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Tessa and the Mannequin


The shop on the corner of Drake Street hadn’t been there the week before, that was for sure. Tessa would have noticed it. She walked that way to work five days a week, back and forth, and it was the kind of thing that would have caught her eye. On the other hand, it would have looked to a casual observer as though it had been there forever. The sign on the wall – ‘IRIS FANTASY WORKSHOP’ – was faded, and the paint was beginning to peel away. The slogan underneath – ‘WHERE YOUR DREAMS COME TRUE’ – was barely readable.

It looked as though it should have been boarded up a long time ago, but Tessa found herself drawn to it anyway. At first, she just found herself noticing it more and more – a casual glance out of the corner of her eye as she walked past it. A few days later and she found herself actively looking out for it, curious as to what lay behind its black tinted windows.

It was a Friday after work when she decided to look inside. At first, she was convinced that it was closed, but as she got closer she could clearly see an ‘OPEN’ sign hanging in the doorway.

Whatever it is, they keep odd hours, she thought to herself as she pushed the door.

The bell that rested above the shop door tinkled into life, and she stepped into the gloom. It was a murky place, the windows letting in astonishingly little light from an already overcast day. Several lamps around the shop floor made a feeble attempt at illumination, but it took Tessa a moment or two to recognise exactly what it was that she was looking at.

It was a sex shop.

On the walls, leather contraptions – all buckles and straps – stood next to a selection of canes and riding crops. Painful-looking metal devices managed to gleam, even in the poor light, seeming to glow with an aura all of their own. In various glass-fronted cabinets, mannequins were dressed in a variety of different outfits and costumes. A faceless French maid stood on sentry duty next to a policewoman in a uniform far too revealing to have been standard issue; in the cabinet next to them was a costume designed for a male wearer – an elaborate (and, she noted, somewhat worn-looking) Roman centurion outfit, complete with helmet and gladius.

‘Where your dreams come true’ indeed, she thought. This was all a little too kitsch for her liking. She reached for the door handle, desperate to leave before she was spotted – or failing that, praying that the ground would swallow her up in her embarrassment. Her face flushed red as she fumbled at the latch.

If Andy could see me now, she thought to herself. He’d laugh himself into a coma.

The image of her boyfriend flashed in front of her face and made her pause. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing after all.

She was already inside the shop, and Andy had been suggesting for weeks that they buy something to spice up their love life. She hadn’t been so keen on the idea, but it had been more out of a faint feeling of ridiculousness than anything else: she wasn’t, after all, the kind of girl who would be seen dead in the adult store on the high street, with its bright lights and windows full of lingerie. Anyone could see her there. How would she ever live it down?

Here, though... well, this was something quite different. She was sure no one she knew would have come across it, and even if they had, why would they assume it was a sex shop? She hadn’t, and she was a smart girl – if, as Andy took great glee in pointing out – a little on the innocent side.

No. She’d show him. When she came back that night with a little toy for their entertainment – perhaps a pair of handcuffs? Something small, anyway, but enough to show that she was making the effort – he’d have to admit that even though she wasn’t exactly wild, she was hardly a prude either.

‘Can I help you?’

The voice seemed to come out of nowhere. No, that wasn’t quite right: it seemed to come from everywhere, all at once, as though the shop itself was speaking to her.

Tessa turned around suddenly. Where no one had been there before, now there was an older woman standing behind the counter. Her jet black hair belied her age – she was pushing forty, certainly, so it was fairly obviously a dye-job – but when she smiled she could easily have passed for ten years younger. The soft makeup around her eyes didn’t hurt either. The total look was something along the lines of friendly gothic – alternative, yet personable.

Tessa wondered why it didn’t set her at ease.

‘Oh, sorry,’ she said. ‘Just looking.’

Just looking? Great. Now she probably thinks I’m some sort of pervert. Who comes into a sex shop just to browse?

Tess could have kicked herself. Why couldn’t she just have asked for the handcuffs, paid in cash and run away? This wasn’t a place she wanted to stay for longer than she had to, and yet...

And yet what? The sooner I can get out of here, the better.

Tessa found her eyes wandering over the displays. They lingered on some items longer than others – some that confused her with their complexity; others that just seemed as though they would be painful in a way she couldn’t imagine anyone enjoying; still others that send a shiver of excitement running through her – but she couldn’t see anything even approaching a pair of handcuffs. Everything seemed designed for brutality, rather than the gentle tease she was looking for.

She turned the corner, hoping that some less-extreme items might be on display elsewhere, but her eye caught on one of the cabinets and she stopped to look. In it, a slim female mannequin stood upright, her body swathed in black rubber. A corset cinched the wooden waist tightly, and myriad buckles and straps criss-crossed the material, each one held in place by a silver padlock. They looked small, but there was no doubt in Tessa’s mind that once they were locked on they wouldn’t come off without the keyholder’s intent. Even the mannequin’s head was covered by a restrictive-looking hood, with holes for the eyes, mouth and nostrils, but otherwise nothing but an expanse of inky blankness.

She glanced downwards. Around the mannequin’s feet were a pair of boots with impossibly high heels, again covered in those same straps and buckles. The silver gleamed, even in the dark of the shop.

If it hadn’t been trapped behind the glass, Tessa knew for a fact that she would have been unable to stop herself from reaching out to touch it. All of a sudden, she needed to see what it would feel like, to have the smooth latex touch her skin – and perhaps more. What would it be like to be wrapped in it, to have it surround her?

‘Lovely, isn’t it?’

Tessa turned around sharply to find the woman watching her. She was grinning broadly, as though she’d caught her in some secret, shameful fantasy. Could she have known? No. That was impossible, surely?

Tessa said nothing.

‘You don’t need to worry,’ the woman said, still with that same knowing smile. ‘A lot of people come in here and find things they didn’t even know they wanted.’

Tessa nodded, unsure what to say. ‘Yeah. I guess they must.’

‘It’s an odd job, sometimes,’ she said slowly. ‘Running a shop like this, I mean.’

‘Oh?’

The woman nodded. ‘Yeah. It’s not like a regular shop. I mean, normally, people come in and the shopkeeper sells them what they want. Nice and easy. No mess, no fuss.’

‘And you don’t?’

‘Oh no, sweetie. I don’t sell people what they want. I sell them what they need.’

It sounded trite enough that Tessa had to choke back a laugh, but when she looked up to see the sincerity on the woman’s face it suddenly became less funny. It might have been an odd way of putting it, but it was easy to tell that she really believed what she was saying.

‘Is there a difference?’

‘Oh, all the difference in the world! Take you, for example.’

‘What about me?’

‘Well, what did you come in here for? A pair of handcuffs, yes? A little bit of safe kink with the boyfriend, perhaps? An attempt to try and spice things up a bit?’

Tessa nodded. Silently the woman reached under the counter and pulled out a solid-looking pair of handcuffs. Two solid steel ratchets came together, connected by a short chain; a key accompanied it, attached by what appeared to be another short twist of metal, but there was no sign of anything that looked like a safety catch. These handcuffs were a world away from the flimsy, fur-covered things she had been expecting. One look told her they were serious business, and not to be trifled with

Tessa was entranced.

There was just something about them, something that said with no doubt whatsoever that once she was inside them she’d be stuck for good, helpless until someone decided to let her out. Tessa felt a twinge run through her, a strange, unfamiliar sensation that she didn’t immediately realise was arousal, building in her very core and spreading throughout her body like water through a sponge.

Had it really been so long?

‘They’re yours if you want them,’ the woman said breezily. ‘Free of charge. You can walk out of here with them right now. I’ll even wrap them up for you. But...’ She let her voice shrink away as if to nothing, leaving a thousand things unsaid.

‘But what?’

‘But like I say, I’m not interested in selling you what you want. I’m here to give you what you need.’

‘And what’s that, exactly?’

The woman tilted her head ever so slightly towards the display cabinet that held the complicated latex contraption. ‘What do you think?’

Tessa laughed despite herself. ‘That thing?’ she said. ‘What makes you think I’d be interested in that?’

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ the woman said. ‘Maybe the fact that your eyes haven’t left it since the minute you walked into my shop?’

Could she really have been so obvious? It was hard to deny that the suit and the various devices it came with had been playing on her mind, it was nothing more than an idle fancy – the way someone walking past a fancy car dealership might picture himself or herself behind the wheel of a fancy new Lexus.

It was a nice idea, but completely impossible. Obviously.

‘If you’re going to the hard sell, you’re wasting your time,’ she said. ‘Even if I wanted it, there’s no way I could ever afford something like that.’

The woman laughed. It was a high tinkle, harsh but not cruel. ‘Firstly,’ she said, ‘I think we both know there’s no “if” about it. And secondly, who said anything about you affording it? I’m afraid that particular outfit isn’t for sale. Neither is its twin.’

‘Its twin?’

‘We have another one in the back room, just like it, except in red. Such a wonderfully slutty colour. I can’t help but think it would suit you.’

Tessa felt as though part of her should be offended at the way this complete stranger had just categorised her, but she couldn’t deny it: the mere sight of that outfit was making her feel things she hadn’t felt in years. She had never considered herself to be one for fetishes – in fact, would have openly mocked the idea, up until twenty minutes ago – but the sight of that latex and the thought of what it would feel like to have it surround every inch of her naked body hit her hard.

But it didn’t matter either way. The woman had spoken: the outfit wasn’t for sale. Perhaps sometime in the future she would dare to suggest to Andy that they try something similar: perhaps she would even be able to hide her embarrassment for long enough to order some small, inexpensive latex or rubber number from eBay, even – that was, if he didn’t end up laughing at the very thought of the idea.

‘You?’ she could hear him saying. ‘In an outfit like that?’

In Andy’s mocking tone, it did sound kind of preposterous – not like her at all. But still, the thought remained.

She felt a lump rise in her throat. ‘Ah well,’ she said.

‘Unless you wanted to try it on, of course?’

The question hovered in the air. The quick gleam in the older woman’s eye hadn’t gone unnoticed, but the thought of being able to feel that outfit against her flesh made Tessa’s mind run as though on overdrive. Her sense of propriety insisted that she decline the offer, that this wasn’t her speaking but her libido – and even if she did try it on, what would be the point of getting attached to something that would likely bankrupt her if she tried to buy it? – but the voices in her head were soon squashed down to nothingness.

Instead, she gave out a weak nod.

‘What was that, sweetie?’ the woman said.

The words didn’t seem to want to come; Tessa had to practically squeeze them from a dry, tight throat in order to make herself heard.

‘I think...’ she began, and then faltered. ‘I think I’d like that.’

‘Like what?’

‘I think I’d like to try it on.’

‘I was hoping you’d say that.’

Tessa could feel her face flushing as soon as she finished speaking, but the woman took no notice of her embarrassment. Instead, she merely crossed over to the front of the shop, clicked the latch closed, and turned the sign around.

‘There we go,’ she said. ‘You can start to strip any time you’re ready, dear.’

‘Isn’t there a changing room?’

The woman nodded. ‘Oh, of course there is. But there’s no way you’d be able to get into this by yourself. You’ve seen how tight it is, and that’s not even mentioning all the buckles and straps: you’d be there for hours.’

That made sense. And besides, it wasn’t as though anyone would see: the door was locked, the shop was closed, and even the windows had been blacked out. If anything, the whole shop was her changing room.

‘There’s no need to be shy, sweetie,’ she said. ‘I’ve seen it all before. There’s not a lot that shocks me.’

There was something in the way she said it that made Tessa feel ridiculous. Of course this woman wouldn’t be put out by her nakedness. She worked in a shop like this; she probably saw that sort of thing all the time. 

It occurred to her that maybe the reason she was reluctant was due to her own embarrassment at being naked in front of a stranger, but the thought sailed away as though on a breeze, barely there at all. Why would she be embarrassed? She had a nice body, even if she did say so herself. Her curves were in the right places, and her skin was smooth and supple. Just because Andy didn’t seem to notice anymore, it didn’t mean it wasn’t true.

Andy...

She tried to conjure up his face, but somehow she couldn’t. His image came to her as though through fog, distant and untouchable. Well, that was Andy through and through; in a lot of ways, this was an improvement.

Why was she even still with him? As she thought it over, she realised she couldn’t bring to mind a single thing she liked about him – or if she could, it was easily squashed down by the thought of all the things she found extremely irksome. His laugh. His shrill, condescending tone when he corrected her – which was often, and not always merited.

No more. She was done with all that now. As soon as she got home, they’d have a long conversation about what she really wanted out of life, and how much that wasn’t him. Oh, she could give him a week or so to move out, but after that he was on his own, and so was she.

It was an astonishingly liberating feeling. In fact, since she had walked through the shop door and heard the tinkle of the bells behind her, she’d been full of little epiphanies like this. It’s a wonder more people don’t go into sex shops, she thought. They’re apparently good for the soul.

‘That’s a good girl,’ the woman said, breaking her out of her daydream.

Tessa looked down at her body: two halves of her shirt flapped freely, her hands having unbuttoned them seemingly of their own accord.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, clutching the two sides of the material together in an attempt to cover her stomach. ‘I don’t really know what happened there.’

‘Nonsense, dear,’ she said. ‘You said you were going to take your clothes off, and you did. Admit it: doesn’t that feel better?’

Tessa nodded. It did feel better. There was something about the cool air that tickled her midriff, coupled with the naughtiness of the whole thing – anyone could just walk in and see her like this; the idea made her pussy tingle with excitement – that filled her body with a wonderful sense of serenity and peacefulness. She shrugged the shirt off her shoulders and let it gather in a pile at her feet, and then reached behind her back and unfastened her bra. It wasn’t, she was ashamed to note, one of her sexier numbers: distinctly a case of form over function. It was much better off than on.

The woman looked over her breasts with an approving air. ‘Oh, they’re really quite beautiful,’ she said admiringly. ‘You’re going to fill out this suit perfectly.’

Tessa felt herself flush with pride. It wasn’t often that she was called beautiful, and even less often that she allowed a compliment without trying to turn it into a joke, but the fact that the woman thought she was a good match for the suit gave her a warm glow. Once her breasts were free, she no longer felt any sort of shame. She quickly unfastened her jeans and, in one smooth movement, slid both the denim and the lace of her panties down over her hips, leaving them to rest at her ankles. She stepped out of them, letting the woman see her entirely naked for the first time. Part of her sought approval, but a larger part of her felt... what was the word? Liberated? More than that, somehow.

She felt as though she could do anything.

‘Good girl,’ the woman said again, and Tessa smiled. It was becoming a sort of mantra for her, something to focus on – a way of pushing her to do things she previously wouldn’t have thought possible. As long as she was a good girl, everything was fine.

The woman reached under the counter and pulled out a ring of keys, and then breezed past Tessa as though she wasn’t even there. Tessa followed after her obediently as she walked to the cabinet where the suit was located, unlocked it, and with impossibly nimble fingers began stripping the latex from the cold, unmoving figure of the mannequin. She worked quickly, and soon it rested in a pile on the floor.

It looked unnatural, just lying there: it was as though it had lost all of the magic and mystery that it had had when it was on the mannequin, draped around a female form – no matter how lifeless that form might have been. Now, it looked dishearteningly like little more than a product, an item for sale.

‘Don’t worry, my love,’ the woman said. ‘It’ll look much better when we get it on you. I can promise you that.’

Tessa found her spirits lifting at the thought. It was really happening. She was really going to get to feel herself encased in that latex, all dolled up.

Screw Andy, she thought. This was for her.

The woman picked up what appeared to be a pair of rubber leggings, and held them open on the floor. ‘One foot at a time,’ she said.

‘Won’t it stick to me?’

The woman shook her head. ‘Not these. They’re special. Now hurry up, sweetie... I can’t keep the shop closed forever. I wouldn’t want to keep anyone else from their fantasies, would I?’

Guided by the woman’s hands, the leggings slid up Tessa’s legs with absolutely no resistance. From what Tessa  knew of rubber – which was astonishingly little – she had been under the impression that it was difficult to put on, but this felt like satin against her skin; it slipped on as easily as any other item of clothing in her wardrobe.

‘One more thing,’ the woman said once she was satisfied with their placement. ‘Just try and relax.’

Try and relax?, Tessa thought. I’m in heaven. I couldn’t be more relaxed if I tried.

When the woman’s fingers entered her pussy, she let out a low moan, but didn’t resist. ‘One more feature of the suit,’ the woman explained, as she pumped her fingers slowly in and out, smoothing the latex into place. ‘It doesn’t just cover the usual parts. It covers everything.’

Way off in the distance, part of Tessa’s mind began to protest, but it was soon silenced. The latex – and the woman’s gentle touch as she stroked and positioned the material around Tessa’s most intimate areas – just felt too good to let her be worried about anything else. The woman’s fingers had slid the rubber inside her so easily, thanks to her wetness. It felt so easy that she hadn’t even been embarrassed about how wet she was. It was just so... natural.

Yes, that was it. Natural.

Before long, her top half was covered in a similar latex coating, and the woman spent what might have seemed to the old Tessa to be far too long smoothing the material out across her breasts. For the new Tessa – the easygoing, sex-friendly, latex-clad Tessa – however, it felt wonderful. Every time she brushed her fingers lightly over her nipples, the tingling sensation sent a chill through her body that made her shiver with pleasure.

‘You seem to be enjoying yourself,’ the woman said, smiling.

Tessa nodded.

‘It’s amazing how aroused people get whenever they put on the suit. There must just be something about being covered up that lets all of your inhibitions drift away.’

Yes, Tessa thought. That must be what it is. It’s no wonder I’m feeling so turned on. I’m just... not myself anymore. I don’t have to be responsible for anything. I can just... give in.

‘That’s right,’ the woman said. ‘Give in. There’s no harm in it. You’re safe now.’

How had she known?, Tessa thought. Was it possible that she had been speaking out loud? She must have been. What was the alternative: that this woman could read her mind? It was a ridiculous idea. Crazy to even think about.

Even if she could, it wouldn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was the feeling of the latex against her, and the freedom from herself that it provided.

‘Please,’ Tessa said, her voice sounding unusually floaty, as though it was coming from somewhere outside of herself. ‘Can we do the hood next?’

‘Of course we can, sweetie,’ the woman said, picking it up from the floor. ‘You just relax. Focus on how good this feels – how right this feels – and I’ll make you my beautiful little latex toy.’

Yes. That’s right. Just a toy.

There was nothing wrong with that, was there?

The woman pulled the hood over her head gently, allowing the latex to settle around her face with an almost liquid smoothness. It was a perfect fit, as though it had been designed just for her. Quickly, the woman began to pull the straps closed, tightening its embrace around her head. For a moment the sounds of the shop were muffled, but almost immediately her ears adjusted: it seemed as though she was able to hear the important things so much more clearly now. The click of the padlock as it secured the latex around her head echoed for what seemed like hours. Even the woman’s voice came through as clear as a bell.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ Tessa could hear her saying, ‘but this suit’s so old I can’t quite remember where I left the keys. I’m afraid you’re going to be stuck wearing this hood for a while.’

‘Oh no,’ Tessa said. ‘I don’t mind at all.’

Inside, her heart raced. She had been more worried that she’d have to take the hood off. So what if people saw her in it? She could happily spend her whole life in it. It was her natural state of being: with her face covered, she didn’t have to give in to the stupid expectations of people like Adam. She could do whatever she wanted.

Adam?

No... not Adam. Her boyfriend’s name wasn’t Adam; it was Andy. Or was it? Suddenly he seemed so very unimportant. Suddenly everything seemed unimportant.

It was remarkably freeing.

The woman cinched a corset tightly around Tessa’s waist, pulling it until she could have sworn it couldn’t get any tighter. A look in the mirror showed her that it had done wonders for her figure, transforming her into a seductive hourglass shape. Suddenly, she felt sexy through and through.

‘Almost done now, dear,’ the woman said. ‘Just a few more items, and then we’re all finished.’

‘Mmm,’ Tessa murmured, barely paying attention. She was in no hurry.

The boots came next, and they took the longest. Between all of the laces and the straps, it took what seemed like forever to fit them, but by the time it was finished Tessa had to agree that it was worth the effort. Now she stood a full seven inches taller than she had before, towering over the woman; the heels added an astonishing amount of definition to her calves and her ass. Even covered by the latex – or perhaps because she was covered by the latex – Tessa’s body was a sight to behold. Every little detail was accentuated by her new second skin, and it took every bit of effort she could muster to pull her eyes away from the mirror and come back to the matter at hand.

The click of the final padlock on the boots brought her back to reality. They weren’t coming off – not for a while, at least – but that was fine by her. For an item that looked so brutal and foreboding, the boots were remarkably comfortable: perhaps even the most comfortable pair of boots she had ever worn. They were restrictive, yes, but they were designed to be. The gentle pressure was a constant reminder of their presence, but it was a soothing kind of tightness – a comforting embrace.

‘One more thing,’ the woman said, picking up a thick black strap from the floor. It was a collar, and it was serious business. While the rest of the items had been latex-based, this was leather, and looked extremely sturdy. A wide range of silver rings were placed at intervals along its length, none of which looked likely to give under pressure. It didn’t take long before it was wrapped around her neck.

‘Is that too tight?’ the woman asked, and Tessa shook her head. The strict binding of the collar made it difficult to move. No, it’s not too tight, she thought. It’s just perfect. Everything’s just perfect.

‘Good, good.’ The woman took a step backwards and examined her handiwork. ‘Oh, Tessa,’ she said, happily. ‘You look wonderful. Absolutely stunning. I knew that it would look good on you from the second you walked in the door, but this...’ The rational part of Tessa’s mind spoke up again, but it seemed a lot more distant this time. You didn’t tell her your name, it said. How did she know? How was that possible? The old Tessa would probably have wasted untold hours pondering it, poking it from all angles until she found a satisfactory answer. New Tessa didn’t have that problem. Obviously there was a simple explanation: why should she get bent out of shape about it? Why bother even worrying about it at all? She trusted this woman implicitly, with everything she had. How could anyone who had allowed her to feel this good have any nefarious purpose in mind? ‘... it’s as though you were designed for it,’ the woman said, completing her thought and snapping Tessa out of her daydreams and back to the present. ‘Such a shame you can’t keep it.’

Somewhere deep inside herself, Tessa knew that there was no way she’d be able to have the suit all for her very own, but hearing it aloud as she felt the latex hugging her like a second skin... somehow, it hurt her more deeply than she ever would have been able to anticipate.

‘Yes... such a shame,’ the woman continued. ‘Then again, perhaps we could come to some sort of... arrangement?’ She woman shook her head at her own suggestion. ‘No, I’m sorry. Ignore me. I’m just being silly.’

‘What kind of arrangement?’ Tessa asked eagerly. ‘I think I’d like that. Very much.’

‘Well, I’m sure we could find a way to let you stay in that suit for as long as you wanted. After all, the sign on the door says we make fantasies come true. If that’s your fantasy, I really should try and help you out, don’t you think?’

‘It is,’ Tessa said, nodding vehemently. ‘It really is.’ She hadn’t realised how true it was until the words came tumbling out of her mouth, tripping over themselves in her eagerness. As long as she could keep the suit, who cared what the cost was?

The woman smiled again. For the first time, Tessa noticed just how predatory her grin seemed; it wasn’t cruel, particularly, but it spoke of a hidden agenda and sent a creeping shiver up her spine.

There would be time to think about that later, once she was at home and the suit was hanging in her wardrobe – or maybe she’d just wear it out of the shop? It would seem like such a waste to have to take it off. Who cared what strangers on the street thought of her? That was the kind of thing the old Tessa would have worried about.

‘I’m glad you think so,’ she said. ‘In that case, I have a few... extra items for you. Don’t worry, though. I think you’ll like them just as much as the rest of the suit.’

Extra items? Tessa could already feel a tingling in her pussy at the thought. Whatever they were, she was sure she’d love them. Suddenly everything in the shop seemed enticing, from the leather collars that adorned the walls to the harsh metallic implements she had noticed on the way in. How could she have thought they looked so torturous? Now, they called out to her like old friends.

Soon, she thought. There would always be time to return here. Perhaps the woman would let her try them out too?

She came back with a bundle of items, and dropped them on the ground at Tessa’s feet. ‘You’re sure this is what you want, sweetie?’ she said. ‘You’re sure this suit is your fantasy? This is the last time I’m going to ask you. Think it over properly.’

‘It is,’ Tessa said. She didn’t need to think it over. Nothing else had ever seemed so obvious.

‘Open wide, then.’

The woman produced a ball gag – a knot of hard red rubber on a soft black strap – and positioned it gently between Tessa’s teeth. It stretched her jaw out firmly, with no give. Tessa had never had anything quite so big filling her mouth before, and instinctively she began to panic at the loss of her voice.

‘Shh, now,’ the woman said as she fastened the buckle behind her head and locked it tight. ‘That’s not so bad, is it? You don’t need to talk. You don’t need to do anything. Just accept it. Give in.’

Just accept it.

Yes, that was right. What did she need to speak for? The woman seemed to know her innermost thoughts already, not to mention how to calm her down with ease. Just the sound of her voice seemed to help.

Give in.

Things were so much easier that way. Giving in only led to good things, after all. Deciding to come into the shop. Allowing the woman to dress her. She didn’t have to do anything; in fact, not doing anything was the whole point. All she had to do was let down her defences.

When the woman began probing the entrance to her vagina through the latex, Tessa didn’t stir. She hadn’t even noticed there was a hole down there, the outfit seemed so flawless. If she hadn’t known better, she would have sworn there hadn’t been – hadn’t the woman slid some of the latex right up inside of her, with gentle fingers? – but surely she had been mistaken. What was the alternative: that the woman had opened one up instantly, as if by magic? No. That was preposterous.

Her fingers pulled back, and she waggled them in front of Tessa’s face. The tips were coated in the thick cream of her excitement. ‘Well, well,’ the woman said happily. ‘It’s nice to know you’re enjoying yourself. There was me thinking I was going to have to try and track down some lubricant, and it turns out you’re such an eager little slut that you’ve saved me the bother.’

Slut.

There was that word again, except now it almost sounded like a badge of honour. She was a slut, surely? There was no other explanation as to why she was so excited. This woman’s touch – a stranger’s touch, no less – had been enough to make her cunt drip with anticipation. Far from pushing the woman away, she never wanted her to stop. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to enjoy the sensation.

She felt rubber part her lips, similar to that which was currently keeping her mouth open, and before she could protest it had slid inside of her. The fullness in her pussy shocked her – Andy had never felt this satisfying; none of her exes had, in fact – and she groaned into the gag. When the woman turned on the vibrations and a shivering pulse of pleasure shot through her body, Tessa found herself gently bucking her hips against it, grinding against the air.

The woman tapped her gently on the ass, just enough to catch her attention. ‘Stay still, sweetie,’ she said. ‘I’m not finished with you yet.’ Almost immediately, Tessa felt a leather harness being buckled around her waist, holding the vibrator tightly in place in her cunt. A pair of padlock-clicks later and it was secured. The thought of being locked into a device like that excited Tessa almost as much as the touch of the woman’s hands across her body.

No, that wasn’t quite it. It wasn’t the woman that had got her excited; she knew that now. It was the suit, through and through. Everything about it made her wet, from the moment she had first seen it.

‘Arms now, sweetie,’ the woman said, her words cutting through the fog of the orgasm that was promised but kept tantalisingly out of reach by the vibrator inside her. ‘Wouldn’t want you going anywhere, would we?’

Tessa was barely able to resist as she felt the woman draw her hands behind her back. Twin ringlets of steel held her arms in place, ratcheting closed until there was absolutely no room for her to move. Were they the handcuffs from before? Suddenly, coming in for them seemed like a distant memory.

With a tight grip around Tessa’s arm, the woman guided her backwards. In the high heels of the boots, it made for a treacherous few steps, but it didn’t take long for her to be satisfied that Tessa was in position. The glass walls of the display cabinet surrounded her, but Tessa barely noticed: her mind was focused on the agonising tease of the vibrations between her legs. She would have given anything to reach a hand around and begin playing with herself, but the cuffs made it an impossibility. She looked imploringly at the old woman, desperately hoping that she might slip a finger inside the catsuit and give her just a little push to make her finally come, but the woman ignored her: locked in the gag as she was, there was nothing else she could do to get her attention.

Instead, she stood and waited. It just felt... natural.

As the woman locked a set of manacles around her feet – how had she not noticed those before? Had they even been there? – Tessa remained still. Stillness felt right.

‘There we go,’ the woman whispered into her ear as she closed the door of the display cabinet at last. ‘Now you’re all sorted. My little plaything, dressed up just as I wanted. All mine. Forever.’

Forever.

Yes, that was right. Tessa could see that now. She’d be here forever. Where else would she be? Where else would she be able to wear this suit, to have people look at her the way she had looked at the mannequin – with a mixture of lust and admiration?

The vibrator pushed her over into orgasm. Her body bucked and writhed as pleasure ripped its way through to her very core, but the chains held her tightly in place, locked standing upright.

‘There now,’ the woman said with a smile as she turned the key in the lock. ‘You just focus on coming for me. All you need to do is be a good little slut for me.’

A good little slut.

Nothing else.

As the door of the display cabinet was sealed shut, Tessa gave herself completely over to the sensations, and to the reality of her new existence.

It was three months before the shop had another visitor: a young blonde woman, professionally dressed, who entered with a familiar sense of caution and proceeded to scan the floor nervously.

The latex-clad mannequin that had once been a woman watched her as she roamed around the shop. For a second their eyes met, but the new girl didn’t seem to recognise any humanity in her; all too quickly, her attention was distracted by an item in the next display cabinet along.

It was a full-body latex suit, in a deep red colour, which seemed to cry out to her in a way nothing ever had before.

The mannequin watched to see if the young woman would find her fantasy coming to life, and waited for the shop’s new addition to take her rightful place.

Crystal Blue Persuasion

‘Yes,’ she had answered.

Sometimes, that was all it took.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The crystal had chosen, and it had chosen well.

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

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

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

‘Likewise,’ she had said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I think I can handle that,’ he said.

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

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

Further, down to the smooth curve of her jawline.

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

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

And then further still.

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

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

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

‘Quite... quite...’

‘Quite what? Remarkable? Magnificent? Beautiful?’

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

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

‘No.’

‘What were you looking at?’

‘That.’

‘What?’

‘Your necklace.’

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

She smiled. The crystal always seemed to know best.

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

‘Yeah.’

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

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

‘No.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Good.’

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

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

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

What’s happening to me?

How are you doing this?, perhaps.

It didn’t much matter either way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Come with me,’ she said.

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

And he was all hers.

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

Almost there, she thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Mistress.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She chastised herself. Poor phrasing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt good to submit.

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

‘Yes Mistress. Completely under your control.’

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

‘Completely yours, Mistress.’

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

‘I live to please you, Mistress.’

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

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

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

He knelt by her, awaiting his instructions.

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

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

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

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

‘Yes Mistress.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wouldn’t have been the first.

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

‘Lick, slave,’ she said.

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

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

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

She nodded a silent assent, and smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Do you want to fuck me, slave?’

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

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

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

‘Since when?’

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

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

The thought made her tingle.

He wanted her, not the crystal.

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

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

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

‘Yes Mistress.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, Mistress.’

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

‘Yes Mistress.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You need what?’

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

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

But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t.

Not without her permission.

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

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

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

She collapsed forward in ecstasy, moaning his name.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But maybe...

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

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

‘Yes Mistress?’

‘Come here. Kneel down.’

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

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

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

He nodded eagerly. ‘Yes, Mistress.’

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

‘How about now?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What?’

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

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

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

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

This time, it was all for her.

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

Into the Woods

It was her first time, and the forest was darkening.

She had been here before – of course she had; she had been born and raised in the next village over, and the woods didn’t hold any secrets from her – but it had never seemed as foreboding as it did at that moment, and the village never further away. How long was it? Two, maybe three miles? Not long, in relative terms, and yet still plenty long enough. She hadn’t been walking for longer than an hour, certainly, but as dusk began to settle like a purple-hazed curtain over the landscape, she knew that she didn’t have much time left.

Soon nightfall would come, and then the beast would be free.

She quickened her pace, clutching at her basket; it wouldn’t do to be late. Much longer, and she might not be able to get back in time. She knew what that meant. There would be no mercy, no respite: if night fell before she got back to the village, the doors would be closed and bolted. There were places she could hide, perhaps – others had certainly managed to survive a night even as the beast stalked – but most did not.

If she didn’t make it home, her family would already start planning her funeral – at least, for the parts of her that would be left to bury.

But no... it didn’t do to think like that. There was still time. All she had to do was find the cottage, leave the basket, and return home.

The tree line thinned suddenly, and almost out of nowhere she found herself in a clearing. A small, rough-hewn building stood in the middle of it; a well and a small pile of firewood stood off to one side. Everything a man could want, she thought to herself. Except companionship.

But still, no matter how lonely he got, solitude had to be better than death and exile had to be better than execution. For the things he had done, the village would have been justified in killing him a dozen times over. It was only through their mercy that he remained alive, and only out of fear that sending him away would lead to catastrophe in another village – perhaps even a larger town, with hundreds of potential and unknowing victims – that he was kept so close.

It was the duty of all the villagers to check on him before a full moon, and having come of age she was now eligible to help share the burden. She had accepted her turn willingly and without fear, but now, so close to the place that so many mothers had warned their children about, she felt a pang of fear cut through her. Don’t be silly, child, she chided herself. He’s secure. All you have to do is leave the basket and get out. You don’t even have to talk to him.

The thought calmed her, but not by much.

She pushed open the heavy oak door an inch at a time; it wasn’t until its anguished creak faded into nothingness that she realised she had been holding her breath the whole time.

The room was dark, even more than she would have expected from the rapidly approaching dusk outside. The shutters were fixed in place, and except for where a few desperate slivers of light managed to push their way through, they blocked the windows from providing much illumination. If there was ever a reminder needed that this cottage existed to keep inside and outside separate, the shutters were it.

She looked around slowly, letting her eyes adjust to the darkness. Shapes began to come together, forming recognisable objects: a single chair, a rough table, a stone fireplace that remained unlit.

And there, off against the far wall, the unmistakeable shape of a man.

The beast.

No, not yet: not for another hour or so, maybe slightly less. Until the moonlight came for him, he was as human as she was. Afterward, though, when the night fell and the residents of the village locked themselves away... then, he would be something else entirely.

He didn’t look up at her as she entered, didn’t say a word as she placed the basket down by the door. For a moment, she thought that he might have been asleep, given the way his head was slumped down against his chest, but the tightness in the muscles of his chest and arms, held in place against the stone wall by thick iron chains, told her otherwise. No one slept like that. It wasn’t possible, not even for him.

‘Hello?’ she ventured into the darkness, but her only reply was an echoing silence. ‘I won’t hurt you,’ she said at last, before realising how ridiculous it sounded. How could she hurt him? Even without his curse, he was larger than she was, and stronger. If the chains were the only thing holding him back...

She shuddered at the thought. They were strong – too strong for a human to break unaided, at least – and yet every month they had to be reforged at the smithy in the village. Every month, his dark side snapped them with ease.

The wolf could not be tamed, and the thought sent a shiver through her.

He made a noise, a low animalistic growl that instantly convinced her that his transformation was starting early, and she froze in place, suddenly too scared to move.

‘Leave,’ he had said – one word, nothing more, and yet packed so tightly with meaning: part command, part exhortation, part plea.

‘Why?’

‘It’s not safe.’

He was concerned, and rightly so. If he caught her, there would be outrage. The last time his curse had cost the village a member, a mob had formed at once, ready to separate his head from his body and seed the corpse with salt – and that was for Old Tom, the town drunk who had made himself no shortage of enemies. If she caught her end at his claws... well, his survival would not be assured. Once the moon faded, so would his strength, and then they would have a full month to exact revenge.

Yes. Perhaps it was right that he was the one who was scared. His dark side could kill her so easily... and yet it would be his humanity that would pay the price.

Seeing his fear and yet knowing that she still had the protection of daylight, she found herself emboldened. There was no reason to be scared – and even less reason to show her fear. Soon she would be home, and safe. There were just a few more things to be dealt with. Wordlessly, she took the steel and flint and kindling from the basket, and with short work managed to light a fire in the grate.

‘I said you should leave me,’ he said again, rattling his chains. For the first time she let her eyes fall upon his body. A rough, loose shirt barely covered him; it didn’t require much imagination to picture it lying on the ground at his feet as it would be soon, a torn mess of rags. The beast would not stand for clothes. ‘Do you hear me?’

‘Yes,’ she said simply.

‘And yet you’re still here.’

‘I have a job. I will be gone soon, I promise you.’

He grunted, and she saw him scrunch his eyes closed. Was it too painful for him to look at her – to see the face of the woman who was effectively his jailor for the night? Did he resent his captivity, even though he knew he would be free within the hour? Or was it more than that? Could it be...

Could it be that he hated the knowledge that his freedom would come soon, whether he liked it or not? The weight of it must have rested heavy upon him, and with good reason. Perhaps he was closing his eyes against her inevitable failure.

There were too many possibilities for her to be sure.

With his eyes closed and the light of the fire taking hold behind her, she took the opportunity to examine him. His shirt was loose, and it did a poor job of concealing him. Underneath it, she could see his toned body, muscles that appeared to have been cut from granite and the hard work of manual labour. The solitary life had made him reliant on no one but himself and his own skills, and it showed. His body, she could tell, was the tool that allowed for his survival, and it was treated with the respect it deserved.

His face had that same look of granite, the product of harshness and isolation, but his features were not weathered. Instead, he had a softness to him: a look of kindness that spoke of an inherent good nature, at odds with his curse.

If his life had been different, she knew, he would not have been forced to stay out here alone. He would have been welcomed into the village, not cast out. He would have had his pick of the girls – a wife, a family, a good life. Despite all the stories she had been told of the evil that lurked within him, she suddenly found them impossible to believe. He was no monster. He stood before her in chains, not a mythical creature but a man, with everything that entailed and more.

The thought made her heart beat louder in her chest. Was it in spite of his secret that he seemed so enticing – or, perhaps, because of it?

She moved over to his body, examining the chains properly. He had done a good job of securing himself, as she was told he always did, but the villagers insisted that his work be checked. One day, they warned, he might decide not to bother with them at all. Without the head start that the chains afforded them, he might make it to the village hours earlier. The devastation he could bring about in that case was too much to contemplate.

But no. Not this month. The chains that held him were secure.

‘You’re new,’ he said as she ran her fingers along them, checking the joints for weaknesses, checking the locks were fastened. ‘Newly of age, I take it?’

She nodded. ‘Two weeks since. That’s all.’

He gave another dismissive grunt. ‘It’s not right. The risk... it’s too great for one so young.’

‘It’s a long journey to undertake for someone who isn’t.’ That much, at least, was the truth: the villagers liked to keep their distance. The idea of one of their elder members suddenly becoming overcome by age and infirmity as the moon rose was a horror that didn’t bear consideration.

‘Still,’ he said. ‘It’s too much. I could...’ His voice trailed off, but nothing more needed to be said. They both knew what he was capable of, if he ever got loose from his chains.

The girl shrugged. ‘We all have our burdens. I have to carry my share of the weight.’

‘Is that how you see me? A burden?’

‘There are those who speak more strongly than that,’ she said. ‘Some of the elders view you as a curse. They say you are the punishment for our sins. An agent of divine retribution.’

He didn’t say anything to that. She watched his jaw tighten, clenching in fury – at the village, at the world, at himself. When the silence became too much for her to bear, she spoke up. ‘Are they right?’ she asked.

‘About what?’

‘Are you our curse?’

She hadn’t known what kind of response she had been expecting, but the bark of laughter he let out certainly wasn’t it. It was short-lived, and then he cast his eyes up to the heavens in mock supplication. ‘Oh, in God’s name...’ he said. ‘What would you know about curses? Piss on the elders. Piss on them all, and their silly superstitions too.’

His flippancy angered her, and she pulled herself upright in front of him, staring at him as closely to eye-to-eye as her small frame would allow. ‘Your silly superstitions kill our livestock – sometimes our families,’ she spat. ‘Your silly superstitions have us cowering in fear, all so we can allow you to live. And you say you’re not a curse?’

For a moment he glowered at her, rage burning in his eyes; if not for the chains, she thought he might have struck her, but she held her ground. After a second his gaze softened, and his eyes flushed with a warm sadness.

‘I... I’m sorry,’ he said, forcing the words out. ‘I know the suffering I cause. I meant no offence, I swear it.’

She said nothing, but gave him a curt nod. His apology was accepted, and he breathed a small sigh of relief. It was enough. The fact that it mattered to him pleased her for reasons she couldn’t quite place. She went back to her preparations.

‘What about you?’ he asked at last, once he had tired of watching her work. ‘Do you see me as your curse?’

Did she? She had heard stories about his cruelty and about the cruelty of that which lurked within him, but now, seeing him in person...

The space she had carved out in her heart for fear was filled to the brim with pity.

No, perhaps not quite to the brim. There was more to it than that: pity was what you felt towards a stray dog, but that wasn’t the case with him. It wasn’t fear either, or hatred for the things he had done. It was...

Longing, she supposed. That was it. It was a new feeling for her, and yet one as old as time itself. She had thought she had felt it before, watching the village boys as they swam naked in the stream, or tended the fields they might one day inherit, but that was different; they were barely of age themselves. His body didn’t have the same pristine quality that theirs did. His hands were rough, and the occasional scratch marked his back. His was a body that had been lived in – that had known pain and joy, awe and strife.

He was a man. More than a man, in fact.

‘No,’ she said softly. ‘No, I don’t.’

‘Then what do you think of me?’

‘I...’ She paused, letting the words she had planned vanish in the darkness like the sparks from the fireplace. ‘I don’t know.’

He nodded softly, as though he understood, but he didn’t – he couldn’t. She was sure of that. Beast or not, deep down he was a man. How could a man hope to understand a woman’s needs – the ache that lurked within her, the emptiness that needed to be filled?

The idea that crossed her mind was unthinkable, and yet impossible to shake. Could she...?

She shouldn’t, obviously. It was a crazy notion – the kind of thing that could never end well, the kind of risk that ordinarily would have seemed beyond all reason... and yet here, with his body in chains in front of her, she found herself incapable to stop it. She could have him, right here – or rather, he could have her. She had the upper hand. He needed her.

Let him earn it.

The idea thrilled her. Her hand rested on the lock keeping him secure, and suddenly the ring of keys at her hip felt astonishingly heavy. How easy would it be to relieve herself of them?

Too easy. She couldn’t. He wasn’t the only one who had to fight his base urges.

As it happened, she was right. The first lock dropped away almost immediately, with barely any need to turn the key; it was almost inconceivable that it might have been able to hold him in place at all. It was easy.

‘What are you doing?’

The girl didn’t respond. As soon as the second lock fell free, the chains dropped from his body, hitting the floor with a thud that could have woken the devil himself. She took a step back, but he didn’t move his arms, as though he was unwilling to accept what had just happened. Without the chains to support them, they were held up by their own strength alone. His muscles were taut, thick ropes of pure power that spoke of his potential: if they were like this now, what would they be like in the moonlight?

She walked over to the table, and perched back on it, the cheeks of her buttocks tightening as they pressed against the rough-hewn wood, even through the fabric of her dress. She had done it. For better or for worse, she had made her decision.

‘Restrain me, please!’ he yelled. ‘It’s not safe!’

She shook her head, surprised that she felt more resolute than ever. Perhaps she had convinced herself that she would give in, but her desire overtook her fear – perhaps overtook her good sense, too. ‘No,’ she said. ‘I came here against my will. I came here despite the risk, to protect you from yourself – even knowing the things you could do to me. I brought you food and offered you security. I deserve a reward for my pains.’

The realisation crossed his face like a sunbeam, leaving behind a look of incredulity. ‘Enough of this,’ he said. ‘Lock me up. Think of the village, if there’s no self-preservation in that foolish head of yours. It needs to be done. Don’t be stupid, girl.’

‘Yes. A girl. For now.’ She parted her legs and grasped the hem of her dress tightly, pulling it up as though to tease him with what lay beneath. ‘But you can change that. You’re going to change that. Now.’

He stepped towards her and for a minute she recoiled – would he hit her? Would he harm her? Was the beast in him already? – but instead he stood in front of her and clasped his hands together in a begging gesture, a penitent man before his saviour. ‘Some other time! Any day, any other day, but not tonight! Please!’

The girl shook her head. ‘No,’ she said simply. ‘There’s no reason for me to come out here, except today. The elders would never allow it. It has to be now.’

‘For God’s sake!’ he cried out in a wild howl – almost too wild to come out of the man that stood before her. Perhaps the beast was coming early. No, she chided herself. That was impossible, surely?

But then again, was it possible to be sure, really?

‘Do you have any idea what you’re doing?’

She laughed at that, to mask her fear. ‘You mistake me for a youngling.’

‘A youngling would have more sense,’ he spat.

‘Then teach me. Show me the lessons I need to learn, and I’ll tie you again. We have time before the moon comes.’

‘And if I refuse?’

‘You won’t,’ she said. ‘You’re too afraid of yourself – of what the other side of you would do if it caught me. You need me. Admit it.’

She reached down between his legs with an unexpected confidence, unsure of what she would find there. She had never been so close to a man before, and the stories she had been told of what to expect on her wedding night had thrilled and shocked her in equal measure. There was no denying what she felt under the rough material of his trousers. In this case, at least, the stories were true.

He made no attempt to bat her hand away, even as his mind wrestled with what he knew he was about to do. It wasn’t just the imminent danger that enticed him, she could tell. How long had it been since he had known the touch of a woman, even one as inexperienced as she? How many lonely nights had he spent in exile, alone and unloved? And yet here she was: young, nubile, and offering herself up to him.

No, not just offering: demanding.

The firm grasp of her hand around his member made the decision for him. He blossomed under her touch, growing to full hardness almost instantly, and the smile on her face told him that she knew what she was capable of.

‘The table,’ he said. ‘Quickly.’

She paused for a moment, unsure of what he meant, until with a sigh he pushed past her. He swept the table clear of its accoutrements with one broad sweep of his arm; a candlestick and a tin plate felt to the ground with a clatter that seemed to echo for an unnatural length of time around the cottage.

She understood him, then.

There was no time to take off her dress; the heavy material would have taken an age to remove and replace. Instead, she hiked up the fabric around her waist and revealed herself to him.

She was a sight to behold: so luscious and tempting, her petals moist with virgin excitement. She was uncharted territory, the vision that she offered him unseen by male eyes. The thatch of blond hair that covered her cunny was light, a dusting that barely hid what lay beneath.

Yes, the boys of the village would have lusted after this one, and yet here she was: all his.

He would have given anything to have been able to enjoy her, to explore her wetness with fingers and tongues, to love her the way she deserved to be loved and to drive into her a warning against future stubbornness. She was a wild filly, that was for certain.

But he... he was the beast.

No.

He shook his head, trying to dispel those thoughts. He wasn’t the beast. That was his curse – a part of him, but not the whole. He was a man forced into this position. He could enjoy her, but as a man enjoys his bride, not...

As a wolf enjoys the lamb.

He shuddered as he removed the rough trousers, his mind distracted but his body willing. She was watching him, her eyes refusing to leave his. There was a strange look in them, a mix of lust and fear. Was it just apprehension about losing her flower, or was there something more? Did she sense the danger she was in?

Could she feel the wolf knocking at the door?

Well, let her watch. If she wanted to be taught, it was better that she paid attention. Her first time was, after all, a moment to be savoured. He watched as her eyes drifted downwards to his cock and stayed there, drawn in by her curiosity. Had she even seen one before today? If she had, had she seen one as large and as hard as his was?

He doubted it, somehow. The way she gazed at it was too admiring, too much concerned with the novelty of it all. 

He positioned it at her entrance, and felt her gasp even before he slid it in, but when he pushed his full length inside her she seemed to tense up from head to toe; her hands gripped the table edges, and he felt the tightness around his cock as her body contracted.

‘Relax,’ he said. ‘It’ll hurt you otherwise.’ She nodded, but stayed silent. ‘Do you want me to stop? We can end this now. Get me back in my restraints, in safety.’

‘No,’ she said. ‘Please. I need more.’ Her voice was strained, torn between propriety and lust, but there was no time for subtlety: she had called for this, begged for it, and insisted on it. He pressed into her over and over, head to hilt, enjoying her moans and the tightness her body offered. Every thrust sent a rush through him, a yearning for her body, a sudden desire to sink his teeth into the sweet flesh of her throat and...

No.

Fight it.

You have to fight it.

His head pounded; sharp, stabbing pains shot through him, coming to rest somewhere behind his eyes. It was harder and harder to keep those thoughts at bay, but he had to try. There was no other option.

He leant forward, grasping at her body. She didn’t protest as he put his hands on her wrists, holding her down; her body seemed lost in the new sensations she was experiencing underneath him, a distant look of contentment in her eyes. He brought his face close to hers, the weight of his body pinning her against the table, and gave a sniff. She smelt delicious: fresh and innocent, like flowers in the springtime. He couldn’t harm this girl, could he?

He pressed his lips to hers and she jerked out of the trance, kissing him back. ‘Please,’ she said again. Her voice was throaty with lust, as though she had forgotten how to get the air she needed into her desperate lungs. ‘I don’t...’

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t have to; he knew exactly what she was feeling, and what she had been trying to say. The transformation that was coming over her, turning her irrevocably and irredeemably from girl into woman, was taking control.

I don’t know what’s happening to me. That was what she had been trying to say.

She didn’t need to know. He knew, and that was enough.

He felt her body begin to writhe and buck beneath him as she came, as relief she had never even dreamt about flooded her body. The stories the elders had told her in hushed tones about the marital bed and the demands of men had never touched on this. This... this was something else entirely.

And then, a second later, there was the flood of him inside her, his warmth filling her cunt, and then the slickness of his cock pulling out for the last time.

She waited on the table, skirts still piled high around her waist, enjoying the sensations of womanhood: the soreness at her wrists and between her legs; the raw, animal scent of him that lingered even after he had pulled himself off her; the cooling wetness of his seed as a breeze caught it dripping from inside of her. She smiled. So this was what it was like. This was what they had warned her about.

She didn’t notice that he had fallen to the floor, his head in his hands. He had managed to pull his trousers up, covering his nakedness, but that was just about all he had been capable of. The pain that shot through him was too intense to allow him to do much else. The release he had enjoyed in her body had opened the floodgates to a fresh world of agony, a rawness that lurked deep inside his skull.

She didn’t notice the first time he spoke, but when he repeated the syllable she caught it on her ear, even though the dreamy fog of what had just come to pass.

‘Help,’ it said. ‘I think it’s starting.’

She shot up then, mind and body instantly alert. ‘What do you mean, it’s starting?’ she said, surprised to hear her voice crack with worry. ‘The darkness won’t be here for at least half an hour.’

‘I... I don’t know. I feel weaker. Worn out. Like I can’t fight it anymore. It’s coming and I can’t stop it.’

She made her decision, and she made it quickly: she was at the door and fumbling with the latch before he stopped her. ‘No,’ he said, raising a hand in a helpless plea for mercy. ‘You can’t go. Not yet. You can’t leave me.’

‘Why not?’

He tilted his head to the far wall. ‘The chains,’ he said. ‘You’ll never make it without them. It will find you and it will kill you. Quickly.’

She helped him struggle to his feet and positioned him against the wall. As he put his arms out for the restraints, she wrapped them as tight as she could, her fingers torn between security and speed, fumbling all the while. It felt like an eternity before the last lock was in place, but at last she heard the muted click and took a step backwards.

What she saw terrified her. The face that stared back at her wasn’t the face she had lusted over on her arrival. It was pale and gaunt, with heavy bags under its eyes. Beads of sweat peppered its forehead, and the skin was sallow and listless. He had gone from the peak of virility to a shadow of death itself.

She paused, unable to tear herself away. ‘What do I do?’ she said at last. ‘I don’t... I don’t know what to do. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.’

‘Run!’ he yelled, startling her. ‘Far and fast! Run home! Just go!’

She listened then, stubborn as she was. Fear made her fleet-footed; he only prayed that it would be enough. His listened as her footfalls disappeared into the distance, her breath heavy from exertion. Maybe he had tired her out. If she didn’t get away in time...

No... the thought was too much for him to bear. That sweet girl, who had just given herself away so freely for him, who had just a few short minutes before been wrapped around him... he could never harm her. He would fight it. With every ounce of strength he had in him, he would fight the change this time. Even if it killed him, he would refuse to give in.

He kept that thought in his mind as he felt his muscles grow stronger.

He kept that thought in his mind as his fingernails distended into claws.

He kept it even as the hair sprouted across his back, as his fangs emerged, as his jaw elongated into the vicious snout that thirsted for blood.

And then the beast took over, and he couldn’t keep it any longer.

With a great tug forwards, he pushed his new body to its limits. The chains held fast, once and then twice, but on the third time he felt them begin to give way. There was always a weak link. The villagers had never been able to hold him yet; tonight would not be the night either.

It did not take long before they rested in a pile of twisted metal at his feet. He was free.

The beast lowered his body onto all fours, his claws scratching at the floorboards. Splinters of wood came loose effortlessly, but that was not enough. They cried out for blood, and the feel of bone snapping under his paws. The night was his, and he intended to use it.

He padded towards the door, and he caught sight of the basket of meat that had been left for him – a tribute, designed to distract him for long enough that he might not wreak his terrible cost on the village. With one angry swipe, he batted it aside. It wasn’t a gift; it was an insult. As though his nature could be quashed so easily.

His mind turned to the girl. She had been so young, so alive. He wondered if her screams would be as delicious as her flesh had been, and would be again.

His nose twitched in the darkness, picking up her scent: her natural sweetness, and her recent arousal. He could smell her still, on his body, in the cottage, and... could it be? Yes, further: out in the forest. There, there was a third component. Outside, he could smell her fear.

The sensation pleased him. Fear was usually piss and sweat and panic; it rarely smelt so good. His lips curled into a hungry snarl, baring his teeth as he stepped out into the fresh moonlight.

It was time to hunt.

Tricks of the Mind

Lucy was late.

Lucy was never late. Lucy, in fact, was the kind of girl who would stand around checking her watch and tutting loudly whenever anyone else dared to be late. To her, it was a personal affront: a mark of disrespect. Five minutes late would earn you an exasperated sigh. Ten would get you a lecture, complete with eye-rolling. More than half an hour without a good reason, and friendships were at stake.

It wasn’t her fault, though. She had laid out her clothes that morning specifically so that she could jump into them immediately once she got back from work; if there was one thing she hated – other than lateness, of course – it was feeling rushed. The dinner was an important one: on the surface, a casual little wine-and-cheese deal for clients at the firm, but to a shrewd observer the perfect place to mingle and schmooze your way to the top. Lucy had been forced by a poor job market to take little more than an entry-level position, but she didn’t plan on staying there for long. She had worked too hard at university to consider her current meagre salary a fitting recompense for all the nights she had sacrificed in the library while all of her friends were out getting drunk and meeting boys. It’ll pay off once you graduate, she had told herself – except it hadn’t, and it didn’t look as though it would in the near future, either.

The clothes had all been there – conservative white blouse with a subtly low neckline, capable of appealing to both the prudes and the lechers at once; black pencil skirt; flat pumps designed to give the impression of a chic sophisticate who was wasted in the lower echelons of the company – but the pendant necklace she had picked out was missing. She was sure it had been there when she left. The little silver teardrop on its chain had been just right to set off the outfit. Without it, it looked... wrong. The neckline was too low without the pendant as a distraction, rendering the whole ensemble – and all the effort she had put into selecting it – pointless.

Where could it be?

She ran her fingers underneath the cupboard, hoping to feel the cool metal rub against them, but she got nothing in return. She sighed. She would have to change; there was no way around it.

But no, she couldn’t change. That would take time, and time was the one thing she didn’t have. Maybe she could find something to replace it instead?

She looked through her jewellery stand unhappily: the pickings were slim, and there was nothing that would match. Damn it. All that planning, ruined by something so stupidly simple.

Of course, the partners at the firm probably wouldn’t even notice. Why would they? She wasn’t anyone important. There was nothing about her that would particularly catch their eye. Why would they be paying attention to her? She might as well not even bother turning up. She wouldn’t be missed.

No. She couldn’t think like that; it was that kind of thinking that would keep her on the lowest rung of the ladder until the day she retired. There had to be another option.

Surely Stephanie wouldn’t mind if she borrowed something?

Lucy pushed open the door to her housemate’s room, expecting to see the mess that usually greeted her – Stephanie didn’t have Lucy’s meticulous standards of neatness, and in truth was about as much of a slob as Lucy would ever have been comfortable living with – but to her surprise the room was immaculate. The papers from her graduate degree course were neatly filed away in her in-tray, her clothes were freshly laundered the floor was tidy. The only thing that seemed out of place was a round, shiny object sitting in the middle of her desk. It caught her eye, not least because it was the only thing that distinguished the room from being something you might find in a model home, but also because the red gems embedded in it seemed to glimmer with a light all of their own.

A necklace. Perfect.

Stephanie wouldn’t mind. Hell, she might not even notice it was gone; she was never the most reliable of people. It might even be back in its place by the time she got back. She never needed to know.

Lucy stepped into the room quietly, despite being the only person in the house: somehow, even though she knew it was justifiable, it felt like a strange invasion of privacy. The necklace was extremely pretty, after all, even though she had never seen Stephanie wearing it. In fact, she hadn’t seen much of Stephanie recently at all. She normally kept herself to herself, and they weren’t what you could exactly call friends, but where Stephanie would usually waste her time holed up in her room she had taken to spending more and more time out of the house. Maybe she’d got a new boyfriend or something, although she’d never brought him back.

Still, whatever it was seemed to be having a positive impact on her – or at least, on her cleanliness. It was hard to complain too much about that.

Lucy picked up the pendant and watched as it shone in the light, the fitted stones glittering like nothing she had seen before. They were glass, obviously – if they were anything but, the whole thing would have been worth a fortune – but as costume jewellery went it was an incredibly attractive piece, and perfect for what she had in mind.

Lucy stood in front of Stephanie’s full-length mirror, unfastened the clasp, and fastened it around her neck. The engraved silver hung down perfectly between her breasts, drawing the eye without seeming too sleazy or desperate.

Shame I don’t have more for them to hang between, Lucy thought to herself, and sighed. It wasn’t that she hated her body or anything, but she was hardly in love with it either. She was thin, sure – although there were a few curves around her midsection that she wouldn’t have minded getting rid of, if the opportunity ever arose – but depressingly flat-chested. Naked, she looked almost exactly the way she had at fourteen years old.

She barely noticed the change before she turned around and headed out the door, but something – some subtle, intangible feeling that the body in the mirror wasn’t quite the body she had learned to tolerate – made her stop. She looked down at her chest, and then back into the mirror. It was slight, but... yes, it was definitely there.

Her breasts were bigger, now.

It was impossible, but there was no doubt in her mind. They didn’t just look bigger: they felt heavier, too, as though the new tissue was pulling her body in strange directions. They even felt as though they were stretching against the fabric cups of a bra that had fit her perfectly just moments before. The longer she stood there, watching her body in amazement, the more the bra seemed to constrict her.

Could it be that they were still growing? Of course not; that was ridiculous. They weren’t growing at all. It was just a trick of the light, or the way the pendant emphasised her figure. Obviously, that was the only explanation.

Then why does your bra feel like it’s about to snap off?

Lucy reached around behind her back and scrambled her fingers up to the clasp. It was much tighter than usual, but when she finally managed to pop it free the sense of relief was unlike anything she had felt before. Suddenly, she was overcome by a desire to look at them, to gauge properly just what was going on. Taking no notice of the fact that she was still in Stephanie’s room, she unbuttoned her blouse and let both it and the bra drop to the floor.

What stared back at her in the mirror was astonishing. Her breasts, previously a B-cup on a good day, had swollen to more than double their previous size. Now they were a D-cup at least, and probably more. Lucy brought her hands up to them, barely daring to touch them, refusing to accept that they could be real.

The firm pink buds of her nipples – her new nipples, it had to be noted, with none of the slight imperfections and annoyances that her previous pair had possessed – stood out in the cold of the room. Was it the cold, though? It felt pretty warm to her. In fact, suddenly everything seemed warm; a tingling sensation spread out across her body. Her complexion was clearing up; the faint scars from teenage acne had all but vanished now, and her alabaster-pale skin was darkening, taking on a well-tanned hue. The changes were happening faster and faster, piling up on themselves. Her hair, previously short and black in a partially successful attempt to keep it from slipping back into the wild, untamed mess that had devastated her early years, was growing right out of the top of her head in cascading waves, before lightening to a vibrant blonde. Her lips swelled into two perfectly plump, shapely cushions. Her cheekbones gained so much more definition as their structure shifted painlessly beneath the skin.

Then everything stopped.

Lucy reached out a shaking hand to touch the glass, convinced that nothing she could be seeing was real, but the figure on the other side of the mirror did the same thing. When she ran to Stephanie’s dressing table, the blonde girl followed her, matching her movements with total precision.

There was no way to avoid it. This – she, the girl in the mirror, whatever you wanted to call it – was Lucy. This new body was hers.

The pendant glowed again, and then went dull.

It was the necklace’s fault; it had to be. No matter how crazy an explanation it seemed, there was nothing else that fit. Lucy wracked her brain for a rational explanation, but none came. Trying to think logically was harder, suddenly. Her previously razor-sharp brain felt dulled, now. Bright flashes of ideas came to her, but they were impossible to hold onto for more than a second or two. They danced through the air like leaves on a strong wind, constantly being carried away from her, pulled exhaustingly out of reach. The more she tried to fight it, the more flimsy and intangible they became.

Let them go.

She didn’t need to think. What good was thinking, anyway? The new body would take care of everything she could possibly need.

God, it was attractive.

Lucy ran her hands down the body’s stomach, admiring the smoothness of it all. Her hipbones were teasingly prominent, and as she reached her hand further down past the waist of her skirt she found that – contrary to her own unkempt thatch of hair – her new body’s pussy was perfectly hairless.

In the silence of Stephanie’s room, it was easy to lose track of time. How long had she spent gazing in wonder at the form in front of her? Two minutes? Five? Ten? An hour? Longer still? She’d be late for the dinner now, that was for sure, but somehow she didn’t much care. Work just seemed so... stupid now – stupid and boring. Why had she ever put so much attention into it? There were just so many more important things to think about.

Like her pussy, for example. How long had she lived her life feeling sexually frustrated, incapable of getting more than the faintest trace of an orgasm out from between her old legs? It felt like forever – and yet here she was, brazenly standing with her hand down her skirt in front of her flatmate’s mirror. Wasn’t this better? Didn’t this just feel so... right?

She parted her lips with her finger, and found to no surprise that her pussy was absolutely dripping wet with arousal. There was no risk of being able to wear this skirt to the dinner now; she’d leave a puddle every time she sat down.

Not that she minded that, of course. There would be something so funny about watching the desperate older men following her around, desperately trying to chat to get her attention. How could they resist, now that she looked like this? They’d be falling all over her just to get the merest whiff of her glorious new pussy.

She pulled out her fingers and smiled: they were coated in a thick sheen of arousal. Almost without thinking she brought them to her lips. The smell was strong, but enticing: the scent of lust, pure and simple and impossible to ignore. As she sucked them clean – why was she sucking them? Her old body would never have done that; would have thought it was disgusting, in fact – Lucy felt a warm sensation spreading out from her pussy. It felt so dirty, sucking her juices like this... and yet it was turning her on like nothing ever had before.

She moved her hands behind her back and unzipped the skirt, letting it – and the boring white panties she had selected for herself that morning – fall to the ground. She looked at them disdainfully. God, her old body had been so dull. How had she lived like that?

But no... Lucy was gone. There was a new sheriff in town – one who understood the value of pleasure, and of letting yourself go once in a while. Lucy was even a boring name. It would have to go too.

She could be... Lola.

Yes, that worked. Lola was fun. Lola knew how to have a good time. Lola wasn’t ashamed of the wetness between her legs. Lola wasn’t afraid to work her fingers inside her eager cunt no matter where she was. Lola lived for orgasms. Everything else was secondary.

Lola slid two fingers inside her and gasped. Her new body was so sensitive and her pussy was so slick that they slipped in with almost no resistance – but once inside, every movement seemed to pull her in a thousand directions at once. It was as though her whole body below the waist was composed of nothing but raw nerve endings, each one fine-tuned to whichever frequency would provide the maximum arousal. She groaned loudly, happy that she was the only person in the house.

Her legs began to tremble and her body slumped forward on the glass of the mirror, the only thing she knew would be able to keep her from falling over. No, this wouldn’t do... the pleasure was too intense for her to stay standing. She needed something, some support...

She looked across to Stephanie’s perfectly made bed.

That would do nicely.

Lola ran to the bed and flopped down in the middle of it, sending sheets and cushions flying everywhere. She began furiously playing with herself, rubbing at her cunt with maniacal fervour – but that wasn’t enough. Her new body hungered for more. It needed to be filled.

Her fingers slipped inside her, first one and then two and then at last a third, but they didn’t satisfy her no matter how hard she pumped them in and out of herself. There had to be something else...

And then she felt it: the hard round tube beneath the pillow.

Perfect.

Lola pulled it out and examined it for a second: a hot pink monstrosity that buzzed and kicked like a racehorse as soon as she so much as grazed the black knob at its base. Stephanie’s vibrator was huge and fierce.

You’re crossing a line, a voice inside of her cried out, but it was a voice that was easily drowned out by a sudden, desperate urge. Lola forced the silicone cock inside her and gasped as the vibrations wracked her body. She had never felt anything like this before – sheer, unabashed freedom to enjoy her body and all of the pleasures it could provide. Lucy would never have allowed it, especially not like this: not with another woman’s toy inside her. She had never even been able to pluck up the courage to buy her own toy, let alone steal her housemate’s.

The idea was disgusting, on every level. It was so wrong, and yet...

And yet it felt so right.

The first orgasm hit like a lightning bolt, electrifying her body and making it spasm in ecstasy. Her back arched and her toes curled, but still she carried on, pushing the cock into her with one hand as her other hand pinched and pulled at her new nipples. By the time the second took over her body, she was screaming loudly, her pussy mechanically and mindlessly grinding against her hand, desperate for more friction and the pleasure it brought her.

It was only after the third, Lola’s new body finally gave up. She collapsed into darkness, and an exhausted sleep.

Wake up, Lucy.

The voice cut through her dream, pulling her back to reality. She blinked away the darkness, and looked up at an unfamiliar ceiling – and why was she so cold?

Was it... Stephanie’s room? What the hell was she doing there?

And, more pressingly, why was she naked?

She sat up, and rubbed her eyes. Had she been drunk? Was that it? No, it couldn’t be: there was still some soft autumn light streaming in through the curtains, and there was no headache – besides, Lucy had never had a hangover in her life.

‘Oh good,’ a voice said. ‘You’re awake.’

Stephanie had been sitting at her desk with the chair facing away from Lucy, still as a statue; it was only once she spoke and span around to face her guest that the naked girl noticed her. Instinctively, Lucy grasped for the bedsheets that surrounded her, but Stephanie just laughed. ‘Don’t you think it’s a bit late to cover yourself up?’ she said, grinning. ‘I think I’ve seen pretty much everything there is to see already.’

‘What... what happened to me?’ Lucy stammered out. Her mind felt as though it was going a thousand miles an hour, desperately trying to figure out what was going on and yet coming up with nothing.

‘You decided to borrow something that didn’t belong to you. That’s all. I guess you could say it had... unforeseen consequences.’ She dangled the necklace in front of Lucy’s face. ‘Do you remember this?’

Lucy shook her head. ‘I’ve never seen that before in my life.’

‘Are you sure? Think hard. Try and remember.’

She strained, thinking back over the day. She had come home from work in kind of a rush, ready to get changed; she remembered that much clearly. Then her necklace had been missing, so she had...

Yes, she had gone into Stephanie’s room, that was right – but only to borrow a necklace. That didn’t explain any of this.

Maybe it did seem familiar. It caught the light in a way she had seen before: bewitching and entrancing. It was hard for her to take her eyes off it. Yes, that had been the one she had chosen. She had slipped it over her head, and...

Blackness. Everything after that was a blur of shadows and noise that she couldn’t make out. She remembered... changing, maybe? Looking different. Watching someone else play with herself, and yet feeling the pleasure in her own body.

Lucy felt her face turn red. The memories had been hidden away, but now, with conscious direction, they were starting to come back.

‘That’s right,’ Stephanie grinned. ‘Remember for me. Bring it all back to your mind. Remember what it did to you.’

What was that thing? Surely it was some sort of trick or illusion – but if that was the case, how did it explain how Lucy had ended up stripped and sore in her housemate’s bed?

‘I don’t understand,’ she said eventually. ‘What’s going on?’

‘I found it in an antique shop in Chinatown,’ Stephanie said, as though it was the most normal thing in the world. ‘I got a hell of a shock when I put it on, I can tell you. It took me about three or four different people to try and figure out exactly what the deal was with it.’

‘What is it?’

‘A necklace. That’s all. Nothing too expensive, even though it probably should be.’

Lucy could barely believe the words as they came out of her mouth. It sounded so implausible, but in the face of the evidence, what else could it be? ‘I think... I think it did something to me.’

Stephanie didn’t seem surprised. ‘That’s because it did. It does the same thing to anyone when they put it on.’

‘How is that even possible?’

She shrugged. ‘No idea. All I know is, as long as you’re wearing it, you’re a different person. Literally.’

‘That can’t be right, though.’

Stephanie smiled. ‘I thought you’d say that.’ She brought the necklace up to her own neck, and fastened it in place. Immediately, a change came over her. The sloppy, slovenly, art-student grunge vibe that Stephanie usually gave off gave way to someone smart and businesslike: her hair went from wild and frizzy to pulled back in a professional-looking bun, and her cheekbones were suddenly harsh and regal. Her face was stern and serious, the look of a woman it would be foolish to mess with.

A second later, she pulled the necklace away and her features contorted back to their old ways: the friendly smile; the soft, bright eyes; the wild hair.

‘Ta-da,’ she said, like a magician who had just finished his grand finale. ‘I told you. It changes people. Everyone who puts it on.’

Lucy couldn’t believe it. Her mouth flapped open like a goldfish, the words she needed to get out unwilling to come together to ask the questions in her mind. ‘But... what...?’

‘It’s not just the physical, either,’ Stephanie explained, continuing on regardless. ‘It’s personality. From what I can gather, it seems to turn you into the person you most want to be. I used to be a slob who was barely able to afford rent, and I ended up successful and focused. You, on the other hand, were always kind of a prude and a stick-in-the-mud, and it turned you into...’ She gestured down at Lucy’s naked body, but the word didn’t need to be said.

A whore.

It seemed crazy, but the evidence was staring her right in the face. ‘Do you know how it works?’ she asked.

Stephanie laughed. ‘Oh, fuck no. I don’t have a clue. Witchcraft? Voodoo? Ancient curse? But I don’t think it matters. The important thing is that I know what it does, now. And that means I’m comfortable enough to start using it. With this thing, I’m going to become a millionaire – not to mention how much fun we’re going to have together.’

‘We?’ Lucy asked. The two of them had never been close, had never really had a conversation that had lasted longer than five minutes despite living together for almost a year. ‘What do you mean, we?’

‘I need a business partner,’ she said. ‘Someone I can trust. Someone who knows how the gem works. Someone who has her shit together, if you’ll pardon the phrase.’

‘You seem to know what you’re doing.’

It was true. This was the most focused Lucy had ever seen her. Stephanie smiled. ‘You picked up on that, eh? It seems like the more you wear it, the more the effects linger. I was wearing it a lot while I was trying to figure it out, and it seems it kind of stuck. Not that I’m complaining, obviously.

‘So why me?’

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I could pick someone else, I suppose... but then again, I think you’ll want to help me. I think you enjoyed the freedom of behaving like that.’ She paused. ‘I think you’d do pretty much anything to be allowed to wear it again – and that makes you loyal. I can use loyalty.’

Lucy bristled. ‘I most certainly do not–’ she began, but the words fell away from her lips before she managed to stammer them out. It didn’t even warrant consideration: she couldn’t mess around with something that changed her so fundamentally. This other girl – the one she remembered from her blackout – was completely stripped of her personality. She was nothing but a stupid slut, with sex on the brain and an addiction to pleasure.

But still... 

‘Admit it,’ Stephanie said. ‘You’re curious, aren’t you? There’s no point trying to hide it. I can read you like a book.’

‘What makes you sure I’m going to put that... thing on again?’

‘Because I know what it does,’ she explained. ‘I know exactly how it makes you feel. And I know you can’t resist it. Can you?’

Lucy felt her cheeks flushing. The answer was obvious: as much as she wanted to pretend otherwise, and as much as her natural reaction to the humiliation she had felt on being discovered naked and exhausted  by Stephanie was to withdraw and run away, she had enjoyed herself as the change happened. It was hard to deny how good she had felt after wearing the pendant, and there was no way of denying that its effect on her had been incredible. The blonde woman – herself, she supposed, although it felt difficult to think of herself as being the same entity – had been absolutely gorgeous, if a little ditzy.

Not ditzy: stupid. Practically mindless.

But it had been fun, hadn’t it? To feel that release? To not worry about work, or career advancement, or how other people saw her? Just to give herself over to the sheer hedonism of it all?

‘I made some adjustments to it while you were sleeping,’ Stephanie said as she slipped the necklace over Lucy’s head. The change began to happen almost immediately; there was no waiting for her breasts to begin growing and her hair to lighten this time. Within seconds, she looked like a different person altogether. ‘Not much. Just to the fastening.’

‘Oh yes?’ Lucy asked dreamily. What did she care whether Stephanie had replaced the clasp? It was the pendant that was important. That was where the magic happened. That was what made Lola come out to play.

Stephanie didn’t reply as the transformation drew to a close. She saw in the mirror Lucy’s beautiful new body, fresh and perfect and ready to be played with. The only sound that came from her was the click of a padlock that seemed to echo around the room.

‘You see,’ Stephanie said as Lola emerged as though from a frumpy cocoon, ‘I know exactly what you need.’

Lola nodded mindlessly as her hand began to move slowly down to its familiar spot between her legs. Stephanie’s own hand came out of nowhere, swatting it away. Lola glared at her in frustration.

‘No,’ Stephanie said harshly. ‘It’s not time to play just yet. There’ll be plenty of time for that later. I can promise you, you’re not getting out of that thing any time soon. You’re all mine now.’

Getting out of it?, Lola thought. Why would I ever want to get out of it? She felt better than she ever had before. Why had she even bothered to padlock the necklace closed? Sure, Lucy might have tried to get back to her dismal little life, but not Lola. This was how she was meant to be.

Whoever this stern-looking woman was, she owed her a favour: anything that allowed her to escape that awful, prudish, boring body yet again.

There was something thrilling about what the woman had said about being all hers, too: just an object, something to be owned by another person. The idea had never appealed to her before, but now it just seemed so wonderfully naughty. Maybe, as an object, she really could just give herself over to pleasure. No worries, no fears, no doubts about where she was going next. Wouldn’t that be the best way to live?

No: it was the only way to live.

The woman – Stephanie? The name sounded familiar, as though she had known her in a far-off life, back when she was the dull frump rather than the sexy goddess she was now – clicked her fingers and pointed to the ground, and somehow Lola knew exactly what to do. She cast aside the bedsheets and went to kneel down by the woman’s side. As Stephanie hiked up her skirt and revealed her perfectly shaved pussy, Lola couldn’t help but let out a small moan of anticipation. It looked so... incredible. It was unlike anything she had ever seen before. All she wanted was to taste it, to feel the wetness already blooming there soak her tongue.

Perhaps it might even feel better to please this woman than to have her fingers in her own cunt. Was that even possible?

Perhaps, if she did a good enough job, the woman might let her have both.

Without instruction, she leaned in and began eagerly lapping at Stephanie’s pussy. She barely heard her moans of excitement, subconsciously filing them away as proof that she was doing a good job. She had never gone down on a girl before, and yet somehow she knew exactly what she was doing – she knew that tracing her tongue gently across her labia would make her shudder with delight, knew that sucking at her clit would make her arch her back and curl her toes in the bliss of an orgasm approaching with all the power of a freight train.

She knew that, when she slid two fingers inside the woman at the same time she slid two fingers inside herself, it would only be a matter of time before they both collapsed in a breathless, panting heap: Stephanie sprawled out in her chair, beads of sweat forming on her forehead, and Lola on the floor, desperately trying to muster the energy to force another orgasm out of her aching cunt.

They sat in silence for a while, soaking up the energy of the room. No words were needed. Both of them knew what was coming next.

‘From now on I think you’re better off calling me Mistress,’ Stephanie said.

Lola nodded happily. Mistress it was., if that was what she wanted.

‘Good girl,’ her new Mistress said, stroking Lola’s hair gently. ‘Now open your mouth again. We’ve got a lot of work to do with you.’

‘How many will there be tonight, Mistress?’

‘Just two to start, slut. More might come along later.’ Stephanie smiled as they waited in the car for 9pm to arrive, and Lola’s first appointment to begin. ‘I wanted to make it easy for you on your first night. You’ll be dealing with a lot more men at once soon, I promise.’

The woman next to her in the passenger seat sighed with pleasure at the thought. ‘Yes Mistress,’ she said, shuffling against the leather. She was already sopping wet in expectation.

‘Make sure you do a good job with them. Just like we practiced on my dildo, OK?’

Lola smiled, relishing the memory. Stephanie had trained her throat extensively – not that she had needed it. When it came to cocksucking, Lola was a natural. Then again, Lola was a natural at most things sexual – or at least, a very quick learner.

‘Mmm... yes, Mistress,’ she purred.

‘They’ve paid a good price for a pretty little piece of fuckmeat like you. You don’t disappoint them, OK?’

‘No Mistress. Never.’

‘Good girl. You give them anything they want.’ Stephanie reached over Lola in her skimpy, slutty outfit – she had picked the fishnets and tight leather skirt out herself; she was really settling into her new wardrobe – and opened the car door. ‘Now go,’ she said. ‘And make sure you bring every penny of their payment back to me as soon as you’re done. It’s mine, understood?’

Stephanie watched as Lola went into the house where the night’s entertainment was taking place. Yes... with that hot little slut in her service, and all the men in the city looking for a truly wanton girl who was open to anything, she was going to make a fortune.

As the first man entered her greedy pussy from behind, Lola gasped for just long enough that her mouth could be stuffed with the second man’s giant cock. She gagged for a moment, and a string of spittle mixed with his salty precome dripped from the corner of her mouth, but she did her best to relax her throat and allowed the man who had rented her body for the next four hours to slide down her throat and get his money’s worth.

She couldn’t help but feel a warm glow of contentment spread through her as the men began to thrust into her willing and eager holes.

It was going to be a long night.
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