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    Obsessive Compulsive Order 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver Sandbrook couldn’t resist a smirk as he sat down and regarded Dr Vaughn Smith, behavioural psychiatrist, MD PhD LCSW, sitting opposite. 
 
      
 
    For all the generous dimensions of the man’s desk and the prominently displayed certificates of excellence behind him on the wall, he presented rather a pathetic spectacle. There was a sheen of perspiration on the bald top of his head and he trembled subtly all over, his eyes wide and afraid. Indeed, it looked for all the world as if their roles had been reversed; Oliver Sandbrook the composed, confident professional, and Dr Smith the suffering patient. 
 
      
 
    The psychiatrist looked quickly to each side, and then to the closed door of the spare consulting room, as if contemplating some sort of escape. 
 
      
 
    Some hope, thought Oliver, glancing up at the neat little webcam installed in one corner with a full view of the proceedings. 
 
      
 
    Apart from the state of the psychiatrist, everything spoke of an organised, safe space, nicely proportioned and tastefully decorated in warm but not oppressive hues of cream and dark wood. He remembered how nicely Dr Smith had gelled with that pleasant ambience on their first meeting. He recalled with a smile how attentive and professional he had been, his round bespectacled head intelligently inclined as Oliver had outlined his problems regarding being duped out of all his money by his online obsession with dominant women. 
 
      
 
    Oh, Oliver could tell that he was somewhat surprised by the details of the case he laid out for him that day, but he was Dr. Smith Ph.D, and he was confident he could cure anything from a behavioural point of view. 
 
      
 
    He was the ideal sort of victim for Her, Oliver reflected. Past middle age and very respectable, quietly wealthy, single or divorced. Comfortable and self-satisfied, with church or community affiliations. Much like Oliver himself had once been. 
 
      
 
    He drank in the tension, misery and despair in the man’s face, feeding on his helplessness and the unspoken plea for release, for some measure of mercy. His body tingled with the pleasure of it, the manifestation of Her Will made flesh, the focus and the fire and the altar glowing blissfully through his energised, rapt body. His mind thought of nothing but how to magnify this event for Her, how to increase Her pleasure, and so increase his own. He had no other interests. 
 
      
 
    He shuddered as he seemed to hear Her throaty, cold laughter in his head, and then her amused, low pitched voice: 
 
      
 
    Good bitch. 
 
      
 
    The pleasure of it thrilled through him, and his prick stirred pleasantly in his trousers. It was an unusual feeling as far as he was concerned. He was much more familiar with his cock coming up painfully within the confines of a chastity device whenever he got excited, which was a lot of the time. She had allowed him to release himself just for this one day. For this one job, because Mr Smith, Doctor of Psychiatry, was going to suck his cock and swallow his cum. 
 
      
 
    Ordinarily, Oliver would not have been excited by the thought of someone performing fellatio on him. His energy was all submissive in character, but because it pleased Her, that was all that mattered.  
 
      
 
    Poor Mr Smith looked like he could do with a bit of emergency counselling as he stood up and stared his erstwhile patient, looking pleadingly at him for some sign that mercy was going to be forthcoming. Mr Sandbrook smiled a thin, humourless smile. Mistress Misery loved begging and tears, almost as much as She liked ignoring them, and he had likewise developed a taste for cruelty. 
 
      
 
    Oliver watched Mr Smith as he closed his eyes, buried his face briefly in his hands. He wondered if he was going to cry. Mistress Misery so loved tears. He glanced up again at the webcam. He knew that She would certainly be watching, enjoying it. 
 
      
 
    He knew that it would not only be the psychiatrist that gave her pleasure as he suffered and bent under Her Will, but she would be enjoying the way Oliver relished it, too, enjoying the pleasure and satisfaction that rose in him as the pathetic sight. The original Oliver Sandbrook had been known for his kindliness. The present one hardly remembered him at all. If he did so, his contempt for that former self was intense and total. He had known nothing then. Nothing till that fateful contact with Mistress Misery, his Goddess and Owner. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Smith had suspected nothing of course. Oliver did look a bit like a wreck of a man. Certainly, he could point to a wreck of a life. He had been quite wealthy once, with a house in a nice district, and the manager’s role at quite a large supermarket. He had been popular and effective, and didn’t really think much more about it. Even his divorce had left him essentially unaffected. It wasn’t till he had stumbled into Her orbit that he had been deeply touched at all. Deeply touched he had been, and he had given everything up to serve a Higher Power. He shared a rental with another of Mistress Misery’s slaves, and worked at a public lavatory full time. Life started when he was enslaved. Before that, he didn’t even know that he had a soul. Until She consumed it, ate it from the inside, left a vacant space. Until She filled the void with Her own Evil Energy, submissive bliss beyond any dream of fulfilment and happiness. 
 
      
 
    Just like this one, he thought, he knew nothing of the truth. Until now. 
 
      
 
    Oh, the man had been so sleek, so amused, so easy in his professional poise. So comfortable in his smart casual clothes. All that it took was one look at something that pierced him to the depths. Those glittering black eyes, staring at him. He shuddered as they suddenly appeared in his own mind’s eye, turning his insides instantly to mush, bringing fear, adoration, worship, inextricably linked, self-supporting. 
 
      
 
    He remembered how unsure the doctor had been when he had given him the link to Her site, written on a square of paper, and asked him to contact Her on his behalf. To get Her to leave him in peace and stop raping his wallet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I couldn’t do that,” he had gushed, nervously. “This is all confidential.” 
 
      
 
    But Oliver had pleaded with him to do so, arguing that he could use his credentials to convince Her that there was damage being done, that it was abusive and wrong. He had a moral right to do so, a moral obligation to do so. 
 
      
 
    After a period of this sort of argument, he had seen that Mr Smith was beginning to waver and he had smiled inside. He knew that the man would at least visit Her site, and then having been there, contact Her on his behalf, telling himself that he had no interest. 
 
      
 
    From that moment, he would be Hers. A new life would inevitably begin. A much deeper life. She would take him to places inside himself that he didn’t even know existed, for all his qualifications and research. And once She took him there, he would have no way to get back. 
 
      
 
    She had allowed him a glimpse of that initial meeting, no doubt to feed his own addiction to Her cruelty. 
 
      
 
    Oliver had been summoned to his PC by text in his little bedsit that he shared with the male lover who was also a slave of Hers, made to watch the fruits of his labours. 
 
      
 
    He read the initial email from Mr Smith, forwarded to him, a very official and snooty account of the way in which his client was being wrongfully treated and impoverished and a threat to expose Her if She did not stop. 
 
      
 
    He could have somehow warned the man not to take up the invitation to discuss the matter further with Her on cam for free. He could have shouted at him to flee while he still could. But he was already caught. When the cam image appeared on his own PC, he was looking at Mr Smith’s earnest, tight face, pallid and slightly out of focus, but still recognisably the man who had been giving him counselling sessions. He could have done all this, but he did not. He was enjoying it too much. It fed his evil desire for degradation and pain, the need that She had instilled and encouraged him him. The twisted pleasure that She had nurtured and developed in the absence of the personality She had first deleted so completely. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Mr Smith,” had come Her voice, so husky and unhurried, and incredibly sexy, as the live cam session had started. 
 
      
 
    Oliver recalled how difficult it had been for the man to speak. He had always been such a smooth talker in the counselling sessions, so intelligent and articulate. The sight of his Mistress in her red latex bustier, with her breasts pushing nearly out of the top, her choker of beautiful pearl rows, her round, soft, feminine face framed by red, shoulder length tresses. And her black, hypnotic eyes. These had plainly hit him like a truck. Oliver remembered how he had sniggered at that. 
 
      
 
    “I’m very w-worried about, Mr Sandbrook,” he had managed at last. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she had replied, “I had no idea that it was hurting him like that. Tell me about it.” 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith had proceeded to do so, very nervously, outlining all the mental torment and internal anguish that Her treatment of him had precipitated. At each new detail, his Mistress had questioned him further, about the drugs he had prescribed and the intimate particulars of his treatment. Oliver had of course taken no drugs whatever, nor needed any. Mistress Misery was the only drug he needed, and after that narcotic, everything else paled into insignificance.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I had no idea, he was feeling so hurt about it,” he remembered Her saying, after he had given Her the complete picture.  
 
      
 
    “So, you’ll leave him be?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course,” she had said. “And I want to be kept up to date with his recovery. I am very concerned that he should recover.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Mr Smith had said, “there will be no need for that. I am sure that he will get over it perfectly well.” 
 
      
 
    “I insist on it,” his Mistress had said, firmly. “I think you at least owe it to me to let me participate a little in his cure, since I have been involved in the disease.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, OK,” he had said, confused. 
 
      
 
    Mr Sandbrook remembered sniggering at that, too. It was certainly a very common thing for men to be confused when they were in Her presence. Her image and sexuality created conflicts in their minds, awakened needs that they didn’t really want to acknowledge. She turned clear situations into uncertainty, known values suddenly lost their foundations.  
 
      
 
    “And you are such a dear, Mr Smith,” she had continued in that smooth, throaty voice, “I want to reward you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, t-thats not really necessary….” 
 
      
 
    Oliver had smirked at that, and drank in the glassy, hypnotised expression that came over the man’s face. The sort of fascinated, horrified rictus that he imagined came over a mouse as it stared into the unblinking eyes of a snake, in the two or three heartbeats before it struck. He knew what was happening, and felt his own pulse quicken at the thought of Her lifting Her breasts free of the red latex and letting them hang there, right in front of his eyes. He thought of her tweaking and fondling her nipples with those red nails. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t be mean, Mr Smith,” he had heard Her say, against the roaring in his ears, “I can’t give you much. Let me do this little thing. Undo your trousers.” 
 
      
 
    Oliver understood that time stands still when something really transcendent happens to you, when your ego is simply wiped out by an utterly absorbing and transformative feeling. He knew that it was happening to Mr Smith. There was nothing in the world at that moment but Her breasts, Her throaty, compelling voice, and the hard, throbbing need at his crotch. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” she had purred, with a slight giggle, “take it in your hand and enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    Oliver knew that She had not set the system up so he could be overheard or seen, but he had to stifle a laugh. Mr Smith was exactly the sort of flabby, self-satisfied middle aged man that one always imagined peeking through keyholes and wanking in porn movies.  
 
      
 
    “Slowly,” said Mistress Misery, “these moments should be savoured…” 
 
      
 
    Of course, Oliver knew exactly who was actually going to be doing the savouring of the moment, and it wasn’t Mr. Smith. He knew that the process of initial entrapment was one of Her favourite times. Like a deadly spider gently placing Her gossamer threads around a fly that didn’t even realise it was in a web, let alone becoming ensnared. It was at that point that Her prey was already caught, wanking away in front of that camera that was recording everything, and She urged him to go slower, and slower, laughing all the while. 
 
      
 
    But Oliver was savouring it, too. His prick was hard in his chastity device, swelling painfully against the steel. He enjoyed the way the man’s normal, cheerful manner had been replaced with a sort vacant, bestial anxiety. He loved the way in which this man’s comfortable world had been shaken and his certainties undermined. Oliver had once had such an existence, till he had become enslaved by Mistress Misery. Now he enjoyed seeing new victims suffer the same fate, felt Her pleasure at their fear and despair, Her stimulation at their gradual descent. 
 
      
 
    When he had been reduced to a lavatory attendant in a rented bedsit, his house and old life stripped from him, he had thought himself as low as he could get. When he was made to perform glory hole fellatio on cam for her pleasure with a succession of Her enslaved men, he had thought he couldn’t be degraded any further. But how little he knew!  
 
      
 
    Inside, his former values had still been largely intact. He was still being forced to some extent. But over time, he began to enjoy it more and more. She made him live in subspace, time and time again, Her spiked heel metaphorically on his neck, keeping him sexualised, turning him gradually into a creature of pleasure, of blissful surrender. Now there was no need for his Mistress to use any force at all. He was filled only with Her Will, and the absolute need to serve it, and his only satisfaction was pleasing Her.  
 
      
 
    He looked at Mr Smith again and smiled. It was not like the smiles he had used to smile years ago when he was a much respected and liked manager of a supermarket. He had been a very cheerful person then, and his brown eyes used to sparkle so nicely. Almost everyone had liked his easy warmth. Now his eyes were almost empty, but for a sort of underlying hunger. A bland brown that looked at things like a hungry beggar might look at a pizza delivery man. They were devoid of everything but a calculating, cold intent. When he smiled now, it was a mere tightening of his mouth, showing his teeth. 
 
      
 
    He could fake somewhat of his old self, like a coat that he used to wear, if the need arose, but never with any sincerity. Inside he was always Her creature, working Her Will. It was easy with psychiatrists anyway, they expected you to be insincere at first, nervous and broken inside. Mr Smith had suspected nothing. Still suspected nothing. 
 
      
 
    Eventually the man had spurted, coming in great gasps, as if he had run a hundred metres, staring around himself as if he didn’t recognise his own room.  
 
      
 
    Oh, Oliver remembered those times so well. The way in which the magic just disappeared as the cum spurted out. The way in which sanity returned, the spirit returned, kindness and consideration returned. The higher self returned. And the way in which panic came as the re-awakened ego suddenly realised what had happened in the wider context, feverishly running internal calculations to see what had been gained, what lost, what the cost might yet be. The implications. 
 
      
 
    Too late, thought Oliver, with a thrill of perverse pleasure. It had been too late for Mr Smith when he had broken the confidentiality of their little talks. Oh, of course it had been for the best motives, and he had begging him to do it, but even so, it wasn’t good. And there was only Oliver’s word that had he had asked him. No, of course, Mr Smith had merely visited Mistress Misery’s site out of his own sexual interest. He had somehow stolen the details because he had been attracted to financial domination and even discussed his case just to try and get some action. And then of course there was the wanking himself on cam. That really had drawn a line under it. 
 
      
 
    “There,” Oliver remembered Mistress Misery saying, in her breathy, intimate voice “that wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 
      
 
    “N-no,” Mr Smith had answered. “T-thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you are very welcome.” 
 
      
 
    Oliver had watched as Mr Smith had cleaned himself up as best he could, snickering. He could almost imagine what was going on inside his head. How on earth had he been stupid enough to do that? Oliver remembered reading somewhere that the average recovery time after ejaculation for sexual chemistry to begin again in males was around twenty minutes. Mr Smith had spent five of those already with a box of Kleenex. Twenty minutes without a sexual thought. It almost never happened to Oliver, because he was so rarely allowed to cum, and even then it was managed so that there was only the discharge of semen without satisfaction, which did not interrupt the chemistry. Mistress Misery knew Her business in that regard. Oliver smirked again when he reflected that it would not be long before dear Mr Smith was fitted for his chastity device. 
 
      
 
    It really was the oldest story. Sexual favours from a woman always resulted in lifetime obligations for a man, one way or the other. One moment’s weakness, and the collar went round the neck, and the chain clicked into place. Enjoy it or fight it, that was the way of things. Admittedly, thought Mr Sandbrook, not many females took it to the lengths that Mistress Misery did. Not many Females taught a man the full meaning of enslavement, the utter superiority of Femininity.  
 
      
 
    “Now, I want regular updates of poor Oliver’s progress,” Mistress Misery had continued, “I will require You to give me a report after every session.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m sure he’ll be fine now,” said Mr Smith, in a gushy, breathless voice. “I shouldn’t really be discussing the details…I’m sure you understand…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I understand, Mr Smith,” She’d replied, with a smile. “You broke client confidentiality for entirely the best reasons. But nevertheless it was a serious breach of trust that would not look well on your CV. I am just asking you to do the same for me as you did for Oliver. No one needs to know.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah…” 
 
      
 
    Then he had just started to feel the net closing just a little. Oliver could see it. The uncertainty. His instinct was to run and never come back, plain as plain on his cherubic face, but the veiled threat gave him pause. Would it be so bad just to let her know how Oliver was doing? She obviously cared about him, and he had already gone against the confidentiality thing with her. 
 
      
 
    Looking at Mr. Smith again now, he saw the sagging, beaten look in his face, the hopeless eyes. One day there will be hunger there, Oliver thought, when he is properly addicted to Her. It was all too new for him. He wasn’t really enjoying it yet, but he would. Mistress Misery would light that diabolical fire in him, that hunger for submission and cruelty. 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith slowly stood up and moved round towards Oliver, whose prick was already rock hard. He sank to his knees before him with a little sigh of despair. 
 
      
 
    Oliver was extremely submissive. Mistress Misery had made him so, but he still found it very erotic to see this new slave of Hers submit to him. As in hell, he reflected, there was a strict ranking system, and he was definitely higher up the chain that Mr Smith. It was only right that he should have to suck his cock. 
 
      
 
    He fondly remembered the first meeting after the initial contact between the psychiatrist and Mistress Misery. The man had tried very hard to keep to the usual professional manner and easy delivery, the quiet positivity, but Oliver could see the dark rings around his eyes where he had not slept well, and the almost imperceptible tremble in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “It’s good news,” the man had said, with a smile that was slightly too wide, “I have spoken to the, er, woman you mentioned and she has agreed to leave you be.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s such a relief, I can’t tell you. I think it was mainly her that was keeping me down.” 
 
      
 
    “She seems quite a generous woman, actually,” he’d gone on to say. 
 
      
 
    Oliver had remembered choking on a snort at that little revelation. 
 
      
 
    “Indeed,” Mr Sandbrook had said at last, “She always likes to have someone to look after. She goes from one to the other.” 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith swallowed, and Oliver was amused to see that uncertainty again.  
 
      
 
    “It must be interesting from a psychological point of view, Mr Smith,” continued Oliver, “I mean the whole spectrum of symbolic archetypes are basically feminine. There’s the male phallus, and that’s about it. How the intervention of femininity changes everything.” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes, of course,” agreed the doctor, “I’m sure that’s true. We are taught that all stories perpetuate the ancient archetypes, and most of the powerful ones are feminine.” 
 
      
 
    “All that desperation to airbrush females out of divinity for a while,” mused Oliver, “all those chaste male gods, pure of spirit, and maybe they were wise, who tried it, but oh dear; one flash of ass, or glimpse of cleavage, and suddenly it all falls apart and becomes something else, like oil spreading on water, bringing a spectrum of new colours.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” said Mr Smith, nodding, a little gloomily. 
 
      
 
    “There is no overcoming them. The only thing you can do is run. Run hard and run far.” 
 
      
 
    There had been a silence then, as Oliver recalled. It had been already too late for Mr Smith. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhh, I’m too old and long in the tooth for all that,” Mr Smith has said, finally. “It’s like stirring up and old dog to try and teach new tricks.” 
 
      
 
    Oliver smiled, remembering. It was like one of those horny horror flicks where a stone figure was made to stir by the spell of a sorceress, compelled to move after centuries of stillness, recalled by the ancient, unforgettable power of Her soft, chanting voice. So it was with Mr Smith, respectable and past it as he might have considered himself. Nevertheless he was still subject to Her Will, obliged to move like a slow, deliberate robot, sinking down onto his knees before Oliver, as he opened his trousers and freed his stiff, throbbing prick so that it jerked and throbbed in front of Mr Smith’s face. 
 
      
 
    He chuckled throatily as he wanked himself, just diabolically as any devil from a story book might gloat over a trapped and helpless victim. Mistress Misery would be enjoying that aspect, he knew, sharing in Her Sadistic Pleasure, magnifying it.  
 
      
 
    My soul doth magnify Her Will. He smiled at that. It was a biblical quotation with a blasphemous ending and arose in him without thought, from some long buried well of long dead code.  
 
      
 
    "Lick me first, whore," he said, as Mr Smith made to take him into his mouth with every appearance of trying to get it over with. 
 
      
 
    One thing he had learned under Mistress Misery that Her pleasure should never be rushed. Never under any circumstances. She loved to see things happen by inches, elongated and extended, loved the moment. Too clearly Oliver saw that even stretched out almost to infinity sometimes, that the clock never stopped ticking, and that darkness awaited them both. Maybe he might have gone to another place once, but he was consumed with Her Will now, and there was no eternity in it, surely no eternity, for theirs was no sort of love. It was the antithesis of love, it was the poison that ate it. Ohhhh, it was such a pleasure to see someone else being eaten, though, such an exquisite pleasure. 
 
      
 
    "Taste it, slowly..." 
 
      
 
    He chuckled as Mr Smith whimpered a useless denial. 
 
      
 
    Oliver thought of those hammy horror films where the victim is just on the point of complete capitulation in some black rite, where the Demon is laughing at the imminent success of all his diabolical plans. Just at that point where the saviour in gilded armour is supposed to arrive and save the day.  
 
      
 
    "Lick the head," said Oliver, enjoying the fact that no one and nothing ever got in the way of Mistress Misery's pleasure.  
 
      
 
    He had not been involved directly in his training after that first day, but he could imagine how it had gone well enough, as he had been very similarly reprogrammed years before. It felt like years before, but was it really only recently? He frowned. His former life seemed like another country altogether. 
 
      
 
    It was all so easy now with the power of the Net. The technology was so incredible. Mr Smith had been obliged to submit reports to Mistress Misery after every session of therapy, but of course She was not at all interested in Oliver's state of mind. She knew all about that, because She had constructed it. He had fallen deeper and deeper under Her spell, opening up that dark well in the soul of every man that let in the blissful surrender of subspace. Once that tingling, arousing poison had stained a man's psyche, he was never the same again. More and more he desired it, and She was the font, the source, feeding him more and more of it, turning him, transforming him, ever more submissive, ever more needy. She might have done the whole thing in a few days, but it stretched out over weeks. She had so many other pathetic projects, Oliver knew, and She enjoyed the long game, the patient game. He had never known anyone so patient. 
 
      
 
    He well knew that the pleasure of obeying Her eventually becomes the nectar of life, the focus and She could therefore decide what would excite him, what would bring the bliss into his empty soul. Oliver had found after some research that a lot of Dommes (and there were thousands who had discovered their power now) enjoyed turning their slaves gay. They loved to imprint them with a new, humiliating connection from which they could never afterwards escape. Before even more degrading kinks, they nearly always make them suck cock.  
 
      
 
    They may have never had a single thought of doing it in the past, but the humiliation of it now acted as a powerful aphrodisiac.  
 
      
 
    "Take out your cock," he said, "wank yourself as you suck me. I know you're locked, but just work the cage." 
 
      
 
    Oliver never thought he had it in him to be commanding, but here he was, with a dark, stony glare that brooked no disobedience, telling Mr Smith exactly what to do. He knew that it was not actually his coercion that was the telling factor in all of this. He knew that it was Mistress Misery, but he so enjoyed acting as Her lieutenant, one or Her enslaved demons furthering Her Will.  
 
      
 
    Looking back, how happy had he really been resigned in slippers in his bachelor pad, watching the news and shaking his head, maintaining company policy in the supermarket of which he had been manager. He remembered that it had always been difficult to get up any sort of enthusiasm, particularly in the mornings. There wasn't anything particular to look forward to. The ordinary errands and ordinary meetings. Life had been so bloody ordinary, and he had no idea that life could ever be anything else. It was hardly likely that he would have started any sort affair with the secretary. He knew that he had been unexciting in the least to his female subordinates. If he'd been married that might have been something for them to try and test, but he hadn't really had any sort of real authority. There was no real point in getting him on a string.  
 
      
 
    Life was very different for him now. He burned inside with diabolical energy, fired with the lust and need that Mistress Misery had awoken in him. Just as She was insatiable, so he had become so, too. 
 
      
 
    In the beginning he had desperately tried to warn people off when She had put him on assignment to attract new victims. But now he luxuriated in their danger, drank in their despair, and expressed perfectly the deep meaning of the role that She had assigned to him. 
 
      
 
    He smiled at Mr Smith's slight whimper as he took hold of the gleaming steel that was locked around his cock and began to move it back and forth. It was already struggling uselessly to get hard inside its little merciless trap, Oliver noted with a snicker. 
 
      
 
    Once the chastity device gets fitted and locked, that is goodbye to your old self, he thought. It wasn't just that it was much more difficult to cum with it in place. That was the least of it. The very least. It is the very fact of it being there 24/7. It was the physical reminder of the fact that you are owned and controlled by somebody else. You can work the cage back and forth for ages and eventually cum, but what does that achieve? That only brings total despair because, guess what? That cage is still going nowhere. You kneel there with the cum dripping through the cage and you have to spend five minutes cleaning it up. Then you have to sit down and gasp for a while like a landed fish. All sorts of desperate escape plans go through your head, how you might take it off without Her knowing. You're too scared to openly defy Her. You even think about chucking yourself off the nearest bridge, but you know with a sickening, sinking feeling that you won't do that. Mistress Misery is so clever about checking the lock, that there is no chance of fooling her. You groan as the first wave of chemical pleasure hits you, and the fact that you have proven that there is no escape from the cage makes is all the sweeter. That's when you hear Her laughter, that cold, heartless snicker.. 
 
      
 
    Even now he heard it and his made him shiver. That's when it hits you that it is best to cum as little as possible. 
 
      
 
    Chastity is there when you wake up. It's there all day, and it's there when you go to bed. It's there when you go to work, its certainly there when you have to squat to pee, just like a girl. It's there when you sit, it's there when you stand, its there when you walk, it's there every second, reminding you of who you now are, and who owns your ass. 
 
      
 
    There are the initial stages when it wears the skin sore, and seems an incredible inconvenience, but then your cock and balls adapt to it over time, and your psychology also gets used to it. Where you are forever begging for release, eventually it is freedom that you dread. Life without Her Iron Grip around your balls is suddenly wrong, insecure, unfixed and it is a relief to be but back in the cage. Mistress Misery loved every stage of that process. She enjoyed the initial shock and discomfort, the useless pleadings about soreness and 'everyone will notice the bulge', right through to the point where chastity had become an essential part of their existence. 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith was still learning, still adjusting. He had a long way to go. He had only just started to suck cock, after all. 
 
      
 
    "That's it, lover boy," he chuckled, "now lick me." 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith leaned forwards and put out his tongue nervously. 
 
      
 
    "And you'd better look like you're enjoying it." 
 
      
 
    Oliver wondered how the financial arrangements were working out. He knew that She would get it all eventually, but there was no telling how quickly She was draining Mr Smith of cash. In Oliver's case he hadn't been earning enough to keep Her interest long. She surely was very rich by now anyway. His house must have netted her 250k, for a start. He suffered a little twinge of loss over that, even now, and it turned to anger towards the good doctor, who had his head between Oliver's legs and was licking round his bell end. 
 
      
 
    He dearly wanted to see Mr. Smith destitute. Oliver had to share a measly bedsit with another of Mistress Misery's victims. They cleaned a public toilet that She privately owned, and after it closed it was the scene of the most disgusting and debauched sexual activity. Oliver badly wanted Mr Smith to be sent there and degraded as he had been, all on cam of course for Mistress Misery's pleasure. She of course paid him nothing but a subsistence wage, and it actually turned quite a nice profit during the day, at 20p a go. Oliver had always felt sorry for the person at the turnstile in that pathetic little plastic booth. Now it was his job, with his flatmate, and he had to keep the lavatory and shower cubicle scrupulously clean, too. 
 
      
 
    It was just possible that the psychiatrist was earning enough cash to make it worth Her while to leave him in his day job. That sort of thing he wasn't party to. Anyway, the man was sucking his cock, so that made things fine for the moment. He had no idea how many slaves Mistress Misery actually controlled. He guessed it might run seriously to numbers by now. He felt a bitter pang of jealousy at the thought that there might be some who had been trapped for longer, or given greater scope, become more valued. 
 
      
 
    He grinned as Mr Smith began to go to work properly on his cock, taking it right inside and trying his best to give head, just as he had seen girls doing it a thousand times on porn sites. 
 
      
 
    He looked down as the man suddenly withdrew from his task and simply broke down in tears, his body wracked by great spasmodic sobs. 
 
      
 
    Oliver glanced up at the webcam and knew that Mistress Misery would be drinking this in greedily. She so loved tears. For Her it was proof that She was affecting Her victims in a deep and real way, messing with their emotions, and undermining their fundamental character. 
 
      
 
    "It's all right," said Oliver. The words were kind, but he could not infuse them with any warmth. He meant that it was all right, as in satisfactory to the purposes of Mistress Misery. 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith looked up at him miserably. 
 
      
 
    "I c-can't to it...." he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    Oliver laughed at that. It had a demonic, demented quality as the sound echoed round his little office. 
 
      
 
    "Change is hard, Mr Smith," he said. "No one said it was easy to become another person. Why do you think there's so much talk about 'breaking' someone's will? Sound painless to you?" 
 
      
 
    They had arrived at that beautiful point where the male ego begins to cry out, his identity realises that it's under attack and it holds on, makes a stand, cries out with the impossible tension of being pushed past what it can accept.  
 
      
 
    "Let the tears come, Mr Smith," he said, "pretty soon they will dry up, and in their place, a new sense of who you are. Now work that cage." 
 
      
 
    "Please," said the doctor, holding his hands as if in prayer, "don't make me do it." 
 
      
 
    He laughed again. 
 
      
 
    "Pray to who you like, it won't make any difference to Her. But by all means resist and cry and plead. She loves it when they do that. Beg Her, with tears streaming down in little rivers. Face the camera so She can see them. That's it, pray to Her." 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith didn't do so. He knew in his heart that She would just laugh at him.  
 
      
 
    "Don't worry about the tears," he reiterated, "it's just your old life leaking out. Your old character being forced out by what is coming behind. Believe me there is no room in anyone's soul for anything other than Mistress Misery once She begins to grow inside you. She is as irresistible as a tree root, or the spring tide. It's like a dark seed, and a dark tree. Let all the former things go Mr. Smith, they are doomed. Don't think about them any more. Embrace your new life. Your life as Her slave. There is nothing else to be done." 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith looked up at him with blank, despairing eyes, and Oliver snickered at the sight. He was certainly  starting to realise the full significance of what was happening to him. This wasn't just a rebalancing of his life to include a healthy amount of erotic pleasure along with everything else. This wasn't a wholesome process. This was possession. Possession of the body, yes, of course, but possession of everything else, too. He was being deleted inside and made new. He was being swallowed up, and there wasn't a single thing he could do about it. He couldn't resist. Mistress Misery had made him want it. She was the most blissful addictive drug there ever could be. 
 
      
 
    That was the real source of despair. The knowledge deep down that if he ran, he would only have to come back, only have to grovel again and beg Her to control him. What would be the point of that? Such a waste. 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith let out another profound whimper of despair and snivelling slightly, leaned back towards Oliver’s cock, hard and erect, bouncing slightly with precum glistening on the tip. Oliver moaned a little with pleasure as Mr Smith's tongue ran over his glistening, bloated helmet. 
 
      
 
    He looked up behind the man's desk and smiled at all the awards and qualifications that hung on the wall. He was about to add 'certified cocksucker' to that list of honours.  
 
      
 
    All those hours at University and years of intelligent debate. All that was being fried, poisoned, consumed by the wicked chemistry that nothing could oppose, the sweet venom of submission to Mistress Misery, the bliss of servitude to Her, the purity of the worship of Her.  
 
      
 
    Mr Smith groaned and his mouth closed around Oliver's prick. 
 
      
 
    "Yes," said Oliver, breathing a little harder. It was so affirmative and full of diabolical energy. He knew that his Owner would be enjoying every moment of this. She would no doubt be recording it. 
 
      
 
    He knew that this would probably be their last session in the consulting room. After this, Mr Smith would hopefully be introduced to the pleasures of the lavatory he ran with Mr Priestley. He ran a glory hole there after hours for select guests of Mistress Misery and he could just see Mr Smith there, chained to a cubicle wall by a collar and short chain, kneeling on the hard tiles, taking yet another hard cock into his cum filled mouth. The process didn't take all that long. It was a downward spiral all right, and it always amazed him how quickly men could be so degraded, even with Mistress Misery enjoying all the steps in between. 
 
      
 
    Oh, the taste of cum in your mouth, and the warm drips from a flaccid ass trying uselessly to hold the gooey fluid in. The sort of thing that is only supposed to happen in fantasies. Mr Smith would have to lie on the tiles and take all that came out of everyone's ass, certainly at first. That was always the way, though of course Mistress Misery sometimes had her own ideas, if she was watching on that particular evening. She sat around screens, Oliver knew, all live images of slave activity, all Her tormented, degraded, addicted victims, worshipping Her. And through Her beauty salons, she was always recruiting new Dommes. Just as She revealed in men their fatal weakness and exploited it, so She revealed in Females their essential strength, and taught them how to use it. 
 
      
 
    It really was a revolution that grew and grew, thought Oliver, and he was bang up to date.  
 
      
 
    Mr Smith had taken him deeper now, using his tongue to excite him. He was starting to enjoy himself, Oliver could tell. He was going straight to hell with Mistress Misery's leash round his neck. He might as well enjoy it.  
 
      
 
    The thought of having another man's mouth round his cock had never excited him, until the day Mistress Misery decided he was going to turn gay, just as She always did with Her male slaves, as far as he knew. After that, he had gotten quite a taste for it, just has She had intended. He really looked forward to after hours in the lavatory, taking one up his slack ass pussy or licking another cock to orgasm, or maybe both together, which had happened more than once. And the taste of cum had taken on such a strong association with sexual pleasure that the very smell of it almost got him hard straightaway, or as hard as he could be in his chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    All of that was unimaginable in his former life, but that was what falling under the spell of Mistress Misery was like. 
 
      
 
    He felt himself slowly building to a climax as Mr Smith continued to work enthusiastically on his engorged prick. He felt his whole body tightening, twisting into an icon of sexual expression. Lights flashed in his head and his mouth hung open. Oh YES!!!!! 
 
      
 
    He gripped the man's head as he came powerfully into his mouth. Ohhhh! The months and months since he had last been allowed to cum properly! It was as if his very soul was being pumped out of him. He bent backwards with a shuddering moan and jerked his last over Mr. Smith's exhausted face. 
 
      
 
    And then it came. As the last of the his cum dribbled out over the man's lips and ran down his chin, the chemistry of lust entirely ceased. It was as though a great orchestra that had utterly swept him along in a great, bestial march just moment before had suddenly fallen silent, the players rotted corpses sitting still at crumbled away instruments. Not even the memory of their tune remained. Just and empty, terrible silence. 
 
      
 
    Oliver wanted to collapse to the floor and hold his head in his hands, but he did not do so. The animating power of sex might have utterly forsaken him for the moment, but his fear of Mistress Misery was not affected. 
 
      
 
    "Swallow it," he said, as Mr Smith hesitated. "Turn to the camera and swallow it like a whore." 
 
      
 
    Oliver had often wondered why sexual activity was so damn tiring. Surely it didn't take all that amount of energy? Ten minutes? How much energy could really be consumed in that small amount of time? He felt so completely worn out. 
 
      
 
    He still obeyed. He was still Her creature, but the pleasure in it had gone. He remembered reading about a 'Dark Lord' in a storybook who filled all his armies with slavering hunger and appetite for slaughter, but once he was distracted with something else, the hordes hesitated, stopped, tried to remember what was so compelling, and by what means they had been tempted out of their villages to fight an enemy they did not know, nor had any natural quarrel with. 
 
      
 
    He looked down at Mr Smith, swallowing like a good slut, cum still in milky streams down his flushed, anxious face. He felt the first tingle of erotic energy at that, and his world began to gradually come back into focus. The doubts still nagged at him, but they were easily drowned out by the black tide that now steadily flowed back into his psyche with familiar sweetness, hungry for more. 
 
      
 
    YES. 
 
      
 
    The world glowed with dark energy again and he let out a sigh. The future was once more full of demonic potential and untold degradation. The collar was locked forever round his neck, and the chain leash went to Her hand, the red nails around the gleaming steel, and it felt GOOD. 
 
      
 
    “Now face the cam and kneel, slave,” he said curtly, pointing unnecessarily at the device that was recording the whole scene. 
 
      
 
    Oliver joined him and they both prostrated themselves before the impersonal lens. He imagined Her smiling that thin, sadistic smile, or maybe even that nickering, evil chuckle, as She looked down on Her trapped victims, Her tormented little pets, addicted to Her Cruel Ownership. 
 
      
 
    Oliver’s phone suddenly beeped. 
 
      
 
    Good work, slave. Back to your kennel. 
 
      
 
    A sweet glow enveloped him then, knowing that he had pleased Her. He got off his knees with one last adoring look, and then went out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mr Smith remained on his knees, and waited for the signal of an incoming message on his own phone, cum still on his face. 
 
      
 
    He got messages and emails from all sorts people several times a day and the audible alerts made him casually answer them, or maybe not if he was busy doing something else. Any communication from Her, however, was an entirely different matter. She had set up his phone so that Her messages made a different sound, of course, a wicked witch’s laugh, and it went right through Mr Smith every time the wild, cackling sound rang out. 
 
      
 
    But it wasn’t the sound, obviously, it was the sender that really freaked him out. He simply didn’t know what She was going to make him do next. He still didn’t understand how She was able to make him do things. He knew that they were not good for him, nor good for anyone. He knew that he was being poisoned inside, slowly but surely, but he didn’t seem to be able to stop it. And She enjoyed it with a deep, pervasive relish. He could see it in the black depths of her eyes, glittering, as he stared at Her like a mouse fascinated by a snake, caught by forces that he hadn’t even known existed. And deep down he enjoyed it, too, that was the worst of it. Enjoyed it to the depths of his soul. 
 
      
 
    The taste of cum was still in his mouth and the stale smell on his face, but he did not go to the toilet to clean himself. Not without permission from Her. A pleased Mistress Misery was bad enough, a displeased one was not to be even thought about. 
 
      
 
    The experience of sucking off Mr Sandbrook had been pretty underwhelming, if he was honest with himself, but he still felt marked. Still felt the stain. He was now a cocksucker, and a cum swallower. It imagined that it was like sex in general. The first time it normally is underwhelming, considering the outlandish claims that are made about it. He knew that there would be a second time, and so on, as he was sure Mistress Misery would be developing him in that area. No doubt there would be a time when a hard pulsating cock would just feel right in his mouth, and cum taste like nectar. He hoped so. It would be hard work otherwise. It’s hard being a whore in reality, he supposed, having to try and pretend that you’re having a good time. 
 
      
 
    He jumped as the cackling witch tone whipped round his office. 
 
      
 
    Buy another ‘Teens’ wank mag on your way home. The same place as usual. Make sure you still have the cum stains on your face. I’ll be checking you haven’t cleaned it when you get back. Hide the cam for now. Oh, and give Miss Phipps a smile from me, cocksucker. 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith buried his face in his hands. She had made him buy a pornographic magazine in the same corner shop every week for the past four weeks and they were surely getting to know him by now. A fifty something old pervert with a bent for teenage girls. 
 
      
 
    The whole thing had become so outdated now. Everyone just went online for porn. He couldn’t imagine why they still sold the stuff in corner shops. Obviously there must still be some sad old gits going in there and buying them. People always looked like squalid little perverts if they tried it, but at least there wasn’t really anywhere else to get them. Now he looked like a pervert who didn’t even know it was all out of date. 
 
      
 
    There were always families in that bloody shop, too, he thought, as he got to his feet and took the cam off the desk. Mistress Misery was no longer online, he knew, as he switched it off and put it away in the bottom drawer. Just the very fact that he had a webcam in his office would raise awkward questions. He did not own the premises, nor did he own the business. He just rented the space under strict terms as an associate counsellor and took his own fees, whilst benefiting from the company name and advertising. If they got a whiff of malpractice, he would be out of the door as soon as could be. 
 
      
 
    Firstly he had to get past Miss Phipps, the secretary, who sat in the front office as a sort of receptionist. She was one or those librarian types who always seemed to look at him with faint contempt. Mr Smith’s attempts as pleasantries had gotten him nowhere. She could be professionally pleasant with customers, but that was about it. 
 
      
 
    He took a moment to get himself together. He dared not clean his face of cum, because he knew She would indeed be checking on him later. Also, there was the need to impress Her. The need to try and please Her. He knew that his distress was what She liked. His pain was the way I which he worshipped Her, his agony the gift that he knew would impress Her. 
 
      
 
    He slipped into the lavatory first, as he needed to pee. That would give him a chance to steel himself as well. He went to one of the cubicles as he always had to now and locked himself in. He unbuckled his trousers, took down his panties, and squatted over the bowl. The weight of the steel cage made his cock hang down straight between his legs and it was a simple matter just to let the water run out through the little hole at the end of the steel device. He stared down at it and couldn’t resist a little smile. It did look so wickedly beautiful. The stainless rings gleamed round the limp shaft of his cock, connected to one round his balls that fitted together and was then locked, trapping the wicked device in place. The very fact that a male chastity device even existed and was enthusiastically fitted in place by a female was a mind-blowing thought. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was not a padlock that secured it closed but steel aircraft wire seal that only went one way and took special cutters to remove. They all had an individual number that was easy for Mistress Misery to identify. She was such a professional at this. Little padlocks could be quite easily sprung with the point of a knife, and the plastic seals interfered with without looking any different. These heavy seals were those that guaranteed valuable shipments in steel containers and there was no way of undoing them short of snipping through the wire with high torque cutters. 
 
      
 
    Mr Smith fingered the steel lock, letting it fall with a ‘click’ against the rings, and thought that it was an appropriate metaphor of the hold that Mistress Misery had over him. Elegant, strong, and unbreakable. 
 
      
 
    He got up off the toilet and went to clean his hands. He looked up in the mirror and tried to judge how obvious is was that he had dried cum on his face. He was glad that Oliver had made him swallow most of it. It certainly did look odd, as though he had soaped his face and not washed it off properly. No doubt She had taken a cam shot of it in order to compare later, so he couldn’t even try and swap the stains for soap residue. She was so clever. It never paid to try and fool her. That was the road to the sort of unpleasantness that left you thinking that you had been through a nightmare. 
 
      
 
    He might be all right if he just breezed through quickly. He looked at his watch and reasoned that the other counsellors would probably have gone home by now. It would only be Miss Phipps there, though she was fearsome enough. 
 
      
 
    It wouldn’t be good to delay too much. Mistress Misery was in all likelihood keeping good track of time, and unwarranted delays in carrying out Her instructions were not advisable.  
 
      
 
    In the end, Mr Smith just tried to brazen it out. He walked confidently down the stairs to the reception and gave Miss Phipps the minimum of acknowledgement as he turned to go out into the street. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a letter for you,” she said, curtly. “Arrived by hand about an hour ago.” 
 
      
 
    He paused, his heart beating. 
 
      
 
    What bloody rotten luck!! 
 
      
 
    She reached behind her and plucked an envelope from a pigeon hole. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get it tomorrow, Miss Phipps,” he gushed, nervously. 
 
      
 
    “It’s marked ‘Urgent’. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Smith hesitated. Miss Phipps never liked to be defied. He made a weak, unconvincing smile. Every woman is a dominatrix, he thought, with a shudder. It was like cracks in a dam, a dam of ignorance, with the power of Femininity as the water beginning to stream through. God help all men once it goes properly. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he said, almost inaudibly, as he reached out for the letter. Miss Phipps frowned at his face and wrinkled her nose. He lowered his eyes in shame and fled out of the door, his heart racing.  
 
      
 
    How on earth had he gone from a reasonably settled and respected professional to a wreck of a man with cum on his face after sucking off a client in his own office? He felt tears sting his eyes. 
 
      
 
    The worst of it was he couldn’t simply get into his car and drive home. He knew that he had to go to the corner shop to buy the magazine first. The tracking app She had installed on his phone would betray his every move, there was no way of fooling her. 
 
      
 
    He felt sick to the pit of his stomach at the prospect, but he knew that there was no way out. No escape. He got into his car and thought about driving it off a cliff, or into the path of a bus, but he knew that it was not going to happen. He knew that there was only one thing that was going to happen and that was exactly what Mistress Misery wanted to happen. The image of Her face came into his mind, the dark eyes drinking in his very soul. He wanted to please Her, to see that thin smile and the glitter of amusement in Her eyes. It was what he lived for now. 
 
      
 
    He switched on the engine and gripped the wheel, his hands trembling a little. He thought about the corner shop and recalled the last visit there. He had described it in great detail to Mistress Misery, who had required the full account later on cam. Standing before the magazine section was not difficult, there were all sorts of different stuff there, he could have been after anything. He could wait for his moment, when the queue was at its smallest, grab the porn and then pay for it quickly. But that day the only man in the queue had a winning lottery ticket to redeem, only a small sum but it seemed to take forever to process. The woman behind the counter and the man chatted away amicably and the minutes dragged on. Then the sound that Mr. Smith had dreaded, a mother with kids entering the shop behind him. The redness creeping up his neck, the embarrassment, the terror as he waited and waited with the pornographic magazine in his hand. 
 
      
 
    He remembered he had cried when he had eventually gotten home. It had been so humiliating. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Misery had enjoyed especially the part where he had cried, where he had broken down and wept for sheer emotional pain. He knew that he was being reduced, his self esteem gradually lowered and lowered, his self respect broken down. He knew that it was an essential part of what She did to Her victims. He only had to look at the vacuous, evil person Mr. Sandbrook had become to know what lay in store for him, but his present character had to be destroyed first, and public humiliation was the perfect way to do it.  
 
      
 
    Already he hardly knew himself. He had never been one of those ‘hail fellow, well met’ types, he had never been the life and soul of the party, but there had been a steadiness to his eye and firmness to his handshake when encountering new acquaintances, or people he did not know, certainly when they were of the male gender. Females he had always been awkward with, but he had hardly been alone there. He at least could look most people in the eye. Now he couldn’t meet anyone’s gaze at all. He avoided contact, fled from the other occupants of the block of flats where he lived. He closed the curtains and shut the sun out, shunned the balcony, and cut off the few acquaintances that he had who were interested enough to call him from time to time. He was too ashamed to meet with anyone socially. 
 
      
 
    His life was rapidly unravelling in a way that he wouldn’t have believed possible four months ago. Humiliation had brought him so far down that he despised himself for being weak, lost confidence in himself, lost entirely any sense of self worth. He felt the tears coming to his eyes again and had to wipe them before he could drive off. He reached down for a tissue from the box he kept on the passenger seat and noticed the letter that Miss Phipps had given him. 
 
      
 
    He picked it up and examined the handwriting, wondering who on earth would have sent him a letter like that, handed it in with no stamp. 
 
      
 
    He opened it and there was just a piece of paper with a few words on it. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy that, cocksucker? Next time I’m going to make you piss your trousers. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Smith looked down in shock, then realised that Mr Sandbrook had to have left it there for him somehow. 
 
      
 
    He knew that She wouldn’t relent until he was completely broken down inside and become Her obedient and mindless creature. The thought of it was incredibly sweet suddenly, and he realised that he wanted it to happen. He wanted to be pure in Her service, and let everything else go. He wanted to worship Her and serve Her, and know nothing else apart from Her Will. 
 
      
 
    Her Will was now for him to suffer humiliation again in the corner shop. It was getting worse each time as they came to recognise him as the sad old pervert who bought pornography. He steeled himself with the thought that, afterwards, a little bit more of himself would be lost, and She would be pleased. That was really all that mattered. All that would ever matter. 
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