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Part One


Chapter One

This is my sordid tale, my darkest secrets, deeply concealed, yet so easily revealed to the one person who would know how best to benefit from them. I had been stealing my stepsister’s clothes, dressing in them for my personal sexual enjoyment, with little thought to the consequences of being caught. 

 By eighteen I was taking every opportunity to walk free and cross-dressed out in the open, though not through the city streets, and certainly not in any places that I might actually be seen! I walked alone around the large grounds of my parent’s home, always late at night, always hidden by the dark. 

 Aroused by wearing short skirts and stolen panties; often with a bursting erection filling them. My excursions were frequent but always whilst they, my family, were all out. 

As I got older I began to feel guilt, I developed a need to be punished, not as myself of course, but as my alter ego, Chrissie. I took to administering a variety of implements to my bent, panty covered buttocks. At any opportunity, I thrashed myself soundly as punishment deserved for my shameful behaviour. I was nineteen and my stepsister had just turned eighteen, when the true horror and consequences of being discovered exploded into my self-satisfying life. 

Chloe, my step-sister, returned early from her friend’s house, she had been supposed to be away for the whole of the weekend, as were our parents. When she returned home that fateful Saturday evening, I was not in the house; I was out in the grounds. Cross-dressed and bent over my favorite low hanging tree branch, thrashing my buttocks as hard as I could. Unwittingly I presented her with an entertaining display, along with ideas for the future.

Cane is not exactly the right description of the implement that thrashed my naked buttocks. Instead, I had selected four, thin, very pliable switch cuttings taken from our apple tree trimmings pile. Trimmings which Dad had gathered together on the far side of the garden, ready to be burnt sometime later. Being desperate, I had not even taken the time to bind them together. Instead, I relied on my tight grip to hold them bunched as I beat myself.

 It is never easy to reach around and lash one’s own bottom. To a degree it is possible, though the strength behind each stroke, and the duration of the torment are of course under your own control, unfortunately. A level of self-control which detracts from the pleasurable feelings generated by being whipped. Much as I might desire total helplessness, it is clearly impossible to achieve when alone.

To replace real subjection, I used daring. By that I mean that I secured all but one arm with leather belts, strapping myself tightly to the bough. Thus making my escape from the branch a slow process to complete, leaving me with the fear of discovery ready to explode into my dark games. The switch twitched as I hesitated, nerving myself to deliver the next stroke. Thrashing through the air, driven by my own wrist, all four wood strips contacted my flesh, bending and whipping across and around my thighs; where individual tips cut thin lines deep into the tender receptive flesh of my outer thigh. 

With each lash, my over charged cock forced my panties to tent upward and out, my flesh sought the cooling caress, and relief offered by the night air. The flexible material of my panties stolen from Chloe’s bedroom were gathered around my aroused protrusion, which somehow remained contained and covered by her flimsies. I lashed again and again as I generated a rhythm of strokes. Enjoying the pain each lash created, always trying to vary the points of impact on my flesh, because I knew that later, once I was back inside our house, and still alone. I would be admiring and touching those lovely swollen indicators of my torment. 

Then, and only then, once I had suffered the self-infliction of punishment to which I had sentenced myself then, would I allow my bursting erection release from the panties I wore. Stroke after stroke lashed against my skin; what a picture I present I told myself to add to my torment. Secured by all but one arm, and that free arm whipping at my partially reveal buttocks. Swoosh; the twigs had cut through the air, impacted hard certainly, but never hard enough as far as I was concerned. To make up for the lightness of each stroke I administered numerous strokes. I had passed sentence on myself yesterday, deciding to administer at least one hundred lashes of the four-switch whip. It might sound excessive, but when I whip myself, I can be quite cowardly in a subconscious way. Stroke followed stroke, beating a tattoo against my arse, each lash driven by my inner guilt and sexual excitement.

“Hi there,” the voice had exploded in my ear. I knew that voice, I struggled to pull upright hoping to cover my behavior. Ridiculous really, there was no way a witness could misinterpret what they had seen, and besides my bottom and thighs were covered in welts, if any conformation was needed. 

I knew that voice. I desperately wanted that voice to be a part of the fantasy I was indulging in, but it wasn’t! She grasped my free arm, wresting the whip from my clutching fingers by bending and pinching my thumb, she then forced it downward. 

“Stay still you disgusting little worm!” She whispered into my ear. 

I stayed still, caught out and secured. Before I knew what she was about, she had undone one belt, wrapped it around my free arm and then resecured it back in place. She, to my horror walked around the tree to stand in front of me.

 “Look up scum, smile for the camera!” She held a digital camera and she was filming my pathetic position, she captured every nuance of my perversity in graphic permanent detail.

 Had she been there long, I began to wonder, more importantly had she been filming me? No matter, I was evidently captured in all my masochistic perversity for anyone to view. 

“This will look good on the net!” She teased. 

Fear exploded in my guts, she couldn’t, she wouldn’t! It was then that I realised that this was Chloe, bitch of bitches as far as I was concerned. Butter would not melt in her mouth as far as both my father and our stepmother seemed determined to believe. Chloe would broadcast it, all her friends would be informed and would eagerly watch my naked butt getting a masturbatory thrashing, and humiliatingly by my own hand.

She put down the camera and picked up my dropped switches; she gathered them into a bundle, just as I had held them. Then she swished them through the air, terror ripped into my guts. I tried to talk to her, to beg her not to broadcast the film she had taken, but she snapped back at me. 

“Silence you disgusting little bastard, I’m thinking.” 

I fell silent, I snapped my mouth shut and compressed my dry lips together, whilst eagerly I watched her swish and flay at the air. She walked around the tree vanishing from my sight! The switches cut through the air for a second, before lashing into my perfectly positioned and very vulnerable buttocks. I jumped as the hot fire raged across my bottom, pulling hard at the leather belts that bound me to the rough tree trunk. I gasped aloud, as another and another stroke thrashed at my skin. 

They hurt; they made the lashes I had inflicted to myself seem so pathetic. My cock twitched inside the constraints of her stolen panties, as another stroke cut deep into my right thigh. Tender flexible tips had whipped around to bite into the soft vulnerable skin of my inner thigh. I bucked again as the pain exploded, twitching hard in my constraints, eager for more, but desperate to escape. Confused and terrified, but also highly excited. The whip fell to the floor, landed hard and split apart. 

“Stay there slut, I will return to deal with you once I have decided your future.” 

I was helpless, there could be no escape, so telling me to ‘stay there’ seemed ridiculous, but then it was an order that I had no choice but to obey. I stayed there for a long time, soundly thrashed, butt uppermost. It began to rain heavily. I got soaked, but still she did not return to free me. I got wetter still as my skirt gathered and absorbed the rainwater, much like a sponge. Raindrops pounded at my beaten buttocks, cooling the flesh, then they gathered together to run in rivulets down the crack of my upturned arse, still she left me. 

I began to wonder if she intended to leave me bound here all night, a captive waiting neatly presented to be discovered in the morning. The horror of the thought added to the rain driven discomfort I suffered, which is exactly what she intended for me to suffer. Slowly I realised that my life of pleasing myself might well be over, taken away from me forever by her discovery, now I realised just how vulnerable to her blackmail I had become, and all because I wanted the excitement of punishing myself. Now I was hers, a puppet to play with, and a source of endless pleasures for her, if she chose to enjoy it. She owned me fully. She could do almost anything that she wanted with me, and I would not dare to disagree with her demands. To do so would lead to the totally unacceptable humiliation of exposure by her, not just to my parents, but to the world! 

Bitch, I thought, as I suffered in the rain, waiting bound up for her to return. I now realised that she would return, but not in any hurry! She had left me here partly to suffer, partly because she could, but mostly to think, and therefore understand my new position. What a position it was, I was helpless and totally under her thumb, the only real question which remained unasked was exactly what she wanted from me. 

Ten minutes later the rain eased and she reappeared next to me. Damn she was silent! I had not heard a thing as she approached. She didn’t have the camera in her hands this time. She didn’t need it, she had all the evidence that she could possibly require. Without speaking to me, she untied one arm, the one that she had secured. Then leaning forward, her lips next to my ear again, her breath tickling at my lobe, she whispered her instructions. 

“You can free yourself, and then you will crawl.” 

She stressed the word ‘crawl’. 

“Crawl down to the house and join me in the lounge, on your knees of course! I might be watching you from the window, so be a good little boy and do exactly as you have been told.” 

Then she was gone, nearly as silently as she had arrived. ‘Crawl’ went through my mind as I struggled to release myself from my own bonds. ‘Crawl little boy’, she had said, I was fucked… 

I crawled, exactly as she had instructed. I crawled as fast as I could whilst using the shadows cast from the hedges to hide in. I crawled like the helpless victim I now was, all the way to the house. I looked at the downstairs windows but only darkness reflected from the glass, so I could not tell if she was watching me. I could not, dare not, take the chance of standing and running in case she was. I was already subject to her whim; I did not want to antagonise her by disobeying her first order. With each movement, my soaked skirt brushed against the damp flesh of my thighs, making me feel uncomfortable and at the same time driving home the helplessness of my humiliating subjection. 

Part of me wanted her to be watching, perhaps even filming me; another part was terrified out of its wits! She was a bitch, I reminded myself, and now she was a bitch with real power. I arrived at the backdoor to discover that she had left it open for me, so listening hard I crawled over the backdoor’s stone lip, and entered into the kitchen. All around me I could feel a powerful silence, almost as if I was alone, but I knew that she was near, waiting for me, eager to strengthen her control over me. I crawled, my knees hurting as damp skin impacted against a hard floor, leaving a trail of water drips to indicate my passing. 

The lounge was ahead and to my right, the door was closed tight shut causing me a dilemma. I knelt up to reach out for the handle, intending to thrust open the door and enter, but something, a little ringing alarm bell sounded in my mind. Dare I just enter, dare I force my way unbidden into her presence? No, I dare not. I reached out, this time not for the handle, but towards the wood of the door. I knocked not once, but twice. Silence responded, I knocked again, my terror building; was I wrong, should I have entered?

“Enter!” Her voice rang through the closed wood echoing into my humbled thoughts. I entered, now committed to her presence, my head deliberately looking down at the carpet. I crawled forward head remaining down, I wanted to delay my inevitable exposure, and I wanted desperately to please her enough not to reveal me to the world. I crawled inside, wet and broken, subjected to her whim, her helpless toy.

My extended fingers touched something slick and cold, I looked up slightly, it was a plastic decorator’s sheet laid out on the carpet. Pointed black leather boots hove into view as my eyes looked up slightly. 

“Move, you lazy bastard, do you think I have all day to waste on you!”

 I crawled to the center of the poly sheet, halting before her towering shiny boots, not daring to look up at her. I could feel the scolding heat of her gaze as it burned into the flesh of my vulnerable back. 

“Kneel!”

 I knelt, lifting my head slowly. She stood before me, feet apart, with her hands rested on her white skirt covered hips, her boots disappearing beneath the loose material. Still further I raised my head. She wore a black bask, tightly fitted to her delicate chest, her breasts encompassed and squeezed together, forming a cleavage of sorts out of her small breasts. My eyes lingered on the mounds of her contained flesh, I had never seen her looking like this, so stern, so in control, so dominant. Finally, I plucked up the courage to look into her angelic face, with its bright red lipstick, something else I had never seen her wear before. She did not look angelic I realised; she looked more like the evil controlling bitch of all of my nightmares.

Her hands rested on her hips, yet she was holding something in her left hand, tightly clenched in a grip of steel. 

“My my, how wet we are! Do we feel all cold and clammy?” 

The voice teased, cajoled, dared me to answer. I looked down, humbled by her scorn. She lifted my head with the plastic object held in her hand; I recognised it now as a TV remote control. 

“I have a lot to say to you little boy, but first I demand that you watch this very carefully. Note the exquisite detail portrayed in the footage, and think about how it might be used to affect your miserable life.” 

She clicked the switch and the television burst into life. She had obviously set the recording up because the opening frame was a hand, my hand. I am holding a bunch of rods and swishing them through the air, prior to lashing them across the naked flesh of my own bared bottom. The stolen panties I was wearing are clear to see, though rolled down clear of my buttocks. The skirt I was wearing was tucked up across my back, the second stroke lashed against my flesh. The camera panned in then out, fully revealing the bound body of myself in perfect detail, as I continued to thrash at my own flesh. She even had pictures of my erect cock, all swathed and struggling to escape the captivity of my panties. I was helpless, my eyes transfixed by the flickering images. 

“Nice photography don’t you think?” 

I didn’t think, couldn’t think, all I could see in my mind was the horror that her possession of that film generated. 

“Now we come to the more interesting part of this conversation. What am I going to do with it?” She pointed the controller at the flickering screen; the image froze at the touch of a button. She could not have picked a better place to freeze it, if her intent was to torment me. The camera portrayed to the screen a close up of my thrashed skin, all puckered and lined, coated with goose bumps from the cold. I looked down and waited.

“I think that you should be mine, for me to do with exactly as I want, don’t you agree?” 

I knelt, head bowed, hearing her words but only partially understanding them. 

“So you don’t know, well that isn’t surprising, my sissy boy, you need some time to think before you decide!” 

I nodded, hoping she would change her mind and give me the film, some hope. 

“A good nights thinking will do you the world of good, perhaps by the morning you will have a clearer understanding of just how much your miserable life has been changed.” She reached out as she spoke, grasped my wet hair which she used to tilt my face upwards, as she forced me to look into her steely determined eyes. 

“Come with me.” She clicked her fingers and walked from the room. I crawled after her, helpless, controlled, and very aroused. She led me to my bedroom, my inner sanctum and ordered me to strip out of my wet clothes, which of course were mostly hers. Helpless, forced by her control, I obeyed her, standing naked and humiliated in front of her. My humiliation was caused by my bodies’ obvious sexual arousal. Inside I shook like a leaf in a breeze, as I stood before my stepsister, erect and waiting for her next demand of me.

I tried to cover my engorged reaction to my situation, which only caused her to laugh, then she order me to place my hands behind my back. She picked up something from the bed, something that had not been there when I had changed earlier for my little erotic adventure. The role of black repair tape had come from our father’s garage; I recognised it immediately. She pulled off a long strip, telling me to turn round and hold out my hands, fingers intertwined. The tape stuck fast, griped tight against my wrists, it pulled my hairs tight painfully as she wound it round and round. Satisfied she turned me about to face her once more, my arousal now exploded upward against my belly, plain to see, not possible to misinterpret. 

“That, I will have to do something about. You will take someone’s eye out with it!”

 My cock bounced, doing imaginary press ups in the air, beating a tattoo against my stomach. I hated myself for adding to my own humiliation, but my cock had developed a mind of its own. My cheeks felt hot to me, I was blushing at my inability to control my own body. She just stood in front of me smiling, and watched my pathetic aerobics. 

She reached out toward me, though not for my cock, to fit a tatty looking old leather dog collar tightly around my neck. Then she reached up and clipped on a leather lead, which was equally as old and frayed, but still effective. She tugged once, nothing parted or snapped, she tugged again and then she turned and walked off. I followed, a helpless lamb led by a she wolf, one with intent and power over me. She led me to the bathroom, which is a large and roomy place. 

“In the bath slave.” She ordered. 

I stepped carefully over the high sides, scared of falling flat on my face or worse backward onto her. Once inside the bath she turned me to face her, pushing me back against the ice-cold tiles, making me squirm at her and their touch. 

“Stand still, it’s only a shower. I would have thought that you would like a nice shower after all that cold rain.” She picked up the showerhead unclipping it from its bracket, and then she reached out to flip the temperature dial, before finally turning on the water at full spray. Ice-cold water blasted at me, her grin told me that she had deliberately selected it, that she wanted it to be freezing cold. I yelped in shock as she had aimed the jet perfectly, it hit my erection, battering it upwards against my stomach and had an instant effect. Ice-cold rivulets of water first coated and then trailed down around and past my balls, adding to the shock the jet had invoked.

There is one thing guaranteed in most cases to shrivel an erection, and that is the application of ice-cold water to the balls. I was no different than most, if not all males. My balls contracted, my cock lost interest and softened. Chloe just grinned as she reached out towards the black roll of tape she had brought with her. She ripped a length off then hurriedly began to wrap it tightly around my now deflated manhood. Causing a slight, but temporary reaction from it, a reaction she had no intention of tolerating apparently. She gripped tight, pulling the cloth material taught, crushing and constricting my flesh prior to binding it. Once she had finished, I looked down to see a black tube of wrapping poking out from my hips, now held horizontal by its own strength, not my bodies. She had tamed my arousal and in seconds. She had obviously expected something of the sort and had planned out how to deal with it.

Once showered and then dried by her I was led back to my bedroom, and there made to lie down. She cut free my taped wrists but my freedom was to last only for a few brief seconds, as she place one hand by each metal column of my bed head. She, taking care not to cut off my blood-flow, re-taped each wrist firmly into place. Seconds later I was tightly bound, with both hands stretched above my head, and little option but to remain where she had taped me. She looped the lead around the beds cross-bar, not to tight, but enough to stop me lifting my head far. Then she vanished from my sight.

 My reprieve was short lived; she was back quickly and held a roll of bandage, this she slowly began to wrap around my taped cock. With each tightening turn she got nearer to my balls, finally, she looped the bandage around them, then she tugged upward between them, binding and separating each fleshy sphere. Next, she bound tight green garden wire around the bandage before knotting it in places, creating a cage of inflexible plastic coated metal. Another loop cut from the reel she wound around my separated balls, then forcing my cock to bend she stretched the wire to just below my bell end and began to wind again. Throughout, her smile of glee never left her face, I could tell she was concentrating very hard, because her tongue protruded wetly from between her lips. 

She vanished again, this time taking longer before she returned. I didn’t see what she carried but I felt her pinch my bottom, indicating that she wanted me to lift it clear of the bed-sheets. Coarse but at the same time soft material slipped beneath me, she pulled it tight around my hips. My inner thighs felt her pinch this time, causing me to jerk my legs open. 

“Wider brat,” was all that she said. She tugged at the material, jerking it up between my parted thighs, then with a knot and pin she fastened the three tails together. She had put me into a homemade nappy! I struggled as the realisation of the humiliation she had brought to me sank home. All that happened was a she gave me a sharp slap to my parted thighs, which brought my struggles to a hasty end. 

She picked up the tape once more, having pulled my right leg outward, she wrapped tape around my ankle and around the bottom bar of the bed, securing my leg in an uncomfortable stretched out position. Quickly the other followed the first but to the opposite corner, and there I was secured, naked except for a nappy, and fitted with a cock restraint. It was once I was secured, then I realised that she had also brought her digital camera with her. She took picture after picture of my torment, adding more blackmail evidence to her collection, my resistance crumbled totally.

“Now boy, listen very carefully.” She whispered next to my ear. “You have all night to decide what you want to do, you could refuse to be mine or you could try to deny the evidence. Understand me clearly though; every person on your computer would be E-mailed a full copy of these fine prints if you do not comply. Our respective parents will find the video of you in the garden, who knows what they will do, or of course, you could always accept the situation, even enjoy it I suspect. However, think carefully, if you accept you will become mine totally. You will be at my beck and call; you will obey my every command, for the rest of your life. Who knows one day, a long time from now, I might grant you your freedom, for now though you rest here and think, in the morning I want your answer.” 

She stood up, stepped away from the bed and out of my sight. I could still hear her as she crossed the room, then she returned once again. 

“Open your mouth my little baby!”

 The words sounded so sweet, so caring, but they were misleading. She pushed a rubber object lightly into my mouth. It didn’t stop me from breathing, or even I suppose shouting; but I recognised it immediately as a babies dummy and felt the return of humiliation. She fixed it by its ribbon behind my head and then took some more photos. As a final act of domination over me, she rubbed at my groin, my reaction to her touch causing me instant pain, which flood through my bound cock. I had to try very hard not to get an erection that night. She was gone, leaving me to my torment, fear and thoughts. 

That night passed slowly, eventually I fell asleep only for an extreme pain to explode down the length of my partially erect cock and awaken me repeatedly. The tight bindings that she had fitted did their work well, wire wrapped around my flesh pulled tight, cutting deep into my bulging cock head each time, waking me in an agony of aroused pain. I forced myself to count, to think of anything but my position, alas she had planted a seed deep into my thoughts, thinking about anything else was impossible so the pain continued. 

Dawn arrived with me still bound and helpless but having reached the only practical decision available to me. I was caught, a fish on her hook, her slave to be. Now all that remained for me to do was to place myself under her total control, and accept that she was now Mistress over me. She entered my room with a door-shoving flourish of eagerness. I could see little at first of her countenance because the curtains darkened the room. She reached out, jerking them apart, an evil smile on her face as she turned her gaze to my bound state. 

“Slept well.” She laughed! Her throat wobbled, her lips parted, she looked terrible and at the same time gloriously imperious. She wore a white starched blouse, over a dark grey mid-length skirt. A thick leather belt encircled her slim waist. Finally, I glanced down unable to meet her penetrating eyes; the scorn in them for me seemed to burn my friable skin. She reached out to pat my bound genitals, a perfect show of her utter contempt for me. Then undoing the bindings at my wrists, she released me. Telling me to free myself, to clean up and to report for questioning to the kitchen, with her instructions given she was gone, leaving me alone, whilst expecting them to be obeyed.

Alone and free I quickly released my bonds, I was desperate to get to the loo, but the bindings would first have to be removed and they were both tight and complex. Eventually I felt the immense pleasure and relief as I emptied by bladder down the toilet. I looked into the mirror seeing my naked countenance, for the first time it appeared to me to no longer represent a creature with free will. I looked upon a very different reflection of myself, seen through eyes filled with resignation and some hope. 

Gone was the pleasure seeking male. Replacing it was a slave, tightly bound to an owner. There of course was absolutely nothing different in my appearance, save only the thought processes passing behind my eyes. ‘Move slave’ I told myself, wondering if I should dress before appearing before my first real Mistress. She had not told me to, should or could I appear naked before her, would she take offence at my nudity or should I dress, and risk offending her by my clothes? What would she want, what actions would please her the best? Finally, I decided that as her slave, I should appear naked and vulnerable into her presence. I would be showing that my decision to serve her was both total and permanent.

 I hurried downstairs to the kitchen, pathetically enjoying the feeling of freedom as my balls bounced and swung with every step I took. I reached the door, I knelt, mimicked characters I had seen in my limited collection of domination magazines. I knew what to do. I reached up and hesitantly knocked my knuckles against the closed wooden door and waited. 

“Enter!”

 I turned the handle, pushing against the door, which was my only protection from her inside. With my head suitably lowered, I entered on my hands and knees, as befitted I, her slave. I entered slowly into the room, crawled forward to where she was sitting waiting for me; I showed her that I had accepted that I am now her property. 

Halting, head down at her black high-heeled boots, one of which was swinging hypnotically before my eyes, her legs were crossed, her skirt trailed behind it as the lower leg moved, I waited, captivated. Wondering how my life could have been so easily changed, and in such a powerful way. Ten, twenty, then thirty heart-tearing, fear-filled seconds passed before she acknowledged my presence. Her hand lightly brushed against my hair, reaching down my neck then around, her fingers slipped delicately under my chin, she lifted my head. She wanted eye contact; my nakedness was not enough for her. She wanted to see my fully expected submission to her, clearly burning in my slave’s eyes. 

“Good morning, I take it you have made a decision, and by the looks of you it is both right and wise!”

 I nodded, struck dumb by the meaning behind her words. If I had any doubts about her seriousness, then they would have vanished completely right then. 

“Do you wish to be my slave, to serve me and my wicked whims?” 

Still my vocal cords refused to respond, my cock tried to speak for me, but its demonstration of submission was hidden from her sight. 

“Well, slave, I don’t like being kept waiting --- answer me!” 

I nodded my head, feeling her sharp pointed nails digging into the tender flesh beneath my jaw.

 “Good, at last an answer.” 

“Stand!” 

 I stood. 

“Coffee!” She pointed. 

I walked to the kettle feeling her eyes burning into my naked striped buttocks.

 “Two mugs!” 

She was allowing me to have one; I felt honored, which was strange but a new and exciting feeling for me. I made the two mugs, placing them in front of her and then I stood and waited. She pointed to the end chair, I took one mug and sat as she had indicated, silent, not trusting myself to speak, knowing that she had clearly seen my arousal.

With a casual almost unconcerned flick of her wrist, she spun a piece of paper across the table; it came to rest next to my untouched coffee, shortly followed by a black biro. I looked down at the paper, it was neatly typed out, and it was, to my horror, headed: 

SLAVE CONTRACT

 I read on, the document bound me to serve her, it sold me body and soul to her, at the end it had a box marked ‘sign here voluntarily,’ to become a formal slave or leave now. 

I looked up, meeting her amused eyes; she was smiling across at me, waiting for me to sign. I did not have long, I knew that she would very quickly get annoyed; she has a temper, which can flair like lightning, but fades equally as quickly. I picked up the pen, looked into her eyes for the last time as a free entity, and signed myself away. She took the paper when I offered it to her, she folded it neatly then putting it away into her hand-bag, which hung off the chair arm, until then unnoticed by me. I was sold to her, a piece of paper signed by me, without pressure, other than blackmail, and my freedom was removed from me. She could do as she wished and we both knew it.

“Well slave, now let’s get down to business, there are a few rules that from now on you will obey instantly, or suffer the consequences!”

 She fingered her closed bag lovingly. 

“You will obey my every command, you will be my toy, my personal toy, and I shall always be very careful to ensure that you are trained and used appropriately, do you understand?” 

I nod still unable to speak, I understand, I was her toy, whatever that meant! Signing that document was the beginning for me of a totally new and different life. I had gone from free male, to bound slave with the flick of a biro. Chloe now ruled my life, and it was going to change…


Chapter Two

The first thing that she did with me, now that she actually owned me, was to draw up a list of basic household cleaning duties. Each obviously designed to fill out my day and keep me busy. She told me clearly that any and she stressed, ‘any,’ faults would be paid for by the painful application of a cane to my bare bottom. The threat interested and excited me; I determined to make a mistake or two, if only to annoy her. 

She then insisted that I fetch my wallet, which I did. She opened it, removing all but ten pounds from within; that it seemed according to her was to be my weekly allowance from then on. I had a good job for a nineteen year old, and earned very good money fixing or designing people’s computers, and general electronic repairs. Now I was to find myself working to fund her desires, at which I almost rebelled, then I remembered the contract I had signed and the film evidence she held, and accepted the rightness of her interpretation and demands. 

She told me to work hard and enjoy my slavery, adding that she expected a pathetic boy like me would have the desire to wank my cock. She insisted that I show restraint, claiming that she would know when she returned if I had obeyed her. I did not see how she could know, but that was what she claimed. She left the house taking my money, as for me I sat on a kitchen chair and thought. I had already accepted my situation, but that didn’t mean that I was ready to jump to and get my hands dirty. However, I realised swiftly that I would have to soon, or suffer the consequences when she returned home. 

My first day as her slave started poorly and continued as I looked at the list that she had left me, the very long list. I wondered if I could actually do everything that she demanded of me, there was only one way to find out and that was to try, so I tried. Job one, clean the kitchen floor and generally tidy up, that was followed by hoovering the house, including her inner sanctum. I resisted the powerful urge to open her draws and have a rummage, despite the growing demands made by my cock. I hoovered, scrubbed, and generally cleaned for the rest of the day, until I was exhausted. I entered the kitchen once more and pulled out a chair, intending to sit down for a well-earned rest. 

That was when I heard the front door open and then close again, she was back. My time of judgment was upon me, I hoped she would be pleased with my efforts despite the fact that she caught me sitting down, doing nothing because I had completed her list, would I be in trouble was the question. I slipped quietly to the floor, kneeled up and waited for her to enter. My cock betrayed my excitement at her return. She would see the evidence of my arousal before I could say anything as it poked from between my tightly closed knees, forcing its way into the air and thus her sight. 

She entered smiling at something, distracted by the bags that she carried. My cock bobbed in greeting, waved its throbbing head at her, clearly desperate for her slightest attention. I lowered my head as shame flooded across my face, reddening it; I could feel the swelling heat of arousal as it betrayed me. 

She ignored me completely, which only caused still more frantic bobbing from my genitals. With my head down and my eyes fixed firmly on the sparkling kitchen floor, I heard the thud first, quickly followed by a crumpling of plastic as she placed the loaded bags onto the kitchen table. 

Silently I prayed that I had done enough to please her, whilst fearing that I had not. My slave status was confirmed for all who cared to look, by the up thrusting expansion of my rigid cock. She looked down at me, reaching down to lift my chin, holding the paper on which she had written out her list, noting the ticks I had placed by each and every completed job. 

“Well done, you manage to finish them all, proud of yourself I presume?” 

My eyes met hers; I saw only flinty glints of sadistic light projected from within them. Daggers of domination pierced deep into my soul. She was in charge and she both knew it, and understood her position, as did I.

 “Coffee slave!” 

I jumped, then crawled away from her, having secretly enjoyed the electric tension of her demeaning glance into my heart. I rounded the table aware that her eyes tracked my wiggling naked bottom, aware that my hanging balls swayed in appreciation of her demanding beauty. All the while, my un-restrained cock wafted dagger like beneath my stomach, brushing lightly against my belly skin, adding to the exultancy I felt burning in my guts.

I served her with coffee from my knees, with my cock out thrust debasing me, revealing the truth of my position, I was being forced to accept that I desired to be used, abused, and controlled to her will. My cock made a lie of any thought of denying that truth. I am a natural slave; a dedicated sub in need of strong female direction, Chloe was of a nature to provide that direction. My life has changed totally in just 24hrs, it changed from the first view she had of my self-beaten buttocks, but it changed even further with my subservient posture, as I presented her, my owner, with her coffee. 

She placed the mug onto the table ignoring it, pleased I think that I had obeyed her orders so well. Taking my face in her hands, she smiled down at me. 

“Do you like being my slave?” 

I nodded, terrified of answering, humiliated at the answer I wanted to give to her question, but also welcoming and accepting my debasement by her. As if my throbbing cock did not speak for me, it told her the truth quite clearly but without the necessity of words. It, my cock, wagged up and down uncontrollably in its excitement, humiliating me further before her, confirming if necessary all that she already understood about me. 

“I’ve brought you a present my little slave, something special for you to wear!”

She reached into one of the bags as I waited kneeling before her taking out a paper bag from within. I heard something jangle as she opened the bag, revealing to me a fairly heavy gauge sliver chain, not overly expensive but tasteful, if you like chains. Dangling from the end of it was a flat silver plate and a ring, she held out the plate for me to read. Engraved in nice italics were the immortal words ‘Property of Mistress Chloe’. I looked up from the disk realising exactly what it was, and what it meant to us both. 

“Head up my puppy,” she laughed. 

I lifted my head, resigned to having the chain fitted. She looped it around my neck, locked it in place with the smallest silver padlock I had ever seen. A length of silver links dangled coldly against my hairless chest, on the end hung my tag. My cock started doing press-ups again. Next, she removed a thin red lead, which she clipped to the hanging metal D ring beneath the tag.

 “Let’s go and inspect you work, shall we.” She stood up pulling against the lead slightly. I crawled naked at her ankles, her pet, her property. Now marked out for anyone to see and understand, if they just looked at my tag, something I would have to be very careful to avoid happening. 

Girl friends it would seem were going to be a problem, not that I had indulged in having one so far. I have always been ashamed of my inner desires; to ashamed to risk getting into a relationship, though that does not mean that I would not like one. That would not be happening, not with Chloe’s chain locked around my neck. I could just imagine the look of horror on any girls face when she read the message engraved on my ownership tag. 

Mistress led me from the kitchen, she inspected first the lounge then the downstairs toilet, followed by the upper rooms, hers and mine included. Negotiating the stairs on hands and knees, I learnt that day, is a hell of an art. Mistress was very restrained with me; she only flicked her lead across my bottom five times during our accent. Over all, she told me, I had been obedient, though attention to detail would need to be improved. 

Once more back in the kitchen she made me kneel up in front of her, to my utter humiliation my cock was rearing up hard, it was now very erect and demanding. 

“Enjoyed yourself I see!” 

She tapped my swollen gland with the lead, causing me to wince, but my cock throbbed, even more attentive to her. 

“Would it like a bit of relief?” She demanded as she lightly scratched her clawed fingernails along the length of my erected flesh. The feeling was nearly indescribable, the pain of being raked, mixing with the pure pleasure of being touched after so long. How I didn’t shoot my stuff over her hand with her first touch I just don’t know, but I didn’t! Possibly, because of not wanting my pleasure to end, or perhaps I was terrified of her reaction, if I had. 

