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They called her the Shadow.

It was, as nicknames went, accurate – and for a cat burglar, a useful calling card. She had chosen a life that rewarded secrecy and guile, and it had rewarded her handsomely.

But perhaps, she sometimes thought, not quite handsomely enough.

Maybe that was why she had agreed to take the Chatterley House job. There couldn’t be another reason for it; in fact, every single fibre of her being told her that it was a mistake. The payoff, on the other hand, was too big to pass up.

She pulled herself lightly onto the second-floor balcony and waited in the silence, trying to keep her breathing to a minimum. The same steady rush of excitement that she always felt from her work made her heart pound in her chest, but she tried her best to dull the noise: for now, she had to focus.

She paused for a while, half-expecting someone to emerge from a window or a guard’s station and spot her, or to hear the mechanical whirr of a security camera as its robotic eye scanned for intruders, but nothing happened. She breathed a soft sigh of relief and headed for the large, glass-panelled windows that led into the house.

It was an odd setup for a job, she thought as she attached the adhesive sucker to the window. The diamond-tipped blade scratched through the glass like a hot knife through butter, cutting a perfectly circular hole just large enough for her to fit her arm through. She didn’t know who her employer was, for a start, or precisely what it was she would be stealing – only that it would be in the house’s panic room, and it was apparently worth upwards of five million US dollars to whoever could bring it in. A quick mental conversion had set the figure of her payment at roughly three million pounds.

There was an old saying in the criminal community: you could get old crooks, and you could get daring crooks, but you never saw both at once. She hadn’t built up her reputation by being reckless, but then again, a job like this had never come up before.

No matter what the risk, it was an opportunity she had to seize.

She slipped her hand through the glass and released the catch. The door had been specially chosen – thanks to ongoing building work, it was temporarily unconnected to the house’s security system – and she planned to take full advantage of the fact. Slowly, she slid it open, ready to bolt at the first sound of an alarm, but nothing happened.

She was in.

She padded her way softly along the wooden floor, constantly on the lookout for sensors or monitors. Even though she had been scouting the place for weeks, making sure that she knew it inside and out, there was still no need to get complacent.

Up the stairs, third floor, second door on the left: that was the main study, according to the blueprints she had been provided with. Her footfalls as light as she could humanly make them without floating in the air, she waltzed her way down the corridor in the dark, trusting her instincts and her preparation more than the flashlight she kept on her belt just in case.

The door clicked shut behind her and she smiled. Only one more door to go.

The security system for the panic room was easy – as she had expected it would be. Even though the entire concept was designed to keep people out, it was supposed to be relatively easy to get into in the first place in case of emergency. As far as secure locations went, it was a very poor choice, unless you were sure you’d be able to get there with your jewels faster than any thief.

Rich people, the Shadow thought to herself. All the money, none of the sense.

The digital scrambler she hooked up to the number pad outside made short work of the entry code encryption, and she heard the magnetic clunk as the door locks opened. One quick pull and the heavy steel door swung open just wide enough to let her pass through.

Simple.

Now, sure that no one could see her, she trusted herself to use the flashlight. She ran its soft blue glow around the room until she saw what she was looking for at last: a small, brushed-steel safe resting in the far corner of the room. It was a brand she recognised, and one she knew she could deal with without too much difficulty. Soon, the contents would be all hers – and the reward that accompanied them.

Her hands worked quickly, her ear pressed to the safe door to hear the minute clicks of its internal mechanism as she tried to find the number. In the silence of the few minutes that followed, she caught the noises that she had trained herself to listen out for – the noises that heralded success, that still thrilled her after years on the job – and with a soft creak the safe door swung open.

The only thing inside it was a small brown leather bag, with a knotted drawstring.

It fit the description given to her by her employer, but even under the feeble torchlight, she found it hard to believe that the bag could contain anything worth paying upwards of three million for. The bag was too small for it to harbour any grand-scale artwork, and light for it to be a single large diamond – not to mention the fact that the whole criminal underworld would have known about it if either of those had been the case.  Perhaps engraving plates for counterfeiting money, but what would they be doing in the study of a country house in the middle of the countryside? It didn’t make sense.

An item of great sentimental value, then? No, that couldn’t be it. Three million seemed excessive no matter how sentimental you were; if not the whole house, that was certainly more than this particular wing would have cost.

She was going to have to look.

She pulled back the drawstring gently, her curiosity taking control and driving her actions all by itself. In the silence of the room, the sound of the string against the leather seemed to echo almost as loudly as her heartbeat. Even though she knew it was inaudible – practically silent, by any sensible measure – the adrenaline that coursed through her system magnified everything a thousand times.

She had almost managed to work the string free when she heard the voice. It was feminine and confident, a woman not to be messed with – and it came from the open doorway.

Her only exit.

‘Well, well,’ it said. ‘What do we have here?’

The Shadow froze like a deer in headlights. How could she have been so stupid? How could she have let herself get so distracted?

A dark, unpleasant future flashed before her eyes. Police sirens cutting through the night air. Her unmasking, and the heavy bite of handcuffs around her wrists. The court case – open and shut, naturally – and a plea for mercy that would fall on deaf ears.

And then a lifetime behind bars.

The woman reached across and flicked a switch. The room flooded with a soft light that still managed to burn into her retinas as they struggled to adjust.

The figure standing in the doorway had a wry smile on her face, and none of the fear in her eyes that the Shadow might have expected to see in someone who was halfway through being robbed. Instead, she stood confidently in a silk dressing gown, her stare planted firmly on the young woman raiding her home. Early forties, perhaps a little younger – either way, she carried it well, with all easy glamour of those who had been born into wealth. It was the confidence that came with money – money, at least, and the device she had squarely aimed at her intruder.

For a second, she thought it might have been a gun, but as her vision cleared it became clear that it was just a taser: painful, certainly, but not likely to be lethal. Perhaps she could make a run for it. Perhaps she’d be lucky enough to get past the woman before she could pull the trigger. Perhaps she’d miss, and wouldn’t be able to reload.

Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps.

The woman must have seen her body tensing, preparing to run. ‘I really wouldn’t do that, if I were you,’ she said calmly. ‘Someone might end up getting hurt.’

The Shadow didn’t speak. There was something about being in the light that soaked up her confidence like ink from a blotter. In the cover of the night, she could be anyone, do anything, disappear out of view in a moment’s notice. Not here, though. Here, she was exposed. Vulnerable.

Helpless.

It wasn’t a feeling she enjoyed.

‘You must be the one they call the Shadow,’ the woman said at last.

‘You’ve heard of me?’

‘Oh, I keep my ear to the ground. I’ve heard of all of you,’ she said. ‘But I have to admit, you’re younger than I was expecting.’

It wasn’t surprising. It was a young person’s game, and one that involved a certain nimble figure that was easily lost with the passage of time, but at twenty-six she was still far younger than the majority of people with her reputation – not that there were many. She had earned her stripes quickly by necessity: one of the few advantages of being on your own since you were just a teenager was that you quickly learned to fend for yourself.

They stared at each other for a while, the young thief and her rich victim, each debating the next move in the high-stakes game of chess they had found themselves thrust into. ‘I think it’s time for me to be honest with you,’ the older woman began at last. ‘I hired you. Consider this your... interview, I suppose. You passed, by the way. Stellar work. At least, it would have been if I hadn’t been waiting.’

The Shadow stayed silent. It all sounded a little too far-fetched. Could it really be true?

‘I know what you’re thinking,’ the woman said. ‘This is me just killing time until the police arrive. You needn’t worry. If I’d called the police, my private security team would be here already.’ She gestured to the taser in her hand. ‘I know you don’t like to work armed, so I think this would do a pretty good job of taking you down if I decided it was needed. Unless you think you can outrun electricity, of course?’

The woman had a point.

‘I thought we might chat for a little while,’ she said. ‘Get to know each other. I might have something that interests you.’

‘You think?’

‘I don’t know. I guess we’ll find out.’ The Shadow didn’t move. Sometimes, she knew from bitter experience, too much action could lead to disaster. The woman seemed faintly annoyed by her young visitor’s refusal to panic. ‘Well?’ she asked. ‘Don’t you want to see what you were hired to steal?’

She snorted in derision. ‘You mean, so you’ve got my fingerprints all over it? I’ll pass, thanks.’

‘You don’t think the police would have enough evidence as it is? Don’t be naive, sweetie. If I wanted you to spend the rest of your life rotting in a jail cell, they’d throw the book at you. I’d make sure of it.’

The Shadow grimaced. ‘So what, then? You’re going to have your heavies work me over? Teach me a lesson I won’t forget.’

The woman shook her head, and for a moment she seemed almost hurt at the suggestion. ‘That’s not my style. I’ve always been much more amenable to... persuasion. Violence is such an ugly method of getting what one wants. So much mess, so much fuss. No, that doesn’t work for me at all.’

‘Then what?’

‘Really... you criminals are always so suspicious. It’s related to the reason I brought you here. Strictly a business opportunity. Besides, I know you must be wondering what could possibly have been worth such a payoff. Open it up. It won’t bite. I promise.’

The Shadow paused for the first time. The woman was right: there really was no reason why she wouldn’t already be in handcuffs, unless her skills were needed in some other act of service. Besides, even if she decided not to take this new job, all she needed to do was stall for long enough to get out of the room, then she could dash through the windows and across the garden. It would be tight, but... yes, she could make it.

The older woman put down the taser, a show of faith that the Shadow didn’t quite understand. ‘No tricks,’ she said. ‘Open the bag.’

Curiosity got the better of her. She pulled open the drawstring in one firm tug, and tipped the item inside out into her hand.

Her first thought was one of disappointment. She hadn’t known quite what she had been expecting, but the string of black pearls that came out of the bag one by one were not it. Sure, black pearls had a higher value, but these weren’t of anything even approaching high quality: they were misshapen and had almost no lustre of which to speak, and there was a gap in the string where one of the pearls had been removed. Practically any item of jewellery in the house must have been worth more than them – not to mention being more aesthetically pleasing.

‘What do you think?’ the woman asked. ‘Pretty, aren’t they?’

‘I... I don’t understand,’ she stammered out.

‘Oh?’

‘They’re worthless. Nothing. They’re not even costume jewellery.’

The woman sighed theatrically. ‘Oh, sweetie,’ she said. ‘Why is it always about the glitz and glamour with you people? There’s more value in an item than how shiny it is. I thought you might have been able to see that.’

The Shadow stared at her, confused. ‘So what... it’s a case of sentimental value? You wanted me to steal something that belonged to your dead grandmother or something?’

‘Perhaps I can show you,’ she said. ‘That might be easier.’ She beckoned into the hallway, and for a moment the younger woman wanted to run, but then a sensation of calm washed over her. She looked down at the pearls in her hand, feeling the cold smoothness of them against her skin. She had to stay. She had to understand. It was... safe.

Yes, that was it. It felt safe, somehow. The woman wasn’t even armed. What could happen?

The woman entered the panic room, but she didn’t expect the person who followed her in to look like he did. He was a huge, hulking brute of a man, well over six feet tall and with a lithe, toned body that rippled with pure strength. She could see the outline of every taut sinew, and she knew that if he was here to punish her for breaking in she would stand no chance: he could have snapped her in half like a twig.

He was also almost completely naked.

From his feet right up to his closely-cropped head, there wasn’t a stitch of clothing on him. As he walked into the room and stood by the woman’s side, the Shadow could see his cock, eight inches long and standing to attention like a flagpole on the side of a building, bobbing in front of him. She couldn’t help but stare at it. The situation was bizarre, and yet somehow intoxicating. It drew the eye and kept it there so well that she barely even noticed the tight strip of black leather that was locked around his neck, with a small black pendant hanging from it.

Once she let her eyes rest on it, however, the symbolism was hard to miss: it was a collar, and collars could only mean one thing.

‘Allow me to introduce Marcus,’ the woman said, smiling. She ran her fingers along the perfectly sculpted contours of his body, but he didn’t react. Even once she flicked his nipple gently, teasingly, he stood perfectly still, his blank eyes fixed ahead on nothing in particular. ‘Marcus lives here with me, and has for about six months now. I couldn’t ask for a better companion.’

‘What happened to him?’ she asked. ‘Why is he...?’

‘What? So well behaved? Training, of course.’ The woman clicked her fingers and pointed to the floor. ‘On your knees, boy,’ she said, and to the Shadow’s surprise Marcus immediately dropped to the ground with his hands behind his back. She had never seen a man so huge move so quickly.

Once he was down, the woman gently caressed the leather collar with her fingertips. She moved them slowly to the front, and toyed with the pendant that rested just below his Adam’s apple. ‘I mean, obviously I had some help,’ she said, smiling.

For the first time, thanks to the dim light of the panic room, the Shadow could make out just what the pendant was: a single black pearl of just the right size and shape to match the one missing the necklace in her hand. She looked down at the string of misshapen black orbs, and then back at the woman and her boy.

‘Remember when I said that appearances weren’t everything?’ the woman said with a wry smirk. ‘Remember how I told you not to judge value by how much an object sparkled? Here’s your proof.’

‘Proof of what? That your boyfriend has an exhibitionist streak and likes it kinky? That’s not exactly headline news.’

The woman sighed and rolled her eyes in exasperation. ‘I don’t really like your tone, young lady,’ she  said. ‘Get on your knees. Now.’

The Shadow’s body moved like a marionette pulled by invisible strings. No matter how much she tried to fight it, she felt her knees buckle and her entire body slump to the ground. It was as though all of her muscles had just given up, replacing the stress and tension of her instinctive fight-or-flight reaction with a warm feeling of comfort and relaxation.

‘What... what just happened?’ she said. ‘What did you do to me?’

The woman ignored her. ‘The reason I bought Marcus in is because I think you might have a certain... shall we say, professional involvement?’ she said. ‘Marcus, sweetie... tell this mouthy little slut what your name used to be before you came to work here.’

When he spoke up, his voice was light and distant, as though he was talking in his sleep. ‘People used to call me the Ghost, Mistress,’ he said. His voice had a faint foreign tinge to it – European with a British education, and a good one at that.

The Ghost.

She knew that name. He had been one of the big players on the scene for years, rumoured to be a Russian gentleman thief who stole what he wanted for the sheer thrill of it. There was no job too big for the Ghost, as long as it was interesting enough to catch his attention.

A few months earlier he had disappeared. Rumour was that he had retired, or been arrested – perhaps even killed during a job that went wrong – but somewhat unusually when to one of their own going down, people on the street had nothing much in the way of hard information. The police loved to gloat about capturing a high-profile criminal, and cat burglars had a glamour about them that kept the newspapers happy, but with the Ghost there was nothing. It was as though he had just disappeared.

Except he had been captured, plainly: just not by the police.

‘Ah yes,’ the woman said. ‘“The Ghost.” What silly little nicknames you all like to give to yourselves.’ She ran her fingers down Marcus’s arm, teasing him with her touch. ‘You see, Marcus here thought he could do just what you’re doing. He heard that I had something of incredible value, and he just couldn’t resist trying to get his greedy little hands on it. Isn’t that right, boy?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And of course, greedy little boys have to be punished for taking things that don’t belong to them. I knew what the pearls did by that point, of course. I just didn’t know how to turn it to my advantage. Marcus showed me the way. I should thank him, I suppose – not that I think I need to. Really, I’ve done him a favour.’

The Shadow spoke up for the first time in what felt like an eternity. Her voice cracked like ice after the first thaw as she did so, but she fought to keep it steady. ‘How do you figure?’

‘Oh, he’s so much happier now. He doesn’t have to worry about being caught or captured. All he has to focus his little mind on is how best to please me. Don’t you agree, Marcus?’

He nodded. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said again.

‘But I don’t expect you to just take his word for it,’ she said. ‘I want to show you. I want you to see for yourself.’

Run.

From the moment she had placed the pearls into her hand it was as though she had been encased in a thick fog, her own thoughts struggling to come to the surface as though they were being forced up through treacle.

Run.

That one came up like a bullet, a bright flash of light that exploded in front of her eyes in one clear, resounding message that seemed to fill up every part of her.

Run. If you don’t run now, you’ll never run anywhere ever again.

‘Marcus was the first,’ the woman explained calmly as she began walking towards her. Her muscle followed, a wolf being led like a lapdog. ‘You’re the second. Or at least, you will be.’

Run. You have to. You need to go now, or else.

Run.

Run.

RUN.

No matter how many times she forced that thought downwards into her body, it had no effect. Her hands wouldn’t drop the pearls, and the limp noodles that had once been her legs refused to pull her up from her kneeling position. She let out a low, helpless moan as Marcus walked around behind her, but was unable to protest as he wrapped his enormous tree-trunk arms around her small, lithe body. He pulled her to her feet and held her firm.

She felt his cock pressing into the small of her back as he gripped her, and winced. It was a ridiculous situation to be in, and yet the fact of its ridiculousness didn’t make it any less threatening.

It seemed that the tighter he held her, the harder his cock became.

The woman pulled the string of pearls from between the Shadow’s clutching fingers, and immediately it was like a weight had been lifted. The thief immediately began to buck and writhe against Marcus’s grip, but it was no use: the man was built like a wrestler, and the Shadow’s agility was no match for his pure, unbridled strength. She kicked out at her captors, but Marcus barely seemed to notice and the woman merely sighed and moved a few steps further away.

‘You’ll only tire yourself out, dear,’ she said as the Shadow watched her unfasten the clasp of the necklace and carefully slide one of the pearls from the string. It was an ugly, misshapen lump, but the woman didn’t seem to care: she looked at it as though it was more precious to her than diamond.

She crossed the room and went to one of the other drawers. From it, she selected a thin black collar. It wasn’t as thick as the one that adorned Marcus’s neck, but it was made of the same material and in the same style.

There could be no doubt about it. It was a matching set in every way, except one: where Marcus’s collar had an ugly black bead attached to the front, this new one had nothing but a twist of wire.

For now.

The woman deftly slipped the pearl onto the loop and fastened it closed. ‘There,’ she said, proud of her handiwork. ‘The perfect collar for my new acquisition. I think it will look lovely around that pretty neck of yours, don’t you?’

The Shadow fought like a demon, channelling every ounce of her strength into an escape, but it was no use: the more she struggled, the more tightly Marcus held her against his barrel chest.

‘Shh,’ the woman said. Her voice was soothing, the way you might talk to a frightened animal. She put out a hand and gently touched the side of the Shadow’s face, and then ran her fingertips down the line of the girl’s jaw as though to try and calm her. ‘Relax. Don’t fight it. It’s easier this way.’

She slipped the collar around the girl’s neck, and the calming feeling seemed to spread into a warm glow that filled her body. Why had she wanted to run? Why had she wanted to be anywhere but here? The voices in her head, the instincts that she had spent so long cultivating to ensure that she could stay safe, fell quiet one by one. The woman pulled out a small, heart-shaped lock and threaded it through the collar’s clasp.

Somehow she knew that she would never see the key that went with it.

‘What’s your name, girl?’ the woman asked. ‘Tell me.’

‘The Shadow,’ she said. That was her name, for all intents and purposes. That was the alias she used when she felt most alive, when she felt most comfortable. In many ways, it was the only thing she felt as though she did truly know.

And this woman was trying to take it from her.

‘No, sweetie. Your real name. Your birth name, not your silly little alias.’

The Shadow paused. Rationally, she knew it was suicide to give up her identity, but the pull of the pearl around her neck was too much to bear. Answering the woman’s question wasn’t a desire but a compulsion, something she had to do – something she would do eventually, no matter how hard she tried to fight it.

‘Sophie,’ she whispered. ‘My name is Sophie.’

‘Hmm... Sophie.’ The woman rolled her tongue around the word, trying it out for size. ‘Not what I was expecting, I’ll be honest. A little too cute. A little too innocent. We might have to do something about that. I think I’ll just call you girl for now. Or my little slut. How does that sound?’

It sounds like you should go and fuck yourself, she thought in some distant part of her mind, but somehow her mouth wouldn’t form the words. ‘It sounds wonderful,’ she said instead.

‘Good girl. You see? If you don’t fight me, you might even start to enjoy yourself here. And I think you should start calling me Mistress, just like Marcus does.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good girl. Doesn’t that feel better, girl?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’ Sophie was shocked at how natural it felt. How had she gone so long without experiencing the singular pleasure of submission to this Goddess? All the money she had acquired in the pursuit of happiness paled in comparison.

‘Now I think it’s about time you proved your worth. Marcus, let her go.’

Sophie felt the arms that surrounded her drop away, and she fell immediately to the floor. This time, there was no fighting it, no desire to run. She knew where she belonged. The pearls showed her the way.

The woman parted her dressing gown, and Sophie could see for the first time that she was wearing nothing underneath it. Her marble-smooth skin stood pale, in contrast to Marcus’s tanned physique: the body of a Goddess, immortalised as a statue and yet somehow brought to life. The soft folds of her pussy sat beneath a small, neat patch of hair.

Sophie had never had an inclination towards women, but with the woman standing in front of her – so alluring and yet so seemingly unattainable – it was all she could do to keep from rushing to lick it.

The woman seemed to know exactly the effect she was having on the girl. With a smirk, she reached down between her legs and slid a tantalising finger inside her for a brief moment, before holding it out in front of Sophie’s face. It glistened in the light of the room.

‘You want this, don’t you?’ she said.

Sophie moaned. ‘More than anything, Mistress.’

‘Oh really? More than everything I have locked up in that safe?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘You could be rich, girl. You could walk away from here with more money than you had ever even considered before, and I wouldn’t try to stop you. Or you can have one little taste of my cunt juices. Which is it to be?’

‘Please, Mistress,’ Sophie moaned. ‘Please. I need it.’

‘Yes... yes, I think you do,’ the woman said, satisfied that the pearl had done its work. ‘Taste me, my little slut. Show me you know your place.’

Sophie fell on the woman’s finger hungrily, sucking every trace of her juices from it. The taste was exquisite, unlike anything she had ever experienced. ‘There we go,’ the woman said. ‘Such a good little sucker, aren’t you? I’m sure Marcus will find a good use for that mouth of yours soon enough. It would be such a shame to let it go to waste.’

To her surprise, Sophie felt herself blushing: not at the idea of taking Marcus’s thick cock down into her throat – if Mistress wanted it, then it was an inevitability – but with how much the idea turned her on. She hungered for it almost as much as she craved the taste of her Mistress. Feeling it press into her back earlier had been such an exquisite tease. With Mistress’s permission, she couldn’t wait for the day she would be allowed to take it inside her: pushing into the warm folds of her cunt, pressing into her virgin asshole, and forcing its way past her gag reflex into her eager throat.

Her Mistress pulled her finger away, to Sophie’s disappointment. ‘Poor girl,’ she said. ‘I bet you’d do anything to taste me again, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘Strip for me.’

The girl didn’t need to be told again. Piece by piece, she stripped off the last vestments of the woman who had once been the Shadow. She removed her harness and the black one-piece body suit, designed to make her as difficult to spot as possible in the darkness of the night, and left them in a pile by her side. The only thing left against the pale white of her skin was the strip of black leather around her neck.

The Shadow was gone, now. A greedy slut sat in her place.

Her Mistress ran her fingers over her new toy, gently prodding and poking to see if her acquisition was everything she had hoped for. She seemed satisfied. As she gently stroked the girl’s breasts, Sophie let out a sigh of arousal: the feather-light stroking was an exquisite torture. The electricity between the two of them made the rest of the world disappear. The only thing that mattered was that this moment never ended.

Suddenly, her Mistress grabbed a handful of the girl’s hair and pulled her close. Even with the speed and dexterity she had honed from years in her chosen career, Sophie had no time to react, but  she didn’t need to: her body seemed to know exactly what to do. As the woman parted her legs, Sophie began licking eagerly at the soft slit that emerged. She sucked the woman’s lips greedily, desperate for every drop of her sweet arousal, before moving her tongue up to her Mistress’s clitoris. As soon as it made contact, the woman’s entire demeanour changed. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she gave a soft moan of pleasure.

‘Fuck,’ she said, almost despite herself.

Sophie liked that. It felt good to know that she was pleasing her Mistress. As she lapped at the pussy in front of her, eager to do the best job possible, she allowed it to become her entire universe. Nothing else mattered.

Perhaps that was why she barely noticed the woman gesturing for Marcus to stand behind her.

She did it wordlessly, with nothing more than a simple flick of the finger, but Marcus understood her intention. She felt his strong hands on her hips, trapping her in place between the woman and himself – as though she needed to be prevented from going anywhere. Why would she? She was in heaven, and even if she had planned to escape her Mistress’s fingers entangled in her hair would have been more than enough to keep her in position. For a split second, she found herself wondering what he was doing there.

And then she knew.

She felt the pressure of his cockhead at her entrance, first at her ass and then at her cunt. It felt bigger than anything she had taken before, the kind of thing that threatened to rip her in two – and yet she wanted it inside her. She needed to feel him thrust into her, to impale her, to ride her like she was nothing but a hole. She didn’t care which he chose; she knew he would use both eventually.

She was his reward for helping to capture her. He had served his Mistress well.

But hadn’t he done her a favour too? Wouldn’t she have tried to run away, if not for his mammoth arms? What if she had managed it? The thought disgusted her. How could she have been so stupid, knowing as she did now that this was how she would have felt?

He deserved his reward. If her tongue had not been occupied, she would have begged him to take it for himself.

As it happened, she didn’t need to. With one firm, swift movement, his cock parted her lips and slid inside her eager cunt, coating itself in her juices. She shivered with pleasure as he pushed into her over and over, even time driving it ever deeper inside; within moments, she felt as though he was going to rip her in half. When he pulled out for the last time, her body shuddered with the ecstasy of it all, but she couldn’t help but feel a tremendous relief.

When she felt the head of his cock press against the soft pink entrance to her ass, that relief was replaced by fear.

She wanted to scream, wanted to run, but her body remained rooted in position, licking eagerly at her Mistress’s pussy and basking in the sound of her moans. There was nowhere to run, anyway. This was home, now: where she belonged, where she felt safe. Her body was there to be used.

She relaxed herself, and felt nothing but pleasure as Marcus entered her.

It wasn’t that it didn’t hurt, because it did: Marcus’s cock was huge, his thrusting was frenzied and the lubrication of her flowing pussy juices now seemed to have dwindled to nothing. The pleasure came from the knowledge that this was all she had to be now. Her life was to be spent in service to her Mistress, her body available at all times to be used by any her Mistress saw fit. 

Yes...

There would be no more lusting after money, and sneaking around in the dead of night.

Please...

She didn’t need to worry about being caught. She had disappeared now. She was a non-person.

Oh God, yes...

Mistress’s property. Perhaps, even...

Fuck... fucking hell...

Dare she say it? Sophie felt her Mistress’s hand tighten in her hair as she pulled her tongue deeper inside her. As she moved forward, Marcus’s thrusting became even more frenetic. He was close, there was no mistaking it.

I need it, she thought. I need this. I need to be...

Mistress and Marcus exploded simultaneously. His hot come splashed inside her, flooding her once-virgin ass and changing her forever: the second that she felt him reach his release by using her body, she knew that this was her true calling. As he withdrew, she felt the shudders of her Mistress come to a close, the grasping fingers in her hair that had previously held her tongue so deep in her owner’s cunt loosening and finally falling away.

‘Good girl,’ she said, her voice still quivering. ‘Such a good girl.’

Sophie smiled. The approval meant a lot to her.

Mistress sat up and kissed her new plaything gently on the forehead. With the stroke of her thumb, she wiped some of her juices away from Sophie’s lips, and then presented it to her to be sucked clean. The girl did so eagerly, running her tongue around it, desperate to get every last trace of her Mistress while she could.

The older woman seemed satisfied by her service. She stood up, smoothed down the dressing down, and covered her glorious pussy once more.

‘Normally I make Marcus clean up his own filth, but now you’re here I think I can make an exception.’ She pointed to the splashes where Marcus’s come had escaped her ass and hit the tile of the floor. ‘Lick it, slut,’ she said.

Sophie dropped her head to the ground and immediately put her tired tongue to work. The rich, salty load seemed to take forever to swallow, but with each lick Sophie found herself more and more content. 

Perhaps if I’m a good girl Mistress might let me taste it direct from his cock, she thought as she licked up the last of it and then perched back on her knees. She’d like that. If there was ever a motive for good behaviour – besides pleasing her Mistress, of course – then the feel of Marcus’s thick cock sliding down her throat would definitely be it.

Mistress smiled down at her happily. ‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘You’re learning fast. I can see you’re going to fit right in here.’

The woman reached into the pocket of her dressing gown, and pulled out two short lengths of chain. Marcus seemed to know exactly what they were for; he came to kneel down by Sophie almost instinctively, just in time for Mistress to clip the leash onto his collar. A second later

‘Welcome to your new life, pet,’ Mistress said as she pulled on the leash, urging them to follow. Sophie didn’t respond. Somehow it felt as though words would only spoil the situation, as though they could never hope to match the joy that seemed to fill her now-aching body.

Instead she merely crawled after her new owner on all fours, her lips still coated with the filth of the naked man by her side, and let what remained of the Shadow melt into the darkness she left behind.


Want more?

EstherHarshom.com
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