

Introduction







The world had problems which science could not solve, but politics could. In a shock election, a new world order was born, one which put women in charge and gave them life or death powers over males. Everything was about to change, and the answer to the male over population problem would finally be solved in the most evil and sadistic ways possible. 







This story begins as Tony sits with his sixteen-year-old daughter, Sofia, watching the election results come in. It is obvious to Tony that things are about to become very different in his home as his daughter begins to realise the power this new government will give her. The changes to Tony’s life came far quicker than he could ever have expected, as Sofia started to impose her newfound authority over him before the results were announced. 







As Tony finds himself driven deeper into a life of hell, his daughter relishes in her newfound power and soon learns how much more she can offer this new world. As Sofia’s life takes on a new meaning and direction, Tony becomes nothing more than a worthless house slave to her, and it soon becomes apparent that Sofia is happy to end his life, either through her immature actions or on a whim. To add to the horrors of Tony's life is Helen, his ex-wife, who by law, now owns him and doesn’t hide the fact that she wants him dead. Meanwhile, in the world around him, the exterminations of unwanted males begin.







Enjoy the read
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Chapter 1

Changing Times

​Tony sat on the sofa watching the television while the results from the general election started to come in. His daughter Sofia lay with her head at the other end of the couch, while her feet rested on his lap. Tony had not said anything to the sixteen-year-old when she had put her feet up on him, but he wasn’t too happy that she had done that. He had noticed over the last few weeks the change in her whole attitude towards him, as she seemed to have lost much of the respect she once had. It wasn’t only that which he worried about; he wasn’t happy with the way she had started to dress. An example of it was the way she looked this evening in the tight and short T-shirt that barely covered her and left her belly exposed. And then there was the short, tight skirt that exposed too much of her legs, which were covered in the sheer black tights. He knew she wasn’t the only girl who had started to show off their body in recent times, and that was all down to Josephine, the woman who could very soon become the new Prime Minister of the United Kingdom. Tony still found it hard to believe how that woman was taken seriously as a politician, let alone being the frontrunner to win the general election. It was impossible to believe that a woman with such extreme views, who honestly thought females were superior to males, could be taken this seriously.

Tony had spoken to his ex-wife last week about how he wasn’t happy with the way Sofia now dressed and wore makeup. That call had led to the woman being rude to him again and telling him not to interfere in the way she was raising her daughter. Sofia lived with her mother, but would stay with Tony every Friday and Saturday night. When he and Helen divorced five years ago, she had insisted that he would look after their daughter on those set days, saying she felt it was important for Sofia not to lose contact with her father. Tony knew that was rubbish, and the truth was that Helen wanted her freedom over the weekends and did not want to worry about looking after Sofia. That had not bothered Tony; all that mattered to him was maintaining regular contact with Sofia, who was the most important person in his life.

​“So love, how's school going?”

“Shush, I’m trying to listen to this,” Sofia spoke sharply just before she raised one of her feet and dropped it back down onto Tony’s lap, her heel hitting his lap hard enough for him to make a little yelp.

“And don’t call me love, I have a bloody name,” she again spoke sharply, but without taking her eyes from the television screen. Tony was shocked by what she had done and her attitude toward him. This was his young daughter, and it sickened him in what she was becoming, which was something he entirely blamed her mother and the political situation for. Tony was seriously considering taking some action against the young girl for her behaviour.

​“Sorry, Daddy. I never meant to kick you,” Sofia went back to speaking in the soft and sweet voice that Tony was used to hearing from her.

“It's just that this stuff is really important and I want to listen to it. We had a lesson in school this afternoon about it,” she added again in her soft voice. Tony glanced at the television screen, which showed two women speaking; both looked incredibly attractive.

“I envisage a hierarchy system will naturally fall into place within everyday family life, the mother being the head of the household, with her daughters taking up the position of being second in command. The women of the household will of course have the full support of the law to enforce this should any of the males within the family unit not be compliant.” One of the women, a snobby-sounding member of Josephine's party, spoke to the TV presenter.

“I’m not sure how that is going to work out with us, Daddy. But I’m sure I will work something out,” the words of Sofia sent a chill up Tony’s spine. Tony was once again going to say something, but decided to keep quiet. He knew his daughter was stubborn and, at times, could be impulsive in her actions to get what she wanted. He had little doubt that she would be willing to call the police if the election went Josephine's way and he gave her any trouble.

“I will have to speak to mum about everything. I’m not sure if she has any plans for you.” The words of his daughter sent another horrifying chill through Tony.

“But we’re divorced,” the words came out of Tony's mouth almost automatically.

“Yeah, I know silly. But it was something else my teacher spoke about today. Apparently, any divorced woman has a right of ownership over her ex if he isn’t in a relationship with another woman, which you're not.” Sofia gave a little chuckle as she spoke. A new and sudden horror hit Tony at what was happening and the implications it would mean for him if Josephine won the election. He had no idea that Helen would gain ownership rights over him. Tony had not really followed the campaigns leading up to the election; he knew Josephine's party talked a lot of crap, and it was only during the last days when polls showed she would win by a landslide that he had taken any of this seriously. The thought that his ex-wife could take ownership of him horrified him. He had only spoken to Helen on the telephone since the divorce, and those conversations had always been short and sharp. The woman was always showing her discontent at having to speak to him and never hid her dislike of Tony. He could never understand why Helen had turned like that toward him. The divorce had been very amicable; he gave up the house to her entirely and paid more than he had to in child support. He had hoped the two would stay friendly, if only for the sake of Sofia.

“I’m not sure I will be able to protect you from mum, and you know what she thinks of you.” The soft, yet suddenly concerned-sounding voice came from the young girl, whose feet were still resting on his lap. 

“Has she said anything about any of this to you?” Tony looked towards Sofia’s heavily made-up face as he spoke.

“No,” the reply came while Sofia still looked at the television screen.

“So, are you really saying that the female children in a family will somehow be part owners of their own fathers and brothers?” The interviewer asked the woman who she was speaking to on the television.

“Well, yes, of course, they will be. We have made it clear from the start of our campaign that all males will need to be owned, and their families will always have the first right in owning them.” The snotty-sounding woman replied.

“Why don’t you make me a nice cup of tea, Daddy?” Sophia lifted her legs from him as she spoke. Tony felt his face glow red at the way she had said that. It sounded more like a command than a request.

“Yes, Sofia,” he replied, and his body trembled as he stood.

“My teacher says it's really important that we get the males in our homes to be very respectful to us, and part of that is that they must address us correctly. So you may as well get used to addressing me correctly as Miss Sophia.” Tony couldn’t believe what his daughter had just said to him as he looked back down at her. She still had her eyes on the television screen as she sat with her legs again stretched out on the sofa.

“So will female children have the right to punish their own fathers when you win?” The TV presenter asked.

“Like we have always said. Women can do whatever they want with their males, and we have made it clear that age plays no part in who is considered a woman.” The snotty-sounding woman on the television screen spoke again, and this time there was a real sound of arrogance in her voice. The words from the TV sent a shiver up Tony’s spine.

“Yes, Miss Sofia,” Tony forced the words out of him.

“I think the cremation services are going to be busy in the coming days,” the TV presenter chuckled as she commented.

“Well, that will help to address the significant problems we have been having over the last two decades.” The snotty-sounding woman replied with complete indifference showing in her tone of voice. 

As Tony entered the kitchen, his mind was spinning. He could hardly believe how quickly things were changing, not only in his own home, but also in the wider world. The television continued to drone on in the background, filled with bold pronouncements and the laughter of women who seemed to relish the newfound authority that was fast approaching them. Tony, like everyone else in the country, knew something would have to give. He had thought that there would be a medical solution to the problem, but all attempts at that had failed. The reason why only one in every thirty new births resulted in a girl being born was still a mystery to science. The best minds in the world had tried to find a solution to the phenomenon that had been occurring over the last twenty-five years, and all had failed. Tony still remembered the joy he felt when Sophia was born; he was one of the lucky ones to have been blessed with a daughter. Still, he found it strange that the best solution that could be found was a government which would, in essence, dehumanise males and enslave them. He knew crime, and especially sexual assaults against women, were at an all-time high, which caused him great concern for Sophia’s safety and welfare, but this was a worldwide problem. He couldn’t understand why the solution to this had to be a female government that would enslave all males; no other country in the world had moved in this direction. As he filled the kettle, Tony wondered how many other men were experiencing the same uneasy feeling this evening as he was.

​“Many people are asking if Josephine is seeking the eradication of males,” he heard the TV interviewer say from the room behind him.

​“No, that is a stupid thing to ask, and a silly rumour started by the opposition parties. There will always be males; we will always need them. The only difference is that the males in Great Britain will be controlled males. Besides, if we need to import more of them, then every country in the world would be happy to supply us with them," The posh voice replied.

​“So you are not denying that a government under Josephine would allow a woman to kill a male?” The TV presenter asked her next question.

​“What I am saying and what Josephine has said all along is that any female can do whatever she likes to her males, and if that were to kill him, then she would be protected under the law. Look, we need to get this straight. We see females, all females, as something special and superior to males. We aim to create a society where women lead, a place that gives all women the chance to live wonderful lives and fulfil their dreams. What we have now, has got to stop; we can no longer live in a place where women live in fear and are seen as sex objects. And this nightmare of our society will end tonight when Josephine is elected as our new leader.” The smug and posh voice on the TV replied to the presenter. Tony heard the sound of Sofia clapping her hands coming from the living room.

As Tony continued to make the tea for his daughter, he thought about the casual way Sofia had asserted herself, referencing her teacher’s instructions. She barely glanced at him as he left the room, her posture relaxed and untroubled, utterly confident in the new order that seemed to be coming like an unstoppable steam train. The thought of losing all authority over his sixteen-year-old child scared him, but what frightened him more was the fact that she would now be in charge by law. Then there was the knowledge of what Sofia had said about Helen; the thought of his ex-wife taking ownership of him sent a shiver of fear through him, especially in a world where she could do whatever she liked to him. Tony reminded himself that Josephine had not yet been elected, and he had seen how opinion polls had been completely wrong before. Tony knew there was no way a modern society would ever vote itself into a dictatorship, which was what Josephine's government would be no better than. There was also the fact that there were five times the number of males in the country as there were women, and they would never vote themselves into slavery. 

As Tony walked back into the lounge, he decided to play along with Sofia, but from tomorrow morning, after Josephine had lost the election, he would put a stop to what her mother was allowing her to become. Her rudeness and disrespect would come to an end, as would the slutty clothing that she wore. He knew that would lead to arguments with Helen, but he was used to that and had had many over the years with her. He would let the woman know that if she didn’t help to get their little innocent girl back, he would stop paying her the extra maintenance that he did; he knew she liked the money too much not to help.

“Your tea, Miss Sofia,” Tony spoke in a cheeky-sounding voice while stepping into the room. Sofia was getting up from the sofa as he walked in, and he was momentarily stunned as he watched the tight clothing cling to her adult-looking body. Tony knew if he saw this woman on the street, he would instantly fancy her; the thought sickened him.

“You can have it. I’m going to bed.” There was a dismissive tone to Sofia’s voice as she spoke without looking towards him. 

“Don’t you want to watch some more of this and see who wins? It’s a bit early for bed yet.” Tony spoke innocently, knowing it was only about eight o'clock still. He saw the way his daughter turned and looked at him as he spoke, and he saw the sudden look of anger on her face.

“HOW DARE YOU TRY TO INFLUENCE MY DECISION. WHO THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE TRYING TO CONTROL ME!” Tony was shocked at the angry shout that came from his daughter.  Below him, he felt the way his legs trembled, while his mind spun. Tony had never seen his daughter behave like this towards him before; he was about to give her a telling off.              “Our teacher told us how males always did that. Always trying to control women, well, let me tell you something, buster. That stops as of right now with you. I will not tolerate my own father trying to control women. I hope we are very clear on that,” Sofia paused as she stood with her legs slightly apart and her hands on her hips. Tony felt the way his face grew hot and red as he stood holding the tea he had made for her. In the background, he heard the snotty woman on the television speaking about how males should no longer be considered human beings, while she described killing them as no different from stepping on a bug.

“Besides, I’ll know if we won in the morning, because if we win, you will be standing outside my bedroom door, ready to serve me when I awake. And you will be naked, Daddy.” She had said that calmly, and her voice had a hint of a chuckle. Disbelief spun through Tony's mind at her words.

“I mean, honestly. Would you allow cockroaches to invade your home without killing them? That's what I'm seeing now with males, they are taking over our home and lives, and we need to get this under control.” The snotty woman on the television spoke again.

“You will obey me, Daddy. Won't you?” Tony saw how Sofia then put her hand to her ear as she gave him a questioning look; he knew she wanted him to answer her.

“Yes, Miss Sofia,” his voice shook like his body did as he replied to his daughter. Tony saw the smile that then appeared on her face at his reply.

“Good boy, because I would hate to have to have you put down. Enjoy you’re evening and don’t have the TV on too loud, Daddy,” she again smiled at him before she turned and walked out of the room.

Tony stood frozen as he watched his daughter leave the room, while the hem of her skirt clung to her backside and the tops of her tights. For a moment, he felt ashamed of the way he gawked at her sexiness; this was his own daughter.

“All males are sex predators and very dangerous creatures. It is at our own peril that we waste this chance that Josephine has given us,” the snobby woman on the television spoke again. The cup of tea was trembling slightly in his grasp as he tried to process the new reality unfolding before him. He caught himself wondering whether, after tonight, everything he knew about parenthood and authority would be swept away, replaced by some strange and frightening new world order, one in which women would control.


Chapter 2

Election Night

Tony kept the television volume low as he sat on the sofa, watching the live results and interviews coming in from around the country. So far, only five of the six hundred and fifty results had been announced. Josephine had won four of them by landslide margins and had only narrowly lost one. Disbelief ran around in Tony’s mind that men were really voting for this woman. He wondered if her good looks and the sexy dresses she wore had influenced them. His mind kept returning to Sofia and what she had said about wanting him to wait outside her bedroom door while being naked; the thought sickened him. She was his sixteen-year-old daughter and was going to be given life or death power over him if Josephine won the election.

“And we have just had two more results in, both Ramsgate and Chester have overwhelmingly voted for Josephine,” the smug-sounding woman on the television said. Tony stared at the screen as another woman was starting to be interviewed, this time by a male reporter from one of the victory sites.

“Are you surprised by your victory this evening, Miss Lean?”  Tony noticed how the male interviewer seemed overly respectful to the woman he was speaking to.

“No, it is clear to see that everyone wants a change. That includes males; they know they need to be controlled or eradicated. There is a new order on the horizon, one that will see order returned to our lands, a land where females control,” the happy-sounding woman replied to the red-faced male reporter.

“Miss Lean, you mentioned the word eradicate. What do you mean by that?” The report appeared to have a nervous tone to his voice as he asked the ugly and overweight woman the question.

“Just what I have said, eradicated. There is no place in this world for males who are uncontrolled. I can promise that as of tomorrow, my constituency will have public gallows erected, and the extermination of any male ever convicted of any criminal offences will take place. They will be joined by any other male that a woman deems unfit to live. They can all dangle together by their necks,” she chuckled as she added the last sentence. Tony was taken aback by the callous words of this new member of parliament. 

“Now let me ask you a question.” The woman suddenly said to the reporter.

“Have you got a woman who will take ownership of you?” The camera went back to the face of the reporter, who looked a little shocked at being asked that.

“No, not at this time, Miss Lean,” the reporter put on a fake-looking smile as he replied.

“Well then, I suggest you get out of town quickly, unless you want your neck stretched in the morning, there's plenty of room on the gallows for you,” the woman giggled as she spoke. The reporter's face turned a sudden deeper and brighter red at hearing the words of the overweight woman, who was now a member of parliament and a lawmaker.

Tony felt himself trembling as he sat and watched the screen in disbelief. No part of his mind could believe this was happening, or why people were voting for Josephine freely. On the screen, a female presenter was now speaking to a man who was apparently a political expert.

“So, can you explain to us why this is happening?” The presenter asked, still with a very smug-sounding voice and look on her face.

“Well, it's partly a protest vote against our current government, but also,” he was interrupted by the presenter.

“Oh, come on, it's much more than that. Men are voting for control to be taken over their lives, and in some cases, for their own execution or should I say extermination.” The presenter's smug voice spoke again, accompanied by a chuckle.

“Yes, you are right, of course. I think men are just fed up with the life they have. I mean, most men know they will never find love or have a family. We know there are at least five or six men for every female now, and most men will never have the love of a woman. Josephine gives hope to these men that they may now be owned by a woman. She has made it clear that there will be no limit to the number of men that women can own.” There was a giggle from the female presenter as the man spoke.

“So they voted for their own deaths,” her chuckling voice added.

“In some cases, yes,” the expert replied.

“I suppose it does show how brainless men really are,” the chuckling woman replied.

“Another five results have just come in.” There was a pause as the presenter spoke and then looked at her screen. Tony held his breath as he waited for her to talk again. He prayed the results would be against Josephine.

“And it's another five victories for Josephine; in one constituency, she has managed to get one hundred per cent of the vote. Has that ever happened before?” she glanced back up at the man she was interviewing.

“I don’t think that has ever happened before,” the man with a red face replied. Tony felt his life slipping away as he watched the screen; all he could think about was having to report to his own daughter in the morning, while naked. A text message sounded on Tony's telephone. As he looked at the screen, he saw it had come from Helen, and his blood ran cold. The message was just a smiling face, and a new fear swept over Tony. 

Over the next hours, Tony continued to nervously watch the results being announced. Out of the many results that had poured in over the last hours, Josephine had only lost one seat. Between those announcements, he half-listened to interviews, but now, it seemed only women from Josephine's party were being interviewed by the news channel.  It was clear to see the writing on the wall; there was little doubt now about who the new prime minister would be. The message Tony had got from Helen spun in his mind, and he knew the smiling face was some kind of threat from her, and he didn’t understand why she felt the way she did about him. On top of that, there was the fact that he would have to be naked outside his daughter's door when she awoke, and that thought really sickened him. He felt the way the world was closing in on him in a surreal kind of way and just wanted to wake up from this nightmare. Tony looked back at the television screen.

“Congratulations on your victory this evening, Tracey. It now looks like you will be the new Home Secretary in just a few hours.”  The sexy presenter spoke to what could only be described as a very normal-looking woman who had joined her in the studio.

“Thank you, Shasha,” The smiling woman replied.

“Were you expecting such a landslide victory?” The presenter, Shasha, asked while looking happy at the way the elections had gone that evening.

“There was little doubt that we would win, but I must admit the results were far better than we ever anticipated. We weren’t really expecting to get so much of the male vote, but that does show how the male brain works and really proves the point that they need controls.” The chuckling voice replied to the presenter.

“One of the things that has come out this evening is that any male who was not owned would be taken into state service. What does that really mean?”

“It means I am going to be very busy in the coming days,” the woman chuckled as she replied.

“That's for sure,” the presenter said while still smiling before continuing to speak.

“But we all know there are just too many males, so are the ones who are not owned or put to use going to be exterminated?” Tony was shocked at the way the presenter asked that question; it seemed like she was finding the whole thing amusing.

“I won't lie about this. Yes, many males will have to be eradicated. However, we also require a large and well-controlled workforce. The entire concept behind my party is to make our country a great place for women to live and thrive in, which will require a large workforce to achieve.” The woman took on a serious look as she replied to the presenter. Tony found it hard to believe that the woman who would soon be one of the most powerful in the country had just as good as admitted that mass murder would take place. 

“So, are we really speaking about a slave workforce?”

“Yes, and why not. History has shown that the greatest empires in the world were built with slavery, and we will be a great empire once again,” the woman smiled as she replied.

“But there seems to be some misconception about who we, as a state, will enslave. So let me be very clear about this: there will not be any free males; all males will be slaves in one way or the other. They will either be owned by an individual, a company controlled by a female or by the state. Freedom for all males ends this evening,” the woman who would soon be the Home Secretary replied. Tony's mind spun at the words of the woman who spoke in a matter-of-fact tone of voice.

“Sorry to interrupt you, Tracey, but the current prime minister is about to make a live statement, so we have to cut over to that.” The interviewer said.

“This will be interesting,” the other woman said with a chuckle.

Tony now sat on the edge of the sofa as he stared at the TV screen. He knew his life now revolved around what the man who stood at the podium would say next, and he prayed he would have a solution to stop Josephine from being the next prime minister.

“People of the United Kingdom, this will be a difficult announcement for me to make to you. I have just finished a meeting with Josephine, the leader of the Supremacy Party. I tried to find a middle ground between us, hoping to form a coalition government that can fully address the problems we have been facing for many years now as a country. Unfortunately, Josephine has refused to allow any such government to be formed. As Josephine now holds the majority of seats, I regret to say that I have no choice but to concede defeat and hand over the office of Prime Minister to Josephine.” Tony stared blankly at the screen of the television as disbelief spun around in his head. Then, something that neither he nor the world expected to happen on live TV unfolded. Dawn, the Prime Minister's wife, walked out of Downing Street. Dawn was a glamorous woman, and tonight, she wore a short dress and high-heeled shoes. As she stepped towards her husband, he walked away from the podium and turned toward her. And then, to the horror of Tony, the prime minister fell to his knees as the smiling woman placed a collar around his throat.

“Kiss my feet, slave,” Dawn spoke loud enough for the cameras to broadcast her voice. The prime minister then lowered his face to the woman's feet and kissed them, and it was broadcast live around the world.

As the screen returned to the studio, the two women who had been there before now laughed as they watched the live footage.

“Welcome back,” the presenter said, trying to regain her composure after what she had just witnessed.

“And may I be the first to congratulate our new Home Secretary on her new role.” The presenter added.

“Thank you, Sasha, and how fitting to see that public humiliation,” the chuckling woman replied. As Tony looked at the screen, his telephone beeped; he glanced over and saw it was another message from Helen. Again, it was just a smiling face. Tony felt the sudden urge to masturbate; he had to think straight and knew that would help.

“So, when does the work start?” he heard the presenter ask the question as he stood up to head to the bathroom.

“Orders are being sent out to the police and armed forces as we speak, so as we celebrate tonight, the work will have started,” the very happy Home Secretary replied with a giggle.

Tony had found it strange, but as he masturbated, he thought about Helen. His mind was on the way she used to be and the way she looked. He had not seen her for the last five years, so he had no idea what the woman was like now. Sofia always refused to discuss her mother with him. But as his body found relief, his mind was on the sexy and very good-looking woman who had once been his wife. Tony had made it a rule to never masturbate while Sofia was here, but tonight, he knew he had needed to cum desperately. Now, as he sat on the lavatory, he felt the tremors in his body at the horror of what had taken place that evening, and what his future would be like. The thought of the prime minister being collared and then kissing his wife’s feet on television could not leave his mind, and brought home the fact that what was happening was very real. His mind turned towards the women he had seen on the television this evening, who found what was happening amusing to say the least. He felt that none of them considered the real implications of what would happen to men as they spoke about eradication, as if it were a bug infestation. A sudden feeling of worthlessness ran through Tony; everything he had done and become now seemed to be of no importance to the women who wanted all males enslaved or eradicated. As Tony stood and pulled up his pants, he felt a little ashamed that he had wanked while Sofia was in the house; it was not something he had done before.

On the way back to the lounge, he paused by Sofia’s closed bedroom door. He knew that when she awoke, she would be his owner, perhaps only a partial owner if Helen decided to take him. He felt a helpless and sickening feeling running through him and wished she had never told him to wait for her naked. This was his sixteen-year-old daughter, who had decided that she wanted to see him naked. It was a feeling of shameful humiliation that shot up his spine this time when he thought about what he knew he had to do.

“For those of you just joining us, we are now live at the Supremacy Party Headquarters, where we are waiting for Josephine to give a statement. Tony heard the sound from the television as he stepped into the lounge.

“It is expected that Josephine will announce her victory when she arrives on the podium. We have not heard from the palace, but we expect the King will send his congratulations to her formally in the morning.” The snotty-sounding woman presenter added. Tony stood in front of the television screen, which showed an empty podium in front of the Union Jack flag. The mention of the King gave him some hope; he was a man, and a man who could stop this all from happening. From what little Tony knew about politics, he was sure the king had to give the new prime minister permission to form a government and then swear them in.  A sudden relief ran through Tony as he stood and watched the screen; he knew the King would not allow this to happen.

A young and very sexy looking woman appeared on the screen and walked up to the podium. Tony saw and heard the sound as she tapped the microphone. Ladies, it gives me great pleasure to introduce the new Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, Josephine Phillips.” As the young woman spoke, the sound of music filled the room, and Josephine stepped onto the stage. There was a cheer and clapping from those in the room as Josephine danced her way toward the podium. It was hard to believe that the blonde woman in the blue skirt suit would be the new leader of the land. The skirt she wore was short and showed off her sexy legs that were covered in black tights. To finish her incredibly sexy look were the high-heeled shoes that she wore. Tony knew that the woman always wore high-heeled shoes, and that was probably because she was of short build. 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” Josephine lifted her arms as the crowd continued to clap and cheer at her appearance.

“Ladies and males from the press, please.” Josephine spoke again as the crowd gave no sign of letting up on their jubilation, while Josephine smiled and laughed. Once again, Tony found it hard to believe that so many people could be so happy when every man in the country had been sentenced to slavery or death by the sexy looking woman whom they were cheering. Josephine threw her arms up in a victorious celebration again, and the crowds continued to cheer the short and now all-powerful woman who was all but in name a dictator.  Finally, Josephine raised her hands out in front of her, giving the crowd the signal that it was time to be silent. Tony still stood in front of the screen, looking down in disbelief at the unfolding events.

“Gosh, WOW,” Josephine began to speak, her face full of smiles and triumph.

“Thank you, thank you.” There was a pause as the woman composed herself, still overjoyed at the reception her party had just given her.

“Today we stand on a new dawn. Today, we start to correct the wrongs done by males, not just over the last twenty years, but over the course of world history.” The crowd again clapped and cheered the smiling woman.  Josephine waited for the silence to return to the room.

“How fitting to see the previous prime minister on his knees at his wife's feet, better late than never,” Josephine chuckled as she spoke, and the crowd again cheered. Again, she waited for the room to quieten down.

“I have, over the last few minutes, had a telephone conversation with the king. He of course, gave his congratulations on my victory. However, that was not the real purpose of his contacting me. He wanted to assure me that the crown would in no way stand against the will of the people.” Again, came a roar from the crowd, and Tony’s heart sank. Josephine again used her hands to silence the people in the room.

“There's more,” she said with a smile on her face as the room went silent.

“The King has decided that it is clear that the day of men ruling has now been consigned to history. He will therefore immediately abdicate from the throne, and the crown will be handed to his sister, Princess Anna. LONG LIVE THE QUEEN!” The shout of the last words came from Josephine, and the crowd once again went ecstatic.

Tony felt the room spinning as he watched the screen. There was little doubt that in the course of one evening, his life as he knew it had ended. His mind spun at the thought of reporting naked to his daughter, and then there was his ex-wife, whom he had no idea what she was going to do. Tony stepped back and sat on the sofa as he continued to watch the television. Josephine had waited for the silence to return before she continued her victory speech.

“Tomorrow morning, the Queen will accept that we will form her next government. And I promise that our government will be like nothing that has ever been recorded in history before.” There were more cheers, but this time Josephine continued to speak over them.

“Tonight we will party; however, the work has begun. As of six o'clock this morning, I have declared martial law throughout the country. This only applies to males; women are free to continue with their daily lives without interference. A list of the new rules and regulations will be broadcast on screen shortly. A word of warning to the males watching this,” she paused and smiled at the cameras.

“Whoever you think you are, or were, is of no concern to me. Should you decide to disobey any of the rules, you will be instantly executed on the spot. No courts, no trials, just death.” Josephine's expression and tone of voice suddenly became stern.

“Your lives mean nothing to me, you are worthless, dangerous and useless creatures. You will be owned and controlled, or you will die,” Josephine smiled, and the crowd erupted in their jubilation once again. 

Tony stared at the screen, which displayed a list of the new laws of the land. The condescending and arrogant voice of the female presenter went through each law one by one, clearly finding them amusing. The laws were clear: all males had to be registered within one week or be claimed by the state, and it clearly stated that wives or ex-wives had priority in registering their male as their property. Marriage had been abolished between women and men, and now replaced by the ownership of the male. Daughters were also given ownership rights over fathers and brothers. Tony's mind spun in disbelief.

“I’m going to rip the bollocks off my ex,” the chuckling voice of the presenter on the television sounded again. Tony glanced at his phone as it beeped once again; his blood ran cold at another smiling face that Helen had just sent him.


Chapter 3

Reality Of The New Order

No part of Tony could believe he was standing outside of his daughter's bedroom door while completely naked. The shame of knowing that at any moment the door could open or her voice would call out for him to enter spun around in his mind. It sickened him to think that he had no choice in any of this; his life and world had been taken from him overnight. As he stood on his trembling legs, the new laws and regulations that now affected all men spun in his mind, as did the arrogant and snobby voice of the female presenter from last night. In addition to his current shameful situation, there was also concern about his job. Tony was a senior architect who had staff under him. The new laws clearly stated that men were no longer allowed to hold management positions within a company. The unknown spun in his mind; his job was well-paid, and now he didn't know if he would still have it. And then there was Helen, the stupid smiling faces she had sent him added to the confusion he felt. He knew the woman could now take ownership of him if she chose to. Before Tony had stripped and come to the door, he had glanced out of the window and seen that there was a lot of police and military activity on the street. He had never seen the military out in the city before; he had also seen how women led the squads of armed men with them. Tony's flat was opposite a large park; he had been horrified to see that gallows were being built in it, which had really driven home the seriousness of what was happening.

It was about two hours later that the door to the room suddenly opened, and a shameful panic ran through Tony as he stood entirely naked in front of his daughter, who wore what looked like a lacy playsuit.

“I take it we won, Daddy,” the young girl chuckled as she spoke while looking her father's naked body up and down. Tony wanted the ground to open and swallow him at that moment; he had never felt such shame before in his life.

“Yes, Miss Sofia, by a landslide,” he heard the way his voice trembled like his body did as he spoke.

“Well, you better kneel and kiss my feet then, slave,” the chuckling voice of Sofia said. Tony's world spun, but he knew his daughter well and was sure that if he didn’t obey her, she would call the authorities, and he knew what would happen to him then. Without further thought, Tony forced his body to drop to his knees as he placed his mouth to the red painted toenails of his sixteen-year-old daughter's feet and kissed them.

“Stand up Daddy.” The chuckling voice came from above him. There was nothing about any of this that Tony could believe; the shame and humiliation seemed to travel through his every fibre, and it was clear from the chuckling that his daughter was finding it all very amusing. The way that she switched what she called him from daddy to slave and then back to daddy just seemed to add to his utter feeling of embarrassment. As he stood, he saw how Sofia's eyes gleamed with a mixture of triumph and mischief. He knew his daughter was very smart; he also knew how immature she could be, but he could understand that as she had only just turned sixteen and was still a child in his eyes.

“Spread your legs and put your hands on your head, Daddy.”  The humiliation of her words struck Tony, and no part of him wanted to stand like that in front of his daughter. For a moment, he didn’t move, as his world spun.

“OBEY ME SLAVE!” Tony was shocked at the sudden and angry shout that came from his daughter, the word slave used again, which reminded Tony that he had to obey her. His mind continued to spin in disbelief as he spread his legs and placed his hands on top of his head. Along with the shame of standing like he was while naked in front of his daughter was the fear that ran through him. He knew Sofia well enough to know she would not think twice about calling the police.

“Daddy, when I tell you to do something, you have to do it immediately for me. You must understand that I am a lady and you are just a low male, you’re not even a human being anymore.” This time, Sofia spoke calmly once again, but her words sent a chill down Tony’s spine. He couldn’t believe she had said that he wasn’t a human being anymore. He wanted to tell her that nothing had changed from who he was yesterday; he was still her father and a man.

“You do understand that, don’t you, Daddy?” Her soft and gentle words said.

“Yes, Miss Sofia,” Tony forced the reply from him.

“Actually, Daddy, I am now your Mistress, so I think it best that you address me as such,” she said, while giving him a soft smile. Another shameful and humiliating shiver ran down Tony's spine as he stood looking at his daughter's face.

"Yes, Mistress Sofia," he couldn't believe the way he had addressed her, but knew he had no choice.

"Good slave, now go make me a nice cup of tea." As soon as Sofia finished speaking, she turned back into her room and closed the door behind her. Tony was left standing with his hands on his head while facing the door to his daughter's room; he felt his cheeks burning with humiliation as his legs trembled below him. Tony couldn't believe the way Sofia had spoken to him, and it was harder still to think that he had to accept this from her while his naked body was fully displayed to the sixteen-year-old.

Tony looked out of the kitchen window as he made the tea, and a new horrifying terror ran through his body. The gallows in the park were still being built, but five had been completed, and five bodies of naked men hung from each of the completed structures. To the side of the gallows, he saw what must have been thirty men standing in a line; the men were all naked and had their hands bound behind their backs. A couple of soldiers, armed with rifles and batons, walked up and down the line of naked men who stood waiting. Tony looked at the woman standing in front of the hanging bodies, while looking up at them. She was a large woman dressed in black, her knee-length skirt showing her black tights and boots. Tony watched as the woman seemed to shout out an order, and another two soldiers who were behind her immediately started to remove the bodies from the gallows. As that was happening, the woman seemed to call out to the line of naked waiting men, and five of them started to walk toward the structure. The woman looked as though she had now started shouting angrily at the five men advancing, and they immediately began to run. As Tony stood frozen to the spot, the woman started yelling at the troops who were removing the bodies of the men who were already hanging. The soldiers appeared to move more quickly in response to the woman's commands.

As Tony continued to make his daughter her tea, he still looked out, and it was clear to see how the men who had run up from the line and now waited for the nooses to be put back in place and the trapdoors to be reset shook in fear. Tony found it hard to believe how the men had obeyed the commands given to them; they must have known that they were going to be killed, yet they had rushed towards the death that awaited them at the command of the fat woman. As soon as the gallows were reset, the soldiers moved the men waiting above onto the trapdoors and placed the nooses around their throats. The fat woman gave a nod as soon as the last rope was in place, the trap doors opened, and each of the men fell a short distance before the rope stopped their fall with a snapping motion. The fat woman just stood with her hands on her hips as she watched the twitching bodies hanging before her. It wasn't until the bodies were hanging in stillness that she started to yell, and the process began again. It was clear that the woman wanted the naked men who stood to the side killed as quickly as possible.

Tony had placed the mug of tea on the table, knowing his daughter liked to sit here to drink it. His mind was still spinning at what was taking place in the park, and no part of him could believe men were being publicly executed. He still couldn’t imagine why the men were obediently waiting for their own death, and why they ran up to the gallows when told to do so; it seemed like they had just given up on life and knew they had to now be exterminated. As Tony waited for Sofia to come to the kitchen, he again turned and looked down into the park. He was shocked to see trucks delivering more naked men to join the line of those waiting to be hanged. The fat woman had been joined by another woman who wore an officer's army uniform; the two seemed to be speaking and laughing as troops removed hanging bodies from the gallows, as another five naked men waited above for their turn to die. Tony’s mind turned to Josephine, the short but incredibly sexy woman who was behind making this happen, and Tony knew it wasn’t just here that men were being killed. He couldn't believe how Josephine could have ordered this to happen; people were really being killed at her command. He remembered how she had danced on stage last night and how people cheered her; his mind spun at the thought. Tony thought about turning on the television to see what the news was saying, but the men on the gallows suddenly dropped and then were stopped by the snap of the rope around their necks. Tony saw how the two women who stood watching were laughing while one of them pointed to a hanging body that was twitching badly with her little finger, and already the next five naked men were running up to position themselves on the gallows for their turn to die.

“WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING AT!” The sharp and angry shout came from behind him. Tony jumped at the sound of his daughter entering the room as he turned toward her.

“HOW DARE YOU NOT BE STANDING AT ATTENTION WHEN YOU WAIT FOR ME!” Tony saw the anger on his daughter's face as she shouted at him again, and he felt the tremble of fear in his own body.

“AND FUCKING KNEEL WHEN I COME INTO THE ROOM!” Another shout came from the sixteen-year-old as she sat at the table.

“Sorry, sorry, Mistress Sofia,” his body shook as he immediately dropped to his knees in front of his daughter.

“Do you want to go and join that line of animals being hung? I have no problem with it if you do,” Sofia's voice suddenly turned calm as she asked the question, sending a terrifying chill through Tony.

“I really don’t know who or what you think you are. When you are here with me, I am your world; everything is about me. What’s going on out there is none of your business. Am I clear, you moron?”  No part of Tony could believe the way his daughter was speaking to him; he felt a lowness like never before as he looked down at her white trainers.

“Yes, sorry, Mistress Sofia,” his words shook as they came out of him. As he looked up towards her, she crossed her legs and picked up the tea that was waiting for her. Tony saw how she wore a pair of jeans that fitted her skintight, and a tiny pink top that only covered her breasts, leaving the top of her chest and belly bare. 

“You're really going to have to learn some respect for me, Daddy, or I will take you down there to be hung with the rest of the useless animals.” Sofia looked down at him as she spoke and he knew his daughter was serious.

“Yes, I am so sorry, Mistress Sofia,” he replied with a voice that still shook. Tony knew he was in shock, not only because of his daughter's behaviour but also because of what was happening in the park.

“I’ll have to punish you later. Remind me this afternoon as I can't be bothered now,” disbelief ran through Tony's mind at what his daughter had just said. Again, he wondered at how it was possible for his sixteen-year-old daughter to now have the right to punish him.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia, I will,” he replied while feeling utter disbelief and shock at what was happening to him.

“I suppose it's my fault as we really need to get the house rules put in place for you,” she picked up her mug of tea again as she spoke. Tony looked up at her helplessly, and then the sudden humiliation and shame hit him again as he remembered he was naked while he knelt in front of his fully dressed daughter. As Tony’s mind spun, he saw the way Sofia looked down at him and knew she was thinking about something with all her concentration.

“Do you wank, Daddy?” A new horror ran through him at what she had just said. He couldn't believe she had asked him that; he was her father, and she was just a child. Tony stared blankly at her for a second.

“Daddy, you have to answer me. DON’T KEEP ME WAITING!” The shout of the last words made Tony jump, and horror flooded through him. He knew how his daughter could suddenly and without warning change her moods, and he also knew how she could, without hesitation, call for help from the police or military that was hanging men outside.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” shame ran through him as he replied. He saw the sudden look of disgust that came to her face and waited for her to shout for help.

“When did you last wank, you filthy animal?” The disgust that he saw on her face was now heard in her voice.

“And don’t fucking lie to me, maggot,” she spoke sharply down at him. Shame and humiliation once again ran down Tony’s spine as he looked up at his daughter, who waited expectantly for his answer.

“Last night, Mistress Sofia,” tears came to his eyes as the belittlement flooded through his shaking body.

“You fucking disgusting, dirty, filthy animal, you wanked while I was asleep in my room. You make me fucking sick,” as she spoke, she sat forward and slapped him across his face. Tony felt the sting of her hard slap and felt the way his face glowed a hot red, both from the blow and also from the humiliation that travelled through him.

“Were you thinking about me while you wanked, you piece of shit?” The words were spoken with utter disgust. Horror shot through Tony at hearing her words; he didn’t understand how she could have thought that. She was his daughter.

“No, Mistress Sofia, God no,” he sobbed the reply.

“So who were you thinking about when you had your cock rubbing in your hand cunt. WHO!” she screamed the last word down at him. Tony’s body was now shaking badly without him having any control over it.

“Helen, I was thinking about Helen,” he gasped out the words to the sixteen-year-old sitting above him. He saw her lean forward again and lift her arm, but he didn’t move as the hand flew down at his face. The hard blow pushed his head to one side as tears ran down his face, and humiliation at being slapped by his daughter ran through his body.

“Don’t you dare address my mother by her first name, she is your Madam, you brainless fucker. SO WHO WERE YOU THINKING ABOUT YOU WANKER!”  She again shouted the last words down at his shaking body.

“Mistress Sofia, I was thinking about Madam Helen while I was wanking,” Tony spoke as his world continued to spin. He thought all the shame and horror he could feel was behind him, but he knew now that wasn’t the case as he knelt and confessed to his young daughter, who sat above him with her legs crossed.

“It's just as well you were thinking of mum, because if you were thinking of me, I would take you down to the park and put you at the front of the line of those waiting animals.” Tony saw the way Sofia then sat back in the chair, still looking down at him.

“You will not wank anymore, it's forbidden. If a woman wants you to cum, she will order it. Am I very clear, you little repulsive bastard?”

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he cried as he spoke. Once again, his mind spun at the way his own daughter was talking to him; he had never felt so small in his entire life.

“I will cut your cock off if you ever wank without permission again. Am I clear, Daddy?” Sofia spoke in a sharp and strict tone of voice.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” Tony sobbed the reply. He saw the smile his daughter then gave down at him, and that confused him after the humiliation and shame she had just put him through.

“I think I’ll have some waffles for my breakfast, Daddy. Go do those for me now, please.” Again, Tony was confused by the way she had just spoken to him; she had spoken to him normally and politely. Then, a sudden fear swept over Tony; he knew he did not have any waffles in the house, as it was not something he had ever known his daughter to have eaten before.

“Mistress Sofia, I am so sorry, but I don’t have any waffles,” he felt himself shaking in fear as he helplessly looked up at his daughter. He heard the way she gave a deep sigh and had a look of disappointment on her face. Tony's body still shook, and he knew he was still in shock at the events that had just taken place. He readied himself for the next onslaught that he felt would now come his way.

“Go fetch me your wallet and a pen with some paper,” she gave a dismissive wave of her hand after speaking. Tony was a little confused at how calm she sounded as he forced himself to stand up on his trembling legs; he was sure she would be angry at not being able to have the waffles.

“Oh, Daddy,” she spoke just as he was turning toward the kitchen door.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he nervously replied as he turned to face her.

“We spoke about respect, didn’t we?” He saw the way his daughter was now texting a text on her phone and didn’t look at him as she spoke.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he felt a chill in his spine as he stood naked facing her and didn’t know what he had done wrong.

“Don’t you think that it would be respectful to bow when you leave or enter the presence of your superior?” She spoke without looking at him, and another wave of humiliation ran down his spine.

“Yes, sorry, Mistress Sofia.” He replied as she gave another dismissive wave of her hand, Tony gave the sitting girl a shameful bow before rushing off to retrieve what she had asked for.

With the things in his hands, Tony rushed back to his daughter. He fully intended to bow and then kneel at her side like she had instructed him to. He didn’t want to do any of those things, and he didn’t want to be naked in her presence, but knew there was little that he could do but obey her. As he entered the kitchen, he saw the way Sofia looked up at him, and the anger showed on his daughter's face. A wave of fear ran through him as he gave the sitting girl a bow.

“WHO THE FUCKING HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE!” The shout was loud, sending Tony into a panic.

“How fucking dare you enter a room that a lady is in without permission. GET OUT YOU FUCKING STUPID CREEP!” Tony felt his body shake again as confusion and disbelief spun in his mind. No part of him could believe this was his sixteen-year-old daughter shouting at him and treating him like she was doing. Tony rushed out of the room with a glowing red face as Sofia returned to her texting. Tony stood on legs that felt like jelly, a sickening and helpless feeling ran through his gut as he looked into the kitchen at his sitting daughter, who had her back turned toward him.

“I don’t hear a knock on the door, Daddy,” her voice had returned to calmness and softness.  Disbelief once again spun in Tony's head as he gave a light tap on the open kitchen door.

“You may enter, Daddy,” her soft voice said about ten minutes later. Tony's mind was still spinning as he walked up to her side and gave a bow before dropping to his knees. He kept his eyes cast down to her white trainers as she sat above him while still texting on her phone. Tony was still worried that she would punish him in some way or another for not having the waffles she wanted, but he was also confused as to why she wanted the wallet, pen, and paper. He knew what Sofia could be like at times; she could be a real monster with a very short fuse. He blamed her mother and himself for that, as they had both spoiled her rotten. But what he had witnessed from Sofia today had been far worse than he had ever seen before or could have imagined. As she sat comfortably above him, he tried to hold his body in stillness; he was too afraid that if he so much as shuffled, she would become angry with him again. He felt the shame of being so petrified of his own daughter. The way she had called him every disgusting name under the sun today, while stripping him of any dignity he had, spun in his mind as he looked down at her feet.

“Wallet,” he heard the single word coming from Sofia as she dropped her hand to him with her palm open. Tony quickly gave her the wallet, and it disappeared as she moved her arm back up. He knew she was going through his wallet as he remained kneeling, still looking down at her feet. He hated the thought of what she was doing, but knew he could not say or do anything about it. He saw the twenty-pound note hit his chest before it fell to the floor in front of him. 

“I’ll have to go through your finances a bit later and see how much I have now,” Sofia chuckled as she spoke. Those words sent another shiver of helplessness through Tony, and he remembered that men were no longer allowed to have bank accounts; it was one of the many new laws announced the previous night.

“Yes, thank you, Mistress Sofia,” he replied while still looking down at her trainers.

“Pen and paper,” her hand appeared in front of him again. Tony quickly placed the items into her waiting hand, confusion spinning in his mind as to what she was doing.

“Stand up in front of me, Daddy.” She spoke the words softly, and Tony felt the humiliation of having to stand naked in front of his fully dressed daughter once again. To make matters worse, he knew how she wanted him to stand, as he spread his legs and put his hands on top of his head, waves of shame and humiliation shot through his spine. He saw the way she glanced up at him and gave a smile.

“You're learning so quickly, Daddy,” she again chuckled as she spoke. Tony felt his face turning a bright and hot red as his legs trembled.

“Thank you, Mistress Sofia,” he forced the words out. There was another chuckle as his daughter looked back down and started to write something on the paper he had given her.

“Daddy, I need you to get me my waffles, and I want you to stop at the pet shop on the way and pick up a pink dog collar. I knew the moment I saw Dawn putting one on the prime minister that you would have to have one too; it looks so pretty.” Tony's mind spun in disbelief at what she had just said. The last thing he wanted to do was go shopping, considering everything that was happening outside. Then, the words about the pink collar hit him, and more humiliation ran through him, which was accompanied by the sudden fear of having to leave the safety of his home.

“Sorry, Mistress Sofia, what about the curfew?” His voice sounded panicky as he looked up at her face. Tony knew males were not allowed to be on the street without a very good reason or in the company of a female. and the punishment was death.

“Don't be silly, Daddy. I’m not throwing you to the wolves; I am going to give you a note in case you're stopped.” She threw the paper that she had written on up toward him. It was a sickening thought that he needed a note from a sixteen-year-old girl to be allowed to go to the shops.

“Shoo, off you go then. And make sure you get everything I want; don’t you dare come back without them.” As she spoke, Sofia got up and walked towards the kitchen door. Tony stood frozen on the spot, but then remembered he had to bow to his leaving daughter. She never saw the respectful bow he gave her as she left the room.

Tony glanced down at the note he had picked up from the floor.

‘This Male has my permission to be outside,’ Sofia had then signed it off as ‘Mistress Sofia.’ It again sickened Tony to know that these simple few words written by his sixteen-year-old daughter would save his life if the police stopped him. As Tony walked out into the hall, he glanced through the open door into Sofia’s room and saw she was sitting at her dresser putting makeup on her face. He again hated the idea of the way she tarted herself up, but knew once again that he had no say in how she looked. Tony walked towards his own bedroom, intending to get dressed before he went to the shops for her.

“WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING, SLAVE!” Tony heard the angry shout coming from Sofia's room. As always, Tony felt confused about why his daughter had shouted at him and sounded so angry. He quickly walked to her door but didn’t enter the room.

“Mistress Sofia, I am going to get dressed,” Tony spoke softly as he looked into the bedroom.

“How fucking dare you? Do animals wear clothing? NOW FUCK OFF TO THE SHOPS AND GET WHAT I WANT, YOU BRAINLESS CUNT!” Tony felt his world spinning. He couldn’t believe she expected him to go out naked. He looked at the girl, who had not yet looked towards him, as she applied her makeup.

“Please, Mistress Sofia, please,” the words trembled out of Tony as he stood in the doorway and shook. He saw the way she finally turned her head and looked toward him; her face had taken on an angry and fierce look.

“GET OUT TO THE SHOPS YOU STUPID FUCKER. NOW. FUCKING OBEY ME!” she screamed out the words at the top of her voice. As Sofia turned back toward the mirror and started working on her face again, he stood shaking in disbelief. He knew he couldn’t argue or disobey her, so Tony forced his body to give the young woman a respectful bow while feeling horrified that he would have to go shopping naked.

Clutching the note and money in his hand, Tony opened the front door to his flat and looked along the communal corridor. He felt his body shaking; no part of him wanted to leave the flat, especially while being naked. He knew that it was one of those immature moments that Sofia had, which had led to this; she had not really thought about the implications of what she was making him do. It sickened him that his sixteen-year-old daughter was making him do this, but he also knew her temper and knew she would not tolerate him disobeying her. Tony forced himself to step outside, and behind him, the front door closed and self-locked. It was only then that he realised he did not have any keys to the flat with him; a new horror ran through him at the thought.


Chapter 4

Death Sentence

As Tony stepped up to the front door of the block he lived in, he felt helplessly sick, his mind still spinning at what his daughter was making him do. The street looked normal, with one exception: there were very few males walking about; all he could see were women and female children. The odd man that he did see was with a woman, and none were alone. He looked ahead at the park, and a new terror ran through him; there were now seven gallows in full operation. To one side of them, bodies were being thrown onto a rubbish lorry, while on the other side an endless line of naked men stood waiting for their turn to be exterminated. He had noticed that more females in uniform were also present, ensuring that everything ran smoothly. It struck Tony as odd in how well-organised the exterminations looked, as they had only started this morning. Men waited in line, and then when it was their turn, they ran as fast as they could to the gallows, while women in uniform shouted at them. Then, within moments, the trapdoor below them was opened, and the men fell until the rope snapped their necks. Almost instantly, the next seven men ran forward for their turn while the bodies of the dead were taken down and thrown into the back of the waiting rubbish truck. Another thing which Tony couldn’t understand was why well over two hundred men stood in line waiting and then obediently went to their deaths when they were called. He wondered where these men had come from and what they had done to deserve death, then he remembered Josephine and the home secretary; they didn’t need a reason to kill men.

“You’re catch your death dressed like that, young man,” Tony looked up at the giggling middle-aged woman who walked past him and made the comment. He felt his face turn bright red as he realised that everyone could see him while he stood in the doorway naked.

“YOU, COME HERE!” A rough-sounding male voice came. Tony looked toward the sound, and his blood ran cold as he saw the soldier pointing at him. The man was dressed in black; he had a gun strapped to his hip, and his free hand held a long baton. A panic ran through Tony as he stood naked in the doorway, and he felt the way his body shook in terror.

“NOW CUNT, COME HERE, FUCKING RUN!” The soldier's face took on an angry look this time. Tony knew he had no choice. In what was now a blind and terror-filled panic, he ran towards the waiting man.

“Sorry Sir, I have a note from my Mistress, Sir.” Tony gasped out the words as he ran to the soldier, holding out the piece of paper in his hand.

“Stand to fucking attention cunt,” the soldier spoke just as Tony arrived in front of him.

“Please, Sir, I have permission to be out.”  Tony's voice showed the fear that was running through him as he spoke.

“I SAID STAND TO FUCKING ATTENTION YOU THICK CUNT!” The soldier shouted directly into Tony’s face. Tony forced his shaking body to obey the man, as terror continued to run through him.

“WHEN YOU'RE TOLD TO DO SOMETHING, YOU DON’T FUCKING THINK, YOU OBEY. AM I CLEAR YOU BRAINLESS CUNT!” Again came the shout from the man.

“Sorry, Sir, sorry,” Tony's voice now shook badly. He remembered the rule that he saw on the TV last night about how male law enforcement officers had to be instantly obeyed and how they had the right to punish any male who didn't do as they said.

“Give me a reason why I shouldn’t beat your brains in cunt?” The question added to the terror that Tony was feeling; he knew this man now had the right to kill him on the spot if he chose to.

“Sir, sorry, I panicked when I saw you, Sir. I really do have permission to be out by my Mistress,” his voice trembled as Tony spoke.

“Show me the note,” the soldier held out his free hand toward Tony, while his other hand held the thick wooden baton. Tony quickly handed the note to the man and then returned his arm to his side, not wanting to annoy this soldier in any way. He then watched as the soldier glanced down at the words that Sofia had written on the page.

“Do I look like I’m some idiot to you?” The question confused Tony as he stood and shook.

“No, Sir,” he replied with his fearful voice. Then, to his horror, he watched as the soldier screwed up the paper and threw it to the ground.

“Write this yourself, did you? Go wait over there with those other useless cunts, At least you're dressed correctly for your extermination.” Tony’s body shook worse than it had been as the soldier gave a satisfying-sounding chuckle. As Tony glanced in the direction the soldier was pointing, he saw three men standing at attention, facing the wall to the side of the building.

“But, Sir,” Tony never had time to finish his sentence as the soldier raised the baton and brought it crashing down on the side of Tony's leg.

“MOVE CUNT,” The soldier shouted as Tony screamed out at the sudden pain the baton had caused him. Tony had fallen to one knee from the hard whack and felt like he was about to puke up.

“GET TO THE FUCKING WALL!” The shout came down at him from the man standing in front of him. Now feeling terror-stricken that the soldier would hit him again, Tony forced his body to stand up and limped over to the wall. As he took up the position by the men already waiting there, he felt the way his body shook as he stood to attention while facing the bricks in front of him.

He had been there for a few minutes as he shook in fear, while his mind was racing at what he could do to make this soldier listen to him. The sound of heavy boots then came from behind him, and terror swept through Tony that he was about to be killed.

“You three cunts strip.” Tony heard the soldier's voice, and from the corner of his eye, he could see how the men next to him quickly moved as they started to remove their clothing.

“If I hear one sound out of any of you scum, I will break your fucking jaw.” These words took away any hope that Tony had of trying to reason with the soldier.

“COME ON, MOVE QUICKLY, GET YOUR FUCKING CLOTHES OFF!” The shout followed.

“You cunt, get your hands behind your back, cross your wrist,” Tony heard the rough-sounding voice and felt one of his arms being taken held of and pulled behind him. Then, to Tony's horror, he felt the plastic tie that the soldier had tied around his wrist, holding his hands secured behind him.

“You three face the fucking wall, hands behind your backs,” the voice spoke again, and that was followed by silence as the soldier bound the other three men's hands behind their backs.

“Any of you scum fucking move and you will feel so much pain that you will be begging for death.” Then the sound of the heavy boots seemed to walk away, leaving him and the others facing the brick wall of the building while standing helplessly and naked.

Tony stood, with his body shaking, while the sound of the trap door opening came every few minutes from the park behind him. He knew that the sound meant that at least seven men had just had their necks snapped on the gallows. It then struck him that as he and the other men stood facing the wall, they looked just like the men waiting to be hanged in the park did, naked with their hands bound behind them. The sounds of the men being executed in the park was also accompanied by the sounds of people walking by behind him; they passed by without paying any attention to the four men standing in stillness, each daring to move after what the soldier had said to them.  Tony didn’t know why the soldier had left them here, but he was grateful that he wasn’t in the line of men across the road. His mind turned to his daughter, who was in the building he faced. He knew she could help him, but he was too afraid to move to return to the flat.

“Why are they there, mummy?” The sound of a small girl's voice came along with the clicking of heels behind him.

“I guess they are waiting for an officer to take them across the road,” a woman's voice replied.  

“I don’t understand why they were left here; they scare me, Mummy,” the child spoke again.

“They have their hands tied, they can't hurt you, and I am sure they will be exterminated soon anyway.” The voice and the sound of clicking heels faded as the woman and child continued with their day. Tony now had little doubt that he was waiting to be taken across the road to be hanged, and a new panic shot through him.

“YOU, COME HERE!” Another woman's voice rang out; it sounded like that of an elderly person.

“Yes, Ma’am,” a male voice immediately spoke.

“Why have these creatures been left unattended?” The old woman spoke with a stern voice.

“Ma’am, they are waiting for a female officer to sentence them,” the male spoke again.

“That is unacceptable, they make the place look untidy. Well, I am a woman, and I sentence them to be exterminated. Now move them to the park at once,” the sharp voice of the elderly woman spoke again, and terror shot through Tony's mind.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the man replied in a polite voice.

“You four come with me quickly,” the male voice added. Tony turned at the command, and as he did, he glanced up toward the woman who had just sentenced him to death. The woman was already walking back into the block. He knew this woman; she was in her eighties and lived on the ground floor. Tony was about to call out to her for help when the male police officer that the old woman had spoken to shouted.

“MOVE, COME ON, MOVE YOUURSELVES YOU LAZY BASTARDS!” Tony didn’t understand why, but he immediately began walking with the other men towards the park as the police officer led the way. He glanced back toward the old woman who had sentenced him to death because he was making the place look untidy, but she was now speaking to another woman in the doorway of the block.

Tony walked awkwardly with his hands tied behind him as he followed the other naked men in front of him. He felt sick that he was being so obedient and now understood why the men who ran to the gallows never argued or begged for life when he had watched them. He finally understood that his right to life had been taken away from him by the old woman, well, it wasn’t really the old woman, he knew that. It was because the sexy looking Josephine, who was now the leader of the country, had decided to empower the elderly woman to make that decision.  Josephine had made it the right of any woman to determine the fate of any male. He knew when his turn came, he would also obediently run to the gallows and allow the women there to supervise his extermination. His mind turned to the woman on TV last night who described males as bugs that had to be exterminated. Tony knew he was one of those bugs, and he felt a helpless sickness. Tony thought about his daughter. He knew she didn’t want him to be killed, and that was why she gave him the note, but her immature actions of sending him out were unwittingly going to lead to his death. He wished he could beg Sofia to help him, but he knew there was no chance of that happening, as he was led to the park to be hanged.

“Where did these come from?” He heard the woman’s voice as they entered the park and stopped walking forward.

“Mistress Officer, they had been left on the street, and a member of the public asked that they be brought here to be dealt with,” the male police officer replied politely.

“Guys, on your knees and face me,” the soft female voice said. Tony looked up and saw the woman facing him and the other three naked men. The woman looked to be about twenty years old and had a beautiful face, enhanced by really nice-looking makeup. She wore a uniform like he had never seen before, a tight, dark blue dress that came down to just above her knees. Black tights covered her sexy looking legs, and she wore soft-looking black leather shoes.

“Guys, you will be put in the line for extermination now. While waiting, you will not move, except to shuffle forward as the line advances. You will not speak or make any other sounds. When you are called to the gallows, you will run as fast as your little legs can carry you. Do not make the mistake of keeping the supervising officer waiting. Trust me, there are far worse and more agonising ways to die than at the end of the rope.” The young woman spoke calmly, and her tone of voice had a gentle sound to it. She looked down at Tony and the others, and her face gave them a sympathetic look.

“Right, join the end of the line guys, and run.” As she spoke, the young woman pointed in the direction that she wanted them to go. Tony, like the other three men, got up from his knees and ran towards the end of the long line of naked waiting men.

Many hours had passed by, and slowly Tony edged his way forward behind the naked man in front of him. All the while, Women in the same uniform as the one who had greeted him when he arrived at the park shouted commands, reminding the men that they were not allowed to move unless forward and that they had to remain silent.  Every now and then, one of the women would hit a naked male with her baton, which was always followed by a scream from the victim. Tony had not walked properly since the soldier had hit him; now all he could do was limp when the man in front of him moved forward. In his mind, Tony had fully accepted his fate; he knew he was going to be exterminated and no longer had the right to live. For some reason, his mind turned to the 1940s and the way the Nazis had made people line up and then rush to their executions, like the men here, it seemed they too had accepted that they no longer had the right to live and didn’t resist. The sound of the trap doors opening was getting louder with each step he took forward, and the line of men now seemed to move faster. Tony knew that meant that more gallows were now in operation.

As Tony took more steps toward the sound of the trap doors flying open and the snapping of bodies being stopped in full downward flight by their necks, it sickened him that he had only made it to the front door of his building when he had been stopped. He remembered the soldier who had thrown the note that Sofia had given him to the ground, which was his permission to live, and it still shocked him at how the man took no notice of it and just discarded it. He wondered if Sofia might be able to save him. It was clear that she didn’t want him to die, or she would not have given him the note. But then he remembered that he was now among thousands of other men in a long line heading to their deaths, he knew it would be impossible for his daughter to save him, and that was if she could be bothered to try. He so wished that she would have been more grown-up about what she had ordered him to do; it was clear that he would have never made it to the shop to buy her the waffles and dog collar that she wanted while he was naked. The loud sound of the trap doors opening and the snapping of necks came from in front of Tony and sounded close now; the sound made him look in that direction. He saw what must have been fifteen men twitching at the end of the ropes, while two women in the same sexy uniforms talked and giggled as they looked up at the hanging bodies.

“LOOK STRAIGHT AHEAD, SCUM!” The sudden shout of a woman came from his side, and at the same moment, her baton struck Tony on his back. Tony let out a scream at the pain the baton caused, but quickly returned his gaze to the back of the head of the man in front of him. He knew even while obediently queuing for his death that he had no freedom as he waited with his body not being allowed to move freely and his hands bound behind him. However, from what Tony was able to see in the brief moments he had looked up, was that he would be at the front of the queue within the hour.

The terrifying minutes tick by as Tony still edged his way forward, all while women in sexy uniforms with batons in their hands shouted at the waiting males to not move unless forward.

“Name and date of birth cunt?” The rude-sounding male's voice came from somewhere ahead of Tony. A very frightened voice gave the reply, and a few seconds later, the male voice asked the next man in line for the same details. Tony wanted to look and see what was going on, but dared not move his vision away from the back of the man's head in front of him.

“Name and date of birth cunt?” Tony saw the soldier who now asked the same question to the man in front of him.

“When you're told to go to the gallows, you will run as fast as you can. Do not think, do not stop, just fucking run!” A woman's voice called out from his side. Tony knew he was now close to his death as the final instructions of what was wanted from him was being given by the woman. Now Tony felt himself shaking; he didn’t want to die and didn’t deserve to. The loud sound of the trap door opened, and the horrifying sound of snapping necks followed. The voices of the two chatting women who were controlling the hangings could be clearly heard now.

“NEXT TWENTY,” A woman's voice called out, and Tony saw the sudden movement as men in front of him ran forward.

“Name and date of birth cunt?” The soldier was standing next to Tony as he spoke.

“Move it forward, stupid,” a woman's voice from his side called out.

“Sorry, Ma’am,” the soldier who had asked Tony for his details replied. The man suddenly started to walk forward.

“MOVE CUNT!” The soldiers' shout was aimed at Tony, who obediently stepped forward with him.

“Look at that one, the fat bastard's head almost came off,” the chuckling sound of one of the women supervising the hangings sounded.

“Maybe we should make the drop a bit longer for the fat ones,” the woman with her chuckled as she replied.

“NAME AND DATE OF BIRTH CUNT!” The soldier next to Tony shouted as they halted their forward progress. As Tony gave the man his details, he saw how they were typed into a handheld computer. Tony wondered if he would be in the next group to hang; if not, he was sure it would be the group after.

“Sorry, Ma’am, this one needs your attention,” he heard the voice of the soldier standing next to him. A deep sighing sound followed from a woman who was off to Tony's side somewhere.

“Send it over,” The woman's voice then called out.

“Move cunt, run,” the soldier said as his hands went up to Tony's neck and pulled him out of the line of waiting men.

As Tony started to run towards where the woman’s voice had come from, he glanced up and was shocked at the sight. An open-fronted desk had been set up, with a computer sitting on it. A large, fat-looking woman sat behind the desk. Tony noticed that she was not dressed in uniform like the other women; this one was wearing a jacket, jeans, and black boots.

“Kneel,” the woman spoke in a very posh accent as Tony approached her. Tony fell to his knees, with his body shaking, he looked down at her boots.

“Who is Sofia?” The voice came from above him.

“She is my daughter, Madam.” his voice shook as he spoke to the black boots. There was another heavy sigh from the woman above him.

“Has she taken ownership of you?” The next question was fired down at Tony.

“Yes, Madam, I think so,” Tony's mind was spinning as he replied. He knew Sofia had done something to save him.

“Why were you sent here for extermination then?” Another question came from the woman sitting behind the desk.

“Madam, Mistress Sofia sent me out to the shops, and the army stopped me.” His voice and body still shook as he spoke to the boots in front of him.

“And one of my officers then sentenced you for extermination, I take it?” The posh voice sounded again.

“No, Madam. I was left facing a wall of a building, and then a woman who lives there called the police and told them to take us for extermination, Madam.” Tony’s mind was spinning as he spoke.

“Did this woman give a reason why she wanted you exterminated?” Tony's mind quickly thought about the old woman; her name wouldn’t come to his mind, but he remembered her as a friendly woman whom he had helped in the past by carrying her shopping bags when he had bumped into her at the supermarket. 

“Madam, she just said to the police officer that we made the place look untidy and should be brought to the park,” Tony answered. Another sigh came from the woman above him. The terrifying sound of the trapdoors opening and necks snapping came from nearby, making Tony shudder in fear.

“Next twenty, move, run,” the sound of a woman behind him followed.

“This has given me a bit of a dilemma. It seems Sofia has reported you as missing, so she no doubt wants you back. However, you have been sentenced to be exterminated by this other woman, as she knew what was taking place here and wanted you brought here.”  Another deep sigh followed the posh woman's words. Tony now knew that he had not yet been saved, and it was going to be up to the fat woman sitting above him if he would live or die.

“Do you know who this woman who sentenced you is?” The voice sounded above him.

“Yes, madam, she lives on the ground floor of my block,” Tony's voice now carried the sound of real fear; the relief he had felt that Sofia had saved him had suddenly disappeared.

“And did she know it was you who was being bought here for extermination when she spoke to the police?” Another question came down to Tony, who knew his life was hanging in the balance. Behind him, he heard the chuckles coming from the two women who were supervising the hangings as they spoke about the twitching bodies that hung before them.

“I don’t think so, Madam, as I was facing the wall,” Tony replied to the boots in front of his face. Another deep sigh came from above Tony.

“Officer, I need a favour,” the posh voice spoke again, and for a moment, confused Tony as he didn’t know who the fat woman was speaking to.

“Yes, Ma’am,” another woman’s voice almost instantly replied.

“Can you take this creature back to where it lives, find the woman who sentenced it and see if she minds if it is returned to its owner. If she has any objections, then bring the thing back here and put it at the front of the extermination queue.” Tony couldn’t believe the words of the woman above him; she was not going to allow him to live unless the old woman agreed to it.

“Yes, of course, Ma’am,” the soft-sounding voice of the other woman who was present replied.

“And if for any reason, this woman cannot be found, then bring the creature back here. It wouldn’t be fair for this woman to think it had been exterminated if it wasn’t.” No part of Tony could believe what the woman above him was saying and how she was referring to him. It was hard to believe that the old woman’s thoughts about him being dead were more important than his life.

“Yes, Ma’am. And if she agrees that it may be excused, should I take the thing back to its owner?”

“Yes, but I want the creature handed to her in person, I don’t want the thing on the loose offending another woman. If you can’t find her, then bring it back here for extermination,” The woman above spoke again, leaving Tony in no doubt that his life meant nothing to her.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the soft woman's voice replied. Tony felt a shoe tap the side of his kneeling body.

“Get up, scum, and don’t forget to thank the judge for her time and efforts with you.” This time, the soft voice took on a tone of sternness. Tony forced himself to stand up, which was difficult with his hands still bound behind him. Once on his feet, he looked towards the woman sitting behind the desk, who was typing something and paid him no attention.

“Thank you for your time and efforts with me, Madam.” He spoke in a low voice, not believing he was thanking this fat woman who had not yet granted him life, but just a stay of execution. She had also made it clear that should this not work out, she wanted him brought back to the front of the line and dead quickly.

As the leather-gloved hand of the officer grabbed his arm and led him away, it was the first time that he had caught sight of her. The girl was very sexy-looking in her tight blue uniform dress and black tights. She was also very pretty in the nice makeup that she wore, but what horrified Tony was that she looked no older than his daughter.

“DON’T LOOK UP!” Her rude shout shocked Tony. This girl was only about five feet five, if that, and he was sure, even with his hands bound behind him, that he could get away from her.

“And if you dare look at me again, scum. I will personally take you straight up to the gallows and not bother with any of this shit,” Her sharp words sent a shiver of terror up Tony’s spine.

“AM I CLEAR YOU LITTLE SHIT!” She again shouted as she pulled him along. Tony quickly cast his eyes down to the ground and her soft black flat shoes.

“Yes, sorry, Mistress Officer,” Tony knew that these women in the dress uniform were the new disciplinary force he had heard about on the news the previous night, and the news had made it clear how they should be addressed when speaking to them. It shocked Tony to see how this force of women had been put in place so quickly, and he knew there was no limit to the power that the government had given them. The all-female disciplinarian force was also the only body that could now enforce laws on other women. It was scary to know that a girl as young as the one who was pulling him along could have such a powerful job.

“So, where are we going, scum?” The rude voice of the sexy woman spoke again.

“Mistress Officer, it is just across from the main gates of the park, the red block facing the gates. I live at number 12, and the lady lives at number 2.” Tony spoke as he looked down at the ground as they walked past the endless line of naked men waiting to get to the gallows.

“Just as well, scum. Because I am not walking miles just to save your pathetic and worthless life,” the young woman responded as she continued to pull him along.

“Kneel, face to the ground, scum,” the young officer commanded as she rang the doorbell to the old woman's flat. Tony didn’t hesitate in obeying the order and immediately dropped to his knees next to her and put his face to the paving. For a few moments, Tony knelt in stillness and prayed that the old woman would open the door; he knew his life depended on it. A sudden relief ran through Tony as he heard the door opening, and now he prayed that the old woman would allow him to live.

“Hello, Madam, there’s nothing to be concerned about,” the officer spoke in a soft and gentle voice.

“So, what is it then? And speak up girl, my hearing's not what it used to be.” The voice of the old woman didn’t sound as friendly as that of the officer.

​“Madam, this male was sent over to the park for extermination. He said that you condemned him to it.” Tony was sure the officer was going to say something else, but the old woman spoke again.

“Did I?” The voice sounded rude and sharp. It was clear that the old woman had never remembered the fate that she had sentenced him and three other men to.

“Yes, Madame. That’s what he told us.” The pleasant-sounding officer spoke again.

“Well, if I did, then why is the thing still breathing?” Again came the sharp reply from the eighty-year-old. Tony felt himself trembling and hoped the officer would try to explain the situation to the woman, who showed no interest in allowing Tony to live.

“Madam, it is just that his owner wants him back, but only if you are willing to allow him to be excused from termination.” The officer's sweet voice again spoke.

“Certainly not, I don’t remember him or why I condemned him, but I am sure there was a good reason for it. Now, if you don’t mind, I'm trying to have a nap,” the sound of the door closing followed.  A panic ran through Tony as he knelt with his face next to the officer's feet.

“How fucking rude,” he heard the officer say in a low voice and was sure she was just speaking out her thoughts about the old woman.

“Right, let's get you back to the rope scum. It's snappy neck time,” he felt the tap of the officer's shoe on the side of his head as she spoke, but now with a chuckle to her voice. Tony's mind was spinning; he couldn’t believe the old woman didn’t remember what she had done and wouldn’t allow him to live now. He felt a helpless sickness in the pit of his belly as he forced his shaking body to stand up and felt the young woman taking hold of his arm again. He knew he would now be taken to the front of the long queue and immediately be hanged.

“Let's go, I’ve wasted enough of my time on you,” the young woman said, and he felt the tug on his arm. Tony looked down at the ground as he started to be pulled back toward the park and his death. He knew this time his life would end for sure, and his mind still spun that the old woman was the cause of that.

“Jenny, I can’t believe you’re a disciplinarian.” The sudden voice of another woman spoke, and she sounded excited.

​“Fuck me, Sofia, how the devil are you?” The officer let go of Tony's arm as she walked toward the voice of the other woman, a voice Tony knew well.

​Tony remained where the officer had left him, while continuing to look down at the pavement as his daughter and the officer spoke pleasantly to each other behind him.

“How on earth are you a disciplinarian?” Tony heard Sofia asking the officer.

“We can join at sixteen, so I signed up this morning. Fifty K a year to just fucking beat useless males. You should get down there; they are letting us start immediately, but that won't last.” The thought that the officer was sixteen sent a shiver of shame through Tony as he just stood and waited.

“GET DOWN TO YOUR KNEES WITH YOUR FACE TO THE FLOOR, FILTHY SCUM!” He heard the shout coming toward him from the sixteen-year-old officer. Tony wanted to turn and beg his daughter to help him, but for some reason, he just obeyed the officer's command. It was clear that his daughter knew this officer; perhaps they had attended school together, and fear ran through Tony at the thought of his daughter sacrificing his life to look good in front of her friend. That was just the type of person she was.

“Fancy a cup of coffee or something?” Sofia's voice spoke again.

“I just got to pop this one across the road and can meet up with you then, it's my lunch break coming up soon anyway. The officer sounded friendly once again, but it was clear she wanted Tony dealt with before she went to lunch.

“Well, I live at number twelve, just pop round when you're ready and we can go to Marianna’s, she does lovely coffee and cake there,” Sofia spoke in a happy voice.

“Did you say twelve?” the laughing voice of the young officer replied.

“Yeah, what’s so funny about that?” Sofia suddenly sounded confused.

“You're one of the reasons I’m here. I think that thing belongs to you,” the chuckling but friendly voice of the young officer replied.

“STAND UP SCUM AND FACE US!” The officer then shouted in a nasty tone.

Confusion once again reigned in Tony’s mind; he had no idea if he was going to be allowed to live or not. The old woman had made it clear to the officer that she wanted him exterminated, but she had no idea why. She also didn’t recognise him, which showed her old mind no longer worked correctly, and it sickened him that he would have to die for her if the young officer decided he should. Tony began the painful process of trying to get up from his kneeling position. Every part of him now felt some kind of stiffness or pain; the fact that his hands were still bound behind him made everything even more difficult. Behind him, the two young girls began to speak about their school days; it seemed that the young officer had dropped out of school the previous year. That sent another wave of humiliation through Tony as it was clear that the child was uneducated and a drop out, but now, under the new government, she was all-powerful and held Tony’s life in the palm of her hand. As Tony got to his feet, he turned his body toward the two young women chatting behind him. Again, he saw how incredibly sexy the officer looked in the tight uniform that she wore. And then there was Sofia, who wore a white, fluffy jumper, skintight denim shorts, and her legs were covered in white, patterned tights. Her black heeled ankle boots helped to shape his daughter’s legs perfectly. He felt a sudden shame at finding his daughter looking more than attractive. Sofia turned her face toward him. She again wore makeup, which Tony thought she was too young to wear, but he had to admit that her face did look good in a glamorous way. He saw the way her expression lost its friendly look as she looked at him, disgust showing on her face.

“Stand correctly, you useless piece of shit,” Sofia’s tone now sounded nothing like the one she had used to speak to her friend with. Tony immediately spread his legs.

“The old woman who lives in there wants him exterminated, but to be honest, she doesn’t know what day of the fucking week it is.” The chuckling officer nodded to the door of the old woman as she spoke.

“If you want him, I am happy to leave him with you,” the officer went on to say. A sudden feeling of relief and gratitude ran through Tony at the chance of life the young officer had just given him.

“Do you know why she wanted him exterminated? I mean, she is a lovely old lady.” Sofia’s words sent a chill down Tony's spine; he couldn’t believe that his daughter didn’t jump at the chance of saving his life. He desperately wanted to speak and tell his daughter that he had done nothing to the old woman, and he had only been sent to the park because she thought he had made the place look untidy.

“I don’t think she knows,” the young officer chuckled as she spoke.

“I don’t mind taking it back across the road, or I can register it to you if you like,” the officer added. For a moment, Tony looked at his daughter, who he could see was trying to think things through. No part of him could believe that she was considering whether he was worth keeping alive; he was her father. He again felt the desperation of speaking; part of him wanted to fall to his knees and beg his daughter to save his life. He knew her following words would decide his fate as his mind thought about the snapping necks of the men in the park behind him. It was only by chance that the officer had not already taken him back to the front of the line of men, and if Sofia had not turned up, he knew he would most likely be standing on the gallows by now as he waited for one of the women supervisors to give a nod and end his life.

“Ok, you can register him to me, but I will check with the woman to make sure he didn’t upset her. If he did, then I will take him over the road myself.”

“Yeah, no problem, shall we meet up at Marianna’s in an hour?” The young officer said as Tony felt his world spinning. He couldn’t believe that his own daughter had still not saved his life and was going to try again to ensure that the old woman didn’t mind him living.

Sofia had made Tony stand next to the front door of the old woman's house. He stood facing the wall in his normal, uncomfortable, and belittling position, with his legs apart, but his hands were still bound behind his back. He had heard the brief conversation between the woman and his daughter before Sofia had been invited in for a cup of tea. Tony found it hard to believe that Sofia had left him in such a public place; she never seemed to consider the dangers of leaving him like this. Tony also found it hard to believe or understand why Sofia had gone to see the old woman; it was clear that her memory wasn’t great, and she never remembered sending Tony to be exterminated. It sickened and terrified him that his daughter was playing with his life, and he now wondered if Sofia would send him back to the park if the old woman decided that he shouldn’t live. It was hard to believe how his life had lost any value, and that included to his own daughter. As he stood facing the wall with a body that trembled, he wondered if it was just his daughter’s immaturity that was making her gamble with his life, or if she really didn’t care about him being exterminated.


Chapter 5

Downward Spiral

​When Sofia had left the old woman’s flat, she had given Tony a single word command to ‘come.’  He had walked behind her back up to his flat; she never said another word to him during that short journey. He felt the shame running through him as he walked behind her while being naked with his hands still stuck behind his back; he also felt sick knowing the person he followed in the skin-tight shorts and white tights was his sixteen-year-old daughter. No part of Tony wanted to think of her as sexy, but she was, and there was no taking that away.

​Tony had followed Sofia into his flat; it was only after the front door had closed that she turned and faced him, and he saw the anger on the young girl's face.

​“YOU STUPID LITTLE FUCKING SHIT!”  He saw the slap coming, but his body felt as if it were frozen. The sting of the hard slap turned Tony's face a hot red, as more shame and humiliation flooded through him at the way his daughter was again treating him.

​“YOU CAN’T EVEN GO TO THE FUCKING SHOP WITHOUT GETTING INTO TROUBLE YOU FUCKING BRAINLESS TURD!” Another shout and another hard slap hit his face. No part of Tony could believe he was standing naked in front of his daughter while she shouted and slapped his face. He felt the shame and humiliation biting into him harder than ever as he helplessly stood in front of her.

​“WHAT IS THE FUCKING POINT OF HAVING A SLAVE THAT ISN'T EVEN CAPABLE OF GOING TO THE SHOP FOR ME!” As Sophia shouted, she turned and started to walk down the hall, but stopped at the small storage cupboard along the way. Tony was still shaking as he watched Sofia unlock the latch to the closet, which contained the hoover, broom, and other cleaning tools. He helplessly stood and watched as she started to take everything out of the small but tall place and discard it all onto the hall floor.

​“GET IN THERE. NOW!” The angry shout followed as Sofia turned toward him and pointed into the cupboard. Another wave of humiliating helplessness ran through Tony at the thought of having to be locked in the cupboard. The last twenty-four hours had been sheer hell for Tony; his mind and body were shaken and tired. He had spent the night standing in a line of men while waiting to be killed, and he had felt terrified, humiliated and belittlement like he could have never imagined, but still it never ended. He wanted to speak; he wanted to beg his daughter not to do this to him.

​“You're really getting on my nerves, Daddy. NOW FUCKING OBEY ME AND GET IN THERE!” The shout sent another shiver of fear through his already terrified body. Tony knew he had no choice and had to do as he was told. He didn’t want to think about what Sofia would do if he never did, as she had already proved that she didn’t give any thought to his welfare. To make matters worse, he knew her friend was a disciplinarian whom she would soon meet and who would be happy to deal with Tony at his daughter's request. As Tony reached the cupboard, he began to turn so he could back into it. 

“No, face the wall, Daddy,” he heard the words and felt the warm hand on his back push him forward. Tony was once again in a state of shock at the way his daughter had shouted and treated him; the change in her tone to one of sudden politeness confused him. Tony allowed himself to be gently pushed into the space in front of him. The cupboard was tall enough for him to stand in, but the space was tight, and he had to force his body into it as the walls pressed into him.

“Come on, Daddy. Get right in there.” The words were followed by a push into his back, which was harder this time. His mind was still spinning in shock and confusion, and he also felt a helpless fear running through him, but he pushed his chest and belly into the wall in front of him.

“I’ll decide what I am going to do with you when I get back, Daddy.” The words reminded Tony that Sofia was going to meet with her friend, and she had still not decided on his fate. It was only then that Tony fully understood what was happening to him: his daughter was going to lock him in the tight space while she went out. The feeling of helpless sickness again hit the pit of his belly; no part of him could believe she was going to put him in confined storage, and then the door behind him shut, pushing onto his back and still bound hands behind him. As the latch on the door clicked and locked, a blackness filled the small space where he stood and shook. On the other side of the door, he heard Sofia’s footsteps going toward her bedroom. Once again, disbelief filled him that she had decided to store him in here, and no part of his thoughts could understand why she had done that.

​Tony wasn’t sure how long he had been standing in the dark cupboard for, but he knew that many hours had passed since he had heard Sofia leave the flat. The walls of the cupboard pressed tightly around him, denying him any space to move. He remembered it had been late afternoon when she locked him in here, but now the pitch-blackness indicated that it was late evening. It was hard for him to believe that his own daughter would lock him up like this while she went out, likely having a good time. He couldn’t understand why she felt the need to do this; he had no intention of leaving the flat, especially given the dangerous situation for men outside. It sickened him to think that she may have done it solely to demonstrate her newfound power and control over him. Sweat dripped from his body as he stood in stillness while waiting for his daughter to return home. His mind had also continuously churned through the events of the day and the things he had witnessed; once again, no part of him could believe any of it was real. Tony was sure the only reason that he could stand up now was because the walls of the makeshift cell were holding him in place; his body hurt so much, and he just wanted to fall to the ground. To add to Tony's suffering was that during the long and horrifying day he had had, he had not had anything to eat or drink. The sound of the front door being unlocked and opened caught him by surprise; the sudden light entered the small space through the cracks around the locked door behind him.

“I know, Mum. It's so cool,” the chuckling voice of Sofia came into the hallway just on the other side of the door. A sudden sense of relief filled Tony at the thought of soon being allowed out of the tight space that had held him in painful stillness for many hours now.

“No, not till Monday, I managed to put it off,” Sofia’s voice said, as the footsteps and her voice went past the locked door. Then came the darkness as the hall lights were switched off, followed by the bang as Sofia slammed her bedroom door closed.  Once again, no part of Tony could believe that his daughter had paid him no attention, and then the thought that she was speaking to Helen filled him with dread. Tony could do nothing but stand and wait for Sofia to come out of her room. As the agonising hours passed by, he realised that Sofia was not coming back to him tonight and had probably gone to bed. His mind filled with dread and disbelief at knowing that he would have to spend the night trapped in here, and once again, no part of him could believe that his own daughter was going to make him suffer like that.

​There was no warning of the door opening. Tony had no control over his body when it happened, and he fell backwards out of the cupboard onto the floor below. With his hands still bound behind him, he was unable to break his fall and hit the floor with a painful thud. Above him, he heard a chuckle.

​“Oh come on, Daddy. It's only been one night, and you're making such a meal out of it,” the chuckling voice above him spoke. Tony looked up at the hazy figure of his daughter, in her short white nighty, who stood before him. His mind was spinning at how she could trivialise and be amused by the way he had fallen out of the cupboard after being kept standing in there for the whole night.

​“Let's go into the kitchen, Daddy. I have some fantastic news, but we can discuss it over breakfast.” As she spoke, Sofia turned and walked toward the kitchen door, leaving him on the floor with a body that was barely able to function. Tony tried to stand up, but his legs felt like jelly as a pain shot through his back.

​“DON’T KEEP ME WAITING!” He heard the shout coming from the kitchen. Fear swept through Tony at hearing the shout. It was hard for him to believe just how petrified he was of his own daughter, but that fear somehow helped him to get up onto his knees, and he forced his body to the kitchen door, still with his hands bound behind him.

​Tony paused by the door and didn’t enter the room; he just knelt there and looked in at Sofia, who was sitting at the dining table with her legs crossed. He saw the way she looked at him and smiled.

“You're learning so fast, Daddy. I’m so proud of you. You may enter.” She chuckled as she spoke. Tony felt his face glowing a bright red as his kneeling, naked, and painful body was given permission to enter his own kitchen. Tony forced his body to move forward while staying on his knees; the shame he felt was only matched by the pain each movement caused him.

“Well, being that you're on your knees, you may as well kiss my feet,” the chuckling voice came from above him. Tony's mind spun at her words, and humiliation swept through him as he crawled toward her. As Tony forced his face down to her pink painted toenails, the world seemed to spin as the humiliation and shame dug deeper into him.

“I think it's really important that you show me the correct respect, so each morning I do expect you to kiss my feet,” The soft voice came from above him as he kissed each of his daughters' feet.

“ANSWER ME SLAVE!” Tony wasn’t expecting the angry shout, and a shiver of fear ran through him.

“Sorry, yes, Mistress Sofia,” he forced the words out of him as he looked down at the feet in front of his face.

“Make my tea slave,” the voice had returned to calm and sweetness.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia.” Tony forced the words out of his mouth as he fought to stand up with his legs that felt like a million pins and needles were digging into them, and hands that could not help him as they remained bound behind him.

“And I think I will have a nice egg Benedict for my breakfast,” the soft voice spoke again as Tony struggled to obey his daughter.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he now gasped out the words as his mind spun, and pain shot through him. Tony felt his body tremble as he finally stood up. He wasn’t sure that his legs were ready to carry his weight, but he willed himself to obey the young woman sitting comfortably at the table. Without thought, he turned and hurried towards the kettle.

“Daddy, what are you doing?” The chuckling voice came from behind him. Tony knew his mind was in a state of confusion; the lack of sleep and the turmoil of the last day were catching up with him. He stopped and turned, seeing the way his daughter was looking up at him with an amused expression on her face. Adding to his feeling was the humiliation of still being naked with his hands bound behind him while in front of Sofia.

“Mistress Sofia, making you tea and breakfast,” his voice sounded as confused as he felt.

"What, with your hands tied behind you, stupid?" Sofia giggled as she spoke. Tony felt his face grow hot red with embarrassment as he helplessly looked down at Sofia. He didn't understand why he had tried to obey her with his hands still locked behind his back. He suddenly felt stupid, along with every other feeling that was shooting through his mind.

"Please, Mistress Sofia, can you untie my hands?" His voice trembled badly as he spoke.

"I think you had better get back on your knees and beg me to untie you. After all, a slave that can't serve me isn't much good, is it?" The chuckling voice of Sofia said. Tony's world spun again as his daughter made his life as humiliating as possible. He was filled with belittlement and shame as he quickly dropped to his knees in front of her once again, while his stiff and painful body screamed out at him.

“Please, Mistress Sofia, I beg of you, could you untie my hands so I can serve you? Please, I beg you, Mistress Sofia,” he looked down at her feet as he started to grovel. Above him, he heard the chuckle coming from his daughter.

“Stand up and turn, slave,” the giggling voice replied. Tony felt sick as he forced his body to obey his sitting daughter, but then he felt the way she undid the tie holding his hands behind him. The pain followed as his hands were finally freed after almost twenty-four hours.

“Thank you, thank you, Mistress Sofia,” Tony gasped the words out as his arms fell to his side.

“You're welcome. Now hurry up, Daddy. I want my tea and breakfast,” the chuckling voice said.

“So, Daddy, about my news. Actually, I have two bits of fantastic news for you,” Sofia said as she sat at the table with her tea. Tony was still in his usual state of confusion and fear as he continued cooking the eggs for his daughter. He turned to look at Sofia when she spoke.

“No, daddy, look at what you're doing, you really don’t want to spoil my breakfast, trust me on that one.” Her voice sounded stern when she spoke. Tony felt a mix of humiliation and fear at her words and quickly turned back to the cooker.

“Anyway, the first bit of good news for you is that Jenny has registered you to me. You now belong to me, you're my property. Aren't you happy about that?” This time, Sofia chuckled as she spoke. Tony felt his head spin at her words. He couldn’t believe what she had just said. He was her father, well he was up to yesterday morning, and now she spoke like he was just some possession. A new wave of humiliation and belittlement ran through him.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia, I am.” He knew his voice didn’t sound convincing and wished he had put more effort into it, but all he heard was the chuckle behind him.

“And the next bit of good news, are you ready for it, Daddy?” There was another chuckle as she spoke, and Tony felt panic travel through him.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he replied in anticipation of more humiliating news.

“Well, Jenny set me up with an interview to become a disciplinarian, and while you were safely locked away yesterday, I had it. They offered me the job on the spot, and could you believe they want me to start immediately.” she chuckled as she spoke.

“Anyway, I told them I couldn’t start till Monday as I had to get my father trained properly first, they found that so funny but agreed.” Sofia’s words sent a wave of humiliation through Tony that he knew was coming. He couldn’t believe she had told them that she was training him, and no doubt they knew he was nothing more than her slave now.

“And the best news is that I only have to work in the park and it’s a dead easy job. All I have to do is supervise the animals while they wait to get exterminated.” Tony felt his world spinning. He couldn't believe that his daughter would become a disciplinarian at only sixteen, and the way that she spoke about the men that she would supervise sent a chill through his body.

“I’m going to make their lives fucking hell while they wait for the noose,” Sofia added with a chuckle.

“That is good news, Mistress Sofia. I am surprised they took you on at your age,” Tony replied, feeling sick.

“Why, don’t you think I am good enough?” He heard the anger in her voice and felt the fear again.

“And let me tell you something, slave. As a disciplinarian, I will take you right to the front of the fucking line and watch you fucking drop. HOW FUCKING DARE YOU SHOW ME SUCH DISRESPECT!” The last words were shouted at Tony, and a new fearful panic ran through him.

“Sorry, sorry, Mistress Sofia, I never meant it like that. You are more than good enough. It was just that I thought you had to be eighteen to join up.” Tony's voice showed the terrifying fear that he felt.  He heard the giggling behind him.

“Yeah, that was true, but there is such a rush to get ladies in place that they are allowing sixteen-year-olds in now.” Tony was shocked that Sofia’s voice had suddenly returned to calm, but his body still trembled with fear of her.

“That’s good news, Mistress Sofia,” he replied, feeling relieved that she had calmed from what he had said.

“But better news is that they are going to pay me fifty K a year to just beat fucking males,” Again, she chuckled as she spoke.

“Anyway, that means you don’t need to work any more and will become my full-time house slave, isn’t that exciting, Daddy?” The chuckling words sent a chill of disbelief through Tony. Tony loved his job, and it was about the only thing he had left of his old life.

“Yes, thank you, Mistress Sofia,” he wanted to cry as he replied.

“I have already told them that you will not be going back, so that will save you the job. See how I think of you.” She again chuckled as Tony continued to cook, all while his daughter tore his world from him.

“Thank you, Mistress Sofia,” he replied, now feeling the tears welling in his eyes.

“You will have to be an exceptionally good slave to me, Daddy, or I will take you to work with me, and only one of us will be coming back.” Another chuckle accompanied her voice.  A terror swept over Tony at hearing her words. He considered reminding her that he was her father, but decided against it. 

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he replied with a fearful tremble to his voice.

Tony knelt by Sofia’s side as she sat at the table and enjoyed the breakfast he had made her. He kept his eyes cast down to her bare feet under the table and held his body as still as he could. The TV on the kitchen wall was showing a trashy talk show, which Sofia was watching. The program was American, and everything about it seemed so normal; there, men were still equal to women. Tony still found it hard to believe that he was naked while on his knees next to his sixteen-year-old daughter.

“Did you eat yesterday, Daddy?” The question seemed to come from nowhere. Tony was of course starving; he had not eaten anything for over twenty-four hours, and the smell of the nice food he had made for Sofia was like torture. Tony lifted his head to look up at her and reply.

“No, daddy, you must only look down at a lady's feet. If a lady wants you to look at her, she will tell you.” The half-full-of-food mouth spoke again, and there was a real arrogance to her voice. Tony couldn’t believe what she had just said, but he quickly cast his gaze back down to her dainty and well-manicured bare feet.

“So?” The one word reminded him that she had asked about his food yesterday.

“No, Mistress Sofia, I did not have anything yesterday,” his voice still trembled as he spoke.

“Good, because I don’t think you should have any food until you can prove you deserve it.” Her words sent another wave of disbelief through Tony as he looked down at her feet and pink-painted toenails.

“Once you prove that you can be a good slave to me, I will allow you some food. Does that sound fair enough?” Her words were spoken in such a matter-of-fact way, and again, he knew she didn’t give much thought to what she was saying.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he replied while feeling helplessly sick. It was hard to believe that his daughter had just taken his right to food away, but her threats of taking him across the road reminded him that he could not argue or reason with her.

“Make me another cup of tea, Daddy,” the order was given down at him.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” Tony replied to the feet below the table.

Tony found himself kneeling by his daughter's side once again, looking down at her feet, as she sipped the new tea he had served her. The news was on TV, which Sofia was watching as the new home secretary was about to give a conference. Tony’s mind was still in turmoil after what she had told him this morning, and the fact that it had come after a night spent locked in the tight cupboard added to his confusion and disbelief. As Tony looked down at the feet under the table, he tried to focus his hearing on what the home secretary was saying. He remembered her from the TV the other night and how she just looked so plain and normal, nothing like her glamorous and sexy leader did.

“I am happy to announce that over the last twenty-four hours, my officers have managed to exterminate something in the region of five hundred thousand males. These were mostly made up of undesirables, and those who were arrested as a result of the police being called by women regarding male partners being abusive or violent.” Tony’s mind spun at the numbers; these were men who had been killed.

“Of course, this is just day one, and we have so much more work that has to be done,” the voice on the TV added.

“Madame Home Secretary, is it true that all males in prison will be exterminated?” Another female voice spoke on the TV.

“Yes, and we have already started work on that. There is no point in allowing male criminals to continue to exist; we will also be seeking out all those males who have ever been convicted of a criminal offence. But that will come after the prisons are cleared out.” The home secretary replied in a very matter-of-fact tone of voice.

“Madame Home Secretary, may I ask how the new disciplinary service is coming on and what their role will be?” the other woman’s voice asked. Tony wanted to look up at the screen, but he dared to take his eyes off the feet under the table.

“These are brave women who will be at the forefront of our regaining control of our country, and they have my most profound respect and gratitude.”

“That’s me, daddy,” Sofia chuckled from above the table.

“Yes, Mi,” Tony never got to finish his reply.

“Shoosh,” came the sound from above him.

“Our recruitment staff have been operating twenty-four hours a day to recruit these brave women. I am happy to say that the number of applicants far exceeded our expectations. These women will serve as the primary law enforcement in our land, and we are trying to get them fully in place as soon as possible. In time, they will replace the traditional police, which will be disbanded and also the court system in matters of male justice.” Again, the home secretary spoke politely.

“Go clean my room, Daddy,” the voice sitting above him said without warning. Tony wanted to listen to the news, but he knew he had no choice but to obey his young daughter.

“And make sure you change my bedding, that needs to be done every day,”

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” Tony replied as he forced himself to stand up. As he gave his daughter a bow, he saw the way she was focused entirely on the TV and paid him no attention.

Tony left the kitchen and walked towards Sofia's bedroom, the weight of his new reality pressing down on him like a ton of bricks. As he entered Sofia's room, the vibrant colours and childish decorations stood in stark contrast to his subdued mood. The room had only been redecorated a few months ago, and the colours were chosen by Sofia. It once again showed how young and immature his daughter was, yet in only a few hours, she had been made into a kind of goddess with life-or-death power over him and other men. He still found it hard to fathom that she would soon be one of the disciplinarians who were being discussed on TV, and that thought frightened him. Tony glanced around the room and saw the unmade bed and clothing scattered about, the state of the place again reminding him that she had only just turned sixteen and was nowhere near being a responsible adult. As Tony began the mundane work of tidying up his daughter's room, he thought about how swiftly life had changed and how the society he had once lived and thrived in had been altered forever. The thought that this was all because the sexy and beautiful Josephine had somehow persuaded most of the nation to vote for her was beyond him.


Chapter 6

EVILNESS

“Aren't you done in here yet?” Tony had his back turned toward the door when he heard Sofia’s voice. He quickly turned toward her and gave her a bow.

“And why aren't you on your bloody knees when I walk into a room?” Sofia’s voice had turned nasty-sounding. Tony felt the shame run through him again, but quickly dropped to his knees in front of his daughter. 

“Put your face to the floor, Daddy,” as was always the case, Tony couldn't believe what his daughter was saying and making him do. His mind continued to spin as he knelt with his face touching the carpet, all while the sounds of Sofia preparing for her day sounded above him.

“Daddy, we have a visitor coming later, and you must be on your bestest behaviour for her. I hope we’re very clear about that, Daddy. Because if you embarrass me, I will be very angry with you.” Sofia sounded like the child she was as she spoke in a babylike tone. Tony’s mind whirled in disbelief at what his daughter was saying, and that horrible helpless feeling ran through him.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he replied into the carpet.

“You’re have to have this flat spotless before she arrives, Daddy,” again came the childlike voice from behind him.

“Yes, I will, Mistress Sofia, may I ask you something please, Mistress Sofia?” Tony had felt enough humiliation and just wanted to get dressed. It was bad enough being naked in front of his daughter, and he didn’t want to be that way when a visitor turned up at the flat.

“Yes, you may, Daddy,” came the soft reply.

“Please may I get dressed, Mistress Sofia?” The muffled sound of his voice spoke into the carpet. He heard the chuckling above and behind him as Sofia continued to get ready, without replying. Humiliation once again ran through Tony as he knelt with his face to the floor, but he knew his daughter was finding this all very amusing, and he hoped that would soon wear off. He started thinking about who the visitor would be. He hoped it wasn't Jenny, the disciplinarian, but regardless of who it was, he knew he didn't want to be naked in front of them. 

For the next few minutes, there was silence as Sofia prepared for her day. Tony had really wanted to press for permission to get dressed, but thought better of it; he knew for now, he would have to wait until Sofia decided to allow it.

“Stand up, Daddy.” Tony forced his aching and now painful body to obey the command given to him. As Tony stood, he couldn’t help but allow his eyes to travel; he was shocked and stunned at what he saw. Sofia wore black sheer tights, a short pink dress that hugged her perfect body tightly and her face was made up to perfection. The makeup she wore made her look a lot older than she was. He knew she was very good at applying makeup and knew she had got that from her mother.

“Do you think I am sexy, Daddy?” Her soft voice asked with a chuckle. Tony felt embarrassed by the question; this was his daughter speaking to him.

“You're my daughter,” were the only words he could say.

“Well, you must find me sexy, or you wouldn’t be gawking at me like some fucking pervert. WHY ARE YOU NOT LOOKING AT MY FEET AND WHY ARE YOUR HANDS NOT ON YOUR HEAD!” The sudden change came to Sofia’s voice as she shouted the last words angrily. Tony felt the sudden shame and fear run through him as he quickly looked down at her shoeless feet, which were covered in black nylons, while putting his hands on his head.

“Daddy, I really don’t want to, but I think I am going to have to give you a good sound whipping, or you're never going to learn. And you know if you don’t learn, then I will have to take you to the park to have your neck snapped.” She spoke again in her soft, childish tone, disbelief spinning in Tony's mind at her words as his legs suddenly trembled.

“Sorry, sorry, Mistress Sofia,” his voice shook as he replied. Tony had little doubt that his immature daughter would have him hanged without thought. He again wondered at how the world could have changed so suddenly that his sixteen-year-old daughter had gained the power to punish him or put him to death at her whim.

“I’ll whip you a little later. First, there is something else we have to do. Now lie on the bed, Daddy, and put your hands under your backside,” Tony’s mind spun in horror; it seemed every word his daughter spoke would add to his total humiliation. He didn’t understand what he had done to deserve any of this.

As Tony positioned himself on the bed like he had been told, the humiliation of being on his back while naked hit him like a ton of bricks. Not only was his daughter fully dressed, but she looked like some sexy grown-up goddess. As he heard the sound of a drawer opening, he really wanted to beg her to stop all this, but knew if he did, she would lose her temper again, and he could not discount that she would take him to the park if she did.

“Close your eyes nice and tightly, Daddy,” the soft words came from Sofia. That was the last thing Tony wanted to do; he wanted to keep an eye on what Sofia was doing. A panic ran through him as he saw her coming back toward him from the corner of his eye. He could see she was slipping some surgical gloves onto her hands, but still, the fear he had of not obeying her forced him to close his eyes. A sudden weight on the bed came as Sofia flopped down next to him, and then, without warning, Sofia placed one of her heels onto his upper chest so that the sole of her foot was touching his lips.

“Don’t you find it strange that when a girl throws on some tights how it makes her so sexy looking to men?” The chuckling voice said as he felt her press the sole of her foot harder to his lips

“Yes, Mistress Sofia, he spoke into the bottom of the foot, all while the sexy aroma of the nylon and the perfume she must have sprayed filled his nostrils. He heard the chuckle and then felt the gloved hand hold his cock. He wanted to beg her to stop; he didn’t want this, but all he could do was gasp when she gave him a gentle rub.

“Please, no, please don’t do this, Mistress Sofia,” he gasped out the words.

“Oh, don’t be so disgusting, Daddy. I’m not going to make you cum, but you may be begging me to in a few days.” He heard the chuckle and felt grateful when she moved her hand from him. Then he felt the plastic she placed over his cock and balls, and a panic ran through him; he had no idea what she was doing as her foot still pressed on his mouth.

“You should be kissing my foot, Daddy. When a lady presents you with the bottom of her foot, you should automatically be kissing it,” the chuckling voice came as he felt wetness and pressure being applied to his whole groin area. Without thought, Tony immediately started to kiss the sole of the foot in front of his mouth, while humiliation and shame spun through him like never before. There was a sudden pinch to his cock and the sound of a click, which made him gasp out, but then it hit Tony at what his daughter had done to him when he felt his cock surrounded by tough plastic.

“There you go, Daddy, all done. Now get down on your knees for me,” the chuckling voice spoke again as the foot lifted from his face. As Tony got up from the bed, he opened his eyes and glanced down at his cock. He felt sick that his own daughter had attached a chastity device to him. He glanced toward her as she had her back to him and saw that she was getting something else from the cabinet's drawer. He felt the way his belly was filled with a helpless and sickening feeling as he fought to hold the tears in his eyes at what she had done to him. No part of Tony’s mind could believe that his own daughter had locked him in chastity; just after she had held his cock and rubbed it, his world was spinning as she turned.

“I hope those eyes are shut, Daddy,” the childish voice spoke as she stepped toward him. Tony closed his eyes as his mind tried to fathom how any of this was so possible. This was his sixteen-year-old daughter. He felt her nylon-covered leg touch his body, and then the cold leather being placed around his throat. He wanted to beg her to stop; he didn’t want a collar around his throat, but then he heard the click of a lock, and suddenly he felt like an animal as the leather pressed around his throat. 

“You may get up and open your eyes now, Daddy,” the soft childlike voice came as he heard Sofia walking away from him.

Tony forced himself to stand on trembling legs as he stood with his hands on his head and looked down at the feet that dangled over the bedside.

“Now you look like a real slave, Daddy,” the chuckling voice said.

“Thank you, Mistress Sofia.” Tony had no idea why he had just replied like that to the feet he was looking down at. He didn’t want to thank her for what she had done to him; he wanted to beg her to take the things off him and be allowed to put some clothing on.

“You may look up at me, Daddy,” her voice had taken on a real arrogant tone now. Tony lifted his face and looked up at her. Once again, he was amazed at how she looked as she sat on the end of the bed with her feet dangling over the side.

“You look like such a dick,” she giggled as she spoke, and Tony felt his face instantly grow hot at her comment. He could only guess how he looked as he stood naked with his hands on his head while in a chastity device and a collar locked around his neck.

“Do you feel like a dick?” the giggling question followed.

“I feel very stupid and humiliated, Mistress Sofia,” he answered honestly as he stood on trembling legs. He saw the smile on her face at his answer and knew that was just how she wanted him to feel.

“I have to go to the station for gun training, and I want this place spotless by the time I get back. And I want to find you locked in the broom cupboard by the time I return. I hope I am clear about that.” Her look suddenly became stern.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he felt sick that she not only wanted him to clean but to lock himself back in the tight and dark space afterwards.

“Have you ever shot a gun, Daddy? I am a little bit nervous about it.” Suddenly, her look and voice changed back to the daughter he remembered.

“No, Mistress Sofia, but I am sure it will be alright; they must have good instructors,” he replied, not believing his daughter would be taught to shoot a gun.

“I hope they let me shoot someone, I am so looking forward to that,” her expression suddenly changed to one of excitement. Tony couldn’t believe what she had just said and wasn’t sure she fully understood what taking a life meant.

“They must have live targets for us to practice on, don’t you think?” The excited voice added as Tony stood bewildered at what his daughter was saying. He really wanted to explain to her that it was wrong to enjoy such things; these were people that she wanted to hurt or kill.

“I don’t know, Mistress Sofia,” were the only words he could find to say.

“Daddy, do you know why I have locked your cock and neck up?” The subject suddenly changed, and part of Tony still wished they would continue speaking about her gun training.

“No, Mistress Sofia,”

“It’s because you belong to me, and I am speaking about every part of you. The collar around your neck shows you are now my property. And as for your cock, well, there will be no more wanking unless you have my permission,” she chuckled as she spoke. Tony felt his face burning at the words, the shame of having his cock under the control of his sixteen-year-old daughter being almost too much to bear.

“Now, Daddy, why don’t you kneel and kiss my feet while you thank me for what I have done to you and then run along and get on with your work?” As Sofia spoke, she stood from the bed. Tony felt his body tremble as he dropped to his knees, putting his lips to the red-painted toenails beneath the nylon and began to kiss.

“Thank you, Mistress Sofia, thank you for what you have done to me,” he grovelled out the words at his daughter's feet.

Tony had thought it might be easier to stand in the cupboard without his hands tied behind him, but after he had closed the door behind him, he found that his arms were still stuck behind his back anyway. The tightness of the walls would not allow him to move his arms to his side. So once again, he was forced to stand in uncomfortable dark stillness as he waited for Sofia to return home and free him. His mind was still in shock at seeing that all his clothing was gone; the shock of that was still with him. When he had entered his bedroom while cleaning the flat, he found every wardrobe open, and all were empty, as were all his drawers. The thought that Sofia had got rid of everything he possessed sickened him to the core. He now understood why she had giggled when he asked her if he could dress; she knew he had nothing to dress in. He couldn’t understand why she had taken all his clothing and now really feared she was going to keep him naked. The other horror that still spun in his mind from when he was cleaning was what he had seen in the park. There were now about twenty gallows at the end of the never-ending queue of waiting men. Three large disposal lorries were parked by the side of the gallows, ready to take the spent bodies for dumping. As men were killed, their bodies were taken down from the ropes by other naked males and thrown into the back of the trucks. All the while, as the gallows were reset, the next twenty men ran up to take their places at the end of the vacant nooses. Yet that was not the most chilling thing that Tony looked down at; it was the women in the sexy uniforms that shook him the most. Even from his distant vantage point, he could see the cruelty of these women. They would nonstop shout and hit the men who were obediently waiting to be hanged; some were even taken out of the line, where they would be mercilessly hit with whips and batons, before they were shot like unwanted animals by women who found it funny. It was hard to believe that his daughter would soon be one of these women; the thought sent a chill along his spine. The thought reminded him of what she had said about feeling excited to shoot someone. Tony had watched a couple of rounds of hangings; the three women in the blue short uniforms and sexy legs who were supervising the executions never seemed to be in a rush to deal with the men who stood on the gallows. They seemed to speak and tease the naked waiting males before they gave the order for the trap door to be released, then they chatted among themselves while laughing as bodies twitched at the end of the ropes. Just before Tony stopped watching the horrors in the park, he had seen two officers, one with a German shepherd, select a random man from the line of waiting men. It was clear to see that the naked man was petrified as the two sexy women spoke to him. He watched as the woman with the barking dog pointed into the park and shouted, and the other woman then started hitting him with her baton. The naked man with his hands bound behind him began to run away, as the two women watched while they chatted and laughed for a few seconds. For some reason, as Tony looked down at the two women in the short and tight dresses that hugged their bodies and displayed their black nylon-covered legs, he felt the pain as his cock tried to grow. But that attempted hard-on quickly disappeared as the woman with the dog released it. The dog caught up with the running man within seconds and brought him down while viciously attacking him. The two women, who were still chatting and giggling, walked slowly towards the man being bitten by the dog; they were in no rush to stop the dog from doing its work. It wasn’t until they had reached the man who was clearly in agony from the wounds that the dog had given him that one of the women recalled the dog to her side. As this woman patted the dog and no doubt praised it for its good work, the other woman took out her pistol and shot the man at her feet. The two women then just walked away while still chatting and giggling, leaving behind the naked and lifeless body of the man who had done nothing wrong as he obediently stood in line waiting to be hanged.

The horrors of what he saw still spun in his mind as he stood in dark stillness while waiting for his daughter and Mistress to return home from her shooting training. As the hours passed, his body dripped with sweat, and his hunger grew; he prayed that Sofia would soon allow him some food and water. He understood that he had been slow in picking things up for her, but he felt that starvation was a horrible way in which she had decided to punish him. Her threats of whipping him or having him hanged also never left his mind. He knew in that moment that he had to start obeying his daughter better; he no longer had a choice, and if he didn’t do better, then he really feared what she would do to him.

“Hang it in the back room to the right, I have made plenty of space,” He heard Sofia’s voice as soon as the sound of the front door opening came.

“Yes, Mistress Officer,” a male's voice quickly replied. As Paul stood in the dark cupboard, facing the wall, he felt the confusion of the conversation on the other side of the door behind him. He wondered if Sofia had bought him some new clothes, maybe things she thought he should wear: the one thing that Sofia was and that was very fashionable. But it was strange how the male had addressed her as Mistress Officer, and he wondered how the man knew that Sofia was a disciplinarian or rather would be over the following days. For a while, Tony stood and listened to the sounds of things being brought into the house and taken up to his empty bedroom.

“Mistress Officer, that is all hanging up for you now. Is there anything else that I can do for you?” The male voice spoke again.

“No, fuck off,” Sofia replied rudely.

“Yes, thank you, Mistress Officer,” the man spoke just before the front door was closed. Tony was praying that Sofia would let him out of the cupboard now, as he was really struggling to stand in such a tight place, but instead of freeing him, he heard the TV being switched on in the front room. Tony knew that meant while his daughter relaxed, he would have to remain in place and just wait.

​“Mum, come in.” Tony didn’t hear the knock on the door and realised he had somehow drifted off to sleep as the walls held him firmly in place. A sudden and horrifying panic ran through him at knowing the visitor had arrived, and that was Helen.

​“So how was it, darling? Did you pass everything okay?” Helen's voice rang out from the hallway.

​“It wasn’t really a test, Mum. They just showed us how to use the things, and yes, oh boy, was it fun,” the happy-sounding voice of Sofia replied.

“And did you get to shoot any men?” Tony found it hard to believe the way his ex-wife was speaking to their daughter; it sounded like she had wanted to hear that Sofia had killed men today.

“Like yeah, loads. First, we had some lie down to attention on the ground on their bellies, and we shot them in the back of the head. We really had to be careful of the splashback from that; it could easily hit you and stain your clothes. And then we had some men who had to try and run away from us, while they had to zig-zag around as they ran, and we had to shoot them. It was great fun,” Sofia's excited voice replied.

“Sounds like you had a good time. How many did you get?” The chuckling voice of Helen asks.

“It was great, must have been about ten of the fuckers at least,” Sofia still sounded excited as she spoke. No part of Tony could believe the conversation that was going on just on the other side of the door behind him.

“I can't believe my daughter's going to be a disciplinarian. I’m so proud of you, baby.”   Tony felt his body shaking as he remained locked in the tight cupboard. The thought of how his daughter could find shooting ten helpless men today exciting sickened him, but worse still was the fact that Helen was telling her daughter she was proud of what she was becoming.

​“Let me get daddy out, and he can make us a nice cup of coffee. I need one after all those bangs this morning.” Sofia's words sent a wave of terror through Tony; the last person in the world that he wanted to see was his ex-wife.

​“Where have you got the little useless shit?” the chuckling voice of Helen replied.

“In there, it' his new room.” There was now a roar of laughter from Helen at hearing that the broom cupboard was Tony's new room; those same words also sent a wave of humiliating disbelief through Tony.

“I have a much better idea, sweetheart. Why don’t I take you out for a nice dinner? You deserve it. It will also allow your father to relax and enjoy his new room for the evening,” the chuckling voice of Helen spoke from behind the door.

Tony had wanted to scream out; his mind spun as his ex-wife and daughter left for an evening out, leaving him trapped in the claustrophobic and tight space that was now his room. The immaturity of his daughter had shown itself again, as she really wanted this space to be the place where Tony would be kept when not needed; she had made it his storage room. His mind seemed to spin faster with confusion and disbelief, and he couldn’t understand why Helen had found it so funny that he was stored in the tight broom cupboard. A panic hit Tony as the two women left to enjoy their evening out. The dark cupboard seemed to close in on him, and he felt his heart rate surge, the pulse in his neck pounding against the inside of the tight collar locked around it. He knew he had to regain control of his breathing and panic attacks; he wasn’t getting out of here until Sofia decided, and something told him that would not be for many hours. He knew this was where Sofia would now store him when she didn’t need him; to her, he was no better than the cleaning supplies he had once stored here, and he knew he had to get used to that.


Chapter 7

Left In No Doubt

The night had been far worse than the one before; the tight space that only allowed him to stand in stillness had become a living hell. Somehow, he had fallen asleep a couple of times as the walls held him tightly in place, but each time he did, he woke in a panic. The confinement, the darkness, and the heat of the cupboard tortured his confused mind as the walls held him in place. On more than one occasion, he had wanted to scream out for help, but he had little doubt that disturbing the two women in the flat from their sleep would make things far worse for him. He didn’t know how long he had been trapped in here for, and time had no meaning in the dark space. It almost felt like it had been days since he heard Helen and Sofia return to the flat, but he knew that it was the evening before. His mind still thought about their chatter and laughter, and it also sickened him that their voices showed they were both very close to being drunk. He couldn't understand how Helen had allowed his daughter to drink, but the thought that she was no longer a child added to his confusion. The way she had spoken with excitement about the helpless men she had killed yesterday had never left his thoughts, but they did confirm that she was now making adult decisions, however immature he felt she was. His sixteen-year-old daughter now held life-or-death power, and at her whim, men could die. He felt his body tremble within the small space; he also knew that if it were not for the tightness of the walls holding him in place, his legs would give way beneath him.

​He had never heard the sounds behind him, as his mind had once again entered some surreal panic mode, but suddenly, there was no support for his body, and he fell out of the cupboard backwards. His legs, without feeling, had no chance of taking his weight as he fell heavily to the floor behind him. He heard the chuckling sound from above him as his eyes adjusted to the sudden light and began to focus on the bare feet in front of his face. Without thought, his body and mind seemed to enter some automatic mode, and he painfully crawled forward and kissed the painted toenails. Above him, the chuckle became a satisfying-sounding laugh. 

​“Make me my coffee, you piece of shit.” The sound of Helen’s voice terrified him. He saw the feet in front of his face walking away, leaving him lying on the floor with a mind that was spinning. He had dreaded this moment for the last days; he knew it was only a matter of time before he would meet her again, and now that moment had come. As Tony began to crawl toward the kitchen door, he felt his panic and helplessness grow. He suddenly wished Sofia would come out of her bedroom to offer him some kind of protection from the woman who hated him, and now had the power to do whatever she liked to him. He managed to get up onto his trembling legs as he reached the open kitchen door and glanced inside the room. Helen was already sitting at the dining table with the TV on, and he saw how much weight she had gained since he last saw her; the short pink nightgown never hid it. As she sat with her chubby legs crossed, she glanced up at him.

“Hurry up, you useless cunt,” her tone was unfriendly.

“Sorry, yes, Madam Helen,” his voice shook as he replied and stepped into the room. He felt the way she was staring at him as he walked toward the coffee-making machine.

“Come here,” the words were sharp, and the tone of voice was stern. Tony wished she would just leave him alone while he made her coffee; he didn’t want to be near this woman. He turned and took a couple of steps toward her and saw her looking down at his chastity device with a grin. Tony felt the way his legs trembled as she sat looking down at his cock.

“Stand correctly, you little shit,” Helen said as she looked up at him. Tony felt the humiliation and fear running through him as he placed his hands on his head and spread his legs.

“So what does it feel like having your cock locked up by your daughter?” There was a chuckle as Helen spoke. Tony felt his face burning at the question, but knew he had to answer the sitting woman.

“It feels degrading and shameful, Madam Helen,” his voice shook as he spoke.

“You’re right to any kind of sexual release taken away by a teenager,” the chuckling voice said.

“I can't imagine how that feels,” Helen added, clearly finding this amusing.

“And is that her collar locked around your throat?” The giggling voice came up to him again.

“Yes, Madam Helen,” Tony's face grew hotter as his naked body stood fully displayed to his ex-wife.

“The slave of your young daughter, how fitting,” he heard the chuckling words as his world seemed to spin.

“That’s of course if she is your child,” those words made Tony look up at Helen's face.

“Don’t look so shocked, you little useless cunt. It wasn’t like you were very satisfying to me back then, so of course, there were other real men that I was sleeping with at the time.” Another giggle accompanied Helen's voice. Tony felt his world spinning, and he wanted to tell this evil bitch just what he thought about her and the comment that she had just made. It sickened him to his very core that she could say such a nasty thing.

“Has it never occurred to you where Sofia got her beautiful blue eyes from? You thick cunt,” Another chuckle came with the words. Tony had often thought about that as neither Helen nor he had blue eyes, but he always put it out of his mind as a silly thought, that was, until this moment.

“Fetch my coffee, you worthless shit,” Helen gave him a dismissive wave of her hand and looked back at the TV screen.

As Tony started making Helen the coffee, his mind was spinning faster than ever. He had never considered that Sofia was not his child, and he was sure Helen had just said what she did to make him feel little, but now the seed had been sown in his mind. She did have eyes that never ran in any of their families; he tried to put the hateful words that his ex-wife had said out of his mind, but he knew he would always have doubts now.

“It’s terrifying to think that the previous government hid the actual figures from us. Of the 100 million people living in the country, only 10 million are female. This epidemic is far worse than anyone could have dreamt; heads will roll for this cover-up.” The home secretary's voice came from the TV behind Tony.

“But rest assured, the government will do everything that is needed to get this situation under control quickly,” the woman’s voice added with a sincere tone. Tony didn’t really pay much attention to what was being said, as his mind was still spinning over the possibility that Sofia might not be his daughter. He wanted to beg Helen to tell him that what she said wasn’t true.

“So how are the extermination numbers looking at the moment?” The posh-sounding voice of the female interviewer came from the TV next.

“We are close to a hundred and fifty thousand, but I won’t lie, this will take time to get under control. The rodent problem was far worse than we ever thought.”

“I can expect many males will go into hiding,” the interviewers' worried-sounding voice added.

“They can try,” the chuckling voice of the home secretary replied.

“Where’s my coffee bitch?” The harsh words came from Helen.

“Sorry, Madam Helen,” Tony said as he turned while holding the beautiful-smelling coffee in his hands.

​Tony knelt by Helen's side as he looked down at her bare feet under the table. Above him, he heard the voices coming from the TV that was explaining the reason why Josephine had not made any appearance after the election, and that she was taking a well-earned holiday in Italy. Tony still found it hard to concentrate on what was being discussed as his mind was still on Sofia and who her real father was. The sound of the kitchen door opening came without warning.

​“Did you sleep well, Mum?” Sofia's happy voice rang out.

“Wonderfully, sweetheart, it seems like you're going to have your work cut out for you, according to what I’m hearing on the television,” Helen replied. 

“I saw on my phone just now, the little rats were breeding like fucking rabbits,” the chuckling voice of Sofia replied.

“Daddy, my feet are over here,” she added in a harsh tone of voice. Tony went down on all fours and quickly crawled over to his daughter's feet, then kissed her painted toenails before she walked over to join her mother at the table.

“Coffee, Daddy, and make it strong,” she commanded as she sat down.

​Tony found himself on his knees again while looking down at the feet under the table. Above him, the two women enjoyed the coffee he had served them as they chatted. Tony felt the pains and aches in his body as he fought to stay still. To add to his hell, he was starving, having not eaten for two days now. He had managed to drink some water while he was cleaning the flat yesterday, but had not touched any food. His mind was still in turmoil over what Helen had said about Sofia; part of him was sure she was lying about it, but he knew there would always be some doubt in his mind now. He hated her for saying that.

​“So, what time are you going in today, honey?” Helen asked.

​“I’ve got the two to six shift,” the sweet-sounding voice of Sofia replied.

“Only four hours?” Helen sounded surprised by that.

“Yeah, it’s because I’m sixteen. Once we get to eighteen, then it becomes six-hour days and goes to four days a week, and not the three I have to do now. Something about ensuring young women get plenty of time to enjoy their youth,” the chuckling voice of Sofia said.

“So, what are your plans today, mum?” Sofia added in her friendly voice.

“Well, I think I will take my daughter out this morning and buy her a nice breakfast before she has to go to work,” Sofia chuckled at that.

“Then I want a little chat with your father later before I have to head home,” Helen added.  A fear swept over Tony at hearing the words as he continued to kneel and look down at the feet under the table.

“You know you can take him if you want, I’m not that fussed about it,” Sofia’s words reminded Tony of just how unimportant his daughter now thought about him.

“To be honest, honey, I don’t want him, so you may as well keep it.”

“I can’t see him lasting very long by the way he is behaving,” the chuckling voice of Sofia replied. Her words sent another horrifying shiver along Tony's spine.

“Oh that reminds me. Daddy. Go and fetch the wooden spoon and bend over that chair for me,” Tony felt the sudden panic at hearing his daughter's words. He knew she was going to spank him, and all while in front of Helen, there was a sickening and helpless feeling in the pit of his belly. Above him, he heard the giggling from Helen.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” his words again shook as he forced himself to obey Sofia. On the TV, there was a discussion about how males were no longer allowed to own property or anything else.

“You have to get this place signed over to yourself, honey. The last thing you want is the government to seize it,” Helen's concerned voice spoke.

“Are you sure you don’t want it, mum? It’s worth a fair bit, and legally everything he has now becomes yours.” Tony's mind was spinning as he listened to the conversation while he positioned his naked body over the back of a chair.

“And legally I can do what I like with it all, and that’s give it to my beautiful daughter,” the chuckling voice of Helen replied.

“We can pop into the bank while we’re out and get all that transferred over to you,” Helen added. Tony knew he was helpless to stop anything; his world and everything he owned were being taken away from him and would soon belong to Sofia, but part of that did please him. He didn’t want Helen to have anything; in a kind of confused way, he was happy that his daughter would get it all. 

“DADDY, STOP FUCKING FIDGETING!” The shout came towards Tony.

“He is so fucking useless,” the chuckling words were followed by Helen.

“I will get him trained if it’s the last thing I do, or have his neck snapped across the road,” Sofia laughed as she replied. Tony once again felt the way his face turned a bright and hot red. As he forced himself to remain bent over the chair in stillness, the two women sat relaxed at the table and chatted happily.

Tony was left bent over the chair when Helen and Sofia had left the kitchen to get ready to go out. As he held the position, his mind was full of shame and degradation as he waited for his sixteen-year-old daughter to come back and give him a spanking. There was a kind of surrealness to the situation, but more in a terrifying way than a pleasant one. On the TV, the voices of women harped on about how they could speed up the process of death in the extermination centres, which were what they were now calling places like the park across the road. 

“There is a real need to get these numbers down to a manageable level. And it needs to be done quickly,” one of the female panellists on the TV spoke behind him.

“Let's be honest, we need to get somewhere in the region of 50 to 60 million of them dealt with as quickly as possible, and the noose just does not cut it.” Another snooty and snobby-sounding woman spoke.

“Josephine needs to cut her holiday short and come home. I feel that she is letting us down by going and sunning herself while we have this crisis going on at home.” This time, there was the sound of an angry-sounding woman.

“Oh, for God's sake, are you joking or something? If it weren’t for Josephine, we would have never known the extent of the problem, and for your information, it is being dealt with.” The voice clearly belonged to one of the party members. Tony looked down at the wooden spoon on the floor in front of him as he waited for Sofia to return while he listened to the TV.

“No, don’t misunderstand me. I know what Josephine has done for us; it is just that we need to speed up the exterminations.” The voice of the angry woman seemed to have calmed. Tony found it hard to believe that these women were speaking about men, living and breathing human beings, yet the way they spoke, they could have been referring to rats.

“Well, during World War II, gas chambers were used. Is that something we should be looking at? After all, it seems we have given the poor women in the disciplinarian service an impossible task, and we need a quicker and better way of extermination before we face a revolt.” The Snobby woman spoke again.

“Personally, I think we should just march them into the furnace and omit the putting down part, the fire will do that,” there was a chuckle from the party member as she spoke.

“Hand me up the spoon, Daddy,” the voice was followed by soft footsteps as Sofia returned to the room. Tony’s body shook as he reached down and picked up the wooden spoon before holding it up for his daughter, who stood behind him. The sound of the TV went silent as Sofia switched it off before snatching the spoon out of his hand. 

“Daddy, I want you to hold nice and still for me. You know you need this to become more obedient to me. Because right now the way you are behaving is taking you to the noose, am I clear?”

“Yes, sorry, Mistress Sofia,” his voice shook once again as disbelief filled his mind that his daughter was about to spank him. The sound of the wooden spoon slicing through the air seemed to be instantly followed by the burning sting that shot through his backside and up his spine. His whole body shuddered, and he gave a low scream as the pain cut into him. There was no time to recover from the blow as he again heard the spoon coming down at him. This time, the pain seemed to be ten times worse as Sofia hit the same spot. The scream he gave was louder than the first, and his hand immediately went to his backside as the fire cut into him.

“PUT YOUR FUCKING HANDS DOWN!” Sofia shouted as the sound of the spoon came down at him. Tony had just managed to get his hands out of the way as Sofia gave him two hard strikes of the spoon in quick succession. His whole body instantly shuddered again under the intense pain, and he forced himself to grab hold of the legs of the chair. No part of him could believe what his sixteen-year-old daughter was doing to him, but again, he didn’t have much time to dwell on it as Sofia delivered the next blows with fury and might. Tears ran down Tony’s face as he fought to hold the position, as one painful sting landed after another across his rump that felt like it was on fire.

“Ouch,” came the chuckling word that was accompanied by the sound of heels clicking across the wooden floor.

“He stains up so beautifully,” Helen giggled as she walked into the kitchen and stood behind Tony, along with Sofia. Another whack of the spoon crashed down onto his bare backside, and as Tony’s body shuddered, he yelled out as the pain cut into him.

“It does look pretty, doesn’t it?” Sofia’s chuckling voice replied to her mother.

“Do you want a go?” She added, as Tony's mind spun in disbelief and horror at what was happening to him. As well as the pain he felt, was the humiliation of not only being spanked by his sixteen-year-old daughter, but the fact that it was now happening in front of his ex-wife, who was clearly finding the whole thing amusing.

“To be honest, darling. I would rather buy my beautiful daughter that breakfast.” Some relief ran through Tony at Helen's words.

“Didn't they give you one of those nasty-looking rubber whips when you got your uniform?” Helen's words took away any relief that Tony had briefly felt. He had seen those whips that the disciplinarians used on the men waiting for the gallows. They were made with some kind of black and flexible rubbery material, and when they made contact with the male body, they left the man in agony.

“I forgot about that,” the chuckling and childlike voice came from Sofia.

“But don’t worry, Daddy, I’ll hit you with that later,” the carefree and childlike voice chuckled behind him.

“Now, how about that breakfast, sweetheart?” Helen sounded eager to go out as she spoke, and Tony remembered she had been drinking last night and was no doubt in need of food and more coffee.

“I want this place spotless by the time I get back, Daddy. And lock yourself in your room when you're done.” Her words sent another wave of humiliation through Tony; he knew what she meant by his room.

“Yes, Mistress Sofia,” he sobbed out the words as he held the bent position over the chair. At the same time, came the clicking of heels and happy chatter as the two women behind him left to get their breakfast and then visit the bank to get everything he had signed over to Sofia.

Once the front door clicked shut behind them, Tony slumped further over the chair, the burning sting and throbbing pain ran across his backside as tears fell from his eyes. As he listened to the fading footsteps and laughing chatter in the hallway, he felt the way his body trembled in both shock and humiliation at what had just happened to him. No part of him could believe he had just been painfully spanked by his own young daughter while his wife had found it amusing. His mind spun as he forced himself to stand up. As he did, he placed his hands over his backside and felt the hot and painful skin of his rump. As the disbelief, humiliation and horror of what had happened spun in his mind, he knew that he now had to force his body to work; he had to clean the mess his daughter and Helen had left behind them, and then he had to lock himself in the tight space that had become his room.

Sweat dripped from Tony’s body as he worked fast but methodically; he knew he was in a race against time to have the flat spotless before Sofia and Helen returned. As he worked, he felt the way his body fought against what he was doing. It was not only the shame and humiliation that he felt which hindered his progress, but his body was also weak, the lack of food and the way he was not allowed to rest was taking its toll. He knew his body and mind were screaming for food and the ability to just lie down and rest. The thought that Sofia and Helen were sitting down to a nice breakfast now, while he had been denied food for what was now the third day, spun in his mind. He found it hard to believe that his own daughter didn’t think he deserved to eat after everything she had put him through over the last days. He now fought the desperate urge to run back into the kitchen to find something to eat; he knew the punishment Sofia would give him for such disobedience, and he didn’t want to have his neck snapped at the end of the rope in the park. With every room except his old bedroom cleaned, he forced his body to carry on through all its suffering; he knew he had to be locked in the cupboard by the time they returned. The still stinging and humiliating spanking that Sofia had given him did help to push him beyond the limits he was sure he had reached; the last thing he wanted was to feel her officer’s whip, and he knew he would if he didn’t do the work he had been set. When he entered his old bedroom, his heart almost stopped beating. The room was the mess that he had expected to see, but what caught his eye was the leather gun belt hanging on the outside of the wardrobe. The pistol and black rubber whip hung from the belt, and the memory that Sofia said she wanted to hit him with that whip spun in his mind. He knew the damage and pain the evil-looking whip would do to him if she did carry out her threat; it was hard to believe that it was his ex-wife who had suggested it be used against him. He felt himself shaking as he looked up at the hanging disciplinarian utility belt and found it hard to believe this belonged to his young daughter. Tony couldn’t help himself and opened the wardrobes that once contained his clothing and belongings. He felt sick when he saw his daughters' sexy disciplinarian uniforms that now filled them.

Tony’s body continued to drip with sweat as the tight, dark closet forced him to stand in stillness. He still found it hard to believe that this was now the space which his daughter allowed him to occupy when he wasn’t needed. He knew she felt he was nothing better than a domestic cleaning device, to be stored away when not in use; the thought scared and sickened him. As he stood and waited, he felt not only the frustrations and pains of being locked in here, but also a hunger as he had never felt before. His body was starving and desperately needed food; his mind spun at how his daughter would not allow him to eat, and again that showed her immaturity and total lack of concern for his well-being. For now, Tony knew there was little that he could do but stand and wait in the confined space, but he made up his mind that he would beg Sofia to allow him something to eat the next time he saw her; his body couldn’t go on without that food, of that he had little doubt. As Tony stood in the dark and hot cupboard, the only way he had to fight the total boredom was to let his mind wander over past events. Everything had seemed so surreal to him; it was only his suffering that reminded him this was all very real. While he stood in the small space, he felt the way his backside still throbbed and burned, and tears came to his eyes in remembering it was his young daughter who had given him that spanking. His mind then turned to the rubber whip that hung from her belt, and he felt himself starting to shake at the thought of her hitting him with that. He didn’t deserve that, but he also knew he didn’t deserve anything that had happened to him since Josephine had won the election. He tried to think about how lucky he was; across the road, men were being treated brutally as they silently and obediently waited to have their necks snapped, and he was relatively safe locked in the cupboard. But part of him knew that Sofia could, and would, take him across the road at the slightest provocation on his part, and suddenly his thoughts of being safe seemed to disappear in an instant. Tony’s mind turned back to the spanking Sofia had given him. It had been painful, but that was not the worst part about it; the shame of his sixteen-year-old daughter making him bend over the chair while naked and then punishing him was what now revolved around his mind. No part of Tony could believe she had done that, and he knew the humiliation and embarrassment of it would stay with him for the rest of his life. Sofia had done horrible and evil things to him ever since this had started, but for some reason, that spanking seemed to be the worst of them. The thought that Helen had not only witnessed it but was amused by it added to the belittlement and shame of the whole thing. Tony hated that woman, and now more than ever after what she had said about Sofia not being his own daughter. He knew that wasn’t true, and even if it were, he would not love her any less than he did. Sofia meant everything to him, and she always would. Now, while standing in the confined space, his mind tried to work out why Sofia was doing what she was to him, and then the penny dropped; it was because of her love for him. He finally understood she was trying to save his life, and by ensuring he became a good slave to her, he would be spared the exterminations taking place across the country. He remembered how she had reported him missing when he had been taken across the road to be hanged; she had saved his life. A sudden feeling of gratefulness ran through him toward her. Tony’s confused mind continued to spin as he stood and waited in the small and dark space.


Chapter 8

Helen’s Hatred

Tony heard the voices, but his mind was still in a place far away from coherent thought. In the boredom and pain that he felt while he stood in the dark and confined space, he had drifted from somewhere between semi-consciousness and an evil type of sleep.

“God, you look stunning and so very much the part,” the chuckling sound of Helen's voice echoed in his head.

“Give them hell, sweetheart.” These words from Helen brought Tony back from wherever his mind had been, and he cringed at Helen's voice.

“I will, Mother. Can you make sure Daddy is locked back in his room when you're done with him? I really don’t want him roaming about my flat when I’m not here.” The soft and childlike reply came from Sofia.

“I will, honey. Now you run along and have some fun and enjoy your first day at work, and give me a ring later, I want to hear all about it.” Helen's voice had that loving and warm tone to it.

“I will, mum.” The sound of heels clicked, and the front door opened. Tony felt a sudden panic at the thought that Sofia was going to work, and he was now being left alone with Helen. He felt his body shaking in anticipation and fear of the cupboard door being opened; he willed his legs to hold him up when it did, but his legs did not have any real feeling other than a tired kind of painfulness. His senses seemed to come alive as he stood in the dark and confined space. He heard every sound coming from behind the door as sweat dripped from his body. He heard Helen's footsteps as her heels clicked on the wooden floor, and seemed to fade into the kitchen, then he was sure the sound of the coffee machine followed. Tony stood and waited as his body trembled. He knew Helen would not show him the mercy that his daughter did; the woman had made it very clear over the years that she hated him. Tony found his mind spinning again. He was sure that Sofia wanted him to be safe, and she would have told Helen not to hurt him, well, at least not to hurt him too much, he prayed. Tony didn’t know when the cupboard door would open. He had heard Helen go into the living room and turn the TV on, but he knew if she took off her shoes, then he wouldn’t hear her coming.  He was determined that when she opened the door that he would not have the indignity of falling to her feet, so he pushed his weight forward onto the wall in front of him. He already felt that this was going to be a small victory over the woman, and that was the first thing in days to bring him some kind of cheer. He knew he would still have to kneel and kiss her feet, but he would do it under his own power. He smiled at the darkness in front of him as he pressed into the wall.

Tony wished she would hurry up and open the door; he couldn’t understand why she was making him wait for so long, and all while he felt his legs growing weaker. It must have been over an hour since he had heard her walking into the lounge, and since then, the only sound he heard was the muffled voices coming from the TV. A fear ran through Tony as he thought more about what she was going to do to him, and he hated the idea of knowing she knew that he was scared as he waited for her. In fact, he was petrified of seeing Helen, and that was no doubt why she was making him wait; she wanted him to suffer, and this was just another way for her to do that. Tony felt the frustration of being made to wait; he knew she was going to humiliate and hurt him, and she was now playing a mental game with him. He felt the way his legs trembled below him as the walls pressed in on him from all directions. Suddenly, the space seemed to become tighter than it had ever been. He felt the panic setting in and just wanted to get out of this confinement, a confinement that his daughter thought would be fun to keep him in when not in use. Sweat dripped from his body as he sucked in the warm and stale air that surrounded him.

The light and cool fresh air filled the space without warning. The shock made Tony gasp out as he felt the way his legs immediately start to give way. As he began to fall, he felt the hand roughly grab the back of his neck and pull him downwards.

“ON YOUR FUCKING KNEES YOU PIECE OF SHIT!” Helen shouted as she pulled Tony down heavily onto the wooden floor in front of her. As Tony's knees banged into the floor, his mind spun in terror and confusion, and then he fell forward so that his face was just in front of the black heeled ankle boots. Without thought, he immediately kissed the toe of the black leather boots.

“Up on your knees, you stupid fuck,” the chuckling voice came from above him. Tony struggled to force his legs to move as he pulled his mouth away from her boots. He saw the movement as the legs in front of him that were covered in black opaque tights bending, and then he felt the fingers being forced under the back of his collar. As he was pulled upwards by the collar, his air supply was cut off, and another panic ran through Tony as he suddenly found himself unable to breathe.

“UP ON YOUR FUCKING KNEES!” The shout came as Helen pulled upwards at the collar. Tony fought to keep his hands down at his sides. He wanted to grab her hands and make her release the death grip, but he was too afraid to do that. He forced himself up onto his knees as she pulled him into the upward kneeling position that she wanted him in. His body shook as he looked down at her chubby, black-covered legs and boots. It was only when his naked and shaking body was kneeling in the stressful upright position that she let go of the collar and stood up. Tony gasped in the air as his mind spun while he kept his gaze downward towards her feet. As he knelt and shook, he felt a pathetic weakness unlike anything he had felt before. He knew this chuddy woman was shorter than he was, and he could overpower her with little effort, yet he remained on his knees before her as terror of what she was going to do to him filled his every fibre. He felt her finger reach under his chin, and then came the pressure as she pushed upwards. Tony allowed his face to lift as he continued to shake. He saw the short denim skirt that showed off her chubby legs, then the pink fluffy jumper she wore. It was only then that he saw the metal object in her free hand. Tony instantly knew what it was; he had never seen one for real but had read about them in history books. The medieval and horrendous-looking Scold’s Bridle hung from her free hand as she still pushed his head upwards with her fingers. Then his gaze met her face. Helen, like Sofia, wore heavy and pretty makeup, but her face looked more rounded and stouter than it used to. He wasn’t sure if that was because of the weight she had put on or because of the new and shorter blonde hair that she had now. She had a smile on her face, but it wasn’t a friendly smile, more of one that was satisfied and all knowing looking. Tony felt the terror running through him as he looked up at the woman.

“It sickens me to think I was married to you once, you pathetic creature,” Tony felt his face begin to burn worse than it had been.

“So, Sofia tells me your food has been restricted. Is that right, you little shit?” There was a real arrogance in Helen's voice as she spoke down at Tony, while still forcing his face to look up at her with the finger under his chin.

“Yes, Madam Helen,” the words weakly came out of him. He saw the sudden sympathetic look she gave down at him, and for a moment, he felt that Helen was going to allow him something to eat; he knew he desperately needed food. He saw the way she then raised her arm, and suddenly she was dangling the Scolds' bridle in front of his face.

“Do you know what this is?” Her voice took on a stern tone, and Tony felt the fear sweeping down his spine.

“Yes, Madam Helen,” his voice shook badly as he replied while looking up at her face. He had to admit that this was probably the best he had ever seen her looking; he was sure it was the hairstyle that made her look so attractive.

“And what was the device's purpose? Do you know that moron?” The degrading words came down at him as she still held his head in place. 

“It was locked onto women’s heads to keep them silent, Mistress Helen,” Tony knew she was going to lock this onto him; he felt sick and helpless as he knelt and trembled.

“A fucking evil thing, created to torture and belittle. It served another purpose as well as silencing the poor women it was locked on to; it ensured they could not eat without permission.” She gave him an evil smile, and for a moment, Tony just wanted to beg her not to put this on him.

“And we certainly don’t want you stealing food. DO WE!” The shout sent a horrifying wave through Tony, and tears welled in his eyes.

“I would never do that, Madam Helen,” he now sobbed out the words.

“No, you won't,” she chuckled as she spoke. Helen let go of his chin, but he kept his head in position, looking up at her as she took hold of the device with both of her hands and started to lift it to his head.

“Open your mouth, stupid.” Tony saw the steel device coming towards him; the metal bit that would push and hold his tongue down looked terrifying.

“Please, please no,” he only just managed to get the words out before the angry scream followed.

“OPEN YOUR FUCKING MOUTH!” Fear swept through Tony, and as he obeyed the command, Helen forced the bit into his mouth while quickly securing the metal straps around his head. He felt the strap under his chin tighten, forcing his mouth to close, which made the bit press his tongue to the bottom of his mouth. Tony's body shook as Helen ensured everything fitted him tightly before taking a padlock out of her skirt pocket and locked everything in place.

She looked down at him with a satisfied expression as a new panic swept through Tony.

“Isn't it hard to believe what one human being did to another? They were so barbaric in the seventeenth century,” Helen gave another chuckle as she spoke.

“I’m pretty sure people died with these contraptions locked onto them,” there was another chuckle along with her words. Tony's vision was now restricted as the metal straps ran over the sides of his eyes; the tears in his eyes also blurred what little he could now see. He wanted to beg Helen to take the thing off his head, but speech was now impossible. He felt the tap of the toe of Helen's boot on his leg.

“Spread your legs bitch,” she gave the command. As he shuffled his legs apart, he tried to move his tongue; he knew he had to free it from the bit that was pressing it to the bottom of his mouth. Another panic ran through him as his tongue was held firmly in place, then he felt the tap of Helen's boot on the chastity device as he knelt with his legs apart.

“So, do you like being in the plastic tube for your daughter?” The voice giggled as Helen allowed her foot to play with the chastity tube. Tony felt the way his cock almost immediately grew in the tight plastic, he gasped out at the pain and heard the laughter coming from above him. He wanted to beg Helen to stop this; he knew she disliked him even if there was no reason for it. A muffled sound came from Tony as he tried to speak, and that was met with a chuckle from the woman standing in front of him.

“I bet you would love me to take this silly little tube off you and fuck you silly. Wouldn’t you bitch?” Again, her leather boot tapped at the plastic as she spoke. Tony’s mind was spinning as the cage around his head seemed to push in at his skull, all while his cock pressed against the walls of the plastic tube and throbbed. Inaudible sounds came from his mouth as he tried to beg Helen to free him from this living hell. His body shook, and sweat dripped from him as he held the stressful position in front of the woman. Then, without warning, she moved her foot from his cock, and he saw the way she squatted down in front of him. He wished he could look at her better and forced his hands not to go to his head to try and move the metal straps that obstructed his view of her. His cock, which had grown as large as the tube allowed, painfully throbbed into the plastic.

“Now listen very carefully to what I am going to tell you,” Helen spoke in a low tone, her face was now just inches away from Tony’s. Tony felt tears streaming down his face as he tried to look at her while holding the stressful kneeling position. The only thing on his mind was to beg this woman to free him and to fuck him; his world was spinning, and his breathing was heavy.

“The next time you are able to speak, if that ever happens again,” she chuckled as she spoke. He let out a gasp as he felt her hand lightly holding the plastic tube that throbbed about. Sounds came from him as he tried to beg her to take the tube and head harness off him.

“You will beg Sofia to kill you.” There was a pause in her speech, and the sudden horror and disbelief of her words spun in Tony's mind.

“You will beg Sofia to take you across the road and have you hung. Trust me, you little cunt, if you don’t, I will kill you in a more horrific way than anyone has ever felt before in this world,” Tony could just make out the evil smile that she was giving him. He felt his world spin as he heard her words, and he had little doubt that she was serious. No part of him could understand why she had said that. He again felt how she played with the chastity tube, which she was still holding, and he gasped out at the mix of agony and pleasure that caused him.

“I want you dead within three days, you little shit.” As she spoke, she moved her hand from his cock and stood up, leaving Tony on his knees with his cock and chastity device agonisingly throbbing in the empty air. Tony looked up at the blurry silhouette of the chubby woman in a short skirt who stood before him, the metal and his tears making it impossible to see her clearly. More inaudible sounds came from his mouth as he tried to beg Helen for mercy; he knew she could free him from his hell if she wanted to.

“If you are still breathing in three days from now, I will fucking have you impaled, then I will cut out your eyes, cut off your arms and legs and leave you to die the most horrific death you can imagine.” Her tone of voice was stern and serious as she spoke down at him, and no part of Tony could believe what she had just said. As his mind spun in horror at her words, again sounds came from his mouth as he begged this woman for mercy.

“You may go back to your room now,” the dismissive voice came from above him. Tony didn’t move as he just knelt and looked up at her as he continued to beg with a mouth that could no longer speak. He saw a movement and then felt the pain as the toe of her boot kicked him in the chest, the force of the blow knocked him backwards onto the wooden floor, and the pain cut into him.

“GO TO YOUR FUCKING ROOM BITCH!” The angry shout followed the very hard kick.

It had taken a few more very hard kicks and shouts before Tony was standing back in the small cupboard, his body was shaking in both the horror and agony of what Helen had done to him. Just before she closed the door behind him, she pressed his face into the wall and spoke again, and her words still echoed in his mind.

“On Thursday, I will return. If you are still alive, I will have a spike pushed up your backside, your eyes will be cut out, and your arms and legs chopped off. You have been warned, you little fucking bitch,” The door was slammed shut after she spoke, and he had remained standing in the dark confines of the small space that Sofia had made his room as Helen left the flat.

As the claustrophobic dark space pushed in on Tony, his mind was still spinning at what Helen had said.  He had at first thought she was joking and just trying to scare him, but now, after what she had said just before locking him in here, he knew she was serious. There was now no part of Tony’s mind that didn’t believe she wouldn’t do the things that she said she would if he weren’t dead by Thursday. His body shook in pure terror, and he couldn’t understand why she wanted him to die. He also knew she wanted Sofia to kill him, and she would only take the horrendous action against him if his daughter didn’t end his life in the next three days. Tony didn’t want to die, and his mind went to what help he could get; he thought about the police, a force that the disciplinary service had now replaced. His heart sank, knowing there were no longer any laws or people to help him. Helen was the law; she was a woman, and the world he now lived in was only about women. Tony knew there was only one person in the world who could help him now, one person who could save his life and stop Helen from causing him the most horrendous of deaths. With his head and mouth locked in place, all he could do was stand and shake as the walls of the small cupboard held him in dark stillness. He prayed for Sofia to return and that she would help him when she did.

​Tony had found it strange that as he stood and waited in the dark and confined space, his mind kept turning to Helen, and each time it did, his cock felt the agonising pain as it tried to grow in the small tube which Sofia had locked onto him. He tried to think of other things, but his mind kept returning to Helen. There was something about the way she looked today, the clothing she wore and her sexy looking face. He had never seen her looking so good, even with the weight she had put on, and then there was the way she teased his cock with both her foot and hand; he would have given anything for her to have taken the plastic tube off him. Along with the lust he felt for her was also the terror of what she said she would do to him in three days' time. He knew that, like their daughter, when Helen decided to do something, she would see it through to the end, and the consequences of her actions never concerned her. Again, his body shook in terror as his cock painfully tried to grow in the small plastic tube as he thought about the woman who had condemned him to death.


Chapter 9

Life Countdown

When the door to the cupboard finally opened without warning, Tony again fell heavily to the wooden floor. He saw the low-heeled, soft black leather shoes in front of his face; he would have kissed them, but his mouth was stuck in the closed position, while his tongue was still held flat to the bottom of his mouth as the metal harness held his head tightly.

“Why aren't you kissing my feet, Daddy?” The soft and confused-sounding voice spoke above him. For a second, Tony was frozen and unsure what to do. He wanted to kiss his daughter's feet, but the bit in his mouth didn’t allow him to.

“You really do want to hang, don’t you? KISS MY FEET!” The last words were angrily shouted down at him. Tony’s mind spun in confusion at her words. He didn’t want to die, but knew if he wasn’t hanged, that he would face a terrifying death by Helen. As Tony painfully got onto his knees, he tried to speak, but just an inaudible sound came from his mouth. Slowly, he lifted his head to look up at his daughter, who stood waiting for her feet to be kissed. Tony was stunned by the vision of Sofia as she stood with her hands on her hips, looking down at him. The uniform dress was tight and short; not only did it hug her perfect body, but it also showed off her black nylon-covered legs. The black leather belt that circled her slim waist held the revolver, which looked so big on her hip compared to when males wore the same weapon. He saw the way she reached for the petrifying-looking rubber baton hanging from the other side of the belt, and it sent a shiver of fear through Tony, knowing that he would feel it at any second.  And then came the laughter as Sofia saw the device locked onto his head. As Tony looked up at her incredibly beautiful and glamorous looking face, he felt the humiliation of his daughter finding it funny that he was locked into the metal head harness.

“Oh, Daddy, why do you always get into such trouble?” she chuckled as she spoke. Tony opened his mouth to speak, but his locked closed jaw and pushed-down tongue never allowed him to.

“Fetch me a nice glass of red wine, Daddy, I fucking need it after that day,” the chuckling voice again spoke as Sofia turned and walked toward the living room. Tony remained on his knees as he watched the sexy young woman walking away; no part of him could believe this was his sixteen-year-old daughter.

​Tony knelt in front of Sofia's feet, looking down at the black nylon-covered red toenails. He had served her the wine, which he thought she was too young to have. To the side of the room, the gun belt and the shoes she had kicked off lay on the floor. She had not said anything to him for a few seconds, and he felt the way she was looking down at him. He then saw the movement as she raised her leg and stretched her foot toward his face. As she ran her toe over the metal that surrounded his head, the smell of the tights, the leather of her shoes, the perfume, and the sweat sent an intoxicating aroma into his nostrils. He felt a throbbing in his cock, which he was disgusted by; this was his daughter.

“I suppose Mommy did this to you?” she said with a chuckle as her foot pressed into the metal strapping over his mouth. Tony tried to reply, but again, just a strange sound came from him, which made Sofia giggle.

“I have to say, I love it,” she spoke as she withdrew her foot.

“I think it will help you no end to have that locked onto you,” another chuckle came with the voice. Tony felt himself shaking as he looked down at her feet. He couldn’t believe she would leave this thing locked onto his head.

“You may look up at me, Daddy,” Sofia spoke softly, and there was a kindness in her tone. Tony raised his face, and once again, he was stunned by how sexy and beautiful his daughter looked.

“Daddy, you can't believe the number of men I had to beat today, it's not like there is anything difficult to stand still and wait. I mean, there were a couple of them that I had to shoot. But I must admit it was fun,” she chuckled as she went into her chatterbox mode and started to tell her father all about her day.  Tony’s mind spun in disbelief at how his daughter had beaten men and ended lives, and all while all he wanted to do was to beg his daughter to help him with Helen, who wanted him dead. He stayed on his knees as Sofia went into details about her day. She told him about the new suffocation chamber that was being built and how it would help to increase the number of men being exterminated. She was excited at being selected as one of the disciplinarians who would control this chamber. Tony’s mind just spun as he listened to his daughter, who could have been speaking about her first day working in a supermarket. It was clear that the men she talked about meant nothing to her; they were just worthless things that had to be killed, and it was clear she was proud of her work and had found what she did as fun.

“Anyway, Daddy, go make me a ham salad sandwich while I get out of this uniform. I’m starving.” She suddenly gave a dismissive wave of her hand. Tony stood and automatically bowed to his daughter, then rushed to the kitchen to obey her, all while disbelief spun in his mind about what she had told him of her day.

Tony was standing in the kitchen waiting. The sandwich and orange juice he had prepared for Sofia were placed on the table, ready for her. She had not asked for the drink, but he decided he would make it in the hope that she would leave the wine alone; in his mind, she was far too young to be drinking alcohol. As he stood there in the metal harness that fitted his head tightly, waves of shame and humiliation ran through him; the fact that he was naked with a collar and chastity device locked on him added to his feelings of utter embarrassment. The hunger he felt as he looked down at Sofia’s food bit into his belly; he would have given anything to have eaten a sandwich, which was impossible to do with the contraption locking his jaw closed. He prayed that Sofia would soon find some mercy in her heart and allow him something to eat; he wasn’t sure how much longer he could go on without food. As he stood and waited, he wondered what other men in other households were going through. He knew many men were being sent to their deaths, but these were not men with families; they were the leftovers, as such. The sound of Sofia walking into the kitchen pulled him out of his thoughts. He glanced up at her, his vision restricted by the metal straps covering the sides of his eyes, and was again shocked by the way his daughter was dressed. He saw the pink top that just covered her breast and the skimpiest denim shorts that hugged her tightly, showing her bare legs off completely. As she walked toward the table, he heard the sound of her flip-flop shoes on the floor. Tony gave her a bow before he fell to his knees by the table side. He knew if this were his old normal world, he would have said something to her about what she was wearing; he didn’t like her looking the way she did, but of course, this was no longer the world he once knew. The thought that she was wearing a lot more than he was sent another shameful chill through him.

“Daddy, turn the TV on,” she said as she sat down. Tony knew the remote control was just by the food he had laid out for her, and the idea that she couldn’t be bothered to press the button sickened him. Tony forced his aching and painful body to stand up again as Sofia picked up her sandwich and took a bite. He pushed the button on the control before dropping to his knees and looked down at Sofia’s feet once again. The sound of the TV came from above and was again women speaking about the new systems in place, the problems men had caused in this world, and how that was now being dealt with, and all thanks to Josephine.

“I’ve just remembered you haven’t eaten for a while, you must be starving, Daddy,” he heard the words coming down at him. A sudden relief ran through him at hearing the words, and he finally felt that his daughter would allow him to eat something. He quickly looked up at her and saw the way her still glamorous made-up face looked down at him with a sympathetic look. He gave her a nod and wished he could speak to beg her to feed him. He saw her give him a loving smile before she pointed down to her feet. He knew that was where she wanted him to look. Disbelief ran through him as he looked down at her feet again, as she continued to eat the sandwich. The woman on the TV started speaking about the new suffocation chambers that were being introduced, one of them finding it an inhumane way to kill men.

“How can she say that? I hate these fucking do-gooders so much, Daddy,” he heard Sofia speaking above him. Tony’s mind spun at the cold heartlessness of his daughter's words; he couldn't think of a worse way to die than being suffocated. Well, that wasn't true, as he remembered the way Helen said she would kill him on Thursday. That thought brought another wave of terror through Tony; he knew he had to speak to Sofia about that, but speaking for him was now impossible thanks to what Helen had locked on his head. He prayed his daughter would soon take the bridle off him and allow him to eat and speak. Tony knew his life once again depended on Sofia; she had saved him once and was sure that she would again once she knew what Helen intended for him. Half the sandwich that Sofia was eating suddenly dropped on the floor in front of him. Nothing was said for a few seconds as Tony looked down at the food on the floor by his daughter's feet. It suddenly struck him that she was going to feed him. The fact that it was scraps thrown on the floor, like he was a dog, was humiliating, but he knew that didn’t matter; all that mattered was getting some food inside him. Like a dog, he stayed obediently on his knees, looking down at the food as he waited for permission to eat it. He felt the way his tongue, which was pushed down onto the bottom of his mouth, was already watering as he anticipated eating the food.

“I don’t think it's inhumane to exterminate them that way, it fucking better than hanging them and a lot more private as no one will see them die. I really don’t understand these women.” Above him came his daughter's voice as she listened to the arguments unfolding while the woman debated the suffocation chambers on TV.

“Aren't you hungry, Daddy? You may eat, but no hands,” the soft voice came from above him. Tony's heart was suddenly full of thanks to his daughter, and a sudden relief ran through him. The idea that he was being fed like an animal didn’t enter his mind; he was starving and just thankful to his daughter for allowing him the food. Without thought, Tony knelt downwards and put his face to the floor by Sofia's feet, his mind forgetting the bridle locked onto his head, all thoughts which the exception of finally eating had left his mind. It was only when he tried to open his mouth that a panic ran through him; he felt his body shake as his face hovered over the food he had been given permission to eat, but could not.

“Yeah, that’s telling her.” He heard Sofia chuckle above him as one of the panellists said the decision on suffocation chambers had been made and they were already being built on the extermination sites around the country.

“And I will be packing them in there nice and tightly, Daddy,” again came the chuckling words from his daughter sitting above him. Tony's mind was spinning as he looked down at the food in front of him; the words coming from Sofia above seemed to melt away with all his other problems.

“Why aren't you eating, Daddy?” He heard the words coming down at him. Again, without thinking, Tony tried to open his mouth to reply to his daughter, but his mouth stayed locked shut as his tongue was pressed down. Slowly, Tony lifted himself from the downward kneeling position, and as he knelt upwards, he looked up at his daughter. Tony saw the way Sofia's face suddenly changed as she smiled just before she started to laugh. It was clear that she found it hysterically funny that his head and jaw had been locked up. Tony felt his face glow a shameful, bright, and fiery red as he helplessly looked up at his laughing daughter.

“I forgot about that. Go fetch the key to that awful thing, Daddy,” Sofia spoke as she still laughed. Once again, her words sent a feeling of gratefulness through Tony, and he felt some of his troubles would soon come to an end. Once she had taken the thing off his head, he would be able to eat and beg her for help with Helen. Tony quickly forced himself up onto his feet, remembering to give Sofia a respectful bow before rushing out of the kitchen in search of the key to the Scold’s Bridle, which his ex-wife had locked onto his head.

Tony rushed through the hallway, his bare feet padding quickly across the cold wood as he desperately tried to recall where Helen might have left the key. His mind raced, torn between hunger and anxiety, hoping that he would find it swiftly and return to the kitchen before Sofia grew impatient. As he searched the rooms, he checked every nook and cranny where Helen might have left the key, but found nothing. A new panic and sense of helplessness ran through him as he started to check each of the rooms for a second time, again without finding the key to the evil device locked onto his head. With every passing second, his desperation grew; the gnawing emptiness in his stomach matched only by the fear of what might happen if he failed to find the key. Without that key, he knew he would not be able to eat or beg Sofia for the help he desperately needed with Helen; the memory of how she so graphically described the death she would give him spun in his mind. Tony finally paused and listened to the faint sounds of the television and Sofia’s laughter drifting from the kitchen, and the fact hit him: he realised that Helen had not left the key in the flat. A new panic ran through him; he knew that Helen had no intentions of him ever being able to remove the contraption from his head again, she wanted him to starve, and she wanted him to die. His mind turned to Helen. He remembered how sexy she had looked when she had done this to him; his mind still could not understand why she hated him so much. Ever since the divorce, he had been nothing but nice to her, always given her and his daughter much more than he had to, yet he knew the woman hated him. He thought about the reasons for their divorce; it was never him who wanted to split with Helen; he had loved her with all his heart. She was the one who felt they had grown apart, and she was the one who had filed for divorce. The sound of laughter came from the kitchen again as Sofia found something on TV amusing. Tony knew he would have to report back to her and somehow let her know he could not find the key. Suddenly, he felt like a clock had started to count down how long he had left to live, a clock that Helen had begun the moment she locked the device onto his head and made the decision that he should not be allowed to stay alive.

Tony lightly knocked on the open door of the kitchen as he looked in at Sofia, who was sipping the orange juice he had prepared for her while still watching the TV. He again found it hard to believe that he couldn’t enter the room without her permission, and it sickened him to think of the power she had over him. As he looked in at her and at the skimpy clothing she wore, it reminded him again that she was no more than a teenager. He saw that she never paid any attention to his knock on the door as she continued watching the TV screen. He felt that helpless panic inside of him as his life clock ticked down, while Sofia seemed not to have a worry in the world. He knew his daughter had seen death up close; she had brought about some of those deaths herself. That thought saddened him; it didn’t seem fair that a girl so young should have to face that, but he also knew it never bothered her; in fact, she enjoyed what she did and found it fun. Tony felt the way his legs trembled as he stood and waited for her permission to enter the room, his mind spinning at the power of life or death that she had been given overnight.

“Come,” she spoke without taking her eyes off the TV screen. Tony stepped into the room and gave her a respectful bow. As he then started to walk towards her, he saw her hold out her hand, no doubt expecting him to place the key in it; she had still not looked up at him. Tony felt that helpless sickness in the pit of his belly as he dropped to his knees at her side and looked down at the flip-flops on her feet.

“Where is it?” He heard her say, while sounding annoyed, that she hadn't been given the key. Tony raised his face and looked up at her. He again found it hard to believe how good she looked in the makeup. For a moment, he didn’t think he was looking up at his daughter.

“Well?” The annoyed-sounding voice spoke again. He knew his daughter didn’t like to be disobeyed; this new woman that she had become demanded instant obedience. He felt another wave of panic run through him and hoped she would not punish him for not finding the key. He wanted to speak but could not because of the cage locked onto his head, so he did all he could to communicate with her and shrugged his shoulders, while looking up at her helplessly. 

“Couldn’t you find it?” Sofia sounded disappointed this time. Tony shook his head and heard her give a long sigh as she stared down at him.

“Suppose I'd better phone mum and see where she put the thing before you starve to death,” Sofia gave a little chuckle as she spoke. The words gave Tony hope again; he knew his daughter wanted him to live and would help him again.

“Give me my phone,” Tony knew the phone was on the side of the table and that Sofia couldn't be bothered to reach for it. He once again forced his painful and aching body to get up from his knees. As he stood, he reached for the phone and saw Sofia tapping the table beside her with her finger, indicating that she wanted him to put the phone there. Tony quickly obeyed her before he again dropped to his knees by her side and looked down at her dainty feet in the flip-flops. He heard the numbers being dialled, and that was followed by the ringing sound as Sofia had put the phone's speaker on.

“Hi darling, how were things today?” Helen's happy-sounding voice spoke. For the next ten or fifteen minutes, Tony knelt in stillness, looking down at his daughter's feet as she went through her day in conversation with her mother. He was again sickened by how Helen praised her daughter and gave her encouragement over the lives she had taken today.

“I’m doing my bit also, honey. I got that spike I was telling you all about fixed in the back garden, and have a male impaled on it now. I’ve always had this fetish about doing that to guys.” Helen's chuckling words sent a terrifying shock wave through Tony; he had not really hoped she was serious about what she said she would do to him, but now he knew very differently.

“Where did you get him from?” Sofia replied, finding it amusing that her mother had a man impaled in her back garden.

“It’s a neighbour, he lives alone, and I caught him trying to sneak out of his house,” the chuckling voice replied.

“Good for you, Mother,” Sofia replied while giggling. Tony's mind spun at the conversation taking place above him, and he knew his life clock had just started to tick faster.

“I cut out his eyes,” The chuckling Voice of Helen added.

“Ouch, you evil bitch, why did you do that?” It was clear that Sofia was amused by it and had no real feelings for the man who had been impaled and blinded by her mother.

“I don’t think the fuckers should be allowed to see while they wait to die.” The two women laughed at Helen's words, and Tony shook in terror as he continued to look down at his daughter's feet.

“I’m going to cut off the arms and legs of the next one I put on the spike,” Helen again spoke.

“That would be some sight to see, a guy with a spike stuck up his arsehole without limbs, I would love to come round for that one, Mum.” Sofia giggled as she spoke, and Tony felt his world spinning.

“Speaking of arseholes, have you exterminated that useless male in your home yet?” Helen's words sent more terror down Tony's spine, and he felt the way his body trembled in sheer terror.

“Oh, that’s the reason I called, Mommy. What did you do with the key for that thing locked around his head?

“Don’t you like it, sweetheart?” Helen sounded shocked that her daughter wanted to take the cage off Tony’s head.

“No, it's not that, Mum. I love the thing, and he will be locked in it all the time. It's just that I wanted to feed him,” Sofia replied, while disbelief and horror filled Tony.

“To be honest, sweetheart. I found the key in my pocket when I got home. I’m a bit busy over the next few days, so I can drop it off on Thursday. It won't hurt him to go without food for a few days anyway,” Helen's chuckling voice replied. As Tony stared down at the feet under the table, his mind spun. There was nothing about the conversation above him that he could believe. He prayed that Sofia would say something to help him; he knew Helen fully intended to let him starve and be unable to communicate during the last days of his life. He still couldn’t understand why she wanted him to die, but it was now very clear to him that his life would soon end because Helen had decided it.

“That’s no problem, mum, I am sure he will last.” Sofia chuckled as she replied, and Tony felt any hope he had that she would help him drain away as she did.

“I don’t know why you want to waste food on him anyway, darling. You may as well just let him naturally die; you can do so much better in the houseslave you take on.” Helen now took on a serious tone as she spoke.

“Mother, I really don’t understand why you don’t just take him and impale him in your garden,” Sofia replied while giggling.

“I may just well do that on Thursday, honey. Maybe we can have a barbecue and a bottle of wine while I have him spiked for a bit of entertainment.” Helen laughed as she spoke. As the terror grew inside of Tony, he fought to hold himself in stillness as he continued to look down at Sofia’s feet. The worthlessness that he now felt seemed to cast a shadow over him that ran deep within his soul. He knew the threat that Helen had made of what she would do to him if he had not been killed by Thursday was very real, and he was also sure that Sofia would not try to get in her mother's way. Suddenly, Tony finally understood that Helen would not allow him to live past Thursday, and the only way to stop himself from having such a horrific death was for his daughter to take him across the road and snap his neck. Tears started to fall from his eyes and ran along the metal straps of the head harness as he realised he could not even beg his daughter to do that to him. Helen had ensured he would never be able to speak again when she had locked the device onto him.

“I watched a program the other night, not sure if you saw it, honey. Apparently, men want to die; it's why they voted the way they did and why they offer next to no resistance when being exterminated.” Helen's voice sounded again.

“You know that’s interesting, Mum. I didn’t see that program, but I was thinking about it this morning at work. They are so odd in the way they let us hang and shoot them, it’s all so strange,” Sofia replied.

“Maybe worth speaking to your father about it before Thursday,” there was another chuckle as Helen spoke.

“Like I am going to have a conversation with that thing locking his mouth together,” Sofia giggled as she replied. Both women laughed at the comment.

After the two had said their goodbyes, Sofia seemed to turn her attention back to the TV while Tony was left looking down at her feet. He was now in little doubt about his fate; he knew Helen would kill him in a most horrific way unless he could persuade Sofia to kill him in a more painless and humane manner. His mind was spinning at the thought; he couldn’t believe he was actually going to be killed, and he knew there was nothing he could do to stop it. The surrealness of the whole situation swept through him, as he helplessly just knelt and looked down at his daughter's feet as she watched TV. Tony knew his only hope of survival now lay in the hands of his sixteen-year-old daughter. He tried to go over the conversation she had with Helen, his mind trying to figure out whether Sophia agreed that he should be impaled or if she would try to keep him alive. Tony wanted to beg his daughter for the chance to live, but not only was he unable to do so, he was also too frightened to make a sound that might disturb her.

“Daddy, look up,” he heard the soft voice above him. Slowly, Tony lifted his face and looked up at the beautiful woman who looked down at him. He saw once again how the makeup she wore made her look at least five years older than she was.

“You do understand that when it comes to you, Mum outranks me. Not many people do any more, but mum does,” she chuckled the last words of the sentence out. Tony felt the fear sweeping through him as she spoke, and he knew with those few words that one way or another, he would be dead sometime in the next three days. Tony nodded up at her. He had seen the news and knew the laws; his ex-wife Helen had every right to take him and deal with him as she wanted. Sofia gave him a little sympathetic smile as she looked down at him.

“And you know mum has a point about you; I can do so much better in a houseslave than you. I mean I don’t want to sound horrible, but you're pushing fifty now and getting close to failing any future medicals, and you know what would happen to you then, don’t you?” Tony felt that helpless sickness in the pit of his belly again. Josephine had made it very clear that any male who failed a medical would be put down instantly, as she wasn’t going to waste taxpayer’s money on any kind of medical treatment for males. Tony helplessly nodded up at his daughter again. He saw another soft and sympathetic smile come down at him.

“I know that you’re not my real father, but that doesn’t take away any of the love I have for you, you know that, don’t you?” The words hit Tony like a ton of bricks and confirmed what Helen had said to him: Sofia was not his daughter. His mind spun at a thousand miles an hour as he looked up at the beautiful young woman above him, and then tears flowed from his eyes. He continued to kneel as Sofia got up from her chair and squatted down in front of him. He didn’t expect the tight hug that she gave him.

“Don’t worry, I won't let mum kill you like that,” she whispered the words to his face. He wanted to thank her, but his pushed-down tongue and locked jaw didn’t allow him to. He knew he was in shock at hearing what she said about being his daughter, and he was also confused now by her words; he didn’t know if she meant that she was going to save him or kill him in some other way. Slowly, Sofia released her hug and stood up.

“Clean my flat, Daddy,” she spoke in a soft voice as she walked out of the room.

Tony watched her leave the room. He couldn’t believe the sexiness of the girl who, whatever anyone said, would always be his daughter. His mind now spun with uncertainty about so many things, and one of those was whether he would live or not. Tony wanted to run after her; he wanted to beg her to tell him that he was safe, and he wanted to tell her how much he loved her, but instead, he started cleaning the kitchen.

​Tony had spent a couple of hours cleaning, and during that time, his mind never stopped spinning as he forced his body to keep on working. Sofia had left the flat about an hour ago; she had not said anything to him since the chat they had after Helen's phone call. Tony had never felt such confusion before as he cleaned, pushing his starving and painful body on and on, and all while the cage locked around his head seemed to push down on his skull harder and harder. His jaw ached from the locked closed position it was held in, while his tongue, which was pushed down to the floor of his mouth, felt painful and trapped. He found it hard to believe that such an instrument of torture had ever been created, and yet harder to understand how any man could have locked this onto a woman for days on end. While he suffered in the device, it did make him think about the evilness of mankind towards women throughout the ages, but that still didn’t help him understand why Helen had decided to lock it onto his head. He now knew for sure that Helen wanted him to die, and his mind had never drifted too far from the fact that she had told Sofia that, along with how she intended to kill him. The thought of the two of them having a barbecue while he was impaled without eyes or limbs sent horrifying chills down his spine. To add to all his confusion and horrors as he cleaned was the thought that Sofia was not really his daughter; he had never believed that until she said what she did. He also remembered her saying that she could get a better house slave than him, and he knew she was right. Tony was now 48, and there were millions of young, fit men for Sofia to choose from if she decided to replace him. His only hope was what she had said about not letting Helen kill him like that, but those words also confused him; as she had never said that she would save his life. There were only a few things he fully understood at the moment: that he loved Sofia with all his heart and that she was the only one keeping him alive right now. With the flat spotlessly clean, Tony stood and looked out the window to what had once been a beautiful park that had now been turned into what the government called an extermination centre. The gallows were still in full operation as women in sexy uniforms tormented and tortured the never-ending line of men that waited for their turn to die. Behind the gallows, Tony saw how large steel buildings were being built; he knew these were the new suffocation chambers. It sickened Tony to know this was where Sofia would be working, and it sickened him further that she was looking forward to it. Tony dragged himself away from the window. He knew what he had to do now that the flat cleaning was complete. He turned to the hallway and looked at the small storage cupboard, which he knew he would have to lock himself into; he felt a helpless sickness as he stepped toward it.


Chapter 10

Sentenced

While standing in the darkness, Tony’s mind had not stopped spinning. He now understood that his life was coming to an end; there was no way Helen would allow him to live, and Sofia had made it clear that she did not outrank her mother when it came to him. As he fought the pains he felt, he wondered how many women had tortured and killed their ex-husbands over the last couple of days. He was sure that in many of the cases the men had deserved what they got, but that wasn’t true of him; he knew he didn’t deserve this. Over the following hours, he had cried many tears as he stood in the dark and confined space, his tears were not only over what he knew his own fate would be, but also over now knowing that Sofia was not his biological daughter. That fact still didn’t take away any of the love he felt for her, but it somehow left a feeling of emptiness in his heart. Tony had made one decision over the hours he spent in the cupboard, and that was that he would somehow beg Sofia to have him killed. He didn’t know how he would do that, seeing that Helen had taken away his ability to speak, but he knew he didn’t want to die the way Helen had said she would kill him. He still found it hard to understand why whenever he thought about Helen that his cock tried to grow hard in the small tube that Sofia had locked onto him. He knew the woman wanted to kill him, not only kill him, but do so in a most horrific way, and he had done nothing to deserve that. Yet whenever he thought about her, he felt the agony biting at his cock as the chastity device did its work well. The sound of the front door opening brought him out of his thoughts, and a new terror hit him. He knew Sofia had come home, and he knew he had to somehow make the young girl understand that he wanted her to take him across the road and have his neck snapped; it was that or the agonising death that Helen would give him. The door to the cupboard opened behind him quickly, and as it did, Tony no longer had its support to hold him up; his legs, which had no feeling, collapsed under him, and he fell heavily to the wooden hall floor. As he hit the floor, he saw the very sexy young woman walking towards the lounge.

“Get in here,” she gave the command while paying no attention to the wreck of a naked man on the floor behind her, who was staring up at her in disbelief. The metal straps of the head harness did obscure what he saw of his daughter, but he could still make out the tight leotard-type top she wore, along with the skin-tight leggings, all of which showed her every curve. As she walked away, he heard the light sound that the soft ballet-type shoes made on the wooden floor.

It took Tony a few seconds to compose himself, but he had managed to get up onto his knees and forced himself to crawl to the door of the lounge. As he looked in, he saw Sofia sitting on the couch with her legs crossed, and the TV was already on.

“How the last government could have hidden these true statistics is beyond me, but I can say that the previous two prime ministers are now in custody and will answer for this crime. I have sentenced both to public execution,” the voice of the home secretary came from the TV.

“Only one in every two hundred births resulted in a female being born; that is so scary, Madam Home Secretary,” this time, another female voice came from the news channel that Sofia was watching.

“Fetch me a coffee, quickly slave,” Sofia's voice spoke sharply as she concentrated on the interview on the screen in front of her. Tony tried to reply to her, but his mouth and tongue didn’t move. He hated Helen so much for locking the bridle onto him, but it was strange, as he felt Helen had been right to do this to him, as he had come very close to eating food without Sofia’s permission.

Tony had given the open lounge door a light knock when he had returned with the coffee. Sofia was still on the sofa, but now she had taken off her shoes and her feet rested on the coffee table in front of her. Knowing that he couldn’t enter the room without her permission, Tony stood in the doorway and looked down toward the soles of her feet that were covered in light tan tights. The TV had been switched off, and Sofia was texting on her mobile phone as she sat looking very relaxed. Tony felt the hunger biting in his belly; he also felt the soreness of his backside, and the humiliation of being hit with the wooden spoon by the young girl sitting in the room ran through him; he prayed she wouldn’t hit him with her work whip like she had said she would.

“Come,” he heard the one-word command and quickly entered the room before giving Sofia a bow, which she didn’t look up to see. Tony hurried to her side and bent forward, holding out the coffee toward her waiting hand.

“Kneel at my feet,” she spoke as she took the coffee from his hand. Tony felt the belittlement and humiliation of what she told him to do, but he hurried to the other side of the table and fell to his knees, keeping his eyes on the soles of her feet, which now faced him.  He knew he would have kissed her soles if he were able to; she would have expected that, but the metal around his head, which secured his mouth, never allowed him to. As Sofia sipped her coffee, she paid no attention to Tony, her attention fixed on the glow of her phone screen. The silence in the room was thick, broken only by the soft tapping of her fingers as she sent messages. Tony remained kneeling with his eyes fixed on her soles, and every second seemed to amplify his sense of powerlessness. He felt sick that he had to ask his sixteen-year-old daughter to kill him; he still had no idea how he was going to do that, and a real sense of terror grew within him that he may not be able to, and it would be Helen who killed him. He didn’t want to die in that most horrific way; he had little doubt that she would stick him on a spike before cutting out his eyes and chopping his limbs off.

“Daddy, I’ve been thinking.” She spoke without warning, and Tony instantly looked up at her face. He saw that her makeup was not heavily applied to her face now, which allowed her to look more like her real age. It was nice to see his daughter's pretty and innocent-looking face again.

“HOW DARE YOU LOOK UP AT ME!” She shouted as her face took on an instant angry look. Tony felt his face turning red as he quickly looked back down to the soles of her feet.  Once again, no part of him could believe the way she was treating him and the way he did filled him with shame.

“I really don’t want to have to hit you with my baton, Daddy, but if you keep being so disrespectful, you will leave me no choice.” Her tone of voice had turned calm, but it had a hint of arrogance. Tony felt the fear running through him; he didn’t want her to hit him with the rubber baton either, and once again wished he could speak to beg her not to.

“Anyway, like I was saying, Daddy, I’ve been thinking about what mum said,” Sofia paused as Tony stared at her feet and felt the fear going through him as his mind raced on what that could be.

“So, is it true that men want to die?” As soon as she had said that, Tony remembered the program Helen had told Sofia about when they were speaking on the telephone. Tony’s mind instantly went to the millions of men who had voted for Josephine, who now obediently stood and waited their turn to be killed. He couldn’t really answer for them, but their actions told him that they must have wanted to die; why else would they have done and be doing what they were? There had been no male demonstrations or resistance; males had seemed to succumb to the new world order and authority of womankind. His mind then turned to himself; he knew he also wanted to be killed by his daughter right now. He didn’t want to die, but he knew what the alternative was to Sofia having his neck snapped.

“Answer me,” the sharp remark came from above him. Tony nodded in agreement towards the soles of the feet in front of his face.

“How strange. I take it you're like them and want to die also, Daddy?” Tony kept his gaze on the soft soles under the light tanned nylon as he heard the question. He knew he had to agree with Sofia; this may be his only chance to have her put him to death. He felt the tears in his eyes and really wanted to tell her that he didn’t want to be killed, but more than that, he didn’t want to die the way Helen had said.  He knew Helen had given him a chance to die another way; he never knew why. Maybe it was because of something she may have still felt for him, or perhaps she would get a kick out of Sofia killing him. He heard a sigh from Sofia and knew she was waiting for him to respond while growing impatient for an answer. Tony nodded to the feet in front of him and heard another sigh coming from Sofia.

“I think you’re going to get your wish, Daddy.” Sofia paused after saying that, and Tony felt some relief in her words that she would have him killed. He knew he had been sentenced to death by Helen, and now it was just a matter of how he would be killed. At least by Sofia’s hand, it would be a quick and painless death as his neck was snapped after the short fall from the gallows in the park. Tony wished he were able to speak; part of him wanted to thank his daughter for her mercy, but another part of him wanted to also beg her for life and protection from Helen.

“I know mum can be so infuriating at times, but she only really wants what’s best for you, and I know you want that too,” Tony so wanted to look up at Sofia's face as she spoke, but knew if he did, he risked feeling her work baton and no part of him wanted that, he had felt enough pain and humiliation over the last days.

“You know she has these two new slaves now, they are real hunks,” Sofia chuckled as she spoke.

“I think I will get a couple of them once you're out of the way,” He again heard the immaturity in what she was saying; what she meant by out of the way was after she had killed him. It was hard to believe that his daughter, or at least the child whom he had brought up as his daughter, could sound so cold about his execution, but he knew her life would go on, and something about that made him happy. Tony kept his eyes on the soles of her feet and watched the way she wiggled her toes under the nylon that surrounded them.

“At least you’re getting the chance to see mum's new house before you die, it's fucking massive,” Sofia's words sent a shiver of terror and confusion through his body. He didn’t understand what she meant by that; he thought she would take him to the park for extermination. He heard the chuckle coming from her and tried to speak, but his mouth was held firmly shut as the bit pressed his tongue down.

“Oh, didn’t I tell you. Mum had decided she would take you after all. She wants to terminate you herself. Don't worry, I have convinced Mum not to chop off your arms and legs, can you imagine the fucking mess in doing that?” Sofia chuckled again as she spoke, while Tony's world spun.

“Anyway Daddy, you'd better go back to your room now, Mum's going to pick you up in the morning, and I need to relax this evening as I have a long day tomorrow. I agreed to do a couple of extra hours at work to get the suffocation chambers up and running. I suppose you're lucky in a way that you're not going in there.” Tony looked at the soles of Sofia’s feet in front of him as he heard his daughter speaking. His world was spinning, and terror ran through him at the thought of Helen killing him tomorrow. He wanted to beg Sofia not to do this; he wanted to beg her to have him hanged.

“Well fuck off out of my sight, Daddy.” The rude and dismissive words came from above him. Tony felt frozen to the spot while still looking down at the soles of his daughter's feet.

“Daddy, don’t make me hit you, I really can't be bothered to, and if you make me, I’ll make you wish you were dead. Now I said get out of my sight.” Tony felt the horror of being hit with the rubber whip once again and forced himself to stand up. As his body shook, he gave his sitting daughter a respectful bow before he walked back toward the tiny cell in which he would spend his last night of life, while standing in stillness and darkness.

He didn’t want to obey her; the last thing he wanted to do was to lock himself in the small cupboard. He knew that once inside the small space that he would not be able to beg her to change her mind. He had glanced back at Sofia as he left the room. She had tucked her legs under her while she sat on the Sofa and turned her attention back to her telephone. It was clear that he had left her thoughts as soon as she dismissed him. Tony was under no illusion that if he didn’t step into the confined space and close the door behind him, she would punish him, and he didn’t want to feel the pain of the rubber crop. He again felt helplessly sick as he did the only thing he could do; he obeyed his daughter and heard the door self-lock as he pulled it shut behind him. As he stood while being held in place by the walls that pressed onto him, he felt the way his legs shook. He knew he should have tried to beg harder for Sofia not to give him to Helen, but he also knew he couldn’t beg, not with the metal harness locked around his head. As Tony stood in the dark space, his mind was spinning in turmoil; he tried to think about what had happened. He had been sure that Sofia would have taken him across the road to kill him humanely, but it was clear that Helen had spoken to her today and changed her mind about letting her daughter kill him. He thought about the indifference Sofia had shown toward his fate. He felt like she didn’t really understand the torturous death that her mother intended to give him. It again showed the sixteen-year-old's immaturity. Tony wanted to make her understand, but now that was impossible to do as he was forced to stand helplessly and in silence in the small space his daughter had decided to store him in.

Over the next few hours, there were some sounds from behind the door as Sofia went about her evening. Tony had prayed that she would open the door and let him out, but that never happened. He was sure he would have called out to her if he had been able, but Helen had made sure his ability to communicate had been taken away from him, and he hated her for that. As the sweat started to drip from his body, he knew by the sounds on the other side of the locked door that Sofia was now getting ready for bed, and he now had little doubt that he would spend the night held the way he was, while his daughter relaxed and slept in comfort.


Chapter 11

For Helen

​The night had been the worst of his life; at times, he thought he would die in the small space. Like previous nights, he had at times drifted off into a nightmarish type of sleep, only to wake as his panic-stricken body and mind tried to work out where he was and why he couldn't move. Tony had tried on more than one occasion to lift his arms and rip the harness off his head, but there was no space to raise his arms, and he was sure the metal locked onto his head would not give way if he could reach it. Tony no longer felt like a human being; he knew he was way below that. This was no more than existence, and far worse than an animal would ever have to endure. Sounds had started to come from outside as the light of the day crept in through the cracks around the door. Tony had tried to cry out for help, for some kind of mercy from this hell, but the bridle did its job and made it impossible for him to make any sound that could be heard from behind the door. As the sounds of Sofia preparing herself for the day came from behind him, he willed and begged in silence for the door to open and for her to let him out. What felt like more long hours went by as his body was held in stillness while his daughter went about her morning behind him. Tony felt the terror knowing he was now waiting to die; his only hope was that Sofia might have changed her mind and would take him to work with her to give him a painless death. The soft footsteps came from behind his cell door once again, and Tony readied himself for the door to open and the hard fall to his daughter's feet that would follow. Instead, he heard the front door open and then slam shut as Sofia left the flat. Disbelief spun in his mind that she had not let him out of the cell; she had not even tried to communicate with him, for all she knew, he could have been dead. More tears fell from Tony’s eyes. He knew he was worthless; he was nothing. Then the thought struck him: had Sofia decided to spare him from Helen? Tony knew his mind was confused, but he was sure that if he were being taken to Helen's home to be killed, then Sofia would have taken him out of the cell. Suddenly, there was some kind of faint hope in Tony's mind. Sofia had not let him out, and she had not taken him to work with her. Did that mean that his daughter had decided that he should live? A great feeling of gratitude washed over Tony; he knew Sofia had granted him mercy and would allow him to live and serve her. Tony remembered her saying that she would be doing extra hours at work today, and knew that meant he would have to stay in storage for a very long time, but he suddenly didn’t mind; he was going to be allowed to live, that was all that mattered. Tony knew he would suffer greatly as he waited for his daughter to return home from work, but he also knew that it was not her intention for him to suffer; she just wanted him locked away, and the pain and torment were just a byproduct of that.

Tony's tortured mind was spinning as he stood in the dark and tight space. He heard clicking sounds but couldn’t make out what it was.

“It's in there. I want it knocked out and bonded before it goes in the boot. I will give you a ring when I want to be picked up slave. Oh, and don’t be gentle with that thing.” The voice brought Tony out of whatever semi-conscious state he had been in; the sound of Helen’s voice filled him with terror.

“Yes, Goddess,” a male voice replied. The sound of clicking heels came again as Helen walked out of the flat.  

What happened next was a terrifying and agonising blur in Tony’s mind. As the cupboard was opened, he fell backwards, but as he fell, punches and shouts came at him. By the time Tony had hit the floor, the large man had delivered two very hard blows to his body.

“LAY FLAT ON YOUR FUCKING BELLY, FACE THE FLOOR!” The shouts came as Tony’s world spun. Tony tried to obey the commands being shouted at him, but already he felt the weight as the man rested a foot on his back and pressed down.

“HANDS BEHIND YOUR BACK, PALMS FACING!” The shouting continued, and at the same time, Tony felt the way his wrists were violently grabbed and pulled behind his back. He didn’t mean to, but Tony felt his bladder let go; he had never felt this petrified or confused in his life.

“YOU DIRTY LITTLE FUCKING CUNT. I GOT TO CLEAN THAT FUCKING MESS UP NOW!” The terrifying shout was followed by another hard punch to Tony’s back, which knocked the wind out of him. Tony tried to roll to his side, but the large man held him down with his foot on his back as he tied Tony's hands together. Gasping for air, Tony then felt the way his elbows were forced together as another bond held them tightly in place. He would have screamed out for mercy, but his jaw and tongue were still locked in place. Tony felt his life was just about to end when he felt the sharp prick in his neck. It was then that his world really spun, just before blackness came, and then there was nothing.

It was the motion which brought Tony back into the living hell he was in. He gasped in as much air as his locked closed jaw allowed, as his mind tried to work out where he was and why he felt so much pain. He felt the way his arms were stuck together behind him; they seemed to be fully stretched along his spine, and he was unable to bend or move them. A bump made him realise that he was in a car, he was trapped and folded in a dark boot. Music seemed to come from in front of him, and a horrible-sounding woman was singing; it took Tony a few seconds to work out that it was Helen singing along to the stereo system. Slowly, the memory of what had happened came flooding back to Tony. He knew he was now in Helen's custody, and she had made it as terrifying as she could. Tony felt the terror running through him; he knew she was taking him to be killed, and he knew that would not be a nice death. His mind turned to Sofia. He wondered why she had not stopped this from happening; she had said she wouldn’t let Helen kill him. Tony's mind continued to spin in confusion and terror as the car drove on.

The boot filled with bright light, and Tony could just see Helen's silhouette looking down at him through the obstructed vision caused by the head harness's metal straps. He tried to speak, he wanted to beg her for mercy, but his locked shut mouth couldn’t move.

“Get it out of there.” Helen's stern voice spoke, just as her beautiful face came into focus. Tony helplessly looked up at her. She looked so sexy in perfect makeup, and her blond hair seemed to radiate that sexiness from her. Then he saw the large man reaching down toward him. The hands grabbed hold of his body and lifted him out of the car without effort; the strength of this man both shocked and frightened Tony as he was dropped onto the stone ground.

“FACE TO THE GODDESSES FEET SCUM!” The shout came from the man who was now forcing Tony's face down toward the black suede boots in front of him. Tony was still trying to gasp in the air that he desperately needed as agonising pains shot through his body, his mind was spinning in shock and confusion as he lay on his belly looking at the heeled boots in front of his face. Tony had caught a few glimpses of Helen as he was pulled out of the car; he had seen the red dress she wore and the black fishnet tights that covered her legs to the knee-length boots.

“I know I said I would kill you on Thursday, but to be honest, I didn’t like the thought of you being alive, so I brought it forward.” Tony heard the smug chuckling voice above him; he again wanted to beg Helen for mercy, but his mouth did not move, and he only made some strange sound.

“Are you trying to say something, darling?” Again came the chuckling voice above him, and then Tony saw the feet in front of him turn.

“Impale it by the pool and then cut out its eyes for me,” her matter-of-fact words came as her heels clicked away.

“Yes, Goddess,” the male's voice replied as Tony's world spun in helpless terror. Tony tried to lift his face from the floor to look toward Helen, but immediately felt the heavy foot on the back of his head.

“Stay still until the Goddess has gone,” the male voice above him spoke. Tony felt himself shaking as he was kept lying with his face to the ground with the foot pressing down on the back of his head.

​“Okay, you can get up now, pal.” As the man spoke, Tony felt the foot being lifted from the back of his head. Tony tried to get up onto his knees and felt his arm being taken hold of, and that was followed by the man helping Tony up on his shaking legs.

“Come on, pal, we have to get this done.” Tony had just caught sight of the large white mansion in front of him when he felt a tug on his arm. He tried to pull against it as he turned his head towards the very large man in a blue suit.

“Pal, this is going to happen. I would like to say it won’t hurt, but I will be lying. This is going to be the most agonising experience that you could ever believe. Don't make it worse for yourself,” the voice spoke softly, but this time the pull on Tony's arm made him start to walk. Tony's mind was spinning; he felt a terror unlike anything he had felt before. He knew he was being taken to be impaled and blinded by this man, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. Even if his arms were not bound tightly together behind him, he knew there was no way he would beat this man in any fight. As they walked towards the side of the large house, he wondered how Helen could afford to live in such a place. He remembered how the man had addressed her as Goddess; nothing made sense to Tony as he was forced to walk beside the man. Tony tried to speak again. He wanted to plead with the man to stop this, but his locked mouth couldn’t say anything.

“Seems the Goddess doesn’t like you very much, seeing what she’s having done to you. You must have really pissed her off in the old life,” the man pulling Tony spoke in what could only he described as a very normal tone of voice. Tony felt the terrifying surrealness of the situation; this man was taking him to be impaled. He was sure that once on the spike, this man would remove his eyes as Helen had told him to do, yet he spoke in such a normal fashion that it sounded as if there was nothing special about what was about to happen. Tony tried to open his mouth to speak once again, but his jaw and tongue stayed frozen in the spot Helen had locked them in.

“I’m fairly lucky that the Goddess took me on, considering what's going on out there. I could never have imagined that I would have found such a lovely and kind owner,” Tony heard the words coming from the large man who now pulled him towards an iron gate by the side of the large house. Tony didn’t understand how the man thought about Helen like that. There was nothing kind about what she was having done to him, and furthermore, there was nothing that he had done to deserve this. He once again thought about Helen and the way she had looked when he was pulled out of the car; she had looked incredibly sexy in her plump way, and Tony felt the hard-on start to press into the walls of his plastic tube at the thought. Tony looked up at the large and good-looking man who had just pulled him through the gate and into a massive back garden. He remembered Sofia telling him about the two hunks that Helen had as slaves, and he knew this was one of them. That thought terrified Tony because he knew that as Helen's slave, this man would do what he had been told to. Tony again tried to move his arms from behind him, but they stayed firmly attached together as they ran down the length of his spine and reminded him that he was completely helpless.

“Almost there now, pal, but remember what I told you about making this worse for yourself. I really don’t want to have to beat you, but I will if needed.” The words reminded Tony of how this man had already punched him and brought home the fact that he was going to carry out Helen's commands.

As Tony was pulled forward, he looked up and saw the large, beautiful-looking pool with garden furniture on the decking around it. Then his legs turned to jelly when he saw the wooden spike fixed into the ground; blood stains could clearly be seen on it. Two large blocks were placed on either side of the wooden pole. As Tony's legs gave way, he felt the way the strong man held him up by the arm while still moving forward towards Tony’s execution site.

“Don’t make me hurt you, now come on, we've got to get this done. You're making a big meal out of it; millions of men are being exterminated every day.” Tony’s world was spinning as he was dragged to the pole on which he would be impaled. He tried to open his mouth and call out to Helen for mercy, but only a strange and inaudible sound came out of him. 

“STAND STRAIGHT, TAKE YOUR FUCKING WEIGHT!” The large man shouted angrily as he forced Tony up onto his legs, which barely took his weight.

“Now stop being a fucking wussy, this will be as painful as you make it. You're going on that fucking pole one way or another. AM I CLEAR!” The last words were shouted, sending a shockwave of terror through Tony. It was then that Tony knew there was no choice in this; he would be impaled for Helen, and there was nothing he could do about it. The thought that his ex-wife had sentenced him to this sickened Tony, but he knew under the new law that she had every right to, and there was nothing he could do about it; and if he resisted, he knew her slave would just cause him more untold pain and suffering. Tony fought to take control of his body; his legs still shook, but he stood on them under his own strength.

“Well done, now get up onto those blocks and stand on your tiptoes as high as you can. We need to get that spike just in the right spot. I don’t want it to damage you too much when it's inserted.”  The words confused Tony; he didn’t understand what the man meant by not damaging him too much. He was going to be impaled; it would kill him in a most horrendous way. Tony looked down at the two blocks. He saw the hooks on the ground next to them, with rope attached. He immediately knew the rope would be used to pull him down onto the spike. With legs that were barely able to function, Tony stepped up onto the blocks that forced him to spread his legs far apart. As he looked down, he could see the bloodstained wooden spike, which looked wet, that stood just in front of him. The end of the spike was about even with his plastic-covered cock. Tony knew that he was not the first man that Helen had impaled here, the stain on the spike showed that, and he remembered Helen's conversation with Sofia about her neighbour and how she had a fetish about impaling men.

“Well done, you're doing really well. Now get up onto your toes and move forward,” the voice of the man next to him sounded like it was giving him encouragement. Tony found himself obeying the order; he knew he had no other choice. As Tony lifted himself onto his toes and shuffled forward, he glanced toward the large white house. He knew Helen was in there somewhere, and she could stop this at any time that she wanted. He prayed that she would come out and save him, but he wondered if she was even thinking about what was happening for her right now. Tony felt the rope being tied around his ankles as he stood on his toes with the spike somewhere below him. As his legs trembled, he looked around at the beautiful and luxurious pool area. It was hard to believe that Helen lived here, and he wondered how she had become so lucky.

“You're doing so well, the Goddess would be proud of you,” he heard the voice as the man stood from securing Tony's ankles.

“Now I need you to come off your toes, nice and slowly. It's well lubricated, so it should slide into you without bother. Try to relax your muscles as you come down; it will make this easier for you.” Tony heard the words, and a panic ran through him; he knew it was time, time to die for Helen. He couldn’t believe she had not at least come out to witness what was happening for her, which again reminded him of how little Helen thought about him. He was about to be impaled for the woman who couldn’t be bothered to come and see what suffering she was causing.

“GO DOWN ON IT NOW!” The shout came from the man next to him. Tony felt the hands touch his still welted backside and spread his cheeks apart. Tony again turned his head toward the house in the hope of seeing Helen, but there was nobody there to stop this.

“If you don’t do this on your own, I will fucking pull you down, and that will hurt about a thousand times more,” he heard the words while his backside cheeks were being pulled apart. He knew he had no choice and slowly started to come down from his toes as tears flooded from his eyes. Tony almost instantly felt the spike touch his crack.

“Good, down a little more, keep coming,” the man behind him said. Tony obeyed the command, but he felt as if this wasn’t happening. It was as if his body and mind seemed to work on some kind of autopilot. Then he felt the pressure as the spike entered him. Tony had expected to feel pain, but there was none.

“Good, now keep it coming, lower yourself”, the voice behind him said. Tony obeyed the command; he never wanted to, but just did. He let out a gasp as he felt the wood slide into him further. He also felt the pain as his cock seemed to grow instantly inside the small chastity tube; the agony that he thought the spike would cause wasn’t there. Instead, the horrible pain came from his cock, which throbbed into the tube that stopped its growth.

“Well done, now hold still,” the voice behind him spoke, and Tony felt the way the man let go of his cheeks and his backside instantly wrapped around the pole that was inserted into him.

“This next bit will hurt badly, but it won't kill you. Try to remember it is for the Goddess that you are suffering, be grateful to her for doing this to you,” the man's voice seemed to come from far below Tony. Part of Tony wanted to push up onto his toes again; he wanted the wood out of his backside, but he was too afraid to do that because he knew the man would punish him. And still, while all this was going on in his mind, his cock agonisingly throbbed into the plastic tube. Tony couldn’t understand how the man wanted him to be grateful toward Helen for doing this to him; all he wanted was for her to come out of the house and stop it. Then suddenly, he felt the blocks under his feet being pulled away. Tony tried to shout for the man to stop, but he couldn’t, with the harness locked onto his head. Many things seemed to happen at once as his feet lost contact with the blocks below him. He felt his body sliding down, and as it did, he felt the spike inside of him coming up. Then there was the pain, a pain that couldn't be described, an agony that Tony never knew it was possible to feel as the spike inside of him tore its way upwards.  Sounds came from his locked-up mouth, indescribable sounds that came from the depths of his soul. And then he felt the way everything suddenly stopped, the pole didn’t go up anymore, and the pain dimmed slightly. Tony forced himself to look down; he saw how he was suspended in mid air, with his legs spread wide apart, and he also saw the small pool of blood below him. His mind was spinning; he knew he was now impaled on the spike that went far into him. He forced himself to look toward the house once again; he needed to see Helen; he desperately needed her help and mercy. He again tried to call out to her, to beg her to stop this; he didn’t want to die, and he didn’t want to feel this pain.

“Well done,” the voice came from below and behind him. Tony then felt the way the rope started to pull him downwards from the ankles, and suddenly he felt the pole going into him further; the greatest of agonies returned. Tony felt his body shake as he was pulled downwards. He wanted to die; he wanted the pain that kept growing worse to end. His mind began to spin as he was pulled down onto the pole that was inside him. He tried to beg, and he tried to stand on his toes, which had nothing to push up on. Then the pain intensified tenfold, and finally his brain could take no more, and blackness came to Tony as the pain stopped.


Epilogue

​Tony felt confused and scared. The pain inside him felt like a burning; he could feel the wooden pole deep within his body. As his mind spun, he didn’t know if he was dead or not; he was sure that if he were dead, then he wouldn’t have felt the pain. There was another pain that he now also felt, and that came from inside his forehead; it was a throbbing and deep pain. Tony knew he was now fully inserted on the pole, but his body had no feeling other than the pain. He felt the way his legs were pulled outwards and down, but there was nothing else. He tried to wiggle his fingers and toes, but he couldn’t feel them and didn’t know whether they were moving. Something felt wrong about everything. He was aware that he had been impaled, but there was something else that he couldn’t understand that wasn’t right. Suddenly, it hit him. There was only blackness; he couldn't see. In a panic, he tried to scream out, but his locked mouth couldn’t make a sound. His mind was spinning. Helen had said she wanted his eyes removed; he tried to force those eyes to open, to see, but there was only blackness. He felt sudden pain as the pole, which felt like it was running up his spine, pressed into him. Tony tried to take control of his mind. He couldn't or wouldn’t believe that Helen would have had his eyes removed, but he couldn’t believe that she had impaled him, which he knew she had done. Panic ran through Tony as the pole inside him held him in place, while the ropes around his ankles pulled him apart and kept him pulled downwards. Once again, Tony tried to scream, tried to beg for help, but nothing came out of him other than the strange groaning sound as his pain-riddled body was held in place.

​As he lifelessly hung up on the pole, consciousness had come and slipped away from him many times. When in any kind of coherent thought, he wanted to die, he wanted the pain, which was the only constant thing he felt to stop. He seemed trapped in the blackness and stillness of his body, which he knew had been broken; he knew death was now his only escape from this. At one point, he thought he was outside of himself, looking back at his body that had the pole inserted into his backside. He saw how his legs were spread out and not touching the ground; it was just the pole that kept him suspended. He looked at his eyes, but there were no eyes, just two holes where they used to be. Tony heard the clicking sound, but his mind couldn’t work out what was making it. Tony never knew how long it had been since he had been impaled. Time had no meaning to him as his helpless body just stood suspended on the pole that held him in place.  In the blackness, he heard the giggling and wondered if this was an angel that had finally come to take him away from the pain he felt.

​“You look so wonderful up there,” Helen's chuckling voice came from the blackness in front of him. Tony tried to say something; he wanted to beg Helen for help. Instead, he felt the warm touch and the tug. At first, he didn’t understand what was going on, that was until the hand took hold of his cock and gave it a couple of rubs, and he knew she had taken off the chastity tube.

​“I’m surprised that still works,” the chuckling voice spoke again.

​“It's hard to believe you are actually enjoying this,” the amused-sounding voice added as Tony’s cock wildly throbbed. Tony willed the hand that had just rubbed him to do it again, but it just held his cock loosely. He felt the way his cock throbbed in the hand that held it, and he wanted to beg Helen to rub it again. He tried to say please, he wanted to beg her to rub him again, but only the strange sound came from his locked mouth and tongue.

​“Do you know why I have done this to you?” The question came from the darkness. Tony wanted to answer; he wanted to know why; he knew he didn't deserve this. He also wanted to beg Helen to help him; he wanted to see again, and he wanted to live. There was a chuckle from in front and below him, and the hand rubbed his cock once. Tony wished for more, but it didn’t happen.

​“Because I can, and it fucking turns me on to see you like this,” the chuckling voice said again. Tony tried all he could to open his mouth to speak, but there was no way the metal harness would give way.

“You may die for me now, and do it painfully and slowly for me,” there was another one rub of his cock as the chuckling voice came from in front of him. Then the sound of Helen's heels clicking away came. Tony wanted to scream out for her to come back as his cock throbbed and bounced in the empty air in front of him, but the sound of the heels faded, and he knew he was left alone. Tony’s mind spun in confusion and terror as he hung in the air, impaled on the spike, and waited to die for the woman that he knew was turned on by what she had done to him.

End
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A Life Taken

Freddy had a good life; for the first time in years, everything was going well for him. He had money, freedom, and fun doing the things that he enjoyed. Then one day, without warning, a visitor called who would change his life into a living hell. Freddy found his life being taken away from him, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

As Freddy helplessly descended into a life of slavery, he would suffer at the hands of three generations of the evilest women he could ever imagine. They would strip him of everything he had, as they turned him into nothing more than their property.

Would Freddy find out why this had happened to him and who was behind it? And what would be his final fate?

Robert: New World New Order

This book is the latest in the New World New Order series. You do not have to have read the other books to enjoy this story, however it may give a better understanding of this new world if you have.

Robert had so far escaped the changing world around him, now living happily in France he knew he would never return home to England. Each time he watched the news or read a newspaper he was reminded about the horrors going on in his homeland. He still found it hard to believe that the men in England were seen and treated as worthless slaves by women. Robert prayed that the same would never happen here in France and then one day his worst fears became very real.

Not only was Lisa De-Gen, the new French president a feminist but she was also a racist of the worst kind. Within days of her election win the horror stories followed. The new president never saw foreign men as being human, and she didn’t care who these men were or what they did, Lisa De-Gen just wanted these men out of her country or eradicated. The sweeping laws about foreigners had so far not included white Europeans but Robert feared that could change. And then without warning the letter arrived, Robert was given twenty-four hours to leave the country and return to his homeland, the penalty for not doing so was made very clear in the letter.

Robert knew there was little choice when the female friends he had in France decline to help him, he would have to return to England and become a slave. Little did Robert know at that time that he would not make it inside the airport before his nightmare would begin. As Robert’s life descended into a living nightmare, he knew his only hope of help was his sister, a woman he had not spoken to for years.

In this story we follow Robert as he tries to navigate life in a world where he has become nothing better than a worthless slave. Each day his willpower is pushed to the limits and each day his life is at risk. As a state-owned male Robert soon realises there are no laws to protect him, and he is at the mercy of every female that crosses his path, with each of them having life or death power over him.

We will also follow some of the women who Robert interacts with in this new world, a world that has been designed for their happiness and wellbeing.

Robert’s sister never leaves his mind as his luck of staying alive is pushed to the limits. In a world where he can be made to suffer or be killed at the whim of any female, he knows his only help is a woman he has no way of contacting. Will Robert ever find her, and will she help him if he does?

Taken

In this story, we follow Stewart, who replies to a simple ad, hoping it will lead him to a perfect Mistress. He has no idea of the mistake he is making or where it will lead him. As Stewart enters a world of extreme Female Domination he finds out just how valueless his life is thought of. Stewart finds himself in a world of forced feminization, where the life of a slave is considered cheap, if not worthless.


Madam Saint Clare and her two daughters rule their world with an iron fist along with their overseers. There is no shortage of males that can be enslaved so the value of the slaves that are taken is not something they have to concern themselves with. Slaves have but one purpose, to serve and happily give their lives up to the family that now owns them.

As Stewart's life descends into a life of hell, he learns that the family that he now belongs to considers themselves holy. Yet Stewart finds it hard to understand how such people can allow his body to be modified and abused by other men who look like sexy women and are considered his superior. It doesn’t take long for Stewart to understand that his life is considered worthless, and to live, he needs to totally dedicate himself to the service he gives and pray that none of the real females or overseers in the house decide to kill him.

Soon, Stewart finds the only thing that stands between him and death is a fourteen-year-old child. This young girl and the mercy she shows becomes his only hope for survival in a world where everyone else seems to want him dead. Stewart must suffer untold humiliation and pain to keep the young princess who now owns him happy. Yet he knows that at any moment, with just a few words, she can have him killed in the most horrific way. To add to the fear and misery his modified body has to go through, Stewart finds the young girl's personal assistant and slave has taken a dislike to him and wants him dead.

Demise

Paul had finally reached the point in life that he had spent years working toward. He had spent his entire life studying and working on getting his consultancy, and finally the day had arrived. When he walked into the hospital as the new ER consultant, he had no idea that his life was about to be taken from him. By the time Paul left the hospital that evening, his life would be in the hands of a young woman, and his freedom would be gone forever.


Josephine was the youngest matron within the health service; of course, having Professor Hunter as a father, who was the leading brain surgeon in the world, had helped her in that. However, all was not as it seemed to the outside world. Josephine had been brought up in a female-dominated household, and she never really saw her father as anything more than a slave to her. She actually never thought of him as anything better than the other males who served her and her mother. But Josephine knew the time had come for her to own her own man, and her new consultant seemed to tick all the boxes. He would have to pass the test before she allowed him into her life, but something told her this man would achieve what others had failed. As she looked him up and down for the first time, she wondered if this would be not only her slave but also the father of her child. Josephine made a decision to give him a try and would start work on him immediately.


We follow Paul as his life descends into confusion and helplessness at the hands of Josephine. Would he be able to prove his love to this woman and be allowed into her life, or would he die trying to? Then there was Josephine and her mixed feelings about allowing someone she cared for to serve her. Would she allow Paul to be that man, or would she have to put him down?

2058: New Blood (New World)

This book is version two of the original story; some of the storylines and ending have been changed from the original version.

The book is a sequel to New World New Order 2055. The story continues two years after we left the first book, and it is based in the same city as before. It may help you to enjoy this book if you have read ‘New World New Order 2055’ first.

We will follow a young woman named Deborah, who has just turned sixteen and accepts a wonderful job offer in the city. Deborah considers herself a very normal girl, yet she knows others feel she is more than a genius with her gift, hence the unique job offer that was given to her.

Of course, Deborah had been brought up in a Female-Led Society, which most of the world was now. Still, she would be shocked to find out what being a real woman in the city was all about. From day one, everything exceeded her wildest dreams. She felt better than a Goddess as she explored the new world around her. As Deborah discovered new things, her boss assured her she never went without anything and everything she wanted.

As Deborah went about her new life, her inventions changing the world forever, a dark horror lurked in the background. The woman Deborah was growing to love had a very secret and twisted idea about where the young girl would end up.

This book was written in the same style as the first in the series, and as always, there will be a twist at the end. If you have a problem with a teenage girl on a trip to discover real and dark female domination then please do not read this book. We will follow some new characters in this story as they explore this great new world and will also visit some of the old characters from the previous story. The book does contain scenes of both females dominating males as well as other females, as we also explore what life is like for submissive women in this world. I hope you can sense the different lifestyles between those who are owned and those who serve within the pages.

The Mistress: The journey

One of my best sellers and most enjoyed book.

Daniela had big plans for herself. However, leaving school at sixteen without a qualification to her name would make achieving those dreams a little hard. Yet with ruthless determination, she would achieve all her dreams and more.

In this story, we follow Daniela as she reminisces about how those dreams became a reality. From a bag packer at a local supermarket, she would become the goddess she had always dreamed of being. She would use as many people as necessary to achieve her goals. The only thing that mattered to Daniela was her happiness and her climb to the life she knew she deserved to have. The lives of others had no meaning to her other than to bring her pleasure and wealth.

Stevens Journey

This book is a prequel to my first book ‘Hotel Diana’

We will follow Steven’s journey as he travels into a life of slavery to a woman he has loved since childhood. We will also discover how our world turned into one of absolute Female superiority.

A major war in Europe was beginning to grow out of control, a female supremacist was doing all she could to end the conflict. With the help of a photograph and some visitors from the other side of our universe, she would gain a lot more than she could ever hope for.

All while Steven waited for the woman he loved to return from a holiday she was on with her boyfriend. The news that Steven got on her return was what he had waited so many years for, however there was a heavy price to pay if he was going to spend the rest of his life with the woman he loved more than anything.

As the world changed around Steven, so did the life he now had to lead. He had to choose between his freedom or a lifetime spent in servitude. He had many things to learn and overcome on his journey into slavery. He would in time have to face the outside world and hope to survive an encounter with a new kind of police force.

And then once again a change came to his life with a twist that he never saw coming.

The Passage

Paul dreamt of becoming the property of a beautiful woman for as long as he could remember. He loved to dress in girly clothes and post photographs of himself on social media sites. While doing this he had his first encounter with a woman who taught him so much about his inner feelings, he never met this woman and only communicated with her in the virtual world. She had also given him fair warning on being careful for what he wished for.

Then one day out of the blue an opportunity showed itself. Unwittingly and eager to fulfil his life’s dreams Paul walks into the human trafficking market. A beautiful woman who heads up a gang of slave traders is keen to sell him on for profit, she puts him up for auction. Paul’s life now depends on a buyer being found. The slave trader does not care if a man or woman buys him, her only concern is the profit he will make for her. Paul soon finds himself a mare commodity to be sold and bought by those with money to spend. A life somewhere between paradise and hell would soon become Paul’s way of life.

Soon he finds himself in the service of the most beautiful woman he could ever imagine and felt his life ambition had been started to be fulfilled. To soon afterwards he also finds his body adapted and learns there is more to life as a sissy maid than just cleaning a house. Although his body is frequently abused Paul still finds that hidden desire to serve, where will it end.

The photographs found within these pages are to assist the reader in understanding the clothing Paul had to wear in the story. All photographs are of my own maid who kindly agreed to assist in the finishing touches to this book.

Caroline’s legacy

The book is a sequel to Caroline’s Revenge and may be difficult to follow if you have not read the first book.

Over the following year the new regime grew stricter on those who would oppose it, many found themselves at the facility being dealt with by women who took their jobs very seriously and enjoyed their work. Caroline’s career flourished during these times and finally she was recognised for her work at the highest level.

In this story we will continue to follow Caroline and some of the other characters from the first book as well as introducing a few more people, some will thrive under the new regime, and others will suffer the real cruelty of the system.

As new officers take to their new roles we will explore their real reasons for taking on the job. Some of these cold-hearted and evil disciplinarians get a kick out of their new power, while others still have some feelings toward the prisoners that are brought before them.

As with the first book both Caroline and her niece would ensure that those who would oppose the system were dealt with severely, mercy was not a word they knew, and both would bring out the best in the women they led.

Caroline’s Revenge

An election for a new government with a shock result turns the world upside down. We follow the story of the two main characters in this fast-changing world as Josephine the new president enforces her will on the population. This new party was about as far right as possible, with the leader seeing men as nothing more than a worthless low species of animal to be controlled or eradicated.

Caroline's life had been difficult to say the least, at 40 years old she had drifted from job to job never being able to settle down. Her problem was her size, at only just over five feet tall she found men took every opportunity to belittle and humiliate her. Now there was some paying back to do.

Meanwhile for Dave life had been going well, he recently had been victorious in a bitter divorce court battle with a woman he once loved but now hated. Dave was now the owner of his own home and yet with another promotion at work life was about the best he could remember. Little did he know how quickly things would fall apart.

It had been many years since Caroline and Dave had cross paths, however destiny was about to bring them together once again.

Warning this book is extreme in places with the execution of males a common theme throughout.
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