeed probably amusing herself by thinking up humiliating and ego destroying tasks for him. All of which he knew he was going to have to do.  
 
      
 
    “When do you think we’ll be done for today?” 
 
      
 
    “If I up the rate and we get a good response, then another three hours or so should get us a good start.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” said Ashley, nodding, “I was wondering if you were going to stay for some food, or go straight back to your place.” 
 
      
 
    “My place,” said the old man, with a bitter laugh.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I have seen it in the blog,” said Ashley. “It looks nice.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s being rented out,” he said, in a neutral, lifeless tone. “She has owned it for some time, and it is Her’s to make a profit from. Or sell it. My name is no longer on the deeds.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “So…..I’m confused. Where are you….” 
 
      
 
    The old man smirked at him coldly. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to be living together as a real gay couple. All day and night fucking on cam, earning for Mistress Misery. She just leave us enough to survive, that’s all.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley was so shocked that he couldn’t speak for a moment. He thought through all the permutations and consequences. He imagined himself being seen as this old man’s gay lover. He quailed at the thought. There was no way he was going to be able to conceal it from his classmates, or from the landlord, or from anyone else.  
 
      
 
    “No choice,” said the old man, sensing his panic. “Just have to get on with it. Her orders.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley looked at him with such an expression of despair that the old man laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You should have heeded the warnings, shouldn’t you, little pet? There were enough of them posted up. Too late now. Anyone who comes into her world, even for a moment, are immediately hooked. Spend more than five minutes and sadistic entrapment is inevitably the result. I have been Her property for ten years or more. I have tried everything. I gave her a three thousand pound buy out once.” 
 
      
 
    “And She didn’t honour it?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, she honoured it, all right,” said the old man bitterly, “but I only managed about three days before crawling back to her on my knees and begging to be owned again.” 
 
      
 
    “What!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said, with a sigh, “She is so addictive. I went ‘cold turkey’ as it were, convinced that I would never go back, but life without Her is SO boring, monochrome and colourless. I was glad to get back. I remember Her laughing as I begged to be owned again. And I have never attempted to escape Her again. There is no escape. She marks You deep down in your soul, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt the dread boil and gather in his guts again at this, remembering the intense pleasure that seemed to entirely encompass his identity while he thought of Her. 
 
      
 
    “This is all going to be part of Her blog, of course. We are like exhibits at Her zoo, kept behind bars, and shown off for the public to leer and wonder over. You remember when you were outside the cage and looking in? You remember how many times you were warned about Mistress Misery. Feel free to add your own voice to those constantly warning the unwary away. I think She likes it.” 
 
      
 
    “So we’re never getting out of this tiny room…this crummy cage?” 
 
      
 
    “Never. Unless it is for something worse. One cage for another. Be glad that you at least can survive.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment there came a knock at the door.  Ashley wondered who it was for a moment and then it came to him. Mr Ackermann!!!! 
 
      
 
    He hurriedly got dressed and went to the door, taking up the cash for the rent as he went. He managed to keep the door closed enough so that the landlord couldn’t see into the flat. 
 
      
 
    The landlord took the money with a sour expression.  
 
      
 
    ‘You’ll never amount to anything, Hillcrest,” he said as he turned away and went outside. 
 
      
 
    Ashley felt a pang of despair. There was no way that the old man could be really sure on that point. Life has a way of going in unexpected directions, but in his case, it was incontrovertibly true. He would never be anything more than the property of Mistress Misery. 
 
      
 
    He knelt down and sobbed for sheer despair. He felt at the same time a little pang of disloyalty towards his Owner. He should really have contacted her. He knew that She loved to see her pets cry. 
 
      
 
    The End (or is it…) 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading this book. I do hope you enjoyed it, and it stirred something in you. A positive review on Amazon would be so much appreciated. If you have any comments or questions I can be contacted via: 
 
    https://cruellapainfemdomauthor.com/ 
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