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The intercom buzzes as she grants you entrance, but it’s nothing compared to the racing of your heart inside your chest. Your time is here at last: the single hour you spend the rest of your time dreaming about. Outside of that hour, nothing seems to matter. Your work is well paid but meaningless compared to your service here, your wife drab and dull next to your Goddess’s vivacity. You need this like you need food, water, air. It sustains you. It makes the rest of your existence worth it.

And so it begins.

You catch the elevator up to her floor in the expensive apartment building that your gifts help to subsidise. It’s nicer than your own house – certainly more modern, if nothing else – but she deserves it. She couldn’t live anywhere else. It just wouldn’t seem proper. You’re glad that the sums you pay to her go towards keeping her in luxury. It makes you feel as though there’s a purpose to all of this. Without it, she might forget about you entirely, and then where would you be?

You had no idea when you first met her just what she’d do to you. You had no way of knowing how strong your addiction would become, or how quickly it would set in. Was it love at first sight? Not for her, that much is for sure. She makes it clear every week that you are nothing to her: a face in the crowd if you’re lucky, and certainly not the kind of person she could ever form an attachment to.

For you, though? Did you fall for her right in those first few seconds of laying eyes on her? Yes, you did – hard and fast and instantly. It was so different to the way it was with your wife. Ellen wasn’t unattractive, even if she couldn’t possibly compare to your Goddess, but where one of them was a flicker of a candle in the darkness the other was a brushfire, sweeping through you and taking everything with it. When your Goddess spoke that first time, it had taken your breath away. With Ellen, it took months to build any sort of connection, if one had been built up at all. Perhaps it had been a case of erosion, of your reservations being worn away in gritty little pieces until what was left was smooth and featureless.

Ellen deserves better than this. No matter how you try and rationalise your actions, you can’t deny the fact. What does it matter that you’ve never had sex with your Goddess? It’s only because she would never deign to let you; if she ever changed her mind, you’d be inside her faster than you could take a breath. Your mind belongs to her, and your body too. Everything is hers.

Not to mention the money. It started out at two hundred for a single session with her – just an hour on a Friday afternoon, slotted into her busy schedule – but that had grown and grown over time. You can afford it, but it is becoming increasingly difficult to hide the outgoings from Ellen’s gaze.

Still, none of that matters now. The thousands and thousands you’ve poured away are a worry for another time, in the inevitable dead space after your session where you convince yourself that this is ridiculous, that it would be stupid to continue seeing her -- that you can quit any time you want to. Just one more week, that’s all you need; after that, you’ll go back to Ellen and be the husband she deserves. Always one more week.

But now here you are. You push open the door and stop into the front room of her apartment.

She is sitting on a leather chair in the centre of the room, her legs crossed, her feet ensconced in a pair of patent leather kitten heels that you recognise; she’s had you worship them before, but not for a while. You can’t drag your eyes away from her feet. You’re staring by now, but you can’t stop yourself. She is beautiful. She is radiant. She is unlike anything else before or since.

A real man would be able to cross over to her, kiss her gently on the cheek and say hello, but you freeze like a deer in headlights. Your breath catches in your throat as the door swings closed behind you, keeping the rest of the world out. Your time starts now. One hour, and no more.

‘Leave the tribute on the table,’ she says. Her voice is music to your ears, even when her tone is dismissive. She insists on conducting business first, before anything else, and that’s always the word she uses to describe it. Tribute. You’re not paying for a service. This is not a traditional transaction. It’s an offering to someone above you, a lottery ticket bought in the hope that maybe – just once – she might shine her grace down upon your desperation.

You fumble with your wallet, pulling out the sheaf of notes: they’re all there, ten fifties, all present and correct. She won’t accept anything less. That’s the minimum tribute to be allowed to see her in person, let alone touch her. It’s only once they’re placed on the stand by the door that she acknowledges you properly.

‘Strip,’ she says, ‘and crawl. You know your place.’

Oh, how you know your place. You knew it right from your first meeting. You were always so used to being the most important person in the room, the corporate big shot, but not around her. She takes your money and spends it freely, but she doesn’t do it for materialistic goals nor out of a love of toys and gadgets and trinkets. No, she takes your money because money gives you power, and she cannot allow that. The cost of being with her is steep, but worth it. Maybe it’s even less than that. Maybe she just takes your money because she wants to. Maybe she takes the notes you leave and burns them in her wastepaper basket the second you go, although you doubt it. You know her well enough to know that if that was her plan, she’d make you watch. Maybe she’d even have you light the match yourself.

It isn’t your money that grants you the gift of submission to her. It’s your willingness to change yourself that does it, to reduce yourself to nothing for the sake of her amusement. If she profits from that, so be it.

Your clothes are soon in a pile by the door, and she beckons you towards her with a crooked finger. Inch by inch and foot by foot you crawl across the carpet, your hard cock swinging between your legs as you move. You find yourself praying that the precome you know is already forming doesn’t make a mess – if it does, it will be your tongue she uses to clean it up – but she hasn’t let you come in any of your last three sessions and so your balls are full to bursting. Even just the sight of her could be enough to make you shoot your pathetic load.

‘Well?’ she barks. ‘Greet me properly, you little worm.’

Properly means with your lips, a single kiss on each of her feet. You lower your head and make contact, breathing in the heady aroma of sweat and leather and the expensive vanilla foot lotion she uses – a gift from you designed to help you curry favour that earned nothing but her scorn. You daren’t linger, no matter how much you might want to. This is the closest you’re guaranteed to get to her for the hour. There have been times – hellish, torturous times when she has sent you away from her with nothing more than this. Once she instructed you to clean her kitchen wearing a cheap French maid’s outfit that offered little in the way of coverage and nothing at all in the way of dignity, but that wasn’t so bad; at least then you got the feeling that you were being useful. Worse was the time she had you kneeling in the corner, holding a penny against the wall with the tip of your nose with the promise of instant dismissal if it fell. She spent the hour texting someone else – friends, lovers, who could tell? – and then after an hour of being ignored she still just scooped up your money and sent you on your way.

You know what the worst case scenario is, and so you savour what you have. After that, anything is fair game.

Today she is feeling generous, though. She pulls a ratty collar out from under her seat. It’s nothing much – a trifle from a pet store – but for you it is everything. It signifies her ownership of you. It’s a visual reminder that you are nothing but her toy, even if no one else could ever see it.

‘Poor boy,’ she says, her voice drenched in mock concern. She dangles the collar in front of your eyes hypnotically, teasing you with it. ‘Look at you. Always so desperate. Always so eager to please. And what do you want in return?’

Please, you think. Just the collar. Just slip it around my neck and fasten it. That’s all I need.

Your silent prayer isn’t for your own pleasure – you’re well past thinking you deserve release – or for the privilege of pleasing her, which will come in its own good time if it comes at all. You’ve lowered your expectations, and now the idea of being allowed to wear something that marks you as owned is the absolute pinnacle of your desires, the Everest of your ambition. You’d spend your full hour begging for it if you thought it would help, but it won’t. That would just annoy her.

‘Nothing, Goddess,’ you say. ‘Only what you’re willing to give me.’

Her hand darts out with all the quickness of a snake on the attack, colliding with your cheek with a crack that seems to echo around the room. You’re left reeling, thrown off balance, but there’s no excuse for not being in position and so you force yourself back to your knees.

‘Don’t you fucking lie to me, you piece of shit,’ she barks. It’s always shocking how quickly she can change, spinning from what seems like caring to what you know to be cruelty in an instant. What’s more shocking is that you keep falling for it, taking everything she gives you without complain.

‘I… I’m sorry, Goddess,’ you stammer. ‘I didn’t mean…’

She slaps you again, even harder this time. You wonder if the red mark will be visible on your cheek when you get home to Ellen. That would be difficult to explain.

‘“I didn’t mean anything,”’ she says, mocking your voice and all its weakness. ‘Do you think I don’t know how your stupid little brain works? You spend all week lusting after me. Did you really think I was dumb enough to think you don’t want anything?’

‘No, Goddess.’ She’s right. You never could fool her.

‘Then what do you want?’

‘To serve you. To worship you.’

‘How?’

‘To kiss your feet. To clean your shoes with my tongue.’

‘And what makes you think I want your filthy, slobbery tongue making a mess all over my beautiful feet?’

‘I… I don’t know, Goddess.’

She leans in close then – perhaps the closest she has ever been to you – and whispers in your ear. You’re so overcome by her scent and the feeling of her breath against your cheek that it takes you a second to tune into the words coming out of her mouth. She’s speaking sotto voce, and you have to strain to hear. ‘Listen to me,’ she says. ‘You will never get to kiss my feet. You’re not only not worthy – you’ll never be worthy. The dirt on my shoes is so far above you in my estimations that the idea makes me feel sick. Do you understand that, boy? You sicken me.’

Her words are brutal and cold, but they light a fire in you. Your cock twitches at the humiliation of it all. She’s right… you do sicken her, and why wouldn’t you? Next to her, you’re filth. You’re lucky she even allows you to be in her presence, let alone anything else. Dreaming about worshipping her, let alone being claimed by her, is practically heresy.

‘That’s right,’ she says as she watches your face fall. ‘You realise it now, don’t you? You see just what you are to me.’ She stands and grabs you firmly by the hair, pulling you on hands and knees to crawl after her. When you fall behind, she tugs a little harder, urging you silently to keep up. Why waste words when a little pain will do the trick? The rough carpet scrapes against your knees as you’re led off to one side of the room, where a large silver-framed mirror is waiting for you. You’ve noticed it before, but never paid it any attention. Now, she wants you to look at it.

She holds you up by your hair, tugging at it until your back is straight and you’re forced to look at your wincing expression in the glass. ‘Here you go, slut,’ she says. ‘A better view. I want you to see yourself the way I see you. Maybe then you’ll understand why I treat you like this.’

You see it. You see it every time you look in the mirror in your bathroom back home, every time you catch a reflection of yourself in a shop window, every time you see a photograph of yourself. Her words come back to you, the words you’ve always carried deep inside.

Weak.

Worthless.

Useless.

Pathetic.

Nothing.

They spin around your mind, a constant swarm of doubt that only you can see. Normally you have to choke it down – in the boardroom, there is no room for those kinds of thoughts, not if you want to get anywhere – but here you can let them out. It’s cathartic. You can be yourself.

This is real. This is what you are. She sees that, and you appreciate that more than you could ever say.

‘Look at yourself, cunt,’ she says, forcing you to stare into your own eyes. ‘Look at what I’ve turned you into. Look at what you are now.’

The pain in your scalp is nothing compared to the shame that burns in your cheeks. Did you really think even for a second that a woman as glorious as your Goddess might ever be interested in you? For God’s sake, you’re lucky even to have Ellen – plain, frumpy, boring Ellen, who supports you but doesn’t stimulate you, who seems as exasperated with your needs as everyone else. She could never treat you the way your Goddess does. Perhaps that’s why you could never be truly happy with her.

Here, you feel complete. With Ellen, you need to wear a mask at all times.

‘Such a pathetic little whore,’ your Goddess says, her sing-sing voice lighting up the room. ‘Just think of all the things I could do with you if I chose. All the torments I could put that worthless body through. I know you’ve thought about it before, haven’t you?’ When you don’t reply, she pulls harder on your hair. ‘Answer me, worm,’ she barks.

‘Yes, Goddess,’ you wince.

‘I bet you’d just love me to break you. I have so many toys hidden away in this apartment, you have no idea. Whips and canes and crops.’ She gestures to the bedroom, a place that you resigned yourself long ago to never seeing. ‘I could put so many marks on your skin. You’d look so pretty for me. Not like now.’

You wonder how you’d explain it if you went home to Ellen covered in red lines from a beating. She’d ask questions, of course: even she wouldn’t be so trusting as to ignore that. That would be when things started to unravel. She’d want to know who did it, and you’d lie – somehow you’d scramble towards an answer that fit as many of the facts as possible. She’d see through it, and then you’d tell her the truth. She’d cry. She’d leave. Your life as you knew it would fall apart.

And yet if she offered to raise a crop to you, you’d beg for the opportunity to be marked by her. Nothing would give you more pleasure, consequences be damned.

She pulls your hair hard, jerking your head back, and when you gasp in pain she lets loose a targeted bullet of spittle. Half of it lands in your mouth; the other half runs down your cheek. You know not to swallow it until she gives the word, and so you let it rest there on your tongue. You savour it as you would a fine wine; it’s been many sessions since the first time she spat at you, when all you could feel was an innate sense of revulsion, and now you accept it as the gift that it is. It’s still rare for you to get it direct from the source. Normally she just spits on the tiled floor and has you lick it up as you do your chores, her way of testing whether or not your cleaning is up to scratch.

‘Swallow,’ she says, and you do.

‘Thank you, Goddess,’ you say, and then immediately open your mouth again in the hope of more.

‘Good boy. Do you see what happens when you’re polite and do as you’re told?’

You nod, even though the movement causes her to pull on your scalp. ‘Yes, Goddess.’

‘I suppose you think you deserve a reward now, eh?’

Shake, shake, shake. You deserve what she gives you, and nothing else.

‘Well, I think you do. I want to see you play with that filthy little prick of yours.’

You can hardly believe your ears. The words make sense – you’ve dreamt about them enough times – but actually hearing them in real life is shocking. She wants to watch you masturbate. She wants to see you come.

Or does she? She’s teased you about it before – the way she allows her favoured slaves to orgasm all over her feet, cleaning their filth off the leather with their tongues, or even to taste her glorious pussy when her lust gets too much for her to deal with by herself. Is it so much of a stretch to believe that she might be in one of those rare moods now, where watching a willing submissive debase himself is enough to turn her on? It could be, but it’s hard to tell. She’s never been easy to read.

The only way to know is to follow her guidance.

You let your hand fall to your cock, wrapping your fingers and palm around your hardness, waiting for her to give you the go-ahead to continue, still convinced that she’ll pull this opportunity away from you at the last moment.

But no… she gives you a small nod of the head, and that is all the signal you need.

You’ve never been allowed to do this before, and you aren’t sure quite what she expects. A slow tease, building yourself up to climax with measured strokes – or perhaps a lustful frenzy of gratitude as your desires spill out, unable to be contained by your weakness in front of such a gorgeous specimen of womanhood?

Don’t think, you tell yourself. Trust her judgement. If you’re wrong, she’ll correct you.

And so you start, your slick hand already coated with precome as you massage your length. It’s a small cock – a fact she reminds you of at every possible opportunity – and seeing her disinterested glances downwards as you play with yourself only serve to drive that point home. There is nothing you can do to impress her like this, no show you can put on that will make you anything more than a brief and passing fancy. She is treating you like a chore.

Ellen would never do that. On the rare occasions where you and Ellen have engaged in lovemaking over the past year, she has been attentive to your needs – positively grateful, in fact. So why does that do so little to you? Why are you here, masturbating like a pervert in front of a woman who couldn’t care less about your needs when you have a wife at home who would do anything to have your attention?

Because you don’t deserve it, you think – or perhaps worse, because Ellen might be all you do deserve.

No. Don’t think that.

Not Ellen, not now.

Focus on your Goddess.

And you do. You let your mind drift out from this room, this pristine apartment, to somewhere else – a bedroom, perhaps, or a hotel room. She’s there, but instead of the bored look on her face she is staring at you intently, watching your every move. The idea is unheard of, but in that instant – that brief, fleeting instant that comes when your lust blinds you to reality and you allow yourself to be swept away into a fantasy land of your own devising – you are the centre of her world in the same way that she is the centre of yours.

You’re different now. Your body is toned, young, vibrant. Your thinning hair is lustrous, and your skin is tanned. When you walk across the room to her, it’s still unmistakeably you, but it’s the best of you: the you she deserves, the version of you that you would have to be to get her to look twice, let alone to gaze at you with the longing in her eyes.

And then you kiss her.

Never mind that it’s a fantasy. It feels real enough. Your lips meet hers, and as she parts hers just enough to allow her tongue to slip into your mouth you realise that you have never been kissed like this before. She wants you. She needs you.

Her hands slip over your body, shedding your suit into an expensive pile of linens on the floor. She can’t stop herself from exploring every inch of you, tracing over your abs with her fingertips before heading lower and wrapping those dainty fingers around the huge weight of your cock.

She falls back, legs spread, waiting for you.

It’s time.

Your hand speeds up as the image drives itself into your mind. In another world, this could be real. This could be something you deserved. You could be feeling her body underneath yours, hearing her moan your name gently into your ear as you slide yourself between the soft, warm folds of her cunt. You could take pride in the fact that you’d be giving her pleasure beyond your wallet, the worshipful appreciation of her beauty the only tribute you need to provide.

The slap comes hard against your cheek, pulling you out of your fantasy. It stings, but its effect is instantaneous: your hand drops away from your cock as though it had been electrocuted, and the image of her desperate O-face is replaced by her gazing down at you with a hard stare.

‘You didn’t think I was actually going to let you come, did you?’ She lets out a cackle that wouldn’t have been out of place coming from a Bond villain. ‘Get real, loser. Do you honestly think I want to watch your spurt all over my carpet when I can see that look of desperation on your stupid fucking face instead?’

You could cry. You were so close…

Perhaps you should continue. A couple of extra strokes, that’s all it would take. It would be over before she could do anything about it. You could…

You could…

No, you couldn’t. That’s the point. You can’t do anything without her permission. That’s the reason why you come here week after week, the reason why that familiar feeling of emptiness floods your body the instant you leave and doesn’t let up until you hear her voice again. You need her guidance; without it, you’re just what she tells you that you are.

‘That’s right, slut,’ she smirks. ‘You’re just going to take it, aren’t you? There’s nothing else you can do.’ She looks down at your broken body with nothing short of absolute disdain. ‘You know, when you first started coming to see me I almost thought you might turn out to be a real man. I was sure you’d rebel against me one day – but you just can’t, can you? You’ll take everything I give you, because you’re pathetic, and you know that this is all you deserve.’

You nod. ‘Yes, Goddess,’ you say. Her words hurt even more than the ache in your balls, but you can’t deny that they’re true. You could never stand up to her.

‘Now be a good boy and thank me for even giving you that much.’

‘Thank you, Goddess.’

‘Good.’ She lets loose her grip on your hair and walks back to her throne, leaving you there forgotten. ‘Now get dressed. I’m done with you.’

But I normally get an hour, you think as you pull on your clothes mechanically. But I paid. But But I want more.

It all comes down to one little phrase, three little words: it’s not fair.

But what does that matter? What place does fairness have in a relationship like yours? There can never be fairness because there can never be equality. She lives above you, the very essence of her being one that towers over you. Is the cat fair to the mouse? Is the lion fair to the antelope? Is the man fair to the ant as he crushes it beneath his boot?

Then why should the Goddess be fair to the man?

You head to the door in silence, but she stops you just before you leave.

‘Take this,’ she says, throwing something across the room. You catch it mechanically, but it’s not until it’s in your hand that you realise what it is. ‘Every night when your wife’s asleep, I want you to sneak into your bathroom and kneel in the corner while you wear it. Ten minutes a night. No exceptions. If I find out you’ve failed…’ She lets her voice trail off, but you’re barely listening anyway. Normally you hang on her every word, but in that instant there is something bigger even than her on your mind.

She’s given you your collar, the first thing that she has ever allowed you to take out of her apartment. It’s more than you could have hoped for – so much more, in fact, that you are willing to ignore the betrayal she’s asking you to commit. You felt a vague pang of guilt about coming to see her on a weekly basis, but you were always able to separate it out in your mind. Your Goddess had her own place, and so did Ellen, but now she’s asking you to blend the two – to bring a signifier of your devotion to her into the place where your wife rests, sleeps, plays, lives.

No. Not asks. She never asks. This is an order.

But of course, that’s the point. She wants to extend her clutches over you, to drive her nails into every feature of your worthless existence no matter what the cost. Who cares what Ellen might think? She matters even less to your Goddess than she matters to you.

‘Next week’s tribute will be a thousand,’ she says nonchalantly, as though such a trifle barely even matters to her. The increase is on a whim, not because she needs the money but just because she can. That’s all that she cares about. It’s one more excuse for her to flex her muscles and display the power she has over her playthings.

A thousand…

You can’t hide that much from Ellen. It’s difficult to sneak five hundred away every week, but a thousand would almost certainly be noticed – and if it’s noticed, it will be commented on, and if the response isn’t satisfactory then of course it will be investigated, and then…

And then she’ll find out everything.

‘Please,’ you beg, ‘I can’t. That’s too much.’

Your Goddess shrugs. ‘You have the money,’ she says. ‘Find a way, or don’t bother coming back. Now get out of my sight, you pathetic little fuck.’

With a wave of her hand, you are dismissed. You head out into the corridor and take a deep breath. Being sent away like that stings: leaving her always does, especially when it’s on bad terms.

No, you think. Once you do it once, she’ll have you do it again, and again, and again. It’ll be a grand a week forever.

Forever… or at least until this house of cards you’ve built comes crashing down around your ears.

And yet you’ll do it. You know you will. You’ll find the money, because the alternative – separation from her, or the feeling that you might be a disappointment in her eyes – is too much to bear. Perhaps you can sell something. That could work. Ellen is less likely to notice that.

You’re running through your mental inventory of things that could be sent off for appraisal as the lift opens and a woman steps out. She’s wearing an expensive jacket, the kind of thing you might expect someone who lived in a building like this to wear, and yet she plainly doesn’t belong here. Her eyes dart around, taking in the numbers on the doors, and then she sees it: number six.

Your Goddess’s door.

You wonder how much the woman is paying for her time. Probably not as much as you are – the way she’s looking around gives the impression that it’s her first time, and so it’s probably just a couple of hundred – but that doesn’t matter. The response will be the same. If there’s one thing that you’ve learnt in your time serving her it’s that wealth doesn’t make any difference to the treatment you receive. Nothing does. Only her whims.

You could warn this newcomer, tell her to run away while she still can and salvage what’s left of her life. For a moment you reach out your hand and hold the elevator door open, wondering if she’ll see and take the hint. That way madness lies, you think, transmitting your thoughts through the air towards her. Madness and desperation and lust and longing, fear and hope and degradation.

Would that be enough to stop her? Would it have been enough to stop you? Of course not. Your desire isn’t anything that can be rationalised away by anything as feeble as mere logic. You would move heaven and earth to even be in the same room as her. How could you even attempt to deny someone else that?

Your hand slips back by your side and into your pocket, clutching the thin strip of leather like a lucky talisman before the doors close and the elevator carries you downwards, away from your addiction and out into what passes for the real world.
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Good things come to those who wait…

Adam’s wife Jen has promised him a special surprise when he gets home from work – and after a day full of teasing text messages, he can’t wait to see what she has in mind. However, it seems that Jen has plans of her own – plans that involve humiliating her beloved husband almost to his limits…
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