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It was a sun-filled Friday morning in late July. For Roger there was always something special about the last day of the week. People seemed in a better mood, there was less of the early morning ‘grump’ factor. The weekend beckoned invitingly; Saturday would be an early morning round of golf followed by a trip down the river on the boat with Lizzy for a drink and then onto a leisurely lunch. Abigail was bringing her new boyfriend home for dinner on Sunday, and then with any luck he might even get to watch the TV football. He had earned a soft weekend. The last months had been stressful with the Blythe-Gwynne contract. Now that was all signed off - or it would be this morning – it was time to enjoy the feeling that the business was heading for its best profits in ten years.

The phone – the one which never left his office - trilled quietly with the arrival of a new text, the one that would change his life. His stomach tightened, anticipating the pleasure that text would bring him. He instinctively reached for it only to pull back his hand. He wanted to savour the thought of her, the sweetest form of anticipation.

He glanced across the open office. This was his kingdom, his domain. He had built-it up over the years; his staff were like a family to him. They shared in the highs and the lows, made a good team, and all contributed to what – everyone agreed – was a great working environment. His own corner was glass partitioned which gave him some privacy for meetings, but he liked the door to be open. He liked to be at one with ‘the team.’

He felt he had somehow ‘collected’ them all over the years, and now they had a perfect balance of experience, talent and personality.  Bringing in architects, interior designers, landscapers and logistics experts under one roof had been his vision, and the success of this last contract had proved him right. Each one had their own compartmentalised expertise; each one was a good fit in the whole. Roger believed in compartments.

Life was good, and until he picked up his phone he felt it could only get better.

He reached for the phone. An action that he would always remember as the moment it all changed.

‘I can see you right now. Nice tie by the way; better than the shit one yesterday. Present from the wife was it?’

Everything around him faded as he stared at the screen, the blood in his veins turning to ice; his stomach falling through inner-space. He placed the phone back on the desk, and withdrew his hands back onto his lap so that the rest of the office couldn’t see them tremble.

Surely not. It wasn’t possible, not feasible.

I can see you right now…

Suddenly there seemed to be no air in the room, he found it difficult to just pull in breath, his chest ached with the strain. His throat hurt. It felt claustrophobic, his heart racing. Unthinkable. Just unthinkable.

I can see you right now…Nice tie…

This could not be happening, surely it was a bluff. Had to be; it couldn’t be otherwise. She just wanted to scare him, give him an early morning shock. There was no way this woman…this woman operating the text-service could see him. The whole notion was ridiculous if he really thought about it. It would mean she was an employee, one of the team…he lifted his head and surveyed the office…there were four women there, all of them seemingly occupied by various tasks. It was inconceivable that this could be one of them.

Nice tie…

But he had gone for the brighter coloured one today. The one his daughter Abigail had given him for his fiftieth birthday last month. Well, it was Friday, so why not? Dress-Down Friday and all that; show a little personality. It was a small enough concession to informality but he had to set the example.

And that was when the alarm bell clanging in his head stilled to just an echo. Blood started to move again in his veins. Of course she couldn’t see him. What had he been thinking? It was all quite impossible. But still she had him going for a time. It was a good intuitive guess though, the kind of fright he was increasingly becoming addicted to, in thrall even against his own better judgement.

Dress-Down Friday! She knew enough of his work situation and about him to predict the brightly coloured tie. She really was very good this one, a cut above. By some distance the best in a long line of text-Mistresses. She always played it like it was real. Good guess.

He stared out through the plate glass window across the adjacent fields. The sun casting a haze over the distant hills. He spotted a kestrel high in the sky, its wings fluttering, steadying itself, still in the wind.

And then he had a text, this time on his other phone.

‘You see, not only can I see you, I can even text on your main phone, not just the one you keep in the draw and never take home. How are Lizzy and Abigail by the way?’

In that instant his world froze. Everything stopped. Time stretched out, slowed down, his mind raced. He ran through all the precautions he had so carefully taken. This could not be happening. The text service only had the mobile number of his secret phone, and that phone never left his person when at work or the locked draw of his office when he left.

The women he had been texting for the past twenty-nine months apparently lived a hundred and forty miles away, but even if that was a lie, there was just no way could she be here in the office. He knew the four women in the office, had known them all for at least thirteen months and in the case of Melanie eleven years. She just couldn’t be one of those; he would just know...there would have been some sign some giveaway. Women like that were of a different order, it would be too obvious.

The very thought of it being one of his trusted employees was…well, it would mean that she would know him, the real him, know all of his most disgusting fantasies and desires. Would know that he was nothing like the person he pretended to be….that he was, in fact, the most sordid and seedy kind of sexual pervert. That pervert he came vacuum-sealed off in a separate compartment from his main life….

It didn’t bear thinking about.

But then it was indisputable that this was the woman he had been texting, and she also knew his ‘real’ number, had seen his tie and knew the real names of his wife and daughter. Then he remembered that he had given her the names himself quite some time ago. It was part of the thrill to walk a dangerous tightrope…while still knowing that anonymity gave him the best kind of safety-net.

But his real number? How?

He texted back. ‘Who are you? Is this Mistress Dee?’

He swallowed hard. This was the nightmare; the two sides of his life he so carefully and painstakingly kept apart were somehow together… He stared at his phone as if it had become radioactive, which in a sense, it had. Another text flashed up.

‘Of course I am you fucking arsehole. And don’t reply here, reply on the other phone, the one where you pay.’

‘Fucking arsehole’,  had long been her favourite term for him. Surreptitiously he glanced around the office, at the women in there. Each seemed occupied. And as he glanced from one to the other, from Melanie, to Lynn, to Jane and to Sophie his mind could not conceive that his Mistress could be drawn from them. It just was not possible.

It was just out of the question.

And yet…

And almost instantly a text flashed up on that phone. ‘Go to the toilet, take your texting phone, stand in a cubicle until I text you to come out. Now get to it you fucking arsehole.’

He felt light headed, almost faint. He felt his body rise up and somehow stumble to its feet. He took a deep breath to steady himself. He dare not glance around the room for fear of what he might see, who he might see watching him.

The kestrel was lower in the sky now. Waiting. Watching. Ever patient. 

He was aware of Barry, his landscape designer coming towards him obviously wanting his attention, but he pretended not to see him, and headed for the sanctuary of the toilet.

The air felt cold to his head. He was aware that he was perspiring heavily; his mind could not take it in. That She was out there, in the office, in his life.

She.

His Owner, the one who knew all his deepest secrets, his most sordid fantasies, his most shameful desires.

As he disappeared through the door the woman reached down into her bag and brought out an envelope. She held it in her perfectly manicured hand, pleased at the impact of the single typed word in its centre. ‘Arsehole.’ She was certain it would create the right impression.

She stood from her chair and wandered over to the corner workstation, the largest in the room and the one with the best views as befitting the Managing Director. She didn’t linger there, she simply placed the envelope face down on the keyboard and then returned to her own workstation.

Today was her birthday, and she was claiming her boss as a present. She idly wondered if he might guess…she doubted it. He would be looking for signals of course, looking for a woman texting, for signs of a Mistress-like demeanour, but he would find none. The system enabled her to text from her computer screen, so her phone could stay tucked into her bag.

She pecked out the next step and pressed ‘send.’

‘Right you can come out now, there is a little present for you. DO NOT open it. Read the contents at lunch while sitting in your car.’

Part of him wanted to stay in there, alone cocooned. Protected from that world out there, the world that had brought the threat of chaos to his neatly ordered, if deeply subversive life. Part of him wanted to stay in there and take his cock out and wank. He swallowed. He didn’t want to face the office. Somebody in there knew him, knew the real him. Knew the filthy, perverted, pathetic bastard he really was.

He could feel his cock hardening.

And then he realised that the person he has been texting this person who was out there could destroy him. Destroy his position at work, destroy his family life.

Destroy him.

Completely.

The impulse to wank left him as a spirit might leave a corpse.

Back at his desk he picked up the envelope, turned it over and saw that word, the word that made his stomach lurch. He felt sick, sick with worry. He could feel the tension stiffening his body. He couldn’t look out at the office. He put the envelope in his draw, and settled himself to look like he was working. But he knew he couldn’t. His mind was racing.

He looked out of the window. The kestrel was circling no longer.

It had found its prey.

The original advert had said text ‘UK’ followed by your post-code to 619666 to be connected to your most Local Mistress. The ad featured a severe looking woman, perhaps early twenties, blonde and imperious with dark glasses. She was everything he looked for in a woman, her expression brimmed with contempt and scorn.

He was tempted. The tag-line on the site was ‘Welcome to Hell, fucker…we don’t play games here.’ But of course it was a game. Texts charged at £1.50 a pop, with the occasional Amazon voucher and Paypal ‘Tribute’. It had been a way to live out his fantasies of being owned by a Dominant Woman without it impinging on his real life. It was safe, it was secure and it had become something he needed. 

He couldn’t understand how this could have happened. He had been exchanging texts with this one every single working day. Often many, many texts if it was a slow office day. It was an escape valve for his more furtive needs, and as time had passed he had grown to trust her, confide in her. As he had in the ones before her.

But what she knew about him scared him. This was really him, his real life not some imaginary fucker on a text line. He was more than simply scared. Right now he would have accepted merely scared and been grateful.

He was terrified.

She was about the seventh or eighth Mistress from the 691666 short-code. They were his secret vice, an outlet from the pressure of work. A small indulgence to himself, a reward for his success. Why not, he had reasoned. He worked hard enough, he could afford it. He had enough fiddles worked with his accountant to justify the cost. Let the tax man pay.

The thought had made every penny spent feel all the sweeter.

He felt furtive climbing into his car. He usually took his lunch in the small staff canteen. Out here he felt cast out. He hoped nobody noticed. Whatever would they think? The last thing he needed was wagging tongues.

Arsehole,

Firstly I will explain matters, and then I will tell you how things are going to be. You will have no say in this, and nothing – repeat nothing is negotiable. This is, as I have said repeatedly on text, ALL about ME and fuck all about you. Get used to the idea that what was your fantasy is now your everyday, living breathing reality.

Secondly, I know you are wondering if I can really see you. If I can wouldn’t that make me an employee? Somebody you think that you know? Of course the answers are yes and yes. I work for you, and I do a very good job. Your pay is, of course, shit. That will change.

You will know who I am soon enough. For now let me tell you that I have been planning this for a long time. I have changed my life to make it work. Now I am exactly where I want to be. And you arsehole, are exactly where I want you to be.

I am sure you don’t been me to remind you what I know about you, and about all the pictures that you have provided me with over the past months. I enclose one particularly fine example.

What may surprise you though is this. You believe we have been in contact for what? Some eighteen months? Think again. It is actually coming up to five years.

Once you have been routed to me using my keyword ‘Mistress’, that opens a session which can only be closed by you texting another single word keyword or sending STOP.

So each time you moved on to another Mistress by texting Mistress Boots or whatever it was still me.

From your first Domme, Mistress Olivia, through Mistress Fear, Mistress Black, Smoking Bitch, Mistress Karen, right through to Mistress Dee, all have been in that single session. All have been me. I just changed pics for each one. And of course I have, and retain your entire comprehensive history.

Now arsehole, you think about all those different stories you told. All those secrets, fantasies and pictures you provided…each and every single text. Over 7,000 of them. You felt safe giving just one or two pieces of the ‘real you’ to each Mistress because she didn’t have the rest to make up the whole.

But I did!

You are a dirty, pathetic, useless fucker. Remember in everything that is about to happen to you, you asked for. You wanted it. You deserve it.

If you want an image of your future imagine my book stamping your useless cock into the floor. Over and over again.

Mistress

The picture filled him with horror, a horror that someone very close to him has seen it, and if they had seen this they had seemingly seen all the others. In the pic he was standing facing the camera, heavy blue eye shadow gave him a bit of an exotic panda look, and the heavy lipstick added to it. He was wearing long dangly earrings and a blue Basque with oranges in the cups. Black suspenders completed the attire. On the paper he was holding out in front of him there were the words 

‘Fucking Arsehole.

Property of

Mistress Fear.’

More than anything at that moment he wanted to curl up, to cry. The thought of somebody who knew him seeing that was almost too much to bear. How could he face her again? Which one could it be? The feeling he had was one of complete and utter helplessness.

‘Don’t take all fucking day. Get back inside where I can see you. Missing you already. Lol.’

There was a time when each text filled him with anticipation, even a kind of perverse relish. Now all he felt was fear. Dread. The possibilities were unthinkable.

‘Mistress is waiting arsehole.’

He felt like a condemned man walking back. Normally he would wander through the office and have a word for everybody. He was known as hands-on, interested, and concerned. This time he kept his gaze straight ahead. He couldn’t trust himself to speak to anybody, and certainly not to any of the women.

Mistress Dee sat at her computer and didn’t look up as the he passed by. Just seeing him come through the door was enough. He looked shattered, like he had aged ten years in as many minutes. She felt a shiver of excitement. It was all coming together. This was going to be such fun.

‘Tell me fucker, take a guess who I am… if you had to (and you DO!) pick one, who am I?’

He swallowed hard as he read. How could he pick one? He was bound to be wrong. It was almost impossible to think of any of the women being Mistress Dee. All the women were pleasant and transparently honest. Deception of this kind was just…just beyond them. Not possible.

And yet…

He picked up his phone and texted, ‘I can’t. I just don’t know.’

The reply was almost instant. ‘I know you fucking don’t that’s why I said guess you arsehole.’

He thought back to his early exchanges. He had always thought of her as being about thirty-two. Melanie was forty-five, Lynn was thirty-five, Jane was thirty-nine and Sophie just twenty.

He felt he could discount Sophie if what the letter had stated was true. They had been in contact five years and not eighteen months. And he had known Melanie the longest and she was the oldest, so she was less likely than the other two. Both were married woman, in both cases he had met their husbands and families. They had both met Lizzy and Abigail. He couldn’t choose. But knew he had to.

‘Lynn’

‘Because she has big tits?’

‘No because she is more your age.’ He realised when he sent it that it sounded stupid. He had no idea of her age at all. But he was told to guess and guess he had.

Again the reply was instant. ‘I will give you this for nothing. I am not Lynn.’

‘Jane then?’

‘You have had your free shot arsehole. The next will cost you. See the envelope in the latest Journal of Interior Design.’

He looked up, first at Lynn and then at Jane. Both seemed engrossed in their computer screens. His mouth felt dry. Then he noticed Sophie wasn’t at her station. Oh God, he thought. Surely not Sophie. It couldn’t be. Please let it not be her.

‘You look like shite arsehole. Stop worrying about who it is. Whoever it is your situation is the same. My goodwill – if you can call it that – is the ONLY thing standing between you and ruin. Total fucking ruin. Reply “Yes Mistress”.’

Meekly he typed in the commanded reply.

He made his way up the stylish steel spiral stairway to the mezzanine where the journals and research resources were kept. There was a part of him which didn’t want to arrive, that didn’t want the day to continue. He wanted things to remain exactly where they were. Frozen in that instant. Even the possibility of progression alarmed him.

But arrive he did on the ‘Latest Issues’ stand and there it was the ‘Journal of Interior Design.’ With trembling fingers he picked it up and immediately it felt heavier, stiffened. Inside was a medium-sized brown envelope. He briefly looked around. Up on the mezze he felt exposed, caught out. On show to an audience. He needed to get somewhere safer, away from the prying eyes.

Taking the whole magazine, contents and all down with him he tried to appear relaxed, as if his whole world were not trembling on the edge of something he could not – dare not – contemplate.

He didn’t stop at his desk he carried straight on past and into the toilet. He locked himself into the cubicle furthest away from the entrance and with shaking hands opened the envelope. Inside was a DVD and a further, smaller white envelope.

Arsehole,

Something for your private viewing. I complied this last night. It makes for some very entertaining viewing. Well, entertaining for me. But you have nothing to worry about. The contents will stay private. I know they will, you know they will. But only as long as I get what I want. So that is now your priority above all things.

Do you understand that? Above all things.

Above wife, above daughter, above marriage, above home and above business.

I come above all of those things because if I don’t, you won’t have any of them anyway.

Now I want three things from you by noon on Monday. I don’t want to hear any “ifs” or “buts”, its three things or else consequences.

And trust me you don’t want those arsehole.

Firstly, £1,000 in cash. I will tell you where to leave it on Monday morning.

Secondly, you can find some pretext to fire stuck-up tart Lynn.

Thirdly, I will want the usernames and passwords to the company files held on your PC. I want to see what state the company I work for is in. All of them

Now go watch the DVD.

Weep if you feel you must.

What had he done? What had he done? How could he have been so….so stupid. That first picture showing his shrivelled cock had been such a thrill to send. It was such a buzz to feel her contempt, her scorn. Even when he had sent it he knew it would be the first of many more. And many more he had indeed sent. Many, many, many more.

And as he gained in confidence he grew to understand that this service could have been tailor-made for him. Although he fantasised about being dominated by a variety of fantasy woman his one excursion into real life had been a traumatic disappointment.  The woman he had gone to meet advertised herself as a ‘Superior. Sensuous, Spiteful.’ Her picture suggested she was all that and more.

He met her in a back street pub in Manchester, the plan was then to go to her ‘Dungeon’ where he would be taught his place in the world. The meeting was to be at 2.00PM. All through that morning he was filled with an almost unbearable eagerness to meet this woman and begin the fulfilment of his deepest and most heartfelt fantasies. He also experienced a feeling of dread. An anxiety about what he might be getting into. This woman didn’t play games.

Any number of times he started writing an email that would call the whole thing off. And each time something within him forced him to stop writing. He couldn’t cancel. He just couldn’t. He had waited so long. He needed this and if he pulled out now he knew he wouldn’t be able to live with himself. How could he want something so much and then turn his back on it when he had the opportunity. No, cancellation wasn’t an option. 

And so at five minutes before two on the appointed day he walked into the public house where he was sure he would meet the woman who would become his destiny and his nemesis.

He wasn’t disappointed in one regard. He had hoped and anticipated a truly life-changing moment. And as soon as he sat down in the appointed seat opposite the woman – Mistress Divinity – his life was indeed changed.

Later, much, much later, he would reflect and think that everything else that happened was almost inevitable. The path was set even before she said a word to him. She was undoubtedly the woman in the photographs, yes a little older, her make-up less obvious, but it wasn’t a gross misrepresentation as some of the ones he had read about.

His relief was short-lived.

What hit him forcefully was seeing this Goddess sitting here with a glass of beer and a cigarette burning in the ashtray. ‘Hello’ she said with a smile he could only think of as friendly, homely even. And she was dressed in a black skirt and a pink polo-necked jumper, a raincoat was folded on the chair beside her. At once he realised this wasn’t going to work.

‘Do you want to be having a drink?’, she said. ‘Or do you want to be getting straight down to it.’

No, he thought. I don’t want a drink. And neither did he want to be getting straight down to anything. What he wanted to be doing was leaving, what he wanted was to be away from the place, what he wanted was the ideal of his fantasy world back.

‘Do you know what’, he said, patting his pockets. ‘I’ve left my wallet in my glove compartment. I won’t be a minute.’ And he made his retreat.

Reality, he realised later was just…well…too real. Too flawed.

As he sat in front of his PC in the goldfish bowl of his office he realised that now reality had come to visit him. The fantasy life – well lives – he had forged with care and patience had broken through, they were here, all around him now, menacing the life he had nurtured for so long.

He had to take a firm grip on himself, to fight hard to stay where he was. His impulse was again to run, to retreat, to put it once more at arm’s length. But where could he run to? This was his life. This was real. There was nowhere to hide.

And as the pictures scrolled by he saw it all very clearly…how the picture of his shrunken cock, had given way to pictures of him fully naked, naked with clothes pegs on his nipples, on his cock, on his balls. Each new demand had been complied with. Eventually facial pics, pics of him in underwear, pictures of him in his bedroom, with words like ‘wanker’ and ‘arsehole’ written across his skin with his wife’s most lurid lipstick.

Over time he had come to trust the service, felt it was made for him. He could really live his fantasy, his fate as a contemptible, inferior pathetic male and still function as his other self. The best thing of all was that if he could present different ‘versions’ of himself to each Mistress in turn….He could be exactly who and whichever  version of pathetic wanker he needed to be.

How was he to know that all the fucking Mistresses were the same person? Was it his fault that he had come to trust a service that had let him down? He thought of the ‘Tributes’ he had paid to various PayPal accounts, the Amazon vouchers, the bank transfers. She – whoever she was – would have been laughing at him.

But wasn’t her scorn the whole point? Wasn’t her contempt the pleasure he lived for? After each such transfer hadn’t the excitement lasted for days as he imagined her taking his hard earned money and just squandering it? Or better still spending it on another man, a younger man, more adequate with a bigger cock. How they would laugh at him, the provider of their luxury. How they would piss themselves at the very thought of pathetic him.

And then he saw the pictures of his wife. One Mistress had demanded them and he had supplied a couple from the family album. Sending them was unbearably exciting, betraying his closest and dearest to the bitch at the other end of the text. And then, as the pics flipped by he saw that the bitch had demanded more. Pics of his wife naked…and like the fool he was he had supplied them.

He had snatched pics of her undressing, some taken as a ’joke’ which he told her were instantly deleted and weren’t. All handed on to his Mistress, offering up his wife to her untender mercies and disparaging comments.

Oh Christ. Christ. He wanted to put his head in his hands. He wanted to die. To be somehow transported to another dimension.  Some parallel universe where he could quieten the conflicting compartmentalised selves that raged within him.

Of course, at the start when he was just sending pics of his cock he had called himself Dave or Ian or Brian whatever. He came from London, Leeds or Glasgow; lies which had formed the scaffolding upon which he laid the truth of his needs out in some detail.

It had been like a drug to him, and he quickly, willingly became addicted. And with each thrill he had wanted more. Being Bill from Winchester or Tom from York started to feel mundane. What he needed was thrill. And thrill had come when he was Roger – his real name. It had been intense despite him knowing there was no real risk. It felt like risk and that was more important.

So he had become the thing he most longed to be. Himself - giving up not only Roger but Baxter-Jones as well, his wife’s name and his daughter’s. The evil bitch understood that he needed to betray, to give her the very instruments with which to control him. And the more he gave away, the more pathetic he became. He gloried in it. The more he gloried in it, the more he had been trapping himself.

And in his eagerness to please his Mistress he strove for ever more lurid revelations to satisfy her demands. He invented things about Abigail’s best friend, Jasmine; how much he wanted her, how during a sleepover he had sniffed the knickers he found in the laundry basket. How he had fantasised about kneeling naked before the nineteen year old. He had even sent her pictures which featured Jassy from last Christmas. He admitted to wanting her to sit on his face, or to lick her urine from a public toilet floor. He admitted using her toothbrush to tickle his cock when he masturbated. It was a sickness, he couldn’t stop it. He told her everything and anything.

The picture file finished. And he knew in his heart as surely as he knew anything that he would do whatever it might take to keep the contents of the file private. He could not even begin to contemplate any alternative. This was the point where his weaknesses had brought him; this was the hole he had dug for himself. Now it was up to him to accept the consequences. If there was bad medicine to take he would just have to swallow it.

He looked across the office, she was sitting out there. All four women seemed engrossed in one task or another. Already he had reached a state where whichever one it was it made sense. He could begin to see in each of the three remaining options the intent that could engineer a situation like this. The only one he could be sure of was seemingly Lynn. Pretty Lynn, he had often imagined being dominated by Lynn. Often imagined her standing over him clad only in black spiky-heeled thigh boots and a thong, looking down on him and rolling her sole across his cock…

He realised that when he had guessed Lynn and she was immediately discounted there was something deep within him that had felt a tang of disappointment. She had been a recurring theme on many fantasies.

His thoughts turned to the letter. The demand for money didn’t surprise him at all. These women – woman as it turned out – was clearly motivated by money. A thousand pounds was doable, even at such short notice. He kept more than that in the safe he had concealed in his private storeroom. That wasn’t the problem.

But how could he just fire a blameless employee? Find a pretext, but what? Lynn had always been efficient, hardworking, conscientious and a pleasure to have on the team. The thought of getting rid of her just didn’t sit right. Why should she be sacrificed to the demands of this woman? Wasn’t money enough?

But deep inside he knew the answer. The bitch might well be motivated by money, but power too was something she seemed to enjoy. Hadn’t she told him that making him do things made her ‘juice’? She would want to make him sack Lynn just to prove a point. She would know it would hurt him. But that would only give her pleasure.

If she wanted Lynn gone, he would have to do it. Somehow he would find a way.

He would have to.

The things that caused him the most disquiet were the passwords. Only his accountant had seen what lay beyond them, and even then only in a limited way. Her Majesty’s Customs and Revenue had seen even less. What possible use would they be to her? Whoever she was she would have be able to pick her way through some pretty complicated strategies of bookkeeping put in place by the accountants. Most of the stuff was hidden away anyway; she won’t be able to access what I am worth no matter what she thinks.

It was a comforting thought. And he clung on to it.

The way a drowning man might cling to a toothpick as a possible life raft.

It was the longest weekend of his life. It was the shortest weekend of his life; the only thing worse than staying awake with his thoughts was going to sleep with his nightmares. It just couldn’t come too quickly, minutes felt like hours. But he didn’t want it to come at all. Hours passed like minutes. The thousand was already at work. He had decided to take the soft option with Lynn. She was the last worker ‘in’ so he would offer her voluntary redundancy. If she refused he would force it on her. Yes, it would cost a bit but better that than dig himself deeper into another hole.

The passwords he would hand over. He was in no doubt about that. Yes she would nosy around but what could she do? She wasn’t about to ruin him was she? She wasn’t going to bite the hand that was all set to feed. Driving to work in his bright red Audi the sun came out. It seemed to match his mood, give him a lift.

He had heard nothing from her over the weekend. And despite being tempted he hadn’t contacted her. Perhaps she was already thinking better of it. Perhaps it was true that she lived for the buzz, to juice.

Perhaps. Sunday night, approaching midnight he sat at his PC and typed the letter he had been writing in his mind all day.

Dear Mistress,

As you know, I have been in contact with you for some years now. What I thought to be several Mistresses was, I now know, only you. In that time, I have given to you several thousand pounds of, I have to admit, very well-earned income. As you are aware I have certain needs which I feel only you could have met, and for meeting them – no matter what the financial cost – I thank you.

I admit I became addicted to what you offered. It spoke to my deepest and darkest needs. And I lost control of myself, lost control of my life. I could not help it. I have not been thinking in a normal or clear way for some time.

Please let me tell you the truth of my situation, from my heart.

With just a little bit of reflection on my wider situation I can pretty much bring myself to tears in minutes by thinking of how much I love my wife and daughter, I don't actually like deceiving her and don't want to hurt her - if she found about you it would definitely be the end of our marriage and my life would be ruined forever and while I can keep you quiet with payments there is always the risk that I mess up and she finds out some other way.  I couldn't stand to hurt my daughter by ruining my marriage. I am almost crying just writing this. 

Finally, I can't ever really serve you properly because my boring white, middle class life is just too structured, restrictive and boring. There's barely an hour of the year that my wife and I don't know what each other is doing so it is almost impossible for me to do anything for you other than pay you.  And unless my relationship with you is able to move forward I don't think either of us will get much out of it and it can't move forward because of my 'normal' life.

In summary then I would like to end our relationship because I can't serve you properly; I don't want to risk hurting my family or ruining my life; I don't want the constant guilt of that being a possibility and finally I think we should end this relationship because the biggest part of me doesn't want to be in it and I only got myself into it by being in a stupid and reckless state of mind.  I'm really sorry if this makes you feel like I’ve been a waste of time and energy but I think you have at least enjoyed playing with me at times so at least you had those juiced-up horny moments to savour.

I hope this makes sense - I’ve written it pretty quickly and it's all stream of consciousness stuff really.  Even as I write this there is part of me feeling it would be the biggest turn on ever if you said 'no' but I know I should not, and could not listen to that part of me and so I’m not going to anymore.

So, please Mistress, please, please, please, please, please let me go.

Your (now former) slave

M

He clicked on ‘print’, and then folded it and placed in in an envelope. He then secreted it in his case to be delivered first thing in the morning.

He was in first thing on Monday morning. He placed the envelope in the staff kitchen and sat at his desk to text.

‘Letter for you in white envelope. It is on top of the cupboard where the tea and coffee are kept.’

His hands were trembling. ‘The girls’ wouldn’t be in for another hour or so. He had work to do, important work. Could he trust himself to do it? His mind was all over the place. He needed the situation sorted, put to bed. He would be generous if he had to. Very generous. A line had to be drawn.

He stared out of his window. Not a single cloud to spoil the high blue. He wondered why life had to be so thorny. Was it life or was it just himself that was complicated? Why couldn’t he be the simple type, everything on the surface…maybe simplicity was a myth. Maybe everyone was convoluted, hiding impossible contradictions under a calm surface.

He looked at the clock. It had barely moved.

These were the days she lived for.

She had been a text Mistress for nine years. In that time she made a good and fully legal living, from the men who liked their domination, humiliation and degradation at a distance from their regular lives. She also made a little extra from PayPal Tributes and vouchers for Amazon and other online stores.

Her previous employment as a temporary lecturer in the university department where she did her Doctorate was nowhere near as well paid or as intrinsically satisfying. As the ‘new girl’ she was at the bottom of the pecking order and too many of the baggy-eyed, pot-bellied bastards remembered her as a student. She worked with them but never quite became one of them. She was no team player.

And when she found the Premium Rate text she reasoned that it could have been created especially for her. For the sum of £250 she was given twenty-five keywords on a shared short-code. And for every text she sent out she earned the sum of £0.86. True she was limited to responding to incoming texts only, so as not to artificially inflate a ‘clients’ bill, but even so at the end of each day she made a tidy sum.

But while she responded, in character, to clients replying to her various words, BUSTY, MILF, STUDENT, POSHTOTTY and the like it was MISTRESS which was her gold nugget. As long as any client began their text with MISTRESS the text would be routed to her system no matter what the words that followed said. So she could create and advertise as many Mistresses as she wished.

Quickly she became Mistress Becky, Mistress Hardcore, Mistress Spit, Mistress Bitch, Mistress Samantha and a host of others. Those who found their audience were kept and promoted, those who didn’t were discontinued. Photographs were gleaned from commercial photo libraries for a pittance and edited to suit.

But while she enjoyed the work, being her multiple selves, it was the possibilities of even more lucrative pickings that fascinated her. Texters would offer up compromising information, some true some not so they could be ‘blackmailed.’ The fantasy of being forced to submit to ensure their information was safe was very common. And part of it seemed to be being financially exploited. Having money ‘taken’ from them was clearly exciting for them, and for some it was very intense. Some liked the feeling of pressing a button and giving their money to a demanding bitch, others liked the humiliation of standing in line in a bank and handing over cash.

But most exciting of all were the addicts.

Now and again – just now and again – she would get one who was so gripped, so in need to feel that special feeling that only abuse and control by a seriously dominant female can offer that they could not really help themselves. They would work themselves up into a frenzy of texting .They would get high on the thrill and act totally irresponsibly. They might bitterly regret it afterwards but these were the ones she loved most of all.

Some would sign on for one Mistress and stay with her long term. Others would sign on and then move Mistresses, always playing out the same scenarios. She would spot the signs early. Compulsive texting, the need to throw money at her; they would almost sit up and beg to be fleeced. And fleeced she made sure they were. Regularly and to the max. And her version of the ‘max’ always, always exceeded that of the clients.

What gave her the most satisfaction of all was taking from them not only all they could afford, but what they couldn’t actually afford. It was a feeling of control, of power that gave her a satisfaction better even than sex. These were the clients to whom she gave her best hours, her very special attentions.

In Roger’s case the attention as extra special. As a part of her research hadn’t she seen a job vacancy? It would take a move of fifty miles, and the tedium of an office job. But didn’t a big prize demand some dedication?

She was well qualified and breezed through the interview. The job itself was easy enough and she could do her own business via the work computer. And what better way to know her target?

Day after day she watched him. Targeted her questions, milked him for the information she wanted. Thirteen months almost to the very day.

She had planned Friday morning to perfection.

He was hers now. All hers.

Today she would reveal herself. None of the usual mixed colours today. Today was all black, from top to toe, from outer to inner. He would know as soon as he saw her. Today was the day when she could exit from all the admin crap and pastel shades, today she could reveal herself in all her power and glory.

Today was a life changer. For her, yes; but even more so for him. She was wet; she wanted to touch herself, to give in to the needs of the moment. But she would not. All that, and more, could come later. Right then she had a prey to target.

Her phone toned. She looked at the text. She knew it would contain some plea. A last effort to extricate himself. And it did. Well, she would read his letter. She was already certain of her response.

She applied the final touches to her make-up. She stared at herself in the mirror.

Immaculate. From the expensively cut mane of blonde hair, to the full scarlet mouth, she looked what she if fact was. Perfect. Cruel.

Perfectly cruel. Just how cruel the arsehole was about to find out. He really had NO idea.

He was where she expected him to be. Sitting in that glass box of his, eyes glued to his screen. She had already been to the kitchen and read the letter in the toilet. As she read the plea a small flame of sympathy flickered. But it was quickly extinguished. She wasn’t here to feel sorry. She was here to do business. 

After all, the hole he was in had been dug by nobody else but himself. The real kill would come on Friday, but today she would pluck and prepare her quarry.

Time to go to work.

Roger looked at the figure who pushed through the door. What he saw emerge wasn’t what he expected. But he really hadn’t known what to expect. And immediately he knew that the woman he had known as Jane over the past months was, in fact, a stranger to him.

A very dangerous stranger. But then a thought stuck him, it was almost akin to a light going on. She was like him, a creature of the text-world. And perhaps – perhaps – just like him reality was not her strongest realm. Maybe she was an uncomfortable as he. It was alright being a vindictive bitch via text. Could she bring it off face to face? Instinctively he sat a little taller in his chair. He was after all, still the boss of this place. He had built it from scratch and faced down bigger threats that this. Well hadn’t he?

He was clinging to that thought when he saw her face.

The expression turned his bowels to water. He knew the answer. He knew that this wasn’t a game. This was real, she was real. And from the look of her she revelled in it. He wasn’t yet sure if she had read his letter but he already knew what the answer would be.

He felt his throat tighten, his mouth was dry. Her brisk walk covered the ground between the office door and his private space in but a few strides. She pushed it open and entered.

Instinctively he stood. ‘Hi’ he said. He felt stupid. Cowed. This wasn’t like the woman in Manchester. This wasn’t a fantasy fallen short. This was a nightmare looming larger with every passing second.

He was, at last, face to face with reality. And harsh reality at that.

Reality settled herself into one of the ‘soft’ chairs to the side of the desk. She waved an arm indicating he should sit opposite her. He could feel his heart pounding, like it was hammering it way out of his chest.

Moving from his desk made him feel vulnerable. There was nothing between them now, nothing. He swallowed hard. ‘Have you…’

‘I have yes.’ She looked at him, her stare even and sustained.

He looked away. He looked down at the floor. He felt helpless, worse than impotent. He wanted to blubber, this woman had seen him in ways no-one else ever had, had read his deepest and darkest thoughts. Things he couldn’t confide to anyone. Things nobody could know. And yet here was the woman who did know.

He glanced at the clock. Others would start drifting in soon. He hoped for a conclusion before then. He couldn’t face them, any of them, not as he was now.

When she spoke her tone was authoritative, her diction crisper than her everyday speech. Her whole body-language altered from the friendly woman he thought he had known. ‘You didn’t seriously think that I would? Now get on your knees.’ Her voice became even sterner; he started to react but realised the blinds were fully up. Anyone walking through the door might see.

She picked up on his hesitation. ‘There’s nobody here, now get on your fucking knees.’

His chest seemed to have a large lump in it, one that was getting bigger, interfering with his breathing. He was a big man and climbing down took some effort but he managed it.

She leaned back and offered him her foot, the toe end of a very expensive looking boot. ‘Kiss it arsehole. Kiss it and tell me that you love me.’

He was eager to comply, anything – anything – to get him off his knees. As his lips met the leather he felt her push a little. It wasn’t aggressive, more to make a point. She was in charge. ‘I love you Mistress’, he said.

She motioned for him to sit. ‘Right arsehole’, she said, once he had regained his seat. ‘Let’s sort the details first. You have my money?’

He had one thousand pounds in fifty pound notes in an envelope in his draw. ‘Yes in the draw’. He jumped to get it almost tripping over the rug in his eagerness.

‘Good. And the bitch Lynn?’

‘I am going to inform her today. I will offer her voluntary redundancy, and if she refuses make it compulsory.’ He was nodding, like a puppy dog expecting a pat.

‘No. What I wanted was her fired, not fired and definitely not compensated. I don’t want it costing the firm money do I?’ He blue eyes were boring into him, seeming to say a lot more than her words.

So he was back to square one. He would just have to find something to blame on her. But he would fix it. Even though he liked the woman she was expendable when set against everything else.

‘Give her a hard time. I expect her to have been terminated by Friday.’

‘Can I ask why?’

‘You can ask.’

He looked at her knowing she wouldn’t answer. Why should she? She held all the cards. He said nothing. He continued to look down at the hands clasped in his lap.

‘Passwords.’ Her voice sounded ominous. He knew this was the real heart of it. He had them ready. He knew she would insist and he knew there was nothing he could do but comply.

‘Can I just ask__’

‘No.’ Her arm extended towards him her fingers twitching.

From the inside pocket of his jacket he drew out a sheet of A4 paper. On it were listed the login details of the company’s finances.

She took it and tucked it in her bag alongside the envelope with the money.

‘Do you remember me asking you to compare your wife with me?’

He nodded.

‘Say it; say “I remember you asking me to compare my wife with you”.’

‘Yes Mistress, I do remember your asking me to compare my wife with you.’

‘Well what you compared her with – as you now know – was not me, but a library pic from the internet. Now I am asking you to compare her with me now you have seen me in the flesh so to speak..’

He looked at her, a startled rabbit trapped in headlights. His mouth yearned for moisture.

‘Tell me now what you told me then…do you remember?’

‘Yes. I said that you were total perfection…and…and…’

‘Go on spit it out arsehole’, she hissed.

‘I said compared to you she was a dried-up, saggy-titted old bag.’

‘Well now arsehole, she will be even more dried up and saggy titted. Am I right?’

‘Yes’, he answered meekly.

‘And what of Jasmine? Even lovelier and perkier now I imagine.’

His eyes dropped to the hands clasped together in his lap. He was close to breaking down, and if he let go he would bawl, he knew he would.

The woman sitting opposite him sighed. It was hard to tell what it meant. Whether it was impatience, annoyance or something else. He knew he would find out soon enough.

‘And you are pathetic aren’t you. Totally, fucking pathetic.’

‘Yes.’ And he meant it.

‘Well say it then arsehole.’

‘M—Mistress, I am totally, fucking pathetic.’Totally.’

‘Have you ever got on your knees and sucked the cock of a repulsive stranger just for money?’

His stomach lurched. In truth he had harboured a secret fantasy, one that was in one sense deeply affecting as it represented the most repulsive thing he could ever think of. But because it was the most repulsive thing, it was also among the most exciting.

In fantasy that is.

But this was no longer fantasy. It felt like very far from fantasy.

‘Do you know the bus station?’

He did know it, but had never used it. ‘I know where it is.’

‘Look at me…..’ her voice hardened as she said it. She was enjoying his discomfort.

He raised his eyes, not wanting to see the expression on her face, not wanting to meet her eyes. Not wanting to hear what she might be about to say.

‘Remember arsehole, I can make you suck cock anytime I want to. Anytime, anyone. Is that clear?’

‘Y—yes Mistress.’ It was. Crystal clear, as clear as clear can be.’

‘Displease me and you will be sucking cock for a living.’

She stood up, stretching to her full height. Listen to me, and listen good. I am leaving now. I will inspect the accounts from home. I will be back here at seven AM on Friday morning. I will set out your future life then. Do not do anything about my job before Friday, you will be instructed then. I do not expect to see the baggage Lynn on the premises on or after that date. Clear arsehole?.’

‘Yes mistress. Very clear.’

And with those words she turned and left.

Roger was no longer trembling. His hands were shaking so much they were waving.

But he knew it would never be goodbye.

Five years ago she had met another slave under similar circumstances. He was middle-aged, a very well-established professional, married with a young family. He also was a humiliation addict who habitually supplied her with information, with photographs; with every form of compromising information. He texted a lot, thrived on her contempt. At one point he formed 40% of her monthly texts. And gradually, piece by piece, she worked beyond the initial ‘false’ information and assembled all the accurate information about him into a file. All that information that the true addict cannot resist giving.

And as that information dripped in, a confession here, a photo there…not being able to resist mention a certain high-profile client, and any number of unsavoury fantasies. Through a combination of research and careful extraction she built up a picture of him and his private and professional lives that could destroy him. What she had in her possession, she realised, was a bomb. A bomb that would blow a life to smithereens.

Surely having that and not detonating it must be worth something?

What it was to hold a life in your hand, to have the power to allow it, or to destroy it. And at that moment she realised that she was also a type of addict. At first it had been all about the money, each text contributing to her income, each one mounting up. The initial monotony had been replaced with an idle exercise of power. She would send then into the changing rooms of high street stores and make them wank, into public toilets to strip naked and stand for an hour, to leave printed pics of their cock in library books – all with photo-proof.

But as time passed she gained satisfaction from mental anguish, from making them betray the life they were in, to their life on fantasy. She liked to make the one life encroach on the other. Pictures of their wives were common, secret snaps of work colleagues they fantasised about. Best of all pictures of themselves, including face, in a variety of female attire and make-up.

And so it came to be that she made that first bomb.

With a five page report, detailing everything that could be thought of as compromising, crippling to a life she made an appointment with his PA. She travelled to Manchester late afternoon the day before to enjoy a restful night in a good hotel. She spent a quiet, restful evening going over the report until she knew each line by heart. She knew the meeting would change her life. She would cross the line from fantasy blackmail to the real thing. The fantasy brought her a good and steady living. It was a system she could exploit and be comfortable with.

But having checked this man out. He lived in a one million pound house; his neighbour on the ‘private road’ was a very well-known icon of the music industry. His client list included large property-development companies, Premiership footballers and various other ‘high net worth’ individuals.

What struck her most forcibly was the degree to which he - as with them all - seemed to assume that anything said was almost like the confessional and could not be uttered elsewhere. Divulging secrets, even dangerous secrets seemed to be a turn on in itself.

To them that is.

And also to her. The prospect of money, of moving in the circles where money worries were absent was a pull. A big pull. It was something she had to do; it was an opportunity she simply could not miss. It was breaking the law but she felt she was fireproof.

Her target had too much to lose to expose her to the law. And even if he did – and she was confident it could never happen – hadn’t she texts of him ‘asking’ for blackmail hadn’t she explained to them that ‘This is not a game.’?

And so, on the fateful morning, she had reported to the front desk and announced herself. The girl on the desk was called Amanda. She already knew Amanda gave her boss occasional blow jobs after hours in the office. She also knew he had given her the job due to her looks and bra size. ‘Miss Tits’ he always called his in the texts.

She had poured over the company’s accounts as filed with Companies House. She was prepared; she was ready to meet her very first ‘slave’ in the flesh. And from the photos she knew there was quite a lot of flesh to meet.

She was ushered into the office. Ostensibly she was the ‘representative’ of a large printing firm on the outskirts of the city. She had chosen the company at random. It was a way in that was all. She wouldn’t need it once she took her seat opposite him.

The man, the subject of the report in her bag sat opposite her. He wore an expensive dark suit, white shirt and a rather ostentatious red and yellow tie. He rose and shook her hand across the desk. He had what she had always thought of as ‘rich man’s skin. So well cared for that wealth exuded from the very pores.

‘So Mrs Gately…?’ he said. Avuncular, patrician. He gave her the well-practiced smile; the one that told her that she was on a meter and the clock was ticking down. Time was, after all, money.

She looked back reflecting how very different he looked with his clothes on.

‘Well’, she said. ‘I do not represent a company at all. I just used that to make the appointment.

She glanced at her watch…..just a few more seconds….

…and there it was…the sound of a text arriving on his phone. It seemed to come from the bookshelves behind him.

He ignored it and the silence between them extend….

‘Well…’ he began.

’I think you should check that text.’

‘He smiled back at her. ‘I don’t need to; I know who it’s from and what it’s about.’ He sat back smugly… ‘So….’ He tried again.

She looked at him coolly as if appraising him. ‘My service allows me to pre-schedule the delivery of texts. That one was for eleven-fifteen.’

She then watched with an air of detachment as his face fought to disguise the shock while trying to find an explanation that fitted. In the end he said nothing. He swivelled his chair around, picked up the phone and read it.

‘Nice to see you in person. Best if you call me Mistress from now on. Jane Gately was just made up anyway.’

He looked from the phone to her face and back again. She watched him struggle to find his next words. Several times he opened his mouth to say something but nothing came out. Shock was a response which pleased her. If he was shocked by her simple presence wait until he read the report.

The phone on his desk sounded. He picked up. He listened for a moment and then said, ‘Just hold all calls will you. I am not to be disturbed.’

He then replaced the receiver and looked at her. ‘Just what the fuck do you think you’re doing here? Just w—‘

‘What the fuck do I think I’m doing here?’, she repeated. ‘I am here to talk to you about the future. Your future, well our future to be more exac—‘

‘We don’t have a future; we don’t even have a relationship. You coming here contravenes all the regulations which the governing body imposes on your industry.’ He said it with confidence. ‘You can leave now. You won’t hear from me again. This is outrageous. Quite outrageous.’

She was prepared for some bluster, even some theat. He face was reddening; he was working himself to something of a climax. She sat there. He buzzed the intercom, ‘Mrs Gately is leaving now.’

She pulled the bound report from her bag and threw it on the desk. On the very front of it was a picture of the accountant naked on his knees sucking on a rubber cock which was stuck to the wall. It was unmistakably him.

He stared at it for what felt like a long time. She watched him with a studied fascination. She could almost see the wheels turning inside his head.

He didn’t move, she could scarcely hear him breath.

‘So’, she said after a while, standing up. ‘I will be off now then. Don’t say that I didn’t—‘

‘Sit down.’ His voice was a croak. ‘Just sit down.’

He fingered the intercom. ‘Change of plan, don’t disturb us.’

It was, as she later thought of it game, set and match.

She had given him time to read the report. It basically drew together all the information – the genuine information – that he had been thrilled to impart over the previous year’s once he had learned that betrayal was a thrill. It detailed open boasts about the arrangements of a number of high profile figures, and his part in their tax avoidance. It detailed how he set up alibis for them, and certain private arrangements. It also rather conveniently included a number of naked pic of Miss Tits on the desk, and a couple of her sucking on his non-too impressive cock.

She had not been greedy. By the time she had left the office he had been not only willing but actually grateful to take her on in a consultative role at £52,000 (after tax and the usual other stoppages of course including pension) per annum, duties as required. Both knew they would be nil.

He kept his business, his clients, his marriage and perhaps above all his respectability. She gained a secure income and a top-of-the-range accountant.

And so after leaving Roger on that morning she went home and wrote an email to her accountant. In the email alongside the address, usernames and passwords given to her, was a request for a priority fully-in depth analysis of the company, its dealings, assets and anything that may be relevant. The final line also read. ‘If – IF - I am happy with your work I may grant you your freedom.’

She knew that he was capable of delivering to her a document which would trap Roger as a fly in her web. But she wanted to be sure of his motivation. After all, why would he assist in trapping another as he himself was trapped? So the offer of his freedom was designed to make sure he was diligent.

But she also knew deep down that even though the report might be all she could wish or hope for, she would never be quite pleased enough to grant his freedom. He was far too valuable for that.

Later that day she received a phone call. It was from Lynn who was in floods of tears. It seemed that Roger had given her notice, effective immediately. He had accused her of gross negligence and of placing the company’s accounts in peril. Lynn said that he wouldn’t even listen to anything she had to say. She was escorted back to her desk to collect her things, and then off the premises.

Of course Jane listened sympathetically, Roger was a bastard; Roger was a twat. Roger was all manner things and none of them remotely good. ‘Lynn’, Jane said. ‘Try not to worry. I will have a word with him. I have a meeting on Friday. I will do what I can….no just hold off with the lawyers…I think I might be able to make him see sense…you have always been a good friend to me Lynn; if he wants to sack you he can sack me too. And I am sure there will be others……I will sort it, don’t worry.’

She replaced the receiver carefully, and with a slow smile spreading across her features. She loved it when pieces always fell in just the right places.

Tuesday she spent the day planning a holiday. Australia seemed good. She would go and stay with her sister who lives in Noosa Heads on the Sunshine Coast. She had been there two years ago and loved it. Perhaps stay longer than a month this time. Perhaps three. After all she could work the text service via the internet, so wherever she lay her laptop was her office.

Wednesday brought a report by special courier from her accountant. She spent the day looking through it. She was pleased; very, very, very pleased. Obviously not pleased enough to give him a free pardon, but it contained all she had hoped for and anticipated. And more.

Much more.

Thursday. She spent collating gathered information about a slave who had been with her service on and off for several years. On combing through his text history she had enough to begin with. It would be a project to finalise at her leisure out in Noosa.

In the afternoon she finalised the booking. She would fly out two weeks hence. And very well-deserved it would be.

And so at last Friday dawned. Roger had spent the week in a kind of blank state. Every time his phone or PC gave a sound he jumped. At home he flinched when the entry system at his gate went. He scarcely slept. He couldn’t eat. Lizzy told him she was worried. What did he have on his mind? Of course, he invented reasons, plausible ones. But she still caught him staring at his knee or out of the window far too often for them to be mere business concerns.

So Friday, the day that felt like an execution date finally arrived. And he was sitting in his fishbowl at 6.45.

And he was trembling. His head was on the block, the blade to arrive at any minute.

Again she was in all black. Like a widow.

Like a spider.

She pushed through the doors; she could feel the adrenaline rushing around her body. At that moment she felt she could run a marathon or knock down walls, leap tall buildings with a single bound.  She was pumped. 

Her ‘fly’ say almost shrivelled behind his desk, his featured pallid. He looked unwell. And he had just cause to be. And like most ills it was set to get a lot worse before better could be even thought of.

‘Morning arsehole.’

He stood. ‘Morning Mistress… Do you want me here or…..’ He pointed to the soft chair.

‘Where I want you is there’. She pointed to a spot at the side of the desk. ‘…and on your knees.’ She herself moved around the desk and sat in his chair.

Both knew the significance of this. Both knew the world had shifted on its axis. Nothing would ever be the same again.

She had given the subject of where exactly to start some thought. There were so many places which would be excellent starting points it was difficult to choose.

Slowly, she had decided, and to work up to a climax. Just like fucking she thought. Which is basically what she was about to do to him, his life.

‘Well, well fucking well arsehole. Haven’t you been a naughty boy?’

He looked up at her knowing there would be demands, wondering how much she had understood of the files she had seen. ‘Mistress?’

‘Don’t “Mistress?” me fucker, I see you have been a very creative arsehole on the matter of running the company.’

‘I have Mistress?’

‘Well I see that the family are doing quite well out of it. I know I have only worked here for around a year, but I have never seen either your wife or your daughter on the premises. I know they have no import into the firm and yet they both draw salaries and have company cars. What do you say to that arsehole?’ her voice was cold, her words precisely clipped. He felt that this was to be a long morning.

‘Mistress, my accountant advised…’

‘Oh did he now? Advised you to break the law? To rob the taxman of his due. Let me remind you arsehole there are two things in this world that you don’t fuck with. One is obviously myself; the other is Her Majesty’s Revenue and Customs. Both have the will and the power to really, really fuck you up.’

He swallowed hard. He hadn’t expected her to spot that. His mouth felt dry, the fishbowl - so usually full of light and space – now it felt cramped. Claustrophobic.

‘…and last year’, she continued. ‘Your family holiday to Florida, the one that you sent postcards from…that was marked down as a business expense?’

She glanced down the list before her. ‘Weekend’s away…meals out…client entertaining. Mobile phone bill….. Very fucking excessive…all paid for by the generous hearted taxman….how good of him…’

‘Mistress…’

‘Shut it….now tell me…What would the taxman make of all this? And moving to the more personal section, what would Lizzy make of it? You having a Mistress at all, never mind sending her pics, posing for others? What would dear Abi think…her old dad perving after her best friend? What would the neighbours, your workers the whole fucking village where you live think?’

He was perspiring now; he could feel it cold on his face, like a chill wind was blowing.

‘N-not very much Mistress.’

‘So then, we agree, don’t we, that what I hold in my hands is the power to destroy you at all levels.’

Oh God please, he though. Please.

‘Yes Mistress.’

‘And of course, you don’t want me to do that do you?’

‘No Mistress. Mistress….if I can just say….’

‘No you can’t fucking say. I say; and when I say you can say, you say. Until then shut the fucking hole.’

He wanted to say so much, to explain, to tell her he had only being doing the best for his family…he wanted to tell her how much they meant to him. He just wanted her to justify. He wanted her to be again the women he had interviewed, then employed and had enjoyed working with. Where had that woman gone? Had she ever been there?

‘You see, arsehole’, she continued. ‘You see your type want to be “dominated” and give up all power but always on your own terms. You want to be controlled but set the boundaries. And because you hold the wallet the Mistress usually adapts herself to that. It is the paradox of the professional Domme that because the slave is paying the boundaries are set and she has to conform. He who holds the purse strings calls the tune. So finally it is just a game. Both Domme and sub pretend that she is in charge, that the slave is dominated and controlled no matter what he wants. But really both parties know that there are limits and so the sub is safe in the final knowledge that he can end it at any time. Even when the Mistress has compromising information she cannot really use it for fear of prosecution. But you see arsehole, I don’t subscribe to all that bollocks. And that is what makes me dangerous. I am outside that cosy arrangement. You see, you played the text game for years, knowing – or thinking – that you would be safe. And now….look where we are.’

Now he felt unsure. Was it a game? Or wasn’t it? Did she intend to ruin him? Probably not. Was all this just a scare for him, a way of bringing her points home to him? Again, probably not. She likely wanted a payoff. But surely she couldn’t ask for too much? He wouldn’t pay if it was going to ruin him anyway.

‘So…tell me about Lynn then.’

At last he could show her that he had done as she had asked. ‘I have fired her; she will never set foot in here again. She was upset and said she would be taking legal advice, but I held firm.’

Outside the day was brightening. Housemartins flapped around looking for nesting in the eaves. Outside nature was at its most benign.

‘Well arsehole. When I leave today you will call her. You will tell her that you have reconsidered matters and that you will withdraw the notice, and that not only will you give her the job back you will give her a twenty percent rise as well….And if you have to eat some shit from her then eat it…chew it, swallow it. Get her back.’

‘But…’ he began.

She raised a hand to stop him. He clearly didn’t understand. He didn’t need to. Lynn feeling like she owned her not only her job but a hefty hike in salary was what she really wanted. She wouldn’t be here to keep an eye on him and some grateful ears and eyes were what she needed.

‘Just do it.’ She snapped.

‘Now I have documents here slave. They are already witnessed by my accountant. All they need is your signature. Just one signature on each document and your life will be safe once more.’

He looked up at her, as a dog might look plaintively at its owner. He knew better than to comment. Even a question was inappropriate.

‘I am going to explain what you need to ensure your continuing safety – and remember this arsehole, I could ask a lot more  - a LOT more – and you would happily give it.’

‘Yes mistress, I understand.’

‘Good because none of this is negotiable. What I say goes. Firstly, you take your two tarts off salary. Explain it how you like, accountant’s anxiety or something. And of course you can take the cars back.’

Oh God. How could he explain that? Had he not spent the last few months telling them the firm was on the up? To take back the cars and discontinue the salary would seem to contradict that.’

‘I will take over Lizzy’s AUDI, and you can give Abi’s Focus to Lynn, a nice gesture don’t you think?’

He nodded. ‘Yes Mistress’. Inside he was screaming. He felt helpless, utterly paralysed. He could feel, deep down in his soul he was breaking….ending.

‘Needless to say that I won’t be working here again, but nevertheless my salary will be upped to exactly one pound per annum above your own.’

She heard him gasp; the look on his face was a picture. She knew that would hurt, but she also knew the company could well afford it.

‘Finally,  - and remember I could take more – but if I did that you might lose incentive to really push the business hard and make sure it prospers. I want fifty-one percent of your hundred percent holding. I want effective control.’

He looked at her, a look of blank stupidity spreading across his features.

‘Generally speaking’. She continued. ‘I won’t interfere day to day. That’s your job. But I want the option of veto and of course half the dividend.’

She looked at the figure before her. He was staring into the ground as if frozen. Petrified. He felt his life force draining away. What would be left of him.

Little.

Nothing.

Slowly, very slowly he lifted his head and eventually his eyes met hers. He could feel his heart hammering in his chest, his breath starting to shorten. He wanted to cry, he wanted to break down and bawl, to really let go, to allow himself to be bourn along into that form of hysterical crying that which is beyond reason or control.

He wanted to give up the burden of being himself, give up the strain of living two lives. He wanted it all taken away from him, he wanted to return to a time when life was simple; where he just did as he was told and the world with all its conflicting demands and urgent requirements simply took care of itself.

He gazed up at the face before him, a face filled with certainly and authority. How he had always misunderstood himself. How little he knew. And as he gazed at her, two tears trickled down the sides of his nose.

He now knew everything was going to be alright. The struggle against himself, against the world was finished. The victory over himself was won.

He loved Mistress.

He reached out a trembling hand. ‘Where do I sign?’

The End

Afterword.

The author is a practicing UK professional Dominatrix.

She can be contacted at:

http://www.tantalus-press.com/cruella-pain-femdom-fiction
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