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The Red Room

Rick Till was in a funk. It was all he could do to stop himself leaning forwards in the train compartment and hugging the boiling tension in his guts. He was a man who had walked through his adult years as though he had a gun on his hip, a hard drinking, frequent brawler who was banned from most of the public houses in his home town. His small stature and clown’s feet made people feel this was amusing, but no one laughed to his face.

His blue eyes bulged slightly in a sallow, long, weathered face, and his hands were crooked as if still holding the handle of the pick and shovel that had been cradled in them more times than he would care to remember. His clothes were barely passable for public transport, denims and sweatshirt dusty and creased from work, though basically sound. A beaten-up satchel that contained a few tools and essentials were in the seat next to him, as if to deter anyone from sitting there.

He had never learned to drive, having spent the earlier part of his life at sea, but latterly had worked as part of a labouring crew going mostly into neighbouring counties. He liked to move around.

It was his time for going home from the latest job away, but the prospect filled him with terrible dread. He kept himself upright with an effort, kept his face as hard and set as it always had been, while his stomach churned and ached with anxiety. It was still all so new. He did not know yet how to interpret the signals from his bottom. He felt as if he were on the point of defecating, but he knew that it was only the plug installed deep in his rectum. The plug that kept him from leaking into his pants and staining his trousers. Oh, he had learned that lesson early! Better to feel uncomfortable and sore than stand up with a damp patch and a smell to match. It could be a build up of wind, which brought its own perils. He would have to go to the toilet for that, in case it made too loud a noise as he eased the plug to one side to let the air pass through.

He did not look at the pleasant countryside going by through the window over his right shoulder as he once might have done, if only through sheer boredom. Mostly he used to watch the people as they came and went down the carriage, gauging the fighting potential of the men, and ogling the women, as if he were some sort of bad character in the films he loved to watch, too restless and dangerous to read a book, or slip into a snooze.

But this time looked neither right nor left but stared straight ahead at the back of the seat or closed his eyes tightly with obvious effort. It was as if he knew something terrible awaited the train further down the track and there was nothing whatever he or anyone else could do about it. Indeed, for him, it was quite true.

The feeling of powerlessness came hard to Rick Till. He had bought entirely into the idea that you made your own life. Made of it what you wanted. He had owned every part of it, good and bad. Like most people, he would rather be wracked with guilt about bad decisions than admit that he’d had no power to do otherwise. Recent events had brutally exposed the lie, swept him along as helplessly as a leaf in a gale. He had lost all sense of himself, all his old confidence and swagger.

He had never greatly looked forward to going home from the job, however long he had been away, it was true. Most of the lads were much keener to get back than he. Rick had always enjoyed the work environment, felt more comfortable there, even though he kept himself to himself and was rarely more than steadily morose. At home he just tended to drink and, he had to admit, be a bit of a pain to his wife and kids. Maybe occasionally a bit more than a pain, he admitted, with an inward shudder, and not just to his family, but also in the public houses around the town.

At this thought, he had to stop himself from groaning out load. He stole a look around the train carriage to see if he were attracting attention, but if anyone noticed that he was on edge, they gave no sign on it. Mostly they had their attention drawn to mobile phones or laptops anyway.

He had always been in control. His life had been on his own terms. He gave no favours to anyone, never did anything he didn’t want to do, and threatened violence to anyone who dared suggest anything different.

Nevertheless, he knew that he was going to do something that day that went against everything that he had built his life around, compelled against every shred of his old identity by a deep urge that he had not even known existed.

He had been through it a hundred times in his head over the past days as the job progressed. He had found it easier when he was working, concentrating on the job, but at night at the guesthouse it had been hell.

As the train rattled along terrible images flashed before his mind’s eye, impacting like blows to his brain, making him wince. The gleaming toe of a female boot in patent black leather, the arch of its heel, a slim extended finger pointing down at it, with a painted nail the colour of blood.

No…..!

But he could not dismiss them from his mind. He could not forget a single moment of that incredible thirty-six hours. The plug was constantly on his mind, too, connecting him physically with that time, making it impossible for him to forget for a single moment. Was that their cruel purpose in stretching him, he wondered, hearing their laughter ringing in his head again.

Like a sleeper entering a recurring nightmare, he went through the whole episode again in perfect detail from beginning to end.

Of course, it had started with a drinking session. Rick Till could get through a remarkable volume of alcohol for someone of his body mass, but the inebriation did not tend him towards friendliness or good cheer. Rather he became even more withdrawn and morose, simply carrying on drinking more as though it were a mechanical imperative, on and on, often concluding in some sort of violent episode.

Even when extremely drunk, he could generally find his way home, mumble to a taxi, or stagger the mile and a half from the centre of town.

This particular time he had not succeeded in doing so.

He was quite used to waking up with pain flaring in his head, wondering where he was, but this time it was a very different sort of pain, and a very different level of disorientation.

It was the sort of pain that made you scream, so intense that, immediately that he recalled it, it seemed again less of a memory, but the unbelievable present again….he slipped back into that moment and relived it….

He yelled out and blinked in bright light, seeing a shadowy feminine figure already raising an arm to strike again, a thin instrument in her hand. He flinched out of the way but found that he had very little latitude to do so, being securely bound at wrist and ankle, with a short connecting chain at his back.

‘Thwack!”

He screamed at the pain of it, like a hot iron across the soft flesh of his thigh. And that was the first time he heard the laugh that would come to haunt him. A nickering, psychotic, sadistic giggle that chilled him to the bone.

She looked down at him with her arms folded under her breasts, elbow length gloves merging into tight black latex top, waiting for him to wake properly. His eyes focused slowly. Her face was pretty, with a finely sculpted mouth and upturned nose framed by straight, shoulder-length blonde hair, but there was something lacking in her blue eyes, something alien and cold, predatory, almost reptilian. Under the latex corset, suspender drops came down to black stocking tops, not the frivolous party wear type, but heavy elastic with steel fittings. A gleaming black latex triangle concealed her sex.

Behind her, were the steel girders of a high roof, and there was a feeling of space in the way his yells had echoed all around. He stole quick glances to each side. Chains hung down, and sinister contraptions sat in the arc light. He lay on something that felt like linoleum.

“What’s….aaaaargh!!!”

He screamed again as the cane once more descended with vicious force.

“Don’t speak,” she said, pleasantly, in a light lilting voice, “though, screams are fine.”

His breath came in gasps and he was about to ask who on earth she was, but he did not, afraid of incurring another agonising blow.

“Now, be a good boy and open your mouth,” she said, almost absently, picking up some sort of gag with a mouthpiece like a cock.

He flinched back and protested but the words were never formed. The cane descended in flicker of motion and again the intense agony flared from his flesh, driving every other consideration out of his mind.

But this time something of his normal belligerence returned. Anger shot through him.

“Now, what the hell…” he snarled, his hands going to fists and struggling to rise.

She proceeded to beat him to a bruised, bleeding pulp. In the face of pain, there are no heroes, he thought, remembering the line from somewhere. A film, probably. He had begged for mercy, but she did not stop, caning him again and again till he was a whimpering mess, streaked with angry agonising welts.

She offered the gag again, and this time he made no protest as she pushed the bell end shape into in his mouth and fastened it at the back of his neck.

“There,” she said, a satisfied chuckle, “suck on cock, cretin.”

He groaned at that and half-choked on the intrusive rubber in his mouth.

“I can answer your questions,” she said, straightening up and smiling that chilling smile again. “You are about to add to the alarming national statistic of the number of people who simply go missing and are never heard from again. Rumour has it that you staggered out drunk towards the pier late last night and haven’t been seen since. That’s what I heard. Or maybe that’s what I put around.”

Rick looked up at her, his bulging blue eyes full of disbelief and terror.

“You are going to die a slow death of unspeakable agony in my little chamber just like so many before you. No one will hear you scream, and no one will give a fuck.”

He mumbled and groaned in his gag and thrashed around in his bonds. She laughed again, putting her gleaming, gloved hand to her rouged mouth in mock sympathy.

“That’s why I chose you, stupid,” she went on, pleasantly, “because frankly, your disappearance would be nothing but a fucking relief all round.”

He looked at her, his body still communicating pain, and realised that she might well be right. The knowledge came over him like a fall of freezing water and made him shiver. He was already in intense pain as the after effects of the brutal caning burned and throbbed all along his naked, shaking body. He looked up into her cold, sadistic eyes and seemed to see an unspeakable array of agonising futures there, each more terrible than the last. She seemed certain, relaxed, poised in Her intent, as if She had done this time and time again. Fear clutched at his vitals, as fully as any nightmare. Also, he began to feel another overpowering sensation. His bowel desperately needed to empty itself.

“Please…” he tried to beg, struggling to rise, but the gag only permitted a sort guttural moan that could have been anything. It changed to a panic-stricken coughing fit as saliva ran down his throat.

She laughed lightly, that cold nicker again, enjoying the desperate expression in his bulging, piggy eyes. As if divining his thoughts, she picked up a black plastic bucket from out of his view to one side and helped him to squat over it. It all came in a rush. She emptied it in an adjoining room then came back, an expression of distaste on her face.

“Just nod three times if you need it again, idiot,” she said, shortly, placing it nearby. “Anything that misses the bucket you eat, do you understand?”

He groaned, his eyes widening.

“Eating shit will be the least of your worries, believe me,” she assured him, in a sinister whisper. She pointed to a camera that hung from the high ceiling from a rigid pole, then to another from a different angle, and then another.

“This is a ‘Red Room’,” she said, smiling, taking in the whole space with two gloved hands. “Do you know what that is?”

He shook his head with a terrible, long drawn out moan.

“We are live now on the Dark Web,” she said, “and sickos from all over the world tune in to watch. I’ve got quite a following, even though there’s quite a lot of competition. Sometimes they suggest new tortures that I haven’t even heard of, so it gets creative in that way, which keeps it fresh. Didn’t you always want to be a film star? They used to call them ‘snuff movies. You will last for many days, I think.”

She laughed at his stunned expression, a louder, fuller sound, but still replete with sadistic intent.

He moaned again in his gag, his eyes bulging.

“Shona,” she called, over her shoulder. “The humbler, dear, I think.”

Another female came into view, a full figure in a black latex corset with large breasts bulging out of the top. Her face was fully enclosed in a black latex hood and a collar was fastened tightly round her neck. She clicked across to them on spiked heels incorporated into thigh high black boots, holding something curved and thick in her gloved hands, looking like a piece of wood with bolts and wing nuts through it at each end.

“Miss Magnussen,” she said, in a throaty voice muffled behind the hood.

“Thank you, dear.”

She showed it to Rick with a sensual smile. It was like a wooden set of horns, cut into two horizontal sections with a recess on the inside of each at the middle, making a hole when put together, with bolts and wing nuts at each end of the horns. At the moment, the nuts were screwed back, allowing the two sides to open wide.

“Let’s get him kneeling.”

Shona and Miss Magnussen took each one side and brought him up onto his knees, with his feet and hands manacled, and the chain in the middle keeping him from straightening up.

Shona took hold of his balls and drew them out between the backs of his legs as he gasped with pain, while Miss Magnussen separated the two halves of the humbler entirely, then slotted them back together over the stretched skin behind his ball sack. Slowly she began to tighten the screws while the other kept up the strain to keep his balls out of the way as the two recesses came together, gradually trapping his balls the other side to his cock while he groaned in pain.

The curving horns of the humbler fitted behind his thighs, keeping his balls stretched painfully out behind him.

“There,” said Miss Magnussen, with satisfaction. “Right where we want them. Helpless and vulnerable. I do so love a humbler.”

As if to illustrate the point, she swished down with her cane and caught his balls a sharp blow.

Rick howled as best he could with the gag in his mouth, realising that he had not really been in pain before in comparison to these as great waves of agony shot up and down his body while he bucked and writhed on the ground.

“Awwww,” said Miss Magnussen, with another chilling titter, “does that tickle a bit, cretin? Can’t have you flopping about like that. The stocks, I think, Shona dear.”

The two ladies manoeuvred the quaking wreck that had been manly and composed Rick Till across to where a set of stocks was firmly fixed to the linoleum. Shona undid the padlock fastening on one side and swung the top section over out of the way. They undid his chains sufficiently to let his neck and wrists lay in the relevant grooves before carefully bringing the top portion down again and locking it in place, trapping him by the neck and wrist into a kneeling position. Rick begged as best he could for mercy, but he did not struggle, already getting the message that it would only bring on brutal retribution.

“There,” said Miss Magnussen, smiling, as Shona locked the stocks closed, “that’s much better.”

With that she aimed a vicious blow at his balls, slapping against them like a pistol shot.

He bucked and writhed in agony and there is no telling what sort of noise he would have made without the gag.

Both ladies tittered at this and Miss Magnussen grabbed the humbler in one hand to better she the red and blue welt she had made.

“Mmmmm,” she murmured, approvingly, running the tip of her cane over the swollen blue veins, “very nice.”

They both laughed again.

“Have a little swish at them, Shona,” said Miss Magnussen, invitingly, and the larger woman readily took up the cane.

Instead of restricting herself to a single heavy blow, Shona rained down a number of nasty jabs all over his balls while he bucked and whined and tried uselessly to get out of the day.

“Yes!” Said Miss Magnussen, delighted, ‘See how piggie wiggles its ass!”

They both laughed uproariously at that for a moment while Rick moaned and whimpered with the pain that refused to die down but came back and back in horrible waves.

“That ass is calling to me, Shona, dear,” said Miss Magnussen, as she watched it quiver and shake in front of them. “I think it needs fucking. We need to open it up and make it like a faggot’s pussy.”

Again, they laughed.

“Wouldn’t you like that, Piggie?” Asked Miss Magnussen, leaning forwards to whisper in his ear. “My audience love a male gape. Slack as a whore’s crack, dribbling with cum, unable to close. Ohhhh, I’m going to LOVE to watch you try to close it, try to clench and hold it shut, but no, as soon as you relax it’s going to gape again. Sluts like that need a plug permanently installed to stop the leak. It’s a bit of a speciality of mine. So humiliating. It’s either that or a nappy.”

Female laughter rang around the large, industrial space, mingled with male groans and pleading inarticulate sobs.

But Rick could do nothing about it as the two ladies smeared his ass with lube and worked in a black rubber buttplug about the size of a ping pong ball between his cheeks, exerting a steady pressure and building the pain, till with a sudden rush, his sphincter admitted it.

“Hmm,” said Shona, “we’ve got a way to go.”

“Virgins are the most fun, though,” said Miss Magnussen, “and we’ve got all the time in the world. I don’t think Piggie’s going anywhere.”

She walked round back in front of Rick and put her gloved hands on her hips.

“How does that feel then, slut? A cock head in Your mouth to keep you quiet and a plug in your ass.”

A long, sobbing groan was the response, which set both ladies laughing again.

“This is so much FUN, Ella,” said the older woman, getting the better of her mirth, “I had forgotten for a long time that life can be fun.”

“Of course,” said Miss Magnussen, “ladies ought to have fun all the time. Do you fancy a glass of Chardonnay?”

“Oh, why not,” said Shona.

Rick recalled that the two ladies then sat down at a little table under a false palm and proceeded to relax and talk. They seemed to enjoy it every time he let out an involuntary moan.

After a while they came back and went round behind him.

“Time to change your plug, slut,” said Miss Magnussen. Shona stood by with the bucket in case anything should come out with the plug. It seemed to take quite a lot of pressure to get his sphincter to release it, even with him assisting as he was, anxious to get the invasive bulge out of his anal tract. Eventually it came with a rush and wet plop that again seemed to amuse his tormentors.

“Here,” said Miss Magnussen, and she smeared the brown ass juice on the plug all over his face.

He let out a throaty denial expressive of the deepest disgust and uselessly tried to move out of the way while she continued with the greatest relish.

Rick did not have much time to try and cope with the foul-smelling goo on his face for the ladies were already beginning to work in the next plug, considerably larger than the first.

This one was incredibly painful, and it felt as though the two ladies were trying to force a football up his backside. It was a large plug, as wide as a small apple, and it took lots of patience and lube but finally it slid inside him.

“There,” said Miss Magnussen, with a breathless chuckle. “That’s a proper slut’s plug.”

He groaned in pain. His whole body seemed to be sending a litany of complaint, the pressure on his knees, the burning stretched balls, aching back and of course the terrible sensation of his super stretched anus. In addition to that of course was the smell of his own asshole all over his face, dried now up still pungent.

“Poor piggie,” said Miss Magnussen, leaning close to him, “but this is what we live for.”

Again, the two ladies retired for a while and drank wine, talking pleasantly together.

‘Relax and accept it piggie, or you’ll split,” warned Miss Magnussen. “Relax and let yourself go wide.”

Rick gasped and moaned in his gag, but he did try to do what she said. Even though he believed that he only had a brief and very painful time left to live in Miss Magnussen’s ‘Red Room’, the instinct to preserve and survive as far as possible still drove him.

Gradually, he began to find that the discomfort in his anus began to plateau. It was not getting any worse. He found that he could bear it, and slowly it began to diminish as his anus gradually expanded to accommodate the huge plug, the muscles stretching, adjusting to the new circumference.

“Good piggie,” she said, approvingly, getting up to examine his ass a little while later.

He felt her fit something to the plug and then there was a little hiss of air. He groaned as the plug expanded slightly sending new shockwaves of pain through him. The plug was plainly inflatable from that large initial girth. Every now and then after that one of them would get up to send another little portion of air into the plug and expand it incrementally, bigger and bigger. Rick was in total despair over this. Just as he had got through the worst of the pain for one size, they seemed to sense it an immediately expand it again. He literally began to feel that his sphincter was wide enough to get a grapefruit through. He knew that Miss Magnussen wanted to get it wide enough so that it couldn’t completely shut again, reducing him to a nappy wearer, or slut with a plug. The thought of it was on the one hand completely intolerable, and on the other, considering his predicament, seemingly irrelevant.

The gradual, unavoidable expansion went on for a long time and he seemed to enter a sort of waking nightmare of discomfort that had no time frame at all, but a continual immediacy of suffering and nothing else, nothing to measure the progress of a clock by, simply an unchanging, hellish present. It was weirdly liberating on a deep level. There was no room for thought or anxieties of any kind, only the pain existed.

Rick was vaguely aware that Shona had gone at one point, leaving it to Miss Magnussen to continue the procedure.

“Slow is good,” she had said to him, almost kindly at one point. “We really don’t want you to rip. Would spoil all the fun for the hundreds watching.”

Rick groaned again. He had forgotten that his suffering was being beamed all around the world to every sicko and psychotic viewer that had the opportunity and know-how to tune in to Miss Magnussen’s degraded web cast. 

Eventually, Miss Magnussen decided that his ass had been expanded sufficiently.

“It might look as if I have overdone it a first,” she explained, as she gradually allowed the air to escape from the plug chamber. “Your ring will be like a collapsed inner tube without any shape for a while. But gradually it will try to reform, become circular again, become an asshole of sorts, try to close. Sometimes the result is a distinct oval in line with your bum-crack and that really is then like a pussy, with about as much resistance to a cock. That is a wonderful result.” 

All this increased Rick’s despair, but he was very glad to finally get some relief from the demonically expanding plug in any case, whatever the result. It felt as flaccid as a dishcloth, but the pain was intense and hard around his sphincter.

Miss Magnussen laughed at Ricks instinctive efforts to close his anus, attempts that she knew would not be successful.

“We’ll just leave a smaller plug in as a precaution overnight,” she said, half to herself. “It will help your gape stay circular and pleasing.”

Rick realised then that his torment was indeed going to go on for some days and there was nothing he would be able to do about it. If he was to have a leaky asshole, he thought at least it would not be for very long.

He did wonder however; what Miss Magnussen was going to do next. He felt on the point of fainting.

As if she had realised this, the severe young lady unlocked the stocks and released him from its implacable, vice like grip. He collapsed straight down onto the linoleum, whimpering. She inevitably stood over him and laughed. There could not have been a greater contrast between the beautiful, immaculately dressed young lady, as slender and smooth as a sapling, and the grovelling, flaccid, ugly male victim at her feet. There seemed a rightness and inevitability to it.

She squatted gracefully down next to him and re-attached his wrist restraints, then whispered fiercely in his ear.

“Now, piggy, no one is going to hear you shout in here anyway, but if you so much as make a squeak I am going to beat you senseless at once, do you understand?”

Rick nodded, feeling very queasy. He had no fight left in him at all, and the thought of more strokes of that terrible cane made him quail to the bottom of his soul.

“Right,” she said, carefully removing his gag, “you need to eat and drink a little. We still have a long way to go and a senseless, unresponsive victim is no good to anyone is it?”

He looked up at her with a mixture of despair, agony and fear, breathing in great gulps of air. She smiled, drinking it in for a moment, then went to fetch two gleaming dog bowls. In one she poured water, and in the other she spooned out a tin of dog food.

“Drink first,” she commanded, pointing a scarlet tipped finger. “Lap it up like the low beast you are.”

He looked at it for a moment, as if fascinated by the clean, beauty of something in his world of ugliness and torment, but bowed his head dutifully and began to lap up the liquid. He was after all very thirsty and there was no way of using his hands with them back in the manacles and connecting chain.

“Good doggie,” she laughed, thrusting his head over with her foot, “now eat your yummy food.”

He looked up at her pathetically. He was obviously trying to form a word, but it was as though it had been decades since he had last been able to speak.

“P-please…” he blurted, shaking his head.

If he tried to articulate anything else is was not audible because Miss Magnussen grasped his head and thrust his mouth down into the dog food.

“I said eat, cretin,” she snapped. “Use that foul mouth for something useful.”

It was true that he was hungry, and the smell of the food was actually surprisingly appetising, despite its inferior quality. He had read somewhere that dog food was actually quite safe for humans to eat. He began to take the food in, and gulp it down obediently.

“There,” said Miss Magnussen, approvingly. “That’s better.”

When he had eaten about as much as he could stomach of the dog food, he sat back on his haunches and breathed in gulps of air, feeling utterly exhausted. He felt like he had been trapped in the stocks with the ass expanding plug for most of the day. The smaller plug she had left felt like it was hardly there at all.

“Poor piggy is tired, I expect,” said Miss Magnussen. “Time to be in your cage. Now, I’m going to be extremely generous since you’ve done so well. I’m going to remove the humbler and let you sleep without the gag.”

“T-thag you,” he rasped, tears pricking his eyes.

“Hmm,” she replied, and loosened off the screws.

The relief when the humbler was taken off was indescribable. He imagined that it would be similar to having a dislocated limb put back in its proper place. He gasped and sobbed as the circulation returned and pain came in great wracking waves for a bit.

“Now, I will make it very painful for you if you make a noise. It doesn’t matter anyway here, but it’s so insulting.”

She reached round behind is ballsack and secured something there that had a small electrical receiver box.

When she had finished, she moved round back in front of him, holding a small remote.

She turned up the power a little and pressed a button.

He yelled and bucked as the electricity shocked his balls, feeling like a hot iron had been placed against them.

“That is about half power, idiot,” she said, smoothly. “You are on cam the whole time, night and day here, with eyes watching you. One yell and I’ll bloody give you something to yell about. Understood?”

He nodded, recovering breathlessly from the shock.

“Now, crawl over to the cage.”

It was a small wire cage to one side where there was no room to turn around, but just enough room to curl up, with the bucket at one end. She put a water bowl in there, too.

“Goodnight, Rick,” said Miss Magnussen, airily, as she locked him inside. “We’ll continue tomorrow . I’m ready for bed.”

With that, She left him alone and switched the light off, despite his whimpering protests.

There had been a time in his younger days when Rick and a friend had foolishly decided to sleep in the local woods without a sleeping bag, intending to light a fire and sleep round that. Unfortunately on that occasion, everything available in the immediate area had been covered with a short of green fungus and refused every invitation to burn, even when they had doused it all with lighter fluid. The spirit had burned brightly, but the wood resolutely resisted the flames, just smouldering for a while with dark smoke making them both cough. They had not the woodcraft even to know which sort of wood they were trying to burn and in the end decided just to kip down in the cold as a ‘character building’ exercise. That night was the worst night of his life by some distance. He remembered shivering in the cold, with the chill getting right down to his bones as the minutes and hours ticked by. It had taken an eternity to get through to the dawn.

That night was nothing to this one. He was not as cold as he had been that night, but the discomfort was far more intense. There was no position that was much more comfortable than any other. The floor of the cage was thin rubber, but it was little protection against the cold bottom bars, and the angry welts left by Miss Magnussen’s cane still throbbed and burned all over his body. His sphincter still ached, too, a deep, constant pain.

And if the actual present discomfort were not horrible enough, there was the promise of far more agonising things to come. It was not incredible to him that such facilities as this existed. If he had heard about them in one of his rare conversations, he would have nodded sagely and said ‘some sickos in this world, all right.” The unbelievable part was that he had become a victim in one. He could imagine that no one was bother about looking for him. Miss Magnussen was evidently well used to getting away with her horrible crimes.

Almost to his own surprise, as some point in the night, he began to cry. Mister Ricky Till, hard man in his own underpants, two-fisted brawler and epic level drinker, macho to the point of absurdity in his small frame and clown feet, began to sob and whimper like a frightened child.

He didn’t know how long he had endured the pain in the cage, or how long he had sobbed so pathetically, before he was silenced by laughter. It was not the laughter of Miss Magnussen, clear, chilling notes, but a throatier, slightly muffled sound.

He stopped and stared about him in the dark, then blinked painfully as a light snapped on. His arm came up automatically to shield his eyes, but came up short on its chain with snap.

“Poor thing,” said a gruff female voice, without a single iota of sympathy in it.

He began to recognise that this was the second woman, whom Miss Magnussen had called ‘Shona’.

She stood with her hands on her hips, a crop in one gloved hand. Her large chest still strained behind the corset, a full, voluptuous figure, held together by stays and elastic. Her face was still hooded from view, seeming even more sinister and inhuman than Miss Magnussen, if that were possible.

He groaned up at her, using whatever means he could to communicate his extreme distress, without actually speaking. Though the gag was removed, his seemed to have difficulty forming words.

She squatted heavily down by the bars of the cage and her hidden eyes regarded him objectively, head slightly on one side while he looked up at her in fear and pain. As he did so, the tears came again.

“Oh, I love it when they cry,” she said, cruelly, with that throaty chuckle again.

He let out a groan of despair at that.

“Carry on, crybaby,” she said, “if you beg me pathetically enough, you never know, I could have a word with Miss Magnussen, make your death a bit quicker.”

He looked at her hopefully. Was She just making a cruel joke?

She put the gleaming toe of her boot against the bars of the cage and pointed down at it with a gleaming red nail.

“Kiss my feet and beg then, piggy,” she snapped.

He gasped and groaned with pain as he desperately worked himself round in the cage so that his tongue and lips could come into contact with the shiny material of her boot.

“That’s it, cretin,” she said, with satisfaction, as he began to desperately kiss and lick the gleaming toe, ‘fucking lick it like the little turd you really are.”

Rick suddenly remembered that he was on the train. Had he groaned out loud?

He looked round the carriage anxiously but no one seemed to be paying him any attention.

He put his head in his hands and rubbed his face.

Looking back, that moment had been the start of it. He still didn’t know exactly what had happened. He had never tried narcotics, just traditional alcohol, but he had heard all about them. The way that they overtook you with ecstatic feelings. Out of nothing but a pill or a shot from a needle. Perhaps it had just been relief. The sheer relief of finding a channel for his terror and physical breakdown. Certainly relief was part of it. The way he had simply let everything go. He’d found that suddenly he hardly cared about what was going to happen to him. He felt more than simply an absence of anything. It was not that the negative feelings died away, simply that he was suddenly enclosed in the most blissful feelings that he had ever known. There was simply no room for anything else. Whatever had took him over at that moment was stronger than any fear. He gave himself completely to Her, begging and begging for mercy, and in that surrender, awakened connections inside himself that fizzed and glowed and burned, like an essential, primeval system of circuitry that he had never even known existed.

And the knowledge haunted him, possessed him, claimed him.

She had stared into his dilated, tearful eyes and laughed, reading there the blissful glow of his surrender to Her. In her own soul blazed the corresponding, triumphant tingle of victory, domination, ownership.

“Maybe I can talk her round, piggie,” she’d whispered, stroking his head.

He recalled the renewed tears a that point, flowing out of him as surely as water tumbles downhill and gathers with tributary streams to an inevitable unstoppable gravity, rushing onwards to the arms of the sea.

Shona’s voice rang through his head again, exactly as he had heard it.

“Maybe she might let you live as my slave.”

Anything to survive, of course; and this is how he had rationalised it. That was how he explained to himself his fervent, demeaning exhibition of licking and kissing Shona’s boots, moaning in inarticulate, desperate moans.

Oh, the humiliation of it, when Miss Magnussen stepped out from behind a screen and the two ladies laughed at his abject shame. He remembered the terrible chill at first because he had assumed that he was not going to be saved from an agonising death after all, but then eventually he realised that they were not laughing for that reason at all, but just because they had succeeded in their object all along.

It had been a while before their giggling explanation got through to him.

Miss Magnussen had never had any intention of murdering him. She ran a BDSM dungeon in an industrial unit down near the docks, that was all, and he had caused so much of an irritation with his drunken behaviour that she had resolved with Shona to teach him a lesson.

He had been too shocked even to feel angry, too relieved to feel anything other than a massive weight had been lifted. He was too exhausted, utterly exhausted to do anything other than stare up at Miss Magnussen stupidly, and feel his heart beat in great, recovering thuds.

“Let it be our secret,” she had said. “You say nothing, we’ll say nothing. Now we’ll clean you up and you can go. Just tell your wife that you have been sleeping in a ditch for a day and a half. All too believable. You can keep the plug. You’re going to need it to stop yourself leaking. A constant reminder of your time here.”

Both ladies laughed at that and only laughed the louder when he groaned in humiliation.

He remembered struggling like a ninety year old when his bonds were removed and he was allowed to stand upright, naked. There was a rugby style shower, where the two ladies had fun hosing him down with freezing water. They towelled him off as he shivered and allowed him to put his normal clothes back on.

The jeans and shirt and working boots did bring him round a little, but they felt like someone else’s clothes. The only thing that seemed to fit was the plug in his flaccid ass. A flicker of his old self briefly harboured vengeful thoughts but the words of Miss Magnussen then he had understood to be a warning. They would only keep their silence on the full extent of his humiliation if he did not himself create a problem about it. The very thought of the town finding out about it made him feel queasy. In any case there were far too many strange feelings boiling around inside of him. He had to process it somehow, find his balance again.

“You will walk home,” said Miss Magnussen, sternly. “It will do you good. It will take a while to get used to walking with the plug, but you don’t want ass juice running down your legs, believe me. And here’s my number, in case something comes up you want to talk to me about.”

He had tried and failed to put on a manly manly silence and set jaw as he left the building. He didn’t even fool himself. He concentrated instead on constructing a suitable cover story for going home to his wife, and as Miss Magnussen had said, getting used to the strange sensation of moving with a plugged ass. It made him go slower, and he had to bring his legs round a bit more, rather than just in a straight line. He was very confused. He expected himself to be livid with anger and considering legal action and expunging his humiliation by dire retribution, but he did not feel that way. His feelings were much more ambiguous and even troubling. The buttplug was a physical connection with the two ladies, and as such the association was confused, warm, fearful, new.

As it happened, when he finally got back to the suburban district where he lived and let himself in at the door, his wife hardly seemed interested. She had plainly assumed he had gotten drunk and slept rough somewhere.

He remembered the strangeness of that feeling. The callous, cold atmosphere was one that he had himself promoted and liked hitherto, deeming it in line with his own view of himself as a strong, self-sufficient type. He found suddenly that he wanted something more from his wife after such a traumatic episode. He had no way of communicating it to her however. He simply did not know how to do go about it.

The intense trauma of the previous thirty six hours had left him shaken and confused to the point that he had great difficultly picking up the traces of his normal life.

The strangest part of all was the way in which he had not gone immediately to the mainstay of his life to get to grips with it - the drink.

He’d even forced himself to go the pub later that day, almost in a panic, but walked straight out again, as if it were a place that suddenly held unbearable memories, or he had stumbled upon a situation where he knew beyond all doubt he was not meant to be. Was it because he no longer felt the need to withdraw and flee from life, to dull his senses and blunt his mind, because suddenly there was so much to live for? Sensations that he had never known existed? He was scared to take out the plug because his asshole did really seem very slack. Was it simply the fact that he had a buttplug installed in his ass that he couldn’t look anyone in the eye anymore?

Rick Till had always sneered at people who went to counsellors, a modern day fad for gutless people even worse than those who went to church in his view. He had never needed any of that rubbish as he thought it, just work and drink, but he did feel so confused and upside down at that point that he found himself considering it.

The idea did not last very long of course once he realised that he would have to talk about the experience with Miss Magnussen. Without that information, nothing else would make sense.

He’d needed somewhere to bury his face in his hands, but he could not do it in his own sitting room, where he had never done that sort of thing. He could not do it with his wife and daughters popping in all the time with their grandchildren. He had never relished their visits, but they positively intimidated him now, with his psyche so bruised and vulnerable. He had played up to the tough guy image all those years, and there was no way at all that he could have said anything of the change in him to them. They didn’t even look at him. If his wife noticed any change in him she didn’t say.

He’d needed a private corner, a little hole to crawl into. He’d wanted somewhere where he could let it all out and simply be who he was at that moment, and someone he could let it all out to, someone who would understand, accept, and validate what he was going through.

Then his stomach had lurched and the breath left his body. He had only ever cried in one place, only ever let go once, been defenceless and vulnerable once…..

He’d got up in a panic as he pictured the shiny toe of a woman’s boot before his eyes and imagined himself kneeling again….

NO!!!!

Rick remembered that as he had left the house without saying anything to his wife, he’d realised to his horror that his penis had swelled too, twitched into life for some unaccountable reason. He had to hide it for a while as he strode unsteadily down the street.

His next door neighbour, Alf, had been working on his old E Type Jaguar on the drive, as he nearly always did, and stopped to chat to Rick. They had always been kindred spirits, sharing contemptuous stories about their wives and the latest racist jokes on the Net, but Rick found that the connection was not really there as it had been. He'd looked at the retired mechanic, with his ‘Teddy Boy’ sideburns and slicked back, thinning grey hair, and felt panic rise in him as he found he could no longer match his confident swagger, nor find the mocking, cynical responses that the situation required. He heard the underlying bitterness and frustration in the man’s talk; just the things that he had once felt, but strangely could no longer summon.

He’d cleared his throat and made an excuse, and walked on without a backward glance, his mind reeling. All his old connections and relationships, as meagre and shallow as they were, formed part of how he saw himself, and it seemed that they were all gone. Even worse, the way he say himself had seemingly shattered into a thousand pieces, and he felt as though he were sorting through the first fragments of a jigsaw where the finished picture was unknown. Nothing seemed to fit with anything else. And all the time, the plug anchored him to the experience, kept his mind there. Was that what those ladies had intended? To ensure that he could never forget?

As he had suffered these troubling thoughts then, his phone beeped in his pocket.

He’d took it out with shaking hands and saw that it was one of the foremen that he often did work for.

He remembered hesitating for a moment, thinking that he was in no fit state to do very much, but pressed the receive anyway.

It was a roofing job in the next county. Rick found himself agreeing to it, leaving tomorrow for a week.

It was something to anchor himself around and he began to regain some poise on the basis of it. If he focused on that, the world slowed down just a little and his sense of himself returned to a small degree.

He’d been afraid of not really being able to join in the usual banter, but actually this was not much a problem in his case, never being much for jollity and leg-pulling. He was a very serious sort of person. He just withdrew even further into himself than usual and no one said anything. He had no particular friends, just working acquaintances. He found that he had nothing to say, but he did relish the work, the steady increase of the job, the regular hours and physical exertion. He was worried that his plug would show in his trousers when he bent over, but no one did, and any time he needed to defecate, it was always obviously in a private space anyway. It was difficult at first to pass wind normally, but he got adept at pulling the plug slightly to one side to allow the air to pass, and getting out of earshot to hide the strangely loud and wet sound that it made. He could not decide if the plug was a good or a bad thing, which he found confusing in itself.

The only problem he'd foreseen was the evening, when he found that he could not join in the epic drinking sessions as he used to. He was actually not at all missed. Rick had never actually joined in as such, just poured drink down his throat in his morose, uncommunicative, dedicated way that really added nothing to the mood of the drinking crowd.

The work did steady him a little, and distracted him somewhat from the unanswered questions that boiled in his stomach. The worst part of it was that the questions were not really unanswered. The answer came to him like a waking dream every time he shut his eyes, and the answer rang in his head every time there was the slightest silence, the nickering sadistic laughter of Miss Magnussen, and the softer caress of Shona’s mocking but sympathetic words. Again and again he relived the way that he had knelt before her and completely collapsed, utterly let go, and the bliss of that feeling returned to him again and again, haunted him day and night. All the other experiences of his life suddenly seemed superficial, disconnected, trivial.

As the days passed on the job, he realised that there was only once place he could go to let all the tangled mess of feelings go again, only one possible way to actually come to terms with it, only one place he could go and be understood. There was still much of his inherited ego that opposed the idea, was appalled by it, but there was an inevitable gravity that he knew would not let up, nor be denied.

He realised that Miss Magnussen had perhaps realised something of the kind might occur, and given him her number for that reason.

A day before he was due home, he texted her with a request to meet. It was a very dangerous thing for him to do, with it being in his home town, but he felt that he just had to do it or he was going to explode altogether and have a major breakdown.

All these thoughts went round in his head as he rattled home on the train.

He wondered whether he had done the right thing at first, when he knocked at the industrial estate unit and was ushered inside. There was some awkwardness to begin with but he found strangely that once he had removed his clothes and knelt before her he immediately began to feel better. Shona was there, too, and it seemed to break a dam in him when she softly invited him to lick and kiss Her boots again, like a good slave.

He let out all the terrible tension and confusion and anxiety in a great sobbing rush, while the woman laughed down at him. He cried and cried till there was nothing left but the blissful feeling of being accepted and validated and upheld by their Female Energy, comforted, inspired and happy.

“Something tells me that we have a new slave here, Shona dear,” said Miss Magnussen, still chuckling the wicked way that seemed to go right through him.

“Would you like that?” Asked Shona, looking down at him.

He looked up at her through eyes blurred with tears.

She squatted down and took his head between her gloved hands. She was still hooded and her face obscured, but her brown eyes bored down into his. She chuckled at how vulnerable, pure, and lacking in guile or cynicism they were, like twin, clear pools that she could see right down into.

“Do you want to be my slave?” She repeated.

Rick hesitated, thinking of his family and his job and his life, but he realised that he had never really valued them properly, and they consequently had never valued him.

“Yes,” he said, in a half throttled voice. “Please.”

He had only come here for the chance to let it all out again, but he realised that he would always need to that now. Would always need to return and experience the total way in which he felt whole and pure and purged of all negativity. He would only be able to do it properly here, at Shona’s feet, where the rest of the world didn’t exist, where there were no false expectations, no artificial, wrongful standards, no superficiality.

Shona smiled a slow, sadistic smile, and her eyes glittered.

“Then you shall be.”

Rick had cried again at this for pure joy and relief, licking and kissing her boots gratefully. He had been wearing restraints before, chains that had secured his wrists and ankles, a humbler to force him to kneel. None of those he wore now. Not even a collar. Yet he was bound more profoundly than if he he had been set in concrete.

“We name all our slaves like the dwarves in Snow White, don’t we Shona,” said Miss Magnussen, “we have ‘Slutty’, ‘Nerdy’ and ‘Grunt’.”

“Weepy?” said Shona.

“Yes!”

Both ladies laughed cruelly, but Rick didn’t care. All the confusion and angst were gone.

For the first time in his life, he knew who he was.

The trouble was, apart from Shona and Miss Magnussen, no one else did. He was like a stranger just arrived from Outer Mongolia, or worse than that, because the people that had known him already had a firm view of exactly the sort of person he was. He wasn’t starting at zero, but at minus fifty.

He walked back the miles to his own house trying to think how he was going to present himself. All the streets were familiar, the anonymous suburban estates, little rows of shops and cars parked on every spare yard of ground, but the familiarity didn’t help.

He kept thinking that the best thing would be just to try and behave in the same way as he always had, be the person he had always been. But he didn’t want to do that, probably couldn’t possibly do that.

Perhaps it was like this for people who came back from a war, he thought, as he turned down his own street. Changed by extreme experience into something that they had not been before. He had heard that the families of such people had to adjust to them almost as new people, often with very distressing results. He thought that it was not quite the same with him. After all, he hadn’t been much liked before, certainly not loved.

“Where have you been,” demanded his wife, when he came in. “A lunchtime session, I suppose?”

“No,” he said, in a trembling voice. “I don’t do that anymore.”

She looked at him sharply, held back the sharp rejoinder when she saw that he was serious.

“Well, sit down, then and I’ll make you a cup of tea. I’m doing dinner for Madge and the girls tonight. You can go out before they come.”

Rick sat down meekly, his stomach fluttering. After a moment more, he got up a little unsteadily and went to the kitchen door.

She looked round at him, surprised.

“I’ll be through in a moment,” said his wife, the kettle just coming to the boil. She turned around again to fetch a tea bag from the caddy and put it in his cup.

He looked at this woman and thought how he had never really given her any appreciation. Yes, he had provided some cash, along with her own income, and bedded her in the first passionate days, but after that it had been nothing but disinterest, abuse, belittlement. Despite all this, she had kept the family together, brought up children, endured his drunken boorishness, and now she was making him tea. He had never valued her, but he saw now how she was the pillar, the centre, the home around which he was nothing but an occasional, unpleasant lump of stupid, orbiting rock.

“Evie,” he said, in a thick voice. He was not used to being emotional.

She turned slowly and stared at him.

He seemed unable to move suddenly.

She moved towards him slowly, keeping her eyes locked on his.

“Evie, I’m sor…..”

The words were never spoken, because his wife put a finger to his lips.

He stared into her eyes and something began to darken in his mind, some subliminal association deep inside.

He recognised those eyes….glittering suddenly with amusement…

“Say nothing, Weepy.”

She said the word with such contempt that he froze, but he saw the amusement did not fade in their brown depths.

“Shona!?”

She smiled at that, a slow, languid, knowing smile, and gently brushed her finger down his cheek. He shuddered at the touch. It was the first tender exchange between them for decades. Maybe she had never touched him like that.

“We have both changed out of all recognition, haven’t we?” She said, with the chuckle that he now knew so well, but which he had never heard his wife use before.

His brain slowly began to work again.

“How?” He asked, confused.

“Oh, I met Miss Magnussen at the flower show a few months back,” said his wife. “She very sweetly offered to help me stop you trying to destroy yourself and everyone else every night when you are home. I was of course very skeptical about the whole thing, just as you would have been if you had known about it before. Miss Magnussen believes that there is the power of Domination in every woman, and the bliss of Submission in every man. It is just a case of getting in contact with it. Extreme methods are required sometimes. These things are in very deep places.”

“You cooked the whole thing up?”

“Yes. And hasn’t it worked out splendidly?”

She smiled that slow, predatory grin again, and even though his wife was not wearing any of the provocative clothing that ‘Shona’ had worn, his penis began to twitch and the now familiar warm glow of subspace began to tingle through him.

“Oh….” He gasped.

“Yes,” she confirmed, obviously beginning to feel the thrill of Domination in her own divine body. “You can’t ever forget or deny it now, and neither can I.”

It seemed to Rick then that the last bar to his total happiness was removed. The fear of his wife finding out, cheating on her, being unfaithful, was taken away as if by magic. SHE had been ‘Shona’ all along!!

Tears filled his eyes.

“There’s no one here, slave,” said his wife, quietly, stroking his face again. “Just you and me. Kneel before your Mistress.”

The glow of subspace became a burning, affirmative fire in him, and he gave way before it willingly, accepted it, luxuriated in it. He knelt before her and he could see that by so doing he was giving pleasure to her.

“Good slave,” she said, gently, and laughed that cruel, dry chuckle again, that always sent shivers of inspiring dread through him.

When his daughter came with her two children a little later, she was surprised that her father was still in the house, all alone in the sitting room while they chatted in the kitchen.

“What’s up with Mr Frosty?” Asked Madge, which was their pet name for him. “Thought he’d be in the boozer.”

“Oh,” said her mother, with a warmth that surprised her, pausing in cleaning a pot, “he’s been through something lately. I would steer clear, if I were you.”

Madge frowned.

“Is he ill? Not the old ‘Big C’, or something?”

There was little emotion in her voice.

“No,” said Eve, hesitating, “there was something at work, I think. Somebody died.”

“Oh,” said her daughter, accepting it.

She passed that information on to her own children when they came in from playing in the back garden.

“Be careful of your grandad, somebody died on the site where he was working.”

The two girls, seven and nine, were curious about this. Nothing like that had happened before. Despite their mother’s warning, they kept peeking into the sitting room where Rick sat without moving. There was something peculiar about the whole thing. Something that caught their attention. They could tell he wasn’t asleep, but yet he hardly moved.

Eventually, after exchanging a conspiratorial glance with each other, they sneaked inside, step by step, and approached him over his right shoulder.

When he turned to look at them, they almost fled from grim Grandpa Ricky, but there was none of the usual cold contempt in his eyes. There was vulnerability there, and fear, and shyness. His eyes actually seemed to be swimming with tears.

They came up to him then both together, without the usual sense of dread they always felt near him.

“Did someone die?” Asked the younger of the two, sympathetically, after a while.

Ricky found that a little smile was curling at the corner of his mouth, and a tiny flame caught and guttered and burned in the heart that he never knew he had.

“Yes,” he replied, gently, nodding, “but to be honest, I didn’t like him very much.”

The End
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