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Decisions, Decisions


‘We’re going to play a little game, you and I.’

The voice – her voice – came out of the darkness, and I looked up. It made no difference. The blindfold was still secured tightly around my eyes, and had been since before she locked me in my cage to sleep the night before. The dark was everywhere.

I knew better than to reply. If my experience with Tanya had taught me anything, it was that it was always a good idea to follow her lead. I hadn’t heard her come in, despite the fact that she normally revelled in the reaction I had to the sound of her heels against the hardwood floor. If she had wanted me to react, she would have made sure I’d heard her; if she wanted me to respond, she would have ordered me to speak.

The silence that filled the room seemed to go on forever. For a moment, I doubted myself – was she waiting for me to say something? Was this some sort of test? – but just before I opened my mouth, she saved me from my eagerness.

‘Do you understand?’

Her voice was closer now – next to me, rather than across the room. Somehow she had crossed the floor without me being aware of it. Her tone was still firm and unyielding, but without the echo from the stone walls of the basement, it sounded almost... warmer? Could that be it?

It didn’t matter. Even at her most gentle, Tanya didn’t let affection get in the way of discipline and protocol. She knew her place, and I knew mine.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I said. ‘I understand.’

‘Good.’ There was a rattle of metal, and then the familiar sound of the latch on my cage sliding open. It was time to play.

‘Out,’ she barked, and I scrambled forward. It was difficult to make sure I got through the doorway – the blindfold did a wonderful job of rendering me helpless – but through a combination of luck and practice I made it out of the cage with a minimum of fuss. Once I had cleared the exit, I knelt back on my haunches, head bowed, arms behind my back and knees apart. Position One, she called it: it was, after all, my default position, and the one she expected of me when no other instructions had been given.

I felt her run her hands over my naked torso, examining every inch of the body she knew so well. My pulse quickened at her touch as she alternated between teasing me with skin-on-skin contact and raking her nails gently across my chest. They were long and sharp, and if history was anything to go by likely to be painted in some dark shade that fit her dominant streak to a tee, but it wasn’t the visual that made me draw in a gasp and hold it, nor was it any real discomfort: instead, it was the anticipation of what was to come next.

‘Here’s how this is going to work,’ she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear to make sure I didn’t miss a word. ‘I’m going to give you two choices. You’re going to pick one. If you pick wrong, you’ll be punished. Got it?’

I should have known that when she said we’d be playing a game, it would be more for her amusement than my own – after all, her pleasure was the sole reason for my existence. I also knew that there was no way I’d be getting out of this unscathed. She enjoyed seeing me suffer far too much for that.

And for her, I relished the pain.

I nodded. ‘Yes Mistress.’

I felt her hand rub tenderly against my cheek, savouring the moment of intimacy. ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘So... for your first decision. Would you rather be gagged, or to have that slutty little tongue of yours stay free?’

‘Whichever you choose, Mistress.’

The slap came out of nowhere. Bright red heat lit up the side of my face as her hand collided, sending out a retort that echoed off the walls.

‘No, no, no,’ she said angrily. ‘You didn’t fucking listen. The whole point of this is that you make the decisions. Consider it... training. I want to know exactly how that filthy mind of yours works, and I want it to be perfectly in tune with what I’m thinking – or at least, as close as we can get it.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ I kept my head down, willing the sting in my cheek to fade. It didn’t. ‘I’d like the gag, please.’

‘Too late.’ She sighed a soft, low exhalation that fell somewhere between resignation and disappointment. ‘Although I suppose that makes your second decision a little easier. Question Two, slave. Which would you prefer for your punishment for not listening to your instructions just now: ten strokes with the cane, or five minutes with the flogger?’

I paused. It was a tough choice to make.

There was no doubt in my mind that she could do more damage to me in five minutes with her vicious little flogger than she could with the cane – physically, at least – but I also knew she had set the decision up like that on purpose. The cane had a way of bringing out the worst in me: once, early on in our relationship, I had endured a severe punishment at the hands of my Mistress and a smooth, deadly piece of rattan, and it had a way of sending a shock of fear through me even at the thought of it.

But of course, that was the point. The decision wasn’t between the cane and the flogger, not really. It was between a physical punishment and a mental one – between a heat that would burn through my muscles, or a terror that would cut through my soul.

‘Tick tock,’ she said. ‘I’m not in a patient mood tonight, slave. I wouldn’t recommend keeping me waiting. Or perhaps I’ll just give you both instead? I’m in the mood to see you suffer.’

The cold, impassive tone of her voice hit me hard, and convinced me – as if I needed convincing – that tonight would not be a good night to start acting up. ‘The cane,’ I blurted out. ‘Please, Mistress. The cane.’

I regretted the decision immediately, and my mind immediately tried to second-guess itself, but it was too late. I forced myself to stop thinking about it. There was no point asking for a chance to change my mind, and even if there was, would it have made a difference? Would I have been happy with either option?

I doubted it.

She walked away from me, heading off to the corner where the canes were kept. I heard it swish through the air as she approached me, testing it – as though there was any doubt in her mind that it would be up to her exacting standards, or that she might have needed to refamiliarise herself with its use. When it came to discipline, Mistress was efficiency personified.

‘On all fours, slave,’ she said curtly. ‘Ass in the air. Present yourself for me.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘Remember to count and thank me like usual. You know the rules.’

I nodded and braced myself.

There was a swooping sound as it gathered speed, rushing towards my rear, then a loud crack, and then nothing. It felt like an eternity before the pain hit me and my body lurched forward. 

‘One,’ I gasped, clenching my eyes shut even underneath the blindfold. ‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘Good boy,’ she purred.

Another swish, another crack, and another white-hot burst of pain. She seemed to have found a way to ensure that the second stroke landed in exactly the same spot as the first, building on the agony and refusing to give my aching flesh any chance to recover.

‘Two. Thank you, Mistress.’

She got to the seventh stroke before I cracked. My body shook under the weight of her thrashes, each one a painful reminder of my helplessness and the control she had over me. My elbows gave way and I crashed to the ground, my ass still held aloft: an increasingly reddening target for her amusement.

‘Please, Mistress...’ I choked out, the words tripping over themselves as they hurried out of my mouth. ‘I can’t...’

‘Please what, slave?’ she asked sweetly. ‘This was your decision, remember. You chose this. Now accept your punishment, or I’ll make things far, far worse for you. Understood?’

There was a steel edge to her voice that convinced me she wasn’t messing around, and yet... I knew her cruelty. I know how vicious she could be. Did she want me to fail? Was that what this was about? Setting me increasingly difficult decisions until I collapsed inward on myself?

The final three strokes came in quick succession, bringing my mind back to the present and forcing it to remain there. I bit my lip to avoid crying out in agony. There was no acknowledgement of my count or my thanks, only another painful swish-crack of the cane as it sliced through the air and scorched my flesh.

And then, suddenly, it was over. I breathed heavily.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ I said – and I meant it. I couldn’t tell whether I was thanking her for the punishment, or for allowing it to stop. Perhaps both.

But there was to be no respite, not for me. ‘It’s time for your third decision, slave,’ she said. ‘You can either have some ointment for your ass...’ – she trailed off, letting me consider how wonderful the cool cream would feel slathered across my aching buttocks, before continuing – ‘... or you can worship my feet in thanks for the beating I just gave you. Your choice. Pick wisely.’

The searing pain across my ass tried its best to convince me otherwise, but I knew there was only one possible decision. I needed it, more than anything else in the world. My place was at her feet. It was where I felt at home, where I felt most like myself. For that feeling of bliss, I would have taken a thousand beatings.

‘I’d like to worship you, Mistress.’

‘Good boy,’ she said. She sounded pleased with me. ‘It looks like you might finally be getting the hang of this. And who knows... maybe it will help distract you from your ass, eh?’

She ran the tip of the cane up my back and between my shoulder blades, and I shivered at its hateful touch. It wasn’t until it reached the back of my neck that she began applying pressure – not a lot, not enough to hurt at least, but enough to make it clear that it was time for me to lower my head and get to work.

My lips pressed against the hard leather of her shoe, and I began to kiss gently, the way I had been taught. This wasn’t an excuse for me to engage in my foot fetish; Mistress had made that quite clear the first few times I had been allowed to worship her, and I had been a little overzealous. This was my chance to show that I knew exactly where I belonged, at the foot of my better half, able to be pressed into the dirt with one flick of her glorious toes. Slow and steady was the key. I worked my way along the edge of her shoe the way a penitent man might tread through a cathedral: even the slightest movement filled of reverence and appreciation of the divine.

I tried to picture the shoes as they would be before me. Perhaps the dark red stilettos? No, not high enough for that. The black patent leather, then? No, I’d recognise those anywhere; these were newer, and still had a fresh shop smell to them. As my lips made contact with one small buckle and then another, I knew – the boots. Tall, gorgeous, black as night and screaming dominance; they were shoes designed to be worshipped, and between Mistress’s feet and my lips they received just the attention they deserved.

I redoubled my efforts, both desperate to please her and ecstatic at being allowed to be so close to her, to be allowed to perform such an intimate act for her amusement. The more I focused on my submission, the less the pain in my ass seemed to sting. Before long, it had dulled to nothing but a soft ache in my mind, dwarfed by the happiness I felt.

‘That’s enough, slave,’ she said as she pulled her foot away from me. I knew better than to try and follow it. ‘It’s time for your fourth decision. Ready?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘This is a simple one. Would you prefer red, or black?’

Red or black?

The question spun cartwheels in my mind; I didn’t understand, so how was I supposed to choose? I could be agreeing to anything. Perhaps that was the point.

‘Erm... black,’ I said quickly; after the beating she had already given me, I didn’t want to risk upsetting her by taking too long.

‘Are you sure, slave?’

I nodded. ‘Yes. I think so.’

‘Good enough. Stay there.’

I strained my ears to try and hear what was going on. There was a rummaging in a drawer, and then the sound of her buckling something; I heard the delicate pull of a leather strap against bare skin, and then another, followed by the gentle tink of metal on metal.

She approached me, the click of her heels marking her position with a staccato rhythm until she stood in front of me.

‘Head up, boy,’ she said. ‘And open your mouth.’

As I obeyed, the realisation hit me. If she wanted me on my knees with my mouth open, there could only be one thing she had gone to fetch: her beloved strap on. That would explain the sound of the leather, sliding up her thighs until it was secured in place. It had to be.

I braced myself for what was to come.

‘I bought two new attachments this week,’ she said calmly. ‘The red one is long and thin, and the black one is shorter than you’re used to, but much wider. I guess we’re going to find out just how much you can take tonight, eh?’

Before I could answer, she pushed her hips forward and I felt a hardness lolling on my tongue. It had the harsh rubber taste that only a new toy can provide.

‘That’s right, slut,’ she said. ‘Don’t be afraid to swallow it and get it nice and wet. Show me what a greedy little cocksucker you can be.’

I willed my head forward, forcing the strap on cock into my mouth. She hadn’t lied: it was much bigger than I was used to. It took all of my effort to push myself down onto it, cramming as much of it inside of me as I could, before I withdrew slowly. I could feel drool begin to collect at the corners of my mouth, but I didn’t care. Mistress liked me to make a mess of myself when I served her cock; she said it made me look pathetic – and from the times where she had made me gaze at myself in the mirror while I fellated her, I had to agree.

I pushed forward again, sliding the cock as far down my throat as I could manage. It was easier now, both because of the lubricant my drool provided, but also because my shame had already begun to slip away. I could still feel my face flushed red with embarrassment about being forced to suck Mistress’s cock like this, but with every swallow it began to feel more and more natural. When she rested a gentle hand on the back of my head to guide me, the shame was replaced with pride.

Mistress had chosen me, and I wouldn’t let her down.

Once she was satisfied that it was well-lubricated, she took a firm grasp of my hair and pulled my head away. I felt my lips eagerly trying to seek out more, like a small child hungry for a pacifier. ‘My, you are a greedy little slut tonight, aren’t you?’ she smirked almost to herself. ‘But don’t worry. I’ve got plenty more in store, I can promise you that.’

She gave my hair a little tug – harder, perhaps, than it needed to be – and guided me onto all fours again. Another tug gestured for me to move forwards, crawling until my body met the foot of the bed. ‘Up,’ she said firmly. ‘Lie down. Hands behind your back. Now.’

I scurried into position, leaving my legs dangling off the side of the bed. Even blindfolded I was able to prepare myself exactly as she would have expected me to be, but while ordinarily I would have enjoying the experience that I knew was coming, I could still feel the ache in my jaw from the sheer size of Mistress’s new toy. I didn’t relish seeing if the rest of me was quite so able to stretch.

There was a pause, and then I felt her hands trace gently over my legs, gesturing for me to lift them up. With my hands in position, it would have been impossible for me to grab my ankles – she expected me to hold the position by willpower alone. I hoped I would be up to the task.

I pulled my legs up and exposed myself to her, and then I felt a cold wetness at the entrance to my ass: at least she was kind enough to allow me lube. One finger slipped smoothly inside, and then another, and I moaned out loud. I remembered the first time she had taken me like this, back when it had felt like a violation, rather than merely my Mistress and owner making use of her toy and all of his holes, and how shocked I had been at her first entrance. Now, though, my body responded as it had long ago been trained to. My cock, already flushed with arousal, rose to a full erection, standing like a flagpole against the toned ridges of my torso.

‘Mmm...’ she said approvingly as she removed her fingers. ‘Good boy. I forgot what a little whore you turn into when I play with your asshole.’

I said nothing; I didn’t have time. The rubber bulb pressed itself against my entrance for only a second or two before she began pushing it forward into me. She moved slowly, at first, and the mixture of lube and saliva eased its passage, but I couldn’t help but bite my lip in discomfort. Every inch she slide her hips into me felt like I was being stretched more than I ever had before in my life, and they just kept coming.

Eventually, I felt her hips resting against my buttocks. The cock was buried to the hilt in my ass. I had been filled by my Mistress.

‘What do you say, slut?’ she asked, keeping her body still.

‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘For what?’

‘For your cock. For fucking this little slut.’

‘What else?’

‘For showing me what a dirty little whore I can be, and how much I need to be used.’

‘Good boy.’ She reached a hand forward and grasped my cock almost casually. It pulsed under her fingertips, engorged and desperate for friction. It was all I could do not to desperately hump her hand, but I knew that the punishment for that would be severe beyond anything I had experienced tonight already.

I had to wait. There was virtue in patience – and perhaps pleasure too, if I was lucky.

Slowly, she pulled the cock from my ass and began thrusting into me. Every push was matched with a stroke of my cock, teasing me towards an orgasm. I felt the slickness of another squirt of lube as she massaged my shaft, cool against the heat of my arousal. Her hands glided over my skin with barely-there caresses, knowing instinctively when to apply pressure and when to hold back.

‘Just think of all the things I could get you to do now,’ she said playfully. ‘I bet you’d offer me practically anything to be allowed to come right now.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I nodded. ‘Anything at all.’

She began speeding up, taking me faster and deeper as her nimble fingers played lightly over the head of my cock. ‘Mmm,’ she said. ‘That’s what I like to hear. Maybe I could keep you in chastity for a month or so after this. You could decide whether this one little orgasm was worth an entire month of blue balls. What do you think?’

‘I... I don’t know,’ I said. My voice came out ragged and breathless. Every touch sent a shiver down my spine and seemed to render my brain incapable of rational thought. Would I trade this one orgasm for a month of celibacy? Would it be worth not being touched for so long, just to have the opportunity to cream myself right here, right now?

I couldn’t tell what my response would be, and the fact scared me a little. She had me right where she wanted me. Helpless. Desperate.

I was a mess.

She laughed to herself. ‘Don’t worry, slut,’ she said. ‘I won’t be making you decide that – not this time, anyway. Right now, I want your orgasm, and I plan on getting it. Or else.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ I found myself rocking my hips backwards to meet hers, growing to relish the uncomfortable fullness of her cock in my ass. The more she played with me, the more I wanted: I let my greed run rampant, safe in the knowledge that – for the moment at least – I was allowed to focus on my own pleasure. It was what she demanded of me.

It didn’t take long before I reached the edge of my ability to hold back. The cresting wave of an orgasm threatened to burst through my mental dam; my resilience was nothing compared to her skilled fingers.

‘Please, Mistress,’ I whimpered. ‘Please may I be allowed to come?’

There was a slight pause that stretched out forever. ‘Yes,’ she said eventually. ‘Come for me, my little whore.’

I didn’t need to be told twice. No sooner were the words out of her lips than I felt a desperate shudder rip through my body. Spurts of thick, hot come erupted from me, splashing all over my chest and torso as she directed my cock away from her. I didn’t mind. Let me be marked as Mistress’s little come-slut; anything was worth the glorious joy of an orgasm at the hands of the woman I worshipped.

She continued to milk me, working my shaft until it my erection finally began to subside and she was convinced she had every drop. I collapsed back happily, all the tension in my body having disappeared with nothing more than a few gentle strokes of her uniquely skilled hands. Even the sharp memories of the crop against my ass faded away to almost nothing in the wake of her touch.

‘You have one last decision to make, slave,’ she said. ‘You can either leave the blindfold on for the rest of the night and I’ll let you clean your filth up with a tissue, or you can remove the blindfold and swallow every last drop of your slutty little load. Which is it to be?’

It was no contest. ‘I’d like to take the blindfold off, Mistress,’ I said.

‘Even though it means a mouthful of come?’

I nodded. ‘Yes Mistress. I just... I want to see you. So badly.’

‘You’re sure? Last chance to back out and save yourself the embarrassment, slave.’

Embarrassment? I had just worshipped her feet, been beaten with a cane and fucked in my ass while she milked me to an orgasm like nothing more than a sex toy for her pleasure. Even if I had been capable of feeling embarrassment at the idea of serving her and being used by her, it would take more than cleaning up my own come to make me feel that way – and she knew that.

‘I’ve never been more sure in my life,’ I said.

She reached around to the back of my head and unfastened the buckle. ‘Keep your eyes closed,’ she said. ‘Don’t open them until I tell you to.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

One quick pull and the leather fell away. Even through my closed eyelids, the room seemed unnaturally bright. Mistress usually kept the basement relatively dark during our sessions; she claimed to prefer the ambiance that way. I found myself idly wondering why she might have had a change of heart, but her voice interrupted my thoughts.

‘Surprise, slave,’ she said. ‘Open your eyes.’

I did. I blinked once, and then again, trying to adjust to the light.

It was only then that I saw them. On the other side of the room, on three identical stools, holding three identical glasses of wine, sat three women, grinning at me broadly.

I recognised them immediately. How could I not? They were Mistress’s closest friends and confidantes. They knew everything about her – except the nature of our relationship. Mistress had always been careful to keep that hidden. As far as they were concerned, I was just her boyfriend – an extremely caring boyfriend, always ready and eager to please, but just a boyfriend nonetheless.

Until now, it seemed.

‘I did give you the option, slave,’ she said, smiling. ‘You could have saved yourself the humiliation of knowing my friends had seen you like this – that they knew what a desperate, pathetic little whore you are, deep down. But you just had to remove the blindfold, didn’t you? Besides, don’t you think this is better? No more secrets, now. Just the truth.’

I was too shocked to speak. Mistress had joked about showing me off before, but I never thought she’d actually do it. My face burned bright red with humiliation; I wanted to cover my naked body, but I knew that Mistress would never allow it. Instead, I kept my hands behind my back and my eyes on the floor, struggling to meet their gaze.

Besides, there didn’t seem to be much point. As I cast my mind back, I realised they had seen everything. What was the use in feeling shame now?

‘There’s one more thing,’ Mistress said, sliding two fingers across my stomach and scooping up a large globule of my come. ‘I believe you made me a promise. Open up.’

Mindlessly, I let my mouth fall open. She stuck the fingers into my throat, and I felt the salty bitterness of my filth as it fell on my tongue. She smiled at my discomfort, and looked across to her friends.

‘Do you see what a good little boy he can be?’ she asked them. They murmured their agreement, a three-way blend of patronising approval, and then Mistress turned back to me. ‘Now suck them clean. Suck them the way you sucked my cock just now. Let them see just how much you like this. Maybe if you do a good enough job, I might let you come upstairs and serve us all for the evening. Wouldn’t that be nice?’

I said nothing, but I allowed my tongue to go to work. It did its job without me even trying, betraying my embarrassment with its eagerness.

There was no point in resisting. Mistress Tanya – and her friends – knew exactly what I was, better even than I knew myself, and as I willingly swallowed my come in order to earn the chance to please these beautiful, dominant women, I felt a profound sense of contentment wash over me.

This was my calling, the best decision I had ever made.

I closed my eyes, and allowed myself to fall into it completely.


Thirteen at Dinner


I was kneeling in the corner where she put me, my eyes scanning the room for anyone who might require a drink refilling, a cigarette lighting, or any one of the myriad other tasks I had been given over the course of the evening. The party was winding down, and it showed: couples were pairing off for the night, the dancing had stopped, and no one was demanding my attention. When they did, it was for a moment or two and no more, then they let me go back to my waiting spot and forgot about me as though I was never there at all.

Only Mistress seemed to notice me for more than a few seconds at a time. Her eyes flitted across at me every now and then, whenever she found time to take a break from being the consummate hostess, and when they met mine they were always wearing an expression that was half warning and half satisfaction.

You’re doing well, it seemed to say. Don’t fuck up now. Or else.

I had done my best. I wasn’t entirely comfortable with the idea of serving in such a large crowd – especially a crowd of Mistress’s closest and dearest friends – but she had made it clear before I even accepted her collar that this was one of the duties that would be expected of me, as her lover as well as her slave. It was non-negotiable – and, while I would be trained into it, there was no room for doubt. If I couldn’t do it, I could always leave.

Except we both knew that couldn’t happen. I had been infatuated with her, right from the very first time I had met her. The thought that one day I might be hers had seized me from the inside out, and when the opportunity arose I grabbed it with both hands. I trusted her. She knew what was best for me: every humiliation, every stinging crop mark. They had moulded me into a better slave.

And she had been right about this, too. The blush I had felt cross my face as I greeted her first guests as instructed – almost naked but for my cage and collar and tight black underwear, kneeling on the floor, and with a kiss on each foot as they crossed the threshold – had halved when the time came for me to repeat it for the next couple five minutes later. By the time I had prostrated myself in front of her final guests, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

Mistress knows best, I told myself. As long as I kept that in mind, nothing could go wrong.

And so it had gone throughout the evening. Whenever someone had clicked their fingers I had scurried to their side in a panic, wondering what embarrassment I would be subjected to, only to find that they wanted nothing more complicated than for me to fetch them a drink. Eventually, it started to feel almost... freeing. I didn’t have to worry about impressing them. All I had to do was exactly what I was told, when I was told.

Mistress had been off in the kitchen, leaving me in the living room with roughly half of the guests, listening in on their conversations and being ever-watchful for one of them trying to get my attention. I found myself wondering what time it was – almost midnight, surely? – but that didn’t mean anything. Mistress’s parties were rumoured to go on until the wee small hours. Even if I had felt tired, I still would have been expected to fulfil my duties.

Except I didn’t feel tired. I felt electrified. Every synapse in my body seemed to jump and buck with the excitement of my service.

The large double door to the kitchen was opened suddenly, jolting me out of my daydreams, and a large wooden table rolled in. It was sturdy-looking, and seemed heavy, but the two men that pushed it into place seemed to have no trouble with it. With a kick of their toes, the wheels were locked into place, and what had once been a large open space in the centre of the room was filled.

Was I supposed to offer to help out?, I thought to myself. Will Mistress be angry? It had all happened so suddenly, this large piece of mahogany put into position and secured there before I could even react.

No. My instructions had been clear. I was to wait, kneeling, until my assistance was specifically requested; if it wasn’t, I was to be seen and not heard. I was just as much a piece of furniture as the table, and unless I was given a purpose, I was to act like it.

I looked around the room, trying to see if anyone was judging me for not offering my help, but they didn’t seem to be looking at me at all. All eyes were firmly on the table, and a few wry smiles were beginning to creep out.

The two men who had brought the furniture in took their seats across the room from me as a faint tinkling sounded from the door they had just come through: the sound of a knife being tapped repeatedly against the stem of a wine glass.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ an unmistakeable female voice said. ‘If I might have your attention, please?’

Mistress always did know how to make an entrance.

She swept into the room like a celebrity at a red carpet premiere, all eyes instantly on her, in complete and effortless control of the situation. Even with her back to me, I could see that she had changed her outfit. Where once there had been an elegant dress, now a pair of tight, shiny black trousers hugged her shapely thighs. A white blouse was held in place by a red leather corset, its black lacework standing in stark, uniform contrast to the alabaster paleness of her skin. Her hair, previously left free around her shoulders, had been clipped and fixed into a high, tight bun.

She didn’t look as though she was here to party. Everything about her seemed suddenly businesslike and imposing. I was almost glad that I couldn’t see her face.

The room had fallen silent.

‘Those of you who have been to my parties before know that from time to time I like to mix things up a little,’ she began. Her audience sat enraptured, and so did I. ‘Those of you who haven’t had that particular fortune before are going to be in for a treat.’ A few nervous titters spread out across the room: apparently Mistress’s reputation preceded her.

I didn’t join in. It was the first of Mistress’s parties that I had been allowed to serve at, but I had been warned that they were serious business, and not to be taken lightly. The eleven guests represented the cream of the local BDSM community, the epitome of high-class kink. Whatever entertainment she had planned for them would no doubt be something extra special indeed.

‘Slave?’ she said, turning around for the first time.

It took me a moment to realise that she was talking to me. The way she said it made it sound less like a term of address and more like an inanimate object. By the time it had caught on my ear and burrowed its way into my brain, it already felt as though I had kept her waiting too long. She was looking at me expectantly, just like each of the other eleven people in the room. Sheepishly, I got to my feet and went to stand by her, where she was pointing. Dressed in nothing but a pair of tight black boxer-briefs, I was suddenly intensely aware of just how penetrating their gaze was. They seemed to be looking right through the fabric to what lay underneath.

‘I’m sure you’ve all met my newest boy over the course of the evening,’ she said, running her fingers gently – teasingly – down the length of my arm. ‘Informally, at least. But now I think it’s time for a proper introduction.’

I didn’t know quite what she meant by that, but she didn’t leave me wondering for long. With viper speed, she slipped her thumbs into the elastic waistband of my shorts and pulled them down. I had to fight every muscle in my body to keep from covering myself with my hands, but I knew that would have resulted in harsh punishment. Two of the women let out a slight giggle when they saw the cage that Mistress kept locked around my cock, but otherwise the assembled crowd just looked at me.

‘You work fast,’ one of them said, before taking another sip of champagne. ‘How long did it take you to get him all locked up?’

Mistress smiled at her, but didn’t reply. In truth, it had been almost immediate: my cock had been locked up for the entire six weeks I had been under Mistress’s control. It was something she insisted on, and a fact that I had almost – almost – managed to adjust to.

‘As you might have noticed, he’s not yet collared,’ she continued, ignoring the temporary distraction. ‘I plan on changing that tonight.’

A warm feeling spread out through me from head to toe. So that’s what this evening was all about. Mistress had decided to collar me, and wanted all of her friends around to witness it. Suddenly I felt a tremendous sense of pride, knowing that she thought highly enough of me to not only claim me for her own but also to have her friends watch as we made it official.

In its cage, I could feel my cock begin to stiffen. I didn’t care who might see it.

‘Do you have anything to say, slave?’ she said, acknowledging me directly at last.

I shook my head. ‘No, Mistress. Just... thank you for letting me serve you. I’m glad you’ve found me to your satisfaction.’

All around me, eleven faces smiled up from their seats. If I hadn’t been so caught up in the moment, I might have noticed that their smiles didn’t look happy – at least, not conventionally. Each and every one had a predatory undertone, like a cat playing with a mouse.

‘It’s OK, boy,’ she said softly. ‘You’ve always shown yourself to be so willing to try new things and push your limits. As submissives go, I couldn’t really have asked for better.’

‘Thank you, Mistress.’

‘You’d agree with that, then? That you’re always willing to push your limits?’

I nodded. ‘Yes Mistress. Anything to please you. If that’s what you want.’

‘Good boy,’ she said, running an affectionate hand through my hair before turning back to her audience. ‘You heard him, ladies and gentlemen. If I want his limits pushed, they’ll be pushed. And that’s definitely what I want tonight.’ She gestured to one of the large men who brought in the table. ‘Stephen, would you be a dear and go and fetch the holdall that’s in the hallway? As wonderful as this table is, it’s looking a little sparse, and I think we could use some extra equipment.’

Stephen grinned and went into the hallway, emerging a few seconds later with a large leather bag. It must have weighed a ton, but he held it out to Mistress as though it was filled with nothing but feathers. She dropped it heavily onto the table, and unzipped it.

I had expected that Stephen would go to retake his place on the couch, but instead he stood next to me, as though waiting for further instructions. Looking at him, though, it was clear he didn’t have a submissive bone in his body – in fact, none of Mistress’s guests seemed to. They each exuded a raw power that made it clear that I was below them, that my obedience was expected to be instantaneous.

Stephen smiled at me knowingly as Mistress rummaged around in the bag. Eventually, she emerged holding four thick leather straps. She handed two of them to Stephen. ‘Would you mind?’ she said, and he nodded. Within seconds, he was down on his knees in front of me, fastening the cuffs around my ankles. Mistress grabbed my wrists and held them in place in front of her as she began to fiddle with the leather in her hand.

I was shocked. She had never so much as played with me in front of a man before, and now there was one helping her restrain me. His grip was firmer than hers, and yet somehow less firm: as he wrapped his huge hands around my ankles, I could feel the raw power that lurked in his fingertips, but he held me almost gently, as though he was scared he might accidentally hurt me.

He was scared of damaging Mistress’s property.

Mistress herself had no such worries about roughness. She pulled my wrists towards her, wrapping the leather around them tightly and sealing them in place with padlocks that didn’t seem to have any keys handy: it appeared that I was going to be wearing them for some time.

Once I was cuffed, she pointed to the table. ‘Lay on it,’ she said, her voice holding no room for hesitation. ‘On your back. Legs over the side. Hands above your head. Now.’

I did as I was told. As soon as I was in position, I felt someone threading chain through the rings in the wrist cuffs, pulling it tight, and securing my hands to the table over my head. I pulled slightly, testing my bonds. They were secure.

‘What about his legs?’ asked one of her guests – a soft-voiced woman from over my right shoulder.

‘Leave them, for now.’

‘Won’t he struggle?’

‘Not if he knows what’s good for him.’

That got a laugh from the crowd, but not from me. I knew Mistress well enough to know that it was no joke – and for the first time, I felt nervous.

Mistress traced her hands across my body, running them down towards the steel that surrounded my cock. She leant down as though to kiss my torso, which I thought was horribly out of character for her, especially in front of all her friends – but I was even more surprised when she slipped the key from her necklace into the cage’s padlock and set me free.

Immediately – involuntarily – I sprang to life. For a brief moment, I managed to forget about the rest of the people in the room. It was just me and Mistress, alone, me restrained and waiting for a chance to serve, her looking down at me with a cruel glint in her eye. It wasn’t until she turned around to address her friends that I realised the difference between us: in that moment, I was looking at her like a Goddess; she was looking at me like a plaything.

As it should have been.

‘As you can see,’ she said, swatting lightly at my engorged cock, making it bob in front of me, ‘my slave seems to be eager and willing – and as you all know, when you’re in my house, what’s mine is yours. My food, my drink, my submissives. You’re guests here, and I want you to enjoy the hospitality to which my guests are accustomed.’ There was a pause, and then she said the words I was expecting and dreading in equal measure. ‘So who’s first?’

As silence spread out through the room like a fog, I waited with growing apprehension to see what would happen next. The longer it took for someone to speak up, the more anxious I found myself becoming. Suddenly, the restraints around my wrists felt tighter than ever, holding me in place while they decided which of them would be allowed to violate me first. I thought I heard a stirring from one of the couches, and tried to work out who it might be, but then someone else spoke up.

‘Well if no one else is going to make the leap, I guess that means it’s up to me.’

The voice came from behind me, and it chilled me: I had been hoping for one of the women in the room to speak up, but the voice was far too low and throaty for that. I recognised it instantly. His name was Simon, and I got the impression that he was some big shot in the city, full of confidence and an attractive swagger. If anyone would have been nervous about breaking the ice, it wouldn’t have been him.

I saw Mistress clap her hands together with glee, even as Simon took his position by my head. ‘Excellent!’ she said, excitable as a kid at Christmas. ‘I was starting to think I’d have to show you all how it was done.’

She couldn’t... she couldn’t really expect me to just open myself up like this, could she? With no training, or prior warning? We’d never even discussed me serving other people – let alone other men – and yet there was nothing in her eyes that implied she expected anything less.

‘Mistress, I...’ I began, but she cut me off.

‘Shut up,’ she said curtly. ‘I don’t want to hear it. You have your safeword. Use it, or be quiet and take what you’re given. And don’t you dare embarrass me in front of my guests.’

The tone of her voice made it clear that this was a test – maybe my final test. Take what I was given, push myself beyond my comfort zone, and perhaps there would be a future for me at her feet. If I was unwilling – or if I failed to meet her standards – then I was of no use to her.

I nodded softly, but didn’t say a word.

‘My apologies,’ she said to Simon. ‘That’s the problem with fresh meat. Sometimes it forgets its place.’

‘I’m sure it’ll learn soon enough,’ he said. His tone was reasonable and almost understanding, but there was no way of getting around the fact that they had both referred to me as ‘it’: not a man, not a boy, not even human. I was an object, and they were going to treat me as such.

‘You can punish it, if you like?’ Mistress said breezily. ‘I wouldn’t want you to feel as though I was giving it any special privileges.’

I felt him run his fingers through my hair in a tender, almost-innocent gesture. ‘No, no,’ he said softly. ‘I don’t think that will be necessary. Your boy is going to do just as he’s told, without any question or hesitation, isn’t he?’

I nodded softly.

‘Say it, boy,’ he said. ‘Tell me you agree.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ I mumbled quietly.

I heard the sound of a zip unfastening, but I didn’t dare to turn my head. His hand still ran through my hair, but a lot of the tenderness seemed to have vanished. Now, it was a display of force: a reminder that, even without my hands tied, there was nothing I could have done to resist him.

‘Look at it, boy,’ he said. ‘See what a real man’s cock looks like. Not like that shrimpy little noodle between your legs, eh?’

Reluctantly I turned my head to face him. His cock bobbed in front of me, hard as stone and so big – almost obscenely so, partly just a trick of it being so close to my eyes, but also due to what was obviously natural girth and length. Already, it was throbbing, waiting for me.

I knew instinctively that there was no way I’d be able to take it all.

‘Beg for it,’ he said. ‘Show me that you understand exactly what you’re for.’

It took all the strength I had to make the words form at my lips. ‘Please, Sir,’ I began, but then my mind went blank. Please what? Please give me your cock? Please fuck my face? There was nothing I wanted less in the world, but still...

I needed to do it – not for me, or even for him, but for Mistress. If there was any chance of her keeping me on, it would be through me proving myself in service.

‘Please use me,’ I said at last. ‘Please, Sir. I want to be used. I need to be used. Please.’

He barely waited for me to finish before he pushed his hips forward into my open mouth. Immediately I gagged at the unfamiliar sensation, but he didn’t even give me time to adjust. He drove on and on, fucking my face with increasing aggression, every thrust pushing him a little way deeper into my unwilling mouth.

‘Don’t fight it, boy,’ he said, his breath quickening. ‘You’d better up your game, because if I don’t come...’ He didn’t finish his sentence. He didn’t need to: his meaning was perfectly clear. If I didn’t make him come, the rest of the evening would not end well for me.

Slowly, tentatively, I began to suck at him, the way Mistress had taught me on her strap on: gentle suction, lots of tongue, and great care to keep my teeth covered. I had thought it was just part of the humiliation, but now I knew: I was being trained for a moment just like this. Even though I was being cautious, I could hear him begin to moan  as I worked my lips over his cock. ‘You see?’ he said to the assembled crowd, who had gathered to watch my humiliation. ‘The little slut likes it. Don’t you, boy?’

‘Yes Sir,’ I said, pulling my lips free from his cock for just long enough to form the words. I was surprised by how much it was true. It was almost as easy to give myself over to Simon’s control as it was to please Mistress: the humiliation had all but faded away, only to be replaced by a deep desire to please.

‘Stop hogging him, then,’ one of the women joked. ‘Some of the rest of us will want a turn. Don’t wear him out.’

‘No one’s stopping you,’ Simon said, to laughter from the crowd. ‘There’s still a lot of him to go around.’

The woman apparently took that as a challenge. When she stood up, I saw who it was: a woman I thought I remembered being named Julia. I couldn’t remember what she did for a living, but she had that same confident look that Simon had: one that said she knew exactly what she wanted from me, and that it was her right to get it.

I saw her look over to Mistress for approval, which was granted by a slight nod of the head, and then shimmy her skirt and blouse down to the floor, leaving her dressed in nothing but a bra and panties. A second later, I felt her jump onto the table. She slid one leg over my body and straddled me, pressing down hard. The crowd went wild, whooping and hollering encouragement.

‘I think he really does like it!’ she said to them. ‘I can feel his little prick getting hard already!’

I had barely noticed, but a combination of Julia’s panties gently rubbing over my cock and the humiliation of Simon’s dick in my mouth – and its rapidly approaching orgasm – had left me pretty much fully erect.

She was right: I did like it. I had long since forgotten about my shyness, and instead I was sucking Simon’s cock with gusto.

‘Good boy,’ Julia said, reaching across my body and squeezing my nipples tightly enough to make me gasp. ‘Don’t let me distract you. I want to see his come all over that slutty little face of yours.’

It seemed as though she wasn’t alone. As Julia ran her nails down my chest, it was as though everyone took her involvement as a sign that they were welcome to abuse me too. They came out of the woodwork like termites, first cautiously and then in a swarm of hands, touching me, groping at me, examining my body with the tips of their fingers. The room had never seemed more full, as all of the guests surrounded me. Eleven people, plus Mistress – off to one side, rummaging in the bag that held her toys – made twelve, and in the centre of it all was me: Lucky Thirteen, lost in a sea of groping hands and clawing fingers, opened up for use by anyone who wanted me. The longer I spent as the subject of everyone’s attention, the more confident I began to feel. I had been stupid to be so reluctant. As the cock in my mouth spilt its load down my throat, only to be almost immediately replaced by a neatly-shaved pussy that straddled my face and demanded to be serviced, I gave myself over completely to my new role: a slut and a whore, a willing fuckdoll for whoever wanted to use me.

The rest of the world faded away to a quiet hum. Nothing else mattered, as long as I was being used – as long as I was obeying.

‘Hold his legs up,’ I heard a familiar voice say, and then innumerable hands pulled them into position and kept them firmly in place. I barely noticed the cold wetness of Mistress’s lubed finger on my asshole, and it wasn’t until I felt the hard rubber head of her strap on cock at my entrance that I realised what was happening.

She was no more gentle with me than the others were. She slid the full eight inches of her dildo into my ass, making me moan around the cock that was currently filling my mouth – the third of the night? The fourth, perhaps? It was hard to tell. I had already begun to lose count. With every thrust I felt myself reminded of my place as the group’s little fuckdoll, and everything that entailed.

An unfamiliar hand reached out and grasped my cock. It was slim and dainty, but its grip was firm and the sharp pinch of the nails told me the person responsible wasn’t interested in being gentle with me. She timed her pumps of my throbbing shaft with Mistress’s assault on my ass, matching them stroke for stroke, just for a second giving me the strange sensation of being fucked with my own cock, giving and taking in equal measure. I felt my body tense as an orgasm threatened to break through my defences, but with my mouth occupied there was no way I could ask for permission. My muscles contracted as I desperately struggled to keep my body in check, but the grip of strong male hands around my legs kept me exposed, both for Mistress’s strap on and also for the teasing play of whichever one of her guests currently had my cock pulsing in her hand.

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.

Thrust. Thrust. Thrust.

Suck. Suck. Suck.

Stroke. Thrust. Suck.

Over and over, a repeat cycle with no end in sight. My body cried out for release that never seemed to come, that could never break the monotony of what felt like an eternity in service to an endless crowd that demanded the satisfaction I would always be denied.

‘Come for me,’ Mistress said.

Almost immediately, I felt the familiar sensation bubbling up from deep inside of me, but either by accident or design the man whose cock had been so effectively gagging me responded. As it pulled out from between my eager lips it erupted, coating my face and naked chest with his load. I didn’t have long to react, as a moment later the woman’s rough touch brought me to my own climax, my come mingling with his on my chest.

Suddenly, I was overcome by the realisation of what I had just done: how easy it was for me to give myself up to these strangers, just how much I had loved the violation they had inflicted on me. The room span. Nothing seemed to make sense.

All I knew was what I was: a slut and a whore, made for use. Trained to give pleasure without expecting any in return.

Before I could say anything, I felt Mistress’s cock withdraw from my asshole, leaving me feeling empty. As though to make up for it, a hard rubber ball gag was forced between my teeth and fastened tightly into place. The crowd had no use for my holes by that point; they had already begun to disperse, and where once I had been the focus of attention I was left as nothing more than a broken centrepiece, with everyone’s interest directed elsewhere.

They collapsed in on each other, ignoring me as they began kissing and touching each other, playing with their naked bodies and eking out whatever vestiges of sexual tension were left after they had gained their satisfaction from me.

I closed my eyes, my face still sticky with another man’s come – at least three other men’s come, in fact – and tried to ignore the moans of pleasure that surrounded me. At that moment, it was more than I could handle.

‘Let’s take this upstairs,’ I heard Mistress’s voice say at last, closing the night’s ceremonies in what I had been informed was the traditional way: by escorting her guests to the large master bedroom, where they could enjoy each other to their hearts content. There seemed to be a fairly unanimous display of assent, with a dozen or so voices all making noises in the affirmative.

Behind the gag, I stayed silent.

‘Should we let your boy out so he can clean up?’ a male voice asked her. He didn’t specify whether he meant my body or the room itself. ‘He did a good job tonight.’

‘Leave him,’ she said. ‘He needs to get used to resting in filth if he’s going to serve.’

‘Shame,’ the man sighed. ‘I was hoping I might get to fuck his slutty little ass tonight. It looked so much fun when you did it.’

Mistress shook her head. ‘No, I don’t think so,’ she said, and I felt relief flood my naked and broken body. No matter what had happened tonight – no matter what indignities I had had performed on my body, no matter how willing I had been – there was a line that wouldn’t be crossed. She was facing away from me, so I was sure she couldn’t see the genuine smile that crossed my lips, but I made a silent promise to myself to thank her properly for her mercy once the humiliation of the night was over.

The light clicked off, and they filed out one by one into the hallway. I tried to ignore the pain in my arms from being restrained, not to mention the unpleasant sensation of my come-covered body drying in the cool air of the living room, and settled in for what I could tell was going to be a difficult night’s sleep.

‘Besides,’ I heard her say through the closed door as the sounds of the party headed upstairs to Mistress’s bedroom, ‘he’ll still be tied and helpless for you in the morning.’


A Diamond in the Rough


I killed the lights on my Chrysler just in time. A second or two later and she would have seen them as her own car – a hefty Cadillac that you wouldn’t usually associate with such a delicate woman – pulled into the lot.

She’d been one step ahead of me throughout the whole case, and I didn’t need her to know that I was waiting for her now. She’d figure that out soon enough, preferably from the inside of a pair of handcuffs. Speaking of which...

No, they were still there. I ran my fingers across the keyhole and tested the ratchet: it yielded immediately, tightening next to the loop on my belt, and I was satisfied. It wasn’t all that common for investigators to carry them – most of the guys I knew had an unhealthy ‘shoot first, ask questions later’ approach to the job – but there was no telling when some goon might wake up from a strong right hook to the jaw, and there was no sense in taking the risk. These were top of the line, police issue, appropriated not-entirely-legally from a buddy of mine on the force who couldn’t play poker worth a damn. They’d got me out of a whole bunch of trouble before, and I had a feeling they’d come in handy tonight.

Of course, this was the first time they’d be around a woman’s wrists, but there was a first time for everything – and if there was ever a woman born who deserved that particular honour, it was Elena Schuyler.

Schuyler was a nightclub singer – the real troublemakers always were – and had a brutal streak a mile wide, not that you’d know it from looking at her. Soft brown hair and a butter-wouldn’t-melt, out-of-town cuteness hid precisely the kind of darkness that let her and her seven-foot gorilla of a lover beat her boss to death. Richie Malone hadn’t been the best of men, and I hadn’t found anyone in the city who’d been sorry to see him go, but no one wants to picture themselves ending up as the filling of a chalk outline – especially not for the sake of a couple of bearer bonds and a few hundred dollars in cash. For Schuyler, that had been enough, though, and she had no intention of sharing: the cops had found the boyfriend a few days later, complete with a knife between the ribs.

I couldn’t help but think that it would have made for a nice irony if she’d stabbed him in the back, but real life doesn’t always work out that way.

One thing I knew and the police didn’t – well, one of many, but the most pertinent to the matter at hand – was that the cash was only the tip of the iceberg: it was a tidy sum, but not worth going to the chair for. What was worth the risk, at least in Schuyler’s mind, was Malone’s diamond stash. That was a payout that made the idea of running off to some European hotspot seem like a pretty appealing option. Hell, it would probably be enough to buy a resort or two, and still have enough change to live like a queen for a dozen lifetimes – especially now she didn’t have to share it with her oversized loverboy.

The diamonds were waiting for her inside Malone’s secret offices, operating out of a warehouse on the East Side. It was where he funnelled any work that was too seedy even for a nightclub to front – narcotics, smuggling, rumours of the occasional arms deal – leaving the Blue Room free to dabble in the more socially acceptable cesspools of prostitution, gambling and extortion.

Now all I had to do was wait for her to make her move.

It didn’t take long. I don’t know why I’d been expecting her to show up in an evening dress, but instead she was sporting a trench coat not dissimilar to my own; it was nice to know I was in style, even on the job. It looked better on her, and even in the dark, barely-lit parking lot I felt a breath catch in my throat the second I saw those pins hit the blacktop. She had legs that went on for so long I felt tired just watching them, and right from the first day she had sashayed into my office and begged for me to find her boss’s killer it had been all I could do to pull my eyes away. I’ve never been much of a leg man, but one sight of the stocking seams running up the back of those shapely calves – not to mention the thought of where they might have been running to – and I was hooked.

The fact that she’d turned out to be a murderer with two men’s blood on her hands wasn’t ideal, but the dirt on this city sticks to everyone if you leave it long enough. Sometimes, you just have to stop to appreciate the finer things in life, no matter where you find them.

She gave a cursory scout of the parking lot, before she pushed open the warehouse door and went inside. She hadn’t seen me, slumped in my seat. It was time to go.

I closed the door softly and patted my pockets: I had to make sure I was going in prepared. In my left was my camera, a trusty Kodak number that had never seen me wrong before, despite going through some rough and tumble; a large crack in the Bakelite case uglied it up a bit, but I liked the added character, and it was always nice to go into a situation knowing exactly what you could trust. My right pocket held a Colt .45, freshly oiled and with a full magazine; you didn’t get more trustworthy than that. 

I slunk across the lot to the door, which she’d left propped open, probably in case she needed to make a hasty exit. All the better for me.

I peeked my head inside, gun drawn, and saw a light on in the office upstairs. It was a rookie mistake: anyone passing by outside would have seen it from the street, and the last thing she needed was to be drawing attention to herself at a time like this. A flashlight would have been better.

Maybe my luck’s beginning to turn, I thought as I started mounting the stairs. Maybe she’s got complacent... sloppy, even. Maybe—

That was as far as I got. Three steps from the top, there was a soft whooshing noise, and then the back of my head exploded into fireworks.

It the last thing I remembered before I fell forwards and the darkness of the stairwell became absolute.

As I opened my eyes, the light made my head pound like a team of construction workers had settled in for a day’s hard labour. She must have given me one hell of a hit.

Of course she’d been waiting for me. Whether she’d seen me in my car or whether she was just being overly cautious, it was hard to tell: I hoped for the latter, but I wasn’t willing to discount the fact that this might have been my own damn fault. There was just something about her that could so easily throw a man off his game. I wasn’t the first – case in point, Malone and a three hundred pound slab of meat resting in the morgue – and I doubted I’d be the last. As consolation prizes went, I’d had better.

She must have snuck out from the shadows as I was climbing the stairs, and caught me from behind; a quick crack over the head with some blunt instrument, and the job was done. She’d even waited until I was near the top of the stairwell, so she wouldn’t have far to drag my body into the office.

God knows what would have happened if I’d fallen backwards rather than forwards. It was probably best not to think too much about it.

The office looked like a bomb had hit it, and I didn’t feel much better myself. I tried to reach a hand up to check the back of my head, to make sure she hadn’t done any lasting damage, but I ran out of luck early: a hard ring of steel stopped me in my tracks. It seemed she had decided not to take any risks either; even my own handcuffs were being used against me.

Et tu, Brute?, I thought, but it didn’t feel like much of a joke. If she had my cuffs, she also had my gun, and Schuyler had already proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that she wasn’t the kind of girl you underestimated when it came to her willingness to use violence.

I looked down to see the flesh of my legs and a pair of white jockey shorts staring back up at me. I was still wearing my shirt and tie, barely, but my coat and pants had been thrown in a heap across the room. It might have added to the ransacked decor, but it didn’t help my situation worth a damn. I kept a spare key hidden inside the waistband of my slacks for just such an occasion, but it looked like she’d either been too lazy to frisk me, or too unwilling to take the chance that she’d miss something I could use to escape.

Or maybe she just got off on the humiliation. I wouldn’t have put anything past Schuyler.

She hadn’t noticed that I was awake, which was something: it gave me time to inspect the room, and her. She had lost her own trench coat, hanging it neatly on a hook by the door, and was wearing a blouse with a neckline that was doing its best to head south for the winter and a skirt that showed off her legs to perfection. Rummaging through Malone’s desk had obviously been pretty heavy work: cracks were starting to show in her usually flawless facade, and her icy composure gave way to a frustrated moan through ruby-red lips as she tipped piles of paper out of one of the desk drawers.

I’d never seen Schuyler anything less than totally in control. Even on our first meeting, when she hired me, she’d played me like a fiddle: first, she had thrown down the damsel in distress card, and then when she saw I wasn’t taking the bait, she ran her stockinged foot softly up my inseam as a way of convincing me to help her out.

‘Please, Mr Malone,’ she said, dropping the girl next door act as soon as she saw the femme fatale might work a little better. ‘I don’t have anywhere else to go.’

She’d beaten her way past my defences, that was for sure. It had worked – a little too well. It looked like she’d decided to make a habit of getting the better of me.

I carried on scanning the room, looking for a way out. A portrait of the late, not-so-great Richie Malone lay off to one side; the small wall safe it had been used to conceal was open, and empty. It seemed she’d got what she’d come for – so why was she still ransacking the place?

More importantly, why was I still alive?

The drawer was empty at last, and she wasn’t happy with the findings. ‘Fuck!’ she shouted aloud, apparently no longer caring who was around to hear her. The word bounced off the walls, filling the room. It sent an involuntary shiver through me. It wasn’t the kind of language you usually heard coming from a lady, even in my line of work.

My shiver must have caught her attention, as she turned those dark, baleful eyes to me for the first time. ‘You’re awake, then?’ she said at last. Her voice – a singer’s voice, halfway between honey and razorblades – caught my ear and refused to let go; it made the rest of the room slip into focus, even through the fog of my bruised head. ‘I was wondering when we’d see you again.’

I kept quiet. I’d seen the look in her eyes before: it was the way a cat looks when it’s caught itself a new mouse to play with, cruel and dangerous and inevitable.

I looked around, desperate to find something I could use to get myself out of this mess. My gun was on the desk, closer to her than to me even if I hadn’t been tied. The shattered remains of what had once been my camera, crushed under those heels, covered the floor. I had nothing.

‘Oh, your precious little camera?’ she said, her eyes following mine. ‘You got off lucky. Be glad that’s the only thing I smashed while you were out. And you’ll have to excuse the undressing. I had to make sure you didn’t have anything hidden away. A girl can’t be too careful, you know?’ She gave a devilish smirk. ‘No chance of that, anyway.’

‘What can I say?’ I said, finding my voice at last. ‘A knock on the head like that will take all the fight out of a guy. You really want to work on your seduction technique.’

‘You’d be surprised, sweetie. There are things that go on in this city that’d make even a guy like you wince.’ A playful pause. ‘Or maybe not? Maybe you like that kind of thing. You’d be in good company, for sure. I hear even the Mayor goes in for the rough stuff.’

‘Save the speech for someone who gives a damn,’ I said, as gruffly as I could manage. It was hard to seem menacing in my current situation, and we both knew it; my ego was as bruised as the back of my head. How could I have been so stupid? I should have known right from the start that she’d be waiting for me. Women like Schuyler didn’t make mistakes.

‘Oh, the dick who’s been caught with his pants around his ankles has got a mouth on him, has he? That’s good. I like my men talkative.’ She smiled as she carried on rummaging in the desk, checking the already-empty drawer with an intense look on her face. ‘We could have had a lot of fun, the two of us. But work has to come first.’

‘Shame. Isn’t that always the way?’

She shrugged. ‘It didn’t have to be. If you hadn’t been so thorough with your snooping, we’d have had a lot more time for fun and games.’

‘You hired me to investigate. You get what you pay for. Nothing more or less.’

She waved a dismissive hand at me. ‘You were supposed to keep the cops off my tail, that’s all. Make the police think I was doing everything in my power to cooperate. You were just a distraction, sweetie. Nothing personal.’

‘I do my best.’

She sighed as she walked back over to me, her hips swaying gently like a sapling in the breeze. ‘I’m going to be honest with you, Mr Madison: this was cute for a while. The whole back-and-forth trade of wits? I love it. But it’s getting really old, really fast. Now, are you going to be a good boy and behave yourself all on your own, or do I have to give you an incentive?’

There was steel in her voice, steel that had dripped in and covered every word with a hard sheen that said she wasn’t going to take any of my shit. I decided it might be better to keep my mouth closed.

Quickly, viciously, she brought her leg up and pressed her foot down on the chair between my legs, inches from my crotch. I winced, despite myself. It was too close for comfort by at least a yard and a half.

She started rolling up her skirt, achingly slowly, looking into my eyes as she did so. A gentleman might have looked away, but I got the feeling she wanted me to watch – and boy, did I want to watch too.

‘A gun is such an ugly instrument, don’t you think?’ she asked, snaking the fabric over her thighs. I felt a swallow catch in my throat, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away. ‘They’re like coshes. There’s no subtlety to them. No... finesse. But I can’t deny that they have their uses, from time to time.’ The skirt had reached the top of her stockings now, where the obsidian handle of a switchblade was strikingly obvious against the paleness of her skin. She took it between finger and thumb, eased it out, and flicked it open with a grin. ‘A knife, on the other hand... well, that’s a different story entirely.’

I looked into her eyes, and nothing but inky blackness stared back. Not for the first time, I wondered how anyone could have been taken in by her insincere charms; handcuffed to a chair with a blade inches away from my face, it seemed crazy to think that she’d once played the role of the innocent ingénue caught in a web of mob violence and deceit. But played it she had, and played it to perfection.

The knife point flicked downwards, toward the waistband of my shorts, and my eyes followed it. ‘I thought that might get your attention,’ she said, sliding the metal effortlessly between my hip and the fabric, cutting through the elastic with ease. She gave a final, casual flick, and the thin scrap of fabric that had previously been covering my dignity was cast aside. 

I stayed silent, choosing instead to test the strength of the handcuffs. If they weren’t tight enough, perhaps it would be possible to slip my hand free. I might have to dislocate a thumb in the process, but it would be better than whatever she had planned for me.

‘I wouldn’t bother,’ she said playfully, catching the sound of the chain around my wrists. ‘You know as well as anyone that they’re not coming off.’ The games were over. She pressed the cool blade of the knife against my cheek as she purred into my ear. ‘Sit tight, if you know what’s good for you. Or you’ll lose more than your jockeys. Do we understand each other?’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

She snorted. ‘“Ma’am.” Nice touch. You learn fast.’

‘All part of the job. It’s learn fast or wind up dead.’

‘I’m not willing to rule that out just yet. Let’s just say I’m keeping my options open.’

‘Duly noted.’

She paused for a second, and for the first time since I’d woken up she seemed to be weighing her options. ‘You’re not scared of me, are you?’ she said eventually.

‘That you’ll kill me? No.’

‘You should be.’

‘Maybe. Probably. But if you were going to kill me, my reckoning is that you’d have done it by now. After Malone and your hulk of a boy-toy, what’s another body on the pile? And I’m not so vain as to think that it’s because you’ve taken a shine to me, either. You need me for something, and you need me alive.’

She smiled at that, her rich red lips stretching out from ear to ear. ‘Oh, sweetie,’ she said. ‘Why can’t it be both?’

‘You could have just asked nicely.’

‘And where’s the fun in that?’

‘You don’t ask, you don’t get.’

‘I don’t think that’s going to be a problem tonight.’ She toyed with the knife, playing her fingers gently across the tip, teasingly. ‘But fine, if you want to get to the point, I’ll play ball. You’ve had dealings with Malone before. You know how he thinks, the way he works. I guess you even knew that safe over there would be empty, and yet you came here anyway.’

‘So?’

‘So that means you know where these diamonds are hidden. And you’re going to help me find them.’

I laughed, despite myself. ‘What makes you so sure of that?’

‘Because I can make life very unpleasant for you if you don’t. And very, very pleasant if you do. Which one I choose is really all down to you.’

‘Decisions, decisions.’

With a viper’s quickness, she dropped the knife, reached down and grasped my penis firmly in her hand. ‘I’d advise you to take this all a little more seriously, Mikey. You don’t mind if I call you Mikey, do you?’

‘I think it’s a little late for us to stand on ceremony,’ I said, flustered. My mind should have been on escape, but the second those fingers wrapped around my shaft it was all I could think about – all I thought I’d ever be able to think about again. Instantly, I felt it fill, inflating from half-mast to fully-cocked like a hot air balloon under the rough grip of her hand.

‘Well, well,’ she said, smiling her malicious grin. ‘It seems someone agrees with me. And there’s me thinking you were going to make things difficult.’

My jaw clenched. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of an erection, but at least the knife was out of play, no matter how temporarily. On that score at least, I couldn’t have been more relieved.

Her grip slackened slightly, became less of a threat and more of a tease. ‘You know, there’s more than one way to get you to cooperate,’ she said, slowly beginning to pump her hand around the shaft of my cock. ‘This doesn’t have to be unpleasant, as long as you behave. And you are going to behave, aren’t you?’

She knelt between my legs, and smacked her ruby-red lips, teasingly. I wanted her, then, more than ever before – more than when she had gently teased me in her office, more than when I’d seen her step out of her Cadillac onto those legs.

God, those legs...

But now, it was that mouth that had captured me. Her fingers might have grabbed my attention – among other things – but it was those lips that held it.

She slowly lowered her head, keeping her eyes on mine, and ran her tongue gently up my shaft. I let out an involuntary shudder as she did so, the build up of so much frustration at letting myself get trapped like this, and the realisation that I didn’t much care. She was putting herself in a great deal of danger, playing with me like this. One swift movement of my knee and I could have knocked her clean out; I didn’t believe in violence against women, but when the woman in question has you tied to a chair while she holds a knife to your Johnson, exceptions must be made.

Except...

Except I couldn’t, that was the point. I knew it. She knew it. I was just going to sit and take it, because that was all I was capable of doing. I was going to behave.

‘Gee, you really are excited, sweetie,’ she said, evidently pleased by my response. ‘Mrs Madison doesn’t give you this kind of treat?’ She knew there was no Mrs Madison, but I doubt it would have stopped her even if there had been.

Another long, sensuous lick up from the base, before I watched the tip disappear into that warm, slick mouth of hers. Involuntarily, I found myself beginning to buck my hips slightly, to push myself deeper, greedy for all the pleasures her tongue could offer – and what a tongue it was. With a skill that couldn’t have been natural, she teased and tormented me, first gently flicking against the tip and then seconds later taking my entire length, as though having me fill her throat was a personal challenge.

I didn’t know what they were teaching the showgirls down at the Blue Room, but I knew I approved.

It didn’t take long before I felt a familiar pressure building, an orgasm bursting to get out. The eager caresses of her tongue against my cock had pushed me to the edge, and I felt my leg began to shiver. Just a few seconds more...

She stopped.

I let out a low moan of exasperation as she removed her lips from my twitching member, stood up, and smoothed out her skirt. ‘Disappointed?’ she asked. I didn’t answer. ‘You know the deal, sweetie. You’ll get yours as soon as I get mine.’

‘Forget it,’ I said, hoping she wouldn’t hear the crack in my voice. ‘If that was all I wanted I’d have gone down to the docks with two dollars and kept myself entertained all night.’

She sighed, theatrically. ‘Suit yourself. I didn’t want to do this, but you’ve really left me no choice.’

I’d expected her to go for the knife, and I spent a split-second calculating whether or not I’d have been able to beat her to it – depressingly, no – but instead she reached behind her back and unhooked the button of her skirt. A quick, seductive wiggle of her hips, and the fabric bundled itself on the floor at her feet. She stepped out of it with a practiced ease, completely unashamed by her newfound semi-nudity.

The lingerie and stockings under the shirt should have looked ridiculous, but it didn’t. There was something about seeing her like that, so comfortable and so in control, that made most of me melt and a good seven inches of me harder than ever.

‘Changed your mind?’ she said, playfully.

‘Not even close.’

Lingeringly, she bent down, hooking her thumbs in just above her waist and taking her underwear with her. Her bush, neatly trimmed, stared back at me, commanding my attention. I let out a slow, steady exhalation as she walked up to me and rested her foot on the side of the chair.

‘What about now?’

I shook my head, and she sighed theatrically. ‘You can’t say I didn’t warn you, sweetie. You brought this on yourself.’

One swift kick and the chair fell over, taking me with it. I gasped loudly as my right shoulder hit the floor, breaking my fall with an angry crack – the site of an injury from an old job that had never completely healed. I worried for a second that it might have dislocated, but it seemed this time luck was on my side: it was just a bad bang.

I didn’t have much time to react. With a practiced ease, my tiny captor had flipped me onto my back, pinning the cuffs behind me, and had perched herself on my chest, that glorious bush just inches away from my face.

‘Remember when I said I was getting bored with this?’ she said once she had nestled herself into a comfortable position. ‘Well, my mood just went even further south – and I can be a real bitch when I get impatient.’

As if to prove her point, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up, forcing my mouth against her slit and holding it there, muffling me before I could throw out the smartass response we both knew I’d be working on. Instead, I found myself gasping for air. The scent of her was intoxicating: a familiar sweetness, mixed with her perfume and what I assumed was the delicate musk of her sweat.

But it was more than that, somehow. There was something about her, and the ease with which she had played me this whole time. She’d had me wrapped around her little finger since day one – and more disturbingly than anything, I’d wanted it. I’d wanted it from the second she’d walked into my office, back when I thought she was just a sweet kid who’d fallen on hard times.

I couldn’t help myself. I snaked my tongue out gingerly, exploring her mound, only to find another source of wetness: it seemed that Schuyler was enjoying my interrogation more than she was letting on. Perhaps I had a way out of this after all.

‘Mmm...’ she moaned as she felt me make contact. Her grip tightened slightly, guiding me towards her. ‘Good boy,’ she said eventually, ‘but we both know that’s not what I’m after. Where are the diamonds?’

The slight crack in her voice told me that wasn’t the whole truth. I ignored her question, focusing all of my energy into my tongue, tracing gentle, deliberate circles around the nub of her clitoris. If I could throw her off her guard, even just for a moment or two, there was a chance I’d be able to get to my gun before she did. Even with my hands behind my back, I reckoned she’d be smart enough not to take the risk.

I continued, eager now, lost in my own enjoyment as much as in hers. With every soft little moan – and I was pleased to find that they came faster and louder the more enthusiasm I put into licking and sucking on her tight slit – I redoubled my efforts, relishing every imperceptible movement of her on top of me.

I found myself drifting away to thoughts of fucking her, what it would be like to be out of these cuffs and to take her right here on Malone’s office floor, to pound myself into her lush, tight, teasing little body over and over as revenge for her rough treatment of me.

I focused on that heady blend of anger and desire as her body shifted forwards, trapping me beneath her. She clamped her thighs firmly around the sides of my head as I continued licking, tenderly ministering to that small pink dot of flesh despite the awkward new position. I realised too late the reason for the shift.

It wasn’t to help her enjoyment.

It was to keep me from being able to breathe.

I wriggled and bucked underneath her, but even without the size advantage she managed to retain the upper hand. I could hear her laughing, despite how well her thighs muffled my ears. ‘Are you OK down there?’ she said, with mock concern.

I struggled for air, feeling myself growing lightheaded from the lack of oxygen. Still, in some vain attempt to persuade her to release me I carried on doing my best to please her, working my tongue against the wetness of her sex, until finally she pulled herself a fraction of an inch off me. It was all I needed. I breathed in a huge gulp of air, mingled with her scent.

She smiled down at me. ‘Now I have your attention, sweetie... where would Malone hide things he didn’t want found?’

I paused, apparently for a moment too long. With a heavy sigh, she pushed herself back onto my face, pressing down hard. As much as I struggled, I couldn’t get up; the restriction of the cuffs made it impossible to get the necessary leverage.

So this is it, I thought. This is how it ends. There were worse ways to go, perhaps, but I think I would have preferred a quick, painless bullet wound to the indignity of... this. 

She reached a hand behind her and raked her fingernails up my chest as she pulled her body off mine. I gasped at her roughness and her cruelty. ‘Are you ready to talk now?’

My resolve was broken. She had won. ‘The desk,’ I said softly. ‘Check the desk.’

My response didn’t seem to satisfy her. ‘Tut tut, sweetie... I already checked the desk. You’ll have to do better than that,’ she said, beginning to lower herself back down onto my face.

‘No!’ I shouted, just loudly enough to get her to pause. ‘No... on the back. There’ll be a secret panel.’

‘And how would you know that?’

‘It’s custom made. Same as the one in his office at the Blue Room. I was poking around and found it by accident. It was full of fake passports, and...’

That was all she needed. Immediately, she jumped off my chest and skittered over to the desk in the corner of the room, running those tantalisingly smooth fingertips over the grain of the wood, looking for any crack that might signify a secret compartment.

I fought to get my breath back, to regulate my breathing, but the sight of her peach-perfect ass bent over the desk made it harder than it should have been. I’d always had a thing for curves, and Schuyler didn’t disappoint, but the sight of her in a slinky evening dress up on stage was a world away from how she looked in the here-and-now. I was hooked.

Focus, Madison, I thought, trying to snap myself back to attention. Now wasn’t the time for fantasies. That could wait until I was out of here and Schuyler was in a jail cell.

‘Hah!’ she exclaimed as the hidden drawer popped open. A quick rummage around and she’d pulled out a small satin bag; the look on her face as she tipped the contents into her hand told me that she’d found exactly what she’d been hoping for – her ticket to a life of luxury.

‘Oh, you are a clever boy!’ she beamed at me. ‘And to think, I was just going to kill you. I guess this worked out best for both of us, eh?’ 

A still, small voice rang out, and it took me a moment too long to realise that it was my own. ‘Please,’ it said.

‘Please what?’

‘Please... finish me off. I need it.’

The words came from somewhere outside of me – outside of the rational part of me, anyway, but given my situation it seemed like that side of me had managed to escape a long time ago. The lump of meat that was left had only one thing on its mind.

She knelt down at the side of me, and traced one of her immaculately manicured nails down the side of my cock. ‘Sweetie, you know that’s not what I meant. Let’s try it again. Please what?’

‘Please... Ma’am?’ I ventured.

‘Say it like you mean it.’

‘Please, Ma’am. Please finish me off. I’ll do anything.’

‘Anything? That seems like a hell of a promise for a man in your current situation,’ she said, flashing me a grin as she stepped back into her shirt. She slipped the bag of diamonds between the fabric of her brassiere and her milky-white breast, then turned back to me. ‘Although I suppose, since you were so helpful...’

She pushed me onto my back using the toe of one pristine shoe, and I struggled not to cry out as she pressed into the tender flesh of my damaged shoulder. I fell easily, and she caught my wince. ‘Did that hurt, sweetie?’ she said, all sweetness and light.

I gritted my teeth and nodded.

‘Aww, poor baby. I guess I’ll have to be more gentle with you next time.’

Next time?

I didn’t get chance to give her veiled promise much consideration: in one swift movement she had reached down and taken a firm hold on my cock, achingly hard since the moment she had first pushed me to the floor. I moaned softly as she played her way up and down, a virtuoso on her instrument of choice, with a performance that was threatening to leave her audience desperate for an encore.

‘Don’t leave me waiting, sweetie,’ she said playfully. ‘I’ve got a plane to catch, and I’m not sure the pilot will wait for me no matter how nicely I ask. Of course, with this payoff I could probably afford to buy the whole damn airport.’

Her words were lost in a fog of gentle touches, but her voice was as strong as the grip she had around my manhood, flowing up and down as she massaged my length, eking out every last drop of pleasure she could take from my prostrate body. Every time her delicate fingers made contact with me, it was like a shot of electricity right to my core; with every motion, I found myself wondering what it would be like if it was her pussy wrapped around my cock instead. The thought was fleeting, but it caught in my mind like a coat sleeve on a rusty nail and wouldn’t let go.

Feeling her soft warmth under me.

Running my fingers and lips over the smooth white plains of her bosom.

Kissing her, deep and slow, as I pressed my hips against hers.

Her moans in my ear as she begged me, pleaded with me to keep going, a desperate drumbeat calling out for me to fuck her, fuck her, fuck her...

‘I thought I told you not to keep me waiting,’ she said, a stern tone to her voice that hadn’t been there before. ‘I’m not a patient woman, and let’s face it: it’s not like you can afford my time now.’

‘Please...’ I choked out. ‘I’m almost...’

‘Oh, you’re almost? Almost what?’

I couldn’t answer. ‘Please, Ma’am...’ I said again, hoping it would placate her enough to make her stay, to make her see the job through to its – and my – climax.

She laughed, mockingly. ‘”Oh, please Ma’am, please,”’ she said, gently playing her fingers over the tip of my cock. ‘If I’d known you were going to be this easy to please when I hired you, I think I would have kept your fee.’

‘I’m so close.’

‘You’d better be. Five seconds, sweetie. That’s all the time I can spare. Ready?’

‘No... I can’t...’ Five seconds? That was impossible. The lingering touch of her skin on my own was intoxicating; I couldn’t stand knowing that I had such little time left with her. Five seconds might as well have been no time at all.

‘Four... three... two...’

Torn between wanting this moment to last forever and wanting to explode myself all over those skilled hands of hers, my body took the decision out of mine and chose the latter; like a fire hydrant, I came, splashing myself up the front of my shirt and collapsing back. I might have been spent, but I was far from satisfied.

That didn’t matter to Schuyler. She wiped her hand clean on the front of my shirt without comment, stood up tall, and sighed. ‘Sorry to love you and leave you, but I’m afraid duty calls. Lock up when you’re done, OK? The keys to the cuffs are... well, let’s just say they’re somewhere around here. It’s so easy to lose track, don’t you think?’

I let out a weak moan of protestation as she began to head off – too weak to be the reason she had stopped in her tracks.

‘Oh, of course,’ she said in the voice of an absentminded schoolteacher, forgetful but still somehow completely in control. ‘How could I forget?’ She put her hand on the desk, and before I could see what it was she had deposited there she was already halfway to leaving. ‘Consider it a... parting gift,’ she said, blowing me a kiss through the door.

And with that, she was gone.

As the fog of her presence lifted, I became acutely aware of the cuffs digging into my wrists and the dull agony that had exploded in my shoulder the second it had hit the floor. I was half-naked, covered in my own filth, and the biggest case of my career had just waltzed out of the door with a bag worth several times more than the building I was sitting in. As days on the job went, it hadn’t been a great one.

But I was alive. It was a small mercy, but knowing Schuyler’s record, it was a lucky escape. She’d even left me my clothes, once I figured out how to get to my pants to unlock the cuffs. No one needed to know about any of this. I could go about my life with my reputation intact. Nothing had to change.

Slowly, I pulled my aching body into a sitting position, willing it to behave itself and to cut through the pain for just a few minutes longer – just long enough to get myself out of this goddamn warehouse and back to the office. There was a half-bottle of scotch waiting for me, and if there was ever a night I’d needed a stiff drink...

A firm kick upwards against the floor, and I was on my feet. My pants were only a few steps away, and even restrained as I was, I figured I’d be able to get the keys without any trouble.

It wasn’t until I set off across the room that a glint caught my eye, and I saw exactly what it was that she’d left for me: her parting gift, as she’d put it. A gift that only Schuyler and I would ever know existed.

On Malone’s desk, twinkling in the lamplight, sat three small, perfectly-formed diamonds.


Crystal Blue Persuasion


‘Yes,’ she had answered.

Sometimes, that was all it took.

The question had been ‘Can I buy you a drink?’, and it was far from the first time she had been asked that particular question that night. The whole gamut of the male species had taken a shot at her and been politely rebuffed – or not so politely, in the few instances that they weren’t put off by the cold glint of steel in her eyes and decided to press the issue – but this new boy was promising.

It was a good job, too: the night was growing late, and she had been getting ready to leave. A rapidly emptying bar left few pickings, and she wasn’t the kind of woman to clean up other people’s scraps. If it wasn’t the best, she wasn’t interested.

But then he had sauntered up, confident but not arrogant, polite and without presumption, and asked if the seat next to her was taken. At the sound of his voice – a rich, deep, manly tone that fit the sharp lines of his shirt exactly – the crystal started to quiver.

Or did it? It was hard to tell. She knew, deep down, that there was no way it was possible, but at the same time she could have sworn that the crystal somehow knew things – that it was somehow self-aware, and capable of choosing its own victims. Sometimes she would even go as far as to say that she felt like a bystander in the whole affair, just a conduit through which it could act out its own grand designs.

But that was ridiculous. The crystal was just a rock, albeit an astonishingly pretty one, and not like anything she had ever seen before. It wasn’t possible for a rock to be sentient, let alone capable of picking people out.

Then again, it wasn’t possible for it to have the effect it seemed to have on people’s minds, and she had seen that often enough to believe it without a shadow of a doubt. Whether the quivering of the stone against her breasts was real or a figment of her imagination, it didn’t much matter. This was to be tonight’s boy.

The crystal had chosen, and it had chosen well.

She had smiled at him then – her most winning smile, long considered to be her best feature – and patted the seat next to her. He had introduced himself as Chris, and then asked for her name. Tonight, she had chosen to be a Michelle.

‘Michelle,’ he said, rolling the name around on his tongue. ‘Pretty name. It suits you.’

It didn’t much matter either way. He wouldn’t be using it for long.

‘Likewise,’ she had said.

The drink she ordered was a vodka and cranberry juice, sweet and light and uncomplicated. He ordered a beer for himself, a foreign import that came in a bottle she did not immediately recognise. On someone else, it might have seemed precocious – especially considering that he couldn’t have been more than about twenty-five or twenty-six – but he had a certain self-assurance about him that dispelled all notions that it was a show for her benefit.

Good, she thought. The confident ones are always the easiest to break. They never see it coming.

They had chatted then, getting to know each other a little better in that free and easy way that only strangers bonding over alcohol can manage. Chris worked in the City: he was new to London, and finding the change in pace a little tough to deal with, but overall he thought he was doing OK.

Michelle, for tonight, was a writer in town on business, who had been stood up for a date and who thought that the evening was shaping up rather nicely regardless.

‘Ouch,’ he had said, with a look of genuine sympathy on his face. ‘I’m sorry to hear that.’

She shrugged. ‘I’m not,’ she said, trying to form a picture of the kind of man who would dare to stand her up and coming up with nothing. ‘He was a dick anyway.’

He smiled, and that was when she knew she had to have him.

‘Tell me, Chris,’ she said, sweeping her long blonde hair behind her ear. ‘What do you think of my breasts?’

He had been taking a sip of his beer as she had asked, and the question had – as she had intended – caught him completely off-guard. He spluttered and choked it back, coughing into a clenched fist and trying to regain his composure.

‘I’m sorry?’ he said eventually, the look of confusion in his eyes making it clear that he thought he had misheard her. Surely she couldn’t have asked...?

‘My breasts,’ she said, loud and clear: no mistaking it this time. ‘I notice you haven’t looked down at them once since we’ve been chatting, which makes you just about the only guy in this bar tonight who hasn’t tried to sneak a peek.’

He flushed at that, his normal composure giving way and giving his face a faint tinge of red. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘It didn’t seem polite...’

She sighed theatrically. ‘Chris, look at how I’m dressed. Do you think I’m wearing a top as low-cut as this for my own benefit? I’m wearing it because I want to show off. I want people to look. I want them to see, and I want them to tell me how great my figure is, because I’ve had a shitty day and I could really use the mood boost right now. Do you think you’re up to it?’

The smile she gave him told him that she wasn’t really offended; the smile he flashed back told her that he understood the rules of their little game.

‘I think I can handle that,’ he said.

His eyes drifted downwards slowly. With carte blanche to ogle her, it might have been expected that he would just dive right in, but no: his view meandered across her face, taking in all of her features one by one.

Those eyes, grey as marble, fixed intently on him.

Further, down to the smooth curve of her jawline.

Further, watching it trail off to rich red lips, curved in twin bows that came together in a smile that seemed to be made especially for him.

Further, onwards past the delicate ridge of her collarbone, disrupted only by a delicate silver chain that caught even the dim light of the bar, shining far more brightly than it should have been.

And then further still.

‘Well,’ he said, his eyes still continuing their twin journeys, ‘I’ve got to say, as breasts go, yours are really quite...’

His voice trailed off then, and she knew she had him on the hook. Now all she had to do was reel him in.

‘Quite what, sweetie?’ she said softly, her voice as light and sing-songy as she could make it.

‘Quite... quite...’

‘Quite what? Remarkable? Magnificent? Beautiful?’

‘Yeah,’ he said, his voice taking on the same easy tone as hers. ‘Beautiful. They’re beautiful.’

‘I’m glad you think so,’ she said. ‘But you weren’t looking at my breasts, were you?’

‘No.’

‘What were you looking at?’

‘That.’

‘What?’

‘Your necklace.’

The sliver of rock seemed to be glowing now, producing its own light rather than reflecting that of the fluorescent tubing behind the bar. The glimmer of light danced in Chris’s eyes as she moved: they followed her every change of position, completely transfixed.

She smiled. The crystal always seemed to know best.

‘That’s OK,’ she said softly. ‘You’re right. It is beautiful. That’s why you can’t take your eyes off it, isn’t it?’

‘Yeah.’

She reached her hands up and slipped the delicate chain over her head, holding it like a pendulum in front of him. His eyes traced its movements as it swayed gently, inches in front of his face.

‘Well, that’s good. You don’t want to take your eyes off it, do you, Chris?’

‘No.’

‘There you go. You don’t have to. Just keep looking at it.’

An almost imperceptibly slight flick of her wrist set the pendulum swinging back and forth. As it span, a rainbow of colours seemed to flash deep within it: thousands of shades of reds and blues and greens all vying to get out, desperate to escape and claim him as their own.

Soon, she thought. Soon he’ll be all ours.

He breathed out, smiling and happy. Whatever the crystal did, and however it worked, it seemed to have a firm hold on him now.

‘That’s better, isn’t it?’ she said, her voice faintly condescending, but he did not seem to notice. ‘You be a good boy and just stare at that crystal. Stare at the crystal and focus on the sound of my voice. Focus... focus... focus on the sound, as you feel your mind slipping away. Focus on the sound of my voice as you slip away to nothingness for me. There’s a good boy.’

She caught what might have been a slight nod of acquiescence, but it was hard to tell. But for the dreamy look on his face, Chris might have been asleep: his mind certainly wasn’t entirely present, even though his body sat as upright in its chair as ever.

‘You want to keep looking at the crystal, don’t you, Chris? You can’t seem to bring yourself to look away.’

‘Yes,’ he said again, barely audible over the noise of the bar. ‘Can’t.’

‘Good.’

She saw the crystal glow a little brighter, and felt a slight vibration travelling up the chain and into her hand. Its work was done, and she slipped the chain back over her neck, leaving the crystal to settle once more in its home in the valley of her breasts.

Chris’s eyes followed it, as if unable to move of their own accord.

‘Michelle...’ he said quietly, his voice falling away as though he was struggling to find the words to ask a question he desperately needed the answer to.

What’s happening to me?

How are you doing this?, perhaps.

It didn’t much matter either way.

Here was her opportunity, now or never. She had never lost a subject so late in the game – truth be told, since she had figured out exactly what the sight of the crystal did and how to get it to work, she had never lost a subject at all – but there was always that frisson of nervousness. Would this time be the time that it failed?

She hoped not. This one seemed more promising than usual. It would be a shame if it didn’t work.

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear, the rich red of her lipstick almost pressing against his lobe. ‘No, Chris. Not Michelle. If you want to carry on with this, you can call me Mistress. Do you understand?’

He sighed as though a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

She smiled happily. Now it was time for her to have her fun.

She gave a slight nod to the bartender, who reached under the counter and slid a key along the surface towards her. The agreement they had made was beneficial for both of them: she got access to the room upstairs whenever she found herself a suitable plaything, and he got the promise that the little mind-control trick he watched her pull on the finer members of his clientele would never be used against him.

It was a promise she had managed to keep... mostly, at least.

She took the key with a wink, and grasped Chris’s hand firmly, leading him to stand and follow her.

‘Come with me,’ she said.

Wordlessly he rose to his feet, and for the first time she saw just how tall he was. She had never considered herself to be short, exactly, but he towered above her nonetheless: a column of taut, toned muscle that could, if it had chosen, have thrown her around like a ragdoll.

And he was all hers.

He followed her, meek as a lamb, as she directed him towards the stairs in the back.

Almost there, she thought.

The upstairs room was really little more than a boxroom. There was a small bathroom and a kitchenette, complete with a portable stove and a mini-fridge, but she rarely had use for either. No, the real value of the room sat in the corner: a small – but entirely functional – bed.

Once they were inside, and the door was safely locked behind them, she finally relinquished her grip on his hand. ‘Stay there,’ she ordered, leaving him standing in the middle of the room.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he said, his voice still stuck in that dreamy, barely-there tone that she had become used to in her playthings. The crystal quivered again on the chain between her breasts, hurrying her along.

I’m working on it, she thought. Be patient.

She sat down on the bed, and watched him for a moment. He really was a magnificent specimen: if the crystal had picked him out, it had exceptional taste.

‘Strip,’ she said, keeping her eyes fixed on him. ‘Let me see what I’ve got to work with.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

The shirt fell to the floor at his feet, and for the first time she was able to see the muscled contours of his chest and abs. Even from across the room, she could see that he had put a tremendous amount of effort into his body, and it had paid off in spades. Every part of him seemed to pulse with a raw, animalistic power, and yet here he was, casually obeying the instructions of a woman he had met less than an hour before, completely helpless to resist her whims.

The beast, for all its strength, had already been well tamed.

He removed his trousers and underwear and stood in front of her, legs spread slightly and with his hands behind his back, at ease. His cock, long and thick and shapely, bobbed pleasingly in front of him, rock hard already.

That wasn’t always the case. Sometimes, it was as though a subconscious struggle took place in the mind of her subjects: they would fight her, and even though she would inevitably win, it required some effort to bend them to her will.

Not this time, it seemed. Chris had reacted extraordinarily well to the idea of a woman in charge. If the increasing warmth between her legs was anything to go by, she was having a positive reaction of her own: she didn’t need to reach her fingers down there to know that she would already be wet at the thought.

You never can tell who’s going to turn out to have a submissive streak, she thought with a grin.

But now, it was time to see just how deep his submissive nature ran.

‘Why are you here?’ she asked him curtly, trying to keep the desire in her voice from being too obvious – not that he was in any position to notice.

A look of confusion crossed his eyes. ‘You told me to come up here, Mistress. You told me to follow you.’

She chastised herself. Poor phrasing.

‘I mean, why are you here? What’s your purpose?’

He paused, as if thinking the question over. ‘I don’t know,’ he said eventually. His tone was oddly decisive, sure that – even if he didn’t know – it wouldn’t be long before she told him.

‘I think you do. I think you know exactly what you’re here for. Why I picked you out. Why I brought you up to this room tonight.’ She licked her lips as he stood there, unmoving. This was a part she always enjoyed: the first use of the word that would define her plaything for the night. The word that would set their hierarchy as if it had been cast in bronze, one always higher than the other.

‘You’re here because you’re my slave,’ she said softly. ‘Aren’t you, boy?’

He let out a little moan, barely perceptible even in the silence of the room. His cock twitched and he bit his lip, as if trying to choke back the words he knew she wanted to hear, but it was no use: it was the cold, hard truth, and there was no way of denying it.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he said at last, and smiled as a wave of acceptance washed over him. It felt good to let go.

It felt good to submit.

‘That’s right. And the more time you spend with me, the more true you can feel it becoming. Every second spent with me is pushing you deeper and deeper, further into a nice, sweet submission to me. Completely under my control. Because that’s where you belong, isn’t it?’

‘Yes Mistress. Completely under your control.’

‘Good boy. I want you to feel my words becoming your thoughts. They’re the only thing that matter now. You’re completely and utterly mine.’

‘Completely yours, Mistress.’

‘Completely incapable of resisting my instructions. Just an obedient little slave who lives to please me.’

‘I live to please you, Mistress.’

She smiled. The crystal had done its work, as she should have known it would have.

‘Now get on your knees, and crawl over here.’

Silently, he sank to the floor with a swanlike grace: he was a natural. He took to being on his knees as if he had been born there, and as she watched his toned, lithe body slink its way towards her, head bowed, she found herself overcome for a moment by the power she had over him.

He knelt by her, awaiting his instructions.

She pointed downwards, towards her feet and the tight black heels that surrounded them. ‘Look at them, slave. Look at my feet.’

He didn’t move; he didn’t need to. His eyes were already focused on the expensive footwear she had been sporting all night – a gift from one of the crystal’s previous victims: wealthy and generous, but with no long-term prospects.

Foot fetishist or natural submissive?, she wondered, almost out loud. There was only one way to find out.

‘From now on, my feet are your entire world. They’re the most important thing to you – the only important thing, in fact. You’re going to be my obedient little footslave, starting now.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘That’s right, boy. From this moment onwards, you’re going to be completely devoted to serving me. No matter how hard you try, you won’t be able to pull your mind away from my feet. My shoes. My stockings. They will completely fill your mind, morning to night, seven days a week, for as long as I like.’

His eyes had a hungry, desperate look in them all of a sudden, but they never once left the rich black leather of her shoes.

‘You want to kiss them,’ she continued, more statement than question. ‘You want to press your lips against my shoes, and to run your tongue over my toes like a good little footslave, don’t you?’

He groaned loudly and pressed his cock forward as though humping the air, desperate for some friction to relieve his growing frustration. ‘Yes Mistress,’ he moaned. ‘I want it so much.’

‘Good boy. Because it’s not just the sight of my feet that really turns you on, is it? It’s everything about them. The smell of my shoes. The taste of my sweat. The way they’d feel, nudging against that dirty little cock of yours.’

To punctuate the point, she moved her foot between his legs and gave the pulsing erection she found there a light tap on the side. The effect was electric: his body tensed as if on the edge of an orgasm that he was almost incapable of holding back, shuddering in the joy and agony of her teasing touch.

‘Yes Mistress,’ he gasped out with difficulty. ‘It feels so good.’

‘Of course it does, slave. And you can have more... if you earn it.’

He looked up at her then, still on his knees, and she saw the effect she had had on him fully for the first time. The thing that knelt before her – the thing that had once been Chris, the confident, self-possessed man who had had the good or bad fortune to pick her out at the bar and catch both her eye and the attention of the crystal around her neck – was looking at her with nothing less than total adoration in its eyes. Every part of its mind, every curved muscle in its immaculately toned body, was hers to use – hers to exploit, to torment, to abuse and to torture on a whim, if that was what she decided she wanted. She could break him with a word.

No, more than that. She could break him with nothing more than her indifference.

He wouldn’t have been the first.

Instead, she ran a hand gently through his hair, pushing his gaze back down to the floor.

‘Lick, slave,’ she said.

He smiled as he lowered his face to the floor, and she waited for the pressure of his tongue against the leather of her shoe, but it didn’t come immediately. There was a pause for a second – long enough for her to wonder if he had somehow broken the spell and was struggling to come back to what had once been his reality – and then the sound of a deep inhalation. It wasn’t doubt or hesitation that had caused him to linger. He was merely breathing in the mixture of scents, leather and sweat mingling together in front of his nose.

It was a liberty, perhaps, but it was one that pleased her. In the circumstances, he could be permitted his little reward.

His tongue reached out, tentative at first, but within seconds he had lost all his shyness. He licked great swathes across the leather of her heels, unselfconsciously devoting himself body and soul to the task at hand. It wasn’t long before he had covered every inch of her left shoe, and he looked up as if to ask for permission to switch to the right one.

She nodded a silent assent, and smiled.

He worked quickly, with none of his previous timidity, eagerly working his tongue against the metal of the buckles, desperate to get everything up to the exacting standards she knew she would expect of him – partly out of a desire to please her, and partly because he found himself lost in the intoxicating odour of her feet.

When she kicked the heels off, he kept his position, softly pressing his lips against the smooth white skin of her feet. With every movement she found that she was losing herself a little more in the depths of his devotion to her: every kiss, from the first to the last, was planted with the gentle care and attention of a man who knew his true calling in life. She had had other footslaves before – slobbery, feeble things, more like dogs than men – but he was something else entirely.

He was someone who understood why he was kissing her feet.

It wasn’t a humiliation, although she suspected that if he could have seen himself without the effects of the crystal playing through his brain, he might have felt differently. It was a mark of respect, that was all: every kiss an acknowledgement of the power she had over him, and a way of thanking her for allowing him to spend time in her presence.

He got that. It was unexpected, but extremely pleasant, and his understanding made her want him even more.

She put her feet down on the floor, and when he tried to follow them she stopped him with a light grip on his hair, directing him to look up at her.

‘Do you want to fuck me, slave?’

It was a simple enough question, but the dreamy, spaced out look on his face told her that he wasn’t in any state to discuss it. ‘I want what you want, Mistress,’ he said.

‘No, slave. You’ll get what I want. I need to know what you want. If you had the option, would you want to fuck me right now?’

He nodded vigorously, his hair pulling against her fingers. ‘Yes Mistress. More than anything.’

‘Since when?’

‘Since I first saw you at the bar. From across the room.’

From what she could gather, the crystal only worked over short distances: two or three feet at most. If he had noticed her from across the room – if he, this toned Adonis, had noticed her – then it was nothing to do with the power that had fallen into her lap.

The thought made her tingle.

He wanted her, not the crystal.

She leaned forward and whispered into his ear, waiting until her lipstick almost made a mark against his skin. ‘Right answer, slave,’ she said, and she felt his body relax. He had pleased her. His job was done.

She patted the side of the bed, indicating that he should join her, and he did so happily.

‘Lie down,’ she said, pushing him flat and positioning his hands above his head. ‘And don’t you dare move.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

His cock stood upright, firm and hard and ready to be used. For a second, she considered having him service her orally, but the sight of it – throbbing and with a single drop of precome forming on the tip – made her mind up for her.

She needed him inside her, and she needed it now.

She hitched up her skirt and slid her lace panties down her thighs, revealing her wetness to him for the first time; as she straddled his stomach and raked her fingernails down his chest, he let out a gasp: pain mixed with pleasure, and all for her.

She leant forward, pinning his arms down with her hands, and whispered in his ear.

‘You know that you’re not allowed to come without my express permission, right?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And you know that when you come – if I let you come – I’m going to take that as a sign that you agree to all this. That you’re officially my slave until I decide otherwise.’

‘Yes Mistress.’

Often, with her past conquests, there had been a pause when she asked that question, as though the last vestiges of their individual humanity were trying to reassert themselves through the weight of the crystal’s power. Sometimes it took a little extra persuasion from her – a bite, a scratch, a tongue flicking lightly across a nipple – to get them to come around, but they always did in the end.

But not Chris. He hadn’t needed any of that, and it made her want him all the more.

She positioned herself over him, the head of that wonderful cock at the entrance to her sex, and pressed down, filling herself with his length.

‘Fuck me,’ she said breathlessly. ‘You fuck me and you don’t stop until I scream.’

He didn’t say anything to that. Instead, she felt his hips rise up to meet hers, falling back and rebounding over and over in a rhythmic sine wave of desire. Every thrust pushed him deeper inside of her; every thrust pushed her closer to the edge.

His movements perfectly matched her own, and his moans were a perfect mirror of the whimpers of pleasure that escaped her mouth.

She guided his hands up to her body, giving them free rein to explore her, and he did: his fingertips ran gentle pathways down her shoulders, along the delicate curves of her breasts, and down to her hips, where his grip tightened and he pulled her onto his cock.

‘More,’ she screamed. ‘For fuck’s sake, give me more. If you tease me, I swear to God I’ll make you regret it.’

Her anger spurred him on, every thrust giving her what she demanded, working to please her. As his cock slid into her over and over, slick with her pleasure, his face began to change: whereas at first it was lost in the exertion of the physical act of fucking her, but it wasn’t long before it was marred by the effort it was taking him not to come.

‘Please, Mistress,’ he half-whispered, half gasped eventually, when he could take no more. ‘I need... I need to...’ His voice trailed off into another moan as she tightened her grip on his cock.

‘You need what?’

‘I need to come, Mistress. Please.’ And then, almost as an afterthought: ‘I’m yours. I need to be yours.’

She leant forward, allowing him to slide deeper inside her but requiring more effort from his hips in order to do it, sliding up and down the length of his cock. Every movement, every tensing of the muscles in her cunt squeezed him, gave him the friction he needed to take himself over the edge.

But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t.

Not without her permission.

She smiled and increased her speed, grinding his cock as much for her pleasure as for his. It wasn’t until she thought that he couldn’t physically hold back any longer that she acted, raking her nails down his chest and finally giving him the permission he so desperately desired.

‘Come, slave,’ she said. ‘Give yourself to me.’

The reaction was instantaneous. She felt the desperate buck and thrust of his body beneath hers, and the spurt of his seed into her cunt. The latter sensation – that immense feeling of fullness, of his liquid pleasure coating her insides – was enough to push her over the edge into her own orgasm, a rolling boil that started in her core and spread out along every inch of her body.

She collapsed forward in ecstasy, moaning his name.

‘Good slave,’ she said. ‘Such a good boy.’

From the look on his face, that sliver of approval pleased him even more than the orgasm had.

She pulled herself off him, and wiped down the sticky wetness that coated her thighs. He remained on the bed, drifting off in the combined pleasure of his submission and his release.

It seemed like such a shame to leave him like that, but it wasn’t the first time, and she doubted it would be the last.

Thanks to the crystal, there would always be fresh opportunities: new slaves, new encounters, fresh relief in the control of others.

It shivered on the chain between her breasts. It was time to go.

But maybe...

Yes, ordinarily she would just leave her toys when she had taken what she wanted, but there was something different about this one. She sensed it. Perhaps the crystal sensed it too.

‘Slave?’ she said into the murky lamplight of the room.

‘Yes Mistress?’

‘Come here. Kneel down.’

She watched him pull his body off the bed, sink to his knees and crawl to her, head bowed, his eyes fixed on her feet, just waiting. If she had doubted her decision before, his devotion made her mind up: he was a keeper.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a collar – nothing fancy, just a cheap pet store strip of leather that she had bought on a whim once and never used – and held it in front of him.

‘Do you want this, slave? Do you want to be marked as my property?’

He nodded eagerly. ‘Yes, Mistress.’

She stopped for a second, then reached her hands behind her neck and slipped the catch on the necklace chain open. The rock and its silver casing slipped into her waiting hand, and she put it into one of the compartments of her bag, safe and sound. She felt it buzz at her angrily, but she didn’t care. It had to be done.

‘How about now?’

He looked around the room, dazed and confused for a moment. With the crystal out of sight, its powers were greatly limited, and his old personality was able to reassert itself. ‘Where...?’ he began, as flustered memories of the last hour reorganised themselves in his mind. ‘What just happened?’

She sighed. It was no use. What had she thought would happen? That he’d just give himself up willingly? That she could possibly ensnare someone like him without the help of the rock in her bag?

If she had, she had been dreaming. There was no other explanation.

He made a noise then, a murmur that she was barely able to catch.

‘What did you say?’ she asked. Surely it couldn’t be...

‘Yes,’ he said softly, barely audible. ‘I mean, yes, Mistress.’

‘What?’

He lowered his head towards the collar still in her hand. ‘I’d like the collar. To be yours. I’d like that a lot.’ A pause. ‘That is, if you’ll have me.’

She smiled then, a wide beam that she didn’t think would ever – could ever – disappear as long as she had this magnificent specimen in front of her. Within seconds, she had buckled the thin strip of leather around his neck.

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ he said, and the look of intense gratitude in his eyes told her that he meant it.

He tensed his neck, feeling the tightness of the collar for the first time, testing the boundaries of his newfound submission. His face flushed. He had the same dreamy look of contentment that had marked his face when he was under the control of the crystal, but this time she knew it was safely out of range.

This time, it was all for her.

And so, she thought with a grin, was he.
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