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To "Tilly": 

Never let the bullies grind you down.
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​Preface


[image: ]




Everyone knows the general plot of Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol, although possibly only the Muppets understood how to make it work on screen. 

What most versions miss is that it is not – and never was – a story about “why it’s bad to hate Christmas”. It’s not a story about a man in a top hat learning to smile. It’s not even a story about a tiny boy who does not die.

It’s a story about how greed deforms the soul, how cruelty becomes a habit, how systems that replace intimacy create loneliness – and how even a monster’s redemption is possible if we actively choose to see each other again.

Dickens – whose father was sent to a debtors’ prison when Charles was twelve – wrote it not in sentimentality, but in fury. 

Not fury at bah-humbuggery, or fury at a lack of festive spirit, or even fury at the existence of moneylenders in general. 

It was fury at the violence of early-stage capitalism: fury at a world that actively manufactured child poverty, that fought to make its welfare systems cruel, that pretended suffering was a moral failing instead of the direct result of its cultural values.

Dickens didn't write A Christmas Carol to make his reader smile: he wrote it to smash against their conscience like a sledgehammer. 

I haven’t set out to parody – but I have endeavoured to preserve the ghost of Dickens’ idea. 

My Christmas Carol shifts into a future of cryptocurrencies and financial domination – a world where femdom is formalised, even professionalised – but even in that far future, Dickens’ questions still hold their power.

What does it mean to give or withhold money when power is the real currency? What is the difference between domination and abuse? And can a woman who’s armoured herself in cruelty let herself become vulnerable enough to be loved?

Modernised and scandalous though it is, I know Dickens would recognise the message my Christmas Carol as being the same message he published in 1843...

Except that the ghosts Cruse faces won’t just teach her the meaning of connection. They’ll teach her what it means to be trusted to dominate someone. 

A. V.

December, 2025
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Chapter 1: Grievance
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Martine was dead to begin with, although you should remember that this wasn’t particularly wonderful: plenty of people – at least, plenty of the rich – living on the colony of New London or its outlying moons chose to ‘die’ for tax purposes­.

The process was relatively simple: you merely expended the vast sum of Credits needed to have your consciousness scanned, had yourself uploaded to the Cybernet, and continued to exist (if not truly live) indefinitely, trading on the remaining Credits stored on your blockchain.

It meant, of course, no physical warmth, no personal satisfaction from any of the more human pleasures – but Goddess Martine had rarely concerned herself with such weaknesses, except to exploit them. She, and her confederate Eleanora Cruse, had been notorious as the premier Findommes of New London, their keyholding and denial services so famous that men would pay far more than they could ever possibly afford simply to place the unlock codes of their Cybercages into the hands of Cruse & Martine.

The two women were famous across the Colony for the quality of their services, the cruelty of their denial, and – increasingly, as time had gone on – the implacable, impersonal way in which they conducted business.

That had only got worse after Martine had departed, for in the absence of her co-domme, Cruse became colder than ever.

Cruse never even changed the domain name; she continued creating content at CruseAndMartine.Temple.Domme, so that sometimes submissives joining her Flock addressed their donations to Mistress Cruse and sometimes to Goddess Martine – but she banked Tributes in either form. It was all the same to her: subscribers joined the Temple, surrendered the unlock codes to their Cybercages as the price of admission to the Flock – and found themselves mercilessly fleeced.

Oh, she was a tight-fisted bitch of a Findomme, Cruse! A squeezing, freezing, crushing, grasping, mocking, icily accounting old keyholder!

While the cameras rolled, she could smile – a thin, cold smile, that held no warmth, no true sympathy for her submissive’s plight – and the moment the livestream stopped she wrapped herself in indifference. 

Mostly, the full extent of Cruse’s content creation was to set her artificial avatars and her poor overworked assistant to the task of generating thanks and impersonating Cruse in the live chats – for Cruse never chatted with her subscribers and submissives if she could possibly help it.

All that interested Cruse was that submissives paid to join her Temple, and paid to wear her Cybercages, placing their only real hope of orgasm in her hands. Because then they could be made to pay Tribute until they were drained dry, until every drop of liquidity had been wrung from them and their hope and faith was shattered.

Those who knew Cruse kept their distance – those few former friends and acquaintances with whom she and Martine had collaborated in distant days had long since gone on to other callings, or set up keyholding services of their own, but what did Cruse care? To edge her subs out of every spare Credit they had and leave them drained as she strode along the path of life – that was her one source of satisfaction. 

And she had her pick of submissives across the Colony: for her reputation for brutal, unfeeling, inhuman cruelty to her clients only drove their interest higher, and eager subs would save for months and years to pay the initial Tribute it took to gain access to her Temple – only to regret it in later years as they remained hooked, unable to leave, and cruelly mocked and bullied in the livechat, the vibration functions of their Cybercages manipulated to deliver dozens – even hundreds – of edges if they ever dared to express that regret.

The one light in such sub’s lives was the warmth of the Temple itself, of their self-sustaining camaraderie and comfort in the chatrooms where they supported one another, telling each other that their release day would come soon, that they had almost enough for the Orgasm Consideration Fee, that perhaps this time Cruse would stay in a good mood all day, rather than turning into the... the wonderful, kind, considerate Goddess that she always was!

For, though none of the denizens of Cruse’s Temple could ever dare say the truth aloud, they all privately feared the evenings, the moment after business hours when Cruse’s mood would often seem to flip from the affectionate, teasing domme to whom they were so devoted into a colder, angrier register.

––––––––

[image: ]


PRIVATELY, MANY WOULD message Cruse begging her to share whatever bothered her – only to be ordered to Tribute more, first for bothering her, and for interrupting her time – before Cruse once again began mocking their efforts in the group chat. They never minded, those good, aching, cruelly denied devotees of denial, though several worried Cruse might be lonely or unhappy in her life.

What none of the Flock considered, however, was that Cruse was not lonely at all – not within her own mind. There she was merely being true to the person she had become. 

For, if Cruse paid attention to the Temple livechat at all it was in the evenings when she would sit alone, fretting over whether the Flock had given enough, and lashing out if she felt remotely under-appreciated. 

The happiest times in Cruse’s Temple were during the day, when the preset cruelty of Cruse’s automated scripts and avatars was moderated by the generous compassion and understanding of Cruse’s overworked assistant, Bec Padget.

If Cruse was as cold and unfeeling as it was possible for a Findomme to be, Bec Padget was the best of Dommes, albeit in her own small way – caring, considerate, affectionate almost to a fault, she did her best to ensure that Cruse’s Flock at least maintained the illusion of warmth from their domme and keyholder.

Not that Cruse offered Bec any warmth of her own to comfort her; Cruse kept her at work in an outer part of the studio, surrounded by the servers that represented the whole empire of the Temple, and their air conditioning ran so fiercely that Bec was forced to work the keyboards in fingerless gloves and a thick coat simply to keep from shivering through her long, long shifts as the Voice of Cruse.

And why did she stay? Cruse had often wondered this, for Bec’s devotion to the Flock was insurmountable, her dedication to her role impersonating Cruse, edging clients at her employer’s command, even generating and delivering customised teases – all produced, of course, through AI, for it was many and many a year since Cruse had lowered herself to truly create any custom content of her own – apparently impervious to any abuse or scorn Cruse threw at her.

Yet Bec stayed. She arrived on time; she left late; she worked with a quiet, maddening loyalty Cruse found almost insulting.

And the truth, had Cruse ever bothered to look closely enough to see it, was very simple.

Bec Padget stayed because she loved someone.

Because she and her husband were saving – slowly, painfully saving – for a high-end Cybercage of the kind the Colony normally licensed only to those with employment in accredited structures such as the Temple. This cage was so advanced, so finely calibrated, that it made any orgasm utterly impossible without the keyholder’s permission, and Bec had her heart set on acquiring it for her husband Jonathan.

She wanted it for him, not for power, wanted it because of how desperately he begged for her to deny him utterly – and only through continuing her employment with Cruse and Martine, only by continuing to maintain the facade of Cruse’s Temple, could Bec hope to ever afford the cage she’d promised Jonathan. Without her job, the waiting list alone would have stretched into years.

So Bec endured the cold, the servers’ monotonous hum, the shameful indifference Cruse showed her subs, and steeled herself to manage the endless relay of longing and pleading and despair from the Temple’s Flock.

Though the work hurt her soul, Bec did it willingly, warmed by her love as she sat wrapped in her coat, pale breath misting in the refrigerated air, reading the Flock’s pleas, their half-panicked confessions, their quiet, desperate hopes – and she would answer as Cruse, or Cruse as she wished to be seen, shaping what comfort she could, giving the illusion of presence where Cruse herself could not be bothered to offer even a flicker.

––––––––
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NOW IT HAPPENED THAT it was the tradition in New London for submissives to go from Domme to Domme around Christmastime, offering them what Tribute they could in thanks for their consideration and attention over the last year – and in hopes, of course, that their service would be recognised with a Christmas orgasm, or at least a small token of the Domme’s affection and esteem.

This, perhaps, was the one time of year when Cruse still took a personal interest in her submissives and subscribers, and she looked forward with avaricious enthusiasm to the pouring-forth of donations and gifts, her hoarded Credits growing and still growing in number as the members of the Temple gave all they could afford.

In anticipation of this outpouring of gratitude, Cruse was for once monitoring the livechat of the Temple herself, rather than relying on her usual services of virtual avatars, AI, and Bec’s impersonations to do so – and it was because of that she personally saw the message sent to her by one of her most loyal submissives, a devoted, chaste young man called Nathaniel.

Nathaniel had been a loyal member of Cruse’s Temple for years, and had remained loyally chaste and desperate all that time, surrendering the codes to his Cybercage with such a reckless abandon that Cruse – and the algorithms she employed to present as her within the Temple chat – repeatedly described him as ‘her favourite boy’, much to the envy of the rest of the Flock.

When Cruse saw he had messaged with a seasonal Tribute, therefore, she opened the message instantly.

Even from her own, icy cold desk in the outer rooms of Cruse’s office, Bec heard the bellow of absolute fury that emanated from Cruse’s lips.

“You cheating, worthless, little bastard!!” Cruse screamed.

“You pathetic fucking prick!”

Nathaniel had sent barely 3,000 Credits – less than a third of what he had handed over in the last month, let alone in his last Christmas Tribute.

Instead, he had added a note: Dear goddess Cruse, please accept all I can offer this season, and thank you from the bottom of my heart for keeping me so denied and desperate for you. If I possibly could I would send more, but I’m afraid my girlfriend Em is really sick – if there’s anything left after the doctor’s fees, I promise I will send more. Thank you again for everything, goddess, I’d be so lost without you.

Eleanora Cruse stared at the message, at the paltry Tribute, and her cold heart burned with a fury she had never known. She’d counted on a Tribute of at least 10,000 Credits from Nathaniel, had needed it as a stick with which to beat the rest of the Flock into greater donations. And now he had cheated her.

It made no difference to Cruse that he’d apologised, or offered more. It was irrelevant to Cruse that his personal life, his partner, his financial health came first – nor that it was an established fact that any other Findomme in the Colony of New London would have instantly returned his offering given the circumstances.

All Cruse could feel was the shock of betrayal, the sense of having been cheated, swindled by a supporter she had always considered to be one of her most loyal, most reliable paypigs.

Her fingers shook as she pulled the keyboard towards her, her breath coming cold and fast as she entered the main Temple livechat for the first time in months, the stale automation disconnecting the puppet accounts that typically presented as the Voice of Cruse, her assistant Bec’s terminal finally falling silent as the system disconnected.

“Right you pathetic fucking pigs,” Cruse typed, her words slashing across the playful, festive banter of the Flock “Enough of whatever bullshit this is. ‘Oh, merry Christmas Nathaniel! Merry Christmas Calvin! Happy Christmas Francis, sorry you're still busy!’ I’m fucking sick of it!”

The chat fell silent instantly, followed by a flurry of panicked typing as the submissive members of Cruse’s Temple read in shock and misery the anger of their goddess.

“I’ve been streaming for hours,” Cruse typed in a fury – though in truth, her avatars had done all but the most basic introductions to set the date and confirm the illusion that it was genuinely Cruse herself performing live – “Working my fingers to the bone to please you ungrateful shits, and what do I find? You don’t even care!! Playing among yourselves, wishing each other a Happy Christmas?  You bastards want to talk about Christmas?” Cruse typed, her fingers hammering the keys so hard they hurt,

“Let me tell you about Christmas: fucking Nathaniel is trying to cheat me – his own fucking domme!! – at Christmas. So: everyone’s Tribute is increased by 1,000 Credits. Everyone’s orgasms are cancelled. And I’m setting your Cybercages to add an extra 50 edges by tomorrow. Everyone remember to thank Nathaniel for being a pathetic cheating little bitch who doesn’t care about respect!!”

The silence in the Temple chat lasted only for a heartbeat, as submissives across the Colony stared at their screens in dismay, the sick, agonising feeling of having disappointed their Domme hurting most of them far more than the brutal collective punishment Cruse had just lashed out with.

And then, in the horrified, miserable silence of the Temple, the feed erupted.

A hundred voices burst into frantic apologies, half-formed pleas, flustered declarations of loyalty, of dismay at how appallingly Cruse had been treated.

Some tried to distance themselves from Nathaniel at once, loudly blaming him for being such a monstrous, ill-considered sub.

Others begged Cruse to show mercy, offering to pay whatever Nathaniel had cheated her by themselves, if it would only save their fellow Flockmember’s Christmas release.

A few simply typed strings of incoherent panic, trying to shield themselves and purge the awful guilt Cruse had just inflicted simply by showing they were here, they loved her, they needed her as their domme.

The wave of desperation rolled across Cruse’s screen in real time: frantic emojis, broken sentences, contradictory promises, offers to pay extra, self-blame, quiet horror. The Flock had seldom seen her like this, had never witnessed her wrath descending on them in such an explosion of anger, and all assumed that Nathaniel must have sent something truly, sickeningly insulting instead of any offer of Tribute at all.

Even Bec flinched in her cold little server room as the chat’s flood of fear washed across her monitor. She reached instinctively towards her keyboard to soothe them, the way she always did – but Cruse’s system override froze her out.

Cruse watched the chaos with an expression of mild disgust, as though the entire Flock were a single creature thrashing in an unseemly way.

Then, with chilling calm, she typed:

“Silence.”

The panicked flurry of messages halted so abruptly it felt like a physical impact.

“Start edging,” Cruse typed. “I want every one of you maggots in actual physical pain. I can’t believe you’d leave me suffering and fucking chattering. Playing. Ignoring me just to wish each other ‘Merry Christmas’. Anyone who fucking mentions Christmas in this channel again gets kicked. Fucking bullshit.”

Calvin, one of the longest-standing members of the Flock, a fixture in the Temple so well-established and trusted that Cruse had once appointed him a mod, swallowed hard at his desk, and ventured to type:

“I think none of us will ever forgive Nathaniel, Goddess, and we’re so sorry for messing about. We should have done better, Goddess. But please, Goddess... Surely you don’t mean Christmas is bullshit? We can still wish you a merry Christmas?”

Cruse kicked him instantly, banning him from the Temple without a single thought for the years of devotion he’d shown her – or for the fact being kicked meant she’d retain the unlock codes to his Cybercage, currently set to deliver a minimum of 50 random edges a day.

The rest of the Temple fell silent as the Flock began logging off, sobbing to themselves in their mutual isolation.

The chat fell silent. Bec wiped away a tear, shivering anew as the server fans spun down as the load dropped. The “locked boys online” counter fell steadily. Eight hundred. Three hundred. Fifty. One.

And as the misery of Cruse’s anger spread out through her followers, she selected Nathaniel’s private channel, called up his Cybercage management interface on her other terminal, and wrote:

“Now we deal with you.”
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Chapter 2: Greed
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The notification chimed; a soft, incongruously gentle sound, a sound which Cruse hadn’t heard with her own ears for longer than she could remember – and the private 1:1 channel opened. Nathaniel’s username glowed pale on her screen, flickering at the edges, the three dots of a message being composed appearing and vanishing over and over and over again, as Nathaniel desperately tried to find the words to appease Cruse and plead forgiveness for his crime.
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Cruelty and power couldn’t save her.
Hunger and submission might.
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