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    Meet Clarissa Clifton,  
 
    That’s her over there, the long-wavy-haired brunette with the very short, tight white skirt, the sleeveless red top and the four-inch heels. 
 
    She stands out from the other students, doesn’t she? It is not just that she is a little older, 25, against the usual 18-21 bunch, it’s the walk. The walk that says stroppy is a virtue; compromise not considered. 
 
    You like her already don’t you? You want to know her better. 
 
    This is her second day at university. She is on her way to the departmental reception to which all new students have been invited to meet the staff. ‘Mingle’ was the word used in the letter, so informal this Department of History! 
 
    She spent yesterday arriving, moving into her room on campus, unpacking and filling in lots of forms at university central and the departmental office. A day of necessary evils. Clarissa hasn’t come here to spend time on such trifles. They are for the humdrum, the grunts. 
 
    Today is her real beginning. Clarissa Clifton has a plan. She is on a mission. 
 
    She has spent a lot of time to researching this department. She knows the staff list by heart, their names, specialisms, their main publications. What she needs to research today is disposition. Her experience tells her that in a department where 13 of the 19 staff members are male, there will be at least one with the very nature she is seeking. 
 
    Finding this temperament is a necessary element of her plan, without it she is back to the drawing board. But is she worried? No, she is a specialist; she is clinical; she not only knows where and how to look for it; she also knows how to see.  
 
    She is a predator; a predator as cold, as dispassionate, and as efficient as nature’s finest. 
 
    It is at this reception she is supposed to find and introduce herself to her ‘supervisor’ – the person who will apparently be her ‘link to the department’ and provide supportive counselling and advice as required. A crucial contact then; one not to be taken lightly. 
 
    The reception is already in full swing when she arrives alone. Students seemingly floating around the room in pairs, looking at the name tags on the staff and saying hi. Leggy, toothy girls all eager to impress, pimply boys keen to register a presence. 
 
    Clarissa doesn’t need to be in a tag team, she has her mission for company. And the start of that mission is the location of a Dr Robert Coker, lecturer and supervisor-elect. ‘Red or white?’ a woman in pale green asks, she is young and pretty, smiling, and showing even, white teeth. Her name tag reads Dr Suzanna Briggs. ‘Call me Zanna.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, red please.’ Says Clarissa mildly surprised. ‘Which one is Robert Coker?’ The no-use of his title is, of course, deliberate. Why waste time being what one is not?  
 
    The blonde doctor lofts herself theatrically onto tiptoe and surveys the room, before pointing over to a middle-aged, tubby man in the corner. He is chatting to a group of keen looking students, and there is something about him that tells her that he is not The One. Perhaps it is the loose T-shirt with the old school tie printed onto it. Postmodern irony. Mentally he is dismissed from her concerns. 
 
    Call it instinct if you will but Clarissa knows that when The One appears in front of her, she will know him. It is an instinct finely honed and it has never failed her. Now she stands on the edge of the mingle, holding her red wine and her eyes move from staff member to staff member. Surveying, evaluating. Judging. 
 
    Two seem to stand out, a very tall, slightly-stooped, white-haired upper-middle-aged man with glasses, and a younger man, perhaps late twenties with the hint of a pot belly and a luminous blue jumper just like grandma used to knit. 
 
    ‘Refill?’ the blonde again offering more wine. Clarissa nods, she is closer now to what she came here for. ‘If you want’, she says thrusting another, larger glass of red into her hand. ‘I’ll take you over and introduce you to Robert, he really is very nice.’  
 
    ‘Oh no, no, it’s okay’, Clarissa replies. ‘I’ll just get on with the mixing and find him a little later.’ And there she stands for a few more minutes looking at her two candidates. She watches them chatting, tracks their eyes movement, laugh-patterns, body language. Like a hunter she soaks up all she sees before her, and soon it becomes clear that while both have potential, it is the man with grey hair that is The One. Pot Belly will just have to be The Other. First reserve. 
 
    And so, her mingling begins. It will be short and sharp. She has, after all, formal business in the departmental office to attend to. 
 
    She negotiates her way, hi-ing and bye-ing, through the various students she met at last night’s fannyache of a  Fresher’s Reception. They are nothing more than stepping stones. Until she arrives before the elevated person of Professor Michael Morris.  
 
    This is the encounter she has long planned. She has dressed for it, and now leans forward and ostentatiously reads his name tag. ‘Hello’ he says. It is an affable, cheery voice. On the plummy side, but that’s not unusual in his type. ‘And what’s your name? Are you one of mine?’ He fumbles with a crumpled list. 
 
    ‘No, my name is Clarissa Clifton.’ She gives him her cool stare; she knows to perfection the effect of her pale green eyes. ‘I am not one of yours.’ And then she counts to herself, one, two, three…’Not yet anyway.’ And then the slow blink. 
 
    She can see he looks puzzled, slightly unsure how to proceed. He is off-balance. Unsettled. Expecting deference but getting nothing remotely close. She smiles and nods to herself, and then departs without another word or glance. 
 
    Mission accomplished. Just the formalities now. She is confident that she will stay in his memory. 
 
    She is aware of what she has just left behind. And, if he really is The One, he will be dimly aware of what is to come. Like a field mouse suddenly encompassed by the shadow of a hawk. 
 
      
 
    ‘It says in the book that I can change my supervisor if I wish’, Clarissa is speaking to the Departmental Secretary, a woman with many freckles and a slightly lopsided nose, making her look like a kind of pretty-but-battered ex-boxer. She gives her own name, the name of Dr Coker and that of Professor Morris, The One. 
 
    ‘Ahh’, says Freckles. ‘Professor Morris only takes on a limited amount of supervision due to his commitments. He only takes six and they are already allocated.’ She brings the all-purpose smile out. ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    Without missing a beat Clarissa says, ‘Well I have just spoken to him in the reception up there, and he said he would be happy to have me, and it was he who told me to come straight here and see you.’ 
 
    The secretary looks into her face as if pondering whether to believe her. Clarissa knows that she will raise to subject with The One. She also knows that when she does, she had to lay a little groundwork. 
 
    ‘Okay, well, leave it with me then, I will sort it out. Watch your pigeonhole.’ The curt nod, and Clarissa is gone. 
 
    She then makes her way to his office and sees the paper pinned on the small notice board outside. Sure enough there are six names filling all the available slots for tomorrow. The last one is to be 4.30. She pulls out her red ink biro and inks in her name at the bottom of the list. Five o’clock. 
 
    Back in her room she opens her laptop and logs on. There are 43 texts awaiting her attention. But they can wait, her minions are the last thing on her mind right now. 
 
    She composes am email.  
 
    Dear Professor Morris, 
 
    My name is Clarissa Clifton, we met if briefly at the departmental reception today. I was the one who wasn’t one of yours. However, I have just been to the office and asked to be made into one of yours. I have taken the liberty of adding my name to your appointments list for tomorrow. I will explain all to you then. Regards,  
 
    Clarissa presses the ‘send’ button and experiences a rush of relish. The thought of him reading it, of the memory of the reception being hauled back into his mind… tomorrow could not come too quickly.  
 
      
 
    But come it does and Clarissa is standing in her college room in a very different outfit as she prepares for the professor. This time her objective is not simply to register, but to annex. 
 
    Her lustrous brown tresses are pulled sharply back, tight against her head. Then she spends time illuminating her mouth with a starkly red lipstick. 
 
    Her outfit is already chosen. A crisp white blouse, over a moderately short grey skirt. Underneath she will wear a white bra and thong, with black,  seamed hold-up stockings. Her four-inch heels are as red as her lipstick. She knows she cuts a striking figure. 
 
    She watches from the end of the corridor as the previous appointment leaves the professor’s office. She is ready, she is dressed for it on the outside, and dressed on the inside. She is what she is, and now she is knocking at the door and walking in. 
 
    The professor looks up and briefly wonders who this is until he notes the confident stride to the centre of the room, and who else could it be? 
 
    ‘Hello’, he says. ‘I got your…’  
 
    ‘…email’, she so loves to complete a sentence. 
 
    His desk faces the wall and his chair is pulled round so he can face the room. There are two piles of stacked plastic chairs in the corner, but she sits in a lower casual chair and extravagantly crosses her long legs.  
 
    In a glance she takes in the framed picture of the bland blonde on the desk only slightly younger than he, with two blonde children in graduation gowns. All grinning like the Cheshire Cat Society. 
 
    Rabbit and headlamps look at each other expectantly, and the silence extends. She is content to wait, there is no student to follow and he won’t be leaving in a hurry. She looks at him, and he meets, but cannot hold her gaze. Her eyes follow his wherever they go, and they stop him looking at her, she is chasing his averted gaze and she likes it. 
 
    ‘Well, as Gina in the office said, I have a number of other co…’ 
 
    ‘…mitments’, she interrupts. ‘And yes, I know, you are sorry but you can’t really take me on. Oh and Robert Coker is an excellent supervisor and really that’s all I can do.’ She looks for confirmation that those were his sentiments even if not exactly his intended words. 
 
    He seems stunned. In her mind Clarissa confirms that he is, indeed, The One.  
 
      
 
    She is content to be silent. Her eyes rest on his face. They do not search, they do not interrogate. They rest. Content. 
 
    Waiting. 
 
    He is not sure how to respond. No protocols to hide behind. He is left groping for a response. As The One should.  
 
    Clarissa leans forward. ‘You are Professor Michael Morris. You have a first class honours degree from the University of Exeter, and a Ph.D from Lancaster. You have taught in this department since 1991, with periods as visiting lecturer at UCLA in 1995, Bocconi in 2001, and Stanford in 2007. Your specialist area is the economic impact of the industrial revolution on rural areas, and you have an honorary doctorate from the University of Edinburgh.’ 
 
    As she gives this recital, she watches him carefully. He seems to sink back into himself. He cannot seem to find a comfortable position for his hands to settle. 
 
    Clarissa takes a deep breath. ‘I had very good examination results, the product of hard work and application. Unlike many here I am not here to serve my time and exit with nothing very much. I chose this university and this department because you were in it. I am very sure Doctor Coker is a good supervisor, but I really do want you as my supervisor. I will be no trouble, you won’t even know you have me. But I need to know that should I have a problem – and my problems with always be of an academic nature and never personal – that I have access to you.’ 
 
    It was, of course, a prepared speech full of lies and even jest. Until yesterday he was just words in a prospectus. She watches him thinking, imagining the cogs turning. She allows a stillness to descend on her, outside the window some voices were raised in some game, inside the air was heavy. Heavy with expectation.  
 
    ‘Well’, he began. ‘That is very flattering, but…’ 
 
    ‘…but rules are rules’, she interrupted. ‘And even though I am a professor I am bound by them so you will just have to go away and find somebody else. Is that what you want to say to me, Professor?’ 
 
    ‘No…it’s not. I was going to say that if it means that much then I will allow Gina to add you to my list. But having a busier member of staff can be a disadvantage as they have less time.’ 
 
    ‘As I say, I am prepared for both the advantages and the disadvantages.’ So you will call Freckles…oh I mean Gina?’ 
 
    She rises and leaves in the manner that she arrived. Without ceremony or prevarication. 
 
    The fool, she is thinking as she strides down the corridor; you stupid old fool. You deserve everything that is coming to you. Allowing her onto his list was akin to downloading a Trojan-style virus into his computer.  
 
    She would wait her time. 
 
    * 
 
      
 
    Her room is small, but functional. Bed, sink, bookshelf, desk, chair, wardrobe. What more could she want? After all, she is not going to be be here that long. 
 
    That evening she planned an early night. But she had a few chores to perform first. She sits at her desk and opens her MacBook Pro. 
 
    The list of emails had grown. She skim reads through them, earmarking the ones she can give one of her standard replies to, and the few who will need something more bespoke. Steadily, methodically she works her way through them. She has accumulated quite a bank of ready replies over the past years; ones that can be readily adapted to almost any eventuality or circumstance. Such adaptations form the spadework necessary for the ripe fruits later on. 
 
    Finally, she is left with that group she often thinks of as her moneytrees. Her most devoted followers, those she has had for some time, and who will never refuse her anything. In some of their cases, can not refuse her anything. 
 
    The secret, as she knows only too well, is to always ask for more than what they might offer, so they can feel the squeeze, but always less than the amount that might exceed their abilities. After all once someone had to refuse the spell would be broken.  
 
    But she was a Mistress of walking that fine line. Extraction was an art. She would notice crude ‘money doms’ on the internet. Brainless bitches who were in it for a short-term hit. Didn’t they realise that there was a difference between those who would indulge now and again as a game, and those for whom money submission was a lifelong craving. 
 
      
 
    She had always been in it for the long-haul and had carefully nurtured a stable who gave her a good living as well as a growing nest egg for the future. 
 
    But the finding of such a golden goose was an art in itself. It wasn’t enough that a target had the desire to give, that shuddering compulsion to abase themselves before an ungrateful bitch. They had to have the capacity to give, the financial means. Why milk a poor man, when a rich one can be so much more satisfying. It was true they might be a little more needy of her time, but the dividend was many times the greater. 
 
    It was to these ‘rich bastards’ as she called then that she would devote her freshest hours. 
 
    Soon this stable would be added to by one. The One. 
 
      
 
    On her wall just above her desk is her time table. Next to it is her target’s teaching hours. She has already noticed that they both she and her One have Tuesday afternoons free. Although she also knows that free didn’t exactly mean do-nothing time. No doubt he had his tasks, and she should be working on her reading or whatever. But such things didn’t materially effect matters. Tuesday was when Professor Michael Morris will learn not only something about himself, but also something about the harsh unforgiving nature of the world as it really is. 
 
    Until then she intends to relax. Perhaps even work on her coursework. She had some interest in history after all. She was here to get a degree yes, but hardly kill herself with work for it. Such flat-out effort was for the dullards and menials. Gaining the degree her way would demonstrate not only her intelligence, but all of her most special qualities.  
 
    Time passes quickly. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The honking woke her each morning at an absolutely unearthly hour. The sooner she had nailed down her quarry, the sooner she could move off campus and into a house on the periphery, and have some privacy, the better. Even on the first floor the sounds of the Canada Geese below make further sleep impossible. So this morning she lies awake and contemplates the exquisite promise of the day to come. With an almost infinite patience she watches the red digits tick around, and then rises from her bed at exactly seven o’clock. 
 
    This morning her mind feels calm. Ready. Resolved. 
 
    She pulls the curtain back and looks down at the annoying honkers. It feels like living in the country. Her room has a view clear across the lake to the trees beyond. It is a great view, but it comes with strings - other students and their oh-so limited horizons. 
 
      
 
    She pulls on her dressing gown and makes her way down the seemingly endless corridor to the shower room. She spends a long time soaping her body, washing and conditioning her hair, before then turning the dial to cold, allowing the ice needles to bring her mind fully into the waking world. Her preference is never to dry herself too much, so she just has a quick towel down, and lets the robe and the air do the rest. 
 
    Thankfully she has a toaster and kettle in her room, and so is (thankfully) able to avoid the horrors of the communal kitchen. She spends some time brushing her long, tangled hair, and then sets herself up with tea and her usual two slices of toast before settling into her window seat and picking up her book. This is her most precious time, non-work reading, with nothing else to press her attention. 
 
    Nine o’clock would come soon enough. 
 
      
 
    She stares into the mirror, and is not entirely displeased by what stares back. She has performed her daily ritual, making up carefully. She is dressed in all black; the short flared skirt, the semi see-thru blouse, bra, panties, hold-up stockings and her trademark four-inch heels. 
 
    Walking into the departmental office, Clarissa nods to Freckles who is watering a variety of strange looking plant life, in pots of various sizes. The secretary looks up, surprise covering her face at seeing such a strikingly dressed student striding into her domain. ‘Is Mick Morris in today?’ 
 
    Clarissa knows the answer all too well, but just wants – as is her way -  to register a presence.  
 
    Freckles seems momentarily puzzled.  And then the penny drops. ‘Oh, you mean Michael Morris. Professor Morris.’ 
 
    ‘Yes that’s him. Is he in today?’ 
 
    The secretary nods and glances across to the staff pigeonholes. Most ware bulging but one has already been emptied. ‘I think he might be in already.’ But Clarissa is already on her way out.  
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
      
 
    As she strides down the corridor she can feel her adrenaline rising. She could feel her nipples hardening with every step. Mornings like this are what she lives for. She so loves her life. 
 
    She enters, naturally, without knocking. 
 
      
 
    Michael Morris was sitting at his desk with a stack of mail spread before him. He looked up at the advancing figure, surprise spreading all over his boyish-for-his-age face.  
 
    ‘Good Morning Professor Morris.’ 
 
    ‘Erm, well, yes. Good morning. And…’ 
 
    ‘..to what do you own this pleasure? What can you do for me?’ She smiles her wide smile and sits down in the low chair she had occupied during their previous encounter, and crosses her legs high on the thigh. ‘Is that what you were about to say, Professor?’ 
 
    He seemed to ponder a witty response and then think better of it. ‘Yes, well…rather. Yes. What can I do for you? You are in early.’ 
 
    ‘Well’, she replies, ‘Isn’t it the early bird that catches the Worm?’ 
 
    He smiles and swivels his chair away from the desk to face her. 
 
    ‘It is indeed. I have a meeting in thirty minutes. What can I do to help?’ 
 
    This is the moment she always enjoys, the initial breakthrough. 
 
    She sits back, looks down into her lap and counts very slowly to five. Then, when ready, she lifts her eyes to meet his. She has good reason to thank her genes for her piercing green eyes. Indeed, they are so green and so direct, that she has long lamented the invention of coloured contact lenses. People always think hers are fake. 
 
    But right then Professor Morris isn’t thinking about her eyes. Not at all. He is wondering why he is feeling so disconcerted. Disconcerted? Is that all it is? He knows very well that his feeling is quite illogical. This is his job, his profession and he is as close to the very top of it as makes no difference. Why would he feel so disturbed by one at the very bottom, someone who was just starting out? 
 
      
 
    Because something tells him this isn’t just a routine supervision. Somewhere deep inside there is a voice telling him that a defining moment in his life is about to occur….. 
 
    His mouth feels dry, he can feel his heart beating faster. He is wishing that she would speak. Somehow he knows that he is no longer in charge. 
 
    He lowers his eyes and waits. 
 
      
 
    ‘Do people round here call you Michael?’, she asks at last. 
 
    He looks up into those eyes and smiles. Is that relief he feels? ‘Yes, of course, please call me Michael.’ 
 
    She nods, with some evident, if silent, approval. 
 
    ‘Do you know what you can call me?’ 
 
    He smiles a slow smile. ‘Well its Clarissa isn’t it?’ 
 
    She uncrosses her legs slowly, allowing him a full view of her hold-up stockings and panties. ‘It is for most people. My friends for example, or my parents.’ 
 
    He is staring at her now. Like the mouse before the hawk swoops, he feels an uncanny portent of something akin to dread. Something is going to happen. He can feel it. 
 
    ‘But your sort, Worm. Your sort call me Mistress. Do I make myself clear, Worm?’ 
 
    She watches with clinical detachment  as he swallows hard. Her knee falls to one side, re-exposing her stocking tops. The good Professor opens and closes his mouth a couple of times. False starts.  
 
    ‘M-my sort?’ His voice seems to have gone up an octave. Strangulated. 
 
    ‘Yes, your fucking sort. The Worms of the world.’ 
 
    He looks from her crotch up to her face, and then back again. And then does it once more. Swallows hard. Suddenly he looks older. Much older.  
 
    ‘Lock the fucking door, Worm.’ This will do it, she knows; the crossing of the line. The deal sealer. She inspects her nails as she waits. 
 
    Slowly he stands, picks up the keys from the desk, and strides to the door. Top Clarissa is the sweetest sound in the world; the clicking of that lock. 
 
    ‘Now sit.’ 
 
    As he turns back from the door he sees her sitting in his chair. Her arm stretched out, a scarlet-tipped finger points to the seat she has just vacated. She can see from his face that he is repressing a protest. Very wise. 
 
    As he sits she sees the age in him. He looks tired, and tense. Who wouldn’t? He has every reason to be. Sitting facing him is the creature of his most secret fantasies. Even his nightmares. But he is also aware that she is more than that. Much more. Much, much more. What she represents is uncertainty. The most dangerous drug of all. 
 
    She picks up the desk photo, the blonds and two graduates. ‘What’s the wife’s name?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think…’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t ask you to fucking think. I asked you the wife’s name?’ 
 
    ‘Belinda.’ 
 
    ‘And the tarts?’ 
 
    ‘My daughters, Caroline and Camilla.’ 
 
    ‘Belinda and Caroline and Camilla’, she repeats, not bothering to hide the scorn in her voice. ‘Do they know you are a pervert?’ 
 
    His eyes plead for mercy, he looks like he is lost for words. Like words have deserted him and may never return. She can see him wetting his lips. ‘Well Worm, DO THEY?’ The words are spat out, dripping with venom. She can feel the anger inside. This is what she lives for; it is the very air she breathes. 
 
    ‘Read my lips. Do they know you are a pervert?’ 
 
    He sucks a lungful of air, this was going to be an effort for him. ‘No. No. But…’ 
 
    ‘No fucking buts. So who does know? Any friends? Colleagues? Anyone at all?’ 
 
    In truth, there were a select few woman over the years that he had ‘visited’, and one Woman online. But none of them knew who he was. He was just some anonymous man to them. They had no idea of his true identity, what he did, where he worked. Where his office was. 
 
    ‘No, no one.’ 
 
    She laughed out loud. ‘You’re a liar, but I’ll let it pass this time. The reality is, Worm. That I know.’ 
 
    But she couldn’t know. Just couldn’t. He had been so careful to cover his trail. 
 
    ‘You…know…? But h-‘ 
 
    ‘How? Because I can spot a Worm a mile away. Because I can see it in you. You can’t hide it. It’s all about having the expert eye. By the way, stand up and drop your trousers. All the way down. Think about walking down a street, all you see are houses. But, say, a burglar will walk down that same street on the same day and see the same houses, but what he or she sees are opportunities. It’s all about the fucking eye. Oh, and the underpants, Worm.’ 
 
    Professor Michael Morris is standing before her, his grey pants and white underpants around his ankles, his arms dangling by his sides and he is staring at the wall somewhere above Clarissa’s head. 
 
      
 
    She lifts herself up and steps close to him, looking up into his face. ‘Look at me, Worm. Look at me.’ 
 
    He lowers his eyes to meet hers. He is struck by how bright and how young they are, with perfectly clear whites around the vivid green.  
 
    Around the corners of her vividly lipsticked mouth there plays a smile. A small smile, not of amusement more of condescension. ‘Open your legs’, Worm.’ 
 
    He makes a shift and she brings her right hand up to cradle his balls. They feel so small and dry in her palm, it’s was almost as if they were begging her to hurt them. Like over-ripe small fruit they could be crushed and the juice squeezed out without much effort. Then suddenly, without warning, she give them a sharp tug downwards. 
 
    ‘Ahhhhhgh.’ His voice was strained, strangulated. Agonised. He looked into the perfect face before him and found no trace of feeling at all. She was blank, unreadable.  
 
    ‘These’, she began. ‘These, belong to me now. Do you understand that, Worm?’ 
 
    His face was still showing pain. ‘Yes’. 
 
    ‘Yes, what?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. Now say it.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Now that’s better.’ She smiled up at him,  
 
    Her eyes were boring into him. She was still holding his balls. Right at that moment she was feeling excited. Not by the balls themselves, they were old and empty. What excited her was the power. 
 
    And what is power if it is not exercised? 
 
    Slowly, Clarissa, closes her fingers, digging her fingers in, allowing her long nails to find their natural place deep in his flesh.  
 
    He gasps, almost buckles. Clarissa does not hold back, she squeezes, and she squeezes, and when she finally does let go she gives her wrist a cruel twist and yanks him hard. 
 
    This time he does crumble, sinking to his knees with tears in his eyes.  
 
    For Clarissa it is so easy, reducing an established, professional man to a weeping pile of…of Worm. 
 
    ‘Oh God’, he is moaning. ‘Oh God.’ 
 
    ‘Not God, just Mistress.’ 
 
    She stands over him watching him. Inside she feels a satisfaction she has not felt in a couple of months. The satisfaction of inducing a total capitulation.  
 
    University will be such fun. 
 
      
 
    Clarissa sits in her ‘Tornado Red’ Volkswagen Beetle and she waits. While she is waiting she amuses herself with a few texts to her Twitter account. Tweets which will bring her in gifts from her most adoring public. Some send via Paypal, other Amazon vouchers. The more trusted by direct bank transfers. It matters not to her. They all add up. Such a loyal and devoted following. 
 
    Of course her most favoured pets are granted email access, but that is for another time.  
 
    Ah, there it is, her latest acquisition. Tall and stooping, round-shouldered and gangly, the regulation briefcase at the end of his elongated arm.  
 
    Clarissa watches him all the way to his car and sees him drive away. She wonders briefly about his thoughts but doesn’t really care. She hasn’t really started shaping him yet. That is a pleasure to come; to be savoured.  
 
    She leaves her car and walks back into the college. Past the Porter’s Lodge, up the stairs, left turn, right and left again, past the Departmental Office, all the way to room number GF124 
 
    The one bearing the plaque stating: ‘Professor M. Morris./’ 
 
    From her bag she takes a white envelope and slips it beneath the door. Just a little something to start his day the way she means it to go on. 
 
      
 
    That night Belinda Morris thought her husband unusually distant. His usual gin and tonic was three, no four times, its usual size, and he had an extra glass of wine with dinner. She could see he had things on his mind. As usual he disappeared up into his home office to make various calls and attend to ‘matters.’ But that night he was up there till almost  bedtime. 
 
    She knocks and pops her head around the door.  
 
    Her husband looks up, and then back at the screen before him. ‘Sorry, I need to finish this chapter tonight.’ 
 
    She leaves him to it. 
 
      
 
    Profession Michael Morris is sat at his computer. On the screen is indeed the latest part of his latest book. His thoughts, however, are elsewhere. Inside his brain is boiling over with thoughts of his visitation earlier that day. He simply cannot get her out of his mind. 
 
    He had already masturbated three times since the visit. Once in a toilet at work, and twice up here in his attic office. Normally, such activity would get rid of distractions and re-focus his attention. But not this time. She just will not go away. Even now he still has an erection. And not just a semi or full. He is rock hard. Harder than for years. 
 
    How is he ever going to sleep tonight? When will he see her again? Whenever it would be, is feels already like too long to wait. He longs for her attention, even knowing deep-down that he is no way deserves it.  
 
    He has visited women over the years. Various versions of the Dominant Woman / Mistress figure. Some were more effective than others. For some it was a pleasure, for most it was for the money. Some were a mixture of both. But in all of that time, he had never had such a vivid experience as the one in his office that afternoon. 
 
    He had assumed that his ‘vivid’ days were over, and that his life would gradually become the long slow march to retirement in all its bland attractions. After all, he is financially secure, very much so. Esteemed in his profession; has achieved all that he had set out to do when he started all those years ago. He is a grandfather three times over. Life has come to look like a never ending procession of repetitions until the final end. 
 
    But today, he had lived. 
 
      
 
    The next morning he called into the office, said good morning to the woman who he now thought of as ‘Freckles’, picked up his voluminous post from his pigeon-hole and went to his office. 
 
    Just the sight of that white envelope on the floor made his heart leap and his cock wasn’t far behind. It had to be from her. 
 
    And it was. 
 
    Worm, 
 
    I see your teaching finishes at 5.00 this afternoon. I will call at your office at 5.15. Do not disappoint me. Have the key in the lock ready to turn. 
 
    M 
 
      
 
    He checks his watch. It isn’t even half-past eight yet. She is a lifetime away.  
 
    He knows that today, time will not be his friend. 
 
      
 
    But time does pass, albeit maddeningly slowly. He gets through the day largely on autopilot, running through lectures he has given many, many times before, and as suck knows them word-for-word. By heart. Even those girl students he would normally take notice of were as nothing to him. Invisible. 
 
    But as time ambled past he feels another feeling welling up in him. The feeling that maybe – just maybe - he doesn’t want 5.15 to come at all. He knows full well that it will, but the prospect of it has started to take on another, darker aspect to him. Yes, the previous encounter was as bright as ever in his mind, his pleasure in the pain just as satisfying. But now what he is starting to feel is something he has felt with no other woman. 
 
    Fear. 
 
      
 
    With other dominant women, however strict and assertive they were, there was always the issue of the purse strings. And no matter how both he and she denied or ignored the fact, control – ultimate control – still lay with him. Everything was a known factor, there were limits that would not be crossed. 
 
    But with this Clarissa, could he still say that? Somehow he didn’t think she wanted money. Of course, he could be wrong. Better marks was a possibility. But then that would give him a little leverage, she would never go too far. That would reign her in a little. But he sensed something more with her. Something rawer, something untamed. Perhaps untameable. 
 
    Perhaps all she wanted was power. All the rest was just keeping score. 
 
    He finished his lecture early. He normally took questions but at almost five o’clock he couldn’t face them. He just wanted to be back in his office.  
 
    Waiting. 
 
      
 
    He stood by the window, staring over the lake. The sun was shining and the world was a beautiful place. Students were going about their business, the Canada Geese were waddling around. But he was watching it all from what suddenly felt like a cell. Had the windows been iron bars they could not have made him feel more enclosed. More cut off; more alone. 
 
    And then the door behind him opened. He swung around and there she was, already with her back to him. Locking the door. When she does turn her sheer presence makes him catch his breath. 
 
    She strides over to his chair and sits, motioning him  - with a scarlet-nailed finger - to stand about a metre in front of her. ‘Strip.’ 
 
      
 
    As he takes his clothes off he can hardly bear to look at her. Studiously he keeps his face turned downward. He has always been ashamed of his pale and scrawny body, and ageing hasn’t helped one bit. He has never been a sporty type, preferring books. He was skinny, white, and weak. 
 
    But now he stands before her, his arms dangling beside him, wondering if she will be hurting his balls again.  
 
    He watches her eyes travelling down his body, and then slowly back up. As her eyes move to meet his he looks away, looks down. He feels ashamed, inadequate. Pathetic. 
 
    ‘Sit down.’ Her voice is low but hard. It contains not a hint of warmth. Somehow it suits her. ‘Now look at me.’ 
 
    With some effort and steeling himself he lifts his eyes to her face. The dark hair is scraped back into that severe style of that first day. Her pale skin only emphasises the blood-red lipstick. So liberally applied. 
 
    She is wearing a tight, white blouse and a short black skirt with bare legs, and her usual heels. She leans back and crosses her legs. She takes her time doing it, and he sees that she was very obviously not wearing any panties. His heart almost stops, more with shock than lust. He feels so elevated to have had that view, honours way beyond his deserving. But deeper down he feels it is inappropriate. He did not deserve it. He could not even think, even dream of desiring her. He was so not worthy. But deeper down still he knew he would treasure the memory. 
 
    ‘Tell me, Worm. What have I just shown you?’ 
 
    Embarrassment flows through him like water from a tap. Could he say it? But he knows that he will have to. ‘Your…er…vag…’ 
 
    ‘My cunt, Worm. ‘Say it.’ 
 
    Oh God. ‘Your….cunt, Mistress.’ 
 
    She gives a low laugh, more of a snort than a giggle. 
 
    ‘Yes, my cunt. Make the most of it, you won’t see that much of it. Remember it is my cunt. Its not my vag, my pussy, my beaver, snatch, or twat. Am I clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Just like my tits are my tits, and not my breasts, boobs, or bouncers.’ 
 
    ‘Clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘My arse is my arse, never anything else.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And what about you, Worm? What the fuck is that?’ The fingernail extends towards his cock, a look of disdain on her superior features. 
 
    He swallows, he can feel his mouth instantly dry. 
 
    ‘My…well, erm…cock, Mis…’ 
 
    ‘No. Worm, it is not a cock, it is never a cock, and certainly never, ever a fucking penis. It is Little Worm. Your are Worm, that thing is little Worm.’ 
 
    Clarissa laughed a throaty laugh. 
 
    ‘Now, I am going to allow you one question, Worm. Choose it well, this is a special event.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank you, Mistress.’ This was his chance to try and understand the situation he was in. Was he really in danger from this woman? Not woman, creature. Was this all just a game? Or was it something more? Either way he felt its power. It’s irresistible pull. ‘I think I would like to ask, what is it that you want with me?’ 
 
    Clarissa lets her head go back and she emits a loud, full laugh. ‘Wasted question, Worm. Whatever do you imagine I want? I want it all, Worm. Everything. And I will have it. You see, you are mine now. And once something is mine I never let it go. Get used to the fact. Now, you may have a wank while I watch.’ 
 
      
 
    Clarissa watched him swallow for the umpteenth time. He did look uncomfortable. But she could also see the beginnings of a stiffie. A very thin, reed-like stiffie, but a definite stiffie all the same. 
 
    His fingers look fumbly as he starts to rub the thing. His eyes were downcast, shame was etched deeply into his features. 
 
    Along with that woeful helplessness they all shared. 
 
    She settled back to enjoy the show. Not the cock show, the debasement show. It never failed to amuse her. To make her feel her power right to the tip of every fingernail and hair. 
 
    It was time. 
 
      
 
    When, nearing his climax, he looks up, he sees something which drains him of all concentration. Something which subsides the stiffy. He feels it dissolve like a salted slug. 
 
    Mistress, this Clarissa, is holding up an iPhone. She is filming him. He feels himself engulfed by a tide of rising despair. He badly wans to cry, to not have to hold back any more. To let it all out. This was his rock bottom. ‘No’, he gasps out. ‘No, please. Please.’ 
 
    ‘Please Mistress…’ A pleas from his very heart. 
 
      
 
    But Mistress does not flinch. Not even a little. She pushes the iPhone even closer, a smile curling around those oh so scarlet lips. ‘Please what, Worm? Please stop filming? I don’t think so.’ She, of course, already has enough for her purposes; more than enough.  
 
    But she can see his distress was genuine. It wasn’t role play or pretend. The tears were real. The pain evident. And so she carried on enjoying the moment. The wank was irrelevant now. Just theatre, a means to this end. 
 
    ‘Sit back, Worm. Hands on head legs apart. I want it all. All there is of it anyway.’ She laughed sarcastically again. 
 
    It was like watching a film in ultra slow-mo. Very gradually he moved into the desired position, his face ashen, downcast. Broken. 
 
      
 
    ‘Now Worm, I will tell you how things are going to be. I have no interest in your money. But knowing your type you will have a secret stash that wifey knows absolutely nothing about. I am right aren’t I?’ 
 
    ‘A small one, yes Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Well, set up an order for two hundred pounds a month. No, make that two-fifty. Just so you can draw some pitiable satisfaction from contributing to my life style. That is just a token you understand.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Look at me, Worm. Show some fucking respect.’ 
 
    He lifted his tear-streaked face up. ‘Sorry, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘…and now we come to my grades. You will be surprised, Worm, to learn that I do intend doing the necessary course work myself. I want something more than a piece of paper to take away from here. But when I turn that work in, you will assess it, and then make any amendments needed for it to get into the top band of marks. Do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘I do Mistress.’ 
 
    In three years time I will be leaving with a First Class Honours degree and top of my year as a bonus.’ 
 
    She then stood up and walked to the window and stared out. ‘A lovely view. Best view in the department.’ 
 
    ‘I think so, Mistress.’ 
 
    She was standing directly behind him now. A very tempting position indeed.She reached over him and pinched his right nipple, squeezing it hard. And then harder still.  
 
    The yelp sounded almost feminine in its intensity. She let it go and resumed her place in the chair opposite him. I have finished with you today, Worm. When I leave, you will dress and go home to wifey. I see I have a seminar with you tomorrow. I am in your first group of the day. I will see you then.’ 
 
    And with that she rose, unlocked the door, and then – just like magic – was gone. 
 
      
 
    He leapt from his chair and locked the door behind her. Then he sat at his desk and tried to make sense of what had just happened to him. How had he come to this? He was repulsed by his own pathetic self, hating his constant neediness and dependence. But then all his life he had never sought, or been able to, ‘enjoy’ or ‘like’ the satisfaction of his desires. Just the opposite, he needed to hate it, but for it to happen anyway. He needed to have it imposed on him. Forced on him; for him to have no control.  
 
    He had to endure. God help him. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the picture of his wife and two daughters. Mistress had referred to her as wifey. Belinda was the love of his life, the only woman he had been fully intimate with. He loved her with all he was capable of. And yet when this girl, this young woman had referred to her as ‘wifey’, it had excited him beyond measure. His feeling had felt like a terrible betrayal, and that fact was, in itself, stimulating to him. Stimulating enough to resurrect his fickle stiffie. 
 
      
 
    ‘So does wifey work then?’ 
 
    ‘The other students had left the seminar room, leaving them alone. The hour had gone well, he thought. Clarissa had contributed a lot to the debate over whether Bismarck, the German Chancellor was a tyrant or a visionary. Now there were a mere five minutes before the next group would start filing in. 
 
    ‘No. Well, not as such. She does a couple of mornings in the local Hospice shop.’ 
 
    ‘And the offspring? Do they work? Or do they sponge off, Daddy?’ 
 
    ‘Yes they do. Work that is. Both are married. Caroline is a lecturer in Business Studies, in Brighton, Camilla is a Midwife, in Birmingham.’ 
 
    ‘What mornings does wifey work then?’ 
 
    He looked at her, worry spreading across his features. ‘Erm, well Tuesday and Friday. But also fills in when they are short-staffed.’ 
 
    ‘Good, excellent. You have no teaching Tuesdays. You can give me the Grande Tour.’ 
 
    ‘The Grande Tour?’ 
 
    ‘Of the house, Worm.’ 
 
    ‘No, oh no. Not possible. Sorry. I just can’t.’ 
 
    ‘Shut it, Worm. It’s a done deal.’ 
 
    And then she rose and left the room. 
 
      
 
    Somehow, he knew not how, he had managed to get through the next hour. Not his finest teaching performance, he knew. By the time he was was back in his own office, he found himself shaking. He had another lecture in an hour, but all he wanted to do was go home. But that would feel like hiding, basically because he knew that it would be hiding.  
 
    Even in here, with the door locked, he no longer felt safe. He somehow felt he was under scrutiny all the time. He felt that privacy had left his life for good. And next week she would be in his home. The thought was almost unbearable to him. 
 
    For one reason or another. 
 
    Perhaps he could simply plead illness and cancel. Just go home, lie down and relax. He just didn’t feel he could get through his day. He felt like all the life, the energy had been sucked out of him. But then all his life he had done his duty. It simply wasn’t in him to leave a group of students without the necessary learning to succeed. He would get through it somehow.  
 
    He would have to. If he ran away now he might never go back. And so never see Mistress again. 
 
      
 
    Clarissa thought the T-shirt a steal at £5.99. But it still had its ticket on from the original store. Marks & Spencer’s Autograph range. £49.99. Obviously brand new, never worn. ‘How come?’ Clarissa asked the blonde assistant sitting by the till.  
 
    ‘Oh, local stores donate their end-on-line things quite often. The things left over from the sales.’ The woman’s accent was clearly ex-private school, and had the distinctive enunciation of the Home Counties.  
 
    ‘I’ll take it. Bargain.’ 
 
    ‘It is indeed, I’ll get you a bag.’ Her smile was pleasant and genuine. Clarissa wondered just how much she knew about her husband’s sordid activities. She looked a lot better than on the desk photograph, younger too. Early-to-mid forties perhaps. The epitome of the bored housewife filling in with some ‘charidee’ work. 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘You’re more than welcome. Come back soon now, don’t be a stranger.’ 
 
    Oh, I won’t, thought Clarissa. You can count on that. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    So where did She spring from this Clarissa Clifton? What were the roots that gave forth such a flowering?  
 
    Well, the simple answer is that she was born in the Cathedral City of Welles In Somerset, to parents who were both in the legal profession. Her father was a barrister, a Queen’s Counsel no less; and her mother a well known human rights lawyer, beloved of the popular press. Clarissa, like her mother and grandmother before her, was an only child. And like them she was sent to a very prestigious Quaker boarding school from the age of eight to eighteen. 
 
    At eighteen she took a gap year to go travelling around Australia and South East Asia. The year expanded to five, and upon her return she found all her friends had moved on. Some to careers, some to families. One by one they had vanished from her ‘circle’, and those that didn’t were dropped one by one anyway as they held no further use to her. 
 
    She would often think of those five years as her real education. When mummy and daddy decided, after a mere two years, that is was time to reel in their free-spirited offspring by closing the parental bank, Clarissa simply made her own money. 
 
    With a decent laptop and good internet connection she decided to live off her wits. And the best way to achieve that, her wits told her, was to live off the weakness of others. 
 
      
 
    She had always been aware of her effect on others. Particularly men of a certain type. That is to say men who needed to feel inferior. Indeed men who, in fact, were inferior. Her striking green eyes, and her cut-glass upper-middle class accent went a long way to achieving a marked contrast between the decidedly inferior and infinitely superior. 
 
    Her ultra-premium rate domination phone lines and text service was only the beginning; her acorn as she often thought of it. Offering the service in the U.K, the USA, Hong Kong, and Singapore, she built up a clientele, the most regular of which she moved off her ‘public’ services, and onto her more ‘select’ list for more serious and intense fleecing.  
 
    It was a skill she quickly developed, a phrase here, a question there, would tell her if the individual was a serious contender for selection, or just one of the pool. By the time she returned to the U.K. she had quite a list, and a very sizeable income which she nurtured like a growing child. All from various versions of cyber domination. But as she herself would often reflect: she had hardly started yet. 
 
      
 
    Her first non-cyber acquisition was Frank Alexander. He was a close friend of her parents, and had been for many years. Indeed he and his wife, now deceased, had bounced Clarissa on their knees as a baby. 
 
    Returning to her parental home she noticed how ‘Uncle’ Frank would look at her, how he would react when speaking to her, or her mother, even his wife. Oh yes, she quickly concluded. He was one, IT was in him. And when it was IN, you could never get it out. All they could do was camouflage. And while that might hide it from most, it would not hide it from the hunter Clarissa was fast becoming. 
 
    One Wednesday morning, she left him a note under his car windscreen wiper. All it said was, ‘Friday, twelve noon. Come to call. Speak to no-one. Clarissa.’ 
 
    She had no doubt at all that he would be there, and on time. 
 
    And he was.  
 
    It was her fist actual face-to-face but was she worried? Of course not. Within exactly thirteen minutes of entering the house he was naked, on all fours and begging to be accepted as the ‘property’ of Mistress. 
 
    It was an entreaty that Clarissa was more than willing to accept. 
 
    After Frank the numbers piled up. ‘They’ became easier and easier to spot. The teacher, the doctor, the dentist, the pilot, the property developer. 
 
    Now she had a professor. Perhaps the most promising of them all. 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    She watched as Worm unlocked the door, and then silenced the beeping alarm. The house was undeniably impressive. A cavernous, vaulted ceiling giving way to a broad oak staircase, with what looked like expensive Chinese silk wallpaper on the wall. The place smelled of money and taste. 
 
    She didn’t wait for him, pushing past into the doorway to the left which was one of the two reception rooms. She kicked off her shoes and flopped down on the plush sofa and put her feet up. 
 
    ‘Water, Worm. With plenty of ice.’ 
 
      
 
    She enjoyed the distress on his face. His discomfort, after all, was what this was all about. Wifey was due back in three hours and she knew that there was a lot of discomfort she could inflict before then. But she had already achieved what she set out to achieve. The rest was just bonus. 
 
    He returned with the iced water. ‘Sit there.’ She pointed at a chair opposite. 
 
    He did as he was bidden. ‘Do you have any questions, Worm? I might allow you another one, as you so wasted the last one.’ 
 
    He cleared his throat. ‘Well, not really. Perhaps where do you see this going?’ 
 
    She lifted her head and took a long drink. ‘It is not going anywhere. It is staying right where it is now. I own you, I control you. Nothing is going to change. Do you understand, Worm?’ 
 
    ‘Yes’, his voice was hoarse. With excitement perhaps. Or something else. 
 
    ‘This situation is for life. End of.’ 
 
    ‘No release then?’ 
 
    ‘What did I just say.’ 
 
    ‘You said this is for life.’ 
 
    ‘And I meant it. I always mean what I say, Worm.’ She moved herself into a sitting position, crossing her legs. ‘Tell me something, a secret about your past-it wifey that only you know. Something compromising. And make it juicy, Worm. Come on, entertain me.’ 
 
      
 
    He has been married for twenty-seven years. There is so much to choose from. Nothing he can call juicy though. But he does want to please. He is desperate to please. But what? How?  
 
    He is at a loss. And then he remembers. Yes. 
 
    ‘A few years ago, when our eldest daughter went off to university. Belinda posed for some photographs.’ 
 
    ‘Photographs?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, wearing Caroline’s old school uniform.’ 
 
    ‘What sort of photographs?’ Clarissa’s impatience apparent. 
 
    ‘Well, you know. Sort of…well showing her breasts.’ 
 
    ‘Tits.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry, Mistress. Her tits. And…and…her cunt.’ 
 
    Clarissa laughs, remembering the blonde in the charity shop, and picturing her with everything out. 
 
    ‘Really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. And do you still have them?’ 
 
    He shifts uncomfortably on the spot. 
 
    ‘Erm, well….no. She insisted we get rid of them.’ 
 
    Clarissa smiles a very slow – and to him – worrying smile. ‘She points at a spot on the floor stand there, legs wide apart.’ 
 
    He takes up the position, feeling alarmed. 
 
    Clarissa stands and then everything happens so fast. Her foot flashes back and then forth. The pain in his groin is piercing. Agony runs through him. ‘Never, ever lie to me, Worm. Now where are the pictures?’ 
 
    ‘Mistress I…upstairs.’ 
 
    ‘Then lead on, Worm.’ The fragrant Belinda slutting herself. Who could resist? 
 
    He looked at her, his face like that of a kicked puppy. ‘Please.’ 
 
    ‘Oh Worm, just fucking stop it. Get up the stairs.’ 
 
      
 
    She watched him power up his iMac, his face ashen his fingers shaking. The dual nature of the true submissive. Hating it, but needing it. 
 
    A few clicks of the mouse and he stands and offers his seat to his younger and better. 
 
    She settled into the quite luxurious chair, and is confronted by a screen full of thumbnails. She clicked on the first, and set to slideshow. Worm had retreated to the small sofa, and sat quietly staring into his lap. 
 
    ‘When were these taken? How old was she?’ 
 
    ‘Erm, about five years ago. She would have been thirty-eight.’ 
 
      
 
    The first picture was of Belinda dressed in a dark maroon skirt and white blouse, her hair tied in bunches, with a ‘sexy’ grin on her face. Bit by bit the blouse got unbuttoned, off one shoulder then the other, then dropped altogether. A few pics of her undoing the skirt before that too dropped. Then the bra and then the pants.  
 
    She was still in good shape but Clarissa was starting to feel bored, and a hint of disappointment. She had expected more. Belinda was naked now, looking embarrassed. Like she was doing it as a favour. A distasteful favour. 
 
    Photos passed one after another. Much the same. Until… 
 
    …until the camera moved towards her. Now she was pulling her flaps apart, really stretching them. Her eyes were closed. But not in enjoyments. Then the large carrot came into view. She lubed it like she was handling a turd. And then very slowly inched it in.  
 
    Then, abruptly, the pictures stopped. 
 
    ‘Well, she didn’t seem to enjoy that, Worm. So why did she do it?’ 
 
    Worm, looked up. ‘Well, I talked her into it.’ Was that a hint of pride in his voice? Was this a hidden depth in the old boy? I even borrowed a colleague’s top-of-the-range camera to get the extra quality.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want another kick in the bollocks, Worm? WHY did she do it?’ 
 
    She looked over at him, exasperated. His face was hidden by his hands. ‘Why?’, she repeated. 
 
    ‘Because….she….well, I found out that…she had had a short affair with one of my colleagues.’ 
 
    ‘So to compensate, she posed like that?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I wanted it. I had asked her to do something like that before and she had always refused. But now she wanted me to forgive her…’ 
 
    ‘So you made her do that as a condition of forgiving her?’ 
 
    He nodded his head. ‘Essentially, yes.’ 
 
    ‘Hmm, you are more of a fucking pervert than I thought, Worm.’ 
 
    He looked down at the floor.  
 
    ‘So why not sexy underwear, why not swimsuits? Why a school uniform, why your daughter’s school uniform? I mean, even by pervert standards that’s pretty fucking far out.’ 
 
    She knew that it was nothing sinister. She knew his type better than that. But she liked to torment, to play with her food. 
 
    His face moved through all the emotions from surprise to horror. ‘No. No, it was nothing like that. I just wanted to choose something that would make her uncomfortable. To pay her back.’ 
 
    ‘Oh Worm, you wanted revenge just because she preferred a different cock to your pathetic specimen. Jesus Christ!’ 
 
    Then an idea occurred to her. And while she didn’t know it for a fact, somehow she knew it would be true. Call it instinct. 
 
    ‘You do know, don’t you Worm? That the affair won’t have been her only one.’ 
 
    He looked at her as if she had slapped him. And his expression tempted her to do just that. 
 
    Shaking his head. No, no. It was just a one off. A big mistake, as she calls it.’ 
 
    ‘Oh you are such a wanker, Worm. Remember how I nailed your character in a few minutes? Well, I nailed her as well. Believe me, she will have had more. Possibly quite a few more. I met her the other day. She is a woman who likes cock, Worm. But not your cock I am guessing.’ 
 
    Clarissa threw her head back and laughed scornfully. 
 
    ‘How do you feel about that, Worm? About other men fucking wifey? Not just fucking, but really fucking her hard, really hard, just how she likes it. And then her sucking on their big meaty cocks, tasting her own cunt. How do you feel about that, Worm?’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean you met her?’ His face draining of colour. 
 
    ‘In her shop. She seemed a very pleasant woman, Worm. She won’t be satisfied with the little you’ve got. She will want bigger and, dare I say it, younger. In fact, she’ll be such a right on liberal she might even go black, Worm. Think about that, big, young, and black. Which one of those are you, Worm? Oh yes, that’s right, I forgot. None.’ 
 
    He looked at her. He was a piteous sight. Well, he would have been had Clarissa had any pity. But pity was for the weak, for the pathetic. Not for her. Not for a predator. 
 
    ‘And believe me, he’ll be up wifey on a regular basis.’ She couldn’t resist a final tweak. ‘Unless of course, and don’t dismiss the possibility, that she might even be a cuntmuncher.’ 
 
    She checked her watch. ‘Time to go, Worm.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that day, as she sat in the library, with her bottle of iced water, Clarissa reflected on the exchange. She wasn’t surprised at the wife’s affair, after all what could a dry-as-dust academic offer such an attractive woman beyond financial security and a good lifestyle. What surprised her was his quite vindictive reaction. Mildly surprising in such a spineless fucker. 
 
    She pondered for awhile how this piece of information could be used to her advantage. Then she formulated her plan. 
 
      
 
    ‘Key’, she announced, stepping out in front of him as he had just crossed the Japanese Bridge on his way to give his Friday morning lecture. 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘Key. Office key. I want to look something up in that copy of Dixon’s “History and Conflict”, on your shelf. The library copies are all out. But then again I don’t need a fucking reason do I? I just tell you how it is. So key.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress you do not need a reason.’ He rummaged about in his jacket pocket and at length fished out a small bunch of keys. Handing it over she thought he looked rather pleased with himself. The satisfactions of small things, she noted. 
 
    ‘Good. I will leave them in an envelope in your pigeonhole when I’ve finished’, she called over her shoulder. 
 
    She had, she knew, maybe an hour and twenty minutes. Say an hour and ten to be on the safe side. More than enough. In her hand she held everything that she needed. She then made her way to the car park and drove her Beetle into the city centre and found a shop that could copy keys. 
 
    There were seven keys on the ring. ‘Copy them all’, she told the abnormally tall, abnormally thin, abnormally pale youth behind the counter. 
 
    He half turned away and then turned back. ‘I can copy these, but this one I can’t.’ Holding up the office key. ‘It’s part of a master key system. It says “do not copy”, do you see?’ 
 
    She leaned in and read the words. Shit. But she was not to be defeated. ‘When you say that you can’t, is what you mean that you technically can, but its your policy not to?’ 
 
    Actually, it wasn’t the office key she was interested in, but it was the principal of the thing. Being denied by a petty regulation. That was for little people. Not herself. 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ He seemed apologetic.  
 
    Of course, he never stood a chance. 
 
    She fixed him with her stare. The cool even, one which highlighted her serious intent. ‘But you could. And I am asking you to.’ 
 
    He looked around, as if embarrassed to meet her gaze. ‘But its not policy.’ 
 
    She leaned forward, slightly over the counter. ‘Look, there is no-one here, no-one will know. So do it, and I will own you a favour.’ She gave him her smile. ‘A big favour.’ 
 
    Fifteen minutes later she was on her way back to campus with an exact set of Worm’s keys, and glowing with satisfaction of a job well done. And as for the unfortunate youth, well he had the memory of her face if nothing else. 
 
      
 
    The following Tuesday Clarissa watched Worm leave his home on his way to work. He was shortly followed by wifey on her way to do her good works. 
 
    She counted up to a hundred and then left her car, crossed the road, pushed open the gate, and walked up to the front door. She let herself in, and then immediately silenced the alarm using the code she had observed him use previously. Then the house was hers, all hers, for at least four solid hours. She intended to be our in three, just to be on the safe side. 
 
    So, where to start? 
 
      
 
    Well, copy his hard disk. You never knew what lurked on such things. Things hidden, things forgotten. She had long been of the opinion that you could never know enough about a target. The pictures would be a bonus. Leverage. 
 
      
 
    Of course, as she expected, the PC was password unprotected. But it wouldn’t have made any difference though. Something else she learned in Singapore was how to easily bypass a password and access a hard-disk. Her ‘contributors’ were useful in so many ways. Especially those who worked in IT. 
 
    She connected up her external disk and starting the cloning process. It would take some time. 
 
    Next came the bedroom. It was quite ‘feminine’, all pink and and orderly. Like a bedroom in a show home. Clarissa pulled open a few drawers only to find books at his side, and, interestingly, both a dildo and a vibrator encased within a number of quite ‘exotic’ items of lingerie on hers. A couple separated by their separate interests, she was sure. 
 
    The bed itself was huge, possibly the widest bed Clarissa had ever seen. No need for physical contact in that one. Inside the quite specious walk-in wardrobe, was a smaller set of freestanding drawers. The top two held only the usual dross of a boring life. But the bottom one yielded  a box with a pile of fifty pound notes. They were in bundles of ten. In total just over three thousand pounds. She quickly deposited six-hundred of that in her bag and returned the rest. 
 
    She knew the missing money would be noticed, but given that she had never been in this room she could hardly be blamed could she? They would blame each other. Each would ‘know’ it wasn’t them, and so who else could it be but the other? Nothing quite like eroding trust between people. Then she had an idea. More fun. Clarissa loved her fun. 
 
    She took a look in the dirty washing basket. It was half-full. Perfect. Then she removed her panties, and pushed them deep into the items. Sooner or later, she reasoned, they would be discovered. If not before washing then certainly after.  
 
    Like planting a not-so-small bomb. 
 
    Who knew where the shrapnel would fall? 
 
    She checked on the cloning process. Getting there.. 
 
    In the bathroom she checked her lipstick and applied a thick new layer, with extra gloss.  
 
    Perfect. 
 
      
 
    She always had thought smoking a disgusting habit. One for weaklings and dependent personalities. But she had bought some especially for the occasion. Moving back into the main bedroom, Clarissa settled herself into a rather luxurious armchair and lit up.  
 
    Of course, she had no intention of actually smoking it beyond a few shallow puffs just to keep it burning. She waved it around in the air, dropped a little ash on the floor before treading it in, leaving a grey mark. Nothing in itself but in conjunction… 
 
    She moved to the bed, and lay down on wifey’s side. A very firm mattress indeed. Not much action on there, she thought. She took a few more puffs, and rested her other hand on the silk pillow beside her.  
 
    When it had burned down she simply opened the window a little and let it from down onto the front drive, in front of the main entrance. Let the lipstick do its job… 
 
    Downstairs she moved to the drinks table and took a bottle of gin into the kitchen and emptied a good cupful down the sink. Then she poured herself a glass of water, drinking it down in one go. She examined the lipstick stain before feebly wiping it off with a kitchen towel. She deposited this on top of the waste bin. And, naturally, made no attempt to hide it. 
 
    Her work done, she paused only to collect her external hard disk before exiting and making her way back onto campus.  
 
    Let the wheels turn. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The call came just after two o’clock.  
 
    ‘Hi’, Belinda said. ‘Have you been home since this morning?’ 
 
    ‘Home? No, why?’ 
 
    There was a pause at the other end. The kind of pause he had learned to read as something to worry about. Mentally he ran through all the usual possibilities. No, nothing to worry about. 
 
    He heard her start to speak and then stop herself. The kind of hesitation that was always a warning sign. ‘No reason.’ Her voice had taken on that ‘curt’ tone that she deployed so well.  
 
    ‘No, why? I’ve been here all day.’ 
 
    ‘It’s okay’, Belinda replied. It’s nothing. 
 
      
 
    But it wasn’t nothing, he could tell. There was a definite something. 
 
      
 
    At first, she had thought the hideous, garishly-stained cigarette butt had been blown there by the wind, and made a mental note to pick it up after she had changed and showered. But it was the smell in the bedroom, and then the ever so slightly ruffled bedcover with a head-sized dent in the pillow, that raised her concern. She was meticulous about that kind of thing and they immediately drew her eye. Time to rethink. 
 
    But they felt like impossible thoughts. No-one had been home since she left that morning. Michael never came back during the day. Once he was on campus that was it until six o’clock. Of course, he could have come back, but that wouldn’t account for the smell. He despised smoking as much, if not more, than she did. 
 
    He simply would not allow it into the house. And yet the smell was unmistakable. Somebody had been in the house.  
 
    But who? 
 
    The thought that sprang up was a burglar. But what about the alarm? She definitely set it, as always, before leaving the house. It had – had – to be Michael. 
 
    It was all very strange. She resolved to ask him about it as soon as he got home. He had been acting very oddly, she thought, over the preceding days.  
 
    Then a thought struck her. Perhaps this could be the chance she had been waiting for. And even if it wasn’t, she could make it so. Her day just felt a whole lot better. 
 
    Within the hour things were really looking up when she found the kitchen towel in the bin.  
 
    The panties she would find in a few days. But by then everything had changed. 
 
      
 
    Professor Michael Morris sat in his office. It was five thirty, and past his usual going home time. He hadn’t seen Mistress all day. The first working day since their first contact where he hadn’t see her. And as much as contact with her raised his stress levels, not seeing her filled him with a foreboding he couldn’t quite explain to himself. It was as if she had become his drug. Something he couldn’t do without. He sat and tried to will into being a knock on his door. He didn’t care what she would do, or if it would make him late. He just wanted to see her. 
 
    But no knock came.  
 
    He hated to leave but he had to go home.  
 
    Back to his real life. How faraway that life seemed from where he was now. It was as if his old life had become just the place he ‘parked’ himself until he could resume his new ‘real’ life as the ‘thing’ of Mistress. 
 
      
 
    Clarissa watched him leave, the lollopy walk with the briefcase swinging. Shoulders slumped. She pressed the call button and heard the ringing tone. 
 
    When Belinda answered she mentally counted to five before hanging up.  
 
    The she dialled again. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ 
 
    No answer. ‘Hello’, who is this?’ Irritation creeping into the accent. 
 
    ‘Hello, this is…its…oh never mind. Bitch.’ 
 
    And she hung up. 
 
    All she needed now was to wait. 
 
    Chips were falling. 
 
      
 
    Belinda waited until she and her husband had eaten. Over dinner of lasagne and salad they each exchanged fictional versions of their days, and filled in any gaps with news of mutual acquaintances.  
 
    Michael was vaguely aware that his wife was unnaturally calm as if going through the motions, which indeed she was. But his mind was elsewhere. Where had Mistress been all day? Even when he wasn’t teaching, she normally put in an appearance. Did he have cause for concern? Or was it more akin to relief. Nothing seemed to make sense anymore. His mind seemed permanently clouded. 
 
    It was only when he rose from the table to go upstairs for his ‘after-dinner admin’, as he liked to call it, that Belinda made her move. 
 
    ‘Sit down.’ He recognised the tone. It usually meant something serious was afoot. And on those occasions when something serious was afoot, he rarely came out of it well. This time, he felt certain, would be no exception. 
 
    He sat back in his chair and looked across the table. Belinda looked especially stern tonight. She entwined her fingers together and rested them in front of her, and allowed her eyes to fall on his face. 
 
    ‘So who is she?’ 
 
    Her words hit him like a slap. Had he been careless? Had something slipped? Not that he could think. 
 
    ‘S-sorry?’ 
 
    ‘I said, who is she?’ Her voice was lower, he almost had to strain to hear it.  
 
    ‘She?’ He knew he was buying time, but what else could he do? What could she actually know? Surely nothing. He just had to play a straight bat. 
 
    ‘Whoever it was that you brought back here this morning.’ 
 
    He heard the words, but the meaning assembled itself more slowly. ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘I think you heard.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I mean. What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘I mean the woman you brought here, to the house this morning while I was out. That’s who I mean.’ 
 
    ‘Woman? No, I was at work all day. Two lectures and then some library and some time in my office. I don’t know what you-‘ 
 
    ‘The woman who has been in our bedroom, on our bed, the woman who smokes, the woman who wears red fucking lipstick, the woman – a student probably - who you are fucking behind my back. I will ask you one more fucking time. Who is she?’ 
 
    He shook his head. ‘I don’t understand what you are saying? I have been in work all day. I’m not f-’ 
 
    Belinda stood suddenly, the back of her knees knocking the kitchen chair onto its back, and walked to the kitchen drawer. She returned and threw a red-stained kitchen towel at him. ‘Explain that then. It wasn’t there when I left this morning.’ 
 
    He looked at it. A distant alarm bell sounded in his mind. But that was impossible. Quite impossible. And yet, he knew that shade. Knew it all too well.  
 
    Belinda had disappeared into the drawing room. He called after her, ‘What’s this, where did you find it?’ 
 
    That’s when he heard it. The sound of breaking glass. ‘YOU FUCKER, you absolute FUCKER.’ 
 
    He can hear tears in her voice, knows there is something going from very bad to even worse. He moves quickly into the room to be confronted by Belinda holding a bottle.  
 
    ‘A fucking drinker as well is she?’ 
 
    ‘Belinda...’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you fucking Belinda me, didn’t you even think to take... precautions? Or was it that you just do care if I find out or not? Is that it?’ 
 
    He stared down at the broken glass, and then up at the mark on the wall where the glass had shattered. 
 
    ‘Or did you want me to find out? Rub my nose in it? Bring things to a head?’ 
 
    ‘B-Belinda…’ 
 
    Michael had seen his wife in various states of upset over the years, but never quite like this. Never quite so out of control. He was fearful of where this might be going. Given how it had started it seemingly could go anywhere. 
 
    It was at that point that Belinda burst into tears. ‘In our own home. Our own fucking home. How could you?’ 
 
    This was all his dreads rolled into one package. It wasn’t even a neat, tidy package he could deal with. It was all over the place. 
 
    He was lost for words. He just sat down and stared across the room at his weeping wife. He was powerless to help the situation, and also knowing that wherever it went, whatever happened now he thoroughly deserved. 
 
      
 
    After several minutes of abject indecision he stood and started to pick up the larger of the pieces of glass from the carpet. 
 
    Then she hit him with it . The hammer blow. 
 
    ‘This is the end, Michael. I will move out. I will need a week and then I will be gone.’ 
 
    The words seem to make no sense to Michael. It took his mind a few seconds to assemble them properly and get the meaning. ‘What? But—‘ 
 
    ‘I am just not having it, Michael. You have had somebody here. A woman – a girl – in our fucking bedroom.’ 
 
    What could he say? It was impossible. It just couldn’t have happened. What was his wife talking about? In a sense though, although the details were wide of the mark, in spirit he had become involved. But not sexually, or at least not in the way Belinda clearly envisaged. 
 
    But…but…but…Mistress had borrowed his key.  
 
    It was a realisation that stopped him in his tracks. Suppose…just suppose… But then again that was impossible. It just couldn’t be. Not with the expensive alarm system they had. And she knew the house had it so would have been deterred. Nothing made sense. 
 
      
 
    But Belinda had left the room. He could hear her climbing the stairs sobbing. Should he come clean about everything? No, that would do no good. He knew that all he was left with was to stick to his story. After all, to him it was the absolute truth. Technically that is. 
 
    But as he continued to pick up the pieces of glass things clarified. The glass had lipstick on it, and he had seen that colour before. 
 
    What just could not be, had actually been.  
 
    She must have observed the alarm code. 
 
    They world, to Professor Michael Morris, suddenly ceased to make any sense at all. 
 
      
 
    ‘Coming over.’ The text was short and simple. Her sister might not be in but she knew the code for the KeySafe. She needed to talk things out, lay out the whole plan to her.  
 
    As she packed her things, Belinda felt a lightness she had not felt for a long time. The weight that she had been dragging around for the past few years seemed in the process of dissolving. Now she could stop creeping around and living a life that didn’t suit her and that increasingly she was coming to despise. 
 
    A few days at Georgina’s would allow her to set things up with Alex, and move over there. What Michael didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. Of course, she would inform him she had ‘met somebody’, after a reasonable time, but until then he could stay in the dark. 
 
    She couldn’t help wondering though, who the girl was. What sort of a girl or woman would find a man like Michael attractive? He was a typical dry as dust academic. Once she might have found that alluring to a point, but over the past few years he had become drier and dustier almost by the day. 
 
    Still what did it matter? Now she could be rid of him, have her much longed-for new life with Alex, and her daughters would back her all the way.  
 
    So whoever the little slag was, she had done her a BIG favour. 
 
      
 
    The rain was falling outside her window. Clarissa was deep in a book on Napoleon Bonaparte, writing copious notes in longhand when the phone rang. 
 
    ‘Worm?’ she replied, voice neutral. If he was calling from home then things had happened. 
 
    ‘What’, his voice sounded strained, shaky. ‘What have you done?’ 
 
    ‘Done, Worm? What have I done? Well, lots of things. Why?’  
 
    There was a long pause. For an instant she thought he might have killed the call, when she heard the words. ‘My wife. My wife is leaving me. Left me.’ His words were heavy with disbelief. 
 
    The words were music. ‘Oh has she now. And why is that, Worm?’ She made no attempt to keep the cheeriness from her voice. 
 
    There was more silence at the other end. And then she heard it. The distinctive sound of weeping. Not convulsive sobbing by any means but the passive noise of despair. 
 
    ‘When did she leave?’ 
 
    ‘Ten…t…ten minutes ago.’ 
 
    This was it, the opportunity she had been waiting for. The culmination of all her plotting and scheming. Now she was truly going to get what she deserved. ‘I’m on my way.’ 
 
      
 
    The phone went dead. What was he to do now? What could he do? Belinda was right not to believe him. But now he thought he knew the truth. Mistress had deliberately engineered this. But why? What could she possibly want of him that she didn’t already have? 
 
    Where would Belinda go? And what of Caroline and Camilla? What would they think? This was it, at long last, the disintegration of his life as he knew it. But wasn’t this exactly what he deserved? Wasn’t it inevitable? Wasn’t he always heading this way because, after all, wasn’t he such a fucking inadequate wanker.  
 
      
 
    Yes, in truth he was. A fucking inadequate wanker. Yes, he had hidden it behind a façade of adequacy, but he had always known that he was sailing to close to the winds that eventually they would sink him. Destroy him. Well, this was that day. 
 
    All the decency in his life had now deserted him. And it was all – all – his own fault.  
 
      
 
    But Mistress was on here way. He didn’t know whether to feel joy or despair. After attending to the last of the glass shards, he sat down in his favourite armchair, and put his head in his hands, blocking out the world. He had always know that he had the potential to go over the edge, to fall into the abyss. The knowledge always lurked deep in his mind. A terror he could never shake off. But he knew that having Belinda, and the girls – responsibilities – would act as a barrier. Give him something to hold onto. With his integration into such a family unit he felt safe. Protected from the worst excesses of his flawed nature.  
 
    Now she was gone, and - in all probability - would take away his girls affections with her. What could he say to them? Now he was alone, by himself. 
 
    With nothing to cling to.  
 
    And the edge? He knew it would beckon. 
 
    Knew it would come for him. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell sounded.  
 
    Time slowed down for the Professor. It was almost as if in that moment he became two people. 
 
    Part of him leapt with the hope that Belinda had come to her senses and come home. Yes, she had a key but given the manner of her departure she might want to use the bell to make the point. Perhaps, that she didn’t feel she lived here any morel but she was home. All he had to do was open the door. He was to be restored. He was to be safe again… 
 
    But the self that he knew to be his real self knew that was a delusion. Just a part of his lifelong fakery. He knew all too well who it was at the door. And with that knowledge he felt his cock twitch, his nipples harden, and the familiar longing filling him up. It was as if he was lying on the precipice looking down into endless dark. 
 
      
 
    Clarissa did not speak, didn’t even glance at him. She just wafted right past him as he opened the door, dressed all in black with that signature lipstick. He followed her into the sitting room like a puppy. She walked to the drinks table and poured herself a very large gin and tonic. ‘Sit. Talk to me, Worm. What’s been happening?’ 
 
    He took a seat opposite her, ‘Mistress, can I ask—‘ 
 
    ‘No, I said to tell me what’s been happening.’ 
 
    Slowly he mumbled through the events of the evening. His eyes were cast down, unable to rise to meet her stare. When he related how Belinda had left him with the words ‘Last night was the last night I will ever spend in this fucking house’, he lapsed into silence, on the edge of tears. 
 
    Clarissa slowly picked up her glass and took a minute sip. ‘Get me some ice, Worm.’ 
 
    He did as he was bidden. Clarissa swirled several large chunks noisily around her glass before speaking. ‘Well, good for her. I told you she wouldn’t be satisfied with you, didn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘But she hasn’t left me for somebody else, she left me because…well…well…because of you.’ He tried hard to make the words sound less like an accusation but there was no avoiding it. He steeled himself for the response to come. 
 
    But Clarissa just smiled and said, ‘Yes, and you will always be grateful. Now you are free to be the thing you were so born to be.’ 
 
    ‘But…’ 
 
    ‘Now, I do not want to hear any fucking “buts”, Worm. What I want is a “Thank you, Mistress”, and I want it from your fucking heart.’ 
 
    His face took on a pained expression. But she watched his mouth move. ‘Yes, Mistress, sorry. Th-thank you Mistress.’ 
 
    A smile broke out on her face. ‘I mean, Worm, you have lived a lie with her all your married life. Pretending to be normal. You are the square peg living in a round hole. You should be feeling better not worse, Worm. And do you know what?’ 
 
    ‘What, Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘I know that deep down you are feeling better. You might not want to admit it yet, but I know. You are like glass to me, Worm. I can see right inside you. Strip.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Strip. Get naked. Peel the fucking banana.’ 
 
    She was starting to enjoy herself now. What a great day it had been. The first of very many, she was certain. Settling back for the show, she watched her life unfolding before her very eyes. 
 
    Item by item his clothes came off. Then he stood before her, a vision of saggy white skin. He looked suitably embarrassed , suitably vulnerable, and -  very definitely - suitably ashamed. 
 
    ‘I am such a bitch’, she thought. 
 
    ‘Let me be clear on this, Worm. Whenever you are alone in this place you will be naked. Do you understand me, Worm?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. I do.’ 
 
    ‘And whenever I am here you will be naked. Right, Worm.’ 
 
    ‘Right, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Unless, of course, I specifically to tell you to dress in a given items or items.’ 
 
    ‘I understand Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good, Worm. I see that we understand each other. Of course, if someone comes to the door you will keep a gown in the kitchen to answer.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    She drained her glass in a single gulp leaving the ice at the bottom of the glass. ‘Can you touch your toes, Worm.’ 
 
    He looked at her, ‘I-I am not sure, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Try.’ 
 
    Very slowly he bent over with fingers outstretched, fingers which came up just short of his toes. She could see him straining and told him to stop, to hold that position. She could hear him panting. It sounded so good to her. 
 
    She got to her feet, and lifting the glass waked around to his rear. ‘Brace yourself, Worm. Have you ever had an ice cube stuck up your ass?’ She felt like laughing out loud as she said it. This was going to be such fun. 
 
    ‘Erm..well…no, Mistress.’ 
 
    She took care to ice the largest of the three lumps and placed it at the very edge of his hole, and then pushed it deftly inside. There was some resistance but not a lot. She could hear the sharp intake of breath. She repeated the exercise with the other two pieces and made sure they were deep before resuming her seat. 
 
    ‘Now in a second slavething of mine, I am going to tell you to stand up straight. Make sure you clench your arsehole because if one escapes it will be a sharp kick in the bollocks, and if two escape you get two, and so on. Right fucker?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Okay then, stand and face your future.’ 
 
      
 
    Worm straightened up, his gaze travelling up from her four-inch spiked stilettos, up over her skirt, across her blouse, up to her imperious face and those so-green eyes. His concentration was fixed on keeping his arsehole tight, but he could feel the cold water start to leak out and run down his legs. But what he was most aware of was a feeling which was welling up inside him. It could not be called love. He had loved, and in a strange way still did, his wife, Belinda. 
 
    But this felt different. This was a clear and present sense of complete adoration, mixed with a determination to devote himself in all ways possible to this woman. Although woman seemed an entirely inadequate word to describe her. Belinda, after all, was a woman. There were woman at work, or neighbours, women he might pass on the street. They were women. But before him was so much more than a woman. She was not just a woman with extra qualities which lifted her from the ordinary, she was an entirely different species. 
 
    He felt a pride to be there, happy she was in his house, uniquely content to have her in his life. And settled in a way he has never known before, to be the object of her attention.  
 
    To be owned by her. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes settled on the freakpet before her, and congratulated herself on the choice she had made those couple of weeks ago. Excellent progress had been made. She was not all the way there now, but her objective was now assured. The rest was mere detail.  
 
    Standing up and taking a step forward towards him, she placed her face very close to his. She could see the mixture or devotion and fear in his expression. Intimidate but trying to hide it. It pleased her. 
 
    ‘You can go to bed now, Worm. And you may take that bottle of gin upstairs and celebrate your new life.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘…and needless to say, not in your usual room. That is now mine. You will only ever enter that space if invited. And just so you know, that will be a very rare thing. So go and sleep in the smallest bedroom. I will be up and showered by seven in the morning. See that you are in the kitchen ready to make my toast and tea. And no wanking without permission. Right, now fuck off, Worm.’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes Mistress, goodnight Mistress.’ 
 
    He did not get a reply. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘You may sit, Worm’, said Clarissa motioning to a spot on the floor next to her chair. 
 
    They were in the kitchen. Before Clarissa was two slices of buttered toast, and a cup of tea in a china cup so thin it was almost transparent. 
 
    ‘I will be organising the transfer of the contents of my college room to this, my new home, today. That room will be terminated and I will live here on a permanent basis. Right, Worm?’ 
 
    He looked up at her. ‘Right, Mistress.’ Clarissa briefly wondered if his bony arse was cold on the tiled floor. But she dismissed the thought entirely. Did she care? 
 
    ‘You do realise, don’t you Worm, that you will be divorcing?’ 
 
    Worm nodded. But she could see he hadn’t really thought about it. He was far to ‘other worldly’ to consider anything so practical. It was why he needed somebody like her. Somebody to take charge and make things happen. Somebody who could shape the world and everything in it according to her own wishes. 
 
    ‘Erm, well, yes I suppose so.’ 
 
    ‘Suppose nothing, slavething. She walked out on you. Left you in the lurch for no reason what would stand up in any dispute. Make an appointment with a lawyer. In fact, with this lawyer.’ She had already done her research. 
 
    ‘I suppose she will want half, Mistress. Be legally entitled to half.’ 
 
    The laugh took him by surprise. It was full throated and generous. ‘I think not, Worm. She leaves, she grieves. But.. You – that is, me – are prepared to cut a deal, but let me tell you slave, it will be a long way short of half. Half! The very fucking idea.’ 
 
    ‘But Mistress, the law…’ 
 
    Clarissa finished chewing on the last bite of her toast and took her time draining the cup. ‘Oh Worm, fuck the law. We don’t need the law to settle this. We come to an agreement. Simples.’ 
 
    ‘But Misst—ahhhhhhhhhhhhhrgh’ 
 
    Clarissa had hold of his nose Anne was pulling it upwards sharply. And painfully. ‘I have told you not to “but Mistress” me, haven’t I?’ 
 
    ‘Y-y-yes Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘So don’t. Just get us in the same room and I will get a deal. Tell her no lawyers, you just want to settled the financials amicably and finally.’ 
 
      
 
    A week later. 
 
    It was the nightmare of his life. By his side was his owner, across the table was his wife.  
 
    He noted that Belinda looked annoyed. Her usually pretty and young looking face was smeared with seeming annoyance. 
 
    ‘I thought you said no lawyers. I could have brought—‘ 
 
    ‘I am not a lawyer. I am just his advisor, here to help.’ Clarissa spoke softly and smiled a sweet smile. 
 
    Belinda smiled back, sweet reason itself. ‘I would not have thought it that complicated. I have here an up to date valuation of the house and the holiday cottage. The bank accounts can speak for themselves. I don’t care how you want to cut it, sell the house or whatever. A straight fifty-fifty of the total value and it’s done and dusted.’ 
 
    Belinda had been speaking directly to her husband. But it was Clarissa who answered. ‘The Professor here does not wish to sell either property and so a cash settlement is easy enough.’ 
 
    Belinda nodded. ‘Fair enough.’ 
 
    Clarissa made a show of adding the bank balances to the property valuations and reaching a total which she slid across the table. ‘Do we agree on this figure?’ 
 
    Belinda glanced at it. ‘Yes, that is accurate.’ 
 
    ‘So what the Professor here wishes to offer in a full and final settlement is no more than fifteen percent of that figure.’ 
 
    Worm inwardly braced himself. He could not look up. Belinda was going to explode, he just knew it. 
 
    Clarissa saw the realisation hit Belinda, saw the flush rise up her neck. 
 
    ‘Don’t be stupid. Fifty-fifty or its court.’ 
 
    Clarissa sat back said nothing, let the silence build. Then she took a deep breath and leaved forward, fixing her eyes on Belinda. ‘If you wish to go to court, you may – may – get more than fifteen percent.’ 
 
    ‘I am sure of it’, snapped Belinda. ‘I don’t see the point of all this.’ She started to get her up the papers before her. 
 
    ‘But’, began Clarissa, ‘remember you were the one who left, who just decided you didn’t want to live there or presumably stay in the marriage.’ 
 
    ‘That doesn’t matter, do you know anything about divorce law.’ 
 
    ‘No’, replied Clarissa. ‘I don’t, but I do know that you are a woman who values your reputation, who enjoys her position of respectability, despite…your past indiscretions.’ 
 
    Belinda stood up, her chair making a scraping noise on the highly polished floor. ‘I refuse to even dignify that with an answer. I will see you in court. Best get a proper lawyer Michael.’ 
 
    ‘Sit down, Mrs Morris. He is prepared to go to twenty percent and will destroy the photographs in his possession.’ 
 
    Belinda strode around the table and stood over her husband. ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘Sit down Mrs Morris. You know very well which pictures I refer to.’ 
 
    ‘Michael?’ 
 
    Her husband sat very still, staring into his lap.  
 
    He has in his possession a set of one hundred and sixty-seven pictures of yourself that would be quite injurious to your reputation should they become public.’ 
 
    Belinda laughed theatrically. If you even think of publishing those pictures you will find yourself in a very different kind of court. Jesus Michael, who the fuck is this?’ 
 
    ‘Oh we have absolutely no intention of publishing them. Perish the thought. But obviously if we undertake to destroy them, then we ensure that they cannot fall into the wrong hands. You do understand I am sure.’ 
 
    Belinda hissed, ‘I want those pictures and any copies and I still want fifty percent and nothing less.’ There was a shrill note to her voice now. A note that Michael knew well. It usually indicated an imminent blast off into one of her famous tempers. ‘Oh God. God’, was his only thought. 
 
    ‘We can destroy them if you will accept twenty percent.’ 
 
    Belinda snorted. See you in court.’ 
 
    ‘And if you accept this offer Mrs Morris, it will absolutely ensure that that cannot somehow fall into say your daughters’ hands, or any other of your contacts. ‘Do you understand me now, Belinda.’ 
 
    ‘I think you are threatening me. I wouldn’t if I were y—‘ 
 
    ‘Yes, Belinda, I am. Imagine Camilla seeing you on her bed, dressed in her uniform, sticking vegetables up your twat. Maybe you let the photographer call you Camilla as well. Kinky that way, was he? Or was it your idea? Very motherly.’ 
 
    ‘What? What? He took the fucking photos, are you fucking mental?’ 
 
    Clarissa turned to what was a very well-rehearsed Worm. ‘Isn’t that right?’ 
 
    He shook his head. ‘I only found them the other day. I was devastated. I had no idea you had a lover all those years ago.’ 
 
    For once in her life, Belinda we speechless. She could have expected almost anything from him, but not this. Not the barefaced lie. ‘You bastard. You fucking, fucking bastard.’ 
 
    Clarissa smiled. ‘You see Belinda if you check through all the family photos you have on your PC and on various memory sticks, none, and I do repeat none have been taken by a Leica camera. Only those of you in, shall we say, vegetable mode. All the rest were taken by this old boy’s trusty Nikon.’ And here Clarissa could not resist a smile. ‘So good luck arguing that they they weren’t taken by a lover. Or should I say fucker.’ 
 
    Belinda took a deep breath and then exhaled slowly, as if calming herself. ‘’Now look here. This doesn’t change anything.’ 
 
    ‘Oh really? The provable fact that you dressed in your own daughters clothing, and presumably let him fuck you in her bed while you were conducting an extra-marital affair? Good luck with grabbing fifty-percent, especially after leaving him last week.’ 
 
    ‘But I know…’ 
 
    ‘It’s not about what you know, its what you can prove.’  
 
    ‘Jesus fucking Christ. I can’t believe this shit.’ 
 
    This was it, Clarissa was attuned to her mood. This was the time to scoop her up. 
 
    ‘Look Belinda, lets settle this now. Twenty-five percent of the full total and nothing more to be said. Final offer, and after today its back to fifteen and a dirty fight.’ 
 
    Belinda looked from Clarissa to Michael and back again. Her shoulders seemed to sag, as if her battery had suddenly died. She held out her hand. ‘Twenty-five it is. But I want a legally binding undertaking to destroy all of those pictures.’ 
 
    Clarissa pulled out a paper from the folder before her with all the flourish of a magician pulling a rabbit out of a hat. 
 
    She also had the agreement ready with the percentage of twenty-five percent already inked in. Watching Belinda sign, gave her an almost unmatched feeling of satisfaction. To the victor the spoils, and the amount ‘they’ had left was a lot of spoils indeed. 
 
    As she was leaving Belinda turned and spoke directly to Clarissa, ‘Oh, by the way…Do you smoke by any chance?’ 
 
    Clarissa gave her an exaggerated smile. ‘Only on special occasions.’ 
 
      
 
    Worm could hardly believe what he had seen, even though Mistress had told him almost exactly how it would go that morning. He felt strangely exhilarated, but also slightly ashamed of the erection he had seeing Belinda humbled by his bright, shiny, and decidedly younger new owner. It was a delicious, if shameful, gratification. He knew he would never forget the sheer electric cruelty of it. He was the property of Mistress for life now, or until such time as she might decide to release him, or simply throw him away. 
 
    That night he slept the sleep of the truly contented. 
 
      
 
    The next day, in his office at the university, Professor Michael Morris sat working through the usual admin tasks which his position required him so to do. It was tedious work, and the aspect of his job that he loved the least. But it was necessary and so he bore the grunt work with decent, if not exactly good, grace. 
 
    He had almost finished when Mistress entered; without knocking of course. Sitting down she handed him a list of names. 
 
    Taking it he quickly perused them, noting that they were all the names of students in her year doing history. He had no idea what the relevance was, but did not think it was his place to ask. Instead he waiting for his much esteemed owner to elucidate. 
 
    She was in no mood to waste time. 
 
    ‘Worm, these are students who, I feel, do not deserve to succeed. I am quite sure some of them may indeed fail under their own devices. But there are others who may, for whatever reason – shall we say – fail to sink. Get me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. I feel so.’ 
 
    ‘So it is your job to help them along. A few marks knocked off here and there, a grade reduced, that kind of thing.’ 
 
    The ‘old’ professor Morris would have been moved to ask questions, perhaps even to remonstrate with the sentiment. But now he just nodded, and said, ‘Consider it done, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good, and make sure to pay special attention to the very first name. Just because she’s pretty.’  
 
    And with that she was gone. 
 
      
 
    Mistress was, of course, correct. Rebecca  Maule-Pemberton was pretty, exceptionally pretty. Slim, busty, with a mass of shimmering red hair. Such girls often got the benefit of the doubt from certain male tutors; including, he knew very well, himself. But not this time. He went to his filing cabinet and rifled through the contents for her last submitted piece of work. He had, being a very diligent tutor, already marked it.  
 
    It really was a very good piece, and fully deserving of the mark he had allocated. Seventy-one. He tore the covering comments from from the front and wrote a new one. Sixty-four, and with comments a good deal more critical than the original. He was rock hard, and ached to wank.  
 
    Perhaps later. God he needed it. 
 
      
 
    That evening after he had prepared dinner, Mistress told him to lie on the sitting room carpet, she wanted to chat to him. 
 
    ‘It is the matter of your will, slavething.’ 
 
    ‘Will, Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, will, as in who gets the goods when you die.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I have a Will, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want your bollocks stamping on, Worm?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then stop being deliberately obtuse.’ 
 
    ‘I wasn’—, s-sorry Mistress.’ 
 
    Clarissa stood up and looked down on him. To him she looked a very long way away. He felt very small and, even more than usual, insignificant. 
 
    ‘We need to redraft it, Worm. Things are different now. Out of interest what does it say?’ 
 
    ‘Well, it splits the estate, house and everything, into three equals parts, going to Belinda and the girls.’ 
 
    Clarissa stifled a snort. Well, wifey, soon to be ex-wifey, is out of it altogether, Worm.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Now, it can still be split three ways, Worm. Thank me for my generosity.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, very much, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Obviously, now this place is my home, I will get the house, and the holiday cottage. Then we can split the cash equally three ways. We have an appointment in the morning.’ 
 
    In his darker fantasies, Worm had envisaged such a scenario. Indeed some of them had been harsher. A lot harsher where mistress took everything and left his two daughters Caroline and Camilla with just a token one pound each. Such delicious anguish. 
 
    But this was not fantasy. Now reality was staring him in the face from a great height. The clock on the walled suddenly seeming to tick louder, and then louder still.  
 
    Mistress seemed to sense his hesitation. ‘And the recording of you naked and wanking in your office…well probably best to bequeath that to me to take care of right, Worm of mine? We don’t want innocent eyes on it do we?’ 
 
    It is true that Worm, in reality, would have liked more for his girls, but when push came to shove – and it had – he would rather he left them something more valuable than mere money… 
 
    The memories of their father intact. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. Thank you, for your generosity.’ 
 
    ‘I should think so. Now I am going to bed, Worm. You may retire to your cupboard and enjoy a wank. Just the one, mind.’ 
 
    Lying there he watched her go. She really was magnificent. This long legs, the perfectly shaped bottom, the slim-but-well-shaped figure and that face. 
 
    He felt blessed among Worms. His life now was more, much more, than every he could have expected or even desired… 
 
      
 
    * 
 
    It should come as no surprise that Clarissa Clifton secured a First Class Honours degree (with distinction), followed by a very well received  Ph.D on the role of ‘Attritional Diplomacy in the Re-Ordering Europe, 1848-1868’ But having secured the glittering prizes of academia, the further career held no further interest for her. She left that to her Worm. 
 
    Instead she spent her days tending to all her ‘freakpets’ around the world, cultivating their emotional and (of course) financial devotion. and writing stories. All of them based on her true experience; even though some – as she will sometimes admit – she took care to embroider just that little bit. 
 
      
 
    And Professor Morris? Sadly, he died the following year. A fall downstairs after taking a little too much to drink. He left a (hardly) grieving Owner, and two estranged daughters from his first marriage. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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