

Anja and Marsha

Later, when she thought about what happened, Anja could never understand why it had happened to her. She told herself that she was 'nothing special'. Why had she been chosen out of the thousands of people that it could have been? Why would someone so beautiful, so successful and so talented, pick an ordinary person? 

Anja was twenty-three years old and she genuinely believed that she was plain and uninteresting. People that knew Anja always told her that she was far from plain and extremely interesting once she got over her initial shyness. Under pressure, she would admit that her pale complexion and dark blonde hair were not unattractive, but she always insisted that her slender face was not beautiful, only average. Despite having a slim, soft, sensual figure, she thought that her body was just as 'average' as her face. 

She was an intelligent young woman, though her intelligence did not help her self-esteem. Her studies should have reassured her that she would be successful in her career, but she feared that her lack of confidence would always hold her back. 

In her dreams, Anja wished that she could be a gorgeous, confident, talented woman. She sometimes daydreamed of being a glamorous movie star, a woman with poise, sophistication and the sort of face that made hearts freeze or pound depending on the look in her eyes. Her ideal, the person she sometimes imagined being, was Marsha Rowley. The actress fascinated and captivated Anja. There were so many things about Marsha that caught in Anja's mind, like hooks. She could spend hours imagining Marsha's eyes and mouth, picturing the varied expressions that she might see there. The thought of Marsha smiling made her heart melt. To see Marsha angry would be terrifying and thrilling. Then there was Marsha's beautiful body, a body that conveyed a powerful, inescapable sexuality. In her head, before she went to sleep, Anja had knelt at Marsha's feet and begged to kiss any part of her body that Marsha allowed. 

It was natural enough that, when the opportunity to work for Marsha arose, Anja could not resist applying for the job. Marsha was shooting a show in Anja's city and the star wanted a new personal assistant that knew the local area. Anja did not think that she had any chance of getting the job. 

When she was accepted for interview, she was amazed. 

To her disappointment, though, the interview was not with Marsha, it was with a team of her staff. Anja was surprised to find herself feeling quite relaxed during the interview. She was convinced that she would not get the job, so she felt that there was nothing to lose. 

A week after the interview, she was stunned to learn that she had been successful. She called to accept the job immediately, her voice trembling as she spoke on the phone. She could not believe what was happening to her. It felt like one of her dreams. It was so much better than any fantasy, though, this was real. There would be no kneeling at Marsha's feet, of course, there would be work to do, that was all. 

On a grey Monday morning, Anja put on her smartest white blouse, a black skirt and some sensible black shoes. When she checked her appearance in the mirror, she saw that she looked professional and sensible, like a young college professor. Her confident appearance masked her inner turmoil. Inside, she was a mixture of terror and excitement. She was certain that she would make a fool of herself and lose the job immediately. Surely a goddess like Marsha could not tolerate a nervous mouse like herself? 

The journey to Marsha's hotel felt like a dream. None of the people, cars or buildings were real. The world was a strange, meaningless mist as Anja floated towards her destination. All she could think about was the fact that she was soon going to meet her idol. Anja had been a fan girl for Marsha for years now. Even though she knew that this was not a prank, she did not believe that she was really going to be face to face with the queen of all movie stars. 

The security guards at the hotel helped convince Anja that this was all real. “Miss Rowley's new assistant?” the first guard asked. He was a huge, muscular man in a dark suit. His eyes flicked between the phone in his hand and Anja's face, checking her photograph and details. 

“Yes, that's right. I'm Anja Stafford,” she said, surprised that her voice sounded sane and competent. Inside, she was screaming like a hysterical fan. 

The guard's granite face split into a friendly smile. “I'm Mike, head of security. You can go straight up. Marsha's ready for you... and don't worry, she's a dream to work for,” he said, giving her a reassuring wink. 

“Thanks,” said Anja, smiling back at the guard. Perhaps he had sensed some of her nervousness, she thought. 

The ride up in the elevator took less than thirty seconds. In Anja's mind, it took years. When the elevator reached the top floor, it opened onto the entrance hall of the penthouse suite. To Anja's great surprise, Marsha was waiting for her. 

“Hey, I'm Marsha,” she said, as though she might not be recognized. In real life, she was even more stunning than on screen. She was wearing a light, white jacket over a beautiful white dress. She wore black heels, a stark contrast to the white dress, heels that made her taller than Anja. 

To Anja's eyes, there was a goddess in front of her. “I'm Anja,” she managed to say. She even managed to step out of the elevator without tripping over or collapsing into a faint. 

Marsha's beautiful mouth broke into a huge, welcoming smile. “I recognize you from your interview. I watched your video over and over. The team thought you seemed confident and relaxed. There was something else, though, wasn't there? I could see what you really are,” she said. Her words were friendly and gentle, but she had a strange, meaningful look in her eyes. 

“What I really am?” Anja asked, puzzled. She had not expected to be confused this early in the job. 

Marsha gave a soft, musical laugh. “You're a natural submissive. I hope that doesn't upset you. If you tell me I’m wrong, you can get on with ordinary chores. If you tell me that I'm right, though, we might have a more exciting time. What do you say, Anja? Am I right or wrong?” Marsha said, looking at Anja with her utterly calm, icy-blue eyes. 

Anja felt like she had been caught in a trap, though it was a trap that she had no desire to escape. She had no idea how Marsha had guessed.  “You're right,” she whispered, feeling her pale face blush a deep red. 

Marsha smiled as though Anja's blush was the most amusing and adorable thing that she had ever seen. “We're going to have such fun,” she said, her eyes glinting wickedly.  

Marsha told her to come through to the kitchen. They would talk over coffee. There was a great deal for them to discuss. Anja felt completely overwhelmed, like she had walked into a fever dream that lay somewhere between a perfect fantasy and a complete nightmare. She was flattered and excited, naturally, that Hollywood’s most beautiful woman was expressing an interest in her, but she could not help being intimidated. Marsha was a millionaire, a star and had the looks of a goddess. Anja saw herself as being of average intelligence, average looks and far below average in confidence. What could a woman like Marsha possibly see in her? 

“You don’t need to look so scared,” said Marsha sweetly as she started to prepare coffee. She looked over to where Anja sat at the kitchen table and gave the nervous young woman a wide, sparkling smile. “Nothing is going to happen that you don’t want to happen. You’ll be my assistant, just as the interview promised. It’s just that you can be my assistant with certain benefits, if you like?” 

Anja swallowed. Her throat felt dry.  “I like the idea. I really do. I just don’t have any experience with being a real submissive. I’ve read books and watched… well, movies and uh… you know. I just don’t know what we do for real. Do I need a special contract? What are the rules? Do I have a safe word?” She had been in the hotel suite for less than ten minutes and she already felt like a naïve idiot. 

As the water boiled, Marsha grinned and gave a soft, friendly laugh. “You’re adorable, you know that? I know it sounds kinda mean, but I love how nervous you look. Don’t ever lose that. I always want you to be just a little scared of me, you know?” she said, her gaze staying on Anja’s blushing face. Marsha’s charismatic, unwavering stare made Anja feel like a mouse that was being watched by a cat. 

“I think I’ll always be scared of you, you’re Marsha Rowley!” said Anja, blushing at her own honesty. Just the way she said Marsha’s name showed that she worshipped her. The name was sacred, a prayer in four syllables. 

“And when we’re alone, I’m Mistress,” Marsha said gently. Her voice did not get louder or crueller, but it was filled suddenly with unmistakeable authority. She kept her gaze on Anja, burning through her soul with those beautiful eyes. 

“Yes Mistress,” Anja managed to whisper, her voice hoarse with excitement. She was trembling just from saying it. She had always wanted to say this to Marsha and now Marsha was telling her that she had to. 

“Good girl, we’re making a start,” said Marsha, turning her attention back to the coffee. 

Anja felt like the sun had gone behind a cloud. When Marsha looked at her, she burned. When Marsha looked away, she froze. It was impossible to be comfortable in the presence of such a powerful, gorgeous woman. 

When Marsha turned back, she had everything prepared on a tray. The coffee smelt wicked and delicious as Marsha placed it on the table. She had made an effort to present everything beautifully. It seemed like Marsha did everything with style and elegance, from making a movie to making a coffee. “There now,” she said, sitting down and turning her powerful stare back to Anja. “We can discuss our plans and drink coffee like civilised women.” 

Anja smiled shyly. She wanted to say that they were one woman and one goddess, but she did not dare to give that compliment yet. “I still can’t believe that I’m here with you and having this conversation. I have to admit that I’m a total fangirl,” she said. 

Marsha giggled and struck a modelling pose. Then she laughed, breaking the pose, and said, “You’re a fan of the image. Now you get to be a fan of the person that creates it. I hope you like the real person as much as the characters and the photos and the movies.” 

“I like you more as a real person,” Anja said. She knew that her voice sounded desperate and whiny. She wanted Marsha to know that she was not just dumb girl with a crush on a star. There was something deeper in her feelings. She hoped that she could prove it in time. 

“Perhaps you do. We’ll see how much you like me when I’m punishing you,” said Marsha, a dark, wicked smile appearing on her face. 

“What will you punish me for?” Anja whispered. She could not sip her coffee, she was too nervous. Punishment ought to terrify her and, in a way, it did. However, she could not deny to herself that she craved the possibility of being punished. 

Marsha shrugged. “I’ll punish you if you disobey. I’ll punish you when you don’t follow my instructions to my satisfaction. If I’m honest, sometimes I’ll punish you just for fun,” she said, talking as though these were innocent amusements. Marsha could not have been more casual if she had been talking about the weather. 

Anja tried to swallow her nerves, but her throat felt paralysed. Her heart was beating so hard that she found it difficult to control her voice. “Can I have a safe word? So, if it’s all too much I can tell you without causing a scene?” she whispered. 

“Of course,” said Marsha. “If you say the word ‘Scarlet’, I’ll stop whatever I’m doing and we’ll talk about how we can make you feel safe and comfortable again. Does that sound good?” 

Anja nodded eagerly. She felt safer already. She was in the presence of a goddess, but Marsha was a merciful goddess. 

“Does that sound good?” repeated Marsha, a steely command revealing itself in her voice. 

“Oh!” gasped Anja. “Yes, yes Mistress!” she said hurriedly, realizing that she ought to speak more respectfully. 

Marsha nodded, accepting the apology. “We’ve only just started and you’ve made your first slip up. I think the punishment can be very mild, don’t you?” she said, taking a sip of her coffee. Her delicious lips looked so good on the coffee cup that Anja found herself wishing she could swap places with it. It would be better to be an inanimate object that was touching Marsha’s lips then a silly assistant that had forgotten to be respectful. 

“Whatever you decide, Mistress,” Anja said. She was stunned at how natural it felt to say it. She had always thought that BDSM would feel theatrical and false. With Marsha, it seemed perfectly normal and utterly sincere. 

“I think you should begin by showing me your body. Stand up,” Marsha said, leaning back comfortably in her chair and sipping her coffee again. She watched with mild interest as Anja stood up and turned around, letting Marsha see her from every angle. “Charming,” Marsha said. “Now, undress for me. And don’t just take your clothes off like it’s the end of a long day. I want you to show me something sensual.” 

The beating of Anja’s heart was so intense that she thought she might faint. The command was simultaneously arousing and terrifying. Anja was not an exhibitionist and she doubted that she could strip ‘sensually’. It was a terrifying, intimidating prospect. She looked at Marsha with desperate eyes, hoping for mercy or at least some tips on stripping. 

Marsha rolled her eyes and chuckled. “Poor little mouse. Just do your best. Take it slowly. Reveal yourself to me as though you’re something delicate and precious that I’ve just bought. Don’t tear off the wrapper, unveil my new toy,” Marsha said, making slow, smooth gestures in the air as though she could remove Anja’s clothes by magic. 

This was Anja’s opportunity to impress the Goddess of her dreams and she was terrified that she did not have the skills or confidence to do it. She doubted she could have performed a strip tease for an established lover, let alone the most beautiful woman in the world. Marsha had worked alongside talented and gorgeous actresses; she would surely find it absurd to watch someone so plain taking off her clothes while blushing and trembling with nerves. 

“Stand up,” said Marsha. Her voice was gentle, but the order was clear. She did not expect to wait. She certainly did not expect to be ignored. 

Anja got to her feet. She felt as though the room were spinning. It was impossible to ignore an order from her Mistress. The order, however impossible, had to be obeyed. She looked at Marsha, hesitating, wishing that she could have more orders, more instructions on how to satisfy. 

There was a suspicion of sympathy on Marsha’s face. She had the expression of a frustrated teacher trying to help an eager, but slow student. “Start with your blouse,” said Marsha. “Open just the top button.” 

Anja was afraid that her fingers would fumble and she would fail at this most basic of first tasks. It ought to be simple to open a button. She dressed and undressed every day. Under the gaze of Marsha, though, it felt like diffusing a bomb. She reached up to the button and started to open it. Despite her nerves and her fear that she would fail, the button slid open. She breathed deeply, feeling relieved. It was a small first step, yet it felt like a triumph. 

Marsha laughed. It was a sound of pure delight. “You look so pleased with yourself, it’s adorable,” she said. The laughter escaped from her in little bubbles of sweet mirth. 

Anja blushed. Marsha’s laughter was simultaneously condescending and affectionate. There was something intoxicating about feeling humiliated and supported at the same time. “Shall I continue, Mistress?” she asked. Now that Marsha was laughing at her so warmly, it felt easier to keep undressing. 

“You must,” said Marsha, trying to sip her coffee despite her giggles. 

Anja opened her next button with ease. As she did so, she reflected that she ought to be trying to make the action more sensual. It was good that she could perform a simple act successfully, but she should try to please her Mistress with artistic flair, not just practicality. On the next button, she took her time, bowing her head and looking meekly at Marsha from under her eyelashes. 

Marsha stopped giggling and gently clapped her hands. “You’re learning quickly,” she said, sounding impressed. “I like the bowed head, it’s a nice touch. That meek little glance is sweet. It’s all an act, though, isn’t it? It’s flirtation. You’re teasing me. Don’t get me wrong, I love being teased. You’ll answer for it, mind you. I’ll remember what a little tease you were.” 

This was a conundrum. Anja was not sure whether she was in trouble or receiving approval. Marsha was pleased to be teased and she was saying that it would have consequences. Now Anja was faced with a choice. She could stop flirting and choose to undress plainly or she could continue to be sweetly teasing. The teasing would probably lead to dark consequences. 

Anja decided to continue with the teasing. 

As she opened the next button of her blouse, she gently bit her bottom lip. It was the perfect expression of false shyness, a little coquettish expression of theatrical innocence. 

“Oh, you’re a naughty one,” said Marsha in a soft, dangerous voice. “You were nervous and trembling, now you’re giving me that smouldering look. You’re playing with fire and you like it. Don’t worry, I like it too. I just can’t decide whether I’ll punish you or reward you for it. Perhaps with a girl like you, the two things are almost the same.” 

Marsha’s words made Anja suppress a little giggle of her own. She had to admit that she would find it hard to choose between a punishment and a reward if it were Marsha delivering them. Anja could not imagine that a punishment from Marsha would not excite her. It would be just as good as any reward. 

As she opened the next button, Anja kept looking at her Mistress and she licked her lips as suggestively as she could. It was far from subtle. She was displaying her shapely breasts now, feeling more pleased than usual with how they looked in the pretty bra. The way that Marsha gazed at her made her feel desirable. It was as though Marsha’s eyes were a mirror that reflected only the most attractive version of herself. 

“Such a naughty, naughty girl,” said Marsha, sounding impressed. “It’s always the quiet ones, or so they say. Now that you know what you’re doing, keep going. I think that on this occasion, I’ll allow you to keep the underwear. At least for now. I think you’re the sort of girl that likes to wear pretty things and you’ll look lovely bent over my kitchen table in those lacy scanties.” Marsha gave Anja a smug smile. There was more than one tease in the room. 

It was impossible for Anja to disguise her excitement as she hurried to get out of her clothes. She stopped teasing now and rushed to get naked. She wanted to be bent over the table. She wanted whatever came next. 

The sudden rushing made Marsha laugh again. She took a long sip of her coffee and then shook her head. “First you were nervous. Then you were a tease. And now you’re a little slut who can’t wait to tear her clothes off,” Marsha said. “I’m sure in time we’ll teach you some self-control. At the moment, I don’t know if you’re going to be bratty or slutty or a timid little good girl. What fun we can have finding out together.” 

Anja was standing in nothing but her underwear, suddenly feeling very aware of how strange this was and how vulnerable she felt. She looked up at Marsha again, this time without any pretence. She did not flirt or tease. All that was in Anja’s face was honest fear and sincere desire. 

“I think it’s time for you to bend over the table, don’t you?” said Marsha. She stood up, putting down her coffee on the tray and moving everything off the table to the counter. While Marsha was clearing the table, Anja bent over putting her hands flat where the coffee had been only a moment ago. The scene in the kitchen had shifted from one of everyday normality to one of sophisticated depravity. Anja wondered if she was bending low enough, but she was sure her Mistress would tell her. 

Marsha walked slowly around the table and around her submissive new assistant. “Bend lower. Tits on the table. I want you totally passive, not braced for impact,” said Marsha, with a firm edge in her voice that promised discipline. 

Feeling more nervous than ever, Anja lay flat on the table with her feet firmly on the floor. Instinctively, her hands gripped the edge of the table. She felt like she had to hang on, like a drowning woman clinging to driftwood. She was drowning in the excitement of complete submission. A heat and wetness were growing between her legs and she was afraid of Marsha touching her there and discovering just how aroused all this was making her. 

Marsha stood perfectly still behind Anja, letting the tension build to a point where Anja wanted to scream. Then Marsha said, “You undressed for me like a little tease, didn’t you? You wanted to turn me on. It worked. That’s you trying to have power over me, though, isn’t it? You tried to use those feminine wiles to excite me and control me. Don’t misunderstand me, it was hot. It was also very naughty. Now you have to face the consequences of your actions. You want to turn me on? You did. You wanted to see what would happen when I got excited? Let me show you.” 

With no warning, Marsha slapped Anja on the ass so hard that Anja’s cry of pain and alarm rang out completely uncontrolled. “Keep your voice down, you little tart,” whispered Marsha, leaning over Anja’s back and putting her mouth to Anja’s ear. “We’ve only just started and I can’t tolerate you shrieking the whole time.” 

It had begun. 

Anja gasped and, instinctively, turned to look at Marsha. She also reached back to rub her stinging buttocks. She had expected to be spanked, it had clearly been the purpose of bending over the table, yet the blow, when it fell, had surprised her with its suddenness and power.   

“Don’t look at me until I say so,” said Marsha, firmly pushing Anja back into position. “You keep your hands gripping the sides and your tits on the tabletop, you bad girl. You have to learn some self-control. I’m going to teach you to stay calm under pressure. Any assistant of mine needs a cool head. Now, don’t move while I spank you. All I want you to do is count each slap on your firm little behind. That first one was just a practice.” 

Anja gritted her teeth and closed her eyes, waiting for the next spank. It was not as hard this time, though it seemed to hurt more as her buttocks were already burning from the last one. She gasped in pain and almost looked back at Marsha in the hope of mercy. Then she realized that she must not disobey orders. She had to stay in position. Suddenly she stiffened. She had remembered that she was meant to be counting. “One, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” she said, hoping that her polite tone would let her be forgiven for her slow response. 

Marsha ran a hand gently over Anja’s backside and then slapped it again. It did not need to be that hard anymore, not now it was so sensitive. 

“Two, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” Anja said, trying to keep the pain out of her voice. She wanted to be calm and in control, just like Marsha. Marsha exuded an unshakeable charisma, a suggestion that she would be able to confront any situation. It was not that Marsha lacked emotions, she just knew how to keep them in check. She was truly the Mistress of her own world. 

“You can dispense with the thanks until I’m finished with you. Just keep up the count,” said Marsha. Then she gave Anja’s backside a slap that made the poor girl yelp in shock. The gentle spanks had been a trick to make her let her guard down. Anja had been relaxed and unprepared for the far heavier blow. 

“Three, Mistress,” Anja managed to say, trying her best to keep her voice from quivering. She could feel tears of shock prickling in her eyes. Her buttocks felt like they were burning. 

Marsha laughed softly. “Your bum is getting as red as your face, little girl,” she said, bending low over Anja’s back again. “I think you’re embarrassed at both ends. You love it, though, don’t you? You love being bent over and spanked. You know you’re a bad girl and you know you deserve it, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Mistress. I deserve it,” whispered Anja. Marsha was right that she liked it. It was painful and embarrassing and that only served to make it more exciting. 

Another slap rang out and Anja winced, using all of her willpower to maintain her position and keep her cool. She wondered if Marsha would really be happy with a totally impassive slave. She would probably beat her until there was some reaction. She could not imagine Marsha not wanting even a small gasp of shock. “Four, Mistress,” said Anja, speaking as simply as she could. She wanted her voice to convey nothing but professionalism. She did not want to sound fearful or upset. She did not want a trace of pain in her words. Marsha ought to hear the voice of an unflappable assistant and an obedient submissive. 

“You’re doing so well at hiding it, little girl,” said Marsha. When she spoke, she enjoyed bending over Anya so that her clothed breasts just brushed the trembling girl’s shoulder blades. “You’re hiding the pain and you’re trying to hide the excitement too, aren’t you, you little slut? If I put my hand between your legs right now, what would I find?” 

Anja froze. She had been asked directly, she could not lie to her Mistress. “You would find that I’m wet, Mistress. I think I might be so wet that it’s soaking my panties,” she whispered. She felt an equal sensation of shame and delight at this confession. She was telling Marsha Rowley that she was wet for her. It was insane and beautiful. 

Marsha giggled, her breasts trembling against Anja’s back. “Would you like it if I touched you there?” she said, her lips almost touching Anja’s ear. 

“Yes, Mistress!” moaned Anja. She realized too late that she had allowed her desperate arousal to suffuse her words. She had not remained calm. 

This time Marsha’s laugh was triumphant and cruel. “You can’t hide what a little slut you are, can you? So desperate for it! You’re not getting that, little slut. You’re getting spanked more!” Marsha said, standing up straight and then unleashing four ringing, stinging slaps in quick succession. 

“Five, six, seven, eight, Mistress!” yelped Anja, her hands gripping the sides of the table until her knuckles were white. She shuddered in pain and shame. It was almost impossible to control herself around Marsha. Anja had never met a woman who could inspire such fear and such lust at the same time. 

“You want it so much. You’re such a little slut,” said Marsha, trailing her fingertips over Anja’s burning buttocks. “What are you?” 

“I’m a little slut, Mistress,” whispered Anja. The worst part was that she thought it was true. She was not simply repeating what Marsha had said so that her Mistress would be happy. Anja really felt like she was a slut for Marsha. She would do whatever Marsha desired and follow any command, no matter how humiliating. This was not some silly game where she pretended to be helpless, Anja really was unable to resist Marsha’s orders and allure. 

“Yes, you are,” said Marsha, laughing more loudly. She ran her fingertips over Anja’s buttocks and upper thighs, coming close to touching Anja more intimately, but always moving away at the last moment. Just as Anja was settling into the gentle stroking, Marsha slapped her again, making her squirm and whine with pain and frustration. 

“Nine, Mistress,” whined Anja. Her backside hurt and she was aching to be touched properly. She wanted Marsha to pull her panties aside and bring her to orgasm with her fingers. It would take mere seconds to cum if it was Marsha doing the touching. Just thinking about it made Anja wetter and she was tempted to try rubbing her legs together just to stimulate herself. No, that was too risky. Marsha was no fool, she would understand that Anja was trying to enjoy pleasures that she had not been allowed. 

“I can tell from the way you move that you want it so, so badly,” said Marsha. She sounded amused and more than a little cruel. “You can’t have it. Not yet. I don’t know if you’ll ever get what you want. Maybe it’s more fun to just keep you desperate forever. I want you to ache for me.” 

“I do ache for you, Mistress,” whined Anja. 

“Shut up, little tart!” said Marsha, with a dismissive laugh. “I don’t need your input. I know what’s happening. You want to rub that slutty little pussy while you think of me. I’m sure you’ve done it before. Even better, you want me to rub it. Well, that won’t be happening. You’re getting one more spank and this will be a hard one. Try not to scream.” 

Marsha had not lied. The final slap on Anja’s buttocks elicited a strangled noise of pain and shock from the submissive girl. Even Marsha gasped, rubbing her sore hand. “That was a good one!” Marsha said, sounding impressed at herself. “I wonder if you’ll have a big bruise in the shape of my hand when you get up tomorrow. I hope so. I see it as leaving my signature on you, showing that you’re mine,” she said. “Now, I think I’ve spanked you enough for a while. I want you to kneel on the floor like a good little slave and wait for more instructions. Don’t look at me and don’t talk to me until I say you can. Just kneel and wait like an obedient little bitch.” 

Despite the shaking of her legs, Anja managed to get to the floor and kneel. Her backside was hurting in a way that she had never felt and she felt shaken. Meeting Marsha Rowley would have been enough to intimidate her, but being Dominated by Marsha was something that she could never have prepared for. She took the opportunity to breathe and reflect on how quickly she had stepped in a world of submission. All it had taken was for Marsha to confidently state that she knew the truth and Anja’s mask of normality had fallen away. Although it was strange, it was not unwelcome. She felt as though she had discovered a doorway into a magical world. There was a great deal to fear in this new world, but there were also delights that she had only seen in her dreams. 

While Anja knelt quietly on the floor, Marsha cleared away the coffee things. Anja thought that she could offer to do the chores for Marsha, but orders were orders. She had been told to kneel and she would kneel. It did not seem like the right moment to take the initiative and offer to wash the coffee cups. What Marsha wanted now was quiet and stillness from her slave. Anja imagined that Marsha’s normal life was full of sound and activity, so it was probably a great relief to be in the company of someone who knew when to shut up and stay still. 

Marsha’s phone rang and Anja nearly jumped at the sound. She kept herself calm and stayed in her kneeling position while Marsha took the call. 

“Yes, the new assistant’s here,” said Marsha. She paced the room behind Anja while she talked. “She seems like a bright girl, but I’m going to need to spend a lot of time training her. I think she’ll be a fast learner, but I really want some intensive time just me and her. Yes. Yes. I know, it’s the best way to get her up to scratch.” The tone of Marsha’s voice suggested that the conversation was commonplace. From Anja’s perspective, however, it all referred to submission. Marsha wanted to take the time to train Anja as a good submissive, not just a good assistant. To Marsha’s agent and other employees, Anja would seem like a member of staff. Only Marsha and Anja would know the truth. The new girl was not a simple assistant, she was a slave, a pet and a slut. 

Anja knelt on the floor and felt a paradoxical mixture of humility and pride. She had been chosen by Marsha. She had been chosen because she was eager to please, she was obsessed with Marsha’s beauty and she was an entirely natural submissive. She had not been trained by other Dommes or Doms, she was a complete novice in the ways of submission. That was exactly what Marsha needed. The Mistress wanted a girl that she could mould exactly as she chose, a pliable mind and a supple body that would become the perfect assistant and the perfect sub. 

“I’ll spend today putting her through her paces,” said Marsha. “I won’t bring her to the shoot later, she’ll need some time to recover after the day I’m planning for her. Haha, yes! Yes, I promise to be gentle. No, I don’t think I’ll break her, silly. Okay. Okay, bye now.” Marsha ended the call and walked away from the kitchen. 

Anja knelt on the floor, wondering when her Mistress would come back. She strained her ears, trying to hear where Marsha had gone in the apartment. She felt like a dog waiting for her owner to return home. She did not whine and whimper with loneliness, but she felt that she might do if Marsha left her for long enough. 

Seconds passed and became minutes. Anja started to get paranoid. Perhaps all this was a cruel prank. Marsha might have left. There might be hidden cameras. The aim of this might be total humiliation. Anja’s fear increased with every minute that passed. She wondered if Marsha was watching her, waiting for her to move so that she could be punished. Worse than that, she wondered if Marsha had simply left the apartment to punish Anja for being such an inadequate sub. 

To her surprise, Anja felt tears starting to trickle down her cheeks. It was not the pain in her backside, nor was it the pain in her knees. What hurt most was the idea that Marsha might have abandoned her. Anja wondered if she could simply say her safe word, stand up, dress and then leave. That would put an end to the fear and doubt. 

She told herself not to be foolish. Less than five minutes had elapsed. She was simply having a very understandable reaction to an extremely intense meeting with an exceptionally beautiful and charismatic woman. She would wait patiently and prove to Marsha that a simple spanking and some mild humiliation would not stop her from being a good assistant and an excellent submissive. 

Three more minutes passed and Anja’s tears dried. She did not dry her tears, she stayed still. If Marsha asked why she had cried, she would be honest. She was learning to control her emotions and she was not yet perfect at it. She would accept any punishment if Marsha decided it was necessary. 

“Crawl through to the living room,” called Marsha. She sounded calm. 

Anja got on all fours and crawled slowly across the immaculate floors of the apartment. She did not dawdle and she did not scurry. She moved with what she hoped was as much poise and dignity as a slave can express. As she entered the living room, she glanced up at Marsha and saw the amused and imperious expression on her face. 

“Don’t look me in the eye without permission,” said Marsha. She spoke gently, explaining rather than admonishing. “That’s right, bow your head unless I tell you otherwise. I can see you’ve cried. Don’t worry about that, I quite like it. It isn’t necessary, though. I don’t want to crush you beyond your limits. I like the balancing act, going far enough for it to be exciting, but not so far that I break you. Now, I did a lot of dancing yesterday, so my feet are aching. Sit cross-legged on the floor in front of me and massage my feet.” 

Immediately, Anja assumed a new position. She sat in front of Marsha and accepted her Mistress’s feet in her lap. Then, with reverence and the intent to soothe, she began the massage. She desperately wanted to please her Mistress. She did not do it in the hope of a reward, she was simply glad to give any form of pleasure to the goddess that sat looking down at her. 

“I think this is working out very well,” said Marsha. Although Anja could not see her Mistress’s face, she knew she was giving a wicked smile. 

Anja sat with her legs crossed, feeling small and submissive. Marsha’s perfect feet were in her lap and, with shaking hands, she began to massage them. Without wanting to seem strange or creepy, Anja studied Marsha’s feet. The toes were long and, to Anja’s eyes, elegant. It interested Anja that Marsha’s big toes were actually shorter than the rest, it was a little quirk that made them even more pretty. Although Marsha’s smallest toes bent in, signifying a life spent in tight, fashionable shoes, they did seem warped or unattractive. Like the rest of Anja’s Mistress, her feet were delectable. 

There was deep red varnish on Marsha’s toenails. It had been applied expertly. Anja thought of her own feet and felt that they could never equal the ones she currently held in her hands. Anja had the feet of a human being; Marsha had the feet of an angel. It was possible to imagine that Marsha’s smooth soles had never touched the ground. She was too pristine a being to walk like everyone else. Marsha floated above it all, her feet never sullied by the earth. It struck Anja that Marsha’s feet really were exceptionally clean. She wondered if her Mistress had bathed especially, knowing that she would be the subject of such scrutiny. 

“Hey, Dolly Daydreams!” snapped Marsha, looking down at Anja with an irritable and puzzled expression. “I thought I told you to massage my feet, not just hold onto them and stare. God, you’re not a weirdo with a foot fetish, are you?” 

Anja froze and looked up, feeling like a rabbit gazing up into the eyes of a wolf. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” she whimpered, starting to move her fingers more firmly, rubbing any tension from Marsha’s soles. 

“Oh my god, you do have a foot fetish!” Marsha said, smirking. There was some cruelty in her voice, but there was also delighted amusement. It pleased her to have knowledge about Anja, especially something potentially embarrassing, something that could be used to tease. “I bet you’re loving this, aren’t you?” she said, making her voice lower and more seductive. 

Anja did not know what to say. She could lie and say that she did not feel anything. That would surely result in Marsha mocking her viciously. She could tell the truth and say that Marsha had lovely feet and that she found them both sexy and beautiful. That would, of course, result in just as much teasing. “I do love it, Mistress,” she said, feeling that a combination of honesty and ambiguity was the only course of action. 

“I bet you do, you funny little slave. Look at you, so happy down on the floor, rubbing my feet like a good girl. Not such a good girl, though. Is it turning you on?” said Marsha, a darkly amused look on her face. 

Anja stared up into the face that she knew so well from the movies. She felt like she was staring into a dream that had been brought to life. “It… it is, Mistress,” she confessed, feeling her blush rising from her neck, up her face and into the roots of her hair. 

“You keep looking me in the eye without permission,” said Marsha, sounding stern again. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” Anja gasped, staring back down at the gorgeous feet in her almost-naked lap. She focussed on giving a good foot-massage, working her fingers between Marsha’s precious toes. At the same time, she tried not to think about her hot her backside felt from the spanking or how wet she was between her legs. 

“Mmm, that’s a nice massage, slave. Keep it up, okay? I’m going to make some calls,” said Marsha. 

Anja almost looked up. She caught herself just in time and whispered, “Yes, Mistress.” She felt totally subservient to her Mistress. Marsha would call important people and have vital conversations. All that Anja would do was use her fingers to ease the tension in Marsha’s soles. Despite feeling humiliated by her position, Anja also felt a sense of comfort and safety. The world just felt right like this. She was exactly where she belonged, beneath the feet of Mistress Marsha. 

Marsha started to talk on the phone. “I’ll be ready to shoot in two days, David, but will the production be ready? I’m not having another incident where I turn up for work and spend the whole day in my trailer. If you don’t need me, don’t call me to the set,” she said. She did not sound petulant or unreasonable, only firm and self-confident. She was a woman who knew her own worth. 

Anja wondered what the man on the phone would be saying. He would probably be apologising effusively, desperate to keep his star happy. Marsha was a professional and she did not throw silly tantrums, but nor did she suffer fools gladly. 

“You can send the diary through to my new assistant. I’ll email you her contact details. She’s totally new, so she might be hopeless, but I want to try her out. Ha, yes, like breaking in a pony. No, don’t worry, I’ll be very gentle with her,” said Marsha, chuckling in a way that the man on the phone would never understand, not truly. He would never be aware of the depths in Marsha’s psyche. “Well, I’ll see you on set. Don’t work too hard. Bye now.” 

When she ended the call, she immediately made another, saying nothing to Anja. Being left out of the conversations and being talked about like she was not there made Anja burn with humiliation. She felt like she hardly mattered to the important people in Marsha’s life. Anja was a simple servant, a girl that could be hired and fired without a thought. Marsha had said that she would be broken in, like a pony. That made sense. She was a beast of burden to Marsha. She had value as long as she behaved correctly and performed the tasks required of her. 

Anja longed to look up and gaze at the exquisite face of her Mistress. That was against the rules, though. Marsha’s feet were all that Anja deserved. She supposed that was more than enough. In truth, being given the task of massaging these gorgeous feet was a blessing. With every firm rub of Marsha’s sole, Anja felt as aroused as she would do rubbing between her own legs. It was absurd, but she was starting to think that, given long enough, she could actually orgasm just from touching Marsha’s feet. The simple proximity of her Mistress was enough to make Anja aroused, being allowed to touch such a goddess was almost painfully exciting. 

Marsha’s new phone call seemed less business-like and more intimate. “Hey, bitch, how’s it going?” Marsha said, her voice as breezy as a high school girl’s. “God, tell me about it. Yeah, the new one arrived. Not too bad, to be honest. I think she’ll be an improvement on the last one,” she said. 

Anja longed to look up. She knew that Marsha was staring down, willing her to break the rules. If she looked up now, Marsha would catch her and then there would be more punishment. That was a conundrum. Anja wanted to be punished. She could not, though, simply break rules on purpose, that would feel forced and manipulative. Punishment would feel better if it was deserved. When she broke a rule by mistake, she would get the punishment, not before. If she misbehaved on purpose, Marsha might punish her with something worse than a spanking. Being smacked on the bottom hurt, but it also brought pleasure. The true punishment would be exclusion. If Marsha sent her away for the day, it would break her heart. She had to do everything she could to be a good submissive. That way Marsha would see her sincerity and appreciate it. That way the punishments would be things that she could tolerate and, perhaps, secretly enjoy. 

“She knows how to follow simple instructions, so that’s a start. She seems a little timid, but you know me, I kinda like that. Yeah. I know, I know, I’m such a bitch. It’s cute, though, when they gasp and blush and say sorry all the time. Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of her. How did the shoot go? Was the wrap party wild?” said Marsha. 

Anja swore that she could feel the heat of Marsha’s gaze on her head. She would not crack. She stared only at the perfectly pedicured feet in her lap. Anja’s fingers worked firmly against Marsha’s soles and she thought that she heard her Mistress give a sigh of pleasure. Perhaps even a pathetic little servant could be of use, Anja thought. 

Marsha was quiet, listening to her unknown friend tell a lengthy anecdote. While she sat and listened, Marsha stretched her toes and wiggled them as Anja worked. It was partly a response to how good the massage felt and partly a way to tease Anja. Whatever the reason for it, Anja loved seeing Marsha’s pretty toes moving against her fingers. It felt incredibly intimate to be touching this way. Anja doubted that they would ever hold hands or kiss, but this intimacy was allowed. It made Anja feel close to fainting with happiness. There could be few honours greater than doing this for her Mistress. 

Eventually the call came to an end and Marsha put down the phone. “You can look up now,” she said, her tone mild. 

Anja looked up, gazing into the beautiful, mocking eyes of the most gorgeous woman on the planet. Marsha smirked and giggled. 

“You’re just like a puppy I used to have. Those big eyes staring up. That’s enough of you playing with my feet, you little pervert. We’re going to go and get you dress. Now, I’m going to get up and walk slowly to the kitchen where you took off your clothes like a little slut. You’re going to crawl behind me. I want you to keep in perfect rhythm. It shows that you can pay attention and stay in synch with me. It’s really important to this job that you’re in synch with me,” she said, pulling her feet from Anja’s disappointed grasp. 

Marsha stood up gracefully, wiggling her toes against the floor. “You’re not bad at the foot massage, slave. I might let you do it again sometime. Now, get on all fours, little puppy. I’ll walk and you’ll follow,” she said. 

“Yes, Mistress,” Anja whispered. She got on all fours, feeling the strange mixture of shame and contentment that Marsha stirred in her. It was pathetic to crawl around like a dog, but it felt completely appropriate. In any other circumstances, for any other person, Anja would hate doing this. Crawling for Marsha made Anja feel a sense of belonging that she had always learned to experience. 

When they reached Anja’s clothes, Marsha pointed at them and said, “Get dressed now. We’ve had enough fun for the day. We need to do some real work. I’ve got to brief you on my schedule and then I want to run some lines. I hope you’re as good at administration as you are at foot massages.” 

As Anja dressed, she felt embarrassed. It was strange to be putting on clothes and to feel ashamed. She wondered if this was how a person felt after an ill-advised night of passion. She told herself that she had only been following Marsha’s orders. Still, it was embarrassing to Anja to know that following those orders had made her so aroused. She wondered if Marsha felt even a tiny amount of the same excitement. It would be silly, though, to imagine that a goddess would feel anything other than amusement from playing with Anja. 

“Good, all dressed,” said Marsha, running her eyes up and down Anja. “Ready for business?” 

Anja nodded and said, “Yes, Mistress.” 

Marsha winced and said, “You can call me that in private, but not in company, you know? I hope you can walk that particular tightrope.” 

“I can,” said Anja, her head bowed. 

Marsha chuckled and said, “I think I believe you. You can look at me again now. I don’t want things to be weird while we’re working. Let’s go through and sit down. You have to catch up fast.” 

They spent the rest of their time together working professionally. Despite what she had been through, Anja proved that she was intelligent and meticulous. For her part, Marsha was dedicated and thorough. She took the meeting seriously, showing no signs of slipping into her role as the Mistress. Nevertheless, Anja felt certain that she could sense the mischievous, powerful persona lurking beneath Marsha’s professionalism. 

At the end of their work, Marsha dismissed Anja with professional politeness. She gave no sign that anything unusual had transpired between them. 

On her way home, Anja tried to process what had happened between them. It was possible that Marsha did this with all her assistants. It could be that Marsha searched for women who seemed submissive by nature, seeking an outlet for her own Dominant tendencies. Anja had no idea whether she was special and Marsha had trusted her with a wonderful secret or whether she was simply a new toy in a long line of playthings. Relationships were always complicated and fraught with ambiguity in Anja’s experience, but this new entanglement was beyond anything that she had known. Even without the submission, relating to Marsha would have been difficult. Marsha was beautiful, charismatic and powerful, it was natural to find her intimidating. With the added dimension of psychosexual games, the job of personal assistant was going to be overwhelming. 

It might, Anja thought, be most sensible to quit. Marsha’s behaviour had not been professional. It was, doubtless, illegal. There were employment laws to protect workers from predatory bosses. Anja, however, knew that she had no desire to cause trouble for Marsha. If Marsha wanted to break the law and all social rules, Anja would be her willing accomplice. It was, she was certain, unwise. It was also the most exciting thing that had ever happened to her. She was determined to do something foolish and exciting. There might be terrible consequences later, but she would face those when they arrived. No imagined doom could prevent her from staying in this job. Humiliation at the hands of Marsha was better than praise from any ordinary boss. Punishment from Marsha was a blessing in comparison to a reprimand from a mundane manager. It felt like an honour just to touch the feet of such a goddess. 

When Anja got back to her apartment, her roommate, Katie was waiting. “You have to tell me everything?!” Katie squealed, leaping off the couch and dancing around Anja like an excited kid. “What’s she like? Is she scary? Does it feel awkward? Did you meet anyone famous?” 

Anja sighed with relief at being back home. It felt like the weight of Marsha’s glamour had been lifted. This humble apartment felt more real and more comfortable than Marsha’s intense and beautiful world. Just being home made everything that had come before feel like a strange fever dream. “She’s quite scary, but she’s very professional. She has a sense of humour. She expects me to work as hard as she does,” said Anja, trying to be honest at the same time as being vague. 

“I’ll make drinks, you talk!” said Katie, scampering to the kitchen, her small body seeming to fizz like champagne with excitement. 

“There’s really not much to talk about,” Anja lied. “She’s very beautiful and very driven. It felt like meeting a princess. Maybe even a goddess.” Anja smiled, trying to make the final word feel like a throwaway remark. She hoped that Katie would not notice the deep truth of her statement. Today she had been in the presence of divinity. 

“You’re so lucky!” sighed Katie, her eyes sparkling as she imagined the excitement of Marsha’s glittering life. “You’re the personal assistant to a genuine movie star!” 

“I’m all hers,” Anja said and she knew that was deeply, irrevocably true. 

** 

It was all the fault of the traffic. Anja was normally the most punctual person that she knew. She had set off with so much time to spare that she ought to have been at work more than half an hour early. Thanks to the traffic, though, she was now a quarter of an hour late. The bus had got caught up in the snarl of cabs and cars, so she had thought that she would be clever and walk. It was not such a terrible distance. She would arrive on time, though she might be a little breathless. She doubted that Marsha would mind if she was panting. It was the sort of thing that Marsha would probably like. 

Almost the minute that she decided to get off the bus, the traffic started to move again. She cursed her luck, but she knew that she would still be on time. She was wearing sensible flat shoes and a brisk walk would be no hardship. 

If she had not been trying to walk so briskly, she might have noticed the discarded half of a hot dog on the sidewalk. Sadly, she stepped in the squishy hot dog and slipped in a way that must have seemed comical to the other commuters. As she picked herself up, Anja reflected that comedy for the observer could be tragedy for the woman with dirty slacks and a half-twisted ankle. There was to be no more brisk walking. The best that she could do was stoic limping. The trouble with stoic limping was that it was not nearly fast enough. 

Even with the limp, she would have been only five minutes late. It was the guys digging up the sidewalk that finished her. The fates had decided to mock her. The entire crowd on the sidewalk was forced into a narrow pathway that slowed their walking speed so much that a limp would have been an improvement. 

After her catalogue of disasters, she reached Marsha’s building fifteen minutes after eight. To most people, that would have been a minor infraction, something to apologize about. She could have told the story as a charming, silly anecdote. To Anja, though, it was unbearable. She hated lateness. She was pretty sure that Marsha would have it even more. As she took the elevator up to Marsha’s apartment, she could not stop the tears from prickling in her eyes. She was going to arrive late, grimy and on the edge of sobs. 

As the elevator doors slid slowly open, Anja tried to calm her breathing. She needed to look composed. Unfortunately, Marsha was standing right outside the doors, wearing a tiny white robe and raising one perfect eyebrow while tapping the delicate watch on her wrist. “Do I have the right time? It looks like eight fifteen to me, but that can’t be right. You told me you were punctual. You said you would be early or on time. You said it was a quirk of yours,” said Marsha. She sounded stern, though she was smirking in amusement. 

Marsha’s disappointment was too much for Anja. She started to cry. She knew that she had probably lost her job by being late. If she had not lost it because she was late, she would certainly lose her job for crying. This was not how a professional assistant behaved. This was what a neurotic, useless, silly amateur did. “I’m so sorry! There was traffic! Then I tried to walk instead and I slipped. I hurt my ankle and I got dirty and then there was… there was…” 

Marsha raised both eyebrows now and gasped, still looking amused. “You’re crying? Jesus! Am I that frightening?! Keep it together, sweety! Come on, let’s get you to work,” she said, beckoning Anja into the apartment. 

“I… I’m not fired?” Anja snivelled. 

“Christ, no!” said Marsha with a laugh. “I mean, it’s fucking adorable that you think I’m that much of a bitch. I love how scared you are, it’s actually pretty hot to me. Don’t change, you hear me? No, you’re not fired. You’ve just given me a wonderful excuse to punish you. Follow me.” 

Marsha led Anja into the apartment, taking her to the bedroom. “Look at you, still snivelling. It’s just adorable. I want you to strip down to your underwear. See if you can make it a little enticing, though looking at the state of you, I doubt it,” said Marsha, flopping down on the bed, her skimpy robe shifting to show so much of her legs that Anja was forced to look away. 

While Marsha was positioning herself comfortably, Anja started trying to undress. She had never felt less ‘enticing’. She was aching from her fall, she felt grimy and there were still tears on her face. Despite that, she began to unbutton her blouse, trying to make the motions slow and sensual. 

From the bed, there was a giggle. Anja looked up and saw that Marsha was sitting with her back against a mountain of pillows, watching the ‘show’ in the relaxed posture of an empress. “Are you looking at me, slut? I feel like you’re looking at me,” said Marsha mildly, raising one eyebrow. 

“Sorry, Mistress,” whispered Anja, bowing her head as she continued to undress. Being admonished by Marsha, on top of everything else, brought on a fresh wave of tears from Anja. Although she felt silly, she could not stop her tears escaping. What was worse, was that her nose started running too, forcing her to sniff and sniff. 

“Oh my god, you’re such a snuffly little mess,” laughed Marsha. “You’re the worst stripper I’ve ever seen. You’re meant to move sexily and look seductive. You’re moving like an old lady with arthritis and you look like a miserable brat.” Although the words were cruel, Marsha’s tone was mild. She had a cool, easy way with insults that reminded Anja of mean girls at school. Marsha spoke like a pretty girl destroying a plain girl in the most offhand manner. Marsha would never think about her comments again, but Anja would dwell on them all day. 

Anja did not reply. She tried to inject more sensuality into her movements, but that only made Marsha laugh more. Eventually, feeling broken, Anja simply got undressed and then stood in her underwear, staring at the floor and watching her tears drop down to the carpet. 

“All I can say is thank God I didn’t hire you as a stripper. Look at the state of you. You stand there all slumped and looking miserable. Aren’t you grateful to be working for a movie star? Isn’t this a dream come true?” said Marsha. 

“I am grateful, Mistress. This is a dream come true, Mistress,” whispered Anja. 

“Damn right,” said Marsha, with satisfaction. “Now, do you want me to punish you for being late?” 

Anja froze. She did not know whether to tell the truth or to lie. She chose the truth. “I do want you to punish me, Mistress,” she said, fighting her desire to raise her eyes. 

“Of course you fucking do, you little pervert,” said Marsha, chuckling and slipping off the bed. “On the bed then. All fours.” 

Trembling, Anja climbed onto Marsha’s bed. She had imagined herself in this bed, but she had never believed that it could happen. In her imagination, she and Marsha were embracing. That was certainly not going to happen. At least this was intimate, though. They might not be sharing an embrace, at least they were sharing a secret. Nobody would ever know how Marsha treated Anja when they were alone. 

“Do you want me to spank you?” Marsha whispered, bending so low that Anja felt the warm breath in her ear. 

“Yes Mistress!” gasped Anja, unable to disguise the eagerness in her voice. 

Marsha trilled with laughter and said, “Your mood changed quickly. You’ve stopped snivelling and you sound excited. I’m not sure this is really a punishment for you. Do you love being spanked?” 

Feeling suddenly courageous, Anja said, “Only by you, Mistress.” She wanted to say something that conveyed the depth of her feelings. 

“Hmmph,” murmured Marsha. “I’m not trying to reward you here. I’m trying to punish you. Guess I’ll just have to go so hard that you don’t like it. Maybe if your butt is hurting all day long, you’ll remember to be on time. Well, let’s give it a try. Count them, you little tart,” said Marsha. Then she gave Anja’s buttocks a slap so hard that a scream was impossible to contain. “Less noise!” said Marsha with a laugh. “And I told you to count. What number was that?” 

“One, Mistress,” gasped Anja. The pain was more than she had expected. She realized that admitting how much she liked spanking might have been a mistake. Marsha had seen it as a challenge. She wanted to do it hard enough for Anja to change her mind about liking spanking. 

“Here comes another,” said Marsha, lifting her hand high in the air and bringing it down fast. The slap was louder and harder than the first. “Fuck, hurt my hand!” laughed Marsha, rubbing her hands together. 

“Two,” squeaked Anja. If Marsha intended to spank her this hard, she really might feel less happy about it. This was feeling closer to a punishment than a reward. 

Saying nothing, Marsha unleashed the next slap. It was not as hard as the first two. It did not need to be, Anja was already bruised, so the third slap added to the pain. 

“Three,” Anja said, her words trembling as her body shuddered. Although this spanking was undoubtedly more painful than her first, she still felt her body responding with arousal. Something in Anja’s character made her desire this. She did not understand her own psychology, but she could not deny what was going on. When Marsha dominated her, she got aroused. It was as simple as a flower turning to the sun. 

Breathing deeply, Marsha started to spank more quickly. Anja wondered if Marsha’s deep breaths were purely exertion or if there might be some sadistic pleasure in them. Was it possible that Marsha was getting excited too? 

“Four… five… six… seven!” whimpered Anja, keeping up her count despite the mixture of pain and passion that was filling her mind. No matter what, she had to follow Marsha’s instructions. Marsha had ordered her to count and she would count. 

With her free hand, Marsha had begun to pull Anja’s hair. It was not a vicious tug, just a firm grip. It was a gesture of ownership, like holding the leash of a dog. 

“Eight… nine… nnn… ahh… ten!” Anja squealed, unable to supress her moans and whimpers of pain. It was bad enough feeling the pain now, but she was getting concerned about how it would feel for the rest of the day. Adrenalin was probably helping her at the moment and that would not last. Later she would be trying to concentrate on her work and her backside would be burning. 

Marsha stopped spanking and, very briefly, she rubbed her hand over Anja’s stinging cheeks. “You’re glowing,” Marsha whispered, breathing hard. Then she let go of Anja’s hair and stopped rubbing her burning backside. “Now comes the real punishment. I’m going to get dressed and you’re not going to look. You’re just going to stay there on all fours like a good little bitch. If I catch you sneaking a peek, you’ll get a punishment that you won’t enjoy. Understand?” 

“I understand, Mistress,” said Anja. She was shuddering and glad that the spanking was over. She did not know what would have destroyed her first, the pain or the arousal. What she really wanted now was to hide under the bed covers and masturbate wildly. Instead, she had to stay still and control her urge to look at her Goddess. 

This part of the punishment was far worse than the spanking. Anja was acutely aware of Marsha moving slowly around the room. Every tiny sound triggered Anja’s imagination, making her wonder exactly what her Mistress might be doing. There was a soft rustle, like silk, and Anja guessed that Marsha had taken off her robe. She thought that Marsha was probably wearing underwear already, though she could not be sure. There was a sound of a drawer opening and a pause as Marsha considered something. Perhaps she was choosing a bra to put on. Anja longed to look up, her eyes desperate to have a glimpse of Marsha’s body. She had to fight her impulses. Looking up would ruin everything. Anja let out a small, desperate whimper as she fought the urges in her. 

“Did you just whine like a puppy? Cute,” said Marsha. “I’m watching you, you know. I don’t want you looking up and I don’t want you moving.” 

There was more rustling. Anja thought that Marsha may have put on a bra. The drawer closed and Marsha walked away to her closet. Now there was a sound of rattling hangers as Marsha looked through her outfits. The desire to see the contents of the closet was so strong that Anja nearly cracked. She wondered if she could tell Marsha that she only wanted to look at the clothes. That was ridiculous. She had to stay still. 

There were the soft sounds of fabric and then a zipper. “Damn,” said Marsha in a soft voice. “We’ll have to stop your punishment. I need help with this zipper. Get off the bed and come here.” 

Feeling suddenly scared, Anja slipped off the bed and stood up on shaking legs. She turned to look at Marsha. Her Mistress was standing with her back to Anja, wearing a tight white dress that was completely unzipped, exposing a smooth stretch of perfect back. Marsha had gathered her hair in her hands, holding it up so that it did not block the zipper. 

Anja walked timidly towards her Mistress, trying not to make a sound. She was holding her breath, afraid that breathing too hard might burst this dream apart. Her fingers shook and fumbled as she tried to pull up the zipper. 

“You’re so fucking clumsy,” said Marsha, chuckling and looking back over her shoulder as Anja continued to slowly pull up the zipper. 

Although Anja moved slowly, the moment was over too quickly. She wished that she could have frozen time and remained there forever, her fingers so close to Marsha’s flawless skin. 

“Right,” said Marsha, suddenly sounding professional. “Get your clothes on, we have work to do and we’re already late. Come on, jump to it!” 

Anja’s trance of pure desire vanished and she started to dress again. She noticed how much her backside hurt as she moved. That was only going to get worse, she thought. It would be a painful reminder of Marsha’s attention and their shared intimacy. When she thought about it in those terms, it was far more bearable. 

“Before we start work, I want a proper apology,” Marsha said. “Get right down on the floor. Kiss my feet and say sorry.” Marsha stood pointing at the ground as though Anja needed assistance in knowing what to do. 

Anja knelt immediately and then dropped to all fours. She crawled reverently to the feet of her goddess and kissed each foot just once. Her lips felt an electric excitement as they touched Marsha’s precious skin. This was as close to heaven as she had ever been. “I’m sorry that I was late, Mistress,” said Marsha, keeping her head bowed, her eyes fixed on Marsha’s pretty toes and their pink nail varnish. 

Marsha made a small noise of satisfaction, acknowledging that everything was right with the world. “You’ll get sorrier as the day goes by. I really left your bum bright red,” she said teasingly. “Anyway, enough of that sort of thing. I’ll have to be careful with you, you bring out the worst in me. Stop tempting me and let’s get to work. We have to go to the studio later and there’s a lot of lines I want to run before then. Come on, get up. Into work mode, you horny little slut.” 

Anja stood up and allowed herself a small smile. All that Marsha gave her in return was a smirk. 

It was more than she deserved, Anja thought. 

** 

It was a new day, an important one. This would be the first time that Anja had accompanied Marsha to the studio. After the previous day’s spanking, they had run lines and co-ordinated Marsha’s busy schedule. Then Anja had worked through Marsha’s emails, selecting only important ones to send to Marsha for personal attention. It had been strange working for Marsha in a normal capacity, acting like nothing had happened between them. The whole time, she had been acutely aware of the smouldering sensation in her backside. It had only got more painful as the day went on. 

In the evening, Anja had examined her body in her bedroom mirror. Her ass was covered in dark bruises. Strangely, it made her feel proud. Those marks had been put there by Marsha. They were a tangible sign that it had not been a wild dream or a shameful fantasy. Marsha had spanked her roughly. The bruises were proof. In bed that night, Anja had masturbated, remembering it all as vividly as she could. As she came, she thought of kissing Marsha’s perfect feet. It left her feeling more relaxed and comfortable than she had been in her entire adult life. 

In the morning, Anja got up and got out into the New York traffic an hour before she needed to. She had decided that it would be better to be early and just wait around outside Marsha’s building than to be late and risk Marsha’s disappointment. It was a crisp September day and it seemed like fate was trying to make up for how it had treated her yesterday. The bus was on time, the traffic was mild and even the other commuters seemed cheerful. People were wearing scarves and hats as autumn was taking hold. Despite her aching buttocks, Anja felt more positive today. Although none of the other commuters would guess it, she was somebody special. Anja felt like a secret agent or the mundane identity of a superhero. Nobody would think that the plainly pretty girl in the thick coat was really the submissive slave of a movie star. Just the idea made Anja smiled to herself. 

When she arrived at Marsha’s building, an hour early, she found that there was a cute little independent coffee place just around the corner. Fate really was on her side. She went to get hot chocolate and to read through her notes for the day. She felt like she might actually be a success in her new role. 

An alert sounded on her phone. It was the little fanfare that only Marsha’s texts played. The message was a picture of two pairs of leather boots, one brown, one black. “Which boots?” the text said. 

Anja started to fizz with nerves and excitement. Marsha was asking her for advice. “Both are beautiful. I think the black,” she texted in reply. She wanted to text back quickly, wanting Marsha to know that she would never keep her waiting. 

There was no reply to that. 

Feeling nervous, Anja sent another text, “Want me to pick up coffee or hot chocolate? I can stop at the place near your building on my way?” 

For a full five minutes, there was no reply. Then, just when she had begun to convince herself that she had overstepped a boundary, the phone played its fanfare. “Aren’t you the sweetest? Hot chocolate. Cinnamon. No marshmallows or cream,” the message said. 

Anja had to hold back from skipping to the counter. She longed to say to the barista, “I need hot chocolate for my boss. My boss is Marsha Rowley, the film star. Yeah. I’m kind of a big deal. Oh, I should mention that I’m also her devoted submissive. Just so you know.” She said none of those things. She ordered the hot chocolate like a sensible person and kept her secret inside. The secret glowed like a cheerful fire in a grate, warming Anja’s entire being. 

It was still early, but Anja decided to go up. Marsha was obviously awake and the hot chocolate would be best drunk fresh and warm. Anja felt strangely like a Disney Princess as she headed to Marsha’s building and made her way to the elevator. There should have been little birds flying around her head, singing happy songs. It worried her a little that she was falling in love. That would be stupid. She told herself that she was in love with the job. Marsha was a goddess, you loved her from a distance, you could not be ‘in love’ with her. Still, being able to spend time with a goddess was better than any love affair. 

Marsha greeted Anja with a smile and said, “Early and bringing hot chocolate. Someone’s good at kissing ass. I love it. Let’s go to the kitchen and run those lines once more. How’s the ass?” She spoke casually, as though she was asking about a twisted ankle or a cold. 

“Painful, Mistress,” said Anja shyly. 

“Ha! Good!” said Marsha, sounding delighted. “It’s not a punishment if it doesn’t hurt. Think you can be normal today? I don’t want you calling me Mistress in front of normal people. Can’t have everyone knowing what a little freak you are,” she said, sitting at the kitchen table and taking a sip of the hot chocolate. 

“I’ll only call you Mistress in private… Mistress,” Anja said, blushing at how stupid she sounded. 

“Ugh, stop being such a little flirt. When you blush like that, I just want to spank you again and we don’t have time. Lines, slut!” said Marsha, looking cheerful and playful. 

Anja gritted her teeth to keep herself from moaning. She wanted to be spanked again. She wanted everything that Marsha offered. She would not let herself lose control, though. It was important to balance being a submissive slut with being a good personal assistant. 

They ran the lines until Marsha’s phone chimed to say that the car was waiting outside to take them to the studio. Marsha was filming scenes for a new Netflix show that had the potential to be huge. Anja felt honoured just to be a tiny part of it. 

The car was as glamorous as Anja had hoped. It was not like a party limousine, it was more discrete than that. It looked like the sort of vehicle that a foreign diplomat might have used. The windows were all dark and the interior felt safe and completely private. As they climbed in, Marsha whispered, “Work mode. The drivers always eavesdrop. Everything discrete. Everything subtle.” 

Anja said nothing, though she nodded as she sat down next to Marsha. She could smell Marsha’s perfume and, in this enclosed space, it was intoxicating. She had not known that she could be so under the spell of another person. During the drive, Marsha made some calls and Anja went through her notes. While Marsha was filming, Anja would wait in Marsha’s suite. Marsha did not just have a dressing room, she had a group of rooms to herself. Anja would be in the office, dealing with emails. 

The moment that they stepped out of the car at the studio, it felt like they had stepped into a circus. There were people hurrying around, some of them in odd costumes. Men and women in suits came up to Marsha and said cryptic things about the shoot that Anja struggled to follow. A dozen people introduced themselves and Anja started to panic that she would never remember all the names. She was forced to pose for an awkward security photograph and then issued with an ID. In five minutes, they had passed through a lobby, corridors lined with framed posters for Netflix shows and into Marsha’s rooms. 

“This place is like a kicked wasp nest today!” said Marsha, laughing as she put down her purse. 

Anja carefully put Marsha’s bags on the couch and stood ready to receive her orders. 

“Look at you, standing to attention,” laughed Marsha. They were alone in the office for now and Marsha came up close behind Anja, grabbing her ass roughly with one had. “Does it hurt?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Anja. She felt extremely wicked saying it in the office, but nobody was around and Marsha had crossed the line first. 

“Good,” Marsha said, giving Anja a wink and then walking quickly away. “I have to go get into make-up and costume. You’ll be in here most of the day. Poor little thing, like a doggy in a cage. Feel free to look around, just don’t get in the way. There’s a canteen somewhere. Don’t get lost. Oh, make sure you have my emails done before three. If you get time, look in the private folder. There’s a piece of work you can do for extra credit. Only after the emails, though. Oh, and don’t let anyone see, got it?” 

Got it,” said Anja. She did not say ‘Mistress’ this time. Work mode had to be respected. 

The office felt empty after Marsha left. Anja felt like an intruder, as though she had tricked her way into the building. Her ID said that she belonged here, though she was not sure she would ever believe that. 

Anja began working on the emails. What she really wanted to do was look in the private folder. Something about the mention of ‘extra credit’ made Anja feel a thrill of forbidden excitement. To her dismay, the email inbox was fuller than she had imagined possible. It was going to take most of the day to deal with everything. Wearily, Anja began the drudgery of administration. She told herself that she was doing this for the woman she worshipped and that made it worthwhile. It was the only thing that could keep her going. If she finished the emails, she was allowed to open the private folder. 

Although she was hungry at noon, Anja did not stop for lunch. She just wanted to finish her work. The lure of the private folder was keeping her from stopping. She knew that she had obsessive tendencies. When she studied, she would miss meals or go without sleep. It was either a failing or a strength, she was not sure. She hated stopping a task unless it was finished. 

Although she was ravenous by the time she finished, Anja kept at the emails until she was done. Then, without pausing, she went straight to the private folder and opened it with the password that Marsha had chosen, “5pank1ng”. Inside the folder there was a word document and Anja opened it immediately. She had no idea what she would see. 

It was pages and pages long, a catalogue of photographs. Each picture was a pair of boots, shoes or heels. It looked like all the footwear that Marsha owned. Anja’s eyes widened. At the top of the document there was a message. “Go through all my footwear. Write a brief description and leave a rating. Let me know what’s sexiest. Let me know anything that should go in the trash. Have fun! M xoxo.” 

Anja looked at the screen and shivered. Although she never admitted it to people, she had a fetish for feet and for shoes. Each picture showed Marsha wearing the footwear. She could see Marsha in strappy heels and beach sandals. She could see her in leather boots and stilettoes. This would not feel like work, it would feel like looking at pornography. Anja quickly spun her chair so that whoever came in would not be able to see her screen. She did not want to get busted doing this strange piece of ‘work’. Blushing, even though she was alone, Anja began her task. The real difficulty would be in controlling her urge to masturbate. She knew people would call her weird but looking at the footwear was really arousing. She had a sense of being given something incredibly intimate. Marsha had given her a reward. It was hard to imagine why she deserved it, but she was not about to complain. 

Rather than racing through the document, Anja really took her time. She wanted to be honest, helpful and thorough. It was an exquisite sort of torture, having to focus on typing while being teased by endless photos of Marsha’s feet in various shoes and boots. At one point Anja found a picture of a strappy black heel that showed Marsha’s delicious toes and the image made her feel faint. In the photograph, Marsha had painted her toenails a glossy black and they looked glorious. It was making Anja’s head swim. She had to grit her teeth to resist the urge to touch herself. Even in the private office, she was too scared of being caught to do something so forbidden. 

There reached a point where Anja knew she was bound to fail. She either had to relieve her lust or she needed to stop looking at the secret document. Wanting to be professional and a credit to her Mistress, Anja shut the document, closed the folder and shut down the laptop. It was time for a late lunch. She would clear her head before she did any more of the ‘extra credit’ project. Food and a drink would reset her mind. The presence of other people would remind her of the requirement to at least pretend to be a normal person. 

Anja walked out into the corridors and realized that she had no idea which way to go. Someone was hurrying past, a handful of script pages in her hand, and Anja called out, “Excuse me, where’s the canteen?” 

The running woman shouted, “Near the lobby. That way!” She gave a gesture towards the elevators and hurried on without looking back. 

Feeling like an unwanted guest rather than an employee, Anja went to the elevators and rode down to the lobby. This was not her world, she thought. When she was with Marsha, she felt safer. On her own, she was lost little girl. She tried to keep herself looking calm, but she really wanted to get back to the safety of Marsha’s rooms. It was ridiculous, she told herself. She could not hide forever. They would be coming here often and she needed to eat. 

The canteen was quieter than she had expected. She supposed that was not surprising, it was late to be eating lunch. She wondered what it was like when there was a break in filming. The place was probably thronged. She would do her best to ignore it at those times. 

As she browsed the salads, sandwiches and sushi on offer, she congratulated herself on being so sensible. She had left the office and she had resisted masturbating. It felt like she had passed a test. She could take her food back to the private rooms and then wait for Marsha to be finished in the studio. It was stupid how much that made her feel like a little kid. She supposed that the secret document full of footwear was the equivalent of a colouring book to keep her occupied while mommy was busy. That thought made her flush and she hoped it was not noticeable as she was paying for her chicken salad and bottle of water. 

Although she had only bought lunch, she felt like she had completed a mystical quest. She had braved the labyrinth, found her prize and now could return to safety. Just for once, she was managing to function as a human being. 

She was so lost in thought that she walked right into a guy in suit who was carrying a cup of coffee. The coffee went on the suit, her water dropped to the floor and the guy began, without hesitating, to yell at the top of his voice. “Open your fucking eyes, you damn moron!” he bawled, his face reddening and veins standing out in his neck. It was understandably shocking and annoying to have a person walk into you, but his level of rage seemed bizarre. He was a handsome young guy, possibly even an actor. His face now, though, was transformed with fury. “Do you have any idea who I am, you asshole?” he yelled as Anja dropped to the floor to pick up her water. 

She could hear herself apologising profusely. Worse than that, she could feel tears prickling in her eyes. Being yelled at this way triggered unpleasant things in her. She just wanted to run away right now. 

Then a calm, icy voice said, “Do you have any idea who she is? That, Brian, is MY personal assistant. She has dyspraxia, so she can be a little clumsy, but she’s also a fucking genius and she’s worth ten of you. If she walks because you talked to her that way, then I walk. Do you hear that, asshole?” 

Marsha was standing there. There was a serene, freezing rage in her face that made Anja’s heart hammer. 

Brian turned pale and started to stammer. “Oh, hey, Marsha, hey… I’m… Jesus, I’m sorry, I’m… it’s the stress, you know? Jesus, I’m sorry, I was rushing and I… look, please forgive me, I’m gonna have some flowers sent to you? You like flowers? Maybe… maybe… look, I’ll just… fuck, I’m sorry,” he said, backing away as though he had been confronted by a pack of wolves. By the time he reached the corner of the corridor, he was almost running. 

Marsha bent down and reached out a hand to help Anja up. “Nobody gets to talk to you that way,” she said. Then she whispered into her ear, “Nobody but me, right?” 

** 

It had been a hectic week at the studio, full of administrative tasks and, to Anja’s delight, more direct support for Marsha. Amongst the emails and phone calls, there were times when Marsha wanted help running lines and only Anja was acceptable. Then there were moments when Marsha asked Anja for help choosing the outfit to wear when filming was over. In private, Marsha appreciated Anja’s help with make-up, manicures and pedicures. She trusted Anja’s opinion and took her assistant’s advice one which of her many pairs of shoes could be disposed of now that the fashion season had changed. Anja learned that Marsha was given so many outfits, shoes and similar gifts from major brands that it was necessary to refresh her wardrobe constantly. Although Anja was new to her job, Marsha was content to follow her advice. Privately, Anja wondered whether Marsha coped with the stress of her life by casting off some decisions onto her assistant. Marsha made room in her wardrobe by discarding old outfits and she made room in her mind by discarding tiresome decisions.

A real joy for Anja had been discovering that people at the studio were starting to admire and respect her for the quality of her work. Anja proved, after a shaky start, that she was efficient, intelligent and driven. The producers at the studio were pleased because Marsha was pleased. A happy star led to a happy production. If the quiet, polite and sensible assistant was what Marsha needed, then she was also what the studio needed. Anja had developed from feeling like an outsider to feeling like an asset. 

When the week was coming to an end, Marsha announced that she wanted to spend the weekend in a vacation house that she owned. To Anja’s surprise, Marsha asked if she would be willing to accompany her. Marsha said that Anja would, naturally, be paid double her normal wage in recognition of working at the weekend. There were lines to be learned and Marsha said that nobody else would do.

Anja accepted the invite immediately, though she was in turmoil about whether it had been the right decision. Although she loved the idea of spending an entire weekend with Marsha, away from the pressures of the studio, she was afraid of what might happen in a secluded house where the two of them would be alone for days. They had never formalised their relationship, never discussed the limits of what was or was not acceptable. Everything that had happened between them had been entirely consensual, but none of it had been planned. Anja had put herself into Marsha’s hands, allowing the more confident, more powerful woman to take complete control. It was impossible for Anja to decide whether she had been so willing through a deep understanding and trust or just through simple naivety. She was sure that people experienced in the world of domination and submission would tell her that everything should be planned and agreed on before exploring kinks like stripping or spanking. The spontaneity, though, had been part of the appeal to Anja. It might be sensible to plan their games in advance, but she did not want to be sensible. Being with Marsha made her want to throw away all her usual caution and be wild. Something about Marsha made Anja feel safe to make herself vulnerable. Marsha had protected her at the studio and had never pushed her too far in their private moments. There seemed to be an instinctive understanding in Marsha about the levels of domination, cruelty and humiliation that Anja could endure or even enjoy. The stripping had been embarrassing, but it had made Anja feel more confident. The spanking had been painful, but it had been exciting. Massaging Marsha’s feet had felt like an honour and grading her footwear had been a respectful duty.

When the time came to leave on Friday afternoon, Anja and Marsha went to the roof of the studio where the helicopter awaited them. It was Anja’s first time travelling in a helicopter, though her nerves were not about flying. She was far more nervous about spending the weekend at Marsha’s mercy than she was about the flight.

“Why are you looking so anxious, little mouse?” Marsha asked her as the pilot made his final checks.

“It’s my first time in a helicopter,” Anja lied, blushing as she spoke.

Marsha smirked and said, “You always blush when you lie. Still, you blush a lot, don’t you? Don’t worry, it’s adorable.” She leaned closer to Anja and whispered, “I’ll make you blush when we’re alone, shy little mouse.”

Anja tried not to wriggle in her seat. She loved it when Marsha whispered in her ear, even when it was a veiled threat. In fact, threats were more exciting to her than terms of endearment. If she had been asked to explain what she felt about Marsha, she would have struggled to articulate her feelings. She admired her Mistress and she feared her. Marsha was as beautiful as she was powerful. Anja wondered if she would be just as happy if Marsha had been romantic rather than dominant. For some reason, she thought that she would have been less happy with a mundane romance. If Marsha had simply flirted and been sentimental, Anja would have found it jarring and unnatural. A cheesy pick-up line and a bunch of flowers would have been far too prosaic from Marsha. The only relationship that made sense to Anja was one of a devoted worshipper and a distant, gorgeous, haughty goddess. They could be professional when at work, but in private they had to show the truth. The reality between them was that Anja worshipped Marsha and she could not worship her unless she was powerful, strange and fickle. Anja loved the way that Marsha could move easily between sensuality, punishment and amused indulgence. One moment Anja might have to strip, the next she might be spanked and then she might have the bliss of massaging her Mistress’s feet. With Marsha that seemed perfectly natural.

The helicopter took as Anja was lost in thought and she jerked in shock at the sudden lurch into the air. Marsha gave her a grin and mouthed, “Fun!”

Anja had to look away from Marsha. There was an intensity to every expression on that beautiful face that made Anja feel like she was trying to stare at the sun. Marsha’s eyes stared through Anja in a way that made her feel naked right down to her soul. She was sometimes convinced that Marsha could see the thoughts that were floating in her mind. The only protection she had was to avert her eyes. In private, she would keep her eyes averted at all times, unless Marsha told her to look up. Anja was not sure if looking away from Marsha was a mark of respect or really an act of mercy. If she had been forced to stare into Marsha’s hypnotic eyes, she thought that she might faint.

They flew over the city until it gave way to woods and hills. From above, the city had looked magical. New York twinkled and glittered as the sun went down. The noise and frenetic energy of the city were softened by distance, making it easy to believe that New York was a place where dreams come true. For Anja, life really had become a dream. She was flying to a house hidden in a forest, travelling with a gorgeous, dangerous woman that had bewitched her. She thought of the beauty and the beast, though there was nothing beastly about Marsha. If Marsha was a fairy tale character, she would be an ice queen, full of charm and cold beauty.

The only time that Anja felt truly scared during the flight was as they landed. The helicopter eased down between tall pine trees and Anja felt sure that they would crash into one of the looming shadows. The trees seemed to close around them like a gigantic, dark hand, bringing the helicopter down gently. There was a house waiting a short walk from the landing pad and the lights were on, glimmering a welcome in the dark.

They left the helicopter and walked to the house along a path that was lit with small, warm lights that were close to the ground. The helicopter flew away as they walked and Anja felt suddenly vulnerable, alone in the dark woods with the most powerful woman that she had ever known.

“Don’t worry about the lights being on,” said Marsha, her tone conversational. “The only staff I have are security guards and they’re way down at the gatehouse. We’ll be on our own the whole weekend. No press, no cameras, just us. We’re going to have so much fun. A girly sleepover just for us.” She chuckled in the darkness, enjoying the way that she could tease Anja.

Anja said nothing. She felt like she was away on summer camp, intimidated and excited at the same time. She was in the dark and there was danger, but she had a friend. The friend might be the real danger, though. Marsha was the sort of friend that had mischievous ideas of fun. This weekend was sure to lead to some sort of trouble. Anja wanted whatever trouble Marsha was offering.

The house was built of rough stone and huge timbers, giving the impression from the outside of a rustic cabin, though this was a cabin that had been touched with Marsha’s movie star magic. No cabin could be so large and so grand. This was the offspring of a humble forest cabin and a palace. There was an outdoor pool that steamed in the night and the rooms that Anja saw through the windows were spacious and luxurious, furnished with Marsha’s great wealth and exquisite taste.

Marsha unlocked the door to the den and said, “Welcome to my humble abode.” As she opened the door, a fire leapt up in the huge stone hearth. Anja knew that it was not magic, it was only technology. That changed nothing. This was Marsha’s castle and she was the queen and enchantress here.

“It’s beautiful,” Anja said meekly. There were enough couches for a party and it seemed absurd that just two women would be spending time here. The furniture was mostly white and sumptuously soft, a contrast to the dark wooden beams and rough stones.

“I’m glad you think so,” said Marsha. She flopped down onto a couch and gave Anja a lazy grin. “I want you to go to your room now. Freshen up and put on a nice outfit. You’ll find that your room has plenty of things to choose from. When you come down, you’re going to strip for me, so I want you to choose something lovely. I’ll get some cocktails and some food together. Shall we say an hour? Will that give you enough time?”

Anja froze. Stripping was one of Marsha’s most difficult interests. Anja was an introvert by nature and being the centre of attention was always difficult for her. Putting on a show, even for an audience of one, was alien to Anja. Nevertheless, she could not refuse one of Marsha’s orders. Even something that sounded impossible had to be tried. She wondered if Marsha might order her to fly one day and then she would have to throw herself off a roof.

There was a light laugh from Marsha and she said, “Don’t look so terrified! You’re like a baby deer in headlights! I’m not asking you to set yourself on fire. I want you to dance a little and get undressed. You know how to undress and you must have danced once or twice in your life.”

Anja opened her mouth to speak, but she could not think of anything to say. She could start making excuses and Marsha would be disappointed. It might ruin the whole weekend. To Anja’s surprise, she heard herself say, “I’ll try.” As soon as she had spoken, she hurried away, without even asking Marsha where she could find her room.

“Top of the stairs, right in front of you,” Marsha called, her voice filled with mirth.

Anja scampered up the stairs, the sound of Marsha’s laughter seeming to chase her. As soon as she reached the wide landing, she saw a door that was standing open, the room beyond inviting her in to hide. As soon as she was in her room, she shut the door firmly behind her and leaned on it, breathing heavily. The way that Marsha laughed at her was humiliating and thrilling. Marsha’s attention was addictive. Anja saw herself as a plain little moth being drawn to the entrancing flame of Marsha’s captivating personality.

When Anja had calmed down enough to focus on the room, she stopped panicking for a moment just to admire her accommodation. The room looked bigger than her entire apartment. There was a huge, rustic four poster bed that had been built from massive logs. Looking at the bed made Anja imagine herself tied to the posts and she quickly pushed that thought away. There was a couch near the windows and it was so luxurious that Anja could picture Marsha reclining on it, painting her toenails.

Anja tiptoed to the window and looked out over the grounds of the house. The pool glimmered below and she could see the lights on the path. Beyond the lights, there was only the forest. This was true solitude.

There was no reason to delay. Marsha would be making dinner and she would not like to be kept waiting. Anja went to the room’s bathroom and shook her head in surprise. The bathroom was equal to the bedroom. Although Anja was tempted by the huge, claw-footed bath, she decided to use the shower instead, she needed to be quick.

While she stood under the running water, she imagined Marsha watching her, the usual sly, knowing grin on her face. Soon she would be in front of Marsha for real. She would not be entirely naked, she supposed, she could wear lingerie, but she would be just as exposed. Despite her nerves, she could not stop herself from smiling.

After the shower, she started to panic that there was not enough time to get ready. First, she began by searching the drawers and the closet. It ought to have shocked her that there were so many clothes in her size, but nothing surprised her where Marsha was concerned. The room was stocked with every imaginable outfit. There was everything from tight leather trousers to elegant satin kimonos. Anja decided immediately that the most important element was to pick clothing that would be easy to remove, coupled with lingerie that would look enticing.

She settled on a plain white blouse, a tight black skirt and some black heels. It was a plain outfit and that was deliberate. Anja wanted to look like a traditional secretary.  If she could look plain when Marsha first saw her, it would be more impressive when she revealed her lingerie. Anja had chosen black stockings, a lacey thong and a gorgeous corset that did things to her bust that made her smile at her reflection. She tried to dress quickly, though she wanted every detail to be perfect. She felt a pleasant sense of urgency and excitement, as though she was preparing for a date.

When she had finished with her outfit, her hair and her make-up, she looked at herself in the mirror. She really did look like a secretary in a vintage movie. She looked prim, proper and pretty. Anja stared at her reflection and tried a seductive pout. For a moment, she thought that she actually looked attractive, perhaps even sexy. She chuckled to herself and blushed. This time she would not disappoint Marsha, this time she would strip properly.

Anja checked her phone and found the perfect piece of music: “Feelin’ good” sung by Nina Simone. The song spoke to a hidden part of Anja’s character that she rarely showed. Tonight, she would let Marsha see the sensual side of her.

Marsha was sitting at the table when Anja came downstairs. Marsha giggled and shook her head. “I gave you about a hundred outfits to choose from and you picked that?” she said, rolling her eyes. “You could have worn anything, but you decided to look like what? A secretary?”

Anja nodded, ignoring the implied insult. “Do you have speakers here? I need to play music if I’m going to strip,” she said. She thought it was the most confident she had ever sounded when talk to Marsha.

Marsha raised one eyebrow, looking surprised at Anja’s assured tone. “It’s all Bluetooth. Just search for ‘Marsha’s Sounds’ and you’ll connect. You’re pretty confident this evening, aren’t you?” she said. It was hard to tell whether she was pleased that Anja was less nervous than usual.

Anja said nothing. She connected her phone to the sound system and started the track playing. Her heart began to hammer. She felt a sudden exhilaration. She was finally going to show Marsha how she felt inside. With the first notes of the tune, Anja started to strut confidently towards Marsha, unbuttoning her blouse as she walked. The clumsiness that sometimes affected her when she was nervous had disappeared. She walked as though she had planned and rehearsed this impromptu dance.

As Nina Simone began to sing, Anja began to unbutton her blouse. She kept her eyes on Marsha’s. She felt none of the usual terror. Marsha had ordered her to strip and she was going to be a stripper. The look on Marsha’s face began as one of surprise and gradually shifted into an expression of admiration. She watched as the demure secretary transformed into a sultry sex kitten. Anja even managed to wriggle out of her skirt without it looking awkward. Strutting around Marsha in high heels, stockings and a corset made Anja feel an elation that she had not experienced before. She wanted to be sexy for her Mistress. She might be breaking rules by looking Marsha in the eye, but she was ready for any punishment. For the first time, through her dancing, Anja was declaring that she was not just a timid mouse, she was a beautiful, sexual woman.

She finished the dance by getting to her knees by Marsha’s feet, finally bending her head as the song faded away. She assumed a position of complete subservience, kneeling in her lingerie on the floor before her Mistress. She had shown her sexuality and her ability to be seductive, now she had to hide it all away again. She would return to be the subservient mouse, but Marsha would always know that there was a burning passion inside her. Anja found that the song had been right, she really was feeling good.

There was no sound but the roaring fire and Anja’s breathing. Then Marsha clapped slowly and said, “I always knew you had it in you. I’m glad I’ve seen it for myself, right out in the open. You were dancing around me like a total slut, teasing me like you’re a stripper. You looked me right in the eye, too. You know the rules and you broke them. So, what will I have to do?” Her voice was stern, though she did not sound disappointed. She was glad that Anja had broken the rules. She was looking forward to punishing her.

“You’ll have to punish me, Mistress,” Anja whispered, though she did not feel frightened or ashamed. She had misbehaved in order to earn this punishment. She wanted what she deserved.

“Stand up and bend over the table,” Marsha said softly. “And don’t you dare look at me.”

Without looking at her Mistress, Anja stood up and put her hands on the table. She was shivering, though she was not afraid. She was longing for Marsha’s touch.

“Count them!” snapped Marsha. Her voice was filled with passion more than anger. She slapped Anja’s backside and the sound echoed from the stone walls.

“One!” yelped Anja. She knew that she had pushed her Mistress and now Marsha would push back. This spanking would not be playful. The punishment was deserved and Anja was eager to feel it.

“Little tart!” Marsha snapped, spanking Anja again.

“Two!” squealed Anja, gripping the edge of the table and gasping at the sting.

“Dancing like a slut and looking me in the eye!” said Marsha, a note of anger touching her voice as she slapped Anja’s buttocks again.

“Three!” gasped Anja. The third stroke had been the most powerful ever. The pain was intense, but so was the pleasure. Anja felt a sudden flame of guilt run through her as she realized how excited she was getting.

“It’s so hard to punish you when you love it so much!” growled Marsha. “I think I’ll just have to go wild. No more holding back!” Then she began to spank Anja so hard and so fast that it was a struggle for the shivering girl to keep counting.

“Four, five, six, seven, eight! Ah! N… nine! Ten! Ow God, ah!” Anja babbled as the slaps came faster and faster. Soon she could not count any more. She gripped the table and endured Marsha’s furious punishment. Her buttocks were burning, but she was so aroused that she was starting to think that she might have a spontaneous orgasm. The idea was virtually unthinkable, but the tension of being alone with Marsha, coupled with this wild assault, was driving her body to an unimaginable ecstasy.

“I just can’t punish you hard enough, can I, slut?!” Marsha gasped, still not relenting from the vicious spanking.

“No, M… Mistress… oh god… oh god… oh Mistress!” Anja cried in a perfect balance of shame and pleasure. She was only moments away from an orgasm. Marsha had not touched her sexually, but the spanking was having an effect on Anja that she had not thought possible.

“Tell me you’re sorry!” Marsha yelled, grabbing Anja’s hair and pulling her head back firmly.

“I’m s… s… sorry, Mistress!” Anja cried out. Then, without being able to stop herself, her climax shook her. She had never felt anything quite so strange or so powerful. Her body shook violently and she thought that she might collapse. Her knees were weak and she had to hold tightly to the table just to stay upright.

Marsha stopped spanking her, though she kept a tight hold of Anja’s hair. Marsha was breathing hard, watching in fascination as Anja shook and panted with fierce, shameful pleasure.

Only when every last spasm had subsided did Marsha speak. She leaned close to Anja and whispered into her ear, “You’re such a freak. You can kneel on the floor for dinner. You deserve that. I suppose it will be more comfortable than sitting, anyway.”

“Y… yes, Mistress,” Anja gasped, her voice weak and shaky. She slipped to her knees by the table, her head swimming from pain and pleasure.

Marsha brought the food to the table and placed Anja’s plate on the floor. She silently placed a knife and fork by the plate and then said, “You can eat there. Don’t disturb me and don’t interrupt me. I have to make a call.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Anja said softly. Her backside was burning, but she felt content. It was humiliating to eat on the floor like a dog, but that humiliation was right and proper. She had broken the rules in the hope of being punished like this, she realized. She enjoyed testing the boundaries of her relationship with Marsha. If the consequence of being a little too slutty was being made to stay silent and eat on the floor, she would accept that as justice.

Marsha propped her phone in front of her while she ate. At first, she read the news. Then, to Anja’s surprise, she made a video call. Although Anja could not see the phone, she immediately recognized the voice that she heard. Marsha was chatting to her friend Elizabeth Danvers. “Hey Liz, how’s things?” Marsha said casually.

“Too much work, not enough play, how about with you?” said Elizabeth. She sounded relaxed and friendly. It was strange to Anja to eavesdrop on the friendly conversation between two movie stars.

“Oh, you know. Did a pretty intense week filming the new show. It’s big budget, so they’re all on fire about getting every detail just right. It’s not exactly relaxing. I’m training the new assistant at the same time, so it’s busy, busy, busy,” said Marsha.

“How’s she coming along? Still little miss efficiency? Coming out of her shell yet?” said Elizabeth. There was a somewhat conspiratorial tone to her voice that made Anja wonder whether Elizabeth had an inkling of what Marsha enjoyed doing in her private time.

“Oh, she’s getting more confident,” said Marsha, chuckling. “It’s a balance, you know? I want to build up her confidence, but I can’t have her getting out of line. She’s damn good at the job and she’s really finding her feet fast. I just have to make sure that she knows who’s boss, you know what I mean?”

“Oh, I know exactly what you mean,” said Elizabeth, her laughter an echo of Marsha’s. “Do you think she knows her place?”

“Damn right she does!” said Marsha, laughing. She reached one hand down beneath the table and gave Anja’s hair a yank. Anja covered her mouth to muffle her gasp of shock.

“Just keep reminding her who’s boss and she’ll thank you for it. I know you, Marsha, you’ll have your little assistant wrapped around your finger. She’ll follow orders and beg for more,” said Elizabeth. She definitely sounded like she was being suggestive. There was no question that there was a deeper meaning to her words. “Right, darling, I better run. I have a ton of lines to get into my head and they won’t learn themselves.”

“Ugh, tell me about it. I’m running lines all day tomorrow with my girly. At least I can take out my frustrations on her!” Marsha said, laughing as though this was all a silly joke. Anja knew that her Mistress was speaking the truth.

“Give her hell,” said Elizabeth. “Take care, sweety.”

“Kisses,” said Marsha and she ended the call. Now that she was done chatting, she put on some music while she kept reading her social media. She paid no attention to Anja whatsoever.

Anja ate as quietly as she could. She had been disobedient during her striptease. Now she was determined to be a good girl. She would keep quiet and do whatever her Mistress wanted. She would prove that she could behave.

Marsha stood up when she had finished eating. “Clear the table, load the dishwasher and then I’ll give you a final task before bed,” said Marsha. She walked away from Anja without looking at her and went to sit in one of the huge armchairs by the fire. Anja did not watch her Mistress as she walked away. She focussed on her work and began to clear the table and her own plate from the floor.

In the kitchen, Anja felt strange. She was elated from stripping so well, though this happiness was balanced by her shame at having had an orgasm just from being spanked. Marsha probably thought that she was an insatiable, nymphomaniac slut. She wished that she could tell Marsha that she would not be like this for anyone else. This was not normally Anja’s character. She was just weak for her goddess. She wondered if there would be further punishment for her. Marsha had mentioned a final task. It might be something painful or degrading. It might, even worse, be something horribly mundane. It would be miserable to be forced to vacuum the house while Marsha ignored her. The worst punishment would be to have Marsha ignore her and make her do dull, menial tasks.

The kitchen was tidy and the dishwasher was humming when Anja returned to the living room. She was careful not to look at her Mistress. She stood still, acutely aware of the fact that she was only wearing lingerie and high heels. It was good that there was no chance of their being interrupted. She said nothing and waited for Marsha to give her more orders.

“You’ll find a blindfold on the table,” said Marsha. She sounded calm and professional. “Put the blindfold on and then lie on the table.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Anja said softly. Her heart had started to beat faster. This was new. Their dynamic had not included a blindfold before. It was not an unwelcome development. She walked to the table, keeping her steps even, not wanting to appear scared or too eager. The blindfold was waiting, just as Marsha had said. Anja fastened the velvety length of black fabric over her eyes and then lay on her back on the table. The smooth, cool wood was very welcome against her aching, fiery backside.

She had expected Marsha to join her immediately. Then, after a minute of lying still, she realized that Marsha was ignoring her. She could just hear the soft sounds of Marsha toying with her phone and sipping her wine. This was the real punishment. The spanking had been a reward. Now Anja was being punished for impudence.

There was no way for her to judge the passing of time as she lay on the table and strained her ears to listen for the slightest sound of Marsha moving. She tried counting in her head, wondering if she could count the seconds and mark off the minutes in her mind. She managed to count for a few minutes, but then her mind wandered. She found herself remembering all her experiences with Marsha. Then she turned to imagining what Marsha might be doing right now. Perhaps Marsha was naked and enjoying herself while she smirked at her blindfolded and obedient slave girl. Maybe Marsha was just sitting and painting her toenails. It was maddening to be so still and so silent, just waiting for attention from her Mistress.

Anja knew that she would never fall asleep like this. Even though she felt tired, she knew she would be awake all night unless Marsha gave her permission to sleep. The blindfold was intensifying all her senses and her body was filled with an electric alertness. Even if she heard Marsha going up to bed, she would lie awake, wondering when she would be allowed to move again.

It was perhaps half an hour that had passed when Marsha finally stood up. She walked slowly to the table. Anja could imagine just how she looked, wine glass in one hand, a smirk on her gorgeous face. When Marsha reached the table, she stood over Anja, just looking at her, making her wait even longer. “You can obey when you want to, eh?” said Marsha. “When you acted like a slut earlier, you wanted the spanking, didn’t you? Well, now you have to prove that you can really obey. No matter what I do to you, you have to lie there and try to keep quiet. Understood?”

Anja almost answered with, “Yes, Mistress.” At the last moment she caught herself and simply nodded.

“Good girl,” said Marsha. “Now, brace yourself. I shall be judging you on how quiet and still you can be.”

Anja tensed her body, awaiting the first slap of a hand or the crack of a whip. What she felt surprised her and she gasped in pain before stifling her cry. Something stinging had hit her thigh. It took her a moment to realize what it was. Marsha was dripping hot wax on her.

“Less noise. No wriggling,” said Marsha, sending another dribble of wax onto Anja’s skin. The pain at first was intense, though it cooled quickly to a dull ache. The real torture was being asked to stay still and quiet.

While Anja gritted her teeth, Marsha started to tug at the top of her corset, where the bra cups and straps were. Anja tensed every muscle as Marsha exposed her breasts. “Stay still,” Marsha warned. Then she poured a line of wax across Anja’s breasts.

It was no good. The pain was too much and Anja let out a whimper. She twitched, her whole body jerking. She was trying to please her Mistress, but she was only human.

Marsha laughed softly and said, “I can see you’re trying. Trying and failing. I suppose we will have to practise this a lot.” Then she poured another line of wax across Anja’s breasts, this time managing to splatter her nipples with the hot fluid. Anja whined through her nose, her hands turning to fists. This was right at the limit of what she could endure. The excitement and tension of the night were starting to erode her composure.

“Is this going to break you?” Marsha whispered, pouring wax up towards Anja’s neck.

Anja suddenly sobbed. It was not the pain that she could not endure. It was the failure. She started to cry under the blindfold.

Marsha stopped immediately. She walked away and Anja heard her blowing out the candle. Then she returned to the table and stroked Anja’s cheek. “You tried really hard, well done. You’ll get better at it. It takes time. I’m going to bed now. When I’ve gone, you’re allowed to take off the blindfold and clean yourself up. You can go to bed too. I expect you up for breakfast at eight. We have a lot to do tomorrow. If you’re good, we’ll take a swim at some point. Goodnight,” she said. She spoke quickly and efficiently. Then she walked away swiftly. Perhaps she felt guilty. It seemed more likely to Anja that Marsha just wanted to give her time to decompress.

Anja lay in the dark for a while, listening to the distant sounds of Marsha getting ready for bed. Then she lay and listened to the sounds of the house. Gradually her tears subsided and she found herself again. She had gone right to the edge this evening and Marsha had known it. No safe word had been needed. Marsha wanted to push her, but not break her.

Getting up from the table brought Anja back to reality. Her backside was getting more painful by the moment and the wax on her chest and legs cracked when she moved. She felt like she had been through a rigorous workout in the gym and now she needed to cool down. The stress was not just physical, though, there was an emotional and mental toll. She had done things this evening that were completely new to her. The stripping had shown her a side of herself that she knew was there, but it had taken Marsha to reveal it. What came after was hard to process as a real experience. She had endured physical pain and total humiliation. All of her suffering had been at the hands of her beautiful Mistress, a woman that she had a huge crush on. She pondered whether she was actually in love with Marsha. There was certainly some sort of intense emotion whenever she thought of her. It was not as simple as arousal or lust. She yearned to be with Marsha, whether it was at work or in private.

Anja told herself to stop trying to figure it out. It was bedtime and she had a busy day tomorrow. What mattered now was getting some sleep. She collected her discarded outfit and walked quietly upstairs to her room. She could not hear anything from Marsha. She did not even know where she might be in the house. There were so many rooms that Marsha could be far away from her now. It was strange to be in such a huge house and to know that the only other person was hidden somewhere. It was frightening and exhilarating, just like every experience with Marsha.

In her room, Anja was glad to step out of her heels and to ease herself out of the lingerie. When she had put on the glamorous underwear and stockings, they had felt sexy. Now everything felt constricting and ill-fitting. As she took off the underwear, more candle wax cracked from her skin and she saw the red marks that it had left on her. She did not see the marks as ugly. They were visible signs of the relationship between her and Marsha. Seeing the red lines on her breasts made her smile with pride.

Feeling suddenly exhausted, Anja decided that she would not clean her teeth or shower again. She needed to stop thinking and stop feeling. She switched off all the lights in the room apart from one. She could not face total darkness in a strange house, especially the house of Marsha. Anja did not care if it was childish to need a light on. She needed to be gentle with herself.

The bed was warm, soft and welcoming. The embrace of the bed was so soft that Anja was asleep in moments, her exhausted mind and body accepted oblivion happily.

The night was long, dark, silent and gentle as a kiss. If Anja dreamed, she only dreamed of sleep. She thought nothing and felt nothing until she heard Marsha’s voice calling through her door, “Get outta bed, lazy bones, I want to make breakfast!”

Anja sat up, blinking and feeling disoriented. She realized that she had left her phone downstairs. Thankfully, there was a clock in the room and she saw that it was only seven. Marsha was clearly keen to make an early start. Anja got up, feeling like she ought to thank her bed for an excellent night of sleep. She stretched and smiled, though her backside was aching badly. Anja shrugged off the pain. Working for Marsha meant being prepared to make certain sacrifices.

After showering, Anja chose an outfit from her own luggage. Marsha had told her that casual, comfortable clothes would be fine for the weekend, so she put on jeans and a sweatshirt. She looked at herself in the mirror. She looked like a happy, healthy young woman on a vacation. She hoped that Marsha would find her acceptable. She hurried downstairs, her heart twisting with excitement as she thought about her Mistress.

Marsha was in the kitchen at the stove. She was wearing a white, fluffy robe and some matching slippers. She turned when she heard Anja and smiled in amusement. Marsha always looked at Anja as though she found her equally amusing and adorable. “Very different look this morning,” she said, smirking as she reminded Anja of the night before.

“Not too casual I hope?” said Anja, worried for a moment that she had misjudged the mood.

Marsha sniggered and waved a hand dismissively. “I know we’re gonna work, but I said casual and I meant it. Me, I’m not getting out of this robe all day, unless we take a swim. My plan is sitting by the fire, drinking hot chocolate and learning those bloody lines. Now, I hope you like pancakes and if my pancakes are crap, you can just pretend they’re nice, right?” For a brief moment, Marsha looked anxious. It was an expression that Anja had not seen on her face before. It only lasted for a second, but the worried look suggested that Marsha was eager to please Anja. It might have been Anja’s imagination, but she wondered if Marsha was trying to be kind and struggling with the strangeness of trying to please someone else.

Fortunately, Anja did not have to lie. The pancakes, the fruit and the coffee were all good. After they had eaten, Marsha said, “I’m going to get the scripts and you can clear the table.” As she passed Anja’s chair, she put her hand on Anja’s shoulder and gave it a friendly squeeze. Anja froze. The warm gesture from Marsha felt as intimate as a kiss. She did not dare turn to look at Marsha, she was blushing too hard.

Anja cleared the table and the kitchen. She liked doing domestic things for Marsha. It felt appropriate and intimate at the same time. It was right to do jobs for her employer and it was fitting to share chores with her… friend? She did not know how to see their relationship. They were certainly more than colleagues and they shared a deep trust. There were still limits to what they had, though. They had not articulated the nature of their relationship. Perhaps words would be too clumsy. Maybe it was better to let their dynamic evolve, guided by Marsha’s empathy. Thus far, Marsha had judged it all perfectly. Anja had felt just the right amounts of pain and pleasure, humiliation and praise. There was no need to rush into putting a name to what they had.

“Scripts are ready, let’s get that hot chocolate and get to work,” said Marsha, returning to the kitchen and grinning. She had, perhaps, noticed Anja’s thoughtful expression. She certainly noticed the way Anja jumped at the sound of her voice. As Marsha brushed past Anja, she patted her backside and said, “How’s it feeling?”

Blushing, Anja said, “Sore.”

Marsha chuckled dirtily and said, “Good.” Then, working together, they made the hot chocolate, both of them aware of the strange, indefinable tension that pervaded the atmosphere between them.

With the hot chocolate made, they went through to the living room and sat in the chairs by the fire. Marsha grinned as she watched Anja sitting down. The sadist in Marsha enjoyed the way that Anja winced as her backside touched the chair. There was a pleasure that Marsha found in being reminded of her power over the sweet submissive.

Anja noticed that, as Marsha sat down, her robe slipped off her thigh, exposing a long expanse of flawless skin. She looked away, not wanting to be caught staring.

Marsha sighed and said, “You know, before we get onto the scripts, there’s something I need.”

“What’s that?” Anja asked, not looking into Marsha’s eyes. She was ready to fetch whatever Marsha wanted, to do whatever her Mistress needed.

Marsha paused. “I want one of your foot massages,” she said quietly.

“Of course,” Anja replied. She answered as simply as if Marsha had asked for a cookie to go with her hot chocolate. Meekly, Anja came and sat on the floor at Marsha’s feet, ignoring the pain in her buttocks as she sat cross-legged.

“Wear this,” Marsha said, dropping the blindfold onto Anja’s legs.

“Of course… Mistress,” Anja said, realizing that the time for work had not started yet. This was private time. Anja wrapped the blindfold around her eyes and sat awaiting her orders. She felt one of Marsha’s feet descend into her lap. The foot pressed against the crotch of her jeans and Anja gasped. It was the most sexual sensual thing that they had ever done.

“Massage,” said Marsha, her voice low and slightly threatening. “Not too much noise, either. And no peeping.”

Anja started to rub her delicate fingers around Marsha’s toes. Marsha’s heel was firmly against Anja’s crotch, pressing in a way that made Anja catch her breath. As she massaged, she felt and heard Marsha moving. There was a soft rustling from Marsha’s robe and then a very gentle sigh. Perhaps Marsha was just enjoying the massage, but it sounded to Anja as though Marsha might be enjoying something else as well. There was a faint sound of flesh against flesh, perhaps Marsha’s fingers against her body. Anja shivered as she imagined what her Mistress might be doing. Marsha gave another sigh, close to a moan and Anja could not stop herself from gasping.

“Quiet,” hissed Marsha. “Massage. Do it, slut!”

Anja started to massage Marsha’s foot again, feeling the tension in the sole as Marsha strained to enjoy herself. Anja had never been so excited in her life. The pressure of Marsha’s heel against her was not the real stimulation. The true pleasure came from imagining how beautiful and how sensual Marsha must look right now. The sounds of Marsha enjoying herself were subtle and quiet, but they were unmistakeable. Anja gritted her teeth, resisting her urge to moan. She wanted to do so much more than just sit and massage Marsha. If they had been a different couple, she could have offered Marsha so much more pleasure. She had her orders, though. She had to sit, she had to be quiet, she had to massage. If that was what Marsha wanted, that was what she would get. Anja only wanted to serve her Mistress perfectly. There would be no disobedience now, not when Marsha was trusting her with this honour. Marsha’s heavy breathing was making warmth flood through Anja’s entire body.

“Rub harder,” Marsha whispered. Her voice was strained. The soft sounds of her body were growing louder. As Anja rubbed Marsha’s wriggling foot, Marsha’s own fingers were rubbing elsewhere.

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Anja, grinding her fingertips into Marsha’s tense foot. As she rubbed, Marsha’s heel was giving her a pleasure that few other lovers had managed with their hands.

“Such a good girl this morning,” whispered Marsha. “Such a bad girl last night. Does it still hurt?”

“It hurts so much, Mistress,” Anja whimpered, feeling her backside burn more as she remembered Marsha’s rough treatment.

“Good,” groaned Marsha. “You like it hurting?” she whispered, a hint of concern in her voice, mingled with the selfish pleasure.

“I love it, Mistress,” gasped Anja. She wanted Marsha to know that she wanted it all, the pain and the pleasure.

“Little slut,” gasped Marsha, sounding surprised and pleased that Anja was so enthused about her own degradation. “You loved it so much you had an orgasm, didn’t you?” said Marsha, sounding as though the memory was powerfully arousing to her.

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress,” whined Anja, blushing with shame.

“From now on, you don’t cum without my permission. Not even on your own,” Marsha moaned, her foot working firmly against Anja.

“I promise, Mistress,” said Anja, hoping that she did not break her vow through weakness. She felt so good, she would need all her strength to resist the pleasure.

“Little slut. That’s what you are,” Marsha said, her voice straining more as the sounds of her fingers grew louder. “Say it!”

“I’m a little slut, Mistress. I’m your little slut, Mistress,” Anja said, her heart bursting with excitement as she said the words.

“That’s fucking right,” Marsha hissed. She loved her power over Anja and loved the idea that she owned the obedient, beautiful, timid girl. “Little slut. Good little slut. Good… little… slut!” Then Marsha’s foot pushed harder against Anja and there were beautiful moans of complete ecstasy.

Anja could not believe what she was feeling and hearing. Marsha was having an orgasm. The pleasure of conquering Anja was not just a game to Marsha, it was something wonderful and arousing. She was revelling in her own power and Anja’s sweet obedience. Although Anja was equally excited, she forced herself not to climax. This moment was for her Mistress. She kept rubbing Marsha’s foot as it arched and twisted in her lap. It was a moment of complete intimacy. Despite the blindfold, perhaps even because of it, Anja felt closer to Marsha than ever. She could feel every burst of pleasure that Marsha was experiencing. She could not have wished to be any closer to her Mistress, this was perfect.

After a minute of quiet, relaxed rubbing, Marsha giggled. The climax had subsided. “God, needed that. Well, we better get to work. You’re such a little distraction, aren’t you? Come on, get that blindfold off and let’s run lines,” said Marsha, rearranging her robe. She leaned down and took off Anja’s blindfold with gentle hands. Then she kissed the tip of a wet finger and pressed it on the end of Anja’s nose. “Come on, can’t sit around all day. Work time!” said Marsha, tapping a script on the top of Anja’s head and then pointing to the other armchair.

It was time for work. Anja stood up and hid all her emotions away. There would be time later. Now she had to serve in a different way. She sat down in her chair and smiled shyly, keeping her eyes on her script.

Marsha chuckled and said, “Good girl. Let’s get to work.”

**

Running lines did not sound like a gruelling task. The reality was different. Anja was amazed at the intensity of Marsha’s ‘process’. She did not just want to learn her lines parrot-fashion, she wanted to discuss the story, the characters and the emotions behind the lines. Although Anja had no experience with acting, Marsha seemed to value her input. She wanted to know if Anja ‘believed’ a particular line reading, if it felt honest. Marsha ran each scene dozens of times, exploring every possible permutation, dissecting every nuance. Anja had always known that there was more to Marsha’s job than saying the lines and not bumping into the scenery, but she had not realized just how driven Marsha could be when she was working. It was starting to give Anja an idea of Marsha’s real character. Behind her incredible beauty and carefree persona, there was a woman with a keen, passionate, artistic soul. The intensity of Marsha’s work ethic helped to explain her sexual proclivities. Exploring domination and submission was a release valve for Marsha. It was not just sadism or a kinky mind that made Marsha want to spank Anja, it was all part of her innate intensity. Marsha’s desire for control of her craft was one facet of her character. Another facet was her desire to control Anja. In some people, Anja imagined, such a personality could create a monster. There were plenty of performers in Hollywood who abused their colleagues and their staff without Marsha’s framework of respect. In finding a natural submissive like Anja, Marsha had found a safe outlet for her need to control someone. Marsha needed a submissive just as much as Anja needed a Domme. Both of them could be fulfilled by the other person.

As they worked, Anja reflected on her own position in the relationship. She knew that some people would tell her that it was unhealthy and unequal. Marsha was powerful and she was taking advantage of Anja. It was probably true. Nevertheless, there were far more unhealthy relationships out there. Anja had known women that dated men that were abusive or manipulative. Those relationships had no framework and no limits. Anja, however, knew that she could tell Marsha to stop and it would all stop. If she wanted, she could become a normal assistant. The strange intimacy of submission would vanish. That was not something that Anja wanted. No matter how unusual or unequal their relationship might be, she craved more of it. She could not stop now. It made her glad that Marsha was, apparently, a benevolent goddess. Beyond the spankings, the mind games and the sensuality, she believed that Marsha cared about her. It was not quite a love affair, not yet, but it was not as simple as a fling. Marsha was trusting Anja with a secret. It would be possible for Anja to tell the studio about Marsha’s unprofessional behaviour and ruin the star’s career. Marsha knew that and Anja knew it. Marsha trusted Anja not to ‘kiss and tell’, while Anja trusted Marsha not to go too far. They had not put everything into words, but they were both intelligent women and they knew what they were doing. The relationship was unusual, neither of them could deny that, but it was not entirely one-sided. Anja knew that some relationship experts would tell her that she was a naïve young woman and that she had fallen under the spell of a charismatic predator. Anja did not care. If Marsha was a predator, Anja wanted to be her prey. She would give herself willingly to her goddess.

They had a brief lunch where Marsha virtually ignored Anja. The star was busy with her phone, texting friends and giggling at the unseen replies. Anja ate silently, glad to just be in the same room as the woman that she adored. There was something oddly deliberate about the way Marsha ignored her. It was another game. Marsha was intentionally refusing to give Anja the attention that she craved. It was not quite a punishment, though it was certainly designed to make Anja burn with longing. She felt like a puppy that sits obediently, yearning for the moment when the Mistress will pick up the leash and say that it’s playtime. Marsha revelled in making Anja wait. At moments like these, it was easy to imagine that Marsha was just an entitled bitch, a snooty star that could ignore her employee. Anja knew better. This was part of the game. Marsha was making her wait for something more exciting. It was infuriating and it was arousing. To be excited by being ignored was strange, Anja knew it. Nevertheless, Marsha’s exaggerated indifference to her presence was a form of teasing that made Anja’s heart feel tight and hot. She considered dropping a plate, just to make Marsha look at her. That was too much, though. She was not the sort of person that could indulge in ‘bratting’ just to get attention from her Mistress. She would amaze Marsha with her patience and obedience. She would win approval through her stoicism and loyal servitude. There was a stubborn streak in Anja that could find paradoxical pride in the depths of humility.

The sun was going down when Marsha reached the end of her endurance. She put down her script, rubbed her eyes and shook her head. “I’m done. I’m dead. I might as well quit acting, I’m terrible,” she groaned, slumping in her chair and staring at the ceiling.

Without thinking, Anja laughed and said, “Don’t be silly. You’re incredible! You are the most versatile actress I’ve ever seen. You can do comedy, drama, anything. You’re beautiful and you have depth and you work incredibly hard.” As soon as she had spoken, she felt like she had crossed a line. She felt her cheeks burn as she blushed.

Marsha sat up again and looked at Anja with a surprised smile. “Are you looking for a pay rise?” she teased.

“No!” said Anja, blushing harder. “No, I meant it. I mean it. You’re just tired, so you’re putting yourself down.”

Marsha’s teasing smile became warmer, more sincere. “You’re just the tonic I need, you know?” she said. “You know what else I need? I need a foot massage. And I kinda need to treat you like shit. I just feel like being an absolute bitch. You think you can cope with that?” she asked. There was genuine concern in her voice. Marsha knew that she needed an outlet for her frustrations and her self-doubt. She needed Anja to submit and she needed to enjoy her power over her. Before she began, though, she wanted Anja to have been given fair warning.

“I can cope,” Anja said softly. Her heart had started to beat faster immediately and there was a fluttering excitement in her abdomen. Whatever Marsha needed, Anja was ready.

“Good,” Marsha replied. She paused for a moment, letting the tension hang between them. Neither of them spoke. They stared at each other, Marsha looking pleased and Anja looking shyly eager. “Come over her and get on your fucking knees, then,” said Marsha. She spoke calmly and firmly. She spoke as though she was saying something very obvious that Anja should have predicted.

Putting down her script, Anja quickly crossed the room and knelt before her Mistress, averting her eyes. She waited quietly while Marsha stared down at her, the powerful gaze making her flesh tingle.

“You’re so disgustingly submissive,” said Marsha, putting her bare feet onto Anja’s lap. “You just want to be a total doormat for me, don’t you?” she said, wiggling her toes and then rubbing her soles on Anja’s thighs.

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Anja. Her throat felt tight and dry. She wanted to hear Marsha saying terrible things to her. Marsha’s words were like insults, but Anja heard them as praise.

“Massage my feet, then!” Marsha snapped. “I don’t pay you to just kneel there. Massage my feet like you worship them.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Anja said, almost sighing the words. The truth was that she did worship Marsha, every part of her. She would honour every inch of Marsha from the soles of her perfect feet to the top of her head if her goddess ordered it. There was nothing that Anja would enjoy more than massaging, kissing and licking her Mistress all over. Anja’s deft, talented hands began to rub Marsha’s smooth, delectable soles, finding the tension that hid there and teasing it away with loving caresses. Marsha sighed with satisfaction and Anja could not hold back a little moan of pleasure that came from knowing she was making her Mistress happy.

“I heard that moan, you little slut,” said Marsha, sounding amused. “Just rubbing my feet gets you hot, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja, her voice humble and completely honest. She would not lie to her Mistress. She gripped Marsha’s toes, giving each one an individual massage.

“Do you dream of kissing my feet?” Marsha asked, a teasing, tempting note in her voice.

“I do, Mistress,” said Anja, shivering with excitement at the thought.

“Kiss them then, you little freak,” said Marsha. It was an insult, but it was said with something that was very close to affection. Marsha seemed to admire Anja’s honesty about her growing kinks.

Changing her position, so that she was on all fours, Anja lowered her head to kiss Marsha’s feet. Anja had never felt so lowly, not so fulfilled. Gently kissing the shapely toes of her Mistress was an act of devotion and lust at the same time. Although Anja felt enormous respect for her Mistress, she could not deny that she longed for Marsha’s perfect body. Just kissing Marsha’s feet made Anja burn with desire, a feeling that began in her heart and then raced through her body, filling her brain with lewd dreams and her abdomen with aching lust. She could feel a wetness and a melting between her legs. 

“Mmm, your mouth is as talented as your fingers,” sighed Marsha. “I really did pick the right personal assistant. Try kissing a little higher. Work your way up my ankles.”

Anja shuddered. She had not dared to dream that Marsha would let her go further than this. With soft, quick, eager kisses, she worked up Marsha’s feet and began to kiss her ankles. Feeling bold, she allowed her tongue to slip out and lick the soft skin. Tasting Marsha made Anja moan deliriously. She was tasting divinity.

Marsha giggled and said, “OK, I get it, you like to lick. You’re so fucking transparent. I know what you want. Go higher. Up my calves.”

Anja blushed furiously. She both loved and hated that Marsha could read her so easily. She kissed up one smooth, firm calf and, unable to resist, licked again, her tongue flickering, giving a teasing intimation of what it might do elsewhere.

Again, Marsha giggled. “I see,” she said, her voice full of smug knowledge. “The little slut’s clever tongue is being cheeky. Higher up, then. Up to my knees and no further. If you go to high, I’ll whip that sore arse of yours.”

Breathing fast and hard, Anja started to shower adoring kisses on the lower legs of her Mistress. Marsha’s skin was incredibly smooth and warm. It really did feel like kissing the flesh of a living goddess, an angel made flesh. Anja felt desperately aroused, wishing that she could touch herself as she kissed Marsha. There had to be some restraint, though. It would not be appropriate to let go of all her inhibitions and start to masturbate wildly. Anja knew that the moment she gave in to her desires, she would end up writhing on the floor, pleasuring herself helplessly at Marsha’s feet.

When Anja reached Marsha’s knees, she went no higher. However, she did twist herself around so that she could kiss the backs of Marsha’s knees as Marsha straightened her legs. This was the most co-operative that Marsha had ever been. It seemed too good to be true that Marsha would indulge her slave this way. Perhaps it was a reward for her day of hard work on the script. Whatever the reason, Anja was ecstatic to be granted an opportunity to truly worship her Mistress. She knew that she must look like a pathetic pet dog, but she did not care at all. If she was allowed to serve Marsha, she was happy to be nothing more than a pet. Being a pet for Marsha was superior to being an equal to any other lover.

“You’re tickling,” laughed Marsha, firmly pushing Anja away and grinning at her pet’s forlorn, yearning expression. Marsha paused, looking down at Anja thoughtfully. “Do you want to take this further? I know we’ve gone quite far before, but we could do more. I have to warn you, though, little slut… if we cross this line, I’ll want to cross others. I know you want the fun part, but can you handle the other things? I can play pretty rough.”

Anja’s heart was already hammering, but Marsha’s words made it jolt in her chest as though she had been struck by lightning. Anja knew that she wanted to take it further, there was no question about that. She also knew, at least she told herself that she knew, that she could cope with any pain that came with the pleasure. If the price of worshipping Marsha was enduring spankings, whippings even, Anja was willing to pay it. “I want it, Mistress. I want all of it,” Anja said, staring up at her goddess with eyes that were tearful with excitement and longing.

Marsha raised an eyebrow. Even dressed in a white robe, sitting in an armchair, she managed to look like an empress on a throne. “You’re so naïve, it’s adorable,” said Marsha, shaking her head slightly. “You have no idea what you’re getting into. Still, you can’t say I didn’t warn you… and if it’s ever too much, I can stop. Though I think you’re the sort who just goes deeper and deeper into trouble. You won’t stop for anything. Go on then. Show me what you’ve got. You can go higher than my knees.”

It took all of Anja’s self-control not to bury her face between Marsha’s legs. However, she did not want to make a fool of herself. She had to prove to Marsha that she could be a composed and sensual slave, not a drooling nymphomaniac. Trying her best to be slow and teasing, she kissed gently up the inside of one of Marsha’s thighs. Anja could not remember ever kissing any flesh so smooth and perfect. It did not feel like a sexual experience, it felt like something sacred. These kisses were worship.

“Mmm,” sigh Marsha, putting her hands on Anja’s head, twining her fingers in her hair. “You’re taking your time. You don’t want to, do you? You want to just go wild. I need a slave with more control than that, though, and you know that. You take your time, little slut.” Marsha’s fingers toyed with Anja’s hair, moving idly, without purpose. While Anja was on fire with anxiety and desire, Marsha was utterly calm. Marsha was a goddess, completely at ease with receiving the worship that she knew was her due.

With each kiss, Anja rose further up Marsha’s thigh. Anja kept her eyes closed. She felt that it would be disrespectful to look between Marsha’s legs. Nevertheless, she was getting closer and closer to the ultimate warmth of Marsha’s body. When her lips first grazed against Marsha’s lips, she let out a small sound of delight and fear.

“Don’t sound so scared!” laughed Marsha, gently slapping the top of Anja’s head. “Show me what you can do. I know you’re good at your job and right now your job is making me happy. Please me.” Marsha’s fingers curled more firmly into Anja’s hair, pulling the eager slave closer.

Tentatively at first, Anja began to lick and kiss. She was not completely inexperienced, but she felt like this was her first time. Being with Marsha was different to being with any other person. Anja whimpered, certain that her own excitement had to be greater than Marsha’s. Although Marsha had begun to moan, Anja could not believe that her Mistress was more aroused than she. With her eyes closed, Anja discovered the taste of her goddess. Although she knew, in her rational mind, that Marsha was only a human being, she felt like she was really tasting someone divine. As she grew in confidence, she began to be more deliberate with her kisses. Anja’s tongue moved faster, twirling and flickering in a way that made Marsha gasp and then moan. It was, it seemed, possible to please the goddess.

“Yeah, that’s right, you little slut, lick me! You fucking love it, don’t you? I knew you would. Don’t you dare touch yourself, though. This is all about me. You understand that? This is all about me!” Marsha snarled, made fierce by her arousal. She had gathered Anja’s hair into two bunches, holding the clumps of hair in her fists, steering her slave to give her the most pleasure. Marsha was using Anja like a toy, an object designed purely to give her the sensual excitement that she desired.

Marsha was being so rough that it hurt, but Anja thrived on this pain. Having her head manhandled by Marsha, even if her scalp was burning, made Anja feel a thrill that no tender kiss from a previous partner could have supplied. Marsha’s cruelty was better than another lover’s gentleness. If Marsha wanted to be brutal, Anja would welcome and absorb that brutality. The taste of Marsha was more than enough to make any pain worthwhile.

Marsha changed her grip on Anja, grabbing the back of her head and pulling the slave more firmly towards her. “I’m gonna grind all over you,” groaned Marsha. “You like it when I just use you, don’t you? Don’t you?!”

Anja could not answer. All she could offer was a muffled moan of agreement. She was being half-smothered and half-drowned, but she was at the pinnacle of happiness. The only thing that would have made her more completely satisfied was something satisfaction of her own cravings. She wanted desperately to touch herself or to be touched. The desperation was so bad, that she tried to rub her thighs together, foolishly hoping that the slight friction would help with her intense frustration. All the rubbing achieved was to make her feel more frustrated. Anja whined against Marsha, wishing that she could give herself just a fraction of the pleasure that Marsha was experiencing.

“Close!” moaned Marsha, thrusting with her hips, grinding herself ever harder against Anja’s face and mouth. “Don’t you stop! Don’t you dare stop! I don’t care if you drown, just don’t stop!” Marsha’s long, powerful legs were helping her to use her slave, raising her pelvis to meet the eager, hungry mouth.

Anja was almost in tears from happiness. She was experiencing an honour that she had not expected to be given. She was going to be used by her Mistress to achieve a climax.

“Fuck yes!” Marsha cried, sounding triumphant, as though she had simultaneously reached orgasm and defeated an opponent in a complex contest. As she came, her body released a torrent of wetness that she ensured went directly into Anja’s mouth. Marsha’s hands were pressing Anja firmly against her, forcing her to drink her liquid pleasure. “All! All of it!” Marsha snarled, pumping her hips as she used her orgasm to prove her dominance over Anja.

Anja was happy to be dominant. She tasted and swallowed all of Marsha’s lust. Despite Marsha’s roughness and the power of her climax, Anja did not struggle or allow herself to be overwhelmed. She wanted this moment to be perfect for her Mistress and she focussed herself on using all her skill and stamina. No clumsiness could spoil her Mistress’s sacred climax.

The orgasm was fast and powerful, but Marsha was quickly too sensitive for more stimulation and she roughly pushed Anja away. For just a moment, Anja looked up into Marsha’s eyes and saw a delighted surprise there. As soon as Marsha realized that she was giving Anja an unguarded look of happiness, she scowled and pushed Anja roughly to the floor. “No looking me in the eye, you naughty little bitch!” Marsha snapped, panting heavily. As Anja knelt, her face to the floor, Marsha pushed her away with her feet, saying, “Back off. Face down. Go on, shuffle back. That’s it. Just curl up and don’t look at me, you nasty slut.”

Anja sensed that Marsha was experiencing a strange vulnerability after the orgasm. Marsha was normally completely in control, completely detached. In the moment of climax, she had allowed something hidden to show through her dominance. Now she had to regain her full control and re-establish that she was the Mistress and Anja was the slave.

“I saw you, you know,” Marsha said, a soft menace in her voice. “You were rubbing your thighs together, trying to get off. That’s very naughty. You’ll have to pay for that later. I have some orders for you now. I’m going to go upstairs, take a nap, take bath, get ready for dinner, all that. You’re going to work like a bitch and make dinner. There’s plenty of food in the kitchen, so impress me. You’re going to clean yourself up, too. You’re going to wear something nice. I want you to look like you’ve made an effort. After dinner, I’ll have had time to decide what your punishment is for trying to get yourself off. By the way, I don’t want you touching yourself without my permission. I’ll know if you do. I’ll know from the guilty look on your face. In fact, I think you’ll just admit it. You’re such a pathetic little submissive that you’ll tell me when you fail, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Anja said, not raising her wet face from the smooth wood of the floor. Although she felt ashamed after being caught out, she still felt pleased that she had been useful to Marsha. She did not know if she would ever be allowed to give Marsha oral pleasure again, but she knew that she would treasure the memory.

While Anja crouched humbly on the floor, Marsha stood up, her robe rustling softly as she adjusted it. Slowly and deliberately, Marsha stepped over Anja, making sure that her sub felt small. For a moment, as Marsha passed over her, Anja felt tiny, like a worshipper at the feet of a gigantic statue, a statue of a titanic goddess.

Anja waited on the floor for a long time, listening as Marsha’s footsteps went slowly upstairs and then faded away into the house. Only when Marsha had been gone for a few minutes did Anja dare to move. She lifted her head slowly, looking into the chair that Marsha had vacated, seeing the dented cushions where her Mistress had been. Anja had to resist the burning urge to stroke the chair and feel the warmth left by Marsha’s beautiful body.

When she stood up, Anja found that her legs were weak. Kneeling on the floor for a long time, combined with the tension of being so excited, had made Anja feel like she had been through a vigorous workout in the gym. Despite her weak body, she felt a sense of urgency. She did not know how long it would be before Marsha was ready for dinner. Everything had to be prepared so that it could be ready the moment Marsha appeared. Wasting no time, Anja hurried to the kitchen, quickly and efficiently exploring everywhere. She soon decided on her menu. She would prepare tuna steaks, sweet potatoes and a salad. She knew that Marsha enjoyed all those things. The timing was more difficult, but, based on Marsha’s usual routines, Anja thought that her Mistress would probably be ready to eat at half past seven. She hoped that Marsha would not try to catch her out by wanting food early or much later. She doubted that Marsha would do that. Punishment would be coming later, that was certain. The thigh rubbing would not be forgotten, there was no need for Marsha to make a fool of Anja over dinner.

Now that she had a rough plan for the food, she needed to pick an outfit. She wanted to look good for her Mistress and to show that she had made an effort. That meant that she would need to shower, do something with her hair, choose a make-up look and pick an outfit. There was plenty of time, but Anja could not escape the feeling that she was under pressure. It was not an unpleasant sensation, she liked having a deadline, it gave her the drive to work harder. Although she wanted to move quickly, she also felt like she ought to move quietly, so she ran upstairs as softly as she could. Anja often found herself thinking that she should be as unobtrusive as possible when she was anywhere near Marsha. It was partly because she did not want to annoy Marsha, but there was also a sense in her that Marsha’s attention was too much to bear. Marsha was sometimes too bright, too powerful, and she made Anja feel like a nocturnal creature in the glare of the sun.

In the safety of her room, Anja found that she was filled with adrenalin and breathing heavily. She felt like she was recovering from a hard sprint. It was not a panic attack, it did not have the painful element of fear. She felt more like she had just stepped off a rollercoaster and was recovering from the untamed excitement. This was the time, she supposed, when she needed some form of ‘after care’. Perhaps letting her be alone was Marsha’s way of providing that care. Anja had to decompress and to process what had happened. While her body went through a shower and the business of getting ready for dinner, her mind could explore the new stage that her relationship with Marsha had entered.

As Anja showered, cleaning away the taste and smell of Marsha, she relived the shocking and very welcome new development. The relationship between them had never been purely professional, but this was the most overtly sexual that Marsha had allowed Anja to be. It was, in Anja’s opinion, another act of trust and intimacy from Marsha. The fact that Marsha had left immediately afterward suggested that she too was in need of privacy to explore her thoughts and feelings. Marsha needed a submissive in her life, though she might not need a lover or partner. The complex relationship between a Domme and a sub did not have to follow the path of traditional relationships. There was no reason that the two of them had to settle into mundane domesticity or a relationship that could be easily defined for the enjoyment of people reading tabloid newspapers. Perhaps over dinner they could talk about their feelings.

Anja wondered whether Marsha’s need for control and distance where ways of protecting herself. Marsha could seem haughty and distant, though that might be a form of protection. Anja did not like to play the part of ‘armchair psychologist’, but she was sure that people who feel vulnerable sometimes created a confident, controlled persona. Marsha might be in her own rooms right now, wondering whether she had gone too far or ruined the dynamic between them. This made Anja resolve to do what she could, as subtly as possible, to reassure her Mistress. Everything that had happened between them had been welcome. Anja would never press for more than Marsha could give and she was happy to continue just as they were. If Marsha needed more intimacy, Anja would welcome that. If Marsha needed to retreat, Anja would accept that too.

The greatest love and the greatest friendship, Anja reflected, was allowing another person to be free. Anja would let Marsha be herself. When Marsha needed to be cruel, rough or haughty, Anja would accept that with gratitude. When Marsha required something more intimate, Anja would happily give her what she desired. It was probably something that a therapist would criticize, Anja thought. Allowing a more dominant partner to do whatever they wished suggested an unhealthy level of subservience. However, Anja was certain that Marsha would listen if Anja said a line had been crossed. If a pain was too great for Anja’s endurance, she was sure that Marsha would stop. There was a sanity and compassion that informed Marsha’s sadism. Marsha had no desire to destroy Anja, even if the submissive’s suffering sometimes aroused her. Marsha reminded Anja of an expert driver, pushing a car to its limits. The driver might want the engine to roar, but they did not want to smash the car to pieces. Anja grinned as she stepped out of the shower, wondering why she had imagined herself as a car, an inanimate object. Perhaps sometimes she wished that she could be just a machine, something that served diligently, without complaint or question. Machines did not have anxieties or low self-esteem.

Drying herself with a sumptuous towel, Anja thought that all analogies fell apart eventually. She did not need an analogy. She was a submissive woman and she was in a relationship with a Domme. The relationship was as complicated as any between two human beings. Anja was a novice as a submissive and she was unsure how to deal with her feelings. Marsha was, perhaps, a more experienced Domme, though there were clues in her actions that suggested she too had complex reactions to their affair. For now, Anja was certain that she wanted to go further. It was not like she had a choice. She could no more give up Marsha than she could give up breathing.

When it came to dressing, Anja decided that she would be daring. She put on sheer, nylon, hold-up stockings and a pretty black basque. She decided that she would not wear panties. It was a bold decision and one that Marsha might not notice. However, there was the possibility that a spanking would be part of Marsha’s plan for the evening. Anja relished the idea of Marsha discovering that she was not wearing underwear. Just thinking about it made Anja blush and set her heart racing as she wondered how Marsha might react. There was likely to be an additional punishment for being so provocative.

Over her basque and stockings, Anja chose a long black dress that would have been suitable for any glamorous dinner date. The neckline showed some cleavage, but nothing scandalous. A cut up the side of the dress showed some of Anja’s leg, but not enough to expose the top of her stockings. It was not the best outfit for preparing dinner, but she could wear an apron over it.

For make-up and hair, Anja stayed subtle. She wanted to look close to natural, while enhancing her full lips. She kept most of her hair up in a pretty, jewelled clip that she found. The diamonds, or glass crystals, whatever they might be, twinkled in Anja’s hair and made her smile. She was not as beautiful as Marsha, but she was not so plain that it was foolish to imagine her Mistress glancing at her with admiration.

There was still plenty of time to prepare the dinner and have everything ready for Marsha. Anja wanted to lay the large dining table, to light candles and to play soothing music. Marsha deserved to have all the luxury of a restaurant with none of the exposure to the public. Anja liked the idea of pampering her goddess.

Anja took her time preparing the dining room. When she was finished, she was tempted to take a picture on her phone. The room was beautiful, with candlelight sparkling from silver cutlery and the long windows with their views of the forested grounds.

Once dinner was cooking, Anja decided that a good bottle of wine was needed. After only a little exploration, she found a door that led to a wine cellar. It was not a dusty place, full of shadows and spiders. The cellar was simply a cool, modern room that felt like a garage lined with shelves. There were hundreds of bottles of wine and Anja had little idea of how to choose. While she was searching amongst the shelves, she found another door. Without thinking, Anja pushed the door open and then gasped. The room beyond the door was equally modern and cool. It was also, unmistakeably, a ‘dungeon’. There were black leather benches where a submissive might be secured in bondage. There were racks of floggers and paddles. Everything looked brand new and undisturbed.

“Close that door. That room isn’t for tonight,” said Marsha’s voice.

Anja turned around, gasping, her heart twisting painfully. She had not mean to intrude on something private. She quickly pulled the door closed and said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry, I was looking for wine.” Despite her training, she looked directly at Marsha, needing to see the face of her Mistress, to see if anger or understanding was showing there.

Marsha looked incredible. She was wearing a dress of strange, golden fabric that ran and rippled like water. The neckline of the dress plunged down, showing so much of Marsha’s cleavage that Anja found herself blushing. “Don’t look so shamefaced,” said Marsha, smiling mildly. “I would have locked it if I didn’t want you to get a peep. I was hoping you might stumble down here, to be honest. There’s nobody in my life that I could show that room, you know? You’re the first person other than me to see it. Maybe one day I’ll give you a tour. Not tonight, though. Let me pick the wine, you get into that kitchen.”

Anja, looking away from Marsha’s face, quickly hurried back to the kitchen and the dinner. She had no idea why Marsha was being so reasonable. It would have been the perfect opportunity to heap punishments on Anja. She was almost disappointed that she had got away with exploring and finding the dungeon. Perhaps Marsha wanted her to feel frustrated that there had been no punishment. Perhaps Marsha really was quite calm about what Anja had seen.

Marsha came out of the wine cellar and said, “You cook, I’m going to put on some music and make some calls. Nice dress, by the way.” Marsha put a bottle on the counter and then came up close behind Anja. “It almost looks like you’re not wearing panties, you know? If you’re not, you’re going to get a very hard spanking. I guess you knew that, though. Well, we’ll find out later, won’t we?” Then she quickly hurried away, leaving Anja gripping the counter and shuddering.

Anja swallowed nervously and then grinned to herself. Marsha had looked at her closely enough to see that she was not wearing panties. That was terrifyingly flattering. There was also the promise of a firm spanking and that was deliciously intimidating. Trying her best to clear her head, Anja returned her attention to making dinner.

While she cooked, Anja could hear Marsha in the living room, chatting to her friends. The conversations were not about Anja and she did not eavesdrop, though she enjoyed the sound of Marsha’s voice. It was bizarre, knowing that Marsha was chatting to other Hollywood stars while Anja prepared dinner. She wondered if any of them guessed that she was more than a simple assistant. She did not want to label herself as Marsha’s ‘lover’, but she was closer to a lover than an employee. The trick, she supposed, was not to force anything. She had to let things develop at a speed that was comfortable for both of them. Marsha was cautious and had a lot to lose. Anja was new to domination and did not want to go too far or too fast. The way things stood at the moment, she was happy. They had a solid, productive working relationship. Beyond work, they had something forbidden and exciting. Where it was going or where it might end, Anja could not say. She wanted to live one day at a time. She would not try to imagine where they might be in a week. It was enough to imagine what might happen after dinner.

There was music coming from the living room. Marsha had selected a playlist of jazz classics. Ella Fitzgerald was singing about autumn in New York and that made Anja smile. Although Marsha made her feel nervous, she had reached a point where she felt comfortable in her anxiety. She hoped that there would never be a day when being around Marsha became mundane.

There were footsteps from the living room and Marsha appeared at the kitchen door. “When are we eating? I’m famished,” Marsha said, sauntering in and starting to open the wine.

“Less than two minutes,” said Anja, keeping her eyes away from her Mistress’s face.

“You can look me in the eye at dinner,” said Marsha. She spoke lightly, as though she was informing Anja of some simple and unimportant piece of news.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Anja, blushing as she began transferring the food to the plates.

“I hope you can remember not to call me that when we get back to work next week,” said Marsha, carefully picking up two wine glasses in one hand and the bottle in the other. “If you call me Mistress at work, people will freak,” Marsha added, giggling.

“I’ll remember, Mistress,” said Anja, feeling a little smug. She might be an anxious person, but she was not forgetful. She prided herself on being an assistant that Marsha could admire.

“Yeah, I bet you will,” said Marsha. “You’re so bloody efficient, aren’t you? Little miss prim and proper. Nobody would guess that you don’t wear panties at the weekend.” With that teasing comment, Marsha left the kitchen and went off to the dining room.

Feeling equally proud and embarrassed, Anja gathered the plates and followed her Mistress through to the dining room. The sun had gone down and the windows were dark. There were some stars in the sky and they were mirrored by the few lights in the garden. Amongst the stars, the reflections of the candles danced. The woods were a dark, menacing presence, filled with exciting, wild terrors.

Marsha sat down and smiled, looking around at the candles. “You’ve not done badly,” she said. “I get the feeling you’re after a pay rise.”

Anja placed Marsha’s plate in front of her and said, “I don’t need a pay rise, Mistress.”

“My praise is enough, right?” said Marsha, chuckling. “Go on, sit down, don’t hover over me. This doesn’t look bad. Pretty safe choice, going for something you know I like. Are you frightened of taking risks?”

Anja sat down and said, “Sometimes taking risks scares me. I never want to disappoint you. I thought it would be better to cook something I knew you’d like.”

“I like keeping you on edge,” laughed Marsha. “I know, I’m such a fucking sadist. I can’t help it. There’s just something adorable about the way you’re always trying so hard to please.”

“I can’t help it either,” said Anja. “I like pleasing you.”

That made Marsha laugh more naughtily, a knowing smile on her face. “Yes, I noticed you liked pleasing me. That’s going to have consequences later. Still, dinner first. Business, too. We need to go through next week’s schedule,” she said, taking a sip of her wine.

While they ate dinner, they talked through the complexities of next week’s filming, meetings and interviews. Marsha seemed impressed at Anja’s encyclopaedic knowledge of the schedule and the many commitments ahead. Having a good memory and excellent attention to detail were skills that made Anja feel comfortable. She might be a novice as a submissive, but she was a natural as an assistant.

As they came to the end of their meal, they also came to the end of their scheduling. The week ahead was planned out in meticulous detail, every moment dedicated to Marsha’s exhausting career. “So, I’ve got a whole five days where I don’t get to be myself,” Marsha said with a sigh. “I shouldn’t complain, I’m doing a job I love… I just wish I had more weekend like this. No cameras, no audience, no interviews. I think I should make these trips here a regular part of my life. At least once a month I need to let my hair down and just be myself, my real self.”

“You deserve it,” said Anja, her voice filled with sympathy and sincerity.

Marsha grinned and said, “And you deserve to be punished for all your little sins. I’ve been a good girl and worked through dinner. Now it’s time for dessert. Stand up, you dirty little bitch.” Marsha got up from the table and Anja stood up, meekly lowering her eyes. “Come over here. I want you to bend over the table right here. If we do it here, you can see your reflection in the windows. I want you to see what a little slut you are.”

Trembling with nerves and desire, Anja joined Marsha at the side of the table, facing the dark windows. Obediently, she bent over the table, putting her palms against the cool, polished wood. Her reflection looked back at her with wide, frightened eyes and a mouth that was parted in expectation.

“Bend lower, you little bitch,” said Marsha, getting into position behind her slave. Her gold dress looked magnificent in the window’s reflection. She looked like a true goddess as she stood behind Anja, golden as the flames of the candles.

Little by little, Marsha began to hitch up Anja’s black dress. “Stockings. Very sexy. Trying to turn someone on, are you?” Marsha said, tracing one fingertip delicately around the tops of Anja’s stockings.

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Anja, staring into the eyes of her own reflection, rather than daring to look at Marsha.

“Such a tart,” said Marsha, chuckling and smirking. She raised the dress higher and higher. “Just as I suspected. You’re not wearing panties. Why’s that?”

Anja blushed. She could not answer immediately. She was trying to find the right words. Eventually she said, “I wanted to impress you, Mistress.”

“Showing off, were you?” said Marsha. “Being a dirty little exhibitionist?” She traced her fingertip over one of Anja’s bare buttocks now.

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Anja. She was not sure that she had ever been so aroused. Feeling Marsha’s fingertip on her bare skin was driving her insane with excitement.

“You know, it’s hard to tell in this light, but I think you’re already a little bruised. That means it’s really gonna hurt when I spank you. Can you take it?” said Marsha.

“I can take it, Mistress,” said Anja, unable to disguise her eagerness. She had almost begged Marsha to begin.

“Christ, you’re so desperate for it,” said Marsha, shaking her head and laughing. “If I really wanted to punish you, I should just leave you here. Imagine that. Imagine me leaving you bent over for a good hour or two. Leave you to think about what a bad little bitch you’ve been. Would you like that?”

“No, Mistress!” whined Anja, her desperation undisguised. Being ignored was the worst of Marsha’s punishments. Sometimes it was exciting to be humiliated and overlooked, but tonight Anja was dying to be spanked.

“You just fucking love it, you little slut. You love the pain. Damn, we’re a dangerous combination. I’m a sadist, you’re a masochist. Is it possible to have too much chemistry? Don’t answer that, rhetorical question. Luckily for you, I’m really in the mood to spank you. I won’t be ignoring you, at least not tonight. We’ll save that for a different weekend. Nope, tonight, for my sins, I’m going to wallop your little backside until you cry. You think you’re ready, you little bitch?” Marsha’s finger was tracing endless circles and spirals, teasing Anja to an unbearable sensitivity.

“I’m ready, Mistress!” whined Anja. Any more teasing and she would break down and beg Marsha to hurt her.

“Let’s see if that’s true,” said Marsha. Then she started to spank Anja with a speed and ferocity that was completely new. “Is this what you wanted? Is this what you wanted, you little pain slut?!” snarled Marsha, her hand slapping Anja’s backside wildly.

The pain was startling and Anja could only squeal at first.

“I can’t hear you!” snapped Marsha. “Is this what you wanted?!”

“Yes, Mistress!” yelped Anja, managing to form words amidst her cries of pain. She had thought that she had experienced the worst that Marsha could do. It appeared that there was another level of aggression that Marsha had been saving for this moment. The dining was filled with the sound of ringing, burning slaps and Anja’s uncontrolled wails of pain.

Despite the pain, Anja could feel her excitement growing. She wanted this, she wanted all of it. Pain from Marsha was better than pleasure from any other person. The sting and burn were exquisite agonies.

“You like it rough like this?” Marsha snarled, leaning down over Anja as she assaulted her.

“I like it, Mistress!” howled Anja.

“Does it make you horny?” Marsha sneered, her hand unrelenting.

“Yes, Mistress!” screamed Anja.

“Let’s see,” said Marsha. Then she roughly pushed Anja’s legs apart with her knee and the spanking hand plunged down between Anja’s thighs.

Anja saw her reflection. The eyes were wider than ever and her mouth was a dark circle of shock. Marsha’s fingers were touching her. Marsha could feel how wet she was. Then Marsha’s fingers were inside her and she could not see her reflection because her eyes were rolling in pleasure.

With one hand, Marsha roughly pleasured Anja. With the other hand, she grabbed Anja’s hair and yanked it back. Anja had no choice but to look at her reflection, watching the changes in her body and her expression as the intense pleasure grew. “You’re so wet for me, aren’t you, slut?!” said Marsha, grinning wickedly as her fingers moved swiftly and firmly inside Anja.

“Yes, Mistress!” Anja managed to stammer as he hands grabbed helplessly at the table’s smooth surface. She needed something to cling to and there was nothing. She was helpless under the onslaught of Marsha’s rough lust. Anja started to slap at the table, beating it almost as hard as Marsha had beaten her. Her backside was on fire, but between her legs there was a sensation that was far more powerful than pain.

“Do you want to orgasm?” Marsha said. “If you want to, beg for the privilege!”

“I want to, Mistress! Please! Please! I’m begging you… may I… may I…?!” Anja shrieked. She knew that only a few more seconds would destroy her. She would not be able to hold back her climax. The idea of having an orgasm without permission appalled her. She needed her Mistress to approve of her pleasure.

“Keep begging, bitch!” snarled Marsha, her fingers moving faster and harder.

Anja could hardly form words now. She balled her hands into fists and wailed, “Please Mistress! Please! I’m begging you!”

Marsha laughed triumphantly, hearing the utter submission and desperation in her slave’s voice. “Do it!” Marsha said. “Do it right now!”

Anja was screaming without words. She had never had such a powerful orgasm. There were tears in her eyes as she climaxed. This was a pleasure that exceeded any experience of her life. She had never felt so complete. She saw her reflection and the reflection of Marsha behind her. For a moment, she thought that Marsha was made of flames, an angel or a demon, it did not matter. Marsha was a goddess.

When Anja finally collapsed onto the table, weak and shivering, Marsha stroked her back gently and in silence.

After a while, Marsha said, “Maybe we should just chill for the rest of the night? Wine in the hot tub? Look at the stars?”

Breathless and panting, Anja said, “I think that sounds like a good idea.”

**

They spent the rest of the evening, before bed, in the hot tub. Anja had expected Marsha to be full of demands, but her Mistress was surprisingly mellow. Something in Marsha had been satisfied and she did not need more, at least that evening. Rather than giving Anja orders, Marsha became the perfect hostess. She brought herbal tea to the hot tub so that Anja could calm down. Then, while they lay back in the warm, steaming water and looked at the stars, Marsha chatted about her plans for the month ahead. While Marsha spoke, she put her feet into Anja’s lap. Understanding what was necessary, needing no words, Anja had massaged the feet of her Mistress, revelling in her position of simultaneous honour and humility. She was the lowly servant of a goddess and that was the most respectable job in the world.

At the end of the evening, when they had planned the next day, the next week and the next month, it was finally time to get some sleep. Anja wanted the evening to go on forever. She had never felt such peace. She was lying in warm water, under the light of countless stars, and there was nothing around her for miles but the dark forest. Being in solitude with her Mistress was the only place that Anja wanted to be. Returning to the studio would mean sharing Marsha with the world again. There would be producers, actors and interviewers that all felt they had a right to Marsha’s attention. Anja resented everyone that would take her Mistress from her. Still, reality had to be faced. They could not always be lost in this dream of domesticity and dominance.

Leaving the hot tub made Anja feel self-conscious. She tried not to stare at Marsha’s perfect body as it glinted in the moonlight. Anja quickly wrapped a robe around herself. It had been comfortable being naked in the hot tub, being naked in full view was more difficult. It made Anja feel better when she cleared away the tea things and went back to the cabin to tidy the remains of dinner. The intensity of Marsha’s presence was always lessened for Anja when she could perform acts of service. It was in serving that Anja found a sense of belonging. When she was cleaning or doing administration, she knew that she was in the right place. It was the same with the more intimate parts of their relationship. When she did what Marsha wanted, she felt completely at peace.


Before they went up to bed, they stood together at the bottom of the stairs. Marsha, tall and stately, even with hair wet from the tub, stared down at Anja with a familiar condescending smile on her face. “Thank you for this weekend. It was exactly what I needed. I’ll be at the top of my game tomorrow,” she said.

Despite everything that they had been through together, Anja still felt like a tiny, sensitive plant that was withering in the glare of the full sun. Marsha’s gaze would always be too much for her. “It was my pleasure, Mistress,” said Anja, lowering her eyes. She looked at her own feet, rather than Marsha’s. It felt more respectful that way.

Marsha’s laugh was not mocking, it was an expression of delight. “You’re just too perfect, aren’t you? You do everything you’re told and it’s a ‘pleasure’ for you. Be careful, I’ll having nothing to punish you for, then you’ll regret being so good all the time. Right, off to bed, you. The helicopter is coming at eight and we will be back in the studio at nine. You need to be up early getting us some breakfast,” said Marsha. There was a moment when it seemed like she might kiss Anja before going upstairs. The moment passed and Marsha walked away, chuckling softly, perhaps laughing at herself as much as at her doting submissive.

Once Marsha was out of sight, Anja felt safe to walk upstairs herself. Her body ached, but her mind was at peace. She felt wonderfully tired, as though she had spent the day playing sports or hiking in the woods. There would be no anxious insomnia tonight, only a blissful collapse into deep, welcoming sleep.

When she was in bed and the light was out, she could hear the wind curling around the house, like a cat twining around the legs of its owner. Everything was safe and comfortable. She was in the right place. It was tempting to wish that Marsha was lying beside her. That would be too much, though. She was not ready to share a bed with Marsha, not in that way. They were intimate as Mistress and slave, they were not yet truly lovers. That might come, it might not. The dynamic would move at its own pace. Anja was prepared to let go of all control and let the little boat of her life float freely down the river of fate. She would accept whatever came next.

Sleep came as a blessing of silence and darkness.

The night passed in a gentle darkness that soothed Anja’s mind and helped the recovery of her strained, beaten body. When she dreamt, it was of long walks through a peaceful forest. Normally her dreams were plagued by anxiety, but this night she had found a new peace. She might only be a tiny traveller in a huge forest, but she understood her own nature. Knowing your place in the world brings a certain comfort.

Anja awoke, feeling refreshed, three minutes before her alarm could sound its smug, aggressive chimes. She had long enough to check her messages before she started the day. It was satisfying to know that her body and mind were so in tune with serving Marsha that she would even wake up punctually. While she showered, she focussed on the schedule for the day and the week ahead. She did not let thoughts of the secrets between herself and Marsha intrude into her professional duties. Anja was determined to prove to Marsha that she could combine being the perfect Personal Assistant with being the perfect submissive. When required to be professional, she would deal with emails, administration and schedules. When required to be Marsha’s slut, she would take spankings, give pleasure and worship her Mistress. The two domains of life did not need to cross over, but they were complementary. Nobody needed to know that the same set of skills that made Anja so good at her job were also making her good at being Marsha’s bitch. Anja was determined, loyal and willing to follow orders. Those characteristics served her in both sides of her life.

When she was showered, dressed and looking professional, she quickly packed her things and tidied her room. She assumed that a cleaning team would visit when Marsha was away from the cabin. Everything around Marsha seemed to happen like magic, though it was really the work of unseen hands. Sheets would be cleaned and fridges would be stocked, all without Marsha having to sully herself with domestic chores. The only time that Marsha deigned to do housework was when it suited her mood. That was one of the many rewards of talent and success. Anja sometimes wondered how Marsha managed to keep her mind grounded. It would be hard to resist becoming a malignant narcissist when the world treated you like a goddess. Perhaps Anja was the outlet Marsha needed when her desire to conquer the world became too extreme. Rather than lashing out at the people around her, Marsha could spank a very willing sacrifice.

Anja quickly prepared the light breakfast that Marsha favoured and then started to send emails and texts. There were a dozen little queries that needed to be answered for the sake of politeness. The helicopter had to be confirmed, the studio had to be informed that Marsha had learned her script and a date for a future interview had to be accepted. Anja handled all of these things so that Marsha would not be trouble. Marsha sailed through life like a luxury cruise ship, while Anja stoked the engines and plotted the course.

By the time Marsha came downstairs, her coffee was waiting for her. “You’re like a genie,” Marsha said, sighing happily as she sat down to breakfast and inhaled the steam from her coffee. “I wish for something and you make it happen.”

“Is there anything else I can do?” asked Anja, trying not to give an imbecile grin as she swelled with pride. “I could bring your bags down?”

“You’re such a bootlicker, it’s fantastic,” said Marsha, sneering. It was a cruel comment, though her tone was teasing, rather than completely vicious. Marsha seemed to know just how much bullying Anja needed and how much praise should be used to balance it. “I brought my bags down myself. Didn’t want you snooping around my room, you little sneak. I haven’t forgotten that you peeked in the dungeon. You’ll pay for that next time we come here. Maybe I’ll give you more than a peek.” Marsha arched an eyebrow and smirked at Anja’s blushing face.

While Marsha ate breakfast and scrolled through her phone, Anja continued to prepare for their departure. She wanted to leave the cabin as clean and tidy as possible. She had great respect for all the hidden staff that made Marsha’s life simpler. Anyone who helped the Mistress was someone that Anja could admire. Sometimes she found herself simplifying the world into the good people that made Marsha’s life smoother and the bad people who threw up obstacles. It was Anja’s duty to grind down as many of those obstacles as she could and ensure that Marsha’s passage through life was almost entirely smooth.

By the time the helicopter landed, the cabin was almost entirely clean and the dishwasher was running. Anja felt satisfied that she had done her work well. She even had the script ready in case Marsha wanted to read through it during the flight to the studio. The shooting schedule for the day was on Anja’s phone and she could keep Marsha updated about what would be coming next.

Flying away from the cabin was less intimidating than arriving had been. On the journey over the forest, they had been flying into the unknown. Now they were returning to a world where Anja had a modicum of power. Marsha was the one truly in charge, but it was Anja that people turned to with messages and requests. Nobody wanted to irritate the star, so they would go to the respected assistant. Anja had noticed that she was no longer treated as an underling, not even by executives. It had been made clear that Anja had an authority granted to her by Marsha. It felt like being the most trusted Chancellor of a medieval queen. The queen could remain on her throne, distant and regal, while the Chancellor carried out orders. There were some at the studio who were even slightly intimidated by Anja. Although Anja had never abused her power, there were many of those that wanted to climb the ladder of ambition and they feared Anja’s influence. It would not pay to offend the personal assistant of one of the most powerful women in film and TV.

It was strange for Anja to find herself in a position of power, even if that power really belonged to someone else. She still felt like the same mess of anxiety that she had always been. Nevertheless, she had to admit to herself that she had proven herself competent. Her fear of making mistakes had made her meticulous and that attention to detail had turned her into an excellent assistant. Anja knew the details of Marsha’s life better than the star herself. It might be Marsha that was the Domme in their relationship, but there was a strength in Anja too. Submission did not mean weakness, in Anja’s mind. Submission was a form of service and the relationship between a Mistress and a servant was complex. Neither could really function without the other.

When they arrived at the studio, they went straight to Marsha’s dressing room where hair, make up and costume staff were ready to turn the star into the character. While Marsha sat in her chair and let her minions work around her, she chatted to Anja. “I’ve just had an email from my friend Katheryn. You know Katheryn Winston? Well, you know her work. Anyway, she’s an old, old friend and she wants to come and stay at my apartment for a couple of weeks. We have a lot of catching up to do. I’ll need you to inform the cleaners and get the caterer to stock up my place for two people. She won’t mind the two of us working. She might even join in when we run the lines. Won’t that be fun? We’ll make a cosy little threesome, won’t we?” she said, giving Anja a knowing look.

None of the other staff reacted. They had no reason to interpret what Marsha said as something sexual. Marsha was just chatting with her assistant about social plans.

Anja knew better. There was a dark undertone in the way that Marsha had used the word ‘threesome’. The idea shocked her and made her almost faint with excitement. She knew the work of Katheryn very well. After Marsha, Katheryn was one of Anja’s greatest crushes. She knew that Katheryn and Marsha were friends, though she had not expected to meet her. Anja’s mind was immediately whirling with possibilities and anxieties. Had Marsha talked about their experiments with BDSM? Was Katheryn into similar games? Would there really be a ‘threesome’ or was Marsha only teasing? Trying to appear entirely composed, Anja said, “I’ll get in touch with everyone necessary. Should I email Katheryn and keep her in the loop about your schedule?”

“Oh, she’s already got your email. I told her to get in touch with you. She’ll want to tell you when her plane gets in. You can arrange a driver and… everything. You know what you’re doing. You might even have to meet her from the airport, as a courtesy, you know? Don’t worry, she doesn’t bite… much,” said Marsha.

The surrounding staff giggled. It was obviously a joke. Marsha was always making silly, suggestive jokes.

Anja was sure that there was more going on than Marsha’s smutty sense of humour. There was a familiar wickedness in Marsha’s eyes that suggested something intimate and exciting lay ahead. “I’ll make all the necessary arrangements and liaise with Katheryn,” said Anja, keeping her tone professional and without emotion. She would not give anything away in front of the studio staff. She knew, though, that she could not hide everything so easily from Marsha. Those clever eyes were watching Anja’s face, taking in every little clue. Even without the slight clenching from Anja’s jaw, Marsha would have known how her assistant would be feeling. Marsha knew Anja well enough that she could judge how she would react to the news of Katheryn’s visit.

When Marsha was ready for her scene and the chaos of the dressing room subsided into calm, Anja sat down to check her emails. As she had suspected, there was a message from Katheryn. There was nothing odd or suggestive in the email, just details of when the plane would be coming in and how long she was hoping to stay. Despite the anodyne nature of the message, Anja’s heart had started to pound. It felt almost like the early days with Marsha. At the beginning, when Marsha had been an unknown quantity, she had been deeply afraid of her. Marsha was still intimidating, but there was a relationship between them now. With Katheryn, everything was new and mysterious. She might be a perfectly ordinary person, if a movie star could ever be ordinary. Marsha could have been teasing when she suggested the ‘threesome’. There was every chance that Katheryn knew nothing of Marsha’s secret life as a Domme.

There was also the very real possibility that Katheryn was an old and trusted friend of Marsha. She might be a friend because they shared an outlook on life and, perhaps, a set of interests. It really might be the case that Katheryn had the same, dominant personality. Katheryn and Marsha were both beautiful, powerful women. They both had reputations for being confident and unafraid to strive for what they really wanted and knew that they deserved. It was not outlandish to imagine that Katheryn was also a Domme.

That idea was easily imaginable to Anja because she found it so appealing. She wondered if she was allowing her own fantasies to give her ideas a strong bias towards believing that Katheryn was dominant. It was a delicious and daunting concept. She could picture herself serving Marsha and Katheryn at the same time. It would not feel like cheating, not if Marsha approved it all. There might be a necessity to discuss boundaries, though Marsha always seemed to know, with either instinct or intellect, what Anja wanted. It could be that Katheryn had already been briefed on Anja’s proclivities and talents. The next couple of weeks might be the most exciting of Anja’s life. She had not imagined that there could be another level to her new, strange life. Being the submissive of two astonishing women at the same time was almost unthinkably desirable.

With part of her mind lost in dreams of double domination, Anja did her best to focus the rest of her intellect on continuing with the day’s work. There were still many administrative tasks that needed her attention. The mundane parts of her work did not stop just because she was going to meet another magnificent star. You could not let yourself by star-struck if you wanted to work in this business. Total professionalism was needed, even if you found yourself chatting to a person that you had only seen on a cinema screen. Anja had a job to do and she was, as always, determined that she would do it well. She knew that Marsha admired her not just for her sexually submissive side. Marsha admired Anja as a successful professional.

Sometimes Anja dared to think that Marsha also saw her as a friend, confidant and, perhaps, if the weekend at the cabin was taken into account, something close to a lover. Rather than allowing herself to fall into fruitless speculation about Marsha’s feelings, Anja concentrated on practical tasks. The job did not care how dramatic her personal life might become, the email inbox still had to be emptied.

After getting Marsha’s lunch prepared, Anja sat in the dressing room and waited patiently for her Mistress to return. She was looking forward to telling Marsha that Katheryn was going to be in the city soon. It was always pleasant to give Marsha good news. When Marsha was happy, her joy warmed Anja.

“Damn, sometimes I actually believe I might be good at this job,” said Marsha as she came into the room, a happy grin on her face. “The scenes today are fire! I guess all our work at the weekend was worth it, huh?” she said, dropping into her chair and looking over her neatly prepared food with an approving glance.

“Katheryn gets in this afternoon. Would you like me to send a car to the airport?” said Anja, relishing the intensity of Marsha’s smile.

“You can send a car, but you have to go along too. She wants to meet you. I’ve promised that you’ll show her some hospitality. Don’t worry about me, I’ll manage to get home on my own. The two of you can meet me there. Are you free this evening? I think I’ll have some overtime for you, if you want it?” Marsha said. She was, as usual, confident and casual. Despite that, the undercurrent in her words was clear. She wanted to invite Katheryn into their games.

Anja’s mind was working faster than ever. She was trying to process how she felt about involving Katheryn. Doing sexual things with Marsha had made her conflicted at first. She could not decide if she was a slut or if she was being abused. Then she had started to wonder if she were in love. The situation would be complicated further if Katheryn were part of their dynamic. Anja was concerned that it would feel disloyal to serve another Mistress. Marsha, though, was encouraging her. Perhaps Marsha was not the jealous type. Perhaps she wanted to boast about her new relationship and the quality of her slave. It would be much simpler if they could have a heartfelt, sincere discussion. That was not something that Anja thought they could explore, though. Anja was too shy to begin the conversation and Marsha always preferred to keep everything light and undefined. Before Anja was really sure what she thought, she heard herself say, “I can do whatever overtime you’d like. I don’t have any commitments. I’m all yours.” She hoped that her meaning was clear. She wanted Marsha to know that she would do whatever her Mistress wished.

“That’s right, you are,” said Marsha. “I think I can share you a little, though.” She gave Anja a wink and then started to eat.

That seemed as clear as it was going to get. Marsha did feel a sense of ownership over Anja, but she liked the idea of sharing her with Katheryn. There was a tacit permission in Marsha’s words. Anja would be allowed to serve Katheryn. She would be encouraged to do so. The idea shocked Anja, but she could not deny that it was tempting. Katheryn was beautiful, charismatic and intimidating, exactly what Anja found exciting in a woman.

Anja nodded her head quietly and then returned to her work so that Marsha could eat in peace.

In the afternoon, Marsha went back to the set to shoot more of her scenes. Anja was left to prepare herself to meet Katheryn. She had booked a limo and driver, that was easy. She had decided that a limo with full privacy might be a wise idea. Drivers were used to being discreet. Although she knew it was possible that nothing would happen during the drive to the apartment, she wanted to be able to talk to Katheryn without interruptions. If Katheryn wanted to do more than talk, it was vital that they would not be disturbed. The idea of being dominated in a limo was a strange one. It made Anja excited and it also made her feel slightly cheap. Marsha had always kept their games for complete privacy. Anja told herself that the private limo was only a precaution. She would not encourage any misbehaviour from Katheryn. If, however, Katheryn demanded a foot massage, it would be good to do it without a driver knowing. It would, surely, not go further than that.

As the time to leave drew closer, Anja could feel her anxiety rising. She had always loved the way that Katheryn looked and the way she appeared in interviews. It was bizarre to think that she would soon know her personally. From Marsha’s dark implications, she thought that she would know Katheryn surprisingly intimately. Once again, she would know secrets about a star. It was a position of trust that she had never expected to hold in her life. A tiny part of her wanted to run. If she chose, she could flee from this life of intrigue and power.

Naturally, she did not run away. She sensibly finished her work and then went to meet the limo outside the studio.

There was no need for a long conversation with the driver. He was a quiet man with an air of professional detachment. He had, no doubt, had all kinds of stars and all kinds of activity in the back of his limo. All that mattered to the driver was arriving at his destinations safely and on time. He was paid to lack curiosity and to drive well.

On the way to the airport, Anja sat staring at her phone, unable to really concentrate. She realized that she had been foolish to work so efficiently in the morning. There was nothing to distract her from what was ahead. She was wishing that she had some work to do while the limo crawled through traffic. It was impossible not to think of Katheryn on the plane. She would be close to landing now. She might even be on the ground.

It seemed like they would never get to their destination. Every red light was against them, every snarl of traffic was mocking them. Despite the gnawing anxiety, they arrived on time. Then Anja was forced to leave the safety of the car and go out into the airport alone. She was not scared of the crowds, there was only one person there that was making her afraid. Somewhere amongst the anonymous faces, there would be a person that was impossible to ignore. Anja wondered if Katheryn would be travelling with security or whether she would just wear a hat and dark glasses, as Marsha sometimes did.

As she was busy wondering about Katheryn, she suddenly realized that someone in the crowd was staring right at her. Katheryn was walking towards her. She was wearing a dark suit and white blouse. The suit had a masculine cut, but it flattered Katheryn’s tall, powerful frame. She was not travelling with a security guard and she did not appear to have tried to disguise herself. It was simply her powerful charisma that was keeping people from accosting her. Even a fan would not dare approach such a strong, stern woman. When Kathryn’s eyes looked with Anja’s, they could both feel the crackle of energy. A true Domme was looking at a natural submissive. They knew in that instance that there would be something between them.

Anja felt like she was cheating on Marsha. She had to remind herself that this was Marsha’s idea. Marsha was her Mistress. Katheryn was a friend of her Mistress and someone that deserved similar respect. The dynamic would work. Anja would remember that, no matter what happened, Marsha was the one in charge.

As Katheryn strode closer, an expression appeared on her face that was reminiscent of Marsha. She was amused and teasing. It was the look of a predator that knew she could take her prey whenever she chose. Katheryn could take her time. There was no need to rush things.

“She said you’d be on time,” Katheryn said, making no attempt to disguise that she was looking up and down Anja’s shapely body. Katheryn admired Anja as though she were a thoroughbred racehorse that she was considering buying. Katheryn saw Anja as something appealing that might be amusing to play with in due course. “The famously efficient Anja. I’m starting to believe that the stories are true.”

“May I take your bag?” said Anja, struggling to look Katheryn in the eye.

“Of course you may,” said Katheryn, swinging her small bag from her shoulder. “Don’t worry, I travel light. Marsha has enough outfits of mine at her place and I steal her makeup all the time. We always share.”

Anja could only nod and take the light bag from Katheryn. As she took the bag, Katheryn deliberately let a finger stroke Anja’s hand. Anja shivered, but she kept control. Marsha had given her plenty of practice at hiding her nerves. With her throat tight and her heart thundering, she led the way out of the airport and to the limo.

“I see you went for something with a privacy option,” said Katheryn, letting the implications hang in the air.

“I hope you approve,” Anja said, daring a small smile. She was worried that she had been too bold. It was virtually flirtatious.

Katheryn raised an eyebrow. The expression suggested that she saw a challenge ahead of her. Anja had been brave. That might lead to punishment later. She stood back while Anja opened the door and let Katheryn slip into the welcoming gloom and quiet of the car.

When they were both safely in the limo, sitting next to each other, with a suitable gap between them, the driver rolled into the traffic. They were alone in a private space, with nothing between them but silence and tension.

Without speaking, Katheryn kicked off her high heels and flexed her feet. “Let’s see if Marsha was telling the truth about your massages,” she said, idly swinging her legs up so that her feet landed in Anja’s lap. She looked at Anja expectantly, not even needing to give the order.

Trying to control her breathing, Anja put her hands onto Katheryn’s perfect feet. With as much control as she could muster, she began to press her fingertips and thumbs into any tension that she could find. This was intense, but it was nothing like she had feared or imagined. A foot massage was really quite tame. It felt like an act of infidelity, though Anja reminded herself that this was what Marsha had wanted. Anja was a possession to be shared. Katheryn was Marsha’s friend and was allowed to sample a freshly trained submissive.

“Not bad, I suppose,” said Katheryn, leaning back and closing her eyes. “The way Marsha described you, I thought you’d be on your knees by now, begging to eat my pussy.”

For a moment, Anja froze. She could not imagine that Marsha had said anything of the sort. Although their relationship had a sexual element, Anja did not think that Marsha would see her as a nymphomaniac. She might call Anja a ‘slut’, but that was part of establishing dominance. Anja had thought of herself as being quite restrained when it came to the sexual side of their games. It was undeniable that she was easily excited by Marsha and it was true that she could climax powerfully when Marsha allowed her to. Despite that, she had never been so desperate for something sexual that she had dropped to her knees and begged. Anja had to assume that Katheryn was being vulgar in order to provoke a reaction. The best response was to maintain her dignity, Anja decided. She unfroze her hands and continued to massage Katheryn’s feet.

“You tried to hide it, but I saw that little spike of excitement,” said Katheryn. “You were thinking about answering back. Even thinking it is very naughty. You’ve got some self-control, but I see right through you. You’re a shameless little star-fucker. All you want to do is worship women that are more powerful than you. That’s what gets you wet, isn’t it? You like beautiful, powerful, famous women. You want to lie down and be a doormat for us. Just touching my feet is making you wish you could touch yourself. There’s no need to answer, I can read that perverted little mind. Well, for now, all I want is a massage. Maybe later I’ll play some other games with you. I think we’re going to have fun. At least Marsha and I will be having fun. You’re going to be screaming. Maybe for mercy, maybe for more. Either way, you won’t keep that icy self-control.”

Anja inclined her head. It was not a nod of agreement, it was only a gesture of acceptance and submission. Internally, Anja was feeling determined. She would make Katheryn work hard to get any screams from her. She felt that she owed it to her true Mistress to make Katheryn’s job as a Domme difficult. There was something about Katheryn’s arrogance and vulgarity that made Anja resistant and excited. The dynamic would be different with Katheryn around, though that did not have to be a bad thing. Feeling herself slipping into the strange calm that submission brought her, Anja continued to massage Katheryn’s feet.

There was something in Katheryn’s manner that made her seem irritable. She took out her phone and scrolled through it, showing no signs of interest in what she saw. Perhaps she had expected something different from Anja. If Katheryn had been expecting an easily terrified sub or a simpering slut, her disappointment was understandable. Anja was a submissive with standards and self-control. Despite Katheryn’s air of hostility, Anja continued to massage her feet, treating the task as a professional duty rather than an act of worship. It made her feel as though she was honouring her bond with Marsha. Katheryn would receive professional courtesy, only the goddess would receive true adoration.

As they drew closer to the apartment building, Katheryn took her feet away from Anja and slipped her shoes back on. “Not bad,” she said. “I don’t think you’ve got mind-blowing skills, to be honest. Perhaps there are other things you’re better at. Let’s hope so.” There was a look of bitchy satisfaction on her face as she spoke. It clearly pleased her to criticize Anja’s service.

Although Anja knew she was being insulted, she felt strangely excited. Part of her submissive side could be aroused by certain forms of humiliation and degradation. Although she could not see herself becoming fond of Katheryn, she could imagine herself enjoying her domination. Katheryn represented a challenge and Anja liked that. She would prove that she could take whatever punishment and cruelty Katheryn wanted to give. It would, hopefully, impress Marsha.

When the limo pulled to a halt, Katheryn slipped out first, leaving Anja to pick up her bag. She did not speak to the driver or Anja, she just walked straight to the building. It was a way of demonstrating her power. She knew where she was going and she had been here before. The driver did not need recognition and nor did Anja. They existed to serve.

It was Anja’s turn to raise an eyebrow. Marsha was a star, but she was never impolite. Marsha thanked drivers and staff. It made Anja wonder whether Katheryn was generally a bitch or whether she was just showing off today. Anja took the time to thank the driver for his time before she carried the bag into the building and followed Katheryn to the elevator.

“Keep up, I nearly had to go up without you,” said Katheryn, smirking with amusement.

It was childish of her to behave this way, Anja thought. Still, she would not judge her too quickly. If Marsha liked Katheryn, there must be more to her than petulance and teasing. It was perfectly possible that Katheryn was tired from her journey. She might grow more likeable after she had rested and spent time with Marsha. It would be interesting to see them together. Would Marsha soften Katheryn or would Katheryn bring out Marsha’s cruel side? Anja could only wait and see.

Marsha welcomed Katheryn with an enormous smile and open arms. The two stars embraced as old friends, neither of them really acknowledging that Anja was there. “Christ, you look old,” said Marsha, leaning back from the hug to look into Katheryn’s face.

“How much weight did you put on?” said Katheryn. Then the two of them burst into laughter, enjoying their childish insults.

Anja stood patiently with the bag and waited for her instructions. She had the feeling that a few of these silly teasing comments would be aimed in her direction before Katheryn’s stay was over.

“Anja, chuck this old hag’s bag in the guest room, would you? I hope she didn’t abuse you too much in the car? She’s a total bitch and a nymphomaniac. Did she grope you?” said Marsha, half-breaking the hug with Katheryn to look at Anja.

“I’m a perfect lady and my sexual interests don’t include plain little maids,” said Katheryn, her smile showing a hint of a sneer.

“Bullshit,” said Marsha, mildly. “Anja’s just your type and you know it. If she goes too far, just tell me the safe word and I’ll make sure she behaves herself,” said Marsha. The hint of truth behind her silliness was clear. Marsha liked to dominate Anja, but she also valued her. If Anja needed to be rescued from Katheryn’s excesses, Marsha would be there for her.

Anja inclined her head again and took the bag away. She was getting more excited. Marsha would protect her from Katheryn going too far, it was true, but she would not stop things getting interesting. The more that she thought about it, the more Anja realized that she was open to being shared. If Marsha would find pleasure in it, Anja would enjoy it too. Before she left the guest room, she checked her appearance in the mirror. She looked neat and professional. It was difficult to believe that two gorgeous movie stars were considering using her as their submissive. It was frightening enough to be a nightmare, but Anja felt like it was a dream come true. Smiling at her nervous-looking reflection, she hurried out of the guest room and went to join her Mistress and Katheryn.

The two women were in the living room, both of them sitting on the same couch, laughing like old friends. Katheryn seemed softer when she laughed, though Anja found herself reminded of the high, clear laughter of mean girls at school. She reminded herself that she was a grown woman now and did not need to fear teasing. She also told herself that Marsha was her ally. Marsha could be cruel, but she valued Anja and that mattered.

“Hey, Anja, will you make us some coffee, please?” said Marsha, looking away from Katheryn for long enough to be polite.

“Do you have to say please?” said Katheryn, sounding surprised. “Surely when you’ve got a submissive, you can just tell the little bitch to do it?”

Anja was surprised to hear Katheryn state things so plainly. It was obvious that Marsha had described Anja as ‘her submissive’. That was a real development. Their relationship was no longer a secret. It was something real. To cover her blushes, Anja nodded and hurried to the kitchen. It was difficult to make coffee with her usual efficiency and meticulous care. It was bizarre that her relationship with Marsha had developed to the point that Katheryn knew about it. It was far more bizarre that Katheryn was going to become part of their dynamic. Anja breathed deeply and forced herself to stop imagining what was going to happen to her. She needed to make coffee and to do it well. There was no excuse for sloppiness. Even if Marsha and Katheryn planned to spank her, even if they wanted her as a sex slave, she would still give impeccable service.

When the tray was ready to Anja’s satisfaction, she picked it up and carried it carefully to the living room. The sound of Marsha and Katheryn laughing broke over her like waves. She stood firm. Laughter and teasing would not break her spirit.

The moment she stepped into the room, they stifled their laughter. They had a conspiratorial air that Anja found wonderfully threatening. She could feel her heart beating faster as she placed the tray carefully onto the coffee table and then stood, head bowed, awaiting further instructions.

“Are you going to go home now?” said Marsha. Her voice was not teasing. It was a rare moment of sincerity. “It’s your choice. You can go home or you can stay and serve.”

Without raising her eyes, Anja said, “I’d like to stay and serve.” She knew that she was blushing and she did not care.

“I bet you would, you little tart!” said Katheryn, already laughing delightedly. She had less poise and control than Marsha. There was also the possibility that she would be more unkind. “If you’re staying, take your clothes off. Show us what we get to play with.”

Marsha laughed, shaking her head at Katheryn’s crass approach to domination. Nevertheless, she did not check her friend’s more extreme approach.

Without hesitating, Anja started to unbutton her blouse. She had not been asked to dance or strip, so she simply undressed, quickly and efficiently.

“Oh, how erotic,” drawled Katheryn, mocking Anja’s bland style of disrobing.

“If you don’t tell her to do a striptease, what do you expect?” said Marsha.

“Is she dumb? Does she need to be told everything?” said Katheryn, her cruel stare burning Anja.

“She’s well trained. She does what she’s told,” said Marsha. She sounded too casual for her words to be a defence of Anja. She was simply stating facts.

“At least the underwear’s clean. Not exactly sexy. Don’t tell me, you have to tell her what to wear, too?” said Katheryn, casting a disapproving glance over Anja’s lacey white bra and panties.

“She’s discreet. She follows orders. Wait and see. If we tell her to dress up and dance for us, she’ll do it. She’s a real slut when she’s given permission,” said Marsha. “I like some self-control in a sub. I’m not like you, I don’t want some horny little nympho begging to be whipped.”

Katheryn snorted derisively. “You’re covering for her. She’s an uptight, frigid little snob. I’ll have to try to liven her up. Serve the coffee, you snooty little cow. Try and make it a bit sexy, won’t you? You’re meant to be a horny sex slave, not a bored waitress,” Katheryn said.

Anja gritted her teeth. It was hard to be insulted by Katheryn. When Marsha was cruel, it felt teasing. Katheryn seemed more vicious. Anja wondered how it could be possible to serve coffee ‘sexily’. She searched in her mind, trying to work out what persona to take on. She did not think she could act like a giggling and coquettish French Maid. She would have to be smouldering, sullen and resentful. Feeling rebellious, she started to pour the coffee, staring directly into Katheryn’s eyes as she worked. She tried to fill her gaze with sexual energy, the promise that she could be a complete whore, but only for the right person. As she bent low of the coffee pot, she pressed her arms together to enhance her full breasts. If Katheryn was going to be vulgar, she would be vulgar too.

Katheryn cackled. “Oh my god, look at it! She’s trying to be a femme fatale. Sorry, plain Jane, it’s just not you. I hope you’re better at doing the deed than you are at flirting,” said Katheryn.

As Anja poured Marsha’s coffee, she averted her eyes. She would not be insolent to her true Mistress, only to the interloper. “I think you’ll find she’s excellent at all sorts of deeds,” said Marsha, chuckling at the fiery dynamic that was growing between her old friend and her new sub.

Katheryn gave a little gasp of annoyance. “She’s not looking you in the eye! She looked ME in the eye! She practically gave me the death stare, little bitch! Get over here! Kneel down with your back to me!” said Katheryn, pointing to the floor in front of the couch. She looked gleefully furious. She had been itching to punish Anja from the moment she met her.

Without looking to her Mistress for approval, Anja went to kneel at Katheryn’s feet. She knew that Marsha wanted her to obey. She needed to show what a well-trained sub she was. Her insolence to Katheryn had been deliberate and her obedience now was equally purposeful. She knelt and then got onto all fours, presenting her backside to Katheryn.

“You’re so eager for it that you’re virtually pushing your ass in my face,” sneered Katheryn. “Be warned, I won’t go easy on you like Marsha. I can see you’re a little bruised already. That’s nothing, slut. When I’m done, you won’t be sitting down for days.” With those threatening words, Katheryn pulled back her hand and then spanked Anja firmly. The slap was hard and made Anja gasp. It was nothing compared to what Marsha could do, she thought. Even if Katheryn managed to hit as hard as Marsha, it would never have the same sting, she was sure of it.

Sensing that Anja was unimpressed, Katheryn whispered, “Little bitch!” Then she unleashed her full force, spanking Anja with all the strength in her toned, powerful arms. The blows fell fast and firm, growing in intensity with each ringing impact. Anja was soon whimpering as the slaps landed and Katheryn was panting with exhaustion and excitement.

“Taking out some frustrations?” said Marsha, sounding casual as she sipped her coffee. “Taking out your stress on the staff?”

Katheryn laughed and said, “Fuck you! You’ve been too gentle with this little slut! Listen to those whines. She’s almost cumming already.” She changed hands, spanking just as firmly with her left as she had done with her right.

“She’s not going to have an orgasm from spanking,” said Marsha, chuckling. “You look like you might, though. You’re such a sadist, you should get some therapy.”

Katheryn laughed and paused to get her breath back. “It’s not sadism if she enjoys it! If she’s enjoying it, she’s getting pleasure not pain. That means I’m really a people pleaser. If anything, I’m too kind and generous. Isn’t that right, you little whore? Turn around and give me that insolent look again. Turn around and thank me for your spanking,” said Katheryn. She sounded far less irritable now. This was her idea of fun.

Anja’s backside was burning. She thought that there might actually be tears in her eyes. She would not, though, give Katheryn the pleasure of seeing her pain. Trying to look nonchalant, she turned around to face Katheryn. It was difficult to look up at those cruel eyes, that beautiful, cold face. “Thank you for spanking me,” Anja said, looking defiantly into Katheryn’s mocking gaze.

Katheryn sneered at her. “You’re so fucking brave, aren’t you? A few weeks working for a movie star and you think you’re something special. You’re nothing special. You’re just a bootlicker, aren’t you? An arse-kisser. Go on, kiss my feet. You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you? Get down and show me what you are,” Katheryn hissed.

It annoyed Anja a little that some of what Katheryn said was correct.  Working for Marsha did make her feel special. She did enjoy kissing feet. As she lowered herself to the ground, Katheryn kicked off her shoes and wiggled her toes, sharing a laugh with Marsha. Anja began to kiss with almost as much reverence and pleasure as she gave to Marsha. She could not help her nature. This was demeaning, but she loved it.

“God, she’s like a little puppy,” said Katheryn, giggling. “Go on. Lick my feet!”

“Good girl,” said Marsha. Her words gave Anja an added thrill. Her Mistress approved. That made her kiss and lick with even more enthusiasm.

Katheryn leaned back against the couch and sighed. “She’s actually not so bad with her tongue. Shall I get her to try it out a little higher?” she said, watching carefully to see how Anja reacted.

It was impossible for Anja not to moan softly. She did not really like Katheryn, though she was horribly attracted to her. Katheryn was crude and cruel where Marsha was sophisticated and powerful. Despite Katheryn’s shortcomings as a Domme, Anja could not deny that she wanted to be allowed to please her.

“Quit licking for a second, you little tart,” said Katheryn, pushing Anja away with the ball of her foot. “We’re all friends here. I think I might get more comfortable.” Slowly, casually, Katheryn began to undress. She seemed completely at ease doing this with her best friend present.

For her part, Marsha showed no concern. She sipped her coffee and watch with detached interest as Katheryn stripped. Anja did not know her Marsha could be so calm with a woman as gorgeous as Katheryn getting naked so close to her. Anja had to avert her eyes. She could not look at Katheryn’s perfect, lean body. It was too beautiful. Staring at Katheryn’s naked body would be like staring into the sun.

“Oh, now she’s shy!” said Katheryn, laughing and flopping down onto the couch. Unselfconsciously, Katheryn spread her legs and lay back against the cushions. “Well?!” she snapped. “Don’t just kneel there blushing and pretending to be demure! You’re a little slut, so act like one! Lick me!” Rather than waiting, she grabbed Anja by the hair and dragged her closer.

Anja put up no resistance. She let Katheryn drag her between her long, smooth thighs. She did not pull away as Katheryn forced Anja’s face against her. The moment Anja’s lips touched Kathern, she opened her mouth and began to lick. She sighed and shuddered with excitement. Katheryn tasted as wonderful as she looked.

“I knew it! I fucking knew it!” sighed Katheryn with smug satisfaction. “I knew you wanted to taste me. The way you looked at me in the airport and in the car. You tried to hide it. You wanted this!”

Anja hated knowing that Katheryn was right. It felt like a betrayal of her true Mistress. Marsha could hear everything that Katheryn was saying. Marsha could see Anja’s excitement as she licked and kissed.

“Go on. Good girl. Show her what you can do,” said Marsha, reaching down to hold Anja’s head firmly in place.

Katheryn shivered now, sighing more deeply. “You’ve got her trained, haven’t you? God, maybe I should get one of these little tarts. She does it like she loves it,” Katheryn moaned, her hands gripping the couch.

“She does love it. She’s a natural slut. A true submissive and a real people-pleaser,” said Marsha, her tone filled with gentle, affectionate mockery.

“I could get used to this!” said Katheryn. Then she slapped the back of Anja’s head and said, “Faster! Move that tongue faster, you little bitch!” She giggled, taking a childish delight in bullying Anja even as she received her intimate attention.

“You have no class,” sighed Marsha, taking another sip of coffee and watching as Anja continued to feverishly fulfil her duty and Katheryn grew ever more vocal in her enjoyment.

“Fingers too!” snapped Katheryn, slapping Anja’s head again. “I need something inside me.”

Obediently, Anja guided two fingers inside Katheryn. Although she burnt with shame at the way Katheryn demeaned her, she was unable to fight off the arousal in her body. Giving pleasure to a beautiful, charismatic movie star was Anja’s idea of heaven, even if the diva in question was behaving like a complete bitch. Anja’s fingers could feel the tension growing inside Katheryn as she grew closer to her climax. The proud part of Anja wanted Katheryn to enjoy herself. If Katheryn came hard, she would have to admit that Anja was not completely useless.

“Harder! Deeper! Don’t try to be a tease, you little cow!” snarled Katheryn, becoming increasingly aggressive as her pleasure mounted. “Fuck! Fuck that’s more like it! Oh, fuck you! You think you’re so special! You’re just a little whore!” Katheryn was straining and red-faced now. Her normal icy composure had dissolved into feral lust. Even though Anja was following orders, Katheryn kept slapping her head, neck and shoulders. Although she was in the throes of total pleasure, Katheryn still wanted to hurt and belittle Anja. It seemed like being cruel and being excited were inextricably linked in Katheryn’s psyche.

“Have some dignity,” sighed Marsha, chuckling softly and shaking her head as Katheryn writhed on the couch and used Anja liked a plaything.

Katheryn’s orgasm was not dignified. She shuddered, shrieked and wildly slapped at Anja. Amongst her moans, she threw insults at the submissive, though many of the words were unintelligible thanks to her ecstatic cries.

For her part, Anja was completely happy. The insults stung her, but that only made it more exciting. She was pleasing Katheryn and, more importantly, she was impressing her true Mistress. Marsha was looking on with mild satisfaction, as though a well-trained pet had performed a simple trick to amuse her. That was the greatest reward that Anja could wish for. Marsha’s approval made Anja feel alive.

Katheryn’s climax lasted a long time. It seemed that she had needed the release that came from dominating Anja. When the pleasure started to subside, she pushed Anja way and sneered, saying, “Ugh, get off me, you desperate little tart! Look at your face! You’re dripping wet and you’re gaping like an idiot. Don’t look me in the eye. Eyes down! Good little bitch. Your pet is disgusting, Marsha.” Katheryn looked at Marsha with a cruel grin, inviting her friend to join in with the degradation of Anja.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Marsha, shrugging one shoulder. “You looked like you weren’t hating it too much.”

Katheryn laughed and reached over Anja to get her coffee. She really was acting like Anja was a pet. Anja was even less than a pet, she was like an item of furniture. “Aren’t you going to have a turn? Say, do you still have that toy box in the bedroom? You could have the slut lick you while I give her a hard time. That might be fun? You sitting there, me kneeling behind her? What do you say? Shall we play with her some more?”

Marsha gave a thoughtful sigh. “I suppose I could do with some stress relief. I’ve worked hard. I deserve it,” she said, starting to hitch up her dress so that she could ease her panties down her long, gorgeous legs. She was completely casual. It made Anja wonder what Katheryn and Marsha had done together in the past. Had they been lovers? Had they used other slaves before her?

Katheryn gave Anja a shove with her foot, moving her out of the way, then stood up. “I’m going to raid your toy box,” she said to Marsha. “Don’t break her before I get back.” Without looking at Anja, Katheryn strode away, entirely comfortable with her naked body.

Once Katheryn had departed, Marsha looked down at Anja and said, “The safe word still applies, you know? If you want me to rein her in, just say the word. Oh, and I think you should take off the underwear. Whatever she has planned, you won’t need to be wearing anything.”

Anja nodded and stood up. She undressed meekly, not looking Marsha in the eye. She had not been asked to speak, so she stayed politely silent. Although she was shaken from Katheryn’s treatment of her, she would still be a diligent submissive.

“Now, I want the same treatment that you gave to Katheryn. To be honest, I deserve even better, don’t I?” said Marsha, slowly spreading her legs. Although Anja was not looking at Marsha’s face, she knew that her Mistress would be displaying her wide, beautiful smile.

Anja got to her knees, blushing. Being allowed to serve her Mistress after nothing but a spanking was more reward than she had expected. She wondered if Marsha was trying to balance Katheryn’s cruelty with a little kindness. Whatever the reason, Anja was ready to take advantage of Marsha’s generosity. She started to kiss her way up Marsha’s thighs, planting gentle, worshipful caresses along the warm, smooth flesh.

Marsha sighed and settled back, accepting the worship that was due to her. She said nothing and did not touch Anja as the kisses rose higher. For a while there was peace, with only Marsha’s relaxed, satisfied sighing to break the silence.

It was as Marsha’s moans were getting louder, that Katheryn returned. Anja did not turn away from her devotions. She was determined not to be shaken by Katheryn. Even when Katheryn knelt down behind Anja, she did not turn to look at the cruel and devious Domme. The worship of Marsha was far more important than whatever tortures or humiliations Katheryn might have planned.

“Do you think she can take it?” said Katheryn, shuffling closer to Anja.

“She’s mine. She can take anything,” said Marsha, sounding proud.

Anja refused to freeze in fear. She would not give Katheryn the satisfaction. Whatever was planned, she would ‘take it’. It was as that thought passed through her mind that she felt Katheryn prodding a cool, firm object against her. It could only be a dildo. Anja was convinced that Katheryn had found a ‘strap on’ amongst Marsha’s toys. It was impossible to contain her shock. She gasped, though she did her best to keep pleasing Marsha.

“Oh, now she’s scared,” chuckled Katheryn, starting to push the large, thick toy against Anja. She found that the submissive was just as excited and receptive as she had expected.

“Takes more than that to scare my little assistant,” said Marsha, stroking Anja’s head. “She’ll take whatever you can give her.”

“Let’s see,” said Katheryn. She sounded determined. From the way that she pushed the toy into Anja, it was clear that she was very determined indeed. Although Anja’s body was excited, the toy was large and it was challenging to take it without whimpering. Anja did not want to feed Katheryn’s sadism, so she tried to stay quiet as her body was forced to accept the intrusion. “That’s it, you little whore, take it. I know you want it,” hissed Katheryn, bending low over Anja’s back, her breasts just brushing against Anja’s sensitive skin.

Unable to hold her moans any longer, Anja let out a long, low sound of strain and pleasure. Although it was not easy to take the toy, it was growing more pleasurable with every moment. Katheryn had started to move her hips, making the toy slide back and forth. It was gentle for now and Anja had no idea why Katheryn thought it would be such a challenge.

“See?” said Marsha. “She might be inexperienced, but you’re not going to make her cry like that.” She sounded proud and she twined her fingers in Anja’s hair encouragingly.

“Let’s see. I’ve only just started,” said Katheryn. Then she knelt up, gripping Anja’s hips firmly. She started to push the toy backwards and forwards, driving it deeper and harder into Anja. She seemed pleased with the natural resistance of Anja’s body and with the little sounds that Anja made, even though they were muffled by Marsha.

“Mmm, I think she likes it hard. I can feel her moaning,” said Marsha. “You’re such a naughty girl, aren’t you? Dirty little slut.” She used insulting language, though it sounded affectionate compared to the way that Katheryn spoke.

“You spoil her,” sneered Katheryn. “She’s a filthy little whore and she needs a much firmer hand,” she said. Then, while still thrusting the toy, she spanked Anja’s stinging backside. “Look at the slut! Doing it with two women on the same day. Moaning like a tart and taking this big, thick toy. She deserves to be spanked far, far harder!” Katheryn used one hand to grab Anja’s hair and she used the other hand to spank Anja’s aching buttocks at a frenetic pace. It was impressive that Katheryn was such an expert at multi-tasking.

Anja was desperately anxious. She was afraid that she would be forced to have an orgasm before she could properly finish pleasing her Mistress. She did not want Katheryn to have that power. Anja liked orgasms, but she did not want Katheryn to be the one supplying them. It would be too much of a humiliation to be moaning with helpless pleasure and unable to please Marsha.

“Don’t you lose concentration!” said Marsha, instinctively understanding Anja’s fear. “You don’t cum without my permission, understood?”

Anja moaned in agreement, though she did not know how she was supposed to find the strength to resist the toy and the spanking. Katheryn was a goddess of rough sex. It was virtually impossible to fight such an onslaught of arousal.

With all her will, Anja focussed her mind on Marsha. All that mattered was the pleasure of her Mistress. Whatever Katheryn did, Anja had to serve her true Mistress. She pushed all her own sensations and needs away. Marsha was close, she could tell. She put all her energy into using her fingers and tongue. Marsha was all that mattered.

At the end, it was hard to say whether Marsha’s orgasm started first or whether Anja broke. All they could say for sure was that they were cumming at the same time. Anja was screaming with release, the high sounds muffled by the pressure of Marsha against her mouth. Marsha was clamping her legs around Anja’s head, locking her into place as she enjoyed the delights of her submissive. Throughout their climaxes, Katheryn went on thrusting, spanking and laughing like a demon.

It was only the first evening of Katheryn’s stay. There was so much more ahead of them.

**

Being Marsha’s assistant was a constant process of learning and developing. Every time that Anja felt she had reached a place where she was comfortable, some new variable arrived to test her abilities. There were certain aspects of their working relationship where Anja felt like an expert. She knew how to handle emails and how to organize the diary. She no longer felt intimidated when making calls, even when they were to important, powerful people. There was a strength in Anja that had grown from being broken down by Marsha. Nobody could intimidate her in normal life. A movie producer might be powerful, but they would never tie Anja up and spank her. The maitre d’ of a restaurant might sound imperious, but they were nothing when compared to the true superiority of Marsha. This meant that Anja could face all these figures, people who would have scared her in her old life, with a cool-headed courtesy and calm. Nothing fazed her and nobody made her feel small.

Nobody apart from Marsha.

Katheryn was degrading and enjoyed humiliating Anja, but she was not as powerful as Marsha. Katheryn was a star, but Marsha was a supernova or a whole galaxy. Despite the intimacy, even affection, which had grown in their unusual relationship, Marsha could still make Anja quiver. The thought of Marsha’s displeasure made her insides chill and churn. One stern look from Marsha was more powerful than a slap would have been from another person.

Anja had realized that part of the power woman like Marsha and Katheryn wielded came from their unbreakable self-belief. They really did see themselves as superior to Anja. They saw themselves as superior to everybody. It was easy to understand why. Marsha was more beautiful, more graceful and more talented than any other woman. It would be impossible to live that life and not feel like a superior being. Wherever Marsha went, people treated her with, at minimum, great respect. Most people seemed to worship her. She was like an ancient goddess from the Greek myths walking amongst mortals. Sometimes Anja pictured Marsha as Venus Aphrodite, filling simple folk with a combination of adoration and fear. The smile of Marsha could make men and women weak with love. Anja had seen it happen. A runner would bring a new page of script for Marsha to study and she would smile. The runner would struggle to walk straight as they left the room. Far worse was when some poor soul had to inform Marsha that a scene needed to be re-shot due to some technical issue. Marsha would sigh, her smile would vanish, and it would feel as though the sun had disappeared behind thunderclouds. Anja felt great empathy for all those that inspired even the slightest disappointment in Marsha. Her haughty gaze made people’s souls shrivel up like delicate flowers in desert heat.

Given that Marsha was still so frightening, Anja had trouble reconciling her feelings towards her. It seemed like madness to work for a woman where the boundaries between professional and unprofessional were so blurred. Anja had done things with Marsha that she had never done with a lover in her old life. There was no way that any therapist would describe that sort of relationship as healthy. However, Anja could no more leave Marsha’s service than she could leave the grip of gravity. Leaving Marsha would be as insane as levitating. Even if she was afraid and confused, Anja needed to be with Marsha. She yearned for Marsha’s attention, whether it was good or bad. Sometimes it was just as satisfying to be chastised by Marsha as it was to be praised. The way that Marsha treated Anja, those secret sessions of discipline, those humiliating tasks and those forbidden pleasures, seemed perfectly natural. Anja knew that her friends would tell her that she was being exploited. They would never know, of course. If they did know and they dared to criticize Marsha’s behaviour, Anja knew that she would take the side of her goddess. Everything that Marsha had done was something that Anja craved. She gave her consent to everything, no matter how painful or humiliating. If Marsha treated her like a slave, like property, it was because Anja longed to be exactly that. She would be Marsha’s possession and she would love her Mistress for every disdainful glance, every vicious slap and every lascivious act.

Katheryn was a complicated addition to their dynamic. She was, unquestionably, beautiful, intelligent and powerful. There would have been a time when Anja would have considered herself honoured simply to be close to Katheryn. However, she found it difficult to process her feelings about allowing Katheryn to dominate her. Marsha wanted Anja to comply, so she, quite naturally, did as her Mistress wanted. Katheryn, though, was not truly Anja’s Domme. Katheryn was a friend of Marsha and deserved respect. She was also extremely capable of issuing commands and enjoying Anja’s services. Nevertheless, Anja found herself longing to be alone with Marsha once more. She felt like she would never make further progress with her Mistress when Katheryn was there to distract Marsha. There was a strange, competitive spirit in Marsha when Katheryn was around. It risked making the dynamic seem like pretence, something that Marsha was only doing to impress or amuse her friend.

The presence of Katheryn added to Anja’s humiliation. Strangely, she found that also added to her excitement. It was more degrading to be used in front of a witness. To be given to Katheryn like a plaything was particularly degrading. Despite the added excitement, Anja was secretly looking forward to the day when Katheryn left.

The days of Katheryn’s visit were not entirely given to sado-masochistic games. There were times when Marsha had to work and Katheryn wanted to visit other friends in the city. However, plenty of time was found to enjoy Anja’s private subservience. Katheryn enjoyed making Anja strip to her underwear and then act as a footstool. Sometimes she was expected to give foot massages or pedicures while Katheryn and Marsha chatted about their plans. She worked silently, remaining utterly still as a stool or worshipfully attending to the gorgeous feet of her superiors.

Then there were the evenings when Katheryn felt like being more boisterous. On the penultimate night of Katheryn’s stay with Marsha, they went out for drinks, leaving Anja at the apartment. Anja had been given orders to work on Marsha’s schedule until the goddesses returned from their socialising. That suited Anja’s tastes. She had no desire to be at a bar or club. There might be other celebrities there and Anja had no desire to be amongst more of her superiors. She felt sure that Katheryn would have taken the opportunity to make constant, subtle digs at her self-esteem. She found Katheryn deeply reminiscent of school bullies, the type that never became physical and rarely made obvious, crude insults. Katheryn was the type of bully that could use an insincere compliment to crush a person. She could use a contemptuous look to make Anja into a blushing mess.

It was just after midnight when Anja heard the door of the apartment open and the tipsy laughter of Katheryn as Marsha shushed her. Anja had expected them to come home much later. She found herself smiling, feeling glad that her Mistress was back. Even if Marsha was drunk and in a mean mood, Anja would be glad to see her. She just hoped that drinking cocktails did not bring out the worst in Katheryn.

Katheryn was first into the kitchen where Anja was sitting at the table, working at her laptop. Just the sight of Anja working diligently, even at this hour of the night, made Katheryn laugh. “Fuck, she’s right here working. Right where we left her. What a good girl! No mind of your own, huh? Just followed orders and sat there tip-tap-tapping away at your laptop,” Katheryn said, wandering up to the table and peering disinterestedly at the laptop’s glowing screen.

Anja said nothing, keeping her eyes on her work. She knew that there would be no correct response. Looking up would result in punishment. Keeping her head down would result in humiliation.

Katheryn tutted and then sighed. “Have some fucking initiative, little mouse!” she said, pushing the laptop closed. “We’re home and we want some coffee. And some water. And some fucking food. You know how to be a good hostess, don’t you? We’re going to the living room and you bring us something on a tray. Be useful!” Then she strolled away, walking steadily, despite her apparent drunkenness.

“Coffee would be perfect,” said Marsha, not coming as close as Katheryn had done. She was observing Anja from a distance, perhaps daring her slave to look up and judge the expression of her Mistress.

Without looking Marsha in the eye, Anja said, “I’ll bring refreshments to the living room, Mistress.”

“Of course you will,” said Marsha. As always, there was a wicked, seductive amusement in her voice. She always seemed to find the entire dynamic entertaining. She insisted that Anja treat everything seriously, though she always behaved as though it was just a delicious joke in her own mind. That was particularly hard for Anja. She took her work and her worship seriously. To have Marsha constantly smirking and chuckling made her feel so much smaller.

Refusing to be cowed into inaction, Anja began to prepare coffee, fruit, cookies and nuts. These were all things that Marsha had given her approval to in the past. Katheryn, no doubt would mock whatever Anja offered them. It was easy to prepare her ego for that. There was less hurt from Katheryn’s constant disapproval than from Marsha’s occasional displeasures. Katheryn’s problem as a Domme was that she lacked light and shade. She was always teasing, always mean and always, seemingly, aroused. Marsha had more depth and more nuance. Sometimes Marsha was professional, courteous and ignored the relationship that was growing between them. It was at those times that Anja felt like she might have dreamt everything else. Then there were the times when Marsha became someone else entirely. She could be passionate, powerful and sexual. Anja could never predict entirely when Marsha would change from one of her personas to another. This meant that Anja was always on edge, never sure what her true Mistress would want or expect. The only constant was that Anja knew she would always follow Marsha’s orders and she would always do everything she could to fulfil Marsha’s wishes.

When Anja got to the living room with her tray, Katheryn had put on some light, relaxing, vintage Jazz. She turned to see Anja placing the tray on the coffee table and snorted with derision. “Ooh, healthy snacks, thank you, mummy-mouse! Making sure we stay healthy, are you? Are you always this boring?” she said, strolling to the couch and collapsing onto it, her red designer dress, with the slash that showed her perfect legs, flopping open.

“Thank you, Anja,” said Marsha, sounding surprisingly sweet and genuinely grateful. “Come here and massage my feet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja, keeping her eyes averted. She hurried to Marsha’s feet and sat before her, cross-legged, ready to serve her Goddess.

Katheryn groaned. “Doesn’t she make you sick, sometimes? The way she’s just so subservient. It’s like there’s no fire in her. There’s nothing to break. I like them to be at least a little bit bratty, that way it’s more fun. I want to punish them for doing something, not just for being pathetic little bitches,” said Katheryn, serving herself with coffee.

Anja could feel Katheryn’s spiteful gaze on the back of her neck. She could not really understand Katheryn’s hatred of her. Sometimes she thought that she was jealous of her relationship with Marsha. That seemed unlikely, though. Anja was beginning to think that Katheryn simply saw Anja as something lowly and almost revolting, like an insect. Katheryn believed that she was so superior, that Anja’s presence just irritated her. She would have preferred Anja to be angry at the way she was treated. If Anja had been angry, it would have showed some spirit in Katheryn’s eyes. Anja’s natural, willing submission made Katheryn irritable.

“You’re just jealous that I have her so well trained. You can’t keep a slave because you don’t have enough discipline yourself,” said Marsha. She sounded casual and teasing. “You let your temper and your libido take over.”

“Fucking bitch,” laughed Katheryn, taking the teasing in good sport. “You should let go. Really get out some stress on the little mouse. I think you’re too easy on her.”

Marsha shrugged, stretching her legs, her feet luxuriating in Anja’s skilled hands. “Feel free to take over for this evening. Show me what you’d do,” said Marsha.

Anja stiffened a little. It frightened her when Marsha gave Katheryn control. Trying her best not to listen to the conversation of her superiors, Anja kept massaging, determined to please her Mistress.

“Sounds good to me,” said Katheryn. She sipped her coffee, relishing this moment of delay. She could see the tension in Anja’s body. She knew the fear that was rising in her. “Let me get some useful bits and pieces,” Katheryn said, standing up from the couch and wandering slowly away.

Trying not to shudder, Anja continued to massage the aching feet of her true Mistress.

“You make her angry because you’re so humble,” said Marsha, conversationally. “Personally, I approve of humility. It means that you know your place. I think that sometimes Katheryn just wants the drama of dealing with a brat. Maybe she’s a little bratty herself. You’re just going to take the punishment, aren’t you? I don’t want you acting up to impress her. You’re my sub and I taught you better than that.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja, not changing the pace of her massage. Even though touching Marsha’s feet was party of her routine, she thought that it would never become commonplace. Submitting to Marsha would always be sacred. Submitting to Katheryn was just another way of showing her loyalty to Marsha. The abuse and punishment of another woman would be endured because it pleased Marsha.

Marsha sighed and stretched her long, delicious legs. “What a good little bitch,” she said, chuckling at a joke that Anja could never and would never understand.

There was the soft sound of Katheryn returning. Anja resisted the urge to look up and see what the sadistic woman had brought with her. “Are you finished letting that little slut play with your feet?” said Katheryn.

Marsha sighed. “I suppose so. Have your fun,” she said.

“Come over here and bend over the back of the couch,” said Katheryn. There was a sly amusement in her voice.

Doing everything she could to hide her trepidation, Anja stood up. She would not look Marsha or Katheryn in the eye. She felt like a mouse taking orders from cats. They were a different order of being to her, she thought. They were tall, beautiful and powerful. It made sense that they treated her this way. She went to the back of the couch and bent over, putting her hands on the back of the couch.

“Hitch that little secretary skirt up,” said Katheryn. She sounded gleeful. There was an immaturity to her domination that Anja thought was absent from Marsha’s approach. Marsha was mature and sophisticated, Katheryn was, truly, more of a brat.

Blushing and humiliated, Anja started to hitch up her skirt. She was glad that she had worn pretty lingerie. She was wearing a lacey black thong, real stockings and a suspender belt to keep them up.

“What a surprise,” said Katheryn, chuckling. “Under the secretary skirt, she dresses like a slut. She’s always hoping that she’s going to get some.”

This made Anja grit her teeth. She wanted to answer back. She did not dress like a slut. She dressed in clothes that she thought Marsha would like. Even if Marsha was not going to see her outfit, she wanted it to be something that would please her Mistress. Marsha could call the clothes slutty if she wanted to, that was completely proper. Marsha could say whatever she wanted. From Katheryn, it was just an insult. Katheryn was trying to imply that she was inappropriately sexual. That was not true. Despite the complete injustice, Anja kept silent, trying to keep her face neutral. She did not wany to entertain Katheryn by showing any anger or resistance.

“I think I should spank you for being such a slut, don’t you?” said Katheryn, bending so low over Anja’s back that she could feel breath against her ear.

“As you wish, Mistress,” said Anja. She would be polite, but that did not mean having to agree.

Katheryn stood up and laughed. “So, she doesn’t agree that she’s a slut. She’s just going to let me beat her anyway. I suppose that’s as close as the little mouse can get to being defiant,” she said. Then she took a step back, preparing something in her hands.

Anja would not look round. Nor would she look to Marsha for help. She knew that if she looked around, Katheryn would be more vicious. If she looked to Marsha, the goddess would not even be looking in her direction. She would probably be scrolling through social media on her phone, showing no interest in Anja’s plight.

Suddenly, to Anja’s surprise, something hit on the backside so hard that she yelped. It had to be a paddle. Only a paddle would feel so wide and flat. She panted for breath, gripping the back of the couch in shock.

“Felt that, did you?” said Katheryn. Her smirk was audible in her words.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja. Her backside already felt like it was glowing.

“Thank me, you ungrateful little slut,” said Katheryn, as though prompting a forgetful idiot.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Anja, though she realized immediately that she did not sound sincere or grateful.

“Fucking liar,” said Katheryn. She sounded calm and unimpressed. Then the paddle came down again and Katheryn chuckled at Anja’s squeal of pain.

The paddle was worse than a bare hand, Anja thought. It seemed to reach every part of her backside. The sting and slap of it was bad enough, but she knew the ache that followed would get worse and worse. It would grow from a burning to an inferno.

“Thank me,” whispered Katheryn.

“Thank you, Mistress,” said Anja, hurriedly. She was breathing harder, hoping desperately that she sounded grateful.

“That’s not gratitude, that’s just fear,” said Katheryn in a mocking, sing-song voice. There was a swish of air and then a sharp crack as the paddle hit Anja’s sore flesh again.

“Thank you, Mistress!” yelped Anja, wondering how she could sound sincerely grateful for being hurt. She might be grateful if Marsha had given her this attention.

“At least you’re trying. You still don’t mean it,” said Katheryn. She was deliberately setting a test that Anja had no hope of passing.

The paddle came down again and Anja screamed. The pain was getting unbearable. She had never needed to use a safe word. Much more of this, though, and she would be forced to beg Marsha to make it stop. She wondered what the consequence of that would be. She would be a failure. She would have disappointed Marsha, she was sure of it. With tears coming to her eyes, she whimpered, “Thank you, Mistress!”

Katheryn chuckled in satisfaction. She could hear the pain in Anja’s voice and it pleased her. She knew that Anja was not grateful for such a high level of pain, but she did not care. She did not want real gratitude, she wanted suffering. “You’re not a pain-slut, not really. I think you’re more of a humiliation slut. The pain isn’t what does it for you. It’s being degraded. Are you getting wet?” Katheryn asked, her voice veering between sadism and seduction.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja, her voice aching with shame. Despite the pain and her reluctance to serve Katheryn, she could not lie about how her body was responding. She was aroused. It was not pain that made her excited, it was being controlled. Being in Marsha’s presence while she was degraded was, unquestionably arousing.

“If you’re getting wet, you should thank me sincerely,” said Katheryn. Then she hit Anja harder than ever, grunting with exertion as she brought the paddle down.

Anja screamed. It was unbearable. She would have to ask Marsha for mercy. She gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes closed. That made the tears run down her cheeks. She breathed hard, preparing to beg for mercy. Then, with all the determination she could find, she said, “Thank you, Mistress.” In a way, she meant it. She was thanking Katheryn for showing her where her limits lay. One more blow from the paddle would be the end. That would show her how far she was prepared to serve.

“Christ,” whispered Katheryn. “That sounded almost like you meant it. Maybe you do see the value in this. I’m not sure. Let’s give you a choice. You can either have more of the paddle, or I can use the strap-on. What will it be? Paddle or strap-on?”

Anja froze. This could only be a trap. Katheryn did not want her to decide. Katheryn wanted her to be weak and ask for the strap-on or to be defiant and ask for the paddle again, despite the pain. “Whatever you wish, Mistress,” said Anja. She felt satisfied. It was an answer that was truly defiant. She would be humble and subservient, no matter how angry it made Katheryn. She was not a brat, she was a humble submissive and she would prove that to Marsha, even if her true Mistress was paying no attention to her tears and screams.

“Little bitch,” hissed Katheryn. Then she started to paddle Anja without stopping. The blows were not as hard, but they were swift and they stung, wringing agonised screams from Anja.

Cutting through the sound of the paddle and Anja’s agony, Marsha’s voice said, “For Christ’s sake, Katheryn, just accept that she’s not a brat. She’s an obedient little sub and I don’t want her broken. She’s no good to me if she can’t sit down tomorrow. Play something else.” She sounded mildly annoyed, not actually furious.

Katheryn, panting for breath, stopped paddling. She sighed and Anja could picture her shrugging. “I guess no amount of beating will get her to be any fun. No bratty behaviour from this one. Pity. Guess I’ll just fuck the little slut with the strap-on,” she said. Then there was the sound of her putting the paddle down and beginning to prepare the strap-on.

Anja breathed heavily. Then she whispered, “Thank you, Mistress.” It was her form of resistance. She was in more pain than Marsha had ever given her, but she felt proud of herself. She had proven a point.

“Shut the fuck up, you,” said Katheryn, though she sounded amused rather than filled with rage. She knew that Anja had scored some sort of point in the obscure game that they were playing. “I hope you really are wet, because this is a big one.”

Anja said nothing. She stood still and silent as Katheryn came behind her and pulled down her lacey underwear. She tried to remain silent as she felt the firm silicone against her. It turned out that she was quite wet enough for it to slide slowly inside her without difficulty. “Thank you, Mistress,” Anja groaned. She felt so embarrassed. She knew that she would be unable to resist the pleasure. Marsha would see her enjoying what Katheryn did to her.

“Don’t thank me yet,” whispered Katheryn. She pulled Anja’s hair back into a ponytail with one hand and held one of her shoulders with the other. Then she started to move her hips. When her body made contact with Anja’s backside, the pain flared in her buttocks. The pain was balanced with a deep, powerful pleasure.

Anja moaned and shut her eyes. It felt incredible and she hated Katheryn for knowing how to do this to her.

“That’s it. That’s the real you. A little, horny slut,” Katheryn sneered.

Anja gritted her teeth. It was not true. She would not argue, of course. She would just take it. She would take it and she would cum, but she would only do it from loyalty to Marsha.

Katheryn started to move faster, pumping her hips. “Look at her, Marsha. She loves it,” said Katheryn. She sounded weirdly immature, like a younger sister trying to impress a disinterested older sister.

“Looks that way,” said Marsha. She did not sound bored, just vaguely unimpressed.

“Oh yes,” said Katheryn, sighing with satisfaction. “She takes the pain and she takes the pleasure. You like that, little slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” groaned Anja. She would not lie. She liked the sensation. She would have liked it even more if Marsha had been involved.

“Want her to lick you, Marsha?” said Katheryn, sounding like she was getting more excited now. “No point having her if you don’t use her.”

Marsha sighed, sounding thoughtful. She sounded like a woman trying to decide whether to order a late-night pizza. “I suppose so,” she said. “It’ll help me relax before bed.”

Anja tried to stifle a gasp of pleasure. She wanted that so much.

Katheryn laughed. “Hear that? She is so eager,” she said, slowly withdrawing. “Go on, get over there on the floor and do what you’re good at. Only thing you’re good for,” Katheryn said, pulling Anja up by the ponytail.

Anja let Katheryn push her and guide her to Marsha. She did not look Marsha in the eye. She let her eyes fall on the perfect body, the long legs and the underwear that Marsha was gently teasing to one side. Then she was being pushed down onto all fours. In a surprisingly graceful series of movements, Katheryn got the toy back inside her and simultaneously pushed Anja’s face between Marsha’s legs.

Despite the pain and humiliation, this was heaven. She felt Marsha’s hands on the back of her head, moving her into the correct position. “Get on with it,” Marsha sighed. Her disinterest in Anja’s plight made it more exciting. It was strange and she could not have explained it to anyone. She was a toy to these women. She was less than a person. They were goddesses of the screen and the red carpet. Anja was just a slave. She knew it and she revelled in it.

To her shame, she came three times before she brought her Mistress to climax. It was impossible to suppress the pleasure. Her cries of orgasm just made Katheryn laugh and use her more roughly.

When Marsha came, she clutched Anja like she was an object, moving her so that she used her mouth exactly as was required. Anja’s pleasure was irrelevant. Through it all, Katheryn laughed and showered Anja with insults.

It was perfect. It was even perfect when they had finished with her and they told her to get out of the room so that they could talk and enjoy their coffee. Anja had walked back to the kitchen with tears in her eyes, a burning backside and wetness down her thighs.

In the kitchen, she diligently finished her work, even though it hurt to sit at the table. Only when she had finished did she pack up and quietly leave the apartment. She could hear them chatting and laughing as she left. They did not even say goodbye.

**

When it was time for Katheryn to go, Anja felt a deep sense of relief. It had been exciting to be around her and to see the way Marsha was with a close friend. Being submissive in front of another person had legitimised Anja’s relationship with Marsha, turned it into something that was no longer an impossible secret. Before Katheryn, Anja had sometimes wondered if all her submission was in her mind. There was nothing to prove to the rest of the world that she was really Marsha’s slave. The bruises on her body and the memories in her head would have meant nothing to anybody else. If she had tried to tell someone that Marsha was her Domme, she doubted that they would have believed her. She would have sounded like an employee with a ridiculous, delusional crush. Now there was one person in the world who knew the full extent of what Marsha and Anja did behind closed doors. Nevertheless, it would be good to have Katheryn far away. She complicated the dynamic and she frightened Anja with her unpredictable temper.

Before she left, Katheryn said to Anja, “When she gets bored of you, give me a call, mousey. I could use a personal assistant with your set of skills.”

The words had stung harder than any of the spanking. Anja hated to imagine Marsha becoming bored of her. However, she wondered if Katheryn had been trying to give her a compliment. In her cruel, twisted way, perhaps she had been saying that Anja did have some value. Perhaps she had been trying to warn her that nothing so intense could last forever, but there would be other Dommes. Then again, it might just have been a silly comment from a woman who saw Anja as nothing more than an amusement.

Despite her best efforts, Anja analysed what Katheryn had said with a circular and obsessive intensity. She fell asleep wondering if Marsha really would get bored. She woke up wondering if one day she might have to call Katheryn and ask for a job. She would prefer to find mundane employment in an office somewhere rather than lowering herself to crawling to Katheryn. It would hurt too much to be with someone who could remind her of Marsha.

Then Anja would pull herself together and remind herself of reality. Marsha was not bored of her. Marsha had shown no sign of wanting to get rid of her. There was no reason that they could not work together and play all their other games together, for a long time. Perhaps it would last until they were both old. Perhaps it would come to a natural end. There was no point in trying to analyse it. Relationships could not be predicted or controlled, especially a relationship like this. The only thing was to live in the present. There was work to be done and a Mistress to be served.

With the pressure of work, Anja found that she could stop her brain from foolishly focussing on the future. Katheryn’s comment had eaten its way into her, but she could ignore the wound if she was busy. In time, the ache in her backside faded and Katheryn’s words grew easier to ignore.

Marsha did not seem to have changed since the visit of her friend. During the day she was usually all about work, even when they were alone. Just occasionally she would show signs of her Domme persona. She would sometimes whisper teasing threats into Anja’s ear when nobody was around, telling her that she was going to suffer in the evening. Then she would walk away, smirking at Anja’s blushes. Some days, when they were running lines, Marsha would make Anja kneel on the floor. Nobody was allowed to interrupt them, but Anja would always stiffen with fear and embarrassment when the phone rang or when she heard voices outside the door to Marsha’s rooms.

One day, as they were having their morning coffee before work, discussing the day’s schedule, Marsha said, “Anja, I want to talk to you about something serious.”

Anja froze. She had never heard Marsha use that phrase before. More than that, she had never heard Marsha speak in a such a sincere tone. There was an unfamiliar heaviness that made Anja uncomfortable. Perhaps not a heaviness, that was too far. It was a lack of Marsha’s usual unconcerned levity. There was no smirk, no sly twinkle in her eyes. Before a single second had passed, Anja had become convinced that Marsha was about to fire her. She could see Katheryn’s face in her mind and hear Katheryn’s voice. Marsha was bored of her. It was the only explanation. “Yes, what is it?” Anja said. She was surprised that she sounded so normal. She felt like her heart was turning to ice.

“I’ve eased you in gently,” Marsha said, looking at Anja with a cool, emotionless gaze. “You’ve worked hard and you’ve followed instructions. I can’t go on like this forever, though.”

“I don’t understand,” said Anja. She could hear the tremor in her voice now. She was not quite ready to cry, but she knew that tears were close.

Marsha rolled her eyes. “I mean that I can’t keep going easy on you. I’ve been gentle. I’ve held back in so many ways. I need to know that you have what it takes to really serve me,” she said.

“I have. I do!” whispered Anja. She wanted to say so much more, but the stern look on Marsha’s face kept the words locked inside her. She wanted to tell her Mistress that she would do anything for her. Marsha was a goddess and Anja knew that she was not worthy of her, but she would throw herself down now and let her Mistress walk over her if that was what she wanted.

“I want you to come to Paris with me. I have a Chateau not far from the city. We’ll do some shopping, see the sights, that sort of thing. When we’re at the Chateau, though, you’re going to find out what I’m like when I’m not holding back,” Marsha said. Her beautiful, piercing eyes were filled with an intensity that that made Anja burn with fear and desire.

“I’ll do whatever you say, Mistress,” said Anja. She spoke with complete sincerity and complete calm. She had been terrified that Marsha would fire her. Being told that Marsha wanted to stop holding back was far less threatening. Anja knew that she had fallen completely under her Mistress’s spell. Marsha could do whatever she wished. If she wanted to hurt her, Anja would welcome it. Paddles, whips and canes did not frighten her. She would strip for Marsha, pose for Marsha and worship Marsha. She trusted her Mistress to know what was best. Whatever Marsha wished for, Anja wished for it too.

Now Marsha’s wicked smile returned. “So confident,” she said, chuckling. “I wonder how long it will take me to knock that out of you. When we get back from Paris, you’ll be a new woman, little girl.”

Anja’s heart had started to beat harder. She felt like the room was spinning, as though she was aware of the Earth itself spinning as it flew through space. She was at the centre of a maelstrom, but she felt strangely calm. “Yes Mistress,” she said, bowing her head in thanks.

“Good. That’s that agreed,” said Marsha, breezily. She was casual again, looking idly at her phone as though nothing important had been said. “That’s something else for the schedule. We need to book the jet and all that boring stuff. Come on, stop daydreaming, we have work to do! Are we available this weekend? Can we get the jet? Start sending those emails!” She clicked her fingers as though she needed to get the attention of a dozing pet.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja, her fingers already typing.

**

Flying to Paris on a private jet was a new level of luxury and it made Anja feel enormously out of place. She had always seen private jets as a terribly wasteful indulgence. She could not help thinking of all the carbon that was being pumped into the atmosphere so that just a few people could travel across the world. Yet here she was, mutely travelling with her Mistress, voicing none of her concerns about such a shameless extravagance. She found herself wondering if she would ever dare to share her opinion with Marsha. It was doubtful that it would have an impact. Marsha would raise one eyebrow, give a disdainful chuckle and continue with her life.

Travelling on the jet made Anja wonder whether her relationship with Marsha was toxic. The voices of imagined therapists told her that she ought to find someone that she could speak to. If you had a partner that would disregard your opinions, they were not really your partner. Anja pictured a benevolent talk show host, someone like Oprah or Ellen, telling her that you could not work for a woman that you worshipped. There was no way that a Domme and sub relationship ought to be taking place between an employer and an employee. The power balance was unnatural. All that Anja could imagine herself doing if someone confronted her was running away. No matter how unhealthy things were between herself and Marsha, she would not leave. Marsha might see her as a lowly pet, a creature with no valuable ideas, but Anja did not care. Marsha was her superior. Marsha was more talented, beautiful and powerful than Anja could ever hope to be. If the relationship seemed one-sided, that was fine. It was natural, in Anja’s opinion, for a powerful, dominant woman like Marsha to accept the service or a weak, submissive slave.

The issue of consent was complicated, Anja though. She consented to everything that Marsha did. It was impossible for her to do otherwise. When Marsha humiliated and degraded her, she embraced the feeling and longed for more of it. When Marsha punished her physically, she revelled in the attention. When Marsha chose to take things in a sexual direction, Anja was delighted.

It was, unquestionably, not a relationship of equals. Anja wondered if any relationship ever could be. Was there always one person more in thrall to the other? Had there ever really been a relationship where both parties were equally matched? Perhaps. That did not matter. What mattered to Anja was that she was by Marsha’s side and they shared a secret that only Katheryn knew.

The arrival at the airport went smoothly and Anja prided herself on her role as Marsha’s loyal, diligent assistant. Security at the airport had been alerted and they were not troubled by fans or journalists. The limousine from the airport to the chateau was comfortable and the driver was discreet. In fact, the driver was so discreet, that Marsha’s mischievous side felt the urge to be playful.

“It’ll be about an hour, maybe more in this traffic,” Marsha said, looking out of the darkly tinted window as they crawled along crowded roads. “I think you should massage my feet. Lie down on the floor. On your back. I want you on your back like a cute little pet dog.” Marsha smirked at the idea.

Without comment or complaint, Anja lay down on the floor of the limousine. The car was immaculately clean, though Anja would have been equally obedient if Marsha had ordered her to lie on the floor of a filthy taxicab.

Marsha kicked off her shoes and put her feet on Anja’s stomach, pressing gently. “Good little bitch,” she said, chuckling as she looked down at Anja’s placid, submissive expression.

Without needing to be told, Anja took hold of her Mistress’s feet and began to massage them as the limousine drove on. It was weirdly thrilling and humiliating to think of the driver sitting so close to them. He would never know what happened just behind him. He would have no idea that the most beautiful woman in the world was humiliating her fawning assistant.

Marsha moved one foot over Anja’s face. “Kiss it. Go on, kiss my foot. My little bootlicker,” she said, chuckling to herself as Anja began to worshipfully kiss the sole of her Mistress’s foot.

Although Anja felt humiliated, she also felt honoured. The emotion was so paradoxical that she doubted anyone else would ever understand. Only another submissive could appreciate the joy that could be found in feeling pathetic. Even Marsha could not truly understand what she was doing for her slave. Marsha was amusing herself, toying with her phone and looking at the passing scenery. She could never really know that she was making Anja feel crushed and complete at the same time. Marsha supplied punishment and pleasure, but she could never know the depth of Anja’s response. For Marsha, this was, surely, just a game. She was enjoying the chance to tease a lower form of life. For Anja, this was a time of sacred worship.

Anja’s kisses were becoming sensual and passionate as Marsha turned her foot this way and that. “God, you’re such a little slut,” laughed Marsha. “The things you do with that hot little mouth. I know what you’re doing. You know it too. Admit it,” said Marsha, prodding her other foot against Anja’s stomach.

“Mistress?” said Anja, genuinely puzzled.

“You’re trying to turn me on, you little slut!” laughed Marsha, as though it was obvious. “All that kissing. That little flick of your tongue. You’re trying to tempt me.”

Anja blushed. She really had not seen it this way. She had been worshipping the foot of her Mistress, not trying to initiate something more erotic. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” she whispered, embarrassed that her kisses had been misinterpreted.

“You’re not sorry, not yet, you little whore,” said Marsha, though she sounded more amused than angry. “Right, if you play with matches, you start a fire. Come on. On your knees. You need to make me cum before we get there. I’m not going to let you stop until you do, even if the driver parks this limo and opens the door. If you haven’t finished, I won’t let you stop. He’ll see what you’re up to, you little tease.”

Anja’s blushed faded and she went pale. It had been bad enough letting Katheryn see her in sexual situations. Being seen by a driver would be terrible. With frantic urgency, she got to her knees between Marsha’s smooth, supple thighs, hurriedly beginning to kiss that delicious flesh.

“So damn eager!” laughed Marsha. “You just can’t get enough, can you?” Marsha hitched up her red dress, exposing red, lacey panties that she eased to one side. “Get on with it,” she said, grabbing two fistfuls of Anja’s hair and pulling her face towards her.

Anja moaned and began to serve her Mistress with her lips and tongue. She wished that she could explain. She had not been teasing, only respectfully worshipping. She was hurrying because she hated the idea of being seen by a stranger. She was not a slut, not really.

Anja wondered how much of what she was thinking was the truth. Perhaps Marsha was right and her motives were more sexual than she could admit to herself. She was not a prude. She knew that she was attracted to Marsha and loved when things reached this level. Perhaps there was some unacknowledged flirtation in her actions.

It was soon too difficult to think about anything other than Marsha’s soft moans and contented sighs. Marsha’s pleasure was paramount. All of Anja’s anxieties faded. Having her face buried in Marsha’s smoothness, her wetness and her warmth was the pinnacle of her existence. This, Anja felt, was where she belonged. She was kneeling and she was serving.

The car was travelling through thick woodland now and Anja was dimly aware of sunlight flickering through leaves of trees. The Chateau, she knew, was in woodland. There might not be long before they were interrupted. Her tongue moved faster, more urgently.

Marsha’s moans grew louder and her fists tugged painfully at Anja’s hair.

Anja could feel her heart pounding as she was torn between wanting to give her Mistress a deserved climax and wanting to avoid being caught by the driver.

Anja could hear that they were no longer on a road. The limo was travelling up a gravel drive.

Then Marsha was in the grip of a climax, raising her hips so that she could grind herself against Anja’s face. “Little bitch!” Marsha gasped, stifling her natural desire to cry out. “Dirty, little, teasing slut!”

Anja whimpered. She would not stop until she had permission, but she could feel the car slowing. Surely the driver would soon be parking and then he might get out. He might open their door.

With a sudden movement, Marsha pushed Anja away with her hands and then her feet, forcing her into the seat opposite. She quickly readjusted her clothes and laughed happily at her mischief. The car pulled to a halt in front of an imposing and beautiful house. “Just in time,” Marsha said, looking smug.

The driver got out of the car and stood by the door. He waited patiently. He knew better than to disturb a client like Marsha. Superstars might be doing anything. They wanted privacy.

Anja realized that the driver would never have interrupted them. It was another of Marsha’s games. The cruelty was inspired and Anja did not feel resentful. She admired her Mistress for being so clever.

“You have a bad case of sex-hair,” laughed Marsha.

Anja hurriedly smoothed down her hair and took a handkerchief from her bag to wipe her mouth and face.

“A hanky?” laughed Marsha. “So well prepared. Let’s go inside, I’ve got so much to show you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja. She even managed a small smile. She felt like she had done well.

**

This was not quite like the cabin. The Chateau was large and needed servants. They could not stay here entirely alone, unafraid and free to behave as they wished. Marsha’s staff, though, were well trained. Once dinner had been served, they vanished away. Anja was reminded of reading ‘Beauty and the Beast’ as a child. Marsha’s servants were not quite invisible, though they felt that way sometimes. Rooms were tidied after they had been left empty. The table was always cleared and then laid without Anja ever seeing the staff at work. She wondered how much they knew about Marsha’s private life. She imagined that they were paid handsomely for their discretion and their lack of curiosity. Marsha was a good Mistress as long as her staff behaved just as she wanted. Anja knew that very well.

Although the chateau did not have the total privacy of the cabin, Marsha still wanted to explore her private pleasures with Anja. It began on the first night, with dinner.

Marsha had given orders that Anja should wear a dress. To Anja’s surprise, Marsha had said, “It’s a particular little black number that’s hanging in the armoire in your room. I want to see you in it.”

When Anja went up to her room, she discovered that it was exquisite. Antique French furniture was arranged neatly against hand-painted wallpaper that depicted tropical birds, though the colours were tastefully muted. Anja found herself wondering whether the room had been this way for decades, carefully preserved, or if it had been designed to seem of a bygone age. 

The armoire was enormous and it made Anja smile as she remembered her childhood fantasies of Narnia. This was a wardrobe that looked like it hid a magical world. In a way, she thought, there was magic here. When she opened the doors of the armoire, it was filled with clothing. Some was elegant evening wear, some was more casual and, filling her with twisting excitement and anxiety, some of it was leather or latex. Marsha had acquired a large number of outfits, just for Anja. It made Anja wonder if Marsha saw her as a doll, a plaything to be dressed and undressed for her amusement.

The black dress was exquisite. Anja did not know if she had ever worn a garment that had fitted her so perfectly or flattered her curves so sensually. As she got ready for dinner, she could not help admiring herself in the room’s mirrors. She was noting in comparison to Marsha, she thought, but no woman was. Nevertheless, she looked like she might be a movie actress. If she had walked down a red carpet in this dress, she would not have looked out of place. Feeling pleased with herself, she finished her hair and makeup. She was looking forward to having dinner with her Mistress, without the destabilising presence of Katheryn. They could return to their old dynamic and, perhaps, develop it further. Their relationship could continue to progress, if that was really what it was doing.

Walking through the chateau, Anja felt worried that she might see one of the staff. She was not dressed inappropriately, but she had the feeling that they would know something unusual was happening. A normal Personal Assistant did not wear a haut couture gown to have dinner with her employer. Although Anja liked the idea of people knowing that she was more than just an employee, she hated the idea that a disgruntled staff member might sell a story to the press. The idea that Marsha might have to face more intrusion into her personal life was repugnant to Anja. She wanted to protect her Mistress from scurrilous stories in tabloids. She would never want people speculating that Marsha was a Domme. The outside world would not understand or respect the beauty of the bond between Anja and her Mistress. For the tabloids it would be something to titillate or amuse. For Anja, it was something far deeper.

Marsha was waiting in the dining room. It was a space far too big for two people. They could have hosted a dinner for twenty. Marsha was standing by an enormous fireplace where fragrant logs were burning. She was wearing a red dress, just as elegant as Anja’s, and, with the flames behind her, she looked like a beautiful devil, offering temptation and torment.

“Don’t you look lovely,” said Marsha. “Say what you like about me, I know how to pick an outfit. Did you find the lingerie in the drawers?”

“I did, Mistress,” said Anja. She was wearing what Marsha had chosen for her. It was, as expected, luxurious and beautiful. What Anja had not expected was that there were no panties. There were plenty of sets of lingerie. None had panties. Anja could have chosen some of her own, she had her suitcase after all. However, a mismatched pair of panties would have spoiled the entire outfit. Despite her nerves, she had to stand before Marsha wearing an elegant gown, some beautiful lingerie and no panties.

Marsha smirked. “Are you wondering why the outfit is a little… lacking?” she said.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja. It was best to be honest. She was wondering what Marsha had planned.

“Let’s take our seats and you’ll find out,” said Marsha, gesturing to the table. Rather than sitting at opposite ends of the long table, which would have been foolish, they sat opposite each other across the table’s width. There was still some distance and a number of flickering candles between them, but they would be able to hear each other speaking and they would be able to see each other’s faces.

As Anja went to sit down, she realized that her chair was not like all the other antiques. The back of the chair and the legs looked almost identical to the others. It was the seat that was unique. It took Anja a moment to realize what she was looking at. The seat of the chair was the leather saddle-shape of a ‘Sybian’ sex toy. Anja had seen such things on the internet. A woman could sit on the Sybian and enjoy or suffer the intense vibrations of the machine under the leather. Her eyes widened in surprise.

“Make yourself comfortable. We’re going to test your composure. You know I like you to look calm under pressure, yes? Well, during dinner this evening, you will need to be like a swan. I want you elegant on the surface, even if there’s something wild going on in the depths,” Marsha said. She looked supremely pleased with herself.

Anja immediately understood. Marsha would be controlling the level of vibration from the Sybian. Anja’s task was to hide her excitement. That sounded almost fun until you considered whether or not the staff would be serving dinner. If the staff would be coming in, that presented unique difficulties.

“I can see from your face that you understand the game. Before you we start, let me tell you this: the machine is incredibly quiet. It’s up to you to be just as quiet. We don’t want to frighten the staff, do we?” With every passing moment, Marsha was looking more amused. She was watching Anja as she settled herself on the cool leather. Just describing the game was a pleasure for Marsha. Playing the game would be an even greater entertainment.

It was a form of sadism that used pleasure instead of pain, Anja thought. Marsha was going to torture Anja with pleasure and with embarrassment. Anja could feel that her face had turned pale. Losing her composure in front of the staff was mortifying to her. She gave Marsha a frightened, pleading look, but she did not speak.

“Don’t look at me like that, it’ll be fun,” Marsha said. Marsha’s phone was on the table, next to her fork. She tapped something and Anja felt a soft vibration coming from the Sybian. “Just a starter. An ‘amuse bouche’. Well, it amuses me,” said Marsha. She watched as Anja’s eyes grew wider and she breathed more deeply. “This is just the beginning,” said Marsha, her voice low and threatening.

A sound made Anja turned her head. A pretty young woman with dark hair and Mediterranean skin was bringing plates.

Anja focussed her entire will. She would appear normal. She would appear completely normal.

The first dish was something that looked oddly floral. There were five small hors d’oeuvre arranged on the plate as though they were the petals of a flower. The maid laid the dishes on the table without speaking or looking either of the women in the eye. Anja wondered if the maid thought that Anja and Marsha were equals. Perhaps to the maid, she was serving two important people. The maid could not know that Anja was a mere plaything to a goddess.

“Don’t these look good,” said Marsha, picking up one of the tiny sculptures between finger and thumb. She sniffed it, looking momentarily as distrustful as a child. “Almost too pretty eat,” she said. Then she shrugged and popped the morsel into her mouth. “Yum, what is that? God, I could eat twenty of those. What’s the meat? Is that lamb or something?”

Anja tried the identical hors d’oeuvre on her own plate. “I think it’s duck, Mistress,” she said, her voice level despite the pleasure that was beginning to course through her thanks to the Sybian.

“Good girl,” said Marsha, nodding in agreement. “You have a great palate, don’t you? Still, I suppose I knew that already. You and your smart mouth. That clever tongue.” She stared at Anja, smiling wickedly.

Anja did not look Marsha in the eye. She rarely did without permission. Nevertheless, she was well aware of Marsha’s gaze on her. She took another hors d’oeuvre. This one was sushi and wasabi. The flavour was exceptional. Marsha obviously employed an excellent chef. Anja tried to focus only on flavour. She was ignoring the heat growing between her legs. She hoped that she would not get too wet, it would be horribly embarrassing.

As they were finishing the last of the starter, Marsha tapped casually at her phone. Anja gasped. The power of the Sybian had only increased a little, but the intense rush of pleasure made her eyes roll for a moment. She gripped the table, steadied herself, and finished eating. She tried to ignore Marsha’s soft, breathy laughter.

The maid arrived to clear the plates, pour more wine and put down a new dish. She was there for only a few minutes. Those minutes were torturous for Anja. The pleasure from the Sybian was bad enough, but it was intensified by the need to appear composed. On top of everything, there was Marsha’s steady gaze. Marsha was watching Anja the way a child might watch a bug crawling across a plant.

As soon as the maid was gone, Anja allowed herself to pant for breath, even moaning softly.

Marsha tutted. “Just because the maid leaves, I don’t think that you should let yourself go. Have some decorum, sweetheart. Just for that, I’m turning it up a little more,” she said, tapping her phone.

Anja covered her mouth with her hand, as though stifling a yawn. Marsha had given her only a little more of the Sybian’s power, but Anja felt like she was stifling a scream. She did not think she could get through the next course without having an orgasm. She tried to look at the food. It was seafood, clearly, with garnishes that she could not immediately place.

“Wonder what all this is. Fish, obviously. Some shellfish. Reckon the salad stuff is seaweed?” said Marsha. She was perfectly conversational.

“Possibly,” said Anja. “I remember reading somewhere about a herb called samphire. Perhaps it’s that. I’m no expert, Mistress.” She did not know how she was managing to talk. She felt like she had become two people. There was the version of her that was eating and discussing the food. Then there was the version of her that was struggling desperately against overwhelming pleasure. The muscles of her buttocks and legs were contracting, gripping the Sybian. Her back arched and she tensed her shoulders.

“Everything alright?” asked Marsha, chuckling as she started to eat. “Whatever this stuff is, it’s delicious. Tastes like summer on the beach.”

Anja’s hands trembled as she tried to manipulate her knife and fork. She lifted food to her mouth and moaned softly as she parted her lips.

“You really like the taste, don’t you?” said Marsha. “Try not to make a fuss, though. I don’t want you to embarrass yourself. Then I’ll have to punish you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Anja said. Her voice sounded far calmer than she felt.

They ate steadily, Anja’s hands hardly shaking, though her knuckles were white. The rise and fall of pleasure inside her was reminiscent of a rollercoaster. She pictured herself trying to hold in her screams as she rode a coaster. That would have been easier than this. Eating and talking while on the verge of an orgasm was excruciating.

“I wonder what the next course will be. I’m hoping for something a bit simpler. I’m so unsophisticated really,” said Marsha. “Sometimes I just want a cheeseburger or pizza or whatever. Sometimes it’s nice to pretend I’m one of the little people, you know?”

Anja held in a gasp. Hearing Marsha talk about ‘the little people’ confirmed something that Anja had always suspected. Despite her courtesy and amicability, Marsha thought that she was superior to other people. Anja could understand that. It was true, in a way. It was not popular to say it, people were supposed to be equals. The truth was that some people were so superior in every way, their looks, their talent, their sheer charisma, that they were like higher forms of life. They were like mythical gods or angels walking amongst mortals. Anja felt like a peasant that had become the plaything of an ancient goddess. She was eating the food of the goods and experiencing pleasure that mere mortals were not meant to experience or withstand.

“You’re quiet, cat got your tongue?” said Marsha. She was grinning more than ever as she watched Anja squirm and grit her teeth. “Blushing too. Feeling shy? Oh, here comes the maid. Try to be normal, sweety. Don’t embarrass me.”

Just as Anja heard the footsteps of the maid, Marsha tapped her phone. The Sybian’s vibrations became more intense and Anja gripped the edge of the table. She was going to have an orgasm and she did not think she could hide the fact.

Silently, the maid took the plates, not looking at Marsha or Anja. Anja was glad that the maid paid no attention to her red face or the way that every muscle in her body was completely taut.

While Anja, shuddered and wept with strain, the waitress laid down the next course. Anja could not concentrate on what was put before her or the delicious smell of the food. All she was experiencing was a wave of unbearable pleasure and the evil smile of her Mistress.

Marsha did something with her hands, gesturing to the maid.

Anja’s brain, addled with arousal, took a moment to understand.

Marsha was using sign language. The maid was deaf.

With a sudden relief, as the maid walked away. Anja let out a low moan of pleasure that slowly grew to a long, wordless scream of climax.

Marsha laughed, clapping her hands. “Did I not mention that Cecile’s deaf? Must have slipped my mind. Yes, she can’t hear that noise you’re making. God, you do make a fuss, don’t you? She might not be able to hear, but I can. I thought we agreed that you were to keep all that in, not start wailing like a banshee? After dinner I’m going to have to punish you, aren’t I?”

Anja was trying to say, “Yes, Mistress!” Unfortunately, only inarticulate howls of orgasm were coming from her mouth. She pounded the table with her fist, cursing herself for failing the task. She had made too much noise. It was probably impossible for a human being to succeed, but she had failed spectacularly. She was still in the throes of her climax as Marsha started to eat.

“I’ll turn down the machine a little, you’re putting me off my dinner with all that row,” said Marsha. She was grinning in amusement. There was no real anger in her, only malevolent sexual teasing.

Although she was not angry, the punishment would be real.

That was all still to come.

With shaking hands, Anja picked up her knife and fork. The pleasure had ebbed to something that was bearable, though she wished she could beg Anja to stop the machine entirely. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll try harder,” she managed to say, though her voice was shaking.

“I know you will,” said Marsha, eating happily. “I’m not going to give up on you. If I work hard, I’m sure I can beat you into shape. Now, eat your dinner, you little slut.”

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Anja.

It promised to be a long evening.

**

Anja awoke to the sound of birdsong. Sunlight and a warm breeze were coming from the open doors to her balcony as the sun rose over the chateau’s gardens. It felt surreal to wake up in such perfect peace. To awaken into a world of such luxury and glamour was more bizarre than any dream. As her eyes opened, she saw the opulence of her room, the four-poster bed, the antique furniture. This felt like a world where she did not belong. People like Marsha existed in rooms like these. People like Anja had shared apartments, not suites of rooms in a chateau.

She slid out of bed and went to her private bathroom. The space was intimidatingly large. A princess might feel at home in such palatial surroundings, she thought, but it was unnerving for an ordinary young woman. Nevertheless, despite the luxurious strangeness, there was work to be done. This was a break from the routine for Marsha, but she was not a person who ever really stopped working. Her life and her work were totally intertwined. Her powerful personality and charisma were an inherent part of her character and they were what made her a star. Whether Marsha was on set or learning lines or spanking Anja, it was all part of her process. Simply being Marsha was a job, perhaps a role, that never ended. Anja sometimes wondered whether Marsha became exhausted from the pressure of being herself. That might be why she enjoyed taking out her frustrations on her loyal assistant. Anja had no problem if that was the nature of things. Marsha was a natural goddess and Anja was a natural worshipper. That was the way the universe worked and it was comforting to accept it without question or resistance.

Anja was efficient and thorough as she readied herself for the day. She liked to look beautiful for Marsha. Back in the city, she dressed appropriately for the studio. Out here at the chateau, she could be more whimsical. Marsha had filled her armoire with gorgeous clothes and Anja picked out a light summer dress for the day. Beneath it she wore lingerie. It was nothing too outlandish, just elegant white lace, but it felt appropriate to be dressed provocatively if Marsha should choose to undress her.

When she was ready, she took a brief look in her full-length, antique mirror. She recognized herself, though she was a different woman to the girl who had gone, trembling, to an interview with Marsha. Marsha could still make her tremble, but she felt more certain of her role now. Some of her doubt had gone. She would never have Marsha’s confidence, few people in the world could. However, Anja felt like she had found her place. The chateau might not suit her, but being with Marsha did. Where Marsha went, no matter how strange it might feel, that was where Anja belonged.

With a sense of calm, Anja descended the stairs, moving through the chateau as though floating through a dream. Today the air seemed loaded with the scents of flowers and woodland. Many of the windows were opening, allowing the garden to seep into the rooms and corridors. It would be a fine day for exploring the gardens or swimming in the pool. Everything, though, depended on Marsha. If Marsha wanted to run lines, they would run lines. If Marsha wanted to swim, they would swim. If Marsha wanted to tie Anja to a frame and abuse her, that would be just as appropriate.

In the dining room, the staff had laid breakfast. It unnerved Anja to be in a place with staff. Marsha loved that Anja struggled having other servants around. Anja was staff, like them, though she was also utterly unlike them. None of the other staff were treated in the same way as Anja. Trying to seem normal when the staff passed by, Anja wondered what they thought of her. It was possible that they saw her as another employee of Marsha or even a friend. She doubted that they knew of the deeper relationship. She hoped that they did not know. It was not that she was ashamed of what she did with Marsha, it was that she liked the secrecy. Only Marsha and Katheryn were part of the secret. If more people knew, it would be diminished. Although she sometimes liked to imagine being Marsha’s girlfriend in the eyes of the world, she felt that their relationship could not be that. It had to remain private. It was too precious and delicate for the world’s press to interfere. The media and fans could not ruin something if they did not know that it existed.

Marsha had not come downstairs yet. Anja did not question that. Marsha kept her own hours and followed her own rules. It was Anja’s job to make sure that everything was prepared when Marsha was ready to show herself. As she was alone, Anja ate her croissant, drank her coffee and used her phone to check the day’s emails. Even when Marsha was taking a break from filming, the emails still flooded in. There were charities seeking patronage and there were producers suggesting projects. It was Anja’s job to winnow the wheat from the chaff. She knew Marsha well enough to know which emails should be politely rejected immediately and which should be investigated further.

Anja was so absorbed with the emails that she did not hear Marsha walk in at first. When she did look up, she nearly dropped her phone in shock. Marsha always looked gorgeous, but today she looked so sexy that Anja blushed. Marsha was only wearing a black bikini top and an exotic sarong beneath. The weather was warm enough for the outfit not to be incongruous and Marsha was in her own home. Nevertheless, Anja had not expected to see Marsha wearing so little. Marsha’s bare feet were almost silent on the wooden floor as she approached the table, sat down and poured herself a glass of pink grapefruit juice.

“You’re gawping, stop it,” said Marsha, smiling indulgently at her personal assistant, her slave, her pet. There was no anger in Marsha’s face and no real contempt. She accepted the effect that she had on Anja. It was quite natural for her submissive to look at her with such awed astonishment.

Blushing hard, Anja said, “Good morning.” Then she turned her eyes back to the emails on her phone. It was easier to avert her eyes from Marsha when possible. Marsha appreciated that Anja would look away. It was probably hard being so beautiful that people always stared, Anja thought. In order to make Marsha comfortable, Anja would usually keep her eyes lowered. That was easiest for Anja too. Staring too long at Marsha was like staring at the beautiful play of sunlight on a lake. Sparkling sunlight on the surface of water was as beautiful as diamonds, but it was blinding if you looked for too long.

“Many emails?” asked Marsha, selecting fruit from the table for her breakfast.

“About the same as normal,” Anja replied, a note of apology in her voice.

Marsha groaned. “Sometimes I wish we could really get away, you know? Just turn it all off for a while. Maybe we should look at having a retreat sometime. Going somewhere that we can avoid everything. You could ignore the phone and concentrate on keeping me happy instead,” she said. There was a hint of teasing in her voice, as there always was.

The thought of being completely alone with Marsha, not even responding to the phone, was completely thrilling to Anja. She had thought that Marsha would want a break from her personal assistant. Anja had imagined that Marsha saw her as a symptom of work. It was weirdly moving to Anja for her to realize that Marsha would take her along on a ‘retreat’. She did not feel that it made her an equal or a lover, but it made her vital to Marsha’s well-being. She was easily as important as Marsha’s clothing or make up. “I would enjoy that, Mistress,” said Anja, the colour that was already in her cheeks intensifying.

Marsha chuckled. “I know you would, you thirsty little slut,” she said, though it sounded affectionate. “We’ll look at doing it after the next round of filming. A genuine break from everything. We can tell the publicists that I’m having a spiritual cleanse. Some bullshit like that. You’re good at bullshit, you can invent a story. You’re an expert at hiding things. You did pretty well hiding how horny you were during dinner.” As Marsha spoke, she toyed with her fruit salad and smiled at the memories of yesterday evening. She had enjoyed tormenting and humiliating Anja with the Sybian.

“I try to be discrete, Mistress,” whispered Anja. She knew that Marsha was simultaneously mocking her and congratulating her. She was a good liar and she was good at hiding things. Marsha valued that. It also amused Marsha to point out that her innocent-seeming little assistant was secretly a deceptive slut.

“And you’re so good at it,” said Marsha, taking a sip of her drink. “Plan for today is running lines in the hot tub. Then I’m thinking you give me a fashion show of the swim wear that we have available for you. Then lunch. In the afternoon, I’m not sure yet, leave it open. Dinner in the evening and some of our games.”

There was a twisting, writhing excitement that ran through Anja. She needed to focus her mind so that her body did not visibly tremble. When Marsha was vague, it always excited her more. It left her mind free to imagine the wonderful and terrible things that her Mistress might have planned for her. “That sounds very agreeable, Mistress,” Anja said, hoping that her voice did not convey the level of her excitement.

One thing was worrying Anja. There would be servants around. There were cleaners, kitchen staff and gardeners. There were probably all sorts of functionaries that she had not seen. There was, presumably, someone to clean the pool and perform maintenance. Anja’s chest tightened when she considered that they might be interrupted at any moment.

As they ate breakfast, Anja gave Marsha a brief precis of the emails and the burdens that would be ahead of them in the weeks to come. She had learned from experience how much detail Marsha could take before she became irritable. Managing the moods of her Mistress was a vital part of Anja’s profession and she took pride in keeping Marsha in balance. Some people might have said that it was like dealing with an unreasonable child, but Anja was far more understanding. She knew the intense pressure that Marsha was under. Few people on the planet had experienced as much press-intrusion as Marsha. Anja felt that it was a sacred duty to protect her Mistress from added pressure.

By the time they were finishing breakfast, the emails were complete. A member of the kitchen staff came silently to the room and began to clear the table. Marsha did not even acknowledge that the young man was there. She seemed completely at ease with her staff. Anja wondered how much of Marsha the servants had seen. Perhaps Marsha sunbathed topless. She seemed unfazed at being in just her bikini at breakfast.

Developing the kind of calm that Marsha displayed was something that Anja hoped to do during her career. She rarely saw Marsha looking truly stressed or panicked. It was true that Marsha could become irritable and even enraged, but she never seemed to be anxious. Anja supposed that Marsha knew that she was always the most important person in any room.

“Meet me out in the pool in half an hour,” said Marsha, getting up from the table with her coffee in her hand. “Bring the scripts. Bring all the swimsuits too. That way I have something to look forward to when we’re done working.” She said everything in the same tone, as though it was all completely professional. Anja wondered what the servants would think if they overheard a conversation like this. She hoped that it never happened.

Anja collected the script from her room and then gathered together all of the swimsuits that Marsha had left in the armoire. Most of them were very sophisticated, but there were a few that made Anja blush just from looking at them. There were some bikinis that seemed to be little more than coloured strings. There were also some one-piece suits that were cut so they would reveal more of her curves than she felt would be appropriate in public. She hoped to heaven that nobody would pass by to cut the hedges or clean the pool.

To wear, Anja chose a modest blue bikini and a wrap dress similar to Marsha’s sarong. She did not want to copy her Mistress, but she felt it showed respect to mirror some elements of her style.

It was awkward to carry the papers and the spare swimsuits, so she put them all in her suitcase and took them down into the garden that way. The sun was blazing and Anja felt glad that the pool area had so many hedges and umbrellas for shade. It was going to be a wonderfully hot day. The birds were still improvising their choruses as Anja walked along the warm stones of the path to the chateau’s pool.

Marsha was waiting. She was lying on a sun lounger, looking like a scene from a movie that would play in heaven. She was dressed as she had been at breakfast, though she had added an enormously wide-brimmed hat to her outfit and a pair of chic, retro sunglasses. “Travelling light, I see?” Marsha asked, looking at the suitcase and laughing.

“You were very generous with the number of swimsuits, Mistress,” said Anja, attempting a smile. She looked down at the white stonework around the pool, not wanting to gaze too long at the beauty of her goddess. The image of Marsha reclining was burned into her memory, she told herself. She could look at it in her imagination any time she chose.

“OK, we’ll go through the script once, then we’ll swim. Then we’ll go through it again. Then we’ll put on sun lotion. Then one more time before your little fashion show,” said Marsha. It almost sounded like she was waiting for Anja to agree. That was absurd. Anja’s agreement was meaningless. Marsha was simply stating the facts.

“Very good, Mistress,” said Anja. She came and sat on a lounger in the shade of a huge white sun umbrella. Then she took the script from her suitcase and began to read, putting in just enough character for Marsha to get into the scene. She had learned how Marsha liked her to read. It could not be too bland and robotic or Marsha would not get into the mood of it. Nor could it be too emotional, because Marsha would mock her lousy acting. Anja prided herself on knowing what her Mistress liked and always giving it to her.

As always, Marsha was excellent with her lines. She rarely slipped up and she was never unpleasant to Anja when she did. Marsha was not afraid to take out her bad moods on Anja, but when it came to a script, she stayed focussed. Whether things went well or badly, Marsha would treat Anja in whatever way she felt was most fitting for the day. Sometimes it was humiliation, sometimes pain, sometimes pleasure. Whatever Marsha chose, Anja accepted it gratefully. The opinions of her goddess were all that mattered to her.

After a full run of the lines, Marsha stood up, stretched and said, “Swim time!” Then she unwrapped her sarong, let it fall to the lounger and dived into the water, graceful as an Olympic swimmer. Feeling less confident than her Mistress, Anja carefully slipped the script back into her suitcase and then climbed down the steps into the pool. Marsha was already swimming lengths, her lithe body moving swiftly through the water, the sun making bright highlights on her flawless skin. In this setting, in this light, Marsha looked celestial, like a powerful being from a higher, more beautiful world. Feeling pathetic in comparison, Anja started to swim her own lengths, unable to match Marsha’s speed or grace.

It only took ten lengths of the pool for Anja to feel tired. She stopped at the shallow end, leaning on the warm stone that edged the pool and watching with interest as the droplets from her hair and body evaporated quickly in the powerful sunshine.

Anja heard the gentle splashing of Marsha as came closer. Then, to Anja’s surprise, Marsha slid up close behind her, putting her hands onto the edge of the pool, either side of Anja’s arms. Anja froze, shuddering with excitement and fear. Marsha pressed up close behind her, her wet, warm breasts against Anja’s back. “Gotcha,” Marsha said, her voice right into Anja’s ear.

Anja could not speak. She was trying to think if this was an unprecedented situation. Had Marsha ever touched her like this?

“You freeze like a deer in the headlights,” said Marsha, chuckling into Anja’s ear. “You’ve been working for me all this time and you’re still scared. I love that.” Marsha’s hand found Anja’s backside under the water and squeezed it firmly. Anja supposed the water made it impossible to spank efficiently, so the squeeze was the best Marsha could do. “Come on, let’s run lines again,” said Marsha, pushing away from the edge of the pool and leaving Anja to shiver with delicious terror.

Anja managed to get out of the pool, despite her nerves. Marsha was right, it was strange that Anja could still feel so much fear in the presence of her Mistress. She wondered if she would ever lose that sweet, exciting fear. She hoped not.

Marsha did not put her sarong back on. She lay on a towel, on the lounger, drying in the sun. Droplets of water traced the lines of her perfect body and Anja envied them that closeness to the goddess.

When she had dried her hands carefully, she took out the script again and they ran the lines. It surprised Anja how she could talk so normally, despite the pounding of her heart. The memory of Marsha behind her in the pool was impossible to shake. She could still feel the press of Marsha against her, still hear that sensual voice in her ear.

Running lines was such an automatic process that Anja’s mind was free to drift in her memories. She hardly noticed when they reached the final page of the script. It shook her when Marsha said, “Damn, I’m good at remembering lines. Come on then, mouse, it’s lotion time. You do me, then I’ll do you.” Marsha reached down under her lounger and brought out a bottle of sun lotion.

The sight of the lotion and the implications of it, made Anja breathe harder. Trying not to show her reaction, she slipped her script back into the suitcase. Then, trying to look normal as she stood up and approached her Mistress, taking the bottle lotion from Marsha’s perfect, manicured hand.

Marsha lay down on her front, smiling smugly. She knew what she was doing, knew the effect it would have on her loyal, longing submissive.

Anja poured some of the white, cool lotion into her trembling left hand. Of all the things Marsha had asked her to do, she thought, this was probably the hardest. This involved no pain and no degradation. Despite that, this task was difficult. She had to touch Marsha’s body and keep her composure.

“Get on with it, mouse,” said Marsha. “And don’t get freaky, it’s just lotion. Don’t get any of your naughty ideas, I know what you’re like.”

That made Anja blush. Marsha was suggesting that Anja was a pervert. It was a cruel way to tease her. Anja did not see herself as perverted or overly sexual. When it came to Marsha, though, she struggled to ignore her body’s reactions. Marsha made Anja burn and sparkle with desire. Anja could not imagine a way to see Marsha or touch Marsha without wanting her. She would never, of course, do anything that Marsha did not command. It would have been absurd to touch Marsha sexual without her Mistress demanding that. The desire, the powerful want, though, was impossible to ignore.

“I said get on with it,” Marsha said, a stern note in her voice. She liked to tease and test Anja. She did not like to be kept waiting. She did not like to be disappointed.

Remembering that her duty was to please her Mistress, Anja put her hand onto Marsha’s back, between her shoulder blades.

“Coulda warmed it,” said Marsha, giggling and shifting her shoulder blades.

“Sorry, Mistress,” said Anja, willing warmth into her hand, wanting her Mistress to be comfortable. Then she did her best to start rubbing the lotion into Marsha’s smooth, golden skin. It felt like stroking an angel, touching heaven itself. She let her hands glide down one of Marsha’s arms. Anja almost squealed when Marsha giggled and said, “Touched a rib there. I’m ticklish.” That surprised Anja. She had never thought that Marsha would have ordinary human weaknesses. Marsha’s giggle had been strangely girlish. The goddess had seemed sweet and vulnerable for a moment. It just made Anja worship her more.

After putting the lotion onto Marsha’s shoulders, arms and back, Anja knew that she had to work on the legs of her Mistress. She paused, picking up the bottle of lotion, trying to work out how she could touch the gorgeous legs of her Goddess without losing her mind.

As though she had the power of telepathy, Marsha said, “Jesus, just get on with it. They’re just legs. Don’t get weird with my feet either, you little pervert.”

Anja blushed, her face burning warmer than the weather. She was not a pervert, she insisted to herself. There was nothing weird about admiring Marsha’s legs or finding them attractive. Perhaps it was less common to find feet attractive, but Marsha’s feet were particularly beautiful. Anja did not see herself as having a fetish, she just could not ignore beauty.

The lotion made Anja’s hands glide over Marsha’s legs, the smooth skin and strong muscles shifting under Anja’s worshipful touch. Marsha sighed as Anja massaged the lotion into her. “You’re actually pretty good at this,” Marsha said, stretching her legs and wiggling her toes.

Anja kept going and tried not to faint. She felt hot and dizzy. She imagined fainting, collapsing onto her Mistress. That made her feel even more light-headed.

“Time to do the front,” said Marsha, shifting on the lounger and turning onto her back to look at Anja.

This made Anja shudder visibly and catch her breath. She liked to keep calm, even when Marsha pushed her. This, though, was unbearable. She opened her mouth to speak, though her tongue found no words waiting.

Marsha grinned in amusement. “Of all the things I’ve asked you to do, this is the one that has you short-circuiting?” said Marsha. She knew what she was doing, she just liked pretending it was all normal and that Anja was the one being strange. “Come on, it’s only lotion. Only the bits that show, don’t start getting frisky.” The expression on Marsha’s face was teasing, though there was a suggestion of delight too.

Determined to impress her Mistress, perhaps even to defy her teasing, Anja put more lotion into her hands, warming it first and keeping her eyes on her slippery fingers. Then, still watching her fingers and hands, she started to rub the lotion into Marsha’s shoulders and the visible curves of her breasts.

“Good girl,” said Marsha, knowing that the praise would make it even more difficult. Strangely, praise could seem humiliating when it came from Marsha. That was because Marsha would praise her for such silly or degrading things.

Anja did not let herself think about how Marsha’s breasts felt. She forced herself to see this task as a simple job. There was a surface to cover with lotion and it needed to be done efficiently. It was no different to painting a wall. If she disconnected her mind like that, she could touch Marsha without going mad with desire.

It was no easier to put warm lotion on Marsha’s firm stomach, especially when her hands brushed against the bikini bottoms. She did not let herself think about what she had done with Marsha in the past, the ways that Marsha had made her serve. In the future, she thought, she would let herself remember everything. Her hands would recollect the feel of Marsha’s warm skin in the sun. Those memories would be her hoard of precious gold and she would writhe on them like a dragon.

“In a dream?” said Marsha.

Anja realized that she had covered her Mistress from top to toe. She was now holding Marsha’s feet and delicately putting lotion on them. She stopped moving, briefly glancing at her goddess and seeing that familiar, teasing smile.

“That’s enough, you lunatic,” said Marsha, pulling her feet from Anja’s hands. “Now I’m gonna do you.”

“What?!” gasped Anja, too surprised to be polite.

“On your front. Now,” said Marsha.

Anja gasped again as Marsha slid off the lounger and pushed her down. The towel on the lounger smelt of lotion and Marsha. Anja shut her eyes and let her thoughts become chaos. She had no idea if this was a reward or punishment. Marsha’s hands were on her shoulders and Anja was whimpering with fear and desire. Marsha was laughing, giggling as though this were unimportant, just a silly game. “Stop whining like a bitch in heat,” Marsha said, bending low to whisper into Anja’s ear.

Marsha’s hands were working lower, down Anja’s back. Then they reached Anja’s backside and squeezed firmly. After the squeeze, Marsha pulled back her hand and spanked Anja so hard that the sound echoed from the stone walls of the chateau. Anja let out a startled yelp of pain and shock.

“Keep it down, the gardeners are around somewhere. They’ll think there’s a murder happening,” said Marsha. Then her slippery hand came down hard again and Anja had to clamp her jaw shut, trapping her scream as it tried to barge out of her. “Let’s see if you can keep quiet,” said Marsha, spanking her again and again. The lotion seemed to make the sting worse.

Anja writhed, gasped and kept her eyes shut. The pain was intense. So was the excitement. Marsha was touching her and humiliating her. It was wonderful and terrifying. The screams were like a herd of animals trying to escape and her jaws were a gate that struggled to hold them back.

It was just as she thought that she could no longer take the pain, that Marsha pushed Anja’s legs apart and then slipped her hand to Anja’s crotch, rubbing at the fabric of the bikini. The pleasure was even harder to resist than the pain had been. It happened embarrassingly quickly. In less than a minute of expert rubbing, Marsha had pushed Anja into a wild climax. Despite the wild excitement, Anja kept quiet. Her mouth opened wide, the scream feeling no less powerful despite being silent.

When Marsha was satisfied that she had established her dominance over Anja, she gave her one final ringing, painful spank. Then Marsha stood up, looking down at her good work as Anja writhed and softly whimpered. “Lines again,” said Marsha, stretching, her shadow falling over Anja like a blessing and curse.

Anja was panting and shivering. She was struggling to get off the lounger, her insides still soaring and her backside burning. She felt like her buttocks were actually glowing, like she was a cartoon of a cute firefly. Trying to control her body and mind, she got to her feet, legs trembling like she was a young foal. Her greasy hands struggled with the suitcase, but she managed to get the script out. Then she went to her own lounger and sat down heavily, black spots swimming around in her vision.

“Pull yourself together,” said Marsha, teasing like a high school bully. Marsha’s silly little cruelties were delivered as though there was an audience watching. Anja wondered whether Marsha was always performing, entertaining an imaginary movie theatre.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Anja. She winced, her buttocks stinging against the soft towel on her lounger. She would be feeling that all day. She would also feel what Marsha had done between her legs. She knew that she had climaxed absurdly quickly and from very little stimulation. That would make Marsha happy. She liked to know that she could cause pleasure or pain with an offhand, careless lack of effort.

They ran the lines, Marsha sounding completely engaged, Anja struggling to keep her voice even. As she read, she kept wondering how much noise they had made. Even though she had not screamed, the sounds of the spanking had been loud. Surely one of the gardeners or groundskeepers had heard something. That made Anja feel like she could burst into flames from embarrassment. The staff at the chateau were strangers. She might never see them again. Despite that, she did not want them to judge her, did not want them to know her secrets. There was also the problem of them knowing about Marsha. Although Marsha was her Mistress and a powerful woman, Anja wanted to protect her. She did not want people selling stories of Marsha the Pervert, Marsha the Dominatrix. The outside world would never understand. There were, hard as it was to believe, people in the world that did not love Marsha. Anja would do anything to keep those bad people from telling unpleasant stories about the Goddess.

When they came to the end of the script, Anja remembered what was next on the agenda. She had to perform Marsha’s ‘fashion show’. At this moment, she wanted nothing more than to run back to her bedroom and hide. She was in a post-climax dip, her emotions whirling madly. Her body ached and she wanted solitude. She was still anxious that the staff might be behind any hedge, staring out of any window.

“Stop looking so glum and tired, you’re bringing me down,” said Marsha, sighing irritably. “You’re meant to be giving me a show. I want to see how you look in all those swimsuits, remember.”

“I remember, Mistress,” said Anja, looking in the suitcase, trying to decide what she would put on first.

“You better not be thinking you can do this sloppily,” said Marsha, the warning in her tone very clear. “I want a show. Strip off with some panache, you know? Get dressed with a little grace. Strut. Pose. Don’t I deserve some entertainment?”

That comment stung as much as any of the slaps. Anja blushed, realising that she had been putting her own needs before the needs of her Mistress. It did not matter if Anja felt tired or emotional, Marsha came first. With a new determination, Anja started to sort through her swimsuits. “Shall I play music on my phone, Mistress?” Anja said as she looked at the luxurious suits.

Marsha, tapping her own phone, said, “I’ll be the DJ, you just need to model for me.” After a few more taps, music started playing from Marsha’s phone, something with a strong beat and a high, sexy dance melody.

Anja stood up, her weariness evaporating like the water from the pool had vanished from the stonework. Anja’s Mistress required entertainment and it would be given to her. Feeling a wave of unusual confidence, Anja started to dance sensually in front of Marsha. It was easy for Anja to run her hands over her skin, the lotion had made her smoother than ever. She ran her hands over her chest, her abdomen and then her thighs.

Marsha gave a giggle and started to clap. “Fuck, mousey, you’ve been practising!” said Marsha, peeping at Anja over the top of her sunglasses. “My little protégé is growing up!”

In the politest way possible, Anja tried to ignore Marsha’s comments. She knew that her Mistress was trying to put her off and break her concentration. All of this was a game to Marsha. She would either humiliate Anja or she would have fun trying. Whatever happened, Marsha would be amused. Anja did not care. She would always risk embarrassment for her Mistress. What made it harder was the thought that a servant might appear at any moment and witness this show. At the moment, that would not be so bad, Anja was only dancing. Soon, though, they would be more to see.

Anja started to toy with the straps of her bikini as Marsha laughed and whoop raucously. Still ignoring the attempts at putting her off, Anja started to take off her bikini top. It felt pleasant to peel the damp fabric away from her skin. The sun was good on her body. Marsha’s gaze was less welcome, it was so much hotter. Anja was certain that she could feel Marsha’s eyes, hot beams against her breasts and nipples. Anja kept dancing, turning her back on Marsha and swaying her hips.

“You’re a total slut, mousey,” said Marsha, wiggling her toes with glee as she mocked her assistant. Marsha waved the phone in time with the music.

Now Anja started to pull down her bikini bottoms, letting them slither down her legs. It was not easy to do gracefully, the fabric wanted to twist around itself. Anja pushed and wriggled until she could step out of the discarded bikini. She was standing naked in front of Marsha, looking up at the windows of the chateau as they blazed with sunlight.

“Do a twirl!” shouted Marsha, leering like a drunk in a strip joint. It was all an act, of course. Marsha was playing a role, just to tease Anja. Marsha could have detached from this game at any moment and taken a phone call or talked to one of the staff. Anja, on the other hand, would have burned with shame if her phone had interrupted or if one of the servants had called out to them.

Anja strutted to her suitcase and pulled out the next bikini. It was one of the absurdly slutty ones, little more than two red strings. She twirled the top in one hand and the bottom in the other. She turned to Marsha, showing how tiny the garments were, presenting them as though for approval.

“Good choice for a slut,” said Marsha, nodding, the brim on her hat flopping.

Somehow, Anja managed to get into the bikini without looking clumsy or stupid. She had no idea how she had managed it. She was normally a clumsy person and sometimes nearly fell over when getting dressed in the morning. When Marsha was watching, though, she found a level of focus that brought grace and precision to her movements. When the bikini was on, she felt a thrill of triumph. It was not something she would ever have worn in the real world. There was a string between her buttocks and barely any material over her crotch. Her breasts were not hidden at all, only her nipples, and she would easily slip from the top if she danced too actively.

“Oh my god, you look like a drug dealer’s trophy wife!” hooted Marsha, apparently wiping a tear of mirth from her cheek.

Anja did not care about the insult. The swimsuit did look slutty, that was the point. If she looked vulgar, so be it. She would look vulgar and she would do it with some style. Anja made her dance moves more sexually suggestive, dropping to her haunches in a squat that was utterly filthy.

“Fuck, the slut in you is showing,” said Marsha. “You know, seeing you act like the little whore you really are… makes me think we won’t bother with the rest of the suits. This is the one that you belong in. Now get over here. I want to use that mouth.”

Anja let out a gasp of shock. It was rare for Marsha to demand something sexual so directly and so quickly.

“Don’t stand there gaping like a goldfish,” said Marsha. “Mouth, here, now,” she said, pointing to her wet bikini-covered crotch. The shape of her was clear through the wet fabric.

Still moving with the music, still pretending to be the kind of slutty woman that would wear this bikini, she got onto the lounger, between Marsha’s legs. Then Marsha yanked her bikini to one side, put her hand on Anja’s head and pulled her slave closer. Anja was not resistant at all; she was positively eager to please Marsha this way. She began to kiss and lick, worshipping her goddess while the warm breeze played over them. The soft sounds of Marsha’s approval mingled with the sounds of the birds.

As Anja enjoyed the sublime pleasure of serving Marsha, she tried not to let her mind dwell on what would happen if they were caught. Marsha did not seem afraid, so Anja decided that she would not be afraid either. If Marsha did not mind them being seen, that was her decision. She could not blame Anja if they were caught. It would be embarrassing, it might even lead to trouble, but Anja refused to imagine any negative consequences. When she did this for Marsha, she allowed her mind to become quiet and let herself live in the moment. All that mattered for now was that she was serving her Mistress.

They both lost track of time while Anja’s lips and tongue gave Marsha their worship. Marsha was quieter than she might have been in her private cabin, but she was not as quiet as Anja had been during the spanking. The sounds that Marsha made were tinged with amusement, giggles mixed with the gasps.

When Marsha’s climax came, her hands were on Anja’s head, twining in her hair, tugging hard enough to cause pain. Anja welcomed the pain because it came from her Mistress. Marsha’s orgasm was as graceful as everything else that she did. Her moans were musical and her hips moved like she was dancing.

Then it was over and Marsha was slapping Anja’s head, saying, “That’s enough, that’s enough. You’re tickling now!”

Anja pulled away, briefly seeing her own reflection in Marsha’s sunglasses. She looked mischievous and satisfied, her lips and eyes shining. Seeing herself that way made Anja blush and she looked away from Marsha.

With a briskness that surprised Anja, Marsha slipped off her lounger and stood up. “I’ll see you in the dining room for lunch in an hour. I need a shower and a lie down somewhere cool,” she said. She had become dismissive, not acknowledging anything that had happened between them. It made Anja feel discarded, though even that sense of being used was exciting. Marsha had a knack of making Anja feel like a doll that was to be played with and then left behind without a thought.

“One hour, Mistress,” said Anja. She did not watch Marsha walk away. She waited for the quiet footsteps to recede into the chateau and then started to tidy things away. She realized that she was still wearing the silly, revealing bikini. She would go up to her room and change. Just like her Mistress, she would shower. Then they could meet for lunch and Marsha would tell her what was going to happen next. Marsha was always in control.

Anja took the suitcase and the discarded lotion. They were lovely reminders of what had happened by the pool. Her backside was another reminder, throbbing as she walked. She wondered how red her cheeks were. It made her hope, once again, that there were no servants around.

Passing into the shade and cool of the chateau, Anja frowned. She had not seen a member of staff since breakfast. She wondered if Marsha gave them orders to stay away from wherever she was ‘working’. That would explain why Marsha felt so comfortable misbehaving outside in the garden, by the pool. It would be the sort of joke that Marsha would enjoy, Anja thought, leaving her submissive to worry about being caught when the truth was that there had been no danger. The idea made Anja smirk. Marsha was cruel, but her cruelty could be amusing, even when Anja found herself the butt of the joke.

In her bedroom, Anja slipped gratefully out of the silly bikini. Then she went to her bathroom to shower in the enormous bathtub, standing under the powerful spray from the golden showerhead. It felt sad to shower the taste of Marsha from her mouth and face, but she knew that her Mistress would want her clean. Anja washed her hair and conditioned it, enjoying the luxurious scents of the unfamiliar French products.

After her shower, she set an alarm on her phone and took a brief, intense nap for just twenty minutes. It was enough to reset her brain. The memories of what had happened outside were trying to get her attention, but she would not bask in them just yet. There were other things to do. She would save the precious memories for a better time. She did not want to be late for lunch.

She dressed quickly in some plain white underwear and a white dress. The simplicity and purity of the outfit would be a nice contrast to the revealing bikini from earlier.

When Anja arrived in the dining room, she found that Marsha was already there, laying the table on her own. “The staff have the rest of the day off,” she said. “I wanted us to have privacy today.”

Anja refrained from shouting out that she had guessed it already. She did not want to seem arrogant and she had no wish to irritate her mistress. She was not the sort of submissive to indulge in ‘bratting’ just to get attention. It was more enjoyable to congratulate herself in the privacy of her mind. It was comforting to know that she could sometimes work out Marsha’s motives and behaviour.

Marsha had brought a wide selection of food from the kitchen. There were cold meats from the delicatessen and French cheeses that made Anja hesitate as she wondered about pasteurisation. As always, there was fruit, as Marsha claimed that vitamins were the secret to her flawless skin. Anja believed that being a goddess was Marsha’s real secret and that her Mistress could have lived on pizza and beer had she chosen.

They sat at the table in comfortable quiet, concentrating mostly on their food, though Marsha also checked her social media on her phone. Anja knew that most people found phones at the table a sign of rudeness. She knew Marsha probably thought the same. Marsha liked to make the point that Anja did not deserve the basic courtesies that other people might expect. If Marsha wanted to ignore Anja and stare at her Instagram or Twitter, that was what she would do.

Towards the end of their meal, Marsha said, “I was thinking that I might take some photographs this afternoon. I think you’d be a good model. You seemed to enjoy dressing as a slut earlier and it gave me the idea that you should model for me. I can take pictures of you in all sorts of fun poses. We have the whole place to ourselves, so it’ll be a good way to pass the time. What do you think?”

Anja stared at her plate. Marsha had made her strip, dance and pose in the past. She had never recorded it or taken pictures, though. The idea made Anja uncomfortable.

“If you want to wimp out, just say so,” said Marsha. She sounded bored, but not angry. She was still casual, still looking at her phone and eating cherries.

“Being photographed makes me nervous, Mistress,” Anja said softly.

“Everything makes you nervous, mouse,” Marsha drawled. “It’s a simple yes or no. I’m not going to beg you.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’ll do it,” Anja said quickly. She wanted to impress and she wanted to make Marsha happy. Despite the hammering in her chest and the tingling at the back of her neck, she would do it.

“You’ll be in front of a camera, mouse, not a firing squad,” said Marsha. Although Anja was not looking at Marsha’s face, she imagined that her Mistress was rolling her eyes.

“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress,” Anja said, blushing at the thought of photographs and at her own timidity.

“Clear all this stuff and take it to the kitchen. Then you can stuff some clothes in that big suitcase of yours and meet me in the garden, by the fountain,” said Marsha, abruptly getting up, picking up her phone and stalking away, her bare feet making soft sounds on the floor.

Anja was trembling as she cleared the table and went down to the kitchen. It took her a number of trips to clear everything and she was breathless by the time she had finished. It was partly from exertion and partly from fear. She had been in many strange situations with Marsha, but there was no record of them other than memories. The existence of photographs made their relationship more real. Marsha could choose to show the photographs to somebody. Someone might find the pictures on a forgotten hard drive and Anja would be exposed. There were plenty of terrible situations that could come from photographs and Anja’s mind was trying to supply each one to her in vivid detail. She tried to ignore the horrible daydreams. She had told Marsha that she would model for her and she would not disappoint her Mistress.

When she returned to her bedroom, Anja began to take clothes from her armoire. She selected a variety of outfits, from formal to casual. She also took out some of the most beautiful underwear and some of the swimsuits. Marsha would undoubtedly want to create a range of ‘looks’ for her slave, from the elegant to the vulgar.

The afternoon was just as bright and warm as the morning had been. Marsha was sitting on the edge of the stone fountain, wearing her huge hat and a summer dress. She wore sandals that showed her perfectly painted pink toenails. “Took your time, mousey,” said Marsha, examining her large, black digital camera. “Been picking out some nice clothes?”

“I have a variety, Mistress,” Anja said. “Should I change into something now?”

“Nah, we’ll start with that shapeless white thing you’re wearing. Come stand near the fountain and I’ll snap a few shots,” said Marsha. As they passed each other, Marsha deliberately walked so close to Anja that the submissive recoiled, fearing a slap or kiss from her Mistress. Marsha just chuckled, loving the way that Anja shrank away from her.

Marsha was a keen and creative photographer. When she made Anja pose, Marsha sounded sincere, as though her aim was to create artistic photographs, not just to humiliate her slave.

Anja was made to pose in different ways, some sweetly innocent and others deliberately provocative. Marsha made her stand on the edge of the fountain so that the sunlight shone through her dress, outlining her figure through the flimsy fabric. She made Anja bend over the edge of the fountain’s bowl, looking into the water so that her breasts hung down invitingly. Then Marsha stood behind Anja, taking pictures of her shapely hips.

“Funny how sassy you look in pictures and how mousey you are in real life,” said Marsha, scrolling back through the images she had already taken, squinting at the camera’s screen as it shone in the sunlight.

Anja said nothing. She did not feel sassy. All she knew was that she would follow Marsha’s orders. When Marsha told her to pout, she pouted. When Marsha told her to bend over, she bent. When Marsha told her to look like a horny slut, she did her best to convey unbridled, indiscriminate lust.

“Not bad,” said Marsha. “Let’s go to the hedge maze. Get some good ones there.” She did not wait for Anja to give her opinion, she simply walked away across the lush lawn.

Anja quickly picked up the suitcase and hurried after her Mistress, struggling with the heavy burden as she tried to keep up with Marsha’s long strides.

The hedges of the maze were tall and Anja found them strangely intimidating. She disliked the idea of being left in the maze by Marsha, trying to find her way out until the sun went down. At night, a maze would be terrifying. As she was thinking, she heard Marsha’s camera and her Mistress say, “Snapped you looking scared. That’s a great one. It’s very ‘mousey’ indeed.” She giggled, checking the photograph on the screen and smirking.

The next set of pictures involved Anja running around corners as Marsha tried to get a satisfying shot of the white dress fluttering. When getting the dress to behave became annoying, Marsha made Anja strip to her underwear and walk away, looking back nervously while Marsha pursued her. “I’ll call these ones ‘Cat and Mouse’ or something,” said Marsha, laughing. “Pretend that I’m going to spank the fuck out of you if I catch you,” she added, cackling at Anja’s expression of surprise. “Yeah, that’s it. Half nervous and half excited, the story of your life.”

It did not take them long to find the middle of the maze. There was a little pagoda in the maze’s centre, a place where guests might sit down for an afternoon tea, Anja thought. In the shade of the pagoda, Marsha stood on the wooden boards and told Anja to kneel. “Let’s get a picture of you kissing my toes,” she said, towering over her slave.

Anja knelt, feeling a dizzying sense of exposure. The lens of the camera was worse than Katheryn’s cold eyes. Katheryn had watched and mocked, but her memories were not as permanent as a photograph. The blank eye of the camera would preserve these images forever. Despite that, Anja bent her head and kissed the toes of her Mistress. Marsha giggled and tutted, saying, “It’s hard to get the angle right. Just getting the back of your head. I didn’t say stop, did I? Sometimes we have to persevere.” She tried taking the photographs from different angles, struggling to capture the look of devotion on Anja’s face as she kissed and licked the perfect feet of her Mistress.

“Lose the undies,” said Marsha, as calmly as she would give any order. “We’ll get some of you standing in the pagoda like you’re the prize at the middle of the maze. You’re the slut that people get to use if they find you.”

Blushing, Anja stripped out of her underwear and stood, naked and vulnerable, in the shade of the pagoda, while Marsha stalked around her snapping photographs almost at random. “You look scared,” said Marsha, sounding pleased. “Scared and ashamed. Is that how you feel for real or are you just putting it on?”

“I feel very vulnerable, Mistress,” said Anja, the sincerity stinging her. She wanted to say it was all pretend, but she could not lie to her Mistress.

“That’s so funny,” said Marsha, chuckling. “What are you scared of? There’s nobody around but us? Scared I’m going to beat you? Make you do kinky stuff? I’ve done all that before! How come you’re still scared?”

“The camera scares me, Mistress,” confessed Anja, looking at that dispassionate, dark lens. “Photographs make me feel powerless. They exist forever.”

Marsha paused and nodded. “Imagine how I feel, mousey. Films and photos and fucking photoshop. Billions of pictures of me out there, most of them in weird poses or outfits. Welcome to being a star,” she said.

For one moment, Anja felt like they had a deeper connection. Marsha was teaching her how it felt to be vulnerable in front of a lens. This was her Mistress’s way of telling her that even a goddess could feel under pressure from a camera. Then the moment passed and Marsha smirked. “Lean on the rail there. That’s it, stick those tits out and look at me like you want a fuck. Go on, act the slut, like you did in that bikini by the pool,” she said, leering at Anja.

For a moment, Anja struggled to summon her lascivious side. Marsha’s instructions, though, were impossible to obey. She thrust her breasts towards the camera and gave a sultry pout, trying to express what her Mistress wanted.

Struggling to hold her camera still, Marsha giggled happily. “You’re a total whore, mousey!” she said, taking picture after picture as Anja tried to look increasingly lewd.

Suddenly, Marsha said, “We’ve got enough here, let’s get back out and change your outfit, find somewhere else for you to act like a bad girl.” Again, without waiting for Anja, Marsha ran back into the maze, abandoning her slave.

Anja gasped, flushing with embarrassment and annoyance. She was certain that Marsha had sensed her dislike of being in the maze. Now she was on her own and would need to find her way out. Quickly gathering her underwear, she ran out of the maze’s centre, into the winding hedges. Trying to stay calm, she told herself to keep her hand on one hedge and simply follow it all the way. IF she did that, she believed, she would, eventually have to find the way out. As she ran, she could hear Marsha’s laughter ahead of her and then off to the side.

“Come on, we haven’t got all day, we don’t want to waste the light,” Marsha’s voice called, her mirth obvious.

Anja said nothing in return, but kept running, trying not to imagine the maze turning into a nightmarish labyrinth with no escape. As she ran, she noticed places where there were the prints of Marsha’s sandals. That made her blush and her fear fade. She just had to follow the prints in the soft ground.

When she reached the entrance of the maze she was panting and Marsha was waiting by the suitcase, breathless and laughing. For a moment, Anja glared at Marsha, narrowing her eyes with annoyance. Then she remembered herself and looked down at the lawn.

“Did you just give me the dead eye?!” Marsha gasped, sounding surprised and amused more than irritated.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” said Anja, not wanting to confirm a truth that they both knew.

“Oh, you’re going to suffer for that later,” said Marsha, sounding pleased to have a reason to punish her slave. No reason was necessary, of course, Marsha could treat Anja however she liked. Sometimes, though, it was nice to have a purpose to the punishment. “Get some lingerie on. Something black. Nice contrast to that pale skin and that red backside,” said Marsha, poking the suitcase with her sandalled foot.

Feeling ashamed of her defiance, Anja changed meekly, slipping into black lace and silk stockings.

“Hurry the fuck up,” sighed Marsha, coming over and helping Anja to fasten the suspender belt. Just the closeness of Marsha made her heart leap and brought a shameful heat between her legs. “Let’s go to the rose garden. Get some pictures of you smelling the flowers and hanging around with the statues.” Marsha led the way, more slowly this time, across the lawn and through an avenue of ancient beech trees.

The rose garden was walled in red brick and felt cosily private. There were statues amongst the roses, nymphs and satyrs that stood frozen among the blooms. The smell was truly divine and Anja had to pause to take in the beauty of the scene. Unsurprisingly, Marsha snapped her picture. “The only nymph in the garden that isn’t made of stone,” Marsha said, looking at the picture and sounding smugly pleased with herself.

Marsha made Anja pose with the roses, smelling them and pretending to pluck them. Then she made her pose with a stone nymph, like they were gossiping friends. Then she made her pose with a satyr, looking shocked as though the goatish old creature had told her a filthy joke.

Finally, Marsha said, “See the sundial? Go over and grab hold of it. Stick your bum towards me, like you’re ready for a spanking.”

Obediently, Anja walked to the sundial and gripped the warm, mossy stone. She presented herself to Marsha and the camera, looking back with genuine nerves on her face. She was nervous of the camera and she was nervous of her Mistress. The glare after the maze had been a terrible error. She was certain that Marsha would spank her and her backside was already sore.

Marsha took a few pictures and stepped closer. She took a few more. “Why are you looking so scared, mouse?” said Marsha, a mean not of teasing in her voice.

“I’m frightened that you’re going to punish me, Mistress,” she admitted.

“Love it,” said Marsha, taking more photographs. “You should be scared. You gave me a proper glare. Real dead eye. You know I don’t like to be looked at and I really hate that kind of look. Can’t let it go by, can I?” she said. She sounded full of gleeful sadism.

“No, Mistress,” Anja said. Her knuckles were turning white as she clutched the sundial. She did agree with Marsha. The glare could not be allowed to pass. Nevertheless, she was scared. She knew how hard Marsha could spank, especially when she was in a bad mood of felt justified.

“That’s right, I can’t,” said Marsha. Bring the camera closer and closer to Anja’s face. “We’re lucky the servants are gone and there are no neighbours. You’re going to scream so much, they’d think you were being murdered. You’re going to wince when we’re sitting down to dinner.”

“Yes, Mistress, sorry, Mistress,” whimpered Anja. The camera was close to her, capturing the fear and shame on her face.

Marsha put down the camera and, to Anja’s surprise, looked her directly in the eyes. “Say you’re sorry again,” Marsha whispered, grinning nastily.

“I am, Mistress, I’m really sorry,” whimpered Anja. Marsha’s eyes were, somehow, worse than the lens of the camera.

“You’ll be sorry when I’m finished,” said Marsha, her grin widening and her beautiful, hypnotic eyes filling Anja’s vision. Then, to Anja’s total shock, Marsha darted forwards and kissed her on the lips, her tongue plunging into Anja’s mouth. Anja responded weakly, simply allowing her Mistress to kiss her. She did not take her hands from the sundial.

Marsha broke the kiss as abruptly as she had started it. “Little tease,” she whispered, right into Anja’s face. Then she walked smartly behind Anja and unleashed the first, powerful slap onto Anja’s aching buttocks. “Going to teach you a lesson,” said Marsha, sounding excited. “Show you what happens to girls who glare. Show you what happens to little sluts, too.” The second slap fell and Anja squealed.

Then Marsha stopped speaking and expressed herself with her hand. The hand rose and fell in huge arcs, each contact bringing sharp, shocking pain.

“Sorry Mistress, sorry Mistress!” shrieked Anja. She did not know if it was the hardest that she had ever been spanked or she was just feeling more vulnerable because of the camera and the kiss.

Marsha said nothing, though she did giggle happily, changing hands so that she could get a fresh feel for the punishment. She did not stop, even when Anja’s tears of pain and shame were falling on the sundial. “Do you love it?!” Marsha shouted happily. “Do you love ME?!” she added, filled with cruel delight.

“I love it, Mistress! I love you, Mistress!” Anja shrieked. She knew it was true. The blows stopped and Marsha leaned close to her. “I know you do,” she whispered into her ear. Then Marsha’s hand moved between Anja’s legs and she began to teach her another less painful, but just as intense, lesson.
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