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Sometimes bad things happen to good people…
 

…and everyone agreed that Mr Sandbrook was a good and kind man. Those who worked under his care at RightPrice Supermarket counted themselves very lucky to have him for a boss. Even his wife, who divorced him for another man ten years before had nothing worse to say of him than he was too good to be exciting, whatever that meant. Evidently the remainder of the female gender largely agreed with this, for despite his comfortable existence and secure living, no other woman had yet filled the space. This vacancy he bore, like everything else, with a certain frustrated patience.
 

Mr Sandbrook’s face seemed ideally formed for kindness, the full-fleshed cheeks and steady, mild brown eyes exuding a sort of bovine equanimity that had the effect of putting everyone at their ease, and soothing away any troublesome tension. The decor of his office, which he had chosen himself as far as possible, was easy on the eye, an unassuming shade of pale brown, and the carpet matched it perfectly. The plants were exactly the sort of size that were not lost in the space, and yet did not overpower it. His desk was, of course, scrupulously neat and tidy.
 

 
 

The morning that would utterly change his sedate life began with him trying to convey this general air of poise and kindliness at full force while sitting across from a man evidently in a very poor state indeed. He was conducting interviews for the post of junior floor operative, and Mr Priestley, the last applicant, was by far the least impressive of the crop. Not only was his age very much against him, the other interviewees being half his tally of years, but he seemed frail, desperate, nervous and trembling under the burden of some chronic form of fatigue.
 

“You can only do night-work, you say, Mr Priestley?” asked Mr Sandbrook, gently.
 

“T-that’s right,” replied the man, looking at him with eyes that gleamed as if with some sort of fever.
 

“Well,” said Mr Sandbrook, hesitating. He could see an easy way out. He could simply deny that there were any hours spare on that shift.
 

“I have to look after my mother during the day,” said Mr Priestley, quickly, as if sensing the moment was in danger of slipping away from him.
 

Mr Sandbrook let out a sympathetic sigh and nodded. 
 

“I understand completely,” he said. He leaned towards the applicant and lowered his voice to a theatrical whisper. “And the carers end up in a worse state than the patient, eh? And, of course, it’s difficult to earn.”
 

“Y-yes,” said Mr Priestley, nodding violently, “that’s right.”
 

Mr Sandbrook grasped the opportunity to do a good deed as he always did, with both hands.
 

“Welcome aboard, Mr Priestley.”
 

A fateful decision.
 

 
 

Mr Sandbrook had good reason to repent of his generosity soon afterwards, however. Almost immediately there were whispers of discontent from the other workers. Sandra, the night manageress, sought him out on three separate occasions to complain of him, and on the third she would not listen to any more of Mr Sandbrook’s pleas for clemency.
 

“Mr Sandbrook,” she said, firmly, (for no one was comfortable calling him ‘Oliver’), “he’s no good on the night shift and that’s flat.”
 

“But he can only work nights,” protested Mr Sandbrook, raising his palms upwards, “he has to see to a sick mother.”
 

“That’s not what I heard,” she replied, acidly.
 

“What?”
 

“He works at Stein and Butler’s in the City. The solicitors. A senior partner.”
 

“You must be mistaken, Sandra. He lives in Brook Street, according to his application. In a bedsit”
 

“A lie, too, no doubt. I have an eye-witness.”
 

Mr Sandbrook stared at her.
 

“But why would he want to work here, then? It doesn’t make sense.”
 

“Nothing about him makes sense,” said Sandra, darkly, “and he’s upsetting us all. I don’t want to do anyone down, but he’s not poor, and frankly, we need to be rid of him.”
 

Mr Sandbrook considered a moment.
 

“I’m disappointed that he lied to get the job,” he admitted, “but still, it is hardly a sacking offence.”
 

“You know how the night shift is, Mr Sandbrook. It’s like a little club. We all know each other and we all get on. But he stays by himself, like he’s afraid to talk. No wonder since he’s lied to us all. He’s a bad lot.”
 

Mr Sandbrook saw that she was not to be moved.
 

“All right, Sandra,” he said, with a deep sigh. “For the sake of everyone else, I’ll let him go. He’s still on probation, so there is no difficulty there. I’ll think of something that will let him down gently.
 

“Thank You, Mr Sandbrook.”
 

 
 

Mr Sandbrook dreaded giving anyone bad news, and was always very upset at having to pass any form of negativity on to anyone. Even so, he could not have predicted just how badly the necessary interview with Mr Priestley would go.
 

When he told him the news with as positive a spin as he could manage, the poor man buried his face in his hands, and then, with a spasmodic cry, slid from his chair and onto the carpet of the floor.
 

Mr Sandbrook had attended many a First Aid course, and jumped up at once to check for vital signs. Though the man did not respond to his voice, his chest rose and fell and his pulse continued, weak and fast, but holding up. Mr Sandbrook placed him in the recovery position and sent for an ambulance.
 

Ten minutes later, the paramedics bore him swiftly away and Mr Sandbrook was left shaken and alone in his office. He presumed he might have to give a statement to the police, but this did not worry him. He had nothing to accuse himself of. He calmed down his staff, saw that they returned gradually to their duties, and then sat down with a sigh at his desk. The whole affair of Mr Priestley had been strange from the outset, and it seemed appropriate that it should end in so remarkable a fashion.
 

As Mr Sandbrook mused on this, the abrupt beep of an incoming text message sounded nearby and made him jump. It was not his phone.
 

It sounded like it had come from where Mr Priestley had been sitting. A quick search of the chair revealed a mobile phone that had evidently slipped down between the cushion and the arm as the man had collapsed. He glanced at the display. Involuntarily, he read the first few words of the text as they were presented on the small screen.
 

Pay up, or ELSE!!! M
 

Mr Sandbrook froze and screwed up his eyes. He read the short message again. What on earth? He pushed the button marked ‘Read’ but no further characters were in evidence. All the other texts had evidently been deleted, too. Slowly, his mind began to put two and two together and the reason for Mr Priestley’s distress arose in his head like something stinking with menace from a swamp. The reason why Mr Priestley needed extra cash. Why he was living in a bedsit despite having a good job. The despicable reason that explained everything. Well might the man be haunted and distressed. Mr Sandbrook felt an uncharacteristic anger gather inside him. It was such a horrible thing, such a cowardly, evil and detestable thing to do to someone. He clenched his fist and drove it into his palm. 
 

Mr Priestley was being blackmailed!! 
 

With a trembling finger he pressed the reply button and tapped out the following:
 

Mr Priestley is in hospital. This phone will be passed to the police.
 

He nodded grimly to himself. Whoever it was, they would rue the day. He was going to see Mr Priestley that evening anyway, as a matter of course, and he would waste no time in helping the man prosecute his case through the courts. The legal system viewed blackmail as an extremely serious offence, and evidently Mr Priestley didn’t realise that the weight of the law would be fully behind him in any proceedings against so wicked a malefactor.
 

Mr Sandbrook indulged his imagination, picturing a tearfully grateful Mr Priestley, now all ease and warmth, shaking his hand as the guilty parties were put where they belonged, firmly behind bars. It gave him a warm glow just thinking about it.
 

The beep of the phone interrupted these pleasant reflections. He looked down at the screen and read the terse reply to his threatening text:
 

Who is this?
 

Mr Sandbrook harrumphed grimly, and tapped out a reply straightaway, still bristling with wrath.
 

I’m his boss, that’s who.
 

He might have added, ‘and his friend’, though he could hardly make such a claim yet. He certainly meant to be his friend, however, and take up his cause without delay. He began to pace up and down, thinking hard. The first thing was to speak to him gently but firmly, and bring hope of relief. He considered it a religious, as well as civic duty. Mr Sandbrook was a committed and sincere Christian, and he even wondered if this task had been put his way on purpose, in order to allow the expression of his moral feelings and the proper employment of his righteous energy, which was currently restricted to the rather humdrum duties of churchwarden at his local place of Anglican worship. 
 

The phone beeped again. He read the text.
 

Ah. Mr Sandbrook, isn’t it?
 

He raised his eyebrows, and pursed his lips. The cheek of it! Mr Priestley much have mentioned his name. He texted back immediately, unafraid to acknowledge his identity. They would know all about him soon enough anyway!!
 

 
 

Yes. Who is this?
 

He smiled grimly at that. Of course they would not be able to say. Unlike himself, they could not stand in the daylight. They would have to stand in the dock, though, and after all of that, they would be accounted in a greater court, where their signs would mark them for hell. 
 

Again, the phone beeped. He glanced down.
 

I’m his boss, that’s who.
 

Mr Sandbrook snorted, then saw that underneath the terse reply there was an invitation to open an attachment of some sort. He hesitated a moment, wondering what on earth it could mean. There was no way of finding out unless he opened it however, so he pressed the ‘view’ option and waited, curiosity for a moment qualifying his wrath.
 

The attachment was an image that struck him like a blow. Mr Sandbrook found himself staring at a middle-aged brunette dressed very provocatively in a red latex corset that only just restrained her ample bust. She was not especially beautiful, but she exuded a full-on femininity that he found deeply unsettling and her knowing, amused expression seemed to communicate directly with a part of him that he had almost forgotten existed. Mr Sandbrook uttered a strangled gasp and tore his eyes away, feeling suddenly panicky. His wife had never worn anything like that. No decent women every would.
 

He glanced through his office window guiltily to see if anyone was watching him. No one was. He looked back at the picture again, as if compelled by some sort of overwhelming magnetism. He looked at her bare shoulders, the fall of her brown curls, the amusement and carnal intent in her eyes, the bulging flesh of her breasts squashed and restrained by the gleaming red corset and felt a molten heat spread through him from his groin, a stirring between his legs. His breathing speeded up, became shallower. Her eyes seemed to hold him, transforming him slowly, chemically reducing him to something he had not been for more years than he could count; in a word, he was aroused..
 

 
 

A moment ago, he had been sure of himself, angry, resolute. Now he found that it was difficult to even remember what he had been so angry about. He knew in a sort of detached way, but it had been supplanted by something else altogether. He had been so sure. Now his head was spinning, his life was changing....he did not know what to say. His fingers hovered over the keypad, different ideas chasing themselves through his confused and chaotic mind. In the end, he simply texted:
 

Beautiful.
 

 
 

After all, it was no more than the truth. She was beautiful. Time seemed to elongate, bend, and his heart thudded in his chest as he waited for the reply.
 

Thank you. Where is dear Len?
 

Mr Sandbrook remembered suddenly that it was not his phone. He shook his head, as if to clear it. What had he been thinking about? Clarity returned slowly. Things started to straighten out again.
 

Hospital. I will return phone to him when I visit later.
 

When the reply came in, two texts came together. The first one read:
 

You have spent £10.
 

Mr Sandbrook stared in horror. He had not realised that these were premium rate messages. He quickly scrolled down to the second of the two.
 

Good. Give it into his hand.
 

Mr Sandbrook did not reply. He simply let out a great breath and sat down in the chair. ‘Collapsed’ might have been nearer the truth. He put his hand to his brow. He felt as if he had just run a mile. His skin was hot to the touch, feverish, and his heart refused to calm down.
 

 
 

There came a knock at the door. It was Gattu, a security officer. Mr Sandbrook looked up guiltily, and then motioned him inside. Usually the fastidious and deliberate Indian amused him as he did everyone else, but he was too much on edge to appreciate the joke. Gattu looked at him through round spectacles, his spare frame and dignified air giving him the moniker of ‘Gandhi’ behind his back. 
 

“Another lifter, Mr Sandbrook,” he said, carefully, after clearing his throat.
 

“Ah,” he replied. “I’ll be right with you.”
 

He put the phone in the drawer of his desk and went out with the security guard, relieved to be doing something normal.
 

 
 

He deleted all the texts from Mr Priestley’s phone later on, feeling like a criminal. After a protracted inward tussle he used a Bluetooth link to save the woman’s image on his own phone before wiping it from Mr Priestley’s. It did not seem like theft, and Mr Priestley would never know. In the back of his mind, he wondered at himself, but he found when it came to it that he simply could not let the picture go. He kept looking at it surreptitiously throughout the afternoon, and neglected his duties somewhat as a result. Those who noticed that the normally placid and pleasant Mr Sandbrook was a little on edge naturally put it down to the nasty incident earlier in the day, when the strange new employee collapsed on his office carpet after getting the push.
 

Mr Sandbrook looked forward all afternoon for the end of his day and the opportunity to return the phone to Mr Priestley. All thoughts of going to the police had gone from his mind. When he got into his Audi A6 and pressed the starter, he reasoned that there were obviously relationship issues here, and Mr Priestley’s sexual proclivities were not for him to question. As he drove off in a swirl of autumn leaves, he saw again the image of the woman, though now on her made up face her thin, knowing smile seemed somehow even broader to his mind’s eye.
 

Unfortunately, when he got to the hospital, the news was not good. Mr Priestley had not yet regained consciousness and the medical staff were keeping him under close observation. Obviously Mr Sandbrook was not going to be able to give it back to him that day. He thought about giving it to the nurses, but the woman had been specific about putting it in his hand. He did not want to spend anymore of Mr Priestley’s money, but he had little choice but to text her again. 
 

He walked out of the gleaming menace of the hospital ward and sat down in the corridor by a vending machine, and texted her.
 

Len still unconscious. What do you want me to do with the phone?
 

He waited nervously. He was very tired and wanted to go home. Maybe she wouldn’t reply for hours. He had just made up his mind to give the phone to the ward desk and get out, when the phone beeped.
 

Go to the Gents. A cubicle. Then text me. It is a plan we worked out. Do it.
 

Mr Sandbrook had to read the message three times before he was certain that he had read it correctly. He thought about refusing, or asking for more details, but each time a text came in, it was costing the ill man money. In the end he complied, thinking perhaps that there was a special hiding place that she had worked out with Mr Priestley for just this contingency. He went into a nearby gents and then found the nearest cubicle. He closed the door and sat down on the seat, feeling very odd and out of place, as well he might. The day was getting stranger and stranger. He put the phone on to silent mode and texted back:
 

In the cubicle. Where do you want me to put the phone?
 

He hoped that he would not be left sitting there long. The phone vibrated in his hand a moment later.
 

You have been useful I want to reward you. Get your trousers down.
 

 
 

There was an image attached. Mr Sandbrook pressed the ‘open’ option. This time, the woman had lifted her breasts out of the corset and was kneading them with red tipped fingers. He jumped as if an electric current had passed through his body. Good God! He suddenly felt panicky as the familiar tension began between his legs and that hot, melting feeling migrated upwards. He tried to forestall any further developments right away.
 

It’s OK, I don’t need a reward.
 

She replied at once:
 

Don’t be a stupid boy. You have my permission to wank.
 

Mr Sandbrook could not believe that he was sitting in a cubicle with an erection urgently throbbing in his trousers just like a schoolboy, but it was incontrovertibly true. He gazed at the text, and then scrolled back to the picture. His whole body jerked slightly at the sight of her, and he found himself standing up and fumbling with his belt. The voice of reason chided him from somewhere deep down, but he did not heed it. He sat down on the toilet seat with his trousers round his ankles and got his throbbing prick out from his Y fronts. He looked at the picture of the woman and began to work his hard flesh, his gaze locked on her face, on her amused, half-lidded eyes. She seemed to know everything about him, seemed to see everything. He could feel her enjoyment of his predicament, the pathetic sight of a man past middle age wanking over a picture of her in a squalid public toilet.
 

Suddenly his whole body jerked and he spurted powerfully, splattering against the lavatory door and streaking across his trousers. He got up in a panic and reached for the toilet paper, cursing his lack of foresight. It had been so long since he had done anything like that. He jerked and jerked again, the cum spurting out in milky jets. What on earth had he been thinking of? Like a schoolboy!!
 

He cleaned himself up as best he could in the circumstances, and at the same time desperately tried to clean his mind of the woman’s image. He deleted it from the phone, and then deleted the one he had saved previously on his own gadget. He was still breathing heavily when he got back out to the seat in the corridor and texted her back. He was totally exhausted now, but at least the wank had brought a form of relief. He felt easier inside as he texted her.
 

Thank You.
 

The answer was almost instantaneous.
 

LOL. You naughty boy. 
 

Mr Sandbrook texted back at once.
 

 
 

What would you like me to do with the phone?
 

When the answer came, it was not what he was expecting.
 

Keep it. Text me when you get home.
 

Mr Sandbrook stared at the message uncomprehendingly. He had complied with everything the woman had said, but he drew the line at this. His mind was clearer after the wank, and he simply could not spend anymore of Mr Priestley’s money. The thought of what he had already spent horrified him. It was as though someone else had done it. He wasn’t like that at all. He texted back without delay.
 

But the phone isn’t mine. Will return it.
 

You have spent £10. Came the automated system message.
 

Don’t worry. Len won’t mind. I’ll explain it to him later. Now get the fuck home, Oliver.
 

Mr Sandbrook was not to be cajoled along any further. His instincts told him that he would be wise to get out of it there and then. He felt very strongly that if he took the phone home, it would ruin the restorative powers of his familiar walls and orderly rooms.
 

This has to stop. Sorry. I am deleting the messages and giving the phone to the nurses.
 

The answer was like a punch.
 

I will phone your boss, Mt Sands I believe, and tell him you wanked off in a toilet texting a premium rate sex line while the owner of the phone, your employee, lay unconscious.
 

Mr Sandbrook looked at the message in horror. He simply could not believe what he was reading. Now she was trying to…to… blackmail him! Panic-stricken, he texted back:
 

I’m deleting them. And you led me on.
 

He was shivering with disbelief and fear, his mind working overtime trying to foresee all the implications of what had just transpired in the toilet. He found it all so confusing; so hard to think straight. He jumped as the phone beeped again.
 

Expect a call in the morning, then, Oliver. Goodbye.
 

Fear twisted his guts. He imagined how the news would go down at the office. He moaned and buried his face in his hands. He could not face it. He texted back.
 

Please, don’t do that. 
 

 
 

He waited in an agony of suspense till the reply came:
 

Then take the phone home and text me when you get there. It’s not fucking rocket science.
 

Mr Sandbrook did not go directly home, despite the woman’s instructions. He got into his Audi and drove to where he always went at difficult times. His church.
 

The quiet authority of the place was a balm to his frayed nerves, even before he had got inside. The beautiful poise of the Yew trees and the stillness of the graveyard sang a gentle song of peace to his spirit, the breeze chill but fresh and full of vigour.
 

Inside the simple nave enclosed him with its poised, slightly chill serenity. He bent his neck to pray for protection against the unholy power of the woman, and felt confidence ooze through him, as if a higher element were chasing the distress and upset from his bones. He realised that he could face up to the woman’s lies, even if she went through with her threat. He might tarnish his reputation at the supermarket, but he would still be able to come to the church and that was enough.
 

Righteous anger began to warm him, and he smiled grimly. He would not be afraid of her, or anyone else. He would dare her to be so vicious and spiteful, and if she acted out her threat, then so be it. He knew in the pit of his soul that he had the strength now to resist her.
 

He offered up a prayer of thanks, and very relieved, made his way out into the street and back to his car. He enjoyed the drive home. 
 

 
 

When he got back to his handsome detached house, the solid lines and respectable appurtenances were a further balm to his system. The neatly mown lawn that the gardener had just done that morning, the orderly beds, and cavernous welcoming garage, with its automatic door that opened with a remote.
 

He sighed as he went into the porch, and then unlocked the front door. It had a glass window, with a lovely design of a kingfisher done in stained glass. He soaked up the quiet tones and elegant furniture as he put his hat and coat in their proper places, on a wooden hat stand that was there for the purpose. He passed the barometer on the wall, didn’t stop to tap it, and went directly to the kitchen to make himself a cup of tea. The kitchen was bright and clean. The cleaning woman came twice a week and did a good job. The wooden tops and ceramic fittings were quality work. He loved quality in everything. He did not have to skimp on these things. The divorce was largely amicable and had not been too expensive. He had a sizeable legacy from an Uncle, and anyway he had earned a good salary at RightPrice for years.
 

 
 

He took his tea into the lounge and sat down with evident relief. The room had a modern, yet settled and quiet atmosphere to it. The chairs were the sort that had a lever that made them into a lounger, and he worked the mechanism to tip it back slightly. It had been an exhausting day what with one thing and another. He waited patiently for the world to stop spinning. At last, he texted her, with the fixed intention of holding to a very firm line indeed. To reflect this, he made it remarkable terse and to the point:
 

This ends now. Do what you want.
 

Mr Sandbrook waited, his heart beating. What would she do? When the response came, it was unexpected. She had seen sense, just as he knew she must.
 

All right. Go, then. Here are some parting gifts. The message contained a web address.
 

But what was that supposed to mean? Gifts? His concern grew; he knew he would have to check it out. There was nothing for it but to visit the site on the Internet and see. His computer was upstairs, in the smallest of the spare bedrooms. He ascended the stairs with a sigh, the steps creaking pleasantly as he went up. There was a series of oil paintings of North African rivers in the stairwell, the tawny colours matching the eggshell of the stair carpet.
 

He went along the landing and turned right into a small claustrophobic space that had a north-facing window. He snapped on the light. He sat down at the office chair, adjusted the height slightly with the little lever, and then booted up his PC. Eventually, his ageing Windows OS settled down into operating mode, with the usual interminable and fussy requests for updates popping up everywhere. He refused them all with the exception of the antivirus, and entered the web address in the text into his browser.
 

The link went to an online storage folder called ‘MMedia’. Curious, he clicked on it. There were three pictures inside and a video. He could see from the tiny thumbnail file icons that they were pictures of her. He warmed to her a little. She had obviously realised from the tone of his message that he was not to be trifled with and had left him some keepsakes for him to enjoy. He could always delete them later.
 

He saw from the thumbnails that the first two were the ones that he had already seen. When he clicked on the first one, the PC antivirus kicked in and warned him about opening unidentified attachments. It was the same every time and he ignored it as usual. He was blown away when the picture opened. She was suddenly in the same room as him, the amused wickedness of her gaze piercing him to the core. His eyes feasted on her alluring form, smooth alabaster arms, slutty, made up face, and her breasts straining at the shiny material of the corset. 
 

He fumbled at the mouse and opened the next image, the one where she had freed her tits and was feeling the nipples with red-tipped fingers. His mouth was dry and his whole body shook with the force of what he was seeing.
 

He quickly clicked on the next image, impatient to see what it would show.
 

He was not disappointed. This time it was her ample, shapely ass that filled the picture, with the tops of thigh length red latex boots showing at the bottom of the frame. She was turned back to the camera, still bent down, and her smile was mischievous in the extreme. Mr Sandbrook felt as though he was walking on air as he turned his attention to the video, provocatively entitled ‘My Dildo Pleasure’.
 

He licked his lips and double-clicked on it. He killed the antivirus warning and waited impatiently for it to open and start. The file stubbornly refused to play on his PC however. He cursed under his breath, killing another antivirus warning, desperate to see what the file contained. He considered asking her to post it again, but desisted. He had never wanted anything more urgently than to see that video, but after half an hour he had to give up.
 

The carnal energy of the experience of the pictures was too much for him to hold in however, and he wanked himself off while staring at them on his screen.
 

When he had cleaned himself up, he went back to the computer and deleted the images and the file that wouldn’t open. He was uncomfortable with the way that they had got to him. He was used to looking at sexy images of women from time to time, of course, but none of them had stirred him quite so deeply as that. The antivirus was complaining again, but he just closed the lid and sent the computer into sleep mode. He was very tired.
 

Still, he had put his foot down and warned her off effectively, he thought.  She obviously knew from his tone that he was no one to be trifled with. He felt very strongly that the church visit had done the trick. In addition to giving him confidence, something had evidently softened her heart. The very thought of this association brought grateful tears to his eyes and he felt to his great relief that the normal traces of his life were gradually coming back together. One good night’s sleep and it would all be no more than a strange dream tomorrow.
 

He got himself a sandwich, being too tired to cope with anything more for tea, and went straight to bed, though it was only eight o clock. He was exhausted to his bones, but full of peace.
 

He was awakened by the beeping of Mr Priestley’s phone. It was a while before his befuddled mind realised what it was. He switched on the light and screwed up his eyes at the sudden glare, fumbling for the phone. It was a text message from her, much to his surprise and irritation.
 

Enjoy the pics, Oliver?
 

 
 

Mr Sandbrook frowned, his eyes still adjusting. He looked the bedside clock. It was midnight. What does the woman want now? He texted back rather testily:
 

Yes, thank you. I was asleep.
 

Why does the woman keep bothering me, he wondered. He thought he had drawn a line under the whole affair. He was very uncomfortable about the costs incurred with these premium texts. How was he going to explain it all to Len, and how was he going to pay for them? For of course he fully meant to do that. Perhaps she would take the hint and let him go back to sleep. The phone beeped again.
 

Oh, I am sorry. What did you think of the video?
 

Mr Sandbrook felt that this was something he did have a little to say about.
 

It wouldn’t play, for some reason. Perhaps you could send it again?
 

He felt a twinge at his guts at this, the prospect of being able to watch the video after all, imagining what she would look like, pleasuring herself with a dildo. He counted out the seconds until the phone beeped again. He found that he was tensing up again and muttered under his breath. A moment ago he had been peacefully asleep.
 

You have spent £10
 

It wasn’t really a video. It was malware, my sweet.
 

This woke him up fully all at once. He stared at the message. He didn’t really know what malware was, but he knew that it was not good. He felt a fluttering at the pit of his stomach and sent a text back immediately, his fingers trembling on the keypad.
 

Malware? Why? What have you done?
 

He got up quickly and got dressed. By the time he had gotten to his computer and raised the lid, the reply came in:
 

A perfectly evil little virus that found many interesting things on your computer and whispered them back to me.
 

Oliver looked at the screen nervously. Everything seemed normal. Was it a trick? He started up his antivirus and set it to scan his drives. Once it was going, he texted her back.
 

What have you done? 
 

His antivirus was suddenly going bananas. There were red warnings everywhere. He clicked on ‘clean up’, but more were coming up all the time.
 

 
 

I have your credit card details and computer ID. I am going to subscribe to three websites specialising in child rape. All in your name, Oliver.
 

Oliver froze in shock. His mind simply refused to function. It felt like a nightmare. A waking nightmare.
 

No, pleeeaase? Are you mad? What are you doing?? What do you want?
 

Mr Sandbrook struggled with the warning messages that kept popping up.
 

Put the following address in your messenger. I want you on webcam. NOW. And disable your antivirus. 
 

Oliver frantically tried to think of a way out. He had only a few seconds, he knew. She was obviously going to rob him using his credit card details. He was very organised however, in that respect, and had paid for card protection. All he need to is to cancel the cards and she would not be able to do anything.
 

He smiled grimly. He might be up against a clever woman, but he was not without a brain.
 

He rang the emergency number and entered all the relevant details in the automated responder. He cursed under his breath when the system didn’t recognise his PIN. He must have pressed the wrong button. Very understandable in the circumstances. He re-entered it. The same. Declined. He couldn’t believe it. The one time he actually needed the service and it was obviously faulty! He felt like bursting into tears. The five minutes were well and truly up. There was nothing for it but to buy some more time and try again later.
 

He entered the address. Immediately the response came, and a window opened to reveal her, this time in a black low-cut dress, with her hair severely done up in a bun. Her lipstick was a deep red, and when she saw him she smiled thinly and typed something on her keyboard.
 

Hello, Oliver. Couldn’t get through, then?
 

He stared at her. How did she know.....?
 

What have you done?
 

Oh, some people use the same digits for everything don’t they? So easy to find! I thought it best to change your telephone banking PIN.
 

He felt despair well up inside him. He could not cancel the cards. He was helpless.
 

She moved the webcam so that she filled one half of the screen and a second computer filled the remainder. She turned the screen so he could see it and typed a message.
 

I have three subscriptions simultaneously filled out, all ready to send.
 

All I have to do is press ‘Enter’ and ‘Hey Presto’, you are a paedophile.
 

She languidly moved her hand down, a black-tipped, shiny fingernail descending slowly towards the keyboard.
 

NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!
 

She looked at him with mock surprise, suspending the downward movement of her hand.
 

No?
 

What do you want? How much?
 

She seemed to find the question highly amusing, and hid her laughter behind her hand in ladylike fashion, her nails black and long. She started typing again.
 

I have copied all your personal contacts, too, Oliver. What lovely nieces you have, don’t you? What will they do when they find out you are a paedo? It will be such a shock, won’t it? What of your poor mother? Your colleagues?
 

He sharply typed out the reply. I’ll deny everything!!
 

Oh, but have you seen the pictures on your PC lately? Such terrible images!!
 

Oliver frantically looked at his photograph files and was horrified to see hundreds of new images of brutal treatment of minors, sickening and disgusting.
 

How did you do that? How?
 

Oh, you shouldn’t have left your PC on standby should you, Oliver? What a silly boy. I can send images to any of your contacts. Look, I am moving your mouse. Aren’t I clever?
 

Why was she doing this?
 

What have you got against me?
 

She was laughing now. Ample evidence of paedophilia for a start.
 

He could see that she was enjoying his torment, and he saw her lean closer to the webcam. Her eyes were black, like agates, and utterly without pity or feeling.
 

Understand this, Oliver. I will press this button and destroy you as I would squash a fucking fly. Don’t EVER think that I give a single solitary shit about you. Your only hope is total obedience.
 

 
 

Her hard face suddenly dissolved, and Oliver found that suddenly he was sobbing. All this simply could not be true. He cried in great wrenches and tears poured down his cheeks. He wiped his eyes and looked up at her. He was shocked to see a cruel smile on her face, and her eyes were animated and glittering with pleasure.
 

Yes, weep, my sweet, and turn your mike on. I want to hear you crying.
 

This made him weep all the more.
 

Oliver, I gave you an order. 
 

She leant back and moved towards the other keyboard. Oliver jumped for the sound button and pressed it. The sounds of his snivelling and moans came just in time. She turned and listened, with a cruel smile widening on her face. 
 

Mmmm, exquisite. 
 

Oliver suddenly found himself subject to another urgent ultimatum. This time his own bodily processes.
 

Please, I have to go to the toilet.
 

She arched her eyebrows as if in surprise.
 

Liquid or solids? And you don’t have to type now, you’re on the mike.
 

“Solids.”
 

Good. Shit onto a plate and bring it back to the computer, paedo. And I want to see a good sized turd.
 

Mr Sandbrook just stared at her. She moved a hand and pointed at the keyboard with a black tipped finger, she moved it down with a totally disinterested expression.
 

I really don’t care one way or the other. 
 

“P-please,” he begged, “please have mercy. Pleeease! How have I offended you?”
 

“Your very fucking existence is an offence to me, cretin. Make up your pathetic mind.”
 

Oliver saw her move towards the keyboard again with a bored expression and he raced away. He needed to evacuate his bowels in any case. He had no time to think about what to do. He needed a breathing space. He looked around for something handy and snatched up the white plastic bin liner in the little toilet litter bin. There was never anything in it. He just kept it there for visitors. He passed the first stool onto the plastic, and then the rest into the pan as usual. 
 

Having relieved the immediate need, he thought about the woman. She would not wait long. He whimpered a little as he desperately tried to see a way out. He could not think of one. He went down to the kitchen and transferred the evil smelling turd onto a side plate, then returned to the computer.
 

She smiled thinly as he put it down in full view of the webcam.
 

Good boy. Now strip and kneel.
 

Oliver did so, knowing that he had no choice. 
 

Kiss it.
 

He looked up at her in an agony of despair, mute appeal on his face and he whimpered pathetically, putting his hands together as if in prayer. She curled her lip disdainfully.
 

Kiss it, cretin. And act like you’re enjoying it or you’ll be doing it again.
 

Oliver groaned as he saw her reach behind her again as if to press the enter button on the other keyboard. He knew that he had no choice. He leant down slightly and steeling himself with an effort, lightly brushed his lips against the lump of shit.
 

Not good enough. I want a moan of pleasure as you do it and then straighten up and lick your lips. Close your eyes like it was the best thing you had ever tasted.
 

Oliver obeyed, trying not to gag.
 

Good. Now lick it with your tongue. Taste it properly.
 

“I did what you asked,” protested Oliver, “please!!”
 

I don’t fucking ask for anything, cretin. I command. Now do it.
 

Again, Oliver glanced up at her face for the slightest sign of mercy, but found none whatsoever.
 

He obeyed with the best imitation of enjoyment that he could muster, running his tongue over it and moaning with artificial pleasure.
 

That’s it, shitlicker. Isn’t that nice?
 

He leant back, feeling like he was going to be sick.
 

Now stand it up on the plate like a little brown prick. You know what you’re going to have to do next, don’t you?
 

“Noooooo, pleeease!” he begged, holding his hands in prayer again, with tears streaming down his face.
 

 
 

Don’t fucking piss me off. There’s an easy way and a hard way, Oliver. Pretend you are enjoying it well enough and you only have to do it once. Now open your slut mouth and take it inside.
 

Oliver had no choice. He stood the turd up, pressing it down firmly, and then lowered himself onto it, opening his mouth wide. He kept an eye on the screen to keep up with her instructions.
 

That’s it, lover boy, in it goes!
 

He found himself retching slightly, but mastered it as the brown slid inside his mouth.
 

Mmm, good. Now close up and suck like a little whore.
 

He did so, somewhat over the first gagging reflex.
 

Now take the tip between your teeth. Slowly bite, with relish, Oliver. Slowly and with relish or I’ll press that fucking button, to you understand?
 

Oliver obeyed her, as if in a hellish nightmare.
 

Excellent, now SWALLOW.
 

How long it went on for, he could not have said. It was all so unreal. His brain couldn’t take it in.
 

If you puke, you’re a paedo. Now eat the rest of it. ALL of it!! Lick the plate clean!!! Like you’re sorry it’s all gone!!
 

Excellent. Good boy. What a lovely little film I will make of that.
 

“I am going to puke!!”
 

OK, but come back within ten minutes or a nice edited version of that will go straight to your whole contact list. What Oliver Sandbrook does when the curtains are closed!!
 

Mr Sandbrook rushed to the toilet and puked it all up. He scrubbed his teeth and washed his mouth out with Listerine, rinsing and rinsing. He looked in the mirror and carried on until the last brown fleck of shit had been washed away from his teeth. He went back to the computer in a daze.
 

Kneel.
 

Oliver obeyed, gazing up at her, wincing at the heartless cruelty in her face, and the glittering triumph and pleasure in her beautiful eyes.
 

Take a good look, Oliver. Look up at your Owner. You are my slave now, do you understand?
 

 
 

He nodded, unable to speak. He just gazed up at her, his eyes full of shock and fear and despair.
 

She smiled, and the sadistic pleasure in that smile made him shudder.
 

Do you understand, pet?
 

“Yes,” he whispered.
 

Yes, WHAT!!?
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

That’s better. Now go to bed. Your new life starts tomorrow. Text me when you wake up.
 

“Please, Mistress,” said Oliver, “w-what is your name?”
 

She looked at him sharply, with a flicker of annoyance passing across her cruel face.
 

Mistress’, to you. My real name is ‘MISERY’. Now fuck off to bed.
 

The screen went abruptly blank.
 

Oliver stared at the emptiness for a moment, feeling as if the whole world had suddenly blacked out. He blinked and reached for the computer keyboard, navigated to the online folder and clicked on one of her pictures, bringing up the one of Her in the latex corset. The lights seemed to come on again when she appeared on the screen and he breathed out with relief.
 

Mr Sandbrook stared at her for a long time, with her words echoing in his head. You are my slave now, do you understand?
 

 
 

He tried to rationalise and understand the strange mixture of emotions that were boiling inside him. There was fear and dread, and these he understood. Those things the old Oliver Sandbrook could easily comprehend. He had just been forced into performing a disgusting act on camera which a plainly evil person was going to use to destroy his life. Fear and dread were understandable. 
 

But they were not the only emotions, nor even the dominant emotions. As he gazed at Her and heard Her voice echo again and again in his head, he had to admit to a certain sexual excitement that surprised him with its power, and even stranger, a paradoxical feeling of blissful security, as if the total nature of Her hold over him translated into a bizarre form of comfort.
 

 
 

He had been aware of his failings in the sexual sphere; he was sure that his wife had left him directly because of this. He had found it difficult to be the aggressive and dominant lover that she and most other women seemed to want. His whole character was one of kindness and consideration. He had liked it on the few occasions when his wife had taken the lead role, but these times were rare, and Mr Sandbrook had remained essentially undeveloped sexually. He had the distinct feeling as he gazed up at the image in his computer, that all that was set to change, as if many things so long suppressed and ignored deep inside him were suddenly pouring through a rent in his soul, flooding his psyche with exciting, uncomfortable, disturbing energy.
 

Mr Sandbrook found that his prick was throbbing and tight between his legs and reached down to rub the glistening bell end. Look up at your Owner. He shuddered as waves of pleasure and blissful submissive warmth coursed through his body. He was shocked by the power of it, shocked at how good it felt. He whimpered a denial, and frowned in disbelief, and somewhere in his head warning voices were yelling out, including a very strident priest quoting scripture, but it availed nothing. Mr Sandbrook rode the waves of pleasure till everything gathered into a white hot, ecstatic moment and he spurted powerfully over the carpet.
 

The aftermath of his violent orgasm was like waking up from a sweet but profoundly disturbing dream, but his overriding feeling was one of complete exhaustion. He closed the lid of his PC. He cleaned the floor and himself as best he could, trembling and faint, and then collapsed into bed. All the confused thoughts and emotions running riot through his head would have to wait. Sleep came quickly.
 

Mr Sandbrook woke up to the sound of his alarm going off at 7 o clock. He groggily fumbled about and pressed ‘snooze’ knocking something substantial off the bedside table. This was not his normal practice. He was always a little of a slow starter, but nevertheless had never been so tired as to lay in, even for as little as five minutes.
 

An instant later, he jerked up in bed, resting on his arm. Something terrible had settled over his heart. The events of the previous evening came back to him. To begin with, it all seemed so unlikely that he was convinced that it must have been a dream. He swung his legs out of the bed and looked to see what he had knocked off the table.
 

His whole body tensed and his breath left him as he recognised Mr Priestley’s phone. It that were true....
 

He raced still half-dressed to the computer and raised the lid. The picture of Mistress Misery was still there, and the sight of Her brought it all back with painful intensity. He knelt down on the carpet and put his head in his hands. Was it all really true? ALL of it? Even......? He could not bear to think about it.
 

He remembered that She had wanted him to text Her when he got up. He looked up at Her and the half fearful/half blissful feelings of the night before began to stir inside him again, rising from his groin and burning in chest. You are my slave now.  ‘No’, he thought, desperately, but he knew that it was true, deep inside. Text me when you wake up.
 

Mr Sandbrook got Mr Priestley’s phone, without thinking about the premium rate, and texted:
 

Mistress?
 

He waited for the response, feeling totally helpless.
 

Start the messenger, slave. Put the mike on.
 

He did so, and jumped slightly as Mistress Misery filled the screen again. This time her hair was loose again, her upper body wrapped in a black silk dressing gown with dragons embroidered in a vivid red. She typed a message.
 

How do you feel, slave?
 

It was an excellent question and far too complicated for a simple answer. He typed back:
 

Strange.
Like I’m in a dream.
 

He saw her smile at that, the thin, cruel smile that he had already come to recognise. The smile that made his stomach turn over and his heart flutter in his chest.
 

No dream, slave. Now look at me and repeat these words. ‘I belong to Mistress Misery’
 

Mr Sandbrook whimpered a little as the words went through him like electricity. He simply did not understand what was happening inside him. He found himself saying it with deadly seriousness and total sincerity:
 

‘I belong to Mistress Misery’
 

Good boy. Now ‘I worship Mistress Misery’
 

He looked up at her with a pleading look, but there was not the slightest hint of flexibility in her eyes. He had no choice but to say it.
 

“I worship Mistress Misery.”
 

The worst part of it, from the point of view of his bruised and crushed ego, was that as he said it, it felt like it was true. He knelt before her and had an overpowering urge to kiss the ground before Her Feet. He sobbed a little and groaned in disbelief.
 

He looked up to see Her putting her hand to Her face to stifle an evil chuckle.
 

Very good, slave. These words now frame the entire meaning Your life. You will say them on Your knees every morning, kneeling before me or my picture if I am unavailable. You can say them as many times as you like, whenever you like. They will strengthen you. You will find them comforting, affirming and deeply satisfying. You already do, don’t you, slave?
 

He wished it was not true, and tears ran down his cheeks, but it was useless to deny it.
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

Good. You will be given more words to say, cretin, but I have learned to start in a simple way with pathetic males like you.
 

“Thank You, Mistress.”
 

Now off to work with you, slave. Earn money for me. Text me again when you get in. And get a nice dog collar and chain lead at the pet shop on your way home.
 

Mr Sandbrook gulped at this, and shuddered at the very thought of being put into a collar and lead, half in pleasure, half in fear.
 

“What of Mr Priestley, Mistress?”
 

Dear Len? Don’t go near him again. I will sort him out. Continue to use his phone for the moment.
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

Now, fuck off.
 

 
 

The screen went blank and Oliver leant forwards to switch off the messenger. He sat back on his heels and felt as though he badly needed to wank again. He hardly masturbated these days and it was like a return to adolescence; it was extremely unsettling. He hardly felt as though he knew himself at all. At the same time, he had the disturbing suspicion that Mistress Misery was not surprised about anything that had happened. She recognised all the things that were strange to him. He might be a mystery to himself, but he was no mystery to Her.
 

He looked up at Her image and said the words again without thinking: I belong to Mistress Misery. He took his prick into his hand. I worship Mistress Misery. He spurted on the third repeat.
 

As before, after the orgasm, his former character had something of a resurgence, the old Oliver Sandbrook came back, a frightened and distressed presence, picking over the blackened ruins of his psyche like a war correspondent working his way through the aftermath of a vicious military engagement, still smoking and hot.
 

He looked at the clock and realised that the routine of his working day was in danger of being seriously compromised. He got himself a quick breakfast, telling himself that he was going to have all day to try and work out the best course of action. It was a very strange juxtaposition of imperatives. At one moment, he knew beyond doubt that he had to free himself of Her and many mad schemes to achieve this went through his head; the next, Her image returned with startling clarity to his mind’s eye, and he was suddenly just as convinced that his preferred and inevitable destiny was enslavement to Her.
 

This was the pattern of his day. The opposing moods chased each other through his head constantly, till he thought that he was going to go mad.
 

Mr Sandbrook managed to keep up the shell of his old personality for the benefit of his workmates. He knew that he appeared far less assured and confident and imperturbable than before, but the sweats and fever were put down to an illness by most of his staff. When this was suggested to him, he eagerly grasped at the excuse, and was treated with even more deference and consideration by everyone.
 

On his way home, he went to the pet shop as instructed and bought the collar and lead. He was very nervous, but there was nothing exceptionable about the purchase. It was a nice size, with pointed steel studs in the black double skinned leather. The female assistant glanced at him, and he could swear that she smirked a little as she passed the items over the scanner, but he was probably just being paranoid. All the same he felt his colour rise and was very glad to get out of the shop.
 

 
 

He called in at the church, but this time the serenity and certainty of his previous visit eluded him. In between his eyes and the stained glass and scripture was the image of Mistress Misery, and he found that he could not summon a sincere prayer against Her. Deep down he did not want to resist Her, or did not want to resist Her enough. His peace had fled. He had in its place flux and turmoil and energy.
 

He knew in some rational remnant of his mind that a moment of peace was worth more than any amount of sensory pleasure, but somehow this truth changed nothing real inside him.
 

He stumbled up to the lectern and read the passage where the bible was laid open. It was the New Testament; Matthew 10:28:
 

“And fear not them which kill the body, but are not able to kill the soul: but rather fear him which is able to destroy both soul and body in hell.”
 

The passage smote him like a blow. “Fear HER, it should be,” he whispered to himself. “Fear HER.”
 

He drove back to his house in great distress of mind, feeling that he had been given a stark warning. Hell awaited him if he did not find a way to resist Her. He was sure of it. This was suddenly no longer just about money. This was about his soul! 
 

He wanked as soon as he had got home, desperate to cling on to this new feeling of clarity. With the malign appeal of erotic surrender discharged for the moment in creamy spurts, he saw everything the way it really was. He was in terrible danger. Her poison was eating away at the very fabric of his being, degrading and darkening it into something sensual and base. What had been full of divine light was suddenly cast into darkness, blackened in a curvaceous, deadly shadow. He had seen an old image of a Black Goddess from ancient times in a book on the Bible, with a spiral at her groin, and her arms forming a perfect enclosing circle above her head. It was an image of addiction and entrapment and the memory of it smote him like a blow. He knew that he had to act or be utterly consumed.
 

Mr Sandbrook thought about an old horror film then, and remembered a man who had pasted pages of the Bible all over the walls of his house to try and keep satanic forces at bay. He smiled grimly and shook his head. It was rather fanciful, but he felt a similar sort of spiritual desperation. Even so, the man in the film was only in fear of his body; Mr Sandbrook was in fear of his soul.
 

After a while, Mr Sandbrook realised that there was no point putting it off. He drew a deep breath and texted her.
 

Mistress?
 

He got the Bible down from the shelf, and held it to his chest for a moment, mouthing a prayer, this time in perfect sincerity. He felt peace steal into him and sent up a vote of thanks. He looked down as the phone beeped.
 

PC, slave.
 

Oliver was already in the computer room, so it was easy just to press the ‘connect’ button. Mistress Misery’s address was already in there from last time.
 

He tensed as her image suddenly coalesced in front of him. She had her hair tied tightly back again, with heavy black make up and a satin choker. Though he tried not to look, he saw that her breasts were restrained by a black satin corset, with gold embroidery. Over her shoulders was a very sheer see-through wrap.
 

Automatically, Mr Sandbrook knelt before Her on the carpet. He hesitated as he did so, but he reasoned that there was little to be gained by annoying Her at the outset. In a way he was going to beg Her for something anyway, so perhaps it was appropriate.
 

Get naked, idiot.
 

Mr Sandbrook decided to obey this last time, in order to keep her from getting angry before he had even told Her why he had to leave. He got out of his clothes and knelt before her again.
 

 
 

Do you have the collar, slave?
 

He nodded. “Yes’. He held it up for her to see. She smirked and lit a cigarette.
 

Very nice. Put it on.
 

“Please, Mistress,” he said, “I have important news. Essential for us both.”
 

I doubt that, cretin.
 

“No, I do,” he insisted, “I wanted to explain why I cannot go on worshipping You.”
 

There, he thought, now I have said it.
 

She raised an eyebrow.
 

I am intrigued. Do go on.
 

“You see, I realised it at church today, Mistress.”
 

I love a church-goer.
 

“Well they may be a bit dull in some respects,” admitted Mr Sandbrook, “but it was there that I realised the truth.”
 

She just stared at him, Her eyebrow still raised. She was evidently listening however, and Mr Sandbrook grew in confidence.
 

“You see, I am totally unsuited to serve as Your slave. I am a spiritual man. I have a rare gift from on high. I have peace in my soul, and light in my heart. That is where I am supposed to be. That is how I am made.”
 

I see.
 

“There may be men who are suited for your service, Mistress,” he admitted, “but I am definitely not one of them. You could forcibly keep me in a sexually excited state, and interfere with my spiritual balance and over time destroy it altogether, but it would be a terrible and spiteful thing to cut somebody off from the true light by forcing them into a lower order of being, such a mean and detestable thing to deny them the peace and gentle joy that love in its highest form brings, by debasing them so cruelly?”
 

I agree.
 

Mr Sandbrook’s heart leapt.
 

“There could be no more grievous abuse of another human being.”
 

Yes. OK.
 

 
 

“And it will be remembered, Mistress,” he went on, now with tears of spiritual joy in his eyes, “if you are merciful. You in turn will be shown mercy.”
 

She looked at him in an entirely new way. There was respect there, and a slight smile that seemed to reach her dark eyes. She put her head on one side and Oliver felt a very powerful connection between them, a tender, beautiful accord. He smiled and tears of relief and gratitude poured down his cheeks. He thought how wonderful it was that Providence had brought about such light from the depths of darkness. Mysterious ways, indeed!
 

He looked up as he realised She was laughing. Her head was back and she was holding her sides, her flesh of her breasts juggling in the corset. He looked at her, and a dark blade of doubt entered his heart. It was a while before She got sufficient control of Herself to type anything.
 

Sorry about that.
 

“It’s OK,” said Oliver, with a warm smile. He supposed that it did have a humorous aspect. She leaned forwards slightly and typed again.
 

I do understand completely.
 

“Thank You, Mistress.”
 

She looked at him again and put her hand to her mouth, evidently trying to prevent herself from having another fit of giggles. She eventually managed to type another message.
 

Oh, poor slave, it’s about time I put you out of your misery, isn’t it?
 

The relief really flooded through Mr Sandbrook now. He smiled at her gratefully and nodded.
 

I understand completely, slave. But I don’t think you do. You have a heaven-bound soul full of light and peace? PURRRR-FECT. Your lofty and refined soul is not meant for degradation and despair? My FUCKING FAVOURITE!!!
 

Mr Sandbrook was shocked, speechless. Mistress Misery sneered wickedly, and her eyes glittered with cruelty and pleasure.
 

I will darken and shrivel and eat Your fucking precious soul, slave, and I will fucking ADORE doing it! Do you understand?? It’s who I am and what I do. I’m a BITCH and I GLORY IN IT!!!
 

Mr Sandbrook just looked at her, still unable to react. Stunned. She watched him with hard, fierce eyes, waiting for it to sink in. Mr Sandbrook gradually realised that he was going to have to show Her that he was different from the rest.
 

 
 

“I-I will not l-let You do that to me,” he said in a small, shaking voice.
 

Her eyes hardened even further, into twin pits of black.
 

Put the collar on, slave.
 

“No. I cannot.”
 

She tapped away on the keyboard and Oliver noticed and incoming mail with an attachment.
 

Open it.
 

Oliver did so, and clicked on the attachment. Nothing would make a difference to him. This was a matter of the destination of his soul. The attachment was an edited version of the horrible turd-eating episode from the evening before. He watched in fascinated horror as he appeared to kiss and then lick the brown matter with obvious relish, running his tongue up and down while moaning with pleasure at the taste. As he saw himself stand the turd up and then go down on it with eyes closed at the exquisite taste his resistance crumbled entirely. He began to sob as he saw himself eat it, piece by piece, swallow it down, and then lick the plate like a hungry dog. She had edited so cleverly. She had taken every moment of hesitation and expression of distaste out of the final cut, and he suspected, doubled up on one or two sequences to make it last longer, seem more drawn out and enjoyed.
 

She waited patiently for him to stop groaning and sobbing at the terrible footage. He knew that he would never be able to face that film getting public exposure. She knew it and he knew it.
 

Put the collar on.
 

He looked up at Her through his tears in mute appeal, but he knew better now than to expect the slightest shred of mercy from Her. The worst part of it was, a deep, submissive part of him was flooding his body with a deep, blissful satisfaction.  When he took up the collar and put it to his neck, a tidal flow of pleasure coursed through him, making him tremble with the power of it. His prick jerked and grew at his groin. He looked up at Her like a man drowning in his own pleasures, and She was plainly enjoyed every moment of it.
 

Put it on.
 

He thought he heard something scream as he put the leather end through the fastening and pulled it tight, but it was inside him. He suddenly wanted to feel the collar close and he felt for the pin, guided it into a hole and fed the end back through the buckle. He dropped his hands away. He was collared. The warning voices were drowned out by a roaring of submissive pleasure and profound bliss. He looked at Her, and this time the tears in his eyes were of gratitude, for giving him this intense feeling of belonging and pleasure. She smiled back at him, her eyes gleaming with malice.
 

 
 

Poor little lamb.
 

He started weeping again at this, as if all the pent up resistance and tension had suddenly given up. The resolution and certainty that had buoyed him up now deserted him utterly and he knelt before her as a total emotional wreck. Still snivelling, he reached for the lead, snapped it to the ring of his collar and then took it the end into his mouth. He moved towards the screen and offered it to Her, still sobbing. He felt incredibly grateful to Her. So glad that She had refused to free him. So happy to be Hers. 
 

He saw her dark eyes flash with delight.
 

You are mine, slave. Mine totally, and mine forever. How does that make you feel?
 

WONDERFUL.
 

Mistress Misery started laughing again. Oh, this one was already proving SUCH a joy to break and train. It really was the most exquisite feeling imaginable. She would be able to do anything with this one. Anything. Oh, the demeaning possibilities.....her hand crept down to Her sex, and She pressed against it, shuddering at the intensity of Her arousal. What a joy it was to be a Bitch!!
 

 
 

She took her hand away and looked at the pathetic specimen grovelling in Her webcam. She considered a moment, and a cruel, cold smile gradually came to her lips. She enjoyed the way that her victim shuddered and cringed at the sight of it.
 

“Now cretin,” she said, sharply, “now that we know where we are, it’s time for training.”
 

He looked at her fearfully, though still with overriding adoration and worship.
 

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.
 

“Now I want you to find a video clip on the Net, some vanilla hetero scene, anything will do. Go.”
 

He did so, calling up a popular erotic site that he had visited many times before. He started a clip of a man thrusting powerfully into a female on her hands and knees, moaning with ecstasy.
 

‘I have done so, Mistress,” he said, in a trembling voice.
 

“Good, now find a gay scene. Men fucking and sucking each other.”
 

Mr Sandbrook hesitated. He had always shied away from that sort of material, but he already knew enough about his Mistress not to question Her. Hesitation was dangerous enough. He clicked on Google and came up with a suitable site, then clicked on a gay sex video. A man was tied up, naked and held in a kneeling position, while a muscular hunk was positioning his stiff cock by the man’s anus, making him beg for it.
 

The two videos made for a chaotic mixture of moans.
 

“All done, Mistress,” he whimpered.
 

“Good, now look at the hetero one.”
 

He did so, feeling his arousal swell at his groin.
 

“Now punch your cock and balls hard.”
 

He looked at her, shocked.
 

“P-punch..?” he stammered.
 

“I said punch your fucking balls, cretin, and I meant punch your fucking balls. NOW!!”
 

Mr Sandbrook hesitated a split second more and then obeyed, striking himself in the genitals and gasping with pain.
 

“Harder!!”
 

He obeyed, hitting himself as hard as he could.
 

“Good,” she smirked, enjoying the pain in his face. “Now look at the gay scene.”
 

He did so. The man was just entering the bound man’s anus now, sliding inside him while the man gasped, moving it slowly in and out.
 

“Wank yourself,” she commanded, “enjoy it.”
 

Mr Sandbrook looked at Her in alarm at this, but the protest died in his throat. There was not a shred of pity or sympathy in Her face, only sadistic enjoyment of his predicament.
 

He obeyed Her and moved his hand up and down his prick which was hard because of Her Domination in any case. The degrading situation was exciting to him, even though he had not been turned on by gay scenes before, but the fact that She was making him enjoy it was arousing in itself.
 

“Goooood, boy,” she drawled, giggling, “mmm, isn’t that nice? Don’t you want that to happen to You?”
 

“N-no,” he whimpered, but without any conviction.
 

“Of course you do,” she laughed, watching the way he was riveted on the gay sex.
 

“Now, look back at the hetero.”
 

He did so, afraid of what he knew was coming.
 

“Punch those balls,” she snapped. “Hard!!”
 

He did so, gasping with the pain.
 

“I’ll bet you can’t wait to see the gays again, can You?” she laughed. “Keep punching!”
 

It was true; he was only too glad when she told him to desist and look at the man being fucked again. By now the strokes of the man were more urgent and quick, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared the climax. Mr Sandbrook stroked his dick in sympathy.
 

“Now cum,” she ordered, and right on cue, he spurted powerfully at the same time as the man in the video.
 

She laughed as he crumpled up, exhausted.
 

“That’s all for today, gay boy,” she said, “we shall resume tomorrow. But I will leave You with a few tasks You can do on Your own. Are you listening?”
 

He looked up at Her wearily.
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

“You will watch the two videos again at least twice tonight and do the same thing. Punch yourself before hetero, and pleasure yourself before the gays. Do I make myself clear?”
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

“And I want to see video proof that shows the clips and Your actions together.”
 

He groaned.
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

“Also, you are to obtain a buttplug and a realistic dildo by tomorrow night. Understood?”
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

“And if you find yourself thinking about hetero sex again, you will punch yourself in the balls till the gays appear in your head. Then you can touch yourself. Got it?”
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

“Good. Now fuck off.”
 

The webcam image disappeared abruptly.
 

Mr Sandbrook opened one of the images of Her from Her site to fill the sudden void of Her absence. She filled the room so completely when She was on his screen. When She was gone, it felt like a crowd was absent. It felt all right when Her image came up, and he sighed, and began to clean himself up. He was feeling less than enthusiastic about Her Domination in the aftermath of his orgasm, but he did not even think about find a means of escape. He knew there wasn’t one.
 

Mr Sandbrook obeyed Her to the letter, and used his phone to film himself repeating the dose of pain and pleasure that She had meted out to him earlier in the evening. He was worried about how to obtain the sex toys, though. It was too late to order them on the Net for the next day, so he was going to have to go to the grubby little sexshop in a side street behind the bingo hall. Either that or go to the Ann Summers.
 

In the end, after work, he decided to go to the back street shop. He looked in at the more glamorous venue, but he could not face buying a dildo before the eyes of the beautiful female assistants. The sexshop was bad enough. He had to walk past it three times before he finally had the gumption to walk in. He knew that he had no choice. 
 

There was no one else in the seedy shop, and the assistant was male, for which he was grateful. There were racks of magazines, DVDs, and sex toys and the whole atmosphere was actually charged in a very pleasant and arousing way, despite the grubby feel. He took an expensive but very realistic looking dildo and chose a small buttplug from the range available. They went up alarmingly in size. The largest one was wider than a wine bottle. 
 

Mr Sandbrook could guess what was in store for him that evening, and every evening after that. Mistress Misery took great delight in continuing with his enforced homosexuality, till he got to the point that he did not even think about sex with a woman anymore, and all his erotic thoughts were of cocks and hairy asses. The dildo was for cocksucking practice of course, and the buttplugs went steadily up in size, stretching him wider and wider.
 

Along with this ‘Forced-Bi’ conditioning, his Mistress gradually took a grip of his finances, making him transfer all his savings to Her, and changing the destination account of his salary to Her bank, from which She gave him a barely adequate allowance.
 

One day, She made him drive his Audi to a country layby and leave the keys in the exhaust and walk home. From that day he had to cycle into work.
 

At work, everyone still agreed that Mr Sandbrook was a good and kindly man, and a fine boss, but ever since the brief employment and unlamented departure of the unfortunate Mr Priestley; the man seemed to have undergone a gradual deterioration both in his appearance and inner spirit. It was as if he had caught some sort of wasting disease from the strange man who had worked there so briefly, and that emaciated and suffering man was thus kept in the minds of those who worked at RightPrice Supermarkets, a haunted and unsettling figure who continued to cast a pall over the workforce weeks after he had been sacked.
 

Mr Sandbrook was only too aware of his decline. His chubby, genial air had almost entirely disappeared, to be replaced by a nervous, drawn, and much less confident aspect. He could see the change in the mirror at work in the lavatory. He knew that his colleagues blamed Mr Priestley in some dark and unspecified way, but the poor man had played only a very incidental part in his downfall. His part was to collapse unconscious in his office on hearing of his sacking, and to drop his phone where it would be missed until the ambulance had come and gone.
 

It was Mr Sandbrook’s fate that there would be no one else around when the phone beeped. It was his destiny to answer it, and so take a first fateful step into the evil clutches of Mistress Misery. From that moment, in hindsight, he was doomed.
 

Looking at his drawn and pale features in the lavatory mirror, Mr Sandbrook often wondered what his life would have been like had the phone beeped when the paramedics were lifting Mr Priestley into the stretcher and not ten minutes afterwards, but there was no point in thinking about it.
 

The phone beeped for him alone, and a bare two days later, he was just another broken and blackmailed slave compelled to worship and serve the heartless and evil woman who called Herself ‘Mistress Misery’. Mr Priestley was also Her property of course, and it was just the very act of picking up his phone that brought Mr Sandbrook into fatal contact with Her.
 

He did not like to dwell on how She had achieved this so quickly. It did not bear thinking about. He went over painful memories from time wondering what he could have done differently, but She had been so clever, so diabolically clever. She knew that sending that sexy picture of her would make him randy. She knew that it would make him want to wank. It had been so easy for Her to control that situation and make him cum in a public toilet. Then it was a weapon for Her to use against him, to make him take the phone home and text Her some more.
 

Then there were the pictures of Her on the net, and the video that wasn’t a video. He always whimpered and put his head in his hands when he thought of the video. He had been so desperate to open it; he had ignored all the antivirus warnings.
 

Even now, the memory was so fresh as to make him shudder all over and try to think of something else. But he rarely could. He had to follow the evil sequence; the way She had mercilessly made him lick and taste it, holding her finger over the ‘Enter’ button all the time, then suck and eat it, every last piece, and lick the plate afterwards. 
 

It had been so disgusting, but she had made him act as though he enjoyed it, for the video She wanted to make of him, and he had had no choice but to comply. She let him puke it all up afterwards into the bowl where it normally went in the first place, but by then it was all too late. She had everything She wanted. Everything she needed to control him completely. And control him completely She did.
 

 
 

No one at RightPrice suspected the truth. No one really wondered why he no longer drove an Audi, but bicycled into work. If he said it was for green energy, it was good enough for his staff.
 

They put his sudden withdrawal from the church to a ‘crisis of faith’. The vicar had visited his house personally at the beginning to see what could be done, but of course, nothing the man said could ever bring back the spark of spiritual light into his heart. Mistress Misery had seen to that. In the end, the vicar had regretfully taken his leave, shaking his head. 
 

When Mr Sandbrook mentioned the man’s visit to Her, She laughed and made him go over every detail, obviously finding it all very amusing and pleasurable.
 

No one would have believed that Oliver Sandbrook would undress as soon as he got home, removing everything, and put on a collar meant for a dog, and act out homosexual fantasies with a dildo and plug for the amusement of the Evil Bitch who owned him absolutely.
 

Two months after Mistress Misery had so utterly changed his life; Mr Sandbrook was actually beginning to adjust to the new reality. She had full control over his money, and he was now very homosexual, so he did not mind at all the gay sex games She devised for him. He looked forward to getting home on his bicycle, looked forward to worshipping Her and striving to please Her.
 

 
 

On one particular evening, however, she had something else in mind for him.
 

“You are going to get a visitor today, cretin,” she said. “Somebody special.”
 

“V-visitor?”
 

“Oh, don’t worry, pet,” she purred, “no one has found out about you. This is something much nicer.”
 

He shuddered at Her tone.
 

“When you answer the door, do whatever the visitor requires, do you understand?”
 

“Yes, Mistress.”
 

 
 

When the knock at the door finally came, Mr Sandbrook went to open it with dread in his heart. He half expected it to be Mistress Misery Herself, but it was not so. With a shock, he realised that it was Mr Priestley, still looking haggard and unwell.
 

“Mr Priestley?” he asked, surprised. “Come in.”
 

The man came through without saying anything, just shooting him a sideways glare. Mr Sandbrook remembered with a guilty start that he was still using his phone to text his Mistress. He hoped that it wouldn’t be held against him. He could do little about it, after all.
 

“Where is your webcam?” asked Mr Priestley.
 

“Upstairs,” responded Mr Sandbrook, surprised.
 

They went up and Mr Priestley watched as the other man switched it on. To Mr Sandbrook’s surprise, Mistress Misery was already online and Her image came immediately to the screen. 
 

“Ah,” She said, “seeing the two men. Good. Continue.”
 

Mr Priestley was already beginning to disrobe. Mr Sandbrook watched him in amazement. The other man looked at him. “Strip!” he hissed. Oliver did so, his heart turning over in his chest. He knew that She would want him in his collar too, so he put it on. Mr Sandbrook noticed that Mr Priestley had a tattoo on one cheek of his bottom.
 

Mr Priestley faced Mr Sandbrook and put his hands on his shoulders, pressing down. Mr Sandbrook resisted for a moment, but then complied. When he had sank to his knees Mr Priestley’s erect cock was right by his face. He felt his sex swell at the sight. He had become used to wanking off to the sight of men sucking each other off, and he had practised on a dildo. Now he was going to do it for real, in front of his Mistress.
 

He grasped it with his hands and wanked it gently, then, closing his eyes, took it into his mouth.
 

Mistress Misery giggled the whole way through, sending instructions to Mr Priestley as to exactly what She wanted to see next. She made him take his prick out of Mr Sandbrook’s mouth and penetrate the man’s virgin ass before returning it to his mouth to finish it off and swallow.
 

Mr Sandbrook had to wank off then and spurt into Mr Priestley’s bumhole. There was no way he could actually have fucked Mr Priestley, because there was just a gaping hole where the man’s ring should have been. It had been stretched so wide that three penises could have fitted inside and hardly touched the sides. Mr Sandbrook unloaded his cum into this flaccid, gaping orifice, as if he were tipping water into a drain.
 

She made him lie on the ground then with his face between Mr Priestley’s legs, his mouth opened wide. She made Mr Priestley straighten up and open his ass cheeks, letting the creamy load run out onto Mr Sandbrook's face and into his mouth. This he had to swallow down and then lick Mr Priestley clean.
 

Mr Sandbrook was utterly exhausted and nearly in tears when it was all over, but Mr Priestley had plainly seen it all before. Mistress Misery had enjoyed the spectacle immensely.
 

“How do you feel with two loads of cum mixed with shit inside you, slut?” she asked cruelly, laughing. “Don’t worry you’ll get used to it.”
 

Mistress Misery was as good as Her word. Mr Priestley stayed at the house for a few days, and they had sex at every opportunity, unemotional but intensely erotic. Mr Priestley assumed the more dominant role, usually fucking Mr Sandbrook, or making him suck him off. The ass stretching continued all this time, with Mr Sandbrook’s ass taking larger and larger plugs. On one of those days, they went to a tattoo parlour, where Mr Sandbrook was subjected to the humiliation of having “cum slut” inked permanently into his right buttock.
 

After a week, they went to Mr Priestley’s place, which was a flea ridden bedsit in a very unpleasant part of town. There was hardly enough room to have sex, but they did the best they could. They were both in their fifties, but found that they still had a good appetite for each other. Mistress Misery oversaw all this with Her usual sadistic delight.
 

She made Oliver move in with Mr Priestley, even though there was not really enough room, and then sold Mr Sandbrook’s lovely house, will all the proceeds naturally going to her.
 

The students and drop outs and DHSS handout merchants were aware of the two old gays living in their block. They were not liked, because they were not friendly. They were eaten out from the inside and all they seemed to care about was themselves.
 

This uncaring, vacant attitude eventually caused problems at work. The turnover at RightPrice meant that few people remembered him as the genial father figure of old. They gave him a number of chances, but in the end had to let him go. They gave him a generous leaving package, which Mistress Misery took every penny of with sadistic glee. She did make it up to him by finding him a job cleaning a public lavatory. She made the two of them film sex sessions there after hours.
 

Mr Sandbrook did not like to think about the way his life had turned out but every once in a while he stopped with the aroma of disinfectant all around him in the public lavatory and allowed himself to remember who he had once been. A middle aged man with joy in his heart, with friends, pastimes, financial security, and the hope of heaven. Mistress Misery had taken it all. He sometimes wept when he thought of it, and when he did cry, he never forgot to record the pathetic sound on his phone to send to Her later. She loved to hear him weep, and pleasing Her was all he had left.
 

 
 

The Fucking END!
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