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The First Session


Are you ready?

It’s a good question. Are you? You’ve fantasised about this for a long time, but fantasy and reality are two very different things. You nod anyway. Too late to chicken out now.

Shh. You don’t need to move unless I tell you to. I want your body to be as relaxed as possible.

‘OK,’ you say, and that seems to please her.

Good boy. Do you have any questions before we start?

You do – a list an arm long, in fact – but you recognise them for what they are. Whatever you ask now won’t be a request for knowledge: it will be a stalling tactic. It is better to just let yourself go along with it. Isn’t that the whole point of hypnosis, after all?

‘I think I’m OK,’ you say.

Good boy.

There is silence for a moment, but you don’t look around. From your position on the couch, you would need to physically sit up to be able to see her. Instead, you wait. You picture her rummaging around in a box, emerging with an old pocket watch or a mystical-looking crystal, and mostly manage to suppress a nervous giggle. That would be ridiculous.

Then again, the whole thing is ridiculous.

Suddenly she speaks again.

I want you to focus on your breathing. Nice and slow. Long, deep breaths for me. In through your nose, and out through your mouth.

You try your best to keep your exhalations regulated. It requires more conscious thought than you expected, at first: nerves make your breaths come quick and eager, but they must be controlled.

In and out.

In... and out.

In...

... and out.

Soon, they are suitably reined in, but it is a while before further instructions come. Just as your languid, metronome breaths start to feel like second nature and your mind starts to wander...

Now, when you breathe in, I want you to tense all of the muscles in your feet. And when you breathe out, I want you to relax them.

You can handle that. You draw in a long, steady breath of air and curl your toes tightly, holding it until you feel a slight ache, and then release.

Good boy. Over and over. In and tense...

Another breath. The pressure of your toes against the couch.

... and out and relax.

Release once more. The relief that follows. An easy relaxation.

Once more. Twice more. The ache is lessened now. Your body is getting used to it.

Or perhaps you’re just not tensing quite as hard?

Difficult to tell.

Good boy. Now, this time I want you to tense all the muscles below the knee. In and tense...

This is easier, somehow. These are tendons you are familiar with, muscles that are used to work. They respond readily to her instructions.

... out and relax.

When the exhalation finally comes, you notice the incredible sense of relief that comes with it. Perhaps you were more tense than you though.

In and tense. Out and relax.

Over and over. Her words are like a guided massage, twisting out the knots from your body. It doesn’t even feel as though you are the one doing all the work. Her voice plays across your skin, reaching into your flesh and working the tensions out of your muscles.

This time, everything below the waist. In and tense, out and relax.

This time, everything below your stomach. In and tense, out and relax.

This time, everything below your chest. In and tense, out and relax.

This time, everything below your neck, including your arms and hands. In and tense, out and relax.

This time, your whole body. Everything for me now. In and tense, out and relax.

Scrunching your eyes shut as you distort your features, waiting for the exhalation to come. It seems to take forever. Hours pass in moments, the darkness surrounding you completely.

Perhaps... perhaps she wouldn’t mind if you kept your eyes closed, just this once?

Good boy.

Apparently not.

This might be your first time, but you are familiar with the theory behind what is going on. The repetition, to lull your mind to relaxation, the way an insomniac might count sheep. The tensing and relaxing, to make sure that your body follows.

The encouragement. Good boy. Ever-so-slightly condescending, to support you and demonstrate who is in control all in one.

You can stop tensing now. Just keep your eyes closed and your breathing steady. In... and out. Nice and easy.

Your body is weak now. It’s not that you can’t move, just that you don’t want to: it would require an amount of effort that you are unwilling to try to muster.

You say a silent prayer that the physical work is over for the day. Even thinking is starting to become exhausting.

How do you feel?

‘At peace,’ you want to say. ‘Like the world has come to a standstill and I’m the only one who knows it,’ perhaps. Maybe even, ‘I feel like if a strong enough breeze came along I’d just float right off like a balloon.’

You settle for a contented sigh.

I want you to picture yourself at the top of a flight of stairs, now. And at the bottom of the stairs is a doorway, and through the doorway is a beautiful garden. Can you do that for me?

It takes a moment, but like fog being cleared by a lighthouse it eventually comes into view. The stairs roll themselves out in front of you, hard stone against your feet, and waiting for you at the bottom is a large oak door. It’s familiar, somehow, but strangely alien at the same time.

I’m going to count you down from ten now, and when we reach zero you’re going to go through that door, step into the garden, and find yourself in a deep, obedient trance for me. OK?

Your first thought is one of disbelief. Surely it can’t be that easy?

‘OK,’ you say. Your voice seems to come from somewhere else, off in the distance.

Ten.

You force yourself to travel down one step. The stone rests heavy against your foot, more solid than you expected. For a second, you doubt yourself: is this a trance? Is it just a fact?

Nine.

The second step is easier. The door begins to come into view, its features slipping into place. Why is it so familiar? What is it doing here?

Eight.

Closer now. Get a good look at it.

Seven.

The handle looks to be some kind of wrought iron. It’s a distinctive look. Where does it belong?

Six.

It hits you.

Five.

It’s the front door of a church.

Four.

St Mary’s, in town. That’s why it’s so familiar.

Three.

You walk past it every day on your way to work. You must have seen it a thousand times.

Two.

But that doesn’t make sense. It can’t be here, because there’s a garden behind this door, not a church.

One.

There’s only one way to be sure.

Zero.

You place your hand on the heavy iron handle, smooth and cold to the touch, and push it open.

Go into the garden now.

It’s beautiful, just as you imagined it would be. The soft heat of a late spring day shines down, tempered by a cool breeze. There’s a calming scent hanging heavy in the air: orange blossom. You haven’t smelled orange blossom in years, and yet here it seems to be everywhere.

Do you see the fountain?

Fountain? You don’t recall a fountain, but sure enough, there it is: large, carved from marble, and waiting just for you. Unlike the door, you don’t recall this being from anywhere else. It’s a huge, imposing structure that commands attention, and from the top of it flows a steady stream of cold, clear water that twinkles like liquid diamonds in the light of the garden.

The sight of it captivates you, until her voice pulls you back.

Tell me... how much free will do you have?

A little, you tell her. The question makes you uncomfortable. It’s an unpleasant reminder, but of what? Your weakness, and your submission? Or the fact that you aren’t yet capable of giving everything up to her?

And you want to give it up, don’t you? You want to give it all up to me?

Yes. Oh God, a thousand times yes.

You can see how refreshing and cool the water looks. How crisp and clear it is, all for you. But if you drink the water, you’ll feel your free will trickling away.

She says it as though that is a bad thing, rather than a reward. Does she not understand that you want to give your free will to her? That submission to her is your ultimate goal?

Every drop will make you more and more obedient. More and more submissive. The second that water hits your throat you’ll begin to lose yourself in my words.

It’s already started, somehow. Even the thought of drinking that water has given her words a deeper importance, even more than they already had. You need to drink because she told you to, and you do as you’re told because of your need to swallow that crystal water.

It’s a vicious circle.

Your mouth is becoming dry.

You run your tongue around the inside, not that it does any good. It might as well be sandpaper. You curse yourself for not preparing better.

The more I talk, the drier your mouth is becoming, and the thirstier you’re starting to feel.

Unbearably thirsty.

‘Stop, now,’ you want to say, but you can’t. Your throat doesn’t seem to be working properly, your mouth too dry to form words.

That cool, refreshing water flowing just in front of you. You want it so badly, don’t you?

Still too dry to speak. All you can do is nod, hoping your desperation is clear. You need the water the way you need her – to fill you, to refresh you, to quench your desires. 

Then drink.

The effect is immediate. You dive towards the fountain, scooping up handfuls of water in an animalistic frenzy, unable to get the liquid into your mouth fast enough. You can feel it splashing across you, running down your throat and across your face and chest pretty much in equal measure.

Keep drinking, now. Drink until your thirst has completely gone. Keep drinking until your free will has vanished.

She’s right. Every droplet is so refreshing, but the effect is unlike anything you’ve ever felt before. The more you drink, the lighter your body feels, as though it’s drifting away from you. It’s not just your thirst that’s lessening as the cool water runs into you: it’s everything. Your worries. Your doubts. Your fears.

Everything that you had been holding onto is now drifting away like a leaf on the wind.

And suddenly, gloriously, it’s all gone.

Everything you knew, everything that you worried about – every joy, every doubt, every sorrow – have all disappeared. Even the cold, refreshing feeling of the water has vanished; where only a few seconds previously you had felt it cooling your lips, now there is nothing.

There are no feelings left anymore. Only waiting.

Waiting for her instructions.

Good boy. Such a good little hypnoslut, aren’t you?

You nod, but for the first time there is a stirring. There’s something about that word that makes your cock twitch and harden underneath your shorts.

Slut. Someone whose only purpose is to please others. Someone whose entire value is built on them being available sexually at all times.

Yes, that sounds right. You are a slut. You are her slut, if she’ll have you.

You nod as eagerly as you can, given that your head still feels like it’s floating on air. Even the slightest movement seems to take a phenomenal effort, but it’s worth it.

It’s important that she knows you understand her.

Good boy. I want that to be the word you focus on.

Slut.

Let it fill your mind.

Slut.

Let it become your whole reason to live. Your entire reason for being.

Slut. Slut. Slut.

It feels so dirty, and yet so perfect.

I can see you’re enjoying yourself, slut.

You look down – not that you need to; you know exactly what she’s referring to – and you can see the firm bulge in your trousers growing with each repetition. Every time you hear that word, your body reacts seemingly of its own accord, but that’s OK.

She knows what’s happening, and she approves. She is doing this to you.

It’s OK to let yourself go, slut.

Yes, that’s right. You trust her. You’re safe here in the garden.

That’s right. You can let go of everything. All of your worries.

It’s like a weight lifting from you. 

All your tensions. Everything you don’t like about yourself.

The doubt... the worries... every care you’ve ever had. All the time you wasted concerning yourself with petty little things.

You can even let go of your name.

You can let go of everything, now. Just set it free. Set yourself free.

There we go. Just let it drift away on the breeze, off over the hills. Isn’t that better?

It does feel kind of better, now that she mentions it. You can just about picture it, off in the distance, bobbing and weaving through the air before it vanishes. Perhaps it will come back. Perhaps it won’t. It doesn’t matter either way.

Now, what’s your name?

It’s...

No, wait.

Come on. You know this. It’s in there somewhere. It has to be.

You can tell me.

Except you can’t. She knows that.

You can feel yourself starting to panic, but she gives out a soft ‘shh’, and you feel yourself calming instantaneously.

Don’t worry. It’s all OK. You don’t need your old name anyway. We have a nice new name for you, right here.

A new name?

From now on, whenever you’re around me, you’re going to answer to the word ‘slave’. Isn’t that right?

Slave.

It’s an odd choice, but she’s right. You need to have something to call yourself, now that your old name is gone, and that’s as good as anything.

In fact, that’s always been your name. That’s why it feels so natural. You’ve always just been slave to me.

Of course you have. What else would she have called you? That’s what you are, after all.

Her slave, through and through.

And if you’re my slave, you know that makes me your Mistress, right?

Obviously. You can’t have one without the other.

Say it, slave. Tell me what I am.

You have to fight to get the words out, but when you do, they’re crystal clear. ‘You’re my Mistress,’ you say, and you mean it. The word gives you a little bit of a thrill to say it out loud. It sounds so naughty, so daring...

So right.

Have you always felt like this? It’s hard to tell. Everything is hazy. It’s as though your old life is lost in a thick fog, unreachable in a distant haze, but at the same time it’s hard to ignore how natural it feels.

Have you always known you were a slave, deep down?

No. Not a slave. Her slave.

That makes all the difference.

Good boy. Aren’t you glad I let you submit to me?

You can feel your body trying to nod, but it’s difficult. ‘Yes Mistress,’ you say, as eagerly as you can manage.

And why is that?

A thousand reasons, and that’s just a start. Because she’s better than you are, and she needs to know that. Because she deserves to be looked after, to have every single one of her wishes fulfilled the moment crosses her mind. Because she’s a Goddess and you’re a worm, and it’s the only way you feel entirely comfortable in her presence.

Any and all of the above, and so much more. She can take her pick.

Mmm... ‘Goddess’. I like that. Do you want to worship me, slave? Is that it?

Oh, so much. More than you can put into words. More than anything else in the world.

On your knees then. Show me where you belong.

You drop down onto the grass in front of her.

Was she always there? It feels like she was always there, standing in front of you with that cruel smirk on her face – and there’s certainly nowhere else she could have come from – but it’s so hard to tell. Surely you would have noticed, though?

Yes... you definitely would have noticed. She is absolutely radiant: the pinnacle of feminine beauty. A light whisper of a summer dress is draped around her, soft white fabric that catches just enough sunlight to appear translucent; as you watch her, you see the faint but unmistakeable outline of her nipples through the fabric, and feel the further hardening of your cock.

She’s right. This is where you belong.

Now kiss, slave. If you want to worship me, kiss my feet.

Her feet are bare in the grass, her toenails painted a rich, luscious red. They are soft and pink and beautiful, as delicate as anything you’ve ever seen before.

Slowly you lower yourself further, planting your lips against them in a delicate gesture of submission.

You can do better than that, slave.

For a moment, worry shoots through your body. Have you disappointed you? How can you be better for her?

You did as you were told, but it is not enough. How could one kiss ever be enough?

You repeat it, over and over, every kiss an act of worship designed to show her that you recognise this is a privilege. You press your lips against the toes, the ankles, the well-defined arches as she lifts them especially to give you access.

You are her slave. You belong at her feet.

You need to serve.

Good boy.

You breathe a sigh of relief. She approves. That is all that matters.

I think you’ve earned this.

You can’t see the object in her hand as she leans down towards you, and for a moment you find yourself lost in wonder as to what it might be, but it doesn’t last for long: as soon as it touches your neck, you recognise it for what it is.

The leather of the collar is smooth and supple, like a permanent caress, but she buckles it tightly enough around your neck that it will be impossible to forget its presence.

Good. You’re glad that you can feel it securely, even through the mental haze. It’s a comforting reminder of her dominance over you – and, more importantly, a sign that she accepts your submission.

You’re mine, slave. I own you, mind and body and soul.

A tremendous feeling of comfort washes over you. You are owned, and it is wonderful.

You can’t fight it, even if you want to. But why would you want to? Being my slave feels wonderful, doesn’t it? The most incredibly satisfying feeling in the world. Everything you could want, and everything you’ve ever wanted.

Yes. That’s right. You’re at peace now. This is home. It’s where you’ve always wanted to be. You just didn’t know it until recently.

Good boy. But there’s one more thing we need to make you mine completely. One more little task you have to complete before you can properly call yourself my slave.

Anything. Literally anything. There is nothing you possess that you wouldn’t willingly give to her, no principles that you wouldn’t betray in order to be her property. Without her, you are nothing.

I need you to fuck me.

You let out a moan that holds all of your frustrations, and you see her smile. She wants this as much as you need it.

Once you come, you’re going to be mine forever. All traces of your old life will vanish from your mind. Everything you once held dear will be mine to play with, and you won’t be able to do a thing to resist me, no matter what I say.

As you feel yourself getting swept along in your desire, you hear a still, small voice cry out into your unconscious mind: this isn’t what you agreed. When she said she wanted to try hypnosis, she said it was just a relaxation exercise.

And now, she says that she wants to own you.

Part of you tries to pull away, to wake up and rejoin the world of the living, to leave and never come back – but that part of you is small and weak, and soon silenced.

You want this. Whether she made you want it or whether it was always there, deep down inside you, it doesn’t matter: you want to be her slave.

As soon as you spurt your little load, you’re going to be mine forever.

The word echoes around your head.

Forever.

Forever.

Forever.

Isn’t that right?

The price is high, but the result is worth the cost – ten times, a hundred times, a thousand times over.

You nod happily. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ you say.

Good boy. Such a good boy.

She unclips her belt and the dress billows around her shapely hips; a quick shrug from her shoulders and the fabric bundles itself into a pile at her feet as it shimmies down her body.

She stands in front of you, naked and bare and waiting.

Fuck me, slave. Come for me. Be mine.

She lays her body down on the grass in front of you, legs spread far apart, and you can already see her slit glistening in the sunlight. She is dripping with arousal, and it is all for you.

Slowly, you crawl towards her, eyes down.

As you near her, you’re overcome by a desire that you can’t quite place. You lower your head, and take a long, slow lick of her pussy. Your tongue parts her lips, and she shivers as you run it upwards, tasting her sweetness.

The moan that comes from her tells you that she enjoyed it almost as much as you did. The sound spurs you on, hardens you even more than you already were.

You need to be inside of her.

Yes...

You kiss your way up her body, gentle presses of your lips against the smooth white plains of her stomach and then further, tracing a soft pathway through the valley of her breasts. She gasps as you flick the pink dot of her right nipple with your tongue, holding it between your teeth gently as you run the tip over it in small, circular motions.

She moves her hands up, running them down the toned muscles of the top of your back and then down, teasing your skin with the tips of her fingers as she runs them down your arms.

Every point of contact is electric. Everywhere she touches you, you feel more alive than you ever felt before.

How did you manage to live without this?

You suck on her nipple gently, moistening it, before pulling back: the cool breeze of the garden blows over it and you watch it harden before your eyes, partly from arousal, partly from the chill.

God, she moans so beautifully.

Now, slave... I need you now.

The teasing is over. You are back under her control, where you belong.

You reach down and feel yourself, hard as a rock with the anticipation of what is to come; you hear her whimper softly, desperately, as you position the head at the entrance to her sex.

And then the gasp as you slide inside her.

Fuck... Yes...

You start slowly, pushing yourself into her a little more with each thrust. You want her to enjoy it. You want her to revel in the feeling of fullness, the way you adore the grip her pussy has around your cock.

Her tightness is intoxicating, and you must have more.

Yes... Yes...

Her moans spur you on, driving you to pound into her faster and faster; every stroke of friction makes your cock quiver with anticipation.

Yes, slave...

Nothing else matters.

Fuck me, slave. Fuck me. Fuck me.

Her breathing speeds up and becomes more shallow, frantic gasps of impatient pleasure that only drive you to go faster, harder, deeper into her...

Oh, God...

She bucks her hips, rising up to meet your thrusts, opening her sex up to take everything you can give her. She clutches at your body, digging her nails into the skin of your back: an exquisite pain that you barely notice in the torrent of your own desire.

And then something snaps.

You feel her orgasm as it passes through her, tightening every muscle in her body as she writhes underneath you. Her pussy grips your cock as her hands grasp at your shoulders, desperate to keep you there with her, near her, inside of her...

And then she relaxes.

Her body falls back under you, satisfied, as you continue to push forward. You can’t help yourself. You are so close that it is practically involuntary – a base, animalistic urge that works you like a puppet.

The only thing that could stop you is her command.

You pray that she’s generous, that she gives you the permission you need.

And then, with a voice still tinged with the excitement and arousal of her orgasm, she does.

Come for me. Come for me now.

Her words unleash a flood from you, and you feel your load shoot out inside her in a thick burst. Your body jerks and spasms with pleasure as you give yourself to her, and then collapse back, exhausted and happy.

Good boy.

That’s all you need to hear. All that matters is that she is pleased with you, and as you watch her smiling down at your tired, satisfied body, you know that it’s the truth.

It’s time, slave.

What does she mean? You’ve only been here a little while. Why would you want to leave? Why would she make you leave? You love it here.

Get ready. We have to go back now.

No.

You shake your head. Just a little while longer, please. You’d give anything to stay here, resting on the grass next to her, both naked and spent.

I have something to show you. You need to trust me, slave. Trust me, and obey.

And that settles it. You do trust her. You will obey her. There really is no other option.

I’m going to count you down from five to zero now, and as I do you’ll feel yourself becoming more and more alert and awake. When we get to zero, you’ll wake up feeling happy and content.

Yes. Happy and content. Alert and refreshed and awake.

If she says it, it must be true.

You take one long look at the garden, and at the naked form lying next to you. A feeling of complete bliss washes over you. Maybe she’ll let you come back here, if you’re lucky. Maybe you’ll be allowed to return and enjoy the peace of it all again sometime.

If you show her that you can behave.

And when you wake up, you’ll know that you’re mine.

Of course you will. You are hers.

My toy. My little plaything.

Everything that she wants from you, and whenever she wants it.

My slut.

Hers. Always.

My slave.

For as long as she’ll have you. For as long as she’ll allow it.

Good boy. Wake up in five...

The garden begins to lose focus. It’s like a fog is descending, gentle at first, but increasingly it becomes harder and harder for you to see.

Four...

The world feels less distinct, somehow, as though it is blurring around the edges. You take one last look at her naked body before it fades off into nothingness, and then you wait.

Three...

You feel yourself drifting back to consciousness, your body feeling more and more solid with every count.

Two...

You’re almost there, now. You can feel the couch under your body, and the clothes rubbing against your skin. Every fibre of your being feels alert, but there’s something else: something that wasn’t there before.

One...

It’s tight, but not too tight; firm, but not restrictive.

Wake up now. There’s a good boy. Wake up for me.

You blink once, twice, and the room swims slowly into focus. She is standing above you, smiling happily.

She is as beautiful now as she ever was in the garden. Perhaps even more so, now you know that she is flesh and blood.

You reach a hand up to your neck and feel the thick leather band that she fastened around it while you slept: a collar. Your fingers catch on the small metal square looped through the buckle, locked into place. Your eyes fall to her neck, where a small silver key rests on a chain that plunges down between those familiar breasts.

No, it’s not just a collar. It’s your collar, now. Her way of marking you out as hers, outside your subconscious as well as inside it.

The thought excites you more than anything that went on inside the garden.

‘Hello, Mistress,’ you say.

‘Hello, slave,’ she replies.


Greed


He pleads with his eyes, but the decision has been made – was made long ago, in fact, and at least partly by him. He even told her not to let him chicken out, but now, with the fact of it staring him right in the face...

Now he seems to regret it.

It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s better for us this way. Soon he’ll come to love it – almost as much as you will, even. And if he doesn’t, he’ll at least learn to live with it.

It might not be easy for him, but it will at least become easier. With time and exposure, he’ll adapt and learn. This is his life now. This is what he signed up for.

She moves a hand gently upwards in order to feel the twin keys resting on their chain around her neck. Suddenly, they feel extremely small, as though there is no possible way they could be responsible for turning her husband into the shell of a man he has become – but of course, that’s because they’re not. They’re a symbol, as much as anything else. Even the cage that rests between his legs, trapping his cock away for – what was it now? Three weeks? Maybe a month, even? – is just a symbol of the power she has over him. He wouldn’t dare to come even if he did have access.

The tight steel that encases him is just a little extra security. It protects him from his lesser urges, the ones that a real man would be able to keep suppressed if necessary. It protects him from the punishment he’d get if she ever caught him playing with himself. In that sense, the cage is for his benefit more than hers.

But that’s not to say she doesn’t love it. There’s no way of denying the thrill she gets when she hears the padlock close, trapping his cock and balls for her amusement only. It’s right up there among her favourite sounds, third only to his agonised whimpers as the blue balls set in and the quiet whimper of resignation as he realises that no, the cage won’t be coming off this week either.

And that has been fine... for a while. She has loved the extra devotion she can extract from him now. Every single part of him aches for her, even the parts that are ostensibly free. Knowing that he can’t have her is a cruel tease that whets his appetite.

But denying him is denying herself. At first, she found herself able to settle for once a week – removing the cage and fucking his cock, using him to get her off with no consideration for his own orgasm – but as the cage began to become more of a permanent fixture, the desire to have her pussy filled and not just teased by his tongue or fingers became too much to bear.

He had agreed to her taking a lover... but then again, he would have agreed to pretty much anything.

It was her cruel streak that made her want to include him. That was why he was stripped, on his knees, wearing nothing but his cage and an embarrassed expression that didn’t evoke a single shred of pity in her. She didn’t want to keep any secrets from him; she loved him far too much for that.

She just... needed more.

Yes, that was it. She needs more than he can provide – than he ever could provide, in fact. That’s why she has to take it where she can.

The gag that stretches his lips apart is likely to make his jaw sore before too long, but she suspects that she’ll be able to get a good two hours out of it before it becomes completely unbearable. That will be plenty of time.

She clicks her fingers and he slinks off to the corner begrudgingly, like a puppy who has been told off for chewing the furniture. The closet door is open and waiting for him, but he pauses before he steps across the threshold. He had expected to be in the next room, or maybe even out of the house altogether, but there was never any danger of that. From the second she knew that it was going to happen, that she would be inviting another man into their marital bed, she knew that she would have to have him within earshot. That was all part of the fun.

A gentle nudge with the tip of her patent leather kitten heels against the fresh white skin of his ass, and he crawls into place. Once there, he puts his hands behind his back almost mechanically, instinctively aware that there is no way he’s going to be unrestrained while this happens. The handcuffs lock around his wrists with a pleasing click.

She leans down, kisses him gently on the forehead, and closes the door. A slight whimper comes from behind it, but that is all. He’s taking it better than she expected.

One day, she thinks, one day none of this will be necessary. One day he’ll be so obedient and well-trained that I’ll just be able to have him kneel placidly in the corner, waiting for me to find a use for him. Maybe I’ll even be able to get him to answer the door. Maybe serve us drinks, or roll the condom onto a real man’s cock, or...

A knock on the door startles her out of her daydream. She was getting ahead of herself. There would be plenty of time for that later – a lifetime, in fact. If she had her way – and with the new direction her relationship was taking, why wouldn’t she have her way? – then she could quite happily take a new lover every week.

She smiles at the thought as she heads downstairs to let her guest in. Picturing the look on his face as she brings home yet another anonymous cock to please her for the night makes her wetter than even she had expected. Yes... yes, that was definitely an image to savour – and to tease him with later that night, once everything was finished with.

The door is opened, and the man behind it falls on her immediately. There is no small talk, no chit-chat – there is no need. He knows what he is there for, and he knows what she requires from him. His hands cross her body like explorers, charting her curves with their eager fingers, grasping her to him. His lips begin playing over the skin of her neck immediately, even before the door is closed behind him: with him here, though, it is hard for her to care what the neighbours might think.

Let them watch, for all she cares. They won’t be the only ones.

Eventually, she manages to pull herself from his clutches, and his strong arms fall away from her reluctantly. She gives a coy smile and heads for the stairs. He doesn’t need to be told to follow. He takes what he wants – not like her darling husband, locked safely out of harm’s way. He would never have kissed her like that. He would never have swatted her playfully on the ass as she ran up the stairs, causing her to yelp and then giggle.

No... it was never in his nature, bless him. He was always more inclined to wait for permission, to hold back even when it was clear that what she needed wasn’t care but force.

And oh, how she needs force sometimes. How she needs to be held down as she struggles, to feel a man – a real man, with real wants and real desires – push himself into her aching cunt to relieve himself. She needs to be used occasionally, not just cherished; to be an object of lust, not just of admiration. She needed to drive men wild.

And now, she can.

She falls onto the bed before he even makes it into the room; as soon as she does, her hand slips between her legs and finds her pussy wet and aching with anticipation. The damp patch spreading out through the fabric serves as a marker of just how much she has needed this – how much she desires the man who is about to thrust his way inside of her.

But it is not just his doing, of course. So much of the pleasure she anticipates comes from knowing that her husband – the man she loves unconditionally, the man she pledged herself to – is waiting just a few feet away, trapped behind the slanted slats of the cupboard door. Will he be watching as he takes her? Will he be able to look away?

She is distracted for a moment as her visitor bursts into the room. He pauses in the doorway and smiles her: the smile of a predator, of a man about to take what he wants because he knows that he can – that she needs him as much as he needs her.

And then he does.

He strips on the short walk to the bed, and his naked torso is soon resting on top of her. She runs her fingertips along the sculpted ridges, feeling just how hard and unyielding they are under her touch; if not for the warmth of his body, she could easily believe he had been carved from marble just for her.

His hands are on her, first pulling off her trousers and shirt, then unfastening her bra, slipping the panties down past her knees and finally removing them altogether. He casts them aside with a simple flick of the wrist, and she can’t help but smile to herself as they hit the wall of the closet.

It’s almost as if he knew... but that was impossible, surely? Does he suspect that they have an audience? Is all of this for his benefit, or was that demonstration just an act of showmanship, designed to position him firmly above the shell of a man who he knows is watching?

She casts her eyes across to the closet door for the last time. I love you, she thinks to herself, but I need you to see why this could never be you. Not as you are.

‘Fuck me,’ she says. ‘I need you inside of me. Now.’

He’s nothing if not obliging. He jumps on her, holding her hands to the bed, his cock pressing at the entrance to her cunt. He’s giving her a moment to wriggle, to fight him off – perhaps that adds a little extra spice to things for him – and as soon as she attempts to push up against his weight he bears down upon her and slides his cock home.

He fucks her with an animalistic passion she hasn’t known in months – maybe even years. Her husband wouldn’t dare, and there has been no one else, but this... this is a whole new world of sensation. Every thrust makes her feel alive, and yet there’s something so dirty about it: he is fucking her not like a gentle lover, but like someone only interested in using her body for his own interests. There’s a filthy thrill in the way he pushes himself into her, in the rabid enthusiasm of his fucking her and the way he gives himself over completely to the act. He wants her – needs her, in fact – and nothing else will do.

And yet that is another part of the thrill: the power she has over him, as well as over her husband. She loves the way she can have men wrapped around her finger as her cunt wraps around their cocks, taking what she needs. Does he know he’s a sex toy for her? Would he care if he did?

The questions lose their edge with every thrust as her thoughts become foggy; a toy he may be, but he is reaching parts of her that she had almost forgotten existed. Every time he slides his cock into her, pounding into her cunt in a tremendous display of erotic athleticism, it becomes harder for her to focus on what is going on. Instead, she finds herself giving over to the pleasure. When she comes, it washes over her in waves, threatening to subsume her completely as her body tenses up. She grips the bedclothes in clutching fingers, screams out to the heavens, and lets herself be swept away.

‘Fuck,’ he says as she reaches the peak of her climax. ‘I’m... I’m...’

He can’t complete the thought before she feels him spill inside of her, filling her pussy with the warmth of his come. He thrusts again, twice and then a third time, before rolling off her, his cock somehow miraculously erect even as her pussy aches and her thighs glisten with a mixture of his and her juices.

For a second, she considers if it would be prudent to go again, and then decides against it. There are better ways for her to occupy herself now.

He doesn’t stay: that isn’t part of their deal. He doesn’t even display much in the way of affection towards her, and she’s happy with that; in fact, short of an oddly platonic kiss on her forehead as he pulls on his jeans, the whole thing has been sterile.

She doesn’t care. It was never about him anyway. He was just a means to an end.

She listens to the thud of his feet on the stairs, and then the click of the door as it opens and shuts behind him, shutting him out of her life once more – perhaps forever, perhaps until the next time she has an itch she needs to be scratched. A few more seconds, to give him time to put some distance between himself and the house, and she speaks.

‘You can come out now,’ she says. Her voice echoes into the soft light of the room and for a moment she isn’t convinced he has heard her, but soon there is a knocking sound at the door of the cupboard, then a second, and then finally it swings open.

He is waiting there, as he was left, but there’s something different about him now. His eyes are downcast, and his face is pink with a humiliated blushing that she imagines will last a while. As he crawls towards her – slowly, given the fact that his hands are restrained – she has plenty of time to enjoy the sight.

On his chest, there is a large wet patch: a marker of just how effective the gag was. The sight of him kneeling before her, covered in his own drool, evokes a strange mixture of pity and affection in her. How could anyone not love someone so pathetic – or at least, so willing to be pathetic for her amusement? How could anyone resist a partner so willing to put her needs above his own dignity?

She reaches around the back of his head, unfastens the buckle and lets the rubber ball and leather straps fall to the floor. She watches as he flexes his jaw, trying to coax it back into life.

‘Thank you,’ he says.

‘Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.’

The look on his face tells her that he was hoping to skip this part of the whole affair, that he hasn’t quite resigned himself to the futility of resisting her. Without this, what’s the point? What was the point in any of what came before?

‘You agreed to this,’ she says, her voice calm and steady. ‘You know this is what you need – what we need. Now are you going to do it willingly, or am I going to have to make you?’

The blush spreads until his face is glowing a dark crimson. She sees the soft, slow exhalation as he steels himself for what he knows is about to happen – what has to happen, really – and then the slight nod, too slight to be a signal for her, that he accepts it. He has convinced himself. He will do as he is told.

He leans forward, his tongue already extended. There’s a pause as he comes close, and for a second she thinks that she is going to have to reach out and pull his face into her pussy by force, but it doesn’t last: within moments, he’s lapping away at her lover’s salty-sweet residue. There’s a certain hesitance at first, but it doesn’t take long before he has adapted himself to it.

She strokes his hair gently as he cleans her, soothing him, reminding him that he is hers and that this is OK – expected, desired and encouraged, even. By the time he has finished and she allows him to kneel in front of her, he barely even seems ashamed anymore. Instead, he is smiling, and she can see in his eyes a bright spark that hasn’t been there in months – a look of acceptance, and of happiness. It’s a joy that she shares with him.

As she sits forward and plants a gentle kiss on his lips, she tastes the residue of her almost-forgotten lover on the lips of the man she adores, and sees a bright, crisp future ahead for the both of them.


The Sissy Maid Bet


‘How about a little wager?’ Miranda said.

She always did this. We could never just go out for a quiet drink without her suggesting a bet to liven things up – not that I was complaining, necessarily. Having a few hundred grand riding on a challenge or two never failed to keep things interesting. That was the problem with being wealthy by birth: if you could have everything you wanted at a click of the fingers, it was very difficult to find much of a thrill in anything.

I took a sip of my drink. ‘What did you have in mind?’ I asked.

‘A makeover.’

I snorted. ‘No thanks,’ I said. ‘I was at the spa yesterday.’ And the day before that… and the day before that…

‘Not you. Him.’

She cocked her finger subtly over to a corner of the bar, where a waiter was gathering up glasses. He wasn’t my type, but he definitely had potential. Somewhere under that long brown hair and scruffy designer stubble, there was a figure that seemed to have been cut from marble. Bright blue eyes shone out like search beams, and his smile was to die for.

Of course, he was a waiter. I was programmed not to notice him. In fact, I was surprised he had caught Miranda’s eye; normally she was even more of a snob than I was.

‘I’m listening,’ I said.

‘It’s simple. You always talk about how much control you have over guys. There’s the ultimate test. I want you to make that man into a girl for me.’

She was grinning, and I knew what that meant: she thought she had me on the ropes. I always hated that about Miranda: the smug, supercilious smirk that came from always feeling that she was right about things. Annoyingly, she usually was.

But not this time.

‘Fine,’ I said. ‘No problem at all. Let’s say… a month, shall we? That should give me time to prepare him properly?’

She let out a derisive laugh. ‘A month?’ she said. ‘Jenny, honey, even I could do it in a month. That’s far too easy for you. Where’s the challenge in it?’

‘A week, then,’ I bristled. ‘I can do it in a week.’ I was less sure, but… well, I did have a habit of making men fall at my feet. How hard could it be?

Miranda shook her head. ‘Nope. No deal. I want it done by… tomorrow.’

‘Tomorrow? You must be out of your mind.’

She shrugged. ‘That’s the deal. A hundred grand says you can’t make him into a convincing woman by eight o’clock tomorrow evening. Unless you’re chicken, of course?’

Chicken.

I hated that word. I was no coward: I’d happily accept any bet, no matter where it came from – as long as I thought I had even the slightest chance of winning. Twenty-four hours to make a passable woman out of nothing, though… that was a stretch, even for me.

‘And who gets to decide if he passes?’ I asked. ‘You’re not the most reliable of witnesses, after all.’

She thought it over for a second, fiddling with her straw the way she always did when she was busy pondering the rules of one of our bets. ‘I’ll bring someone,’ she said eventually. ‘We’ll come around to your flat for a few drinks, and as long as he’s a convincing girl then I’ll gladly concede that you win.’

‘And I’m supposed to trust you on that?’

‘Of course,’ she said. If I didn’t know better, I would have said she almost sounded offended. ‘Where’s the fun in a bet if you cheat? After all, it’s not like I need the money.’ She was right on that score, at least. If there was one thing I could be sure of, it was that Miranda had no financial reason to lie, even with that amount of cash on the table. ‘Don’t worry,’ she continued. ‘I’ll make sure your little toy’s secret stays safe. If he fucks up and spills the beans – or should I say, when he fucks up – it’ll all be down to you.’

I took another look across the bar at the chiselled young man who Miranda had picked out for me. He couldn’t have been more than about twenty-four – our age, give or take – and he still had that youthful vigour that meant he was likely to be up for things that an older man might have considered beyond the pale. Still, he had that alpha male vibe that might take a while to stamp out – longer than twenty-four hours, certainly. That was no doubt why Miranda had picked him out. She wanted to make it difficult for me.

Still, by picking a waiter she had given me a secret weapon. If I couldn’t use my feminine wiles to win him over, I could definitely use my bank account.

‘Sure,’ I said as I beckoned the waiter over. ‘It’s a bet.’

Miranda smiled as I shook her hand. It was sealed.

‘What can I get for you ladies?’ the boy said, his teeth flashing in a charming grin. If only you knew what I have in store for you, I thought. You wouldn’t be nearly so amused.

‘Oh no,’ I said. ‘I was thinking maybe I could do something for you. Tell me… what are you doing tomorrow?’

The bell rang at exactly ten minutes to three. I liked that: the fact that Sam was early showed eagerness, and eagerness was something he’d definitely need over the coming hours. Sure, it was all happening a little later than I might have liked, but I’d needed some time to prepare. Five hours would just have to suffice.

I wasn’t surprised that he’d turned up, even though he’d seemed a little sceptical the night before at the bar. The idea that so much money could fall into his lap seemingly out of nowhere must have seemed like a trick – but then again, what I had asked of him must have seemed a little strange.

‘Come in,’ I said, ushering him over the threshold. I couldn’t help but notice with amusement the way his jaw dropped as he saw the place. I doubted he’d ever set foot in an apartment as impressive as mine: few people had. The view of the river was spectacular, and the wide open spaces were definitely different from the cramped conditions most people my age lived in, especially in London. ‘You like?’ I said.

Sam nodded. ‘Yeah. Beautiful.’

‘Me, or the flat?’ I said playfully, trying to lure him in. It was better if he still thought this was all a game – at least for the time being. He’d learn differently soon enough.

‘Both,’ he replied, flashing that same confident grin that had got him into so much trouble the night before. He paused, as if not wanting to mention the elephant in the room. ‘So…’ he said. ‘You were serious? About the twenty grand, I mean?’

‘Dead serious.’

He let out a soft exhalation of disbelief. ‘Wow. I don’t mind telling you, I thought you were full of shit at the bar, but after seeing this place…’ He let his voice trail off.

‘If you thought I was lying, why did you come?’

He shrugged. ‘I don’t know. What’s the harm, right?’

He was so innocent, so unaware… For a moment, I considered calling the whole thing off, but it was precisely that innocence that made me so desperate to continue. The more I had thought about Miranda’s bet, the more I realised that I was craving a power trip. It had been so long since I had forced a man to obey me that this fresh humiliation seemed more enticing than any forbidden fruit. I had to break him, to embarrass him, to put him right where he belonged.

I intended to take everything, and leave him begging for me.

‘That’s right. No harm at all,’ I said. ‘Now, are you ready to become my little sissy girl and earn yourself some money?’

I chose to be deliberately blasé about it, to see just what the effect would be on him. True to form, I saw him bristle with discomfort – which was good and bad, in its own way. If Miranda had unknowingly picked me out a secret crossdresser, it would have made winning the bet a lot easier, but it would have made the whole thing way less fun.

Sam nodded, but only barely.

‘Good,’ I said. ‘Then we’ll get started.’ I beckoned my two guests to come in from the other side of the apartment, and when he saw them a deep blush began to set in on his face.

‘You didn’t say there’d be anyone else here,’ he said. There was a twinge of nervousness in his voice, as though he was suddenly beginning to regret the whole thing, but he made no movement towards leaving. With twenty grand on the table, I couldn’t say I blamed him.

‘Of course there are people here, silly,’ I said playfully. I could put on the ditzy blonde act if I needed to. ‘It’s not like I can give you a proper makeover by myself, is it? These women offer the finest services money can buy.’ That much was true, and retaining those services on such short notice hadn’t been cheap. ‘Maria is my own personal hairstylist, and Olivia runs one of the most exclusive salons in London. Between the two of them, they should have you looking absolutely gorgeous.’

I could almost see the pound signs flashing in his eyes, willing him to stay.

‘OK,’ he said at last. ‘When do we start?’

‘Oh, we started the second you came in the door,’ I said, gesturing for him to take a seat between my two assistants. ‘But don’t worry. We’re going to make you adorable.’

I had to admit it: Olivia and Maria had done an incredible job. He had been reluctant at first, especially when it came to having his hair cut, but that hadn’t lasted long: apparently the thought of more money than he’d otherwise earn in a year was a powerful motivator.

Still, that hadn’t kept him from trying to weasel out of it. ‘Can’t I just wear a wig?’ he had pleaded, but the tone of his voice said that he already knew it was a losing proposition.

‘You’ve got too much hair to fit under a wig, silly,’ I said. ‘And besides, what if it slips? Would you really want to lose out on twenty grand just because of a wardrobe malfunction?’ He shook his head. ‘I thought not,’ I said. ‘And you have such lovely soft hair. It’s already wonderfully feminine.’ That much was true at least. Sam’s hair was dark, and piled up into a loose ponytail at the back of his head. Back at the bar, when it had been in a tight knot and coupled with a three-day growth of facial hair, it had given off a distinct impression of casual masculinity – but as soon as we shaved his face and shook his hair down around his shoulders, it was clear that the hair was going to be one of the things that sealed the deal.

‘Fine,’ he said, obviously still unconvinced. I could almost hear him running the arguments over and over in his mind: It’s for one day. She’s paying twenty grand. You can shave it all off the minute you’re done, no matter how bad it is.

The bob that Maria gave him was an absolute masterstroke. Even before Olivia set on him with her tools, his new hairstyle framed his face and softened his features. Suddenly that strong jaw seemed to all but disappear, and the focal point shifted to his naturally high cheekbones and soft eyes. With their long lashes, Olivia had a lot to work with.

And work with him she certainly did.

After she had waxed his body from head to toe – a torture right out of a Soviet prison camp, you’d be forced to conclude by the amount of fuss he kicked up – she began subjecting his newly-smooth form to her tricks and techniques. One by one, his masculine features fell away under the stroke of her powders and pencils and sponges. A gentle dusting of foundation gave her a perfect base to apply delicate rouge and dark, smoky eye shadow. Eyebrows were plucked and tended to, moulded into shape, and finally a swoop of deep red coated his lips in order to really bring out their wonderful plumpness. If I’d had more time with him, I might well have insisted on collagen injections, but the recovery time would have been too steep for what I had planned.

The sacrifices we make in the name of time, I thought to myself.

I held up a mirror for him to see his new complexion, and he looked surprised at just how big an effect their work had had on him. From the neck up, he looked perfectly feminine.

‘What do you think?’ I asked.

‘Wow,’ he replied. He seemed stunned, but a lot of his initial resistance had dropped away. The deeper into the rabbit hole he got, the more I could see himself shedding his inhibitions. ‘Just… wow. You’d barely know it was me.’

That’s what I’m counting on, I thought as I presented him with his outfit for the evening. I had spent a lot of time considering exactly what to make him wear for my entertainment – everything from slutty hot pants and a short shirt to a light, breezy summer dress. In the end, though, I had the idea of dressing him up as a French maid.

‘You want me to wear that?’ he snorted as I held up the black dress and stockings. ‘I don’t know if that’s a good idea.’

‘That’s the deal,’ I shrugged. ‘It seems like it would be a waste to stop now. Why not just strip and get it over with?’ He had already removed everything but his tight black boxers, but for some reason getting over the final hurdle seemed to take him a little convincing. ‘They’re not exactly feminine,’ I said. ‘They’re going to have to go too.’

With a sigh, he slipped his thumbs into the elasticated waistband and pulled the shorts down to his ankles. I was glad to see that his cock was slightly larger than average – and better still, that it was at least semi-erect.

Well, well, I thought. It looks like he’s enjoying himself almost as much as I am. I could already feel myself growing wet at the thought of what was to come. Sam was attractive, that much was undeniable, but it was really the power of it all that made my cunt drip with excitement. I was going to take him, change him, mould him into something different – something I chose.

I could do that. I had that level of control.

I watched with amusement as Olivia and Maria helped him slide the stockings up his legs, and fasten them in place with a garter belt. His face was a conflicted mass: on the one hand, the smooth silk must have felt like heaven against his legs, but it wasn’t hard to tell that part of him thought that enjoying this too much would be wrong. He seemed to be reminding himself that it was all for the money – and only for the money.

Keep that in mind, I thought as Olivia and Maria helped to fasten him into the short black dress, looping the apron around his waist and fastening decorative lace cuffs around his wrists, before finally helping him step into a pair of black patent leather shoes with a slight heel. He barely reacted as she fitted him with two smooth fake breasts, moulding them to his pectorals with a great deal of professional care until they were absolutely indistinguishable from his own flesh. You’ll need that rationalisation soon enough.

And suddenly, standing in front of me was a beautiful woman.

I knew it was Sam – rationally speaking, at least – but the work that had gone into his transformation was indescribable. Looking at him, you’d never know that he was hiding a secret.

‘Beautiful,’ I said. ‘Absolutely beautiful. Just one more thing.’

‘Hmm?’ he murmured, his voice muffled by distraction.

‘Yep. The most important thing of all.’ I crossed over to a box on the table and withdrew the metal device from it. It had been expensive, and getting hold of it at the last minute had required a lot more effort than I usually put into winning my bets, but if what I had planned came to pass then it would all be worthwhile. ‘We have to make sure that you don’t… well, let’s say “pop up” unexpectedly, eh?’

He blushed as I made it clear that his erection had not gone unnoticed, but didn’t say anything as I fell to my knees in front of him and opened the hinge. It wasn’t until he felt cool steel against his manhood that I heard his voice pipe up nervously.

‘What is that thing?’ he asked.

‘A chastity device,’ I said, as matter-of-factly as I could. ‘Don’t worry… it won’t do you any harm. Think of it as a sort of jockstrap, keeping your junk in place. Could you imagine if you poked out of the bottom of your dress? We can’t have you making a tent out of your pretty little skirt now, can we?’

Before he could protest any further, I locked the cage around his shaft, trapping his solid seven inches into a tube just three inches long. It strained pathetically in its new prison, but it was a futile battle against the unyielding metal. He was trapped. His cock was mine.

‘Good boy,’ I said. ‘Or girl, I suppose. How does that make you feel, being my good girl?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ he stammered. ‘OK, I guess.’

‘You guess? You’re going to have to do better than that to get your money.’

‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I like it. It’s weird, but…’ His voice faded away, leaving the rest of the sentence unsaid. It didn’t matter. I knew exactly what was going through his mind.

‘Good,’ I said. ‘The rules, then. For tonight, you’re Samantha. You’re my maid, newly hired. You’ll do exactly as I ask you to, and you’ll try and be as feminine as possible. I’ll cover for you as much as I can, but at the end of the day it’s down to you: if you fuck this up, it’s you who loses out. Do you understand?’

‘Yeah,’ he nodded. ‘I think so.’

‘Tut tut,’ I said playfully. ‘I don’t think that’s how a maid would address her employer, do you?’

‘Ma’am?’ he suggested.

‘Mistress, I think.’ A faint blush began to cross his face: subtle, but strong enough that it showed even through Olivia’s makeover. ‘Unless you have a problem with that, of course?’

‘No,’ he said. ‘If you say so.’

‘No, what?’

‘No Mistress.’ It wasn’t strictly necessary for the bet, but I loved the feeling of power I got from humiliating him like that. He must have known that it was going to be an embarrassing evening, but I doubt he had any idea of what I’d do to him – and, more to the point, what I still had planned.

‘Better. Now, be a good girl and show Olivia and Maria to the door. Our guests will be arriving soon, and I get the feeling you’re going to need to practice.’

He tottered over to the door on unsteady feet, unused to walking even in the limited heels I had provided, and I checked my watch: a little after six.

I had a lot of work to do.

‘More wine?’ I asked, and the man sitting on my couch nodded.

I hadn’t expected that – and neither had Sam, based on the shocked look in her eyes as the door opened. The man was slightly older than us, in his mid-thirties, and attractive in a way that only age and experience can offer. His hair, a salt-and-pepper blend that was impeccably coiffed, gave him a distinguished look that only topped off the expensive cut of his suit and an impressive physique. Miranda had introduced him as Paul, a new acquaintance of hers, but immediately Samantha had lowered her head and done everything she could to avoid looking at him. Even when I prompted her into a surprisingly elegant curtsey, she kept her head down.

Paul seemed to take it as expected deference, but I knew there was something else up.

‘What’s wrong with you?’ I whispered to Samantha. ‘Is it because he’s a man, is that it? Is that why you’re refusing to meet his eyes?’

She shook her head. ‘No,’ she said. ‘It’s just… I know him, Mistress. He goes to the gym I used to work at. He might recognise me.’

Clever, I thought. It would be much easier for him to tell that Samantha wasn’t a real girl if he recognised Sam as she used to be – and then the bet would be over. Trust her to find a way around all of my hard work.

‘He won’t,’ I said. ‘Men like Paul don’t notice service staff. You would have been practically invisible to him – in fact, you still are. Don’t let the fact that you’ve got a nice set of tits now make you think otherwise.’ She blushed, but I continued. ‘Besides, you look like a girl. You’re Samantha now, not Sam. No one would possibly recognise you.’

That seemed to calm her down slightly, and when she followed me meekly back into the main room she was much more comfortable. She poured wine for the three of us as we chatted, and then retreated to a standing position off on the sidelines until we had need for her again.

I waited until I could draw Miranda away for a minute to confront her. We left Samantha in the living room with Paul; she was kneeling in the corner, still embarrassed and desperate to avoid him as far as possible – partly because of the money, but also no doubt partly because of the humiliation that would come if she was recognised.

‘You set me up,’ I said once we were out of earshot. ‘They know each other.’

‘Of course,’ she said. ‘Why else do you think I picked that waiter in particular? I didn’t want to make it too easy for you, after all.’

I shrugged. ‘It doesn’t matter. Samantha’s doing just fine. Your little friend doesn’t have a clue – and you’re not allowed to tell him, which means I’ve as good as won. It’s only an hour until midnight… unless you want to concede now, that is?’

Miranda laughed. ‘I haven’t even started yet,’ she said as she waltzed back into the living room. Samantha was kneeling in the corner as we had instructed, her head down but her cheeks an unmistakeable crimson. ‘So what do you think of our little Samantha, Paul? Do you reckon she’ll be a good fit for the club?’

A good fit? I thought. What the hell is she talking about?

‘I couldn’t say yet,’ Paul said. ‘I assume I’ll be getting a more thorough demonstration of her abilities before I leave?’ There was a lascivious glint in his eye that I was almost glad Samantha couldn’t see.

‘I’m sorry?’ I said. ‘What do you mean, a good fit for the club?’

Miranda rolled her eyes. ‘Don’t you remember, silly? I told you: Paul’s very big in the BDSM scene in the city. He’s setting up a new private members’ club, and he’s looking for serving girls. You said Samantha might be interested, right?’

So that was her game: trial by embarrassment. She wasn’t going to try and trip Samantha up, but instead force her to quit all by herself.

‘Right,’ I said, shooting at glare at Miranda. ‘Absolutely.’

‘I’m glad to hear it,’ Paul said. ‘She’s a cute one. Very docile. If she can suck cock as well as she pours wine, I’m sure she’ll be a smash hit with our members. They do love an obedient whore – myself included, obviously.’

Samantha’s eyes flitted towards the door, but she stayed silent and kneeling even as we discussed her. I was convinced that would have been enough to make her bolt, and I was all but ready to admit that Miranda had won her precious bet – but when she didn’t run away I began to think that maybe there was more to it.

Perhaps she really would do just as she was told.

‘Oh, I’m told she’s excellent,’ I said, looking over Paul’s shoulder at my poor victim. For the first time Samantha raised her eyes from the floor and looked at me imploringly, begging me not to continue. I felt a rush of power as I watched her struggle with what was happening. She won’t leave, I thought. If she was going to leave, she’d already be gone.

Perhaps she was more obedient than I was expecting. I could work with that.

‘Come over here and show our guest just how skilled you are,’ I said.

Time seemed to stand still. A look of horror crossed Samantha’s face as she realised just what she was expected to do. The rest of the evening – the dress, the haircut, the makeup, the domestic service – had all been embarrassing enough, but this was a new threshold, and one that she plainly didn’t think she’d be expected to cross.

I couldn’t help but smile as she rose slowly to her feet and began to walk towards us.

‘Faster, slut,’ I said. ‘If you can’t move more quickly than that, I’ll have to keep you on a much shorter leash.’

Samantha paused a few feet away from us, frozen like a deer in headlights. Paul and Miranda looked at her with amusement as I darted over to her and placed my lips close enough to her ear that they couldn’t hear what I was saying. ‘You’ll do it or you won’t get your money,’ I hissed. ‘Walk away if you want, but know just what you’re walking away from. One suck. One swallow. One pay cheque that will keep you happy for a year. Your decision.’

I could see her struggling with it, but I knew his pressure point by now: he had come so far that even his brash alpha male exterior couldn’t mask his desire for a payoff. He nodded softly: all he could manage under the weight of his shame.

‘Good girl,’ I said loudly. ‘And remember… we’re all watching you. Don’t let me down, slut.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he murmured as he fell to his knees in front of the older man.

Paul unzipped his trousers and let his cock snake out. I had thought that Sam’s penis was respectable enough, but Paul’s was a monster: easily eight inches, and possibly nine. It stood out like a flagpole, an incredible mass of flesh that seemed to be designed solely for pleasure.

I could only imagine the thoughts that were going through Samantha’s mind.

‘Don’t worry, slut,’ he said to her. ‘A lot of girls are intimidated by it at first. It’s perfectly normal.’ He reached out a hand and stroked her cheek gently, winding a coil of her hair around his finger. Good job I brought in a decent hairdresser and not a wig, I thought: there was no way fake hair would have passed such close scrutiny. ‘Her ears aren’t pierced,’ he said. ‘That’ll have to change if we get her at the club, of course. Her nipples too. Is that OK with you, slut?’

Samantha nodded, keeping her head down – too embarrassed to meet his eye.

‘He asked you a question, girl,’ I barked. ‘Answer him.’

‘Yes,’ she mumbled.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes… Sir?’ she hazarded, and Paul nodded in approval.

‘Oh, she’s definitely new,’ he smirked. ‘From what Miranda told me, I would have thought you’d have beaten some respect into her by now. Still, as long as she can suck cock well then I’m sure her little oversight can be forgiven.’ He stroked his cock, brazenly tugging it to full erection. ‘Well?’ he said to Samantha. ‘I’m waiting.’

I was sure that it would be too much for her, but she opened her mouth – not willingly, exactly, but without struggle – and closed her eyes. I could practically hear her trying to rationalise it to herself. The sooner this is over with, the sooner I can get my money and leave.

Adorable.

Paul had no time for her games. He reached a hand behind her head and pulled her down onto his cock. I heard Samantha gag and her eyes began to water, but she didn’t pull away. ‘That’s right, slut,’ Paul said. ‘Treat me right, and maybe I’ll have a nice new job waiting for you. I know a little whore like you would much rather spend her nights sucking cock for a living rather than being a lady’s maid. Isn’t that right?’

‘-es –ir,’ Samantha replied, her voice muffled by his length. It filled her mouth, but it wasn’t until he began moving her head with his hand that she began to suck – tentatively at first, unused to the strange sensation of being in a subordinate position to another man, and then gradually more confidently.

Was it the thought of the money that made her loosen up? Perhaps – or perhaps it was the feeling that having jumped that final hurdle, she had no dignity left to lose. Whatever it was, she slowly started to ease into it. At first, it was just a tentative lick, but it didn’t take long before she was swirling her tongue around the head and tracing a line down the shaft, teasing him.

‘What a wonderful little cocksucker she turned out to be, Jenny,’ Miranda said, barely able to hide the smirk on her face. ‘Wherever did you find her?’

‘Mmm,’ Paul moaned. ‘I have to agree. Such a good little bitch.’ He wrapped Samantha’s hair in his hand, pulling her deep onto his member. ‘Don’t you stop, now,’ he said.

And she didn’t. The more she sucked on him, the more she seemed to lose herself in that simple, submissive act. I watched as tears began to flow freely down her cheeks, but I couldn’t tell whether it was because she was gagging on it or whether the shame was finally getting to her. I hoped it was a combination of both.

The longer I watched, the more turned on I found myself becoming. I couldn’t look away. All I wanted right at that moment was to be alone, so I could plough my fingers into my greedy cunt at the thought that I had done this: I had taken a proud, strong man and turned him into an eager little cocksucker, and all in an afternoon.

The very idea of it sent a shiver down my spine. I wondered if Samantha’s cock was hard in the cage, or whether it would be shrivelled up with embarrassment. One look at the enthusiasm she was showing told me the answer. She might have been reluctant at first, but by the time Paul was nearing completion she was giving it everything she had.

Such a good slut, I thought as I felt my nipples harden beneath my shirt. Such a pathetic little whore.

And all mine.

Paul came in two violent spurts: the first caught Samantha by surprise, and I watched her eyes go wide as the salty load filled her mouth suddenly, leaving her no option but to swallow every last drop. Before the second spurt, Paul jerked her head back, ensuring that the rest of his come splattered across her face. His creamy deposit did nothing to hide the rich crimson she had turned: the realisation of what she had done was written indelibly on her features.

A bridge had been crossed for her, and there could be no going back.

I was so stunned at what I had just witnessed – and the effect it had had on my now-dripping cunt – that it took me a moment or two of silence before I could get back into character. ‘Well?’ I said to Samantha, who seemed the very model of inner confusion. ‘What do you say?’

‘Thank you, Sir,’ she mumbled.

The grip he maintained in her hair was a good way for him to pull her close. ‘Thank you for what, you little slut?’ he growled into her ear.

‘Thank you for marking me as your slutty little girl,’ Samantha whispered. The way she said it, it no longer seemed like an act, or a bet. Samantha was our girl in that moment. Paul’s massive cock had seen to that.

‘Good girl,’ he said, releasing her hair at last. ‘Don’t wipe it off. I want you to wear it for the rest of the night. As long as that’s fine with your Mistress, of course?’

‘I wouldn’t have it any other way,’ I smiled as Samantha moved back into the corner. Her face was splashed with Paul’s milky residue, but beneath the white it burned a deep red, and all of the spark seemed to have gone out of her eyes.

Poor little thing, I though. So much more attractive now she’s been broken in. Humiliation suited her.

Still, it was no great loss – and based on the wetness in my panties, it was fair to say that I’d enjoyed it almost as much as Paul had. I’d just have to see that there was much more of it in her future.

The evening didn’t last much longer after that. Miranda and Paul left soon after, the latter slipping me his business card as he grinned from ear to ear. ‘In case you ever decide she needs a new home,’ he said, gesturing to my maid. Fat chance of that, I thought, but I told him I’d consider it.

Miranda was less pleased. ‘Looks like you win this time,’ she said as she pulled a fat stack of bills out of her purse – all fifties, neatly bundled. Despite her numerous flaws, Miranda was always good at paying off her debts. ‘I guess next time I’ll have to make it more of a challenge.’

‘Bring it on,’ I said, smiling. I kissed her on the cheek and she left me alone with my new toy.

Samantha had stayed kneeling, marked with come, but as soon as the door closed behind out guests she got to her feet. ‘We won, then?’ she said. ‘He was convinced?’

I nodded. ‘Absolutely.’

‘Thank God that’s over,’ she said as she wiped Paul’s residue off her face. ‘I didn’t think I was going to get through it, especially when…’ She let her voice trail off. She didn’t need to remind herself of how she’d degraded herself for something as base as mere money. There was plenty of time for me to do that for her in the future.

‘I could tell,’ I said as I counted out his winnings and placing the bundle of notes on the table in front of him. ‘But I’m proud of you. You did well. There’s your reward.’

She made a mock curtsey, and swept up the cash into her hand without counting it. It was nice that she trusted me so much. ‘Any time,’ she said. ‘And what about my clothes? Do you have anywhere I can change before I leave? I don’t really feel like walking the streets dressed like this, you know?’

I said nothing. I wanted him to come to the realisation on his own.

‘And the cage too,’ he said nervously. ‘I mean, I can’t really leave all locked up like this, can I? You’ll probably want it back for your next…’ He paused, trying not to say ‘victim’, but then settled on the word ‘guest’ instead. 

‘I don’t think that will be necessary,’ I said. ‘You’re the only one I’ll be keeping for the foreseeable future. And as for your clothes, I had them burned at the first available opportunity. I’m afraid this is the only outfit you have at the moment.’

‘W… what?’ he stuttered, and then smiled. He thought I was joking, but my stony face didn’t change.

‘I promised I’d let you go,’ I said. ‘And I promised I’d give you the twenty grand right away. I’ve kept both of those promises. I never promised to take your cock cage off, though. I’m afraid that’s going to have to stay on until I decide otherwise. I think six months should be a good start, don’t you?’

When she saw that I wasn’t joking, her face dropped. ‘You’re not serious,’ she said.

I nodded. ‘Of course I am,’ I said. ‘I saw how eager you were to please. Did you really think I was just going to let you walk out of here? No chance, I’m afraid. A good sissy maid is so hard to find.’

‘What’s to stop me just removing the lock myself?’

‘Nothing, I suppose,’ I shrugged. ‘If you know someone with an acetylene torch and a steady hand. It’s specially reinforced and the lock is unbreakable, so that’s the only way it’s coming off. Unless you have the key, I suppose. Do you really fancy something that hot so close to your precious balls, though?’

‘I could go to the police,’ she said. Her voice was panicked now. I had her on the ropes. ‘This is illegal. It has to be. You can’t do this to another human being, for God’s sake.’

‘You could do that too,’ I replied. ‘But money would go a long way. Do you really think that a good lawyer couldn’t have me walking free? And of course, really it’s my word against yours – except I’m sure Paul and Miranda would see things my way. You just wanted to explore your sissy side. That’s why you had me tape it.’ I pointed to a red flashing light on the ceiling: my security system in action. ‘Don’t worry… none of this conversation is being recorded, but I’m sure it got a really good look at you willingly dressing as a girl and sucking on Paul’s dick. I bet there are a lot of people who’d like to see that, even if it doesn’t go to court. Your friends, your family… maybe I’ll put it on the web. You could be an internet celebrity by the end of the week. Wouldn’t that be fun?’

A look of anger flashed behind her eyes, but it didn’t last. How could it? It wasn’t as though she had any options left to her. I’d covered every possible exit – even with the money she’d worked so hard for sitting right there on the table.

‘What do you want from me?’ she said at last, her voice barely above a whisper. It was the voice of a man who knew he’d been beaten.

‘Not a lot,’ I said. ‘Just what I saw tonight. Service. Obedience. In short, you’re going to be my good little girl, and then maybe I’ll release that pathetic dicklet of yours once I’m done with it.’ I didn’t think it was likely. After six months in service and after the extensive training I had planned, I was sure that Samantha would have forgotten all traces of the man she once was – but there didn’t seem to be much point in scaring her now. There’d be plenty of time for that later. ‘You can start by kneeling. We can consider that your acceptance of my terms, and the start of your new life as my maid.’

As she dropped down in front of me, her hands crossed behind her back and her head bowed in complete broken supplication, I made a mental note to send Miranda a gift basket in the morning – perhaps a nice bunch of flowers, no expense spared. She deserved it, for sure.

This bet had definitely been one of her better ideas.
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