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		“Secret Garden”

		

		By

		Miss Irene Clearmont

		

		The sun descends and shadows play.

		

		Shadows of night steal, swallow the day.

		

		Tenderness vanished, shades still lengthen.

		

		The spectre obsession, consumes all affection.

		

		Miss Irene Clearmont

		

		This book has no chapters, just verse…

		

	
		First Verse - First Person

		

		I write romantic fiction!

		

		Sometimes historical, occasionally chick-lit, topical or once in a while just sexy and erotic, but usually just what my publisher tells me will sell the best! Sexy, two-in-a-bed thrillers that follow the course of star-struck lovers and chart their romantic dilemmas.

		

		I admit that I create those chunky page-turners that have covers that attract middle-aged women of a certain mind-set, mock oil paintings of powerful heroes who clasp pouting large-breasted women protected by their lover’s enfolding and muscular arms. With over fifty published novels adorning supermarket shelves that are carried by bikini-clad women onto beaches. I feed the lurid fantasies of thousands of bored but passionate housewives. So, I can consider myself something of a success!

		

		Of course, as ever, the reality of my life was not fit for my own fiction. A dog, a husband and a medium sized house in the clutter of suburbia in Las Vegas. I was bleeding out my passions in black ink and failing to make my own dreams come true. The fact is, that I had no dreams to speak of and all of my passions were mental rather than physical, but I knew that there was something out there for me.

		

		This hobby, that became a steady source of income did not really change my life. Hubby worked in a hotel, holidays were always in Florida and the car was always second hand. The money was never really that good until the breakthrough moment came when somehow I made the bestseller lists and became something else, an author whose name on a cover guaranteed sales, a writer who became a mass market phenomenon.

		

		‘Garden of Sorrows’ was that huge breakthrough for me.

		

		I remember that, as I was writing it, I had so many other things on my mind and it seemed nothing but another potboiler, but somehow it struck a chord in my readers and perhaps the cover was what caused so many to reach out to the shelf and tuck the book amongst their groceries. Whatever it was, a change happened that transformed everything, because the readers that had passed me by, started buying my back catalogue and the avalanche began.

		

		I was invited to signings, conventions and publishers’ parties as the money started to roll in and the recognition swelled. Arnold, my husband, gave up his job, the dog had puppies and the house was fitted with a new kitchen. While I found myself the focus of attention, stalked by fans and publishers, Arnold discovered the pleasures of being a wealthy layabout while I had to hire an accountant to deal with my income and taxes and organize my life around the prominence of being a well-known writer.

		The next novel was the follow up to that first hit.

		

		‘Garden of Souls’ moved up the lists like a rocket and was another best seller in just a week after publication, but it was the interview-article that I did for ‘Time’ that confirmed I had arrived at last. Suddenly I was spending my time touring from Pittsburgh to Chicago, from London to Los Angeles giving interviews, meeting the fans and doing breakfast television interviews. It seemed that my reading public just could not get enough of the Donna Grove who took them to distant places with romantic hunks with just a few casual strokes of the pen.

		

		For me it was heaven, a taste of fame, a moment in the spotlight. The pressure from my publisher, however, could not be denied, I just had to write the next in the series and there was no denying them even though I never took an advance and had no contract to speak of.  Two months after the ‘Garden of Souls’ started to dip in the charts, I started to plan the next novel.

		

		Arnold and I decided to buy a small house somewhere isolated where I could get away from Las Vegas and work in peace, but like all of these things what starts as intention is distorted by reality… What I bought in the end was a tumbledown old motel that lay on the course of the old route sixty-six. A hundred miles from anywhere, ten miles off the highway complete with a hundred acres of scrub, an abandoned gas station and a desolate walled orchard that I planned to become a garden to mirror my novels. Arnold hated it, but then he had a special need to stay in Vegas!

		

		I felt that the isolation would improve my productivity, Arnold said that it was boring. I pictured days with my old-fashioned typewriter on the porch and a rocking chair; he complained that he would have to drive thirty miles just to get gas.

		

		That was our first argument, the first time that I made a decision in which he was not fully with me. This is a good place to start my next novel, the one you are reading now. ‘Garden of Secrets’. The one book of mine that will never be published! The one that is autobiographical and tells a tale quite different from my usual oeuvre, the one I finally wrote on my porch using the old typewriter.

		

		That was after I met Chloe and Evelyn of course, but I am getting a little ahead of myself here!

		

		Somehow, it seems so right to address the reader in the third person as if, though it is me that tells the story, the people who inhabit my head and those I know merge gracefully; the borders of truth and fiction are so much closer than most people realize.

		

		There is one last note for me to add. I do not regret what I have done and who my friends now are.  Now I have the freedom to live my life the way that I want, to play as I want to play, to change places with all of those masculine conquerors of my fiction.

		

		It is closer to paradise than I could have ever imagined, but the road was not smooth and my transformation was a path of fear and love.

		

		As you will see…

		

	
		Second Verse - Third Person

		

		The sun was already low on the horizon and the shadows long over the scrub when the second car rolled up to the abandoned gas station to pull up beside the modest sedan that waited for the rendezvous.

		

		Anita stood by one of the pumps, her finger pressed at the long needle behind the broken glass and she wondered who the last person had been who had decided to fill up with just a single gallon of gas so far from anywhere that mattered. Scarcely enough to reach the next pump.

		

		‘This has to be quick,’ she thought.

		

		She had to get back to the house in an hour because Evelyn was babysitting hubby for a couple of days and then she could roll up to Vegas for a little fun and games with her latest boyfriend.

		

		As the other car rolled to a stop she turned and sized up her clients. One, the woman, was the author whose books that she had read in idle moments, the other the rather sour looking husband.

		

		This would be a difficult sale!

		

		Anita put on her best smile and shook hands with her two clients. The husband seemed bored with the whole exercise, the wife excited by everything that they saw.

		

		“It comes complete with over a hundred acres,” said Anita as she led them both around the dilapidated ruins. Of course any building works to improve are no problem and the water rights belong to the owner, though mineral rights are not included…”

		

		The old gas station was just a workshop, abandoned and bare of all but ruined furniture. The motel a collection of just ten rooms on a single level that surrounded cracked asphalt where bushes pushed from the fractures which the summer heat had rucked up. A single, huge cactus pointed upwards. The three of them wandered from door to door, Arnold pulling faces at the graffiti whilst Donna pushed her head into every room.

		

		“Are you planning to reopen the motel?” asked Anita.

		

		“What? Out here?” said Donna as they made their way back to the cars. “No, I don’t think so anyway, I have quite a different idea of what I want.”

		

		“Listen honey,” said Arnold as he surveyed the ruins, “get a little house near Santa Fe or something. This is just a ridiculous place to live!”

		

		Donna ignored him, pointed and asked Anita; “What’s that over there?”

		“Oh, that’s a walled off garden, it’s also where the wells are, want to look?”

		

		“Of course, if it’s part of the deal.”

		

		Arnold shrugged and headed for the cars while Anita and Donna walked the hundred yards to the crumbling wall.

		

		“So, how much?”

		

		“Two hundred thousand for the lot,” said Anita as they peeked over the wall at the dried husks of trees that lay scattered inside the walled area.

		

		“I’ll offer a hundred thousand, pass it on and let’s see what happens.”

		

		“So what are you going to do with all of this?”

		

		“I’m not sure yet, but one thing that I know is that this is the place that I want.”

		

		“What if a hundred thou is not enough?”

		

		“It’s more than enough. The offer stands for a week.”

		

		“I’ll pass it on.”

		

		The two women stopped again in the center of a place where that almost fully-grown cactus tree stood against a wall of the motel and surveyed the ruins of the buildings in the setting sun.

		

		“There’s no chance of making a motel work out here,” said Anita at last, breaking her rule of advising buyers as to the value of a property in a negative way.

		

		“It suits me.”

		

		Anita smiled.

		

		“That’s the only thing that counts. I’ll get back with the owner’s reply in the next few days. You’re the first person to look it over in years.” She bit her lip as she broke another of her ‘hard and fast’ rules and then linked Donna by the arm as they walked back to where Arnold sat in the car.

		

		“All I want is seclusion and quiet,” said Donna.

		

		“There’s some of that here…”

		

		*****

		“How long will you be?” asked Arnold

		

		“Not more than a couple of days, honey,” said Donna.

		

		She hefted the holdall and slung it over her shoulder.

		

		“I’ll be back latest Monday, make sure that you take the car in for service and put any calls from my publisher on hold. I’ll get back to them when I return.”

		

		“Are you sure that you really want to go through with this?”

		

		“Honey, we’ve been all through this a thousand times in the last three months. Now that I’ve bought, I have to plan my little hideaway and supervise the builders. It’s what I want…”

		

		“But the cost,” replied Arnold. “You’re spending way too much on this. Over quarter of a million so far and a load more to come!”

		

		“Have you seen the best seller list?”

		

		“Of course.”

		

		“Well then, you know that the money’s no problem and it is mine to spend.”

		

		Arnold bit his lip and shook his head. A year ago her writing had been nothing more than a hobby that brought in the housekeeping money, now they were spending in a few months his former salary for ten years on a piece of wasteland in the middle of nowhere.

		

		Donna stood by the half-open door and looked at Arnold with a critical eye. Something was different about him, but she could not quite put her finger on what. How could he be so negative? Wasn’t she allowed to do what she wanted with her money?

		

		“Listen, we’ll discuss this when I get back, honey,” she said. “This little hidey-hole that I’m making will be just perfect to write in. Secluded, hidden and quiet. Just what I need to stoke the fire when I write my next bestseller.”

		

		“Have a good trip,” he said.

		Donna hesitated for a moment. A premonition surfaced, but it was just beyond her grasp and so she shrugged and just said; “Will do, see you Monday.”

		

		Arnold watched his wife step out of the house.

		

		‘While the cat’s away,’ he thought. ‘At least that’s some good coming out of Donna’s silly needs!’

		Maybe this would work out for the best.

		

		Donna slung the carry-all on the back seat of the car and slipped into the driver’s seat. The engine started with a roar and she switched on the radio. There was something so romantic about what she was doing, she thought. Heading into the desert on a long drive. Away from Arnold’s incessant carping about money, away from the cares of publisher’s deadlines and editor’s criticism. Heading down the highway to a place that was truly her own.

		

		*****

		

		On a whim, Donna left the highway and pottered down the half crumbling road that was the main road long before the interstate had been built. Eventually she stopped in a small town that had faded since it’s days as one of the main stop-overs on the old Route sixty-six and bought a coffee and a pack of cigarettes in a gas station.

		

		It was years since she had smoked. Years ago, Arnold had persuaded her that the cost of smoking was more than they could afford, now it seemed to her that all those reasons for giving up had no meaning and that she was allowed to treat herself a little.

		

		She leaned back on the bonnet of the car and drew the first breath and then coughed as the first draw on the cigarette filled her lungs. There was something infectious about this freedom that she had earned, she decided, something glamorous about being on the road on her own that filled her with a need to be rebellious.

		

		A car pulled up at the pumps and a young woman stepped out to greet the attendant who came out of the dark of the small office. Donna looked at her cowboy boots, the tight jeans and top and decided that she was a little envious of the woman’s casual manner. The attendant filled the old pickup and then lifted the hood to check the oil pressure while the attractive woman stood with one hand on her hip and observed. Eventually she turned and noticed Donna watching her and nodded a ‘hello’.

		

		Donna nodded back and then dropped the cigarette before opening the door to climb back into her car.

		

		“Heading east or west?” asked the woman.

		

		Donna turned to find the woman standing almost next to her and replied; “West actually.”

		

		“Far to go?’

		

		“Some ways yet,” replied Donna. “An hour on the road yet, I reckon.”

		

		The woman smiled.

		

		“Makes you a neighbor, I reckon. Name’s Chloe,” she said as she extended a hand. “Don’t see many strangers in these parts!”

		

		Donna almost laughed at Chloe’s words. They seemed to come straight out of a B movie. Just the sort of stereotyped character approach that she herself wrote for her characters.

		

		“I’m Donna,” she replied managing to hold her amusement to a smile. “Just come from Vegas. Do you live around here?”

		

		“A mile or two up the road.”

		

		Chloe pulled a pack of cigarettes out of her pocket and searched for her lighter.

		

		“Here,” said Donna offering her own.

		

		Chloe lit her cigarette and passed back the lighter and Donna lit another and prayed that she would not embarrass herself with another coughing fit.

		

		“Well, if you’re staying a whiles, we could get a coffee.”

		

		Donna nodded and followed Chloe back to the small office and shop. Chloe would make a perfect character for a novel, she decided. Hips rolling, the jeans hugged every contour of her rounded ass. The boots, cowboy style, but now she could see that they had thin stiletto heels and the shiny red manicure on her fingernails was not what one would expect from a back-woods girl. It was always rewarding to observe and then write reality into fiction and Chloe would make a perfect heroine.

		

		The coffee took just moments to be served and the Twinkies that came with it made Donna grin. She would never have ordered them, but Chloe just assumed that her new friend would also like what she wanted.

		

		“So what’ya doing out in this dried out neck of the woods?”

		

		“Just on my way to oversee the place I’m having done up,” said Donna.

		The coffee was like warm and the Twinkie over-sweet. Donna started to enjoy the encounter and stretched her legs out under the table.

		

		“You coming to live out here?”

		

		“Some of the time…”

		

		“Some of the time?”

		

		“I write and I need a place to have peace and quiet to gather my thoughts.”

		

		“Well, for peace and quiet this is just the right spot! You won’t get bothered much around here!”

		

		For the first time someone thought that moving out into the desert was a good idea! Donna felt a small glow at the affirmation and sipped her coffee with a feeling that Chloe’s opinion was important for her.

		

		“You’ll like it here,” said Chloe. “Married?”

		

		“Er, yes, about ten years or so.”

		

		Chloe shrugged, “I’ll bet it doesn’t suit hubby much to come out here in the middle of nowhere?”

		

		“Right enough,” answered Donna. “He’s sitting at home like a spoiled kid, resents all the money I’m spending.”

		

		“Course he does! Men have no idea at all what a woman needs.”

		

		Donna found herself nodding agreement and said; “You are so right, since I started really earning he’s just become a layabout!”

		

		Chloe nodded as if her new friend had said just what she had expected and finished her coffee.

		

		“Well, you make sure that you get what you want, that’s the most important thing!”

		

		“I will…”

		

		The two women walked out of the store and stood a moment.

		

		“When you’re next in these parts, call me up…” said Chloe.

		

		Donna looked around and said, “How can I find you?”

		

		“Just ask here and they’ll show you the way.”

		

		“Maybe I’ll do just that…”

		

		*****

		

		Donna took her exit from the freeway and made her way through suburbia of Las Vegas. Children playing on bikes, sprinklers throwing rainbows in the sun, an oasis that seemed miles from the strip and all the brightly lit casinos.

		

		Friday had seen her meeting the architect and the builders and Saturday had been spent in an inspection of the work done already on the desolate motel. She found that she did not fancy spending another day in the reservation casino-hotel with its chintzy slot machines and deserted tables, so she headed back to Las Vegas.

		

		The freeway swept through the desert like a wide river. Deserted of all other traffic she passed the turn off for the gas station where she had met Chloe but decided to press on after all.

		

		She pulled the car up in her driveway and pulled out her carry-all. The house was still, lights off and quiet, opening the door she found that even the air conditioner was off and the house had a dark warm quality as if it had been empty for weeks. Donna put the lights on and called out for Arnold, but it was clear that he was not there.

		

		The fridge was mostly empty and she pulled out a can of beer before throwing herself on the couch with a sigh. She had expected Arnold to be slumped on the couch in front of his beloved baseball, but all there was, was an empty packet of potato chips and the remote parked by an empty beer can. Donna put her feet up on the table and pulled at the beer before deciding that she would not wait up for her husband and headed for bed.

		

		Naked, Donna slipped between the sheets and curled up as she always did, pulling the pillows down and puffing them up for her head. A touch on the lamp left her in darkness and she felt herself slipping to sleep. Her thoughts turned to Chloe and then the work already done on her new little hideaway and she sighed in satisfaction that at last visible signs of all the money that she had spent were beginning to be evident. The bushes were gone from the parking, though she had decided that the giant cactus would stay. In a few weeks she would be staying in her new home instead of that dreadful reservation casino that stood in the desert like a monument to concrete. All she needed was to furnish the first finished room…

		

		Donna stretched out in the bed and heaved a sigh.

		As she did so she felt a fold in the sheets and an unaccustomed roughness on the sole of her foot. She moved a little and then reached down to whatever it was that her toes had encountered and pulled it up towards her.

		

		She did not need the light on to know what it was that she held in her hand. A bra, stiff with lace, quite unlike any of her own! Suddenly she was fully awake. Donna switched on the bedside lamp and looked at the pink and black bra with a sinking feeling. There was only one way that this could have got into their bed…

		

		As she sat up and inspected the bra, Donna felt a choking in her chest. Some other woman had been here. Arnold had cheated on her!

		

		A sound came through the darkness, the front door opening and Donna impulsively stuffed the bra back down to the end of the bed where she had found it. Arnold’s voice rang out a ‘hello’ and Donna answered it by instinct.

		

		The bedroom door opened and Arnold stood silhouetted in the doorway.

		

		“You’re back early,” he said in an almost accusatory tone.

		

		“I got everything done…”

		

		“Well, I’ll be back in a sec.”

		

		The door closed and Donna felt a shiver as she reached under the sheets and pulled the bra free again. She hesitated. Should she confront him, she wondered? She heard him moving around in the kitchen muttering to himself and wondered what she was going to next. The sounds stopped and then the door opened.

		

		Donna stuffed the bra down the sheets and pushed it deep with her feet. Unlike her strong heroines, she could not bring herself to face the argument right now and she looked up to see him strip for bed.

		

		“So, how did it go?” he asked as if the question was just for form.

		

		“Great,” said Donna. “In a couple of weeks I need to go again, but it’s moving along.”

		

		She could almost hear the stress in her own voice, but Arnold did not seem to notice. He just slipped into the bed and moved to lie with his back to her.

		

		“They’ve got the borehole working again,” said Donna. “That means that the garden can be brought back to life…”

		

		“That’s good.”

		Donna felt a sick feeling spread through herself. A disheartening sentiment that choked her. Usually she touched him, stroked his back and neck, but she could not bring herself to touch.

		

		“I’m too tired,” said Arnold. “Not tonight!”

		

		Donna felt the feeling in her gut spread. It caused a small shiver and then a slow surge rage filled her to the brim. How could he ever think of fucking her after having some slut in their bed? Donna mastered her fury and turned to face away from her cheating husband.

		Tomorrow she would confront him, she decided. Find the bra when they got up and fly into a righteous rage. Then she would pack her bags and their marriage would be over and done with.

		

		It took a long time for her to drift off to sleep.

		

		*****

		

		Donna pulled the car into the asphalt area by the store and looked around hoping to see a blue battered pickup by the pumps or around the back, but she was the only patron of the gas station.

		

		Just three weeks ago she had been here on her way to oversee the building work, now she was back again, but everything had changed. Then she had been a woman who was breaking away from the routine of her suburban life, now she was a woman who knew that her marriage was on the rocks but did not have the courage to pull the wretched fact into the light.

		

		Donna headed for the small store. There was the table where she had drunk coffee with Chloe, the assortment of unstable chairs and the rather sour woman who had been the attendant last time she had passed through. Donna pulled a twenty from her jeans pocket and ordered a coffee.

		

		“Know Chloe?” she asked the middle-aged woman who was pouring her coffee.

		

		“Sure.”

		

		“She lives pretty close?”

		

		“Just ten minutes, dear.”

		

		The woman turned round and opened the till to change the twenty. Donna waited for her to finish, but the woman did not say a word as she dropped the change on the table. 

		“I need to see her,” said Donna as she realized that the woman had thought that the conversation was over and done with.

		

		“Sure, I’ll call her.”

		

		Donna watched as the woman hefted a phone and dialed. She only heard one side of the conversation.

		

		“Got someone that wants to see you, Cloe.”

		

		There was a short pause.

		

		“No, ‘bout a couple of weeks ago.”

		

		The woman put the phone on the hook and smiled for the first time.

		

		“Chloe’ll be here in a whiles.”

		

		“How long?”

		

		“How do I know, she said she’ll be here and so she will.”

		

		Donna wondered what she had to be so secretive about, but then decided that it was probably the result of spending all of her time alone in this god-forsaken gas station.

		

		She played with the cup and then pulled out her phone.

		

		“No signal here, dear,” said the shop owner. “If you need to speak to someone this is the only way!” She pointed at the old-fashioned phone on the counter and pored herself a coffee.

		

		“That’s OK,” said Donna as the woman came and sat at her table. “I don’t need to phone anyone!”

		

		“Then what’s that for?” said the woman pointing at the sleek phone in Donna’s hand. “Name’s Linda…”

		

		“Oh, I’m Donna.”

		

		“Donna!”

		

		Linda drew out the word ‘Donna’ as she spoke it and then burst out laughing when she saw the annoyed look on Donna’s face.

		

		“Your name, your choice, but there’s already one other Donna round here and I don’t want to get you all mixed up.”

		

		Donna tried to smile and wondered why the woman insisted on holding a conversation while she waited for Chloe to get here. Donna peeked at her watch and realized that it was getting late. She still had an hour to drive and needed to get there before the builders left so that she could get the key.

		

		“You in a hurry?”

		

		“No, it’s just that I have to meet someone…”

		

		“Chloe’ll be here in a few shakes,” said Linda. “I’d better get the coffee on and the Twinkies out.”

		

		She stood and started to potter around behind the counter. A truck pulled into the station and Linda went out to unhitch the pump and fill it up, leaving Donna alone and wondering why she was chasing up a casual acquaintance from weeks ago. As she watched Linda chatting to the driver of the truck, she suddenly realized that she had no one that she could share her misery with. Arnold’s affair, her inability to start the argument and rupture that she knew was needed. No sister, no close friends, no one at all…

		

		A battered blue pick-up drove into the forecourt and the familiar figure of Chloe jumped from the cabin. She waved to Linda and then headed for the store. Donna watched her hips sway, the tight checked shirt over the large breasts and the narrow waist and decided that if she had been a man she would have wanted more than mere friendship.

		

		The bell rang as Chloe entered the shop.

		

		“Knew you’d be back,” said Chloe with a grin and helped herself to the coffee pot and the Twinkies. “You here long?”

		

		“Well, longer than I thought,” said Donna. “I think that I’ve missed my appointment now and I’d rather sleep in the car than that shit Casino up the road!”

		

		“Just the one night?”

		

		Donna nodded.

		

		“Well, stay up at my place. There’s a bed and the coffee is better than here.”

		

		Chloe pulled a face as though Linda’s coffee was bitter.

		“I wouldn’t want to…”

		

		“Silly bitch,” laughed Chloe. “It’s an invite, so get your shit together and we’ll go.”

		

		“You drive and I’ll follow,” said Donna almost regretting that she had stopped to look for Chloe.

		

		“Fuck off,” said Chloe. “Get in and we’ll go in the truck. Your sedan will never make it over the creek. It’s safe enough here, now get in. I don’t bite!”

		

		Donna hefted her bag from the car and climbed into the pickup. The front bench was huge and the floor littered with empty cigarette packets and bottles that rolled around.

		

		“Just kick ‘em under the seat,” said Chloe as she started the engine.

		

		The pickup lurched into motion and instead of heading for the road, Chloe just set off straight across the scrub until, a few hundred yards later, she joined a track that seemed to skirt wide around the houses of the few other houses.

		

		“This is the quick way,” said Chloe as the pickup lurched down and then up the bed of a dried-up creek. “That’s mine,” said Chloe over the grinding of the engine and pointed.

		

		Donna was surprised to see a small neat adobe villa that stood in a small forest of cacti. She had been expecting some tumbledown wreck of a farm, but this seemed a lot homelier than she had expected. Her glance caught one or two nearby houses and, they too, seemed surprisingly well kept considering that the whole place had seemed so impoverished from the road.

		

		The truck slid to a halt in the dust and Chloe jumped down to stand in the dust. She slapped the hood of the car and waved to hurry Donna along.

		

		“This is a nice place you have here,” said Donna as she caught up with her friend.

		

		“It suits me,” said Chloe.

		

		She led Donna to the door and opened it to reveal a cozy room that seemed to fill most of the ground floor. An older woman sitting on one of the two couches stood and nodded to Donna.

		

		“This here’s my friend Donna,” said Chloe by way of introduction.

		

		The woman smiled and said, “Lara, Chloe’s mother…”

		

		“Pleased to meet you,” said Donna.

		

		“No need to get all formal,” said Lara. “Now then, you’ll be wanting something to drink.”

		

		“A shot for me and Donna,” said Chloe. “This girl here’s got a thirst like a mule,” and she tapped herself on the chest.

		

		Donna dropped her holdall and sat on the empty couch facing the one where Chloe’s had been sitting.

		

		“Glad you could look me up,” said Chloe as she fished for a pack of cigarettes in her jeans. “This time I’ve got the lighter as well!”

		

		She pulled a lighter from her pocket and lit the cigarette before tossing the packet to Donna. It seemed strange to light up inside the house, because Donna had been hiding the resumption of her habit from Arnold almost out of instinct.

		

		“So what brings you to look me up then?”

		“Er, I was just passing,” said Donna. “You know on my way to my new house.”

		

		“So you’re building? Where’s the land?”

		

		Donna waved vaguely with her hand and said, “Just an hour from here, that’s all. As you said before we are practically neighbors!”

		

		“Is she staying the night?” asked Lara. “because if she is then we’ll have to make a little room.”

		

		“I don’t want to be any trouble, I can always go down the road and stop in a motel.”

		

		“Wouldn’t hear of it,” said Chloe. “We’ll find space for you, don’t you worry!”

		

		*****

		

		‘She’s wearing a wedding ring, she’s certainly old enough and there must be someone earning the money to keep this little villa going,’ thought Donna to herself as she looked around.

		

		Certainly there was no man in evidence and Chloe and her mother seemed pretty self-sufficient. They ate a meal of chilies and biscuits and drank a bottle of wine. Lara headed into the kitchen for the bottle of Tequila and Donna at last spoke out the question that had been on the tip of her tongue for two or three hours.

		

		“I see you’re married,” said Donna pointing to Chloe’s ring.

		

		Chloe held up her hand with the fingers outstretched, the ring twinkled in the light.

		

		“Was…” she said cryptically. “It’s a long story really.”

		

		Donna sensed a reluctance on the part of Chloe to explain and retreated back into her shell of light conversation. Already she had discovered that Chloe was the owner of an engineering business that built wells down to the aquifers deep below. That Lara was just twenty years older than her daughter and was not married.

		

		“You are?” asked Lara. “Married, that is.”

		

		“I told you Mamma, she’s married,” said Chloe to her mother.

		

		“It’s not really going too well at all,” said Donna with a sigh.

		

		Lara poured more tequila in each shot glass and raised hers to propose a toast.

		

		“To wives… fuck husbands!”

		

		These words seemed to make tears of laughter come to Lara’s eyes and she winked at her daughter before she was convulsed with mirth.

		

		Donna raised her glass and joined the toast but was mystified as to the hilarity that Chloe was not slow to join.

		

		It took a couple of hours, but all three of the women were drunk. Chloe pulled Donna by the hand into her bedroom and pointed to the bed.

		

		“This is yours for the night,” said Chloe.

		

		“And I so need it” replied Donna.

		

		Donna staggered out of the room and left Donna to strip. She kicked her legs and pulled off her T shirt and dropped them on the floor in a heap before slipping between the covers.

		

		She allowed the memory of the evening to sink in.

		

		The bed was freshly made, all starched linen and cold cotton and Donna breathed a sigh as she felt the covers slowly close around her and cocoon her in their comfort. Her head was still turning a little from the tequila, but she felt so at home. This evening of drink and female companionship had been her first chance to unburden herself of her problems with Arnold.

		

		She had told the tale while both Chloe and Lara had held their breaths to allow an explosive sigh as the tale came to an end. Then there had been silence and Lara had said, “Castrate the little shit…”

		

		Donna had just smiled and Chloe had said, “You know that you don’t have to put up with him?”

		

		Donna had shrugged and replied, “So I’ll divorce.”

		

		“As you like,” had been the reply. “Still there are always ways and means…”

		

		*****

		

		Donna awoke.

		

		A small sound had brought her from her slumber. The sound of a door opening. For a moment she thought that it was the door of the bedroom, but then she heard the door close again and realized that it was the back door of the house.

		

		For a minute, Donna lay on the bed and stared through the gloom at the room. It was feminine, in the light it had been all pinks and lace, quite in contrast to her host. Chloe seemed a bit of a tomboy rather than a woman who would appreciate lace and pink.

		

		She turned to the clock and realized that she had only been asleep about half an hour, so obviously Lara and Chloe had not gone to bed yet. The light of the almost-full moon lit the curtains.

		

		Someone passed between moon and window and there were footsteps outside. The click of heels on tiles and then a few muttered words that Donna could not make out, but she was sure that the voice was Chloe’s.

		

		Curiosity!

		

		Donna slipped from the comforting warmth of the sheets and padded to the window. A crooked finger sufficed to open a small slit and she could see the movement outside. Chloe stood facing the bedroom window but looking down. Donna did not dare move the curtain any closer and so could not see what she was looking at, but the image was strange, because Chloe appeared to be naked, at least from the knees up!

		

		Chloe spoke a few words, but the watching Donna could not make out the sense of what she was saying, nor whom she was talking to. Donna did not dare move, she just watched Chloe move her lips and the she leaned down and seemed to be doing something that must have been almost at ground level before there was a grating sound and then a sharp click and Chloe stood and walked out of view.

		

		Donna looked down, now that Chloe had gone, but she could see nothing unusual downward outside her window and turned to slip back between the sheets. No sooner was she in bed than the door to her room opened silently. The handle turned slowly and Donna felt a surge of apprehension. The slowness, the attempt to be quiet suggested that this was clandestine and so she half closed her eyes and lay still to watch what would happen next.

		

		The door opened and Chloe stood naked in the doorway.

		

		The light played tricks, Chloe’s skin seemed to almost glow with paleness whilst her hair and the triangle between her legs were black patches of gloom that merged with the gloom of the room. Of her face, only the dark brows and the red lips could be made out. Donna held her breath and waited.

		

		What was Chloe up to?

		

		She closed the door and was now inside the room. Donna felt herself stiffen in apprehension, her breathing stopped and she stayed still and taut. With a pad of naked feet, Chloe slipped around the bed to the side where there was most room and, with a small movement, slipped between the sheets with an undisguised sigh.

		

		“I’m awake,” said Donna.

		

		“I know you are,” replied Chloe. “I could see the curtains twitch earlier.”

		

		“I was curious.”

		

		“Kitty! Killed by the curiosity.”

		

		“I could pretend that I thought it was the start of a home invasion…”

		

		“Yeah. Right!”

		

		There was a pause while Chloe seemed to be gathering her thoughts. Donna could feel the heat of her through the sheets. She lay still, not daring to move in case it was misunderstood by the naked woman in the bed, but she need not have worried because Chloe was more than direct.

		

		“Wanna fuck?” asked Chloe.

		

		“Er, no, not really…”

		

		“By that do you mean ‘no’ or do you mean ‘fuck me, but I’ll pretend to be unwilling’? I quite like a little unwilling and I’m ready to play some games!”

		

		“I mean no,” said Donna.

		

		“Fine, then have a good night…”

		

		“Have I taken your bed?”

		

		“No, but you’re lying in it,” laughed Chloe. “If you say one more word I’ll fuck you and make you do all sorts of exciting things to please me, so shut up and get to sleep…”

		

		*****

		

		Breakfast was a delicious hash of waffles and syrup with bacon crisped to crackling layered between. Lara was not there, but Chloe chattered away without mentioning her words in bed. She asked about Donna’s intentions, what she would do about that cheating husband of hers. She asked if Donna intended to move out to her new house permanently.

		

		Donna fielded all the questions and felt that it entitled her to ask Chloe; “Did you mean what you said last night?”

		

		“Of course, darling! I always mean what I say.”

		

		“I’ve never… slept with a woman.”

		

		“Of course you have, darling!”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“Last night we slept together…”

		

		“Now you’re playing word-games, Chloe.”

		

		“You don’t understand the question that you asked, that’s all,” said Chloe with a laugh. “Be direct, ask what’s on your mind, give the answers that you want to give, get what you want. That’s what life’s about babe. When I’m horny and I ask, ‘do you fuck’ the worst that you can say is ‘no’. So what is all the fucking fuss about?”

		

		“OK, for the moment then. No!”

		“I’ll ask again when you pass this way again, if you say maybe!”

		

		Donna did not comment.

		

		*****

		

		The open road beckoned and Donna responded by pressing down on the gas pedal and pushing on to her destination. She had woken this morning to find the bed already empty of the woman who had shared it with her. They had kissed briefly on the porch as Donna set off to get to her new house.

		

		A shake of the hand goodbye and she was off in a cloud of dust.

		

		As she slipped on her shades, Donna did not wonder about Chloe’s words in bed. Chloe was attractive and even the sheltered Donna with her pretentions of romance felt a little urge to surrender and find out what another woman could do in bed. No, what Donna thought about as she ate up the miles on the freeway was Chloe outside her window at night. Who had she been talking to? What was that slamming noise?

		

		In the end, Donna gave up and turned on the radio to listen to a string of classic rock tracks that soon had her mouthing the words and winding down all the windows of the car.

		

		*****

		

		The results of the money spent so far were evident in the collection of pickups, the first three of the motel chalets almost finished and a new layer of asphalt in the car park. Donna walked around the buildings and listened to the architect and making a few comments before settling down in the first chalet. The urge to write filled her and she sat down with her laptop and began.

		

		She opened a fresh page and wrote a title, ‘The Secret Garden’, before she paused and stared into the middle-distance seeking inspiration. This was always how it began, the writing experience. A title, an opening page and then the planning started. As she sat, Donna considered what to do about her marriage, she thought about Chloe and her attempted seduction. A small tingle marked the thought as she wondered what it would be like…

		

		Her fingers moved on the keyboard and she found herself writing about a heroine who was tempted by another woman. This was not at all her usual style, but she pressed on and wrote a couple of thousand words to see how it would look. The heroine was herself, she realized, a woman scorned who was struggling to get a grip on her life, her relationships and her marriage.

		

		She sat back and considered the words on the screen and decided that this character would not give up without a struggle. She would bend her husband to her will, make him hers… Donna considered her own position and smiled. This novel would shock her readers, of that there was no doubt! The words written were catharsis, a surfacing of her own angst, an expression of her own train of thought.

		

		The fantasy of her heroine enfolded her, it was nothing less than a reflection of the woman that she wanted to be. A little brash, sexier, a woman who knew what she wanted and knew how to get it, a woman who did not allow others to rule her life.

		

		*****

		

		Satisfied with the building work on her hideaway, Donna headed back to Las Vegas. She looked back at all of the stripped-to-the-waist-men as she maneuvered on the new parking area and smiled to herself. How cute to have all these young men working for her. She would show Arnold that he could not get away with cheating on her, she had the money, she had the resolve now, he would conform to her ideas or he would be out. One of the builders winked at her. He stood with his hand on a shovel, sun-browned skin on impressive torso, strong arms and tribal tattoos and raised his hand to his lips to wolf-whistle her as she drove from the forecourt.

		

		As Donna drove down the long straight highway, she decided that what she needed was to transform her life. A new car, something sporty and red, clothes that matched that whistle, sunglasses… Was this a midlife crisis, she wondered? A nearly middle-aged woman who was trying to catch up on lost years of romance and sex? Donna dismissed the thought and allowed the fantasy to enfold her thoughts as the miles rolled by.

		

		The old Ford Crown rolled to a halt just an hour out. A coughing sound came from under the bonnet and the engine died. Donna stepped out of the sedan and noticed a trickle of oil in the dust and a trace of steam coming from the front of the hood.

		

		She kicked a wheel and then smiled.

		

		Perhaps this was the sign, the junction in her life?

		A huge rig pulled up behind her and she watched as a young man climbed down from the cab.

		

		“Need help Ma’am?” he asked.

		

		“It died,” she said as she slapped the trunk of her car with her hand.

		

		“Let’s take a look…”

		

		The driver of the transporter smiled and lifted the hood of Donna’s car. With one hand he held it high while the other pulled at the tubes and wiring curling around the engine.

		

		“Gasket blown, radiator empty and ready for scrapping,” he commented as he dropped the hood with a bang. “It’s a shit ride anyway. Where you heading?”

		

		“Vegas,” said Donna as she stepped around the oil in the dust.

		

		“Well, you won’t get there in this pile of shit,” he said. “Need a lift?”

		

		Donna looked around and realized that she was just a mile or two from the intersection that led to Chloe’s place.

		

		“There’s a repair shop and gas station just a couple of miles down the road,” she replied.

		

		A look of disappointment came over his face and he shrugged.

		

		“I know the place,” he said. “They won’t be able to repair this in a week of Sundays.”

		

		Donna looked her rescuer up and down and a premonition of destiny filled her. He was the perfect foil for her heroine. Muscular and young.

		

		“Well, let’s see what it looks like from the cab,” she said.

		

		She opened the trunk and pulled her travelling bag out and then put the keys under the folded shade over the driver’s side. He pulled a mobile from his jeans.

		

		“Let’s get this moved and then you can decide…”

		

		He spoke on the phone and then turned to Donna.

		

		“The pickup will be here in an hour, wanna wait?”

		

		“Why not? A lot can happen in an hour…”

		

		As she climbed the ladder up the side of the rig, Donna felt a hand on her ass pushing her up. She rested a moment just to feel that strong hand pushing and then climbed into a cab that was the home of the man who had rescued her. As he climbed in, she slipped to the other side of the cab and kicked off her shoes.

		

		“Welcome to my mobile home,” he said. “Name’s Pete.”

		

		Donna looked down at his jeans and noticed the gathering lump that pressed against the denim. ‘Should I, shouldn’t I?’ she thought as he closed the door. It seemed that the choice was hers.

		

		‘I should…’

		

		Her hand dropped to his lap and squeezed.

		

		“We have an hour,” she said in a hoarse voice. “Let’s make the most of it!”

		

		His hands cupped her breasts and then moved down to lift her dress.

		

		“Fuck me,” she whispered as she unzipped his jeans to allow a huge cock to swell.

		

		Pete’s hands pulled and the dress lifted over her head. His hands closed on her waist and then lifted her easily to push her through the curtain at the back of the cab onto a bed which stretched behind. As he clambered through to join her, Donna stripped off bra and panties with shaking hands.

		

		It was like a scene from one of her books. Fit young man and attractive heroine, frantic love in the cab of his rig. Her hands worked to rip T shirt and jeans from his body as she sat over him, naked in the half-dark of the bed. She could feel the heat between her thighs, the need and wetness of her cunt as she bent over him to offer his lips the nipples that were swelling in response.

		

		Pete obliged and suckled her as Donna’s hand slipped to her streaming pussy. Never had she felt so aroused, never had she so been consumed with need. The sounds of his lips on her, the smell of his body and her own excitement combined to transport her to a place where until now only her heroines had been. His hands cupped the soft cheeks of her ass and pulled her down. Lips traced a trail of kisses from nipple to breast, from breast to belly until Donna found herself with her hands braced on the roof of the cab whilst lips and tongue probed and nibbled between her thighs.

		

		Rational thought slipped away and lust took her. She pushed down with her hands, burying him deep in her, grinding her hips down, forcing him to sate her craving. The first climax swelled and shook her, the second was not far behind. She felt tongue probe deep and then retreat to massage her clitoris, his huge hands gripping her ass while a finger slipped deep and pressed on her ass.

		Never had it been like this before!

		

		A shaking took her thighs, an uncontrollable convulsion as she pushed down harder and harder while the gasping Pete struggled to force another climax from her. At last she could take no more and lifted. A gasp of breath and Pete was at last allowed to breathe.

		“Jesus,” she gasped as she moved back.

		

		A strong finger pushed into her ass and Donna felt a strange pleasure from doing with this stranger what she had never dared to do with Arnold.

		

		“That cock needs a little attention,” she whispered as she swung a leg over Pete. “A little reward for waiting…”

		

		Pete just gasped as her hand closed around his straining cock and she re-mounted him, this time facing the other way.

		

		“What is needed is to get this big enough to fuck,” she said as she cupped his balls and stroked the smooth tip of the straining cock. “I’m sure that you can do better for me!”

		

		Donna ran her fingertips up and down the length and scratched his thighs with his nails. It was a delicious sensation, playing with her stranger, making him grow harder and become desperate for what he needed. The power of deciding how he would come, a surge of control that she held in her hand.

		

		Hands ran their nails down her back. Not scratching, just drawing down and making her shiver. They coursed down slowly and then found their way to the crease between her ass. Donna lifted a little as if undecided if she was allowing him admission or perhaps about to move back to put his cock at the brink of her cunt. The hands slipped between the cheeks of her ass. A finger pressed at her and then slipped inside and Donna felt a rekindling of need.

		

		Slowly, her hands pulled at him. Controlling him, putting him on the brink of coming as Donna savored the fingers that pushed inside her ass. She felt pinned and dared not move and her plan of mounting him slipped away as her hands teased him to do more to gratify her.

		

		“Make me come again,” she gasped at last.

		

		The words slipped out, thoughts made real and she played with that hard cock to reward him. A finger slipped forward, it coursed the delicate skin between ass and cunt before slipping inside and bringing Donna to the threshold. She gripped his cock and slowly pushed down, tightening him, pulling him rigid, before her nails played over the bulging tip.

		

		Pete gasped and struggled under her, but Donna held him with her weight and watched as a small clear drop of dew welled from the tip.

		

		It was the trigger for her fourth climax, an overwhelming rush that filled Donna with elation. Her hand slipped up and down, the cock twitched and she let go to watch it slowly pump come that oozed in surges and dribbled the length of him. She felt as though she had mastered this man, tamed his cock. It was a feeling of dominance that filled her mind, an exultation of the power that she had over him.

		

		“You came too soon,” she said. “That was naughty… you were supposed to wait until I was ready to fuck!”

		

		Pete’s reply was just a forlorn groan.

		

		Her hand moved and she felt an urge to slap the still-erect cock, punish it for daring to come, but Donna suppressed the thought and braced her hand on the roof of the cab. Just as a sudden noise filled their ears as a hand slapped the side of the rig announcing that the pickup had arrived for her broken-down car.

		

		*****

		

		Donna sat by the woman who carefully drove the pickup that pulled the stricken Crown behind it. Her breath still came in small gasps, a wetness spread from her and slicked her thighs from the thought that she had played with Pete like a whore and left him in a state of desire that he could not possibly purge.

		

		Her last sight of him had been his forsaken stance by the roadside after he had helped hoist the car onto the breakdown truck. A last wave of the hand, a peck on the cheek and she had slipped away to leave.

		

		The breakdown pick-up came to a rest in the gas-station forecourt and Donna watched while her car was lowered to the asphalt.

		

		“Not much hope for this one,” said the woman as she inspected under the hood. “Not much I can do really, but then it’s just not worth it anyway. The car’s got two hundred thou on the clock, the engine is fucked and it’s too old anyways to get the parts.”

		

		“But…” started Donna.

		

		“But nuthin,” said the woman as she let the hood drop with a clang. “I’ll scrap it, darling and you’ll buy a better wreck for fifty dollars that’ll at least get you back to Vegas. Either that or get a lift…”

		

		Donna looked at the old Ford and shook her head. Now she was forced to get a new car as if fate had taken a hand.

		

		“I think that it’s time to get a new one,” she said.

		“Want me to call up Chloe?” said the woman as she wiped oil from her hand. “You’ll need a place to stay.”

		

		“Thanks,” said Donna. “What’s the check on the rescue?”

		

		“Fifty’ll cover it.”

		

		Donna wondered how the woman knew that she was a friend of Chloe. This place was like a village! She handed the woman seventy dollars and nodded. “Keep the change, you arrived just in time!”

		

		The woman pulled a face that seemed to be ironic and pocketed the money.

		

		“Come in and have a coffee. It’s on the house, darling.”

		

		*****

		

		“You just keep on coming back,” said Lara to Donna as they drew up at Chloe’s house. “You must be liking it here.”

		

		“I hope that Chloe doesn’t mind,” said Donna. “I seem to be treating you like a motel!”

		

		“Best motel in the district.”

		

		“Certainly the most welcoming,” replied Donna.

		

		“Chloe is out at the moment,” said Lara. “She’ll be back in an hour or two.”

		

		Donna pulled a stool from under the breakfast bar in the kitchen and sat down.

		

		“Listen, I’ve gotta pop out for few hours or so; so you make yourself at home.”

		

		Lara turned and left.

		

		Donna listened to the sound of the car pull away and made herself a coffee. Chloe’s little adobe house already felt like a welcoming home. She washed the plates by the sink and put them away before pulling out her laptop with a determination to add some more notes to her planned novel.

		

		Despite her experience with the trucker, Donna felt no inspiration and closed her computer. There was no point in writing when she was not in the mood, so she took the mug of coffee and wandered into the bedroom that she and Chloe had occupied. She dumped her bag on the floor and was about to turn when some clothes folded neatly on a chair caught her eye.

		

		Donna lifted the clothes and shook her head in puzzlement. Her hands shook out a black taffeta dress edged with delicate lace and a pair of stockings dropped to the floor. Hastily she gathered up the clothes and replaced them carefully.

		

		The room was all in pink, feminine and elegant. All lace and hand-embroidered work in florid frames. Particularly feminine clothes lay on the chair and yet Chloe seemed more of a tomboy than the sort of girl that would flounce around in lace and hug one of the dolls that were propped on the pillows of the double bed.

		

		Donna shrugged and left the bedroom to stand on the porch to await either Lara or Chloe, her daughter.

		

		All around her the scrubland and withered cacti spread away for miles, the hot sun beat down and Donna stood soaking in the utter quiet that was only occasionally broken by the sound of a cricket seeking a mate.

		

		Donna put down the cup and thought about her stricken car in the gas station. Oil had started to leak from it again, dust had blanketed it and the car now seemed like a wreck more than her faithful companion of the road.

		

		What I need, decided Donna, is something in tune with my new persona. Red, sporty and of course, open topped. Something that announces my attitude, something defiant. She did not have much idea of make and model, but the picture in her head was clear. New, powerful and a statement of intent.

		

		She strolled back to the porch and was about to enter when she remembered three nights back when Chloe had been wandering naked outside the house in the dark and decided to have a look. A few flower beds circled the small villa and a beaten path marked off with large rocks.

		

		At the back of the house, Donna saw the window from where she had peeped into the darkness. Under the window was a wooden trapdoor that slanted from the window ledge to the ground with hinges at the top. Donna felt a surge of guilt at prying into Chloe’s life and stood at the trapdoor for a minute while she tried to decide if it was morally OK to lift the door and look beneath. She felt as though her life held no singular secrets but prying into the privacy of other’s was somehow so wrong. As she stood, indecisive, she heard the noise of a car pulling up in front of the house, doors opening and then slamming and Chloe’s voice. The arrival of her friend made her mind up and she made a small movement of the hand as if her unconscious had agreed with her decision not to snoop.

		

		“Saw your car bleeding to death in the gas station,” said Chloe as she came around the corner and saw Donna standing by the window. “

		

		She nodded her head and looked down at the unopened trap door.

		

		“Did you take a peek?” she asked with a smile.

		

		“No,” said Donna as she shook her head. “But, I’ll admit that I was tempted!”

		

		Chloe took two steps and went to lift the door, but it did not move.

		

		“The catch is in the house,” she said. “Storm shelter. Though there aren’t many around these parts anyways. Let’s go inside.”

		

		She reached out and Donna felt herself clasping a strong hand that pulled her away from the window.

		

		“I guess that we’re friends,” said Chloe with a laugh.

		

		“Of course,” replied Donna.

		

		“Good.”

		

		“Why should you need to ask?”

		

		“Because friends don’t sneak around and look under boulders…”

		

		“I didn’t look, honestly!”

		

		“I know that you didn’t. If you had you’d have moved the little rock that I balanced on that door and it was still there. That’s a good start. On the other hand, I have a confession to make…”

		

		The two women had reached the porch of the house and stood holding hands in the shade.

		

		“What’s that them?” asked Donna.

		

		“I looked you up,” said Chloe, “and I know who you are!”

		

		“And?”

		

		“You write those syrupy romance novels that my friend Anita likes to read,” said Chloe with a grin. “You never said…”

		“Should I have?”

		

		“No. It’s just that I wanted to tell you that I’ve been looking under your rocks so I think that we should trade secrets!”

		

		“It’s not a secret,” said Donna. “My writing is all over the bookshelves of every convenience store that I’ve been in.” She opened her hands wide and said, “Millions sold.”

		

		“Then why didn’t you say?”

		

		“Because… well I don’t know. I suppose I didn’t want you to think that I was showing off. I think!”

		

		“You sell millions of books, you are everywhere on the Internet, you must be real rich and yet you wander around her in the middle of nowhere cruising in a wreck and never say a word! You’re a strange one, that’s for certain, but I like you and you are a friend. Showing off?”

		

		Donna found that she did not know what to say in answer, but it did seem that Chloe approved of Donna’s way of thinking. She shrugged her shoulders.

		

		“Well, if you’re living round here, you’ll be here often enough, I suppose,” said Chloe. “So I’d better show you the thing that’s my special little secret.”

		

		Chloe opened the door to the house and led Donna inside with a small pull.

		

		“I warned you that if you came back I’d ask again…”

		

		“What?”

		

		“If you want to be more than friends, of course!”

		

		Donna remembered the bold attempt to seduce her and started to laugh.

		

		“You are so straight, Chloe,” she said. “Do you always try seduction like this?”

		

		“Only if I really fancy the pussy that comes into my bed,” said Chloe.

		

		“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

		

		“Sure. That’s the way that it’s meant.”

		

		Chloe leaned over and planted a small kiss on Donna’s lips. Donna found that she did not flinch from it, like she might have done a week ago. Instead she responded with a squeeze of the hand that held hers.

		

		“Am I tempting you?” said Chloe.

		

		“A little…”

		

		“See, the seduction is working. Honesty is a policy of mine.”

		

		Donna nodded and squeezed again. It was heady, holding the hand of the young woman who seemed so certain of herself.

		

		“OK, then,” said Chloe. “I think that you’d better meet someone…”

		

		“Who’s that then?”

		

		“Hubby, of course! You’ve met my mother, it’s time to meet the rest of the family.”

		

		Chloe pulled on Donna’s hand and led her to the pink bedroom. She opened the door and led her friend inside with a small tug.

		

		In the dim light from the curtained window, Donna saw a woman standing by the chair wearing the outfit that she had inspected a short while ago. Black taffeta, high-heeled shoes, lace and long blonde hair.

		

		Donna nodded to the woman who stood to attention carefully looking down at the floor and wondered why Chloe had a maid in such a small house. She looked at the bed and realized that it was empty and then looked back at her friend with a questioning look.

		

		“Say ‘hello’ to Donna,” said Chloe to the maid in a harsh tone. “She’s staying here a day or two and may need your services!”

		

		Donna looked back at the maid. There was something incongruous about the uniform, something odd in her stance, but Donna could not quite put her finger on what it was.

		

		“Yes, Ma’am,” said the maid and Donna suddenly realized what it was that had seemed out of place.

		

		The maid was a man!

		

		For a moment, Donna looked the maid up and down and then turned to Chloe.

		

		“Meet Davina,” said Chloe with an amused smile at her friend. “Used to be ‘Dave’, but that was until a year ago when Mamma decided that he was too much of a sissy to give a real man’s name to.”

		

		Donna felt a strange twinge of confusion mixed with thrill. She looked the ‘maid’ up and down with new interest and wondered how he had ever come to submit to humiliation like this.

		

		“When I don’t need him, he stays in his little cage,” laughed Chloe. “You know, under that trap door outside. When I allow him out, he has to be a good little girl and make my life a bed of roses. Don’t you Davina?”

		

		Davina nodded and kept his eyes on the floor.

		

		“How come I didn’t notice him when I was here alone?” asked Donna.

		

		She felt a surge of embarrassment at seeing her friend’s secret and wondered how he felt being cuckolded by his attractive but formidable wife. Suddenly the fact that she was holding hands with Chloe seemed somehow so wrong, but Chloe’s grip on her hand tightened and she could not let go.

		

		“We just came back from his weekly shots,” laughed Chloe. “if he’s allowed to stay as my hubby, then there are certain things that he has to do to keep me happy!”

		

		Donna looked at the succulent figure of Davina and nodded as she realized what it was that Chloe meant.

		

		“A year?” she asked.

		

		“Actually about five,” said Chloe. “It’s just a year ago that Mamma thought that Davina was more a little slut than a man. She uses him more than me anyway, so I thought that it was just right that she gave a new name to the sissy that used to be my hubby.”

		

		“So you still…”

		

		“What, fuck her?”

		

		“Er, yes. I mean…”

		

		“Davina is a good little girl. Once a month she’s allowed a little relief, if she’s been a good girly and behaved herself. Chastity is a good influence on character. It keeps her on the boil for me and Mamma as well as so submissive, so I don’t allow it except as a reward for good behavior.”

		Donna’s mind reeled from the implications of her friend’s little speech. This had to be the strangest marriage that she had ever seen! Discussing it in front of Davina seemed almost wrong, as if what Chloe was doing to her (or him), was acceptable, but somehow being so direct about his humiliation was not!

		

		“Davina has been good all month, haven’t you darling,” said Chloe to the forlorn sissy before turning back to Donna. “Tonight is a special night for her, it’s reward night and Mamma had something special planned.”

		She paused a moment meaningfully.

		

		“Of course, with us having a guest who needs your room, it’ll have to wait another month!”

		

		A tear gathered in Davina’s eye and trickled, leaving a track in her make-up.

		

		“Er, don’t change anything on my account,” said Donna in a rush. “I’ll sleep on the couch!”

		

		“We’ll see,” said Chloe meaningfully. “It all depends on Mamma. Let’s see what she decides.”

		

		Chloe led Donna from the room and closed the door behind her.

		

		“Davina is such a weakling,” she said. “But, Mamma has her well in hand!” Chloe dropped Donna’s hand and continued, “Now, let’s have something to eat, Mamma won’t be back for a few hours.”

		

		Donna pulled out a stool and sat watching Chloe as she started to make some waffles and whip up some cream. As she worked, she chattered away almost as if they were discussing something not at all out of the ordinary.

		

		“When Mamma moved in after Davina and I got married, she proved to me what a useless husband he was,” said Chloe as she beat the eggs and sifted flour over them. “She caught him putting on her clothes and that’s how it all started…”

		

		“I have never seen anything like it,” said Donna.

		

		“Well, round these parts, husbands do as they’re told,” laughed Chloe. “At least since Evelyn started teaching the wives that they don’t have to put up with shit…”

		

		“Er, so there are more of these little sissy maids then?”

		

		“That’s what I’m saying,” said Chloe as she poured a little milk into the mix and started to beat the batter together. “It’s a sort of a club, really. Evelyn started it, but Mamma sort of runs it now, Evelyn’s got three already, fucking insatiable the woman is!”

		

		Donna tried to imagine a woman having three men serving to her whims, but her imagination refused to stretch to the thought. She shook her head in disbelief.

		

		“They’re not all of them husbands, just one. The other two came her way as lovers and suddenly found that they were wearing stockings in the wink of an eye. When you meet her, you’ll understand. She’s a bit overwhelming is our Evelyn!”

		

		The smell of waffles began to fill the kitchen and Donna got up to help.

		

		“She sounds formidable!”

		

		“I don’t think that’s how she’d describe herself,” laughed Chloe, “but, she can be overpowering when you don’t know her. Anyways, Evelyn is looking for a couple more, but Mamma thinks that all the local men are too scared to risk it!”

		

		Donna shook her head and poured syrup over the waffles. They sat down and tucked in.

		

		A sudden thought came into Donna’s head and she could not resist uttering it; “So, is it all just men? I mean, are there any women who end up like this?”

		

		“Oh, one or two, but men are so much more fun as sluts than women! It’s that pleading look in their eyes when you decide not to wank the little darlings off!”

		

		Donna’s imagination pictured a young girl in the maid’s uniform and wondered how it would feel to be at the beck and call of women like Lara, Chloe and that Evelyn. The thought was interesting and Donna wondered if she could fit this astonishing experience into one of her novels. The thought of some hunk in frilly panties, waiting hand and foot on the heroine would never sell, in fact it would end her career, she decided.

		

		“I’m amazed that men go for it,” said Donna at last. “I mean; they can always walk out or something.”

		

		Chloe looked at Donna and smiled.

		

		“One or two have tried, none of them ever make it.”

		

		“Why’s that?”

		

		Chloe laughed.

		“What man could ever walk away when he has to make his way with huge tits matched to a tiny little cock,” she said through a mouthful of waffle. “Once a sissy, always a sissy and anyway the sheriff’s department is always on the lookout for runaways. She takes her badge real serious!”

		

		Donna imagined a frantic sissy trying to escape and the thought made her start to laugh.

		

		“You’ve got it all sewn up, Chloe.”

		

		“Guess so.”

		

		“It’s sort of like the plot of some crazy B-film,” said Donna. “Sort of the complete opposite of the Stepford Wives!”

		“No robots,” said Chloe. “Just the real thing…”

		

		A small frisson ran through Donna’s nerves.

		

		She thought about Arnold…

		

		*****

		

		By the time that Lara returned darkness had already stolen over the small villa in the desert. Chloe and Donna had finished the first bottle of Red and were already half way through the second. The sound of the car engine rattling to a stop announced her arrival.

		

		“That’ll be Mamma,” said Chloe.

		

		The door opened and Lara slipped in.

		

		She saw the bottles and said, “Pour me one, dear, I just have to get a shower.”

		

		Lara passed into Davina’s bedroom and closed the door.

		

		“Does Davina have to stand to attention the whole time?” asked Donna as she watched the door close. “We’ve been here drinking and chatting for hours!”

		

		“If she moves then she gets punished, anyway there are other consequences too. Like, a few slip-ups and she’ll miss out on the monthly relief, there’s no way that she’d make that mistake at this time of the month!”

		

		“How does that work?” asked Donna.

		

		“What, the punishment? A few strokes of the cane and she’s a good girl again, how else?”

		

		“No, I meant, how do you make sure that Davina does not play with himself when you’re not there? You can’t watch every moment and then when he goes to bed…”

		

		Chloe smiled wickedly.

		

		“I guess that you’ll see for yourself,” she answered. “Do you want to see?”

		

		Donna found herself nodding despite herself. It seemed as if Chloe’s viewpoint had taken a grip on her curiosity.

		

		“Well then, there’s something that you’ll have to do first!”

		

		“What’s that then?”

		“Join our little group of liberated women of course,” said Chloe.

		

		“Er, what now? Anyway, how do I join up?”

		

		“We can do that later. Evelyn has to approve, but if I back you then Mamma will and then it’ll be no problem.”

		

		Donna started to feel anxious. Whatever would happen if she mixed it with these extraordinary women and the world got to know that Donna Grove was a debauched nymph?

		

		“What’s the problem?” asked Chloe when she saw the expression on Donna’s face.

		

		Donna explained, but Chloe laughed it off with a wave of her half empty glass.

		

		“Why should anyone ever know who you are?” she said. “It’ll be our little secret and no one need ever know!”

		

		“I’m not so sure. I mean, it would be terrible if word got out.”

		

		“I’ll protect you, don’t worry. Even Mamma will not guess, if you don’t tell her. How could she?”

		

		“I suppose you’re right,” said Donna. “I use the pen-name ‘Grove’ anyway, so I’ll just never mention my family name!”

		

		“So you’re in?”

		

		There was a second of hesitation. Then Donna’s lips moved, the wine spoke and her stomach fluttered.

		

		“I’m in.”

		

		*****

		

		Lara had a wine glass in one hand and a wickedly long bamboo rod in the other. Dressed in a long red skirt that spilt to reveal her stocking-tops, with her hair piled into a bun, she looked for all the world like an avenging schoolmistress. She sipped the wine and then placed the glass carefully on the counter.

		

		“My daughter can be very persuasive,” she said. “But, what you have to understand is that there’s no going back from this. If you join our little club, you can never leave!”

		

		The effects of the wine clouded Donna’s thoughts and slurred her words a little.

		

		“No, I want in. As long as my own hubby can be dealt with!”

		

		“We’ll help with that, of course,” said Chloe’s mother as she tapped the end of the cane on her palm. “That’s not a problem, I just need you to understand that this is not a knitting-circle, that’s all. Evelyn is very strict and she can be quite ferocious if someone crosses her!”

		

		“I mean it,” said Donna, though she said the words because there was no way to back out now even though she felt almost fearful of what she was saying.

		

		“OK, then,” said Lara with finality. “Since you don’t live around here yet, there’s a little time anyway. When you next come up here, then I’ll maybe take you to a meet-up and we’ll see what Evelyn says.”

		

		Donna felt a mixture of relief and apprehension, but she managed to keep her face straight.

		

		“Now then,” said Chloe. “It’s Mamma’s turn to have Davina. Have you decided if she’s allowed her relief? I have no objection… there’s only a dropped plate, the crying when she was at the doctor’s last week. On the positive side, she is starting her job pumping gas soon, so she’ll be working hard to keep us in a few luxuries.”

		

		“I agree; she needs a little encouragement! It’ll get her ready for the little surprise that we have for her at the gas station!”

		

		“Bring her in then!”

		

		Donna felt her stomach fluttering with curiosity and expectation. So far, all she had seen was the maid in the dimly lit bedroom. All the rest had just been talk! The reality was about to walk into the room and she was not sure if she would be embarrassed or aroused by it.

		

		Lara stepped into the high heeled shoes that stood by the door and bent stiffly to lace them, adjusting the seams on her stockings as she did so.

		

		“She’s in for some punishment as well, so not a word…” said Chloe as the door opened.

		

		“Promise,” said Donna, her heart in her mouth with anticipation.

		

		Lara disappeared for a moment and then Davina walked into the room with a slow rolling gait. Her eyes were lowered to the floor as she took small steps and held her hands by her hips, palms down, fingers outstretched. If Donna had not been told she would not have realized the truth that lurked unseen beneath the long blonde hair and make-up. The deep cleavage was exposed, breasts wobbled under the thin black cloth and hips were rounded and so very feminine. The red lips pouted and the long eyebrows fluttered as she came to a halt just a step in front of her wife.

		

		Behind the figure of the bimbo-maid came Lara with the long cane in her hands. Her face was stern as she watched her daughter’s husband make a small curtsey and then stand to attention in a pose with one high heeled foot placed just before the other in such a feminine pose.

		

		“Good,” said Lara. “We have decided that this month, unlike the last two, you deserve a little reward.”

		

		Donna saw the lips of the maid twitch a little in satisfaction and then straighten again to her perfect pout.

		

		“Of course there have been a few small things that have spoiled your record this month. But, your wife thinks that you deserve encouragement, even if I am inclined otherwise. What do you say?”

		

		“Thank you, Ma’am.”

		

		Davina’s voice was a little husky, but her intonation was feminine.

		

		“This is Miss Donna,” continued Chloe’s mother. “As a friend of ours, you will make sure that you obey her as if she was your wife or mother-in-law. She will be staying a day or two here and has full approval to use you as she likes. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes Ma’am.”

		

		Davina’s eyes looked up for a moment and then dropped back to the floor. Chloe winked at Donna and then lifted the edge of the dress to show Donna the frilly knickers that covered her.

		

		“Get yourself ready,” ordered Lara.

		

		Davina’s moved gracefully and started to slip off her dress over her head. As she did so Donna noticed a leather collar on her neck that had been hidden under the lace of the dress. A small padlock closed the restraint and steel strands were woven into the braided leather.

		

		With the dress off, Chloe’s husband looked, if anything, even more feminine than before. Her large breasts wobbled and threatened to spill out of the bra that barely held them cupped. The glossy skin of her belly and legs gave way to the hold-up stockings that smoothed her legs. Davina bent and pulled down her frilly knickers and Donna had to stifle a grunt of surprise as she suddenly understood how the two women had utterly enforced chastity on their prey.

		

		Around the maid’s waist was a steel belt that was attached to a complex object that held his balls and cock in a jacket that was held in place with two small padlocks. No part of his cock or balls showed and a loop of steel disappeared into the crack of his ass to link back up to the belt.

		

		“Ask!” ordered Lara.

		

		“Please, may I have the key?”

		

		Chloe reached down to her ankle and undid a small chain that circled it. She passed the anklet to Davina and Donna realized that a small key dangled from the silver chain.

		

		‘Poor little sissy,’ thought Donna as she realized that the key to his freedom was always on display, but never in reach. Every time that the husband saw his wife and stared at the floor with eyes downcast. ‘How piquant!’

		

		Davina’s hands shook as she unclicked the padlocks that her mother-in-law had used. Carefully, she undid the restraint and unclipped the last lock that passed through a ring that Donna saw had been pierced through his little cock to hold it in place. At last she laid the metal restraint and locks carefully on the floor and then stood waiting for further commands.

		

		There was a stillness in the room, a pensive anticipation that seemed to consume the onlookers as well as the sissy who stood and shook slightly with anticipation.

		

		Donna watched, fascinated by the ritual that had turned the passion and tenderness of sex into something that was totally under the control of the women who ruled his feeble needs. Slowly the little cock started to stiffen. The two inches of flaccid flesh that hung before the swollen balls started to harden to become the smallest erection that Donna had ever witnessed. It scarcely increased in girth and length, but simply swelled a little to become a half erect replica of a real man’s cock in miniature. Circumcised and vulnerable. It lifted the thick ring that entered him just beyond the top of the swelling tip and exited through the eye until it drooped at a small angle, a pitiful vestige of male potency.

		

		“Hands and knees!” ordered Lara.

		

		There was a small wobble, an almost loss of balance, and Davina got to her knees. She opened her legs, knees on the hard floor about a foot apart and her hands moved up her back to end with each elbow clasped by the other hand. Then she leaned a little forward. The cocklet stiffened to its greatest size. A half-stiff tube of flesh three inches long that bobbed at every move of its owner.

		

		Donna moved her head a little and watched the cock with curiosity. What had these two women done to emasculate their victim and reduce him to such helplessness?

		

		Chloe extended a leg. The heel of her shoe scraped against the rug as it pressed against the little cock, stretching it tight against the rough nylon clad legs. This time, Davina needed no prompting from the woman who was about to punish her.

		

		“Thank you, Ma’am.”

		

		Lara pulled a wry smile and looked at Donna with a haughty glance.

		

		“He is allowed five strokes as punishment and reward,” she said as she arm lifted the wicked cane and held it wide. “Are you ready?”

		

		Davina nodded and there was a sudden swish through the air as the cane swept down and laid a stinging cut on the maid’s exposed rear.

		

		“One,” said Davina as she thrust her thighs hard against the unyielding stockings that stretched her tiny cock to bursting point.

		

		Chloe leaned forward a little.

		

		“Look me in the eyes, bitch and tell me how much you love me!”

		Davina looked up. Her long lashes fluttered and she said, “Please, Ma’am, I love you so much.”

		

		Donna felt the familiar tingle as she watched the extreme ritual of Chloe’s husband’s humiliation and release being enacted before her thrilled eyes. The second cut of the cane followed. The whole of Lara’s body curving as she dealt a terrible blow that forced another thrust at the leg that pushed hard into his cock.

		

		“Two,” said Lara with relish as she pulled back the rod and watched as the stricken sissy blurted his love for the woman who was tormenting him.

		

		The stockings on Chloe’s legs laddered as the ring embedded in Davina caught a thread. A line descended down the perfect leg, starting at the gold and running almost to her ankle before it stopped.

		

		“How dare you,” said Chloe. “One stroke less…”

		

		“Mm, three of four,” said the mother-in-law as she drew back her hand.

		

		The cane swished.

		

		Hips thrust.

		

		Davina groaned and a small damp patch formed on the dark nylon as a dribble of come trickled from the stretched organ. Donna held her hand over her mouth in surprise and then the last blow of the cane ripped down and forced Davina to come. A sticky fluid pumped endlessly from the tiny cock as the swollen balls forced their contents to run like a torrent down the laddered stockings to drip to shoes and the hard floor. One rivulet ran the length of the seam and dripped down the spike of a heel to gather as a small puddle where the heel met the floor.

		

		Davina looked up and said, “Thank-you Ma’am.”

		

		“Restraint on now, and then you can clean up your mess, dear,” said Chloe as she watched the come trickle down her leg.

		

		The maid carefully replaced the steel prison over herself, so very careful not to touch any part of cock or balls as the locks snapped closed and chastity was renewed. Davina’s lashes fluttered and then she lowered herself and lapped at legs and heels, floor and soles to leave no trace of her enjoyment.

		

		Donna watched in shocked silence as the servile husband finished her little task and then stood to attention in her accustomed pose.

		

		“Very good, Davina. Now off you go, back to your room. I will be along later to play with you, so get yourself ready for me and wait until I arrive,” said Lara.

		

		Donna stared at the door to the bedroom and almost pinched herself as if she could awake and the scene that she had witnessed would fade to a half forgotten dream. Never had she imagined that a person, a man, could be so crushed that he would submit to such abuse, but it was clear that what she had seen was just a small chapter in the sissy’s submissive life of servitude to a wife that enjoyed watching her mother play games with her husband.

		

		“So, what do you think?” asked Chloe with a broad smile. “Davina makes such a delicious maid and is now so broken that she would allow Mamma to do whatever she wants with her.”

		

		“It’s incredible,” said Donna. “It must have been so difficult to get him, I mean her, to get to this state. How did you manage it?”

		

		“It’s a lot easier than you imagine, darling. Once hubby has started down the road, there was no coming back. Since you are joining our little society of women, then you’ll find that out when your own husband goes through Evelyn’s mill!”

		

		“I think that I’d want to do it myself,” replied Donna as she thought about her chances of being able to transform her cheating husband. “I mean with your help, of course!”

		

		“Evelyn might have something to say about that. We’ll see, now I’ve got an errand to run, so I’ve gotta pop out. Make yourself at home here. If there’s anything that you need, Mamma’s here.”

		

		*****

		

		Donna sat at her laptop and looked at the start that she had made on ‘The Secret Garden’. Somehow it just did not seem to be attractive anymore. Pale and wan compared to the events of the last few hours, it seemed cheesy and over-sweet. A collection of unrealistic romantic ramblings that had no spiciness.

		

		Her thoughts went to the man that she had used in the cab of his rig, the maid who lapped up her own come from the spiked heels of her wife and the wife’s mother-in-law who wielded a cane and then retired to use the husband like a toy for her own amusement.

		

		No!

		

		What she had written so far, inspired by the new house and the desert was just a dreary mulch of tangled emotions that had no meaning. The problem was, it was like every other book that she had written so far! All of them now seemed pushed into the shade by her experiences, the writing all seemed just flat and tedious.

		

		A quick motion of the mouse and the ten thousand words of old version of ‘The Secret Garden’ were consigned to nothingness and the typing began anew with a rush of excitement. It could wait, that next novel. The publishers could go fuck themselves, she owed them nothing! What she now wrote was a diary, a self-examination, a history of the last few months written from the point of view of a remote witness.

		

		Words flowed from her brain to the keyboard, from the keyboard to the laptop and by the time that Chloe returned thousands of words had been written in a rush of frantic typing.

		

		Donna heard the car return and the door slam and then suddenly realized that tonight, Chloe might just make another advance, another pass and it was getting ever more difficult to say ‘no’. The door opened and Chloe walked in with a sack of groceries.

		

		“Stopped off on the way back,” she said in a cheery voice. “We’ll unpack, I’ll make something to eat and then we’ll see.”

		

		Donna took one of the bags from her friend’s hand and followed Chloe to the kitchen. In the bag were groceries, tins and a bottle of Bourbon. Carefully she pulled each item out and tried to sort according to type. Beans and corn, bottles and packages.

		

		Donna looked at the can in her hand and a bag in her other and said, “Do you have a dog? I haven’t heard it…”

		

		“Oh, that’s for Davina when she’s been naughty,” laughed Chloe as she took the can of cheap dog food and put it into a drawer that was still half full of cat-food cans. “If she’s good then she gets the slops from us. Quite apart from anything else, I keep her on a strict diet to make sure that she does not get an ounce of fat on her. I want her to be as attractive as possible and make sure that she is in good shape to be fucked!”

		

		Donna looked at the bag left in her hand and passed it to Chloe with a wry smile. “This is for her as well?”

		

		“What, the bait? Of course! I dry them out in the sun and she gets them when she is really naughty. It’s the best punishment there is, making her eat dried maggots!”

		

		Donna almost retched and Chloe began to laugh at her nausea.

		

		“Darling, you’d better get used to it! I like to control every little part of Davina’s life. What she eats, when and what she wears. How she is allowed to piss and shit, when she sleeps and how she fills every hour of her life with service or chained in her punishment cage. Mamma says that a hubby should not have a moment when she does not remember whom he belongs to and that’s the way that I see it too.”

		

		Chloe saw the look on her friend’s face and reached to pat her on the shoulder.

		

		“I just say it like it is, Donna. Davina is a good little girl because she knows that Lara and I keep her in line. Soon she will be earning for us and we will have to make sure that she is always willing to serve, so being a little strict is just for her own good. I think that you want the same for your husband too? After all, you were the one that said that he was cheating on you, so it’s only fair that he goes down the same road…”

		

		“I suppose so, Chloe,” replied Donna. “It’s just going to take quite a bit of getting used to!”

		

		“Once you start cruising down this road, you will feel the same way that I do,” laughed. “I’ll bet a dime to a dollar!”

		

		The two women finished the unpacking and Donna could not help herself looking at the cat-food already in the drawer.

		

		“I can’t believe that she actually eats this,” she said. “I mean; I’d rather go hungry than this…” She held up the can of cheap cat food and pulled a face.

		

		“Darling, he always eats up and then licks the bowl clean or he gets it every day for a month! What’s more, if she is not a good little girl licking the bowl and asking for more, then a few strokes of the cane or a day under the house usually sorts her out. It happened just once and one thing is certain, she’ll never try to pretend and hide the food again.”

		

		“Jesus, Chloe. You are so ruthless!”

		

		“It becomes habit after a while. If you are strict and allow no nonsense you will soon see that men do as they are told every time after that. It was difficult at first, but Mamma keeps me on the straight and narrow where Davina is concerned.

		

		“She won’t put up with even a look that is defiant never mind a spoken word…”

		

		*****

		

		Lara went out for a walk while Chloe and Donna settled to watch a film with popcorn in their laps and a few cans of beer sitting in a bucket of ice. A couple of hours later, as the film was coming to an end Lara returned and slipped past them into the pink room.

		

		“Davina’s in for a hard workout tonight,” said Chloe. “It always happens after she’s allowed out for relief. Mamma likes to balance letting sissy have her own way with a little punishment. She told me that it should be once a year that the chastity is broken, but she’s my hubby and I think that it’s good to give the possibility and then deny her relief every two months in three anyway as a punishment. It keeps those balls nice and tender and full, as well as making sure that the little slut thinks that there’s always a chance of getting her rocks off, even if it never seems to turn out that way!”

		

		“What does your Mamma do with Davina?”

		

		“I don’t ask, but all that I know is that one night with Mamma leaves Davina so obedient and timid that I wished she’d fuck him all the time. I must admit that I have a little trick…”

		

		“What’s that then?” asked Donna.

		

		“He always services my needs the day after Mamma has had him for a whole night. I think that the reason that he becomes so utterly good at pleasing me is that he is so scared of her. It works best when the memory and the bruises from the cane are still fresh!”

		

		Donna started to realize that it was all very well to imagine that her own husband would be utterly obedient to her, but the reality seemed to be almost heartless and cruel.

		

		Chloe turned to look at her friend’s face.

		

		“You’re wondering if you want to go through with this, aren’t you?”

		

		Donna nodded.

		

		“You will, now that you have seen, you have to.”

		

		Donna had a questioning look on her face.

		

		Chloe’s tone became a patient manner that laid out her logic in a chilling, cold quality of voice that left Donna almost alarmed.

		

		“Three women so far failed to meet Evelyn’s high standards,” she began. “All three have joined their husbands in training. One has already been selected by Evelyn, one goes to Mamma and the other is going to be raffled to one of the other girls. I’m just telling you that now that you’re in our little association, there is no way out.”

		

		“You are threatening me?”

		Chloe shrugged.

		

		“Guess so, or call it a warning. Call it what you like, but you are in and so is that cheating slut of a husband of yours. Like I said, there’s no way out once you are in with us!”

		

		*****

		

		The walls were not thin, but the sounds of the cane being used on Davina pierced the walls and doors leaving Donna wondering how it was that the maid did not cry out at every blow. She listened to the punishment and watched the clock. A blow every two minutes for an hour. A leisurely chastisement that was paced for maximum distress. Each blow was like a slap that almost hurt Donna as she waited for it to fall.

		

		At last the noise stopped and Donna looked over at Chloe.

		

		“Is that it?” she asked.

		

		“With the cane, suppose so,” said Chloe.

		

		Now there was just silence and Donna could not help herself asking what she thought; “How come Davina is not screaming the house down?”

		

		“She’s used to it, I suppose. There’d just be more if she did start screaming or something, but the main thing is that Mamma always gags her, so there’s not much to hear anyways.”

		

		Donna swallowed and looked down.

		

		“Darling, I like you. I like you a lot, so I’ll give you a piece of sound advice. Join us, become one of us, learn to treat your husband right, ‘cos I know that it’s in you to do it proper. You’ll live like a queen, no worries at all and one thing you can be sure of…”

		

		“What’s that?”

		

		“He’ll never fuck another woman ever again. He’ll be your dolly for you and me to play with and if you’re bored with him there’s always someone in the group who will fancy a bit of fresh meat!”

		

		Chloe stood and held out her hand.

		

		“Honey, it’s more fun than you can ever imagine, come to bed with me now and I’ll make sure that everything goes just peachy!”

		Donna could see the lust in the woman’s eyes and reached for her hand. Somehow the dream of getting her own back on Arnold, the fascination and curiosity had turned to fear and Chloe seemed the only way out of it. Chloe would help her and she would not be at any risk… Chloe would protect her.”

		

		She felt herself pulled from the sofa into Chloe’s arms and surrendered to the kisses that smothered her lips. Half carried, half willing Donna moved to the bedroom and she knew that she would give Chloe whatever she wanted her to give.

		

		The door opened and Donna saw Chloe’s bedroom for the first time. A huge bed, an animal cage in the corner of the room, and another door to bathroom and dressing room. The only other item in the room was a tall tube that was filled with an assortment of canes that stuck from it at all angles and heights.

		

		Donna felt strong arms around her, lips seeking hers and she knew that she was falling into a chasm, but she just could not stop the descent.

		

		*****

		

		They lay tangled. Tangled with each other and tangled in the sheets that wrapped them and passed between their limbs. Part exposed to the warm air of the room, part lathered in the sweat of their lovemaking.

		

		For Donna, it had been a revelation. Somehow she had expected to find herself pushed to go to places that she did not want to visit, but Chloe in bed and Chloe out of bed seemed to be two different women. One was tender and loving, gentle and affectionate, the other was definite and ruthless, forthright and direct in her needs.

		

		Donna lay staring at the ceiling, her breathing shallow and restful, whilst Chloe lay carelessly crossing her legs breathing the long breaths of deep sleep. Donna could not understand what was happening to her. It seemed that in the same moment she loved and cared for her friend, the next she was terrified at the threats that were implied!

		

		How could she feel this way towards Chloe?

		

		In the next room, through the walls, Donna could hear gasps of pleasure as Lara played with her daughter’s husband and made him gratify her every need. The words were indistinct, sometimes cries of pleasure, then strict tones that sounded like threats followed by groans, muffled and faint.

		The occasional slap.

		

		As she lay thinking and wondering Chloe moved a little and snuggled into her, putting a hand on a breast and cupping it gently. Donna looked down at the face that lay next to hers and kissed the lips gently. Each had only climaxed once, but unlike the rush that had taken Donna earlier in the day with the trucker, unlike the straightforward fucking of Arnold, it has been a symphony of ascending light that had filled her to the brim and then spilled over into total gratification.

		

		Sex had never been like this before.

		

		Donna sighed and hoped that Chloe had been as satisfied as she was.  Unsure what to do, how to respond, how to tease and tantalize her lover, Donna had simply fallen back to the play that she personally preferred and hoped that this was also what Chloe would need.

		

		Demands, there had been none.

		

		No orders, no requests, no attempt at all on Chloe’s part to force or guide her, just an acceptance that Donna would do what Donna thought would be for the best.

		

		In the next room she heard Lara’s voice give orders and started to wonder if the mother would be like the daughter. Could she just lie back and accept what was given without taking a price or trying to commandeer and demand what she wanted?

		

		In the end, her train of thoughts merged and allowed her to come to a conclusion that she was sure was perhaps closer to the truth than she dared expect. Chloe divided her world into love and domination. Power and affection and was able to move between them at ease. Men, she treated with disdain and a ruthlessness that spoke of some deep real rage that drove her to abuse and make use of. A friend, a lover, on the other hand could be coaxed, loved and enjoyed in affection.

		

		Lara on the other hand, seemed to have no such barriers, she reveled in cruelty, manipulation was her joy and exploitation was gratification. Mamma was a woman to be afraid of, Chloe was both lover and Mistress.

		

		The thoughts slid from Donna’s grasp as she slipped into a fugue of warmth and comfort and the knock at the door startled her and made her jump to a sitting position in an instant.

		

		“It’s me,” called out Lara’s voice through the door. “Can I come in?”

		

		Before the befuddled Donna or the waking Chloe could answer the door opened to reveal Lara with Davina standing behind her, naked and for the first time that Donna had seen, fully exposed but for the steel that clasped her groin. Huge silicone breasts like some porn model, a narrow waist and wide hips. Smeared lipstick and tears that streamed down her face making tracks in the powder and rouge. Lara, on the other hand had obviously attended to her appearance. Her blouse lay open exposing the black lace bra, the skirt was straight and the seams of her stockings perfect. The smile on her lips showing her enjoyment at seeing daughter and friend meshed into each other so carelessly, breasts exposed, shock on their faces.

		

		“Mamma!” cried Chloe. “How many times do I have to tell you?”

		

		“You have no secrets from me,” said Lara smugly. “I’m your Mamma and don’t you forget it!”

		

		Chloe rolled her eyes and pulled the sheets over Donna with a small sigh before she said, “No Mamma, put her in the cage!”

		

		“I haven’t even asked you yet!”

		

		“I know and the answer is no. We don’t want Davina in our bed at the moment, so don’t even ask. Just put her in the cage and I’ll sort her out in the morning.”

		

		Lara turned and reached for the leash that hung from the maid’s neck. A small tug and she started to walk Davina to the large cage that was positioned at the end of Chloe’s bed. Donna watched with wide eyes, all of the subtle pleasures and after effects of the lovemaking had evaporated.

		

		“Mamma, you know what I mean, so put the bitch into the punishment cage outside and stop fooling around!”

		

		Lara made a slight clucking sound and led her victim out of Chloe’s room and slammed the door behind her.

		

		“She’s like this with any new girlfriend that I have,” said Chloe with a small sigh. “She just likes to tease and torment…”

		

		“Your mother frightens me!” said Donna.

		

		“She frightens me too.”

		

		“No, I mean it. She really does frighten me; I shiver at the thought of finding myself in her bed.”

		

		“Then play the game,” said Chloe. “That’s all you have to do, play the game!”

		

		The words did not comfort Donna and rang inside her head until at last she managed to drift into a deep sleep.

		

		*****

		Donna smiled her sweetest smile at the salesman and tried to look as helpless as possible. He took on a fatherly caring look and strolled to her to stand just an inch too close to be comfortable.

		

		“Is the car for you?” he began.

		

		“Me and my husband,” said Donna, “but really just for me.”

		

		“Then what you’ll be wanting is something a little smaller, something practical and easy to park then?”

		

		Donna smiled again and fluttered her eyelashes a little.

		

		“I was thinking of that one, but in red…”

		

		Donna pointed at the Mustang in Sapphire Blue that took central stage in the dealership.

		

		For a moment the salesman looked doubtful, his eyes went from the middle-aged housewife to the car and back as though he was trying to imagine her at the wheel.

		

		“That’s the most expensive car in the showroom, lady,” he said.

		

		Donna took a small step forward into his space and looked up.

		

		“Don’t you want to sell it then?”

		

		“Of course, I was just trying to say…”

		

		“And, the price?”

		

		“Er, about thirty thousand.”

		

		“What? For the four hundred horsepower V-8 convertible? I’ll take it.”

		

		The salesman stepped back.

		

		“Ma’am, that version costs over forty…”

		

		“Get me one tomorrow and I’ll pay thirty-eight in cash, darling. I want it in red, I want convertible and I want the manual box.”

		

		“Tomorrow? They take six weeks to order…”

		

		“Then forget it, idiot,” said Donna. “Do you think that I am going to pay for a car that I get in six weeks? Fuck you! Either tomorrow or forget it…”

		

		“I might be able to ring around.”

		

		“Then what the fuck are you waiting for?”

		

		The salesman turned and strode to his office. Donna followed and listened as he frantically called one dealership after the next. In the end he smiled and cupped the microphone with his hand.

		

		“Found one, you can have it early afternoon if you pay now…”

		

		“I’ll pay, but I want it in writing…”

		

		Donna pulled several wads of hundreds from her purse and slapped them on the table. The dealer turned back to the phone.

		

		“Send it over tomorrow morning, she’s paying now.”

		

		Donna smiled to herself as the salesman frantically counted the cash and then signed off a printed receipt.

		

		“It has a hundred miles on the clock, but it’s brand new…”

		

		“I’ll be back at two, the car had better be here then and ready to go.”

		

		“It will be, Ma’am,” he replied.

		

		Donna walked out of the salesroom without looking back. Something had changed, something in her had switched track. She was not the shy housewife who had been lucky as a writer. Now she was something wicked that was waiting to hatch from its chrysalis.

		

		Was it a butterfly or a hornet?

		

		Not even Donna knew the answer to that question.

		

	
		Third Verse – Second Person

		

		Donna was the first person, Chloe the third. The second person had always been Arnold. He had been the high school classmate, the boyfriend turned lover turned husband, the husband turned cheater and worse.

		

		In her heart Donna knew that he had slowed her, turned her from a high spirited young thing into a housewife whose escape was writing slushy romance novels. After she had become a success, Arnold had relaxed into being her husband while he had cheated with some woman whose identity Donna had not even thought to work out.

		

		Now he was about to move to a new position in her life, a position in which the person suffix was not going to be relevant. From second person, Arnold was about to find that he was to be relegated to non-person.

		

		*****

		

		A red Mustang stood in the driveway.

		

		Arnold, back from a trip to the strip, stood and almost rubbed his eyes in disbelief. He had never imagined that his wife, the dowdy and docile Donna could ever imagine buying a car like that. Red, it brooded on the driveway like a slumbering powerhouse. He recognized the exhaust, the details that announced that this was no ordinary Mustang, it was the top-of-the-range V8. The master of asphalt like no other car, a classic driving force of the open road. Manual change, convertible, red leather upholstery to match the flame red of the fenders.

		

		It was the car that Arnold did not realize that he had dreamed of driving!

		

		He strolled around it, admired the form, the curves and the bulging front end that could barely contain so much engine. It was a perfect present for him, he decided. Perhaps Donna had decided that she had to get him something because of the new house that she was building for herself?

		

		A whiff of the leather came to him and Arnold looked for the key in the dash, but the lock was empty. He dared not climb in over the door, his heel might scuff the polished paintwork.

		

		Eager to test his new toy he headed to the house where Donna would present him with the keys… Arnold opened the door and fumbled the keys and they fell to the mat. He bent down to pick them up and then looked up to see Donna heading toward him from the kitchen.

		

		There she stood, dressed in a tight knee-length skirt and a short leather jacket, sunglasses perched on her head. For a moment Arnold he stood there as if he did not recognize her. High heels, the soft rust-colored stockings and a small clutch bag under her arm.

		“Hello, dear,” she said.

		

		“Er, hello. Back already from your trip?”

		

		“Obviously, but where were you?”

		

		“I had some business…”

		

		“Well, I’m just popping out to do some shopping,” said Donna.

		

		Arnold almost let her pass in his surprise. There was something about her, something different. It was not the clothes or the long hair that had been pulled back to create a long single plait. It was something in her bearing that was different, something confident and compelling that she had never had before.

		

		“The car,” he said. “The Mustang?

		

		“Oh, that’s my new ride,” she laughed. “The old Crown gave up the ghost and I bought another Ford!”

		

		“For you?”

		

		“Of course for me, who else?”

		

		She stepped through the door and the car reacted to the remote in her hand with a loud thunk.

		

		“I thought…”

		

		“What did you think, Arnold?” said Donna as she stopped and then turned to face him with a questioning look.

		

		“The Mustang, I thought…”

		

		His voice trailed away to nothing and Donna turned back and opened the door to the bright red sports car. She slipped into the seat and slammed the door behind her.

		

		“I’ll be back in an hour or two, dear,” she shouted over the roar of the engine.

		

		Arnold watched with an open mouth as the car powered smoothly out of the driveway and disappeared up the road with a throbbing sound that sounded like heaven.

		

		*****

		

		A definition of shopping: a therapy for women; a chore for men.

		

		Donna had never cared before, but suddenly she discovered the sheer joy of pausing, selecting, comparing, deciding and finally buying clothes, shoes and accessories that she had never even noticed before. Men watched her pass in her new car, envious, aroused and wondering what woman could be driving that muscle car. Donna reveled in the experience and suddenly realized that this was what being rich really meant.

		

		She stopped for a coffee in an outrageously expensive café while a waiter parked her car and then headed for the shops that she had never visited before. The ones with French and Italian names, the ones that had no prices in the display windows. She flitted from store to store, not buying often, but then with no eye for the price. She measured up the flirting assistants and wound them around her little finger as she passed them her platinum plastic, the cards that she had never really dared use before.

		

		All the while she held a conversation with herself as she tried to decide how to move forward. Conflicting emotions, thoughts of Chloe, memories of cat-food, the fuck in the transporter rig and the man whose cock was shorter than her little-finger. And even less use for satisfaction.

		

		She had two choices, she decided.

		

		To go back to New Mexico or not.

		

		That was the basic dilemma.

		

		If she went back, then she had to run the full gauntlet, if not she was sure that she could forget Chloe, her mother and all of the other things that were positive and negative about that route. There was no doubt, she was tempted. Tempted to test the water, sleep with Chloe and savor her again. Go to her new house and make a new life away from Vegas and all of the suburban lackluster life that she was living there.

		

		It was seductive, but then, what would it do to Arnold? Would he become another Davina? An Annette or an Angela, guided by a woman that she had never met, trained to obey utterly. Scoured of personality except that allowed to him. Was that something that she could do to her own husband?

		

		The shopping helped her decide!

		

		She bought some shoes and found herself wondering what Arnold would think of them. He had been with her since high school. Yes, he had cheated, but now she knew how to get him back and hold him…

		

		Two hours after leaving, Donna returned to her humdrum house in the suburbs of Las Vegas, sure that she had made up her mind at last. She would fight for Arnold, win him over, involve him in her new life. Bring him back to her and show him that their marriage was worth saving.

		

		Perhaps, she would even give him the beautiful red Mustang?

		

		*****

		

		Donna knew that she still had to confront Arnold, tell him what a pig he was and then forgive him if he promised that she was the only one, but that was her decision and she was now sure.

		

		She pulled the Mustang up in the driveway and gathered her bags. Shoes, check. Little black dress, check. The small collection of jewelry and of course the beautiful LV silk scarf for when the open top pulled at her hair, check, check and check.

		

		She drew a breath and was glad at her resolution to give her marriage a real last try. After all, she owed it to herself as a romance novelist to make this a happy ending. Donna opened the front door and then stepped back in shock.

		

		It looked as though a bomb had hit the house. A broken mirror, the light fittings smashed on the floor. Furniture smashed to matchwood and clothes strewn down the stairs!

		

		Donna stood, indecisive.

		

		What if they were still in the house?

		

		Her next thought was Arnold, was he lying in a corner?

		

		Cautiously she entered the house and dropped her bags on the floor. She peered up the stairs and then peeped into the lounge. Debris and destruction was in every direction. Valuables strewn, electronics smashed to pieces. It looked less like a robbery, a house invasion, than sheer vindictive vandalism.

		

		Her heart in her mouth, Donna edged from lounge to kitchen where food, cutlery and smashed porcelain made the floor like the scene of an explosion. Her eye caught a movement and she stepped back before she realized it was a foot that came from under a smashed table that had twitched.

		She recognized the shoe and pulled the table off a husband who had been beaten and destroyed like the rest of the house. Cuts and bruises disfigured his face. One hand was smeared in blood where a shoe had trampled it and his eyes were half closed with swelling.

		

		He moved again.

		

		“Arnold, Arnold,” she wailed. “What happened, I’ll call nine-one-one.”

		

		He stirred, one eye opened and took in the scene of his worried wife who reached to cradle his head.

		

		“I’m OK,” were the first words he uttered.

		

		“No you’re not, dear,” she said. “I’ll be back in a sec; I’ve got to call the police.”

		

		“No, no, don’t call them.”

		

		“Pardon? If we are quick enough they’ll catch them, they can’t have got far!”

		

		“You can’t call them, that’s the joke.”

		

		“Don’t be silly,” she said. “What joke? This is not a joke, look at the state you’re in.”

		

		“If you call the cops, I’m in even deeper shit,” said Arnold in a querulous voice.

		

		Donna moved back, what was the matter with the man?

		

		“I owe them; I owe them big-time.”

		

		“Who, Arnold? Owe what?”

		

		“I had to pay back the hundred grand I borrowed and you were away…”

		

		“What the fuck do you mean, Arnold? What hundred grand, what are you talking about?”

		

		“I lost it all,” he moaned.

		

		For a moment he closed his eyes and tried to sit up, but his strength failed and he could only manage to lean on one elbow. Donna felt a pit open in her belly and half closed her eyes. What the hell had her husband got mixed up in?

		

		“Tell me…”

		Now her voice had a hard edge.

		

		“Three weeks ago, I borrowed fifty grand for a sure thing,” he said. “I got the drop on a race, it was fixed, so there was no chance on missing a ten to one shot at the MGM.”

		

		He saw the look in her eye and swallowed before continuing.

		

		“Couldn’t miss, the word was good…”

		

		“So you borrowed from a loan shark,” she said accusingly. “Then you put the lot on a horse?”

		

		“That’s it. When it came in second, I knew that you would give me the money when you came back, but you came two days late and then waltzed off to go shopping in your new car…”

		

		“Are you saying that this is my fault?”

		

		The tone of her voice should have warned Arnold, but he could not help himself.

		

		“Yes, no, well not exactly, but if you hadn’t rushed off then I could have explained and this wouldn’t have happened!”

		

		Donna looked down at him with contempt.

		

		“Where did you get the tip off for this can’t-lose horse?” she asked.

		

		“This girl in the Flamingo, she works on the sports desk and…”

		

		Donna clenched her fists and took a deep breath before she spoke.

		

		“Is this the woman who lost her bra in our bed?”

		

		Arnold blinked and then tried to look coy, but instead he just looked like a liar.

		

		“Bra? What bra?”

		

		“I found a bra, not one of mine of that I am sure, in our bed. I put it back and the next day I was gone. That fucking bra!”

		

		“Oh, there’s a reason for that,” he said.

		

		“A reason, what reason?”

		

		“Well, it’s like this…”

		

		Donna broke into his lie with a tutting sound.

		

		“Liar. You fucked a girl in our bed. She gave you a tip for a dud horse. You borrowed from a loan shark and today they came back for their money. Is that the story?”

		

		Arnold tried to rescue his tale.

		

		“The girl in the Flamingo is not the girl with the bra,” he started. “She’s different,” he said lamely.

		

		“So there are screwing two girls?”

		

		“It’s not like that,” he said.

		

		Donna watched her husband struggle to a sitting position. Broken crockery under his hands cut him, but finally he managed to sit up properly.

		

		“Please, we can sort this out.”

		

		“With a hundred grand?”

		

		“Er, yes. I suppose that’s the easiest way!”

		

		“You are a complete ass-hole, Arnold. A mother-fucking-cock-sucking-cunt-dorking-ass-hole!”

		

		The whole insult arrived like an express train. It tripped from her lips as she stood and looked around. Somehow this was so appropriate. As she came with a chance to rebuild and restart their marriage, he lay beaten in the wreck of everything that their marriage had been. A mass of crockery, furniture from R C Willey, ornaments from years of Christmas gifts from relations that neither knew or cared for them. Coffee table books ripped to shreds and Celine Dion CDs scattered like confetti.

		

		This is what it had all amounted to. A wrecked home, a train-wreck marriage, his affair with some Casino skank and a car that gave up the ghost on highway forty after two hundred thousand miles. Donna trod on one of the few plates that had escaped the loan sharks and split it with the metal of her high heel.

		

		It cracked.

		

		Arnold winced.

		

		Donna laughed out loud.

		

		“What’s their number?” she asked.

		

		“Who?

		

		“The fucking loan sharks.”

		

		Arnold reached with bruised fingers and pulled a business card from his pocket.

		

		“The Mafia have visit cards now?” she asked.

		

		“They’re modern, like a bank, sort of.”

		

		It was in that moment, that split second, that quantum of time that Donna knew that all of her careful thinking, all of her hopes for Arnold, all of her feelings of affection had been wiped clean. His answer was trivial, perhaps ironic, but it drained every last ounce of empathy from her battered soul.

		

		Donna turned on her heel. How could she reply to that? She dialed the number on the card and waited. The phone rang just once and a woman answered.

		

		“Yes?”

		

		“You know Arnold Grove?”

		

		“Of course.”

		

		“Meet me in the Flamingo, by the Blackjack in an hour and I will settle his debt.”

		

		“Who am I speaking to?”

		

		“The woman who’s going to pay you cash, that’s who. A hundred grand settles it all?”

		

		“There’s interest from today as well.”

		

		“Count it against the damage. I’ll pay the hundred K and the debt is settled. OK?”

		

		Donna heard the woman speak to a man, but the words were indistinct.

		

		The woman’s voice came back on and said, “OK, I’ll be there, just look out for the redhead with red jeans.”

		

		“Nice,” said Donna.

		“I like to think so…”

		

		The line went dead and Donna turned back to Arnold as he struggled to his feet.

		

		“Describe the slut that you had an affair with,” she said. “No names, just tell me what she looks like.”

		

		“Er, redhead, er, long legs.”

		

		“That’s it? That’s all you remember?”

		

		“She had a sort of mole on the side of her nose,” said Arnold. “Right side. She has pretty big tits as well…”

		

		As he spoke he smiled crookedly as if he was relating an amusing encounter, then Arnold stopped and looked at his wife as if realizing that he said the wrong thing.

		

		“Are you going to pay them?”

		

		“Yes, so you patch yourself up. We’ll be having words when I get back, at least get your lies in order! I have an hour to get to the bank and then the Flamingo, so don’t leave the house and wait for me.”

		

		Arnold nodded, struggled to stand up and then looked at his feet.

		

		For a moment, Donna was reminded of Davina. She always looked down, that was the way that Lara had trained her. There was too much similarity for Donna’s liking.

		

		Soon there would be more!

		

		*****

		

		The woman in the red hair had been more than honest. Her hair was not red as in a ‘redhead’, it was red as in a color that closely resembled Donna’s new car. A prominent mole on her nose added a little charm and confirmed what Donna had guessed. This debt had been created by the people who lent the money.

		

		Arnold had been scammed and never even known it.

		

		The two women moved to the elevators and then stepped inside.

		

		“The cameras are out on the fifth,” said the woman with red hair.

		

		“OK, that’s the place,” said Donna and she patted the small hold-all that she carried on the crook of her arm.

		

		The other woman nodded and watched the numbers change.

		

		“He’s a fucking cretin,” said Donna.

		

		The woman just gave a blank look.

		

		“You fucked his cock with those big silicone tits, you fucked his brain with the suggestion that he could cheat on the horses and then you fucked his life by demanding double back from him.”

		

		“It’s just business,” said the red head with a smile as she looked down on the wife of the man that she had fucked.

		

		“It’s just business, but it can get personal.”

		

		“Everything’s personal.”

		

		Donna felt the lift come to a stop and the doors opened. Two Chinese women stepped on board when they stepped out. Donna gave the bag to the woman and watched her as she leafed through the packets and counted them.

		

		At last she said “OK. All paid!”

		

		Donna stood waiting.

		

		“It’s fucking OK, bitch,” said the red-head. “Are you waiting for a mother-fucking receipt?”

		

		“No, I just want my bag back!”

		

		The woman looked exasperated.

		

		“I gave you the money, now give me my bag back,” said Donna.

		

		“I need it,” said the woman.

		

		“Then buy it, skank!”

		

		The woman looked at the bag and then pulled a hundred from a bundle and passed it to Donna.

		

		“OK. All paid!” said Donna imitating the woman’s southern drawl as she did so with a smile and then walked to the stairwell entrance.

		

		“Fuck you bitch!” said the red-head.

		

		*****

		

		That was the strange thing.

		

		Coincidence…

		

		On the outside there was nothing to see, on the inside it was all confusion and totally fucked up. The house and Donna had shared the same experience and the same description could fit either or both equally.

		

		Donna entered the house and saw the bags from her shopping on the stairs. They were items from another planet, another universe. Now she had forgotten what they contained, she just knew that they were from a past life.

		A life that had evaporated completely.

		

		She looked around and saw Arnold sitting on the one item of furniture that had resumed its place. He sat on the sofa and held an ice bag to his eye. A bandage wrapped his hand and he had managed to change his tattered trousers and T shirt.

		

		“I paid the bitch,” was all that Donna said.

		

		“Thanks, now let me explain what actually happened!”

		

		Donna looked at him and then turned on her heel and walked upstairs, carelessly knocking her shopping bags to the floor as she did so.

		

		When she reached the top she heard his voice call out, “It’s easily explained…”, but she did not hear the rest as she entered the bathroom.

		

		Upstairs there was less damage. It was almost as if the violence of the storm had died as it came upstairs and then expended itself in a cracked sink and a mirror that lay in shards under the shower curtain.

		

		She sighed.

		

		The bedroom was almost untouched. Donna lay on the bed and wept. The strain of the last couple of hours had drained her. The final little kick back at the red-head had emptied her rage and left her hollowed out.

		

		Now all that she could manage was to roll on her side, pull up her knees and weep.

		

		*****

		

		It would have taken days to clean up the mess. Donna did it in one short afternoon. She called in a company and told them to take everything that was moveable.

		

		Cost free!

		

		Three men worked for hours to fill their truck and then drove away to count their pickings.

		

		The next to arrive were the bathroom people. It took them three days to put in a new bathroom.

		

		“All that’s left is to sell the house,” said Donna to her husband in a tired tone.

		

		“Sell it?”

		

		“The realtor said two hundred thousand. It’s going on the market for fifty!”

		“That’s my money,” said Arnold.

		

		“You get half, that’s the hundred grand I paid to cover your debt,” snapped Donna. “I am thinking of divorcing you, Arnold!”

		

		Arnold looked shocked.

		

		“What did you expect, Arnold? Forgive and forget? I am going to New Mexico, stay or come with me, as you like. But, if you come with me you will do as I say and I can guarantee that as a fact. Make your own decision! If you’re a man then you’ll go away from Vegas, leave me and make your own way.”

		

		“Darling, I want to make this up to you,” whined Arnold.

		

		“No you don’t, you just want a teat to suck at.”

		

		“I mean it, Donna. I want to stay with you.”

		

		“Then you’ve made up your mind, come along for the ride, but you’ll wish that you hadn’t! One word out of place and I dispose of you. If I just get sick of the sight of you… the same.”

		

		There was something grimly satisfying about Arnold missing the warning tones in her voice. Something so right about the way that he walked into the trap. Something so thrilling about the new way that he would discover his wife’s dirty little secrets.

		

		Donna felt that she had offered him every chance, but as usual, Arnold made the wrong choice!

		

		*****

		

		The Red Mustang ate the miles.

		

		At the wheel, a woman in a fluttering Louis Vuitton silk scarf, lounging on the back seat, her husband. A man who was now bitter because she would not let him drive.

		

		They came onto the long straights and cruised at seventy, easily overhauling the rigs and other cars that pottered at their own slow pace. Donna wondered where the young man was, the trucker that she had played with in his truck. Chicago, Los Angeles or Pittsburgh? A slight warmth spread through her thighs as she recalled the way that she had mounted and used him for her own pleasure.

		

		Had Chloe been better?

		

		She was not sure.

		

		Yes, she was!

		

		Chloe had been better, by miles.

		

		In the back, Arnold wondered how he could persuade his wife to lend him the car that they were riding in. It was a man’s car, he told himself and it needed a man’s hand on the wheel.

		

		To the north came those bare rock mountains and then they were headed into the plains of New Mexico.

		

		Donna ignored every comment that he made and so at last he lapsed into sullen silence while she drove on steadily and the gas tank gradually emptied. At last, when the needle was on the red line, she pulled off the highway and headed down a narrow local road.

		

		A gas station appeared in front of them, trucks on the forecourt and a new building, a shanty shack being built by the main building.

		

		“Where in the fuck are we?” asked Arnold at last, as the Mustang pulled into the station.

		

		“Gas station,” said Donna tiredly.

		

		“I can see that!”

		

		Donna took the keys and climbed out of the car. She disappeared into the convenience store and then came out with a young woman with the largest breasts that Arnold had ever seen. Tight jeans, smoothly rounded hips, narrow waist and a heavily dolled up face.

		

		“Full,” said Donna to the dolly-attendant and then strolled back to the store without a backward glance.

		

		Arnold watched the amazing woman fill the car and tried to make conversation, while unnoticed, Donna watched him from the window of the store.

		

		“He can’t help himself,” said Chloe in her ear as she stood beside Donna.

		

		“I know,” answered Donna as she watched Arnold leave the car and start to chat up Davina as she pumped the gas.

		

		“In a few weeks’ time Davina will be pumping more than gas,” said Chloe as she pointed out the new building. “Fifty to fuck her tits, twenty a blow job,” she giggled. “There’s truckers from here to Amarillo who’d give anything to spill their come between those tits. I’m going to make their fucking dreams come true!”

		

		Donna tried to smile but the tension of the moment was too much.

		“Where’s Evelyn?” she asked.

		

		“See the Winnebago? That’s hers, just wait a moment…”

		

		Donna watched as Arnold tried to do two things at once. One eye on the store door, the other on the incredible Davina as she pulled the pump handle free from the car. To Arnold it seemed like Davina was pulling a wet cock from her warm cunt, a drip of gas splashed to the dust. Arnold moved to keep the door in his sight and then stopped Davina with a hand.

		

		A short conversation ensued.

		

		“I can’t believe this,” muttered Donna. “Is he really that easy?”

		

		“All men are, darling! I’ll bet that you warned him, I’ll bet he didn’t listen!”

		Donna felt a hand slip into the waistband of her jeans and relaxed to allow it to quest deep. The hand split to five fingers, one of which slithered smoothly into her cunt as she watched her husband follow the outrageously feminine Davina to the Winnebago. Donna felt a shiver and opened her thighs just as the door opened.

		

		A middle-aged woman stood in the doorway and said a few words before stepping aside to allow Arnold and Davina to enter the mobile home together.

		

		“She’ll fuck him,” said Chloe in Donna’s ear in a whisper.

		

		“He’s already fucked,” replied Donna hoarsely.

		

		The door slammed closed.

		

		Donna climaxed.

		

		*****

		

		“I think that without is better,” said Chloe. “It’s really a bit fifties and Elvis to drive with a scarf wrapped around your hair in an open topped sports car.”

		

		Donna nodded and folded the silk scarf. She was a little disappointed, she had sort of hoped to be a bit ‘Roman Holiday’ or perhaps ‘Natalie Wood’, but Chloe just thought that it looked dated.

		

		“OK, wear it, on you it works somehow!”

		

		“Now you’re calling me old fashioned!” said Donna.

		

		“Well, it sure suits this place,” said Chloe. “What the fuck, Donna!”

		

		The next phase of Donna’s building was taking shape. The Motel was done, or at least it would be when the adobe was complete and painted. One row of what had been the walk-in rooms had been restored to their former glory. Refurnished, modern and chic, they were the picture of nineteen sixties style with all of the latest comforts.

		

		“Donna, I don’t get it…” said Chloe as she looked at the restored motel. “I thought that you wanted to live here in seclusion, now you’re building all of this? Are you planning to run a motel?”

		

		Donna just smiled and led Chloe to the next part.

		

		The gas station had been restored. Workbenches, tools, office and till all fitted with the small store that was taking shape. Outside the canopy was coming into place and the pumps were being installed.

		

		“I have a different place to live,” said Donna. “Come with me…”

		

		Behind the motel and well off the road lay the tumbledown walled garden. By it a small cottage had taken shape. The only new building in the area it squatted in the sun by a tall windmill water-pump. Donna took her friend’s hand and led her to the shell of the new house.

		

		“Basement’s built, it’ll just be a small cottage really. A porch for the rocking chair, a fridge for the beers, a bed for fucking and sleeping and a cellar for my home help!”

		

		Chloe looked back to the motel and shrugged.

		

		“And the motel, is a motel, right?”

		

		“Is a motel and gas. I’ll bet you that it’s the busiest motel between LA and Chicago. No tourists, just a mixture of those who love my books and want to live in the author’s dream and those who love sixty-six and want to stay in the original atmosphere. It won’t make a fortune but it’ll do OK, I reckon.”

		

		Chloe shrugged and said, “A lot of money went in here…”

		

		“There’s more to come, Chloe. Because the next and last part is the walled secret garden in the old walls. It’ll be my special place…”

		

		“Sounds good.”

		

		*****

		

		That ass! That rack! The narrow waist… who cared that she had too much make-up on and had faded blonde hair? In the tight jeans and a T shirt that could barely contain her, she led Arnold across the forecourt of the gas station with a wiggle in her walk.

		

		That was because Chloe had ordered it and because Evelyn had demanded it.

		

		In Davina’s head there were rankings. An order of precedence, an order that would take priority should there ever be a conflict of interest.

		

		Chloe was important, she was to be obeyed, but there was little fear in Davina’s for her wife. Respect, a little love perhaps, longing and obedience, but fear there was really none. Lara, she was feared. Respect, obedience, submission and fear. The cane wielded in her hand made Davina weep just when she curled up in the dark and thought about it. The way that Davina’s mother-in-law took her, raped her for nothing more than the pleasure of her watching her tears. The awful things that Davina had to do to please her in bed, it was all a background for her fear, but there was a special reason why Davina feared Lara. Chloe used Davina as a tool, she used her as a toy whereas Lara actually enjoyed the pain and distress, she could climax just by fucking Davina, that made the fear grow.

		

		Then there was Evelyn.

		

		Evelyn was a sadist of the first water. A clear unflawed sadist in a perfect mounting who orgasmed as she invented torments for her victims. Davina had been the first, the experiment, the seeking of knowledge. Davina was terrified of Evelyn.

		

		The door to the Winnebago opened and Evelyn stood in the entrance. Davina had to clench her stomach just to avoid pissing herself in fear and managed to walk past the middle aged woman and into the darkness of the mobile home.

		

		She moved forward and hoped that she would be allowed out of the Winnebago soon. She looked back just in time to see the door close and the stranger, whom she had been sent to lure, enter the room and look around as if he expected to see something else.

		

		His eyes turned to Davina and he took a step and then stopped short at a click that was unmistakable. It was the click of the hammer being pulled back on a revolver. An old fashioned sound that often held more meaning than the actual sound of the hammer clicking back into place and firing a round.

		

		Arnold froze.

		

		“Arnold, my name is Evelyn. I think that we are going to get to know each other a little better in the next few weeks. Intimately you might almost say! Place your hands behind your back.”

		

		Arnold moved slightly and felt the muzzle of the pistol press against the back of his neck. Then it moved down, it traced a line the length of his spine, down the crack of his ass and came to rest pressing against his balls from between his thighs.

		

		“I asked once, perhaps you did not understand?”

		

		Arnold moved his wrists to cross behind his back.

		

		“Davina, please, the ties.”

		

		Davina moved cautiously up and pulled a nylon tie around the crossed wrists. He felt the woman who held the gun use it to stroke his balls a little and then her hand came to his wrists.

		

		“Listen,” began Arnold. “My wife Donna paid all the money, there’s no need for this, let’s talk.”

		

		He pitched his voice to sound reasonable and frank and started to turn to get a good look at the woman who held the gun.

		

		“We’ll see,” said the woman’s voice in his ear. “This is not about money…”

		

		He heard a ratcheting sound and his wrists were lifted up his back. Arnold struggled and then realized that his wrists were being winched up and that no matter what he did they would end where this woman wanted them.

		

		“Come on. What do you want?” asked Arnold.

		

		The woman walked around Arnold as if inspecting meat in a packing factory, then she pushed her face into Arnold’s and said, “Think of this as a love affair… It has begun, we saw each other fleetingly and I wanted you. Now we have met and will find out all of each other’s special secrets.”

		

		“The next part of our love story will be when we share everything,” she continued.

		

		The soliloquy became a lecture; “Sex, love, pain and emotion. Of course the shares might be a little uneven, but I’ll do what I can to get all of the good bits. Then where do lovers go next? Of course! They marry. They consolidate all of those things that they have learned to enjoy before they slowly drift apart. The last part will be the pain of separation and the finding out that there are others in the world who matter and have to be obeyed.”

		

		Evelyn paused for effect.

		

		“So, Arnold, my latest lover. Do you want to know the best part?”

		

		Arnold nodded and wondered if him screaming for help might be advisable.

		

		“Good, see, we’ll get along. The best part is that it all happens in just the space of a few short weeks. Love, pain, gratification, sex and nightmare. You and I will run the full gamut of emotions together and then we’ll see if you are fit to join Davina here…”

		

		Arnold looked at the blonde skank that he had followed and pleaded with his eyes.

		“Davina won’t help you,” laughed Evelyn. “She is shitting herself in terror that she might have to stay a moment more than necessary in my little Winnebago. Aren’t you Davina? She’s been with me before…”

		

		Davina nodded slightly and cast her eyes on the floor.

		

		Evelyn holstered the revolver in the back of the waistband of her jeans and her hand closed on Arnold’s jaw with a grip that felt exceedingly strong for the woman before him.

		

		“Let’s go!”

		

		The engine of the mobile home started with a roar and Arnold realized that they were not alone, there was a driver too. The roar settled down to a regular throb and Evelyn opened the door.

		

		“Get out, Davina. Remember, I’ll be back for you if I hear that you are being a naughty girl!”

		

		As Chloe’s husband jumped from the door, Evelyn slapped her behind. The Winnebago started to move and Arnold cried out as he swayed and the rope to his wrists pulled at his shoulders and arms.

		

		“You’ll be quiet if you have any sense, if you want to live,” said Evelyn as she passed him as the mobile home moved out of the forecourt.

		

		Her hands pulled on the belt of his jeans and Arnold tried to move to get away from her. Now at last he got a clear look at the woman who had abducted him. Dark hair pulled into an old fashioned bun, largish breasts under a tight black sweater, black jeans that covered rounded hips and boots that came to just below her knees, rows of laces pulled crisscross that ran from foot to knee. Her face was not beautiful, but rather strong with prominent cheeks and forehead. Evelyn’s lips were bright matte red and her eyes were gilded with gold and blue and long lashes that flickered up.

		

		Her hands had pulled the belt from his jeans, now she was unbuttoning them.

		

		“What the fuck?” cried Arnold.

		

		“What the fuck? That’s why you came in here after Davina like a raccoon on heat. This is the fuck…”

		

		Arnold looked down as her hands pulled down his jeans around his ankles and then ripped off his silk boxers like paper.

		

		“Let’s see what we’ve got here,” she said. “We have no secrets and so I’ll tell you one of mine! Perhaps.”

		

		“Please, please, whatever it is that you want, I’ll give it you, just let me go, please.”

		

		“Darling, I know that you will! We’ll get to that soon. Now then, let’s get back to where I was heading. Ah, yes, secrets. You see, you’ve showed me yours, now I’ll tell you my dirty little secret. I like huge cocks. Yes, I can see that you are surprised because most men think that all women want cock but just don’t dare say it out loud.”

		

		Her hand closed on his balls and squeezed a little. She smiled when Arnold winced.

		

		“Well it’s something that you’ll just have to get used to. Men are wrong and I am always right. I like a nice big throbbing, filling hard cock. An obedient big cock that comes when it’s ordered to and is lovely and sensitive for its real owner.”

		

		Her hand pulled on his cock and Arnold felt an erection take shape in her fist.

		

		“I can see that my words excite you. That’s good…”

		

		Evelyn stood and pushed against Arnold. The rough denim of her jeans pressed his cock against his belly and the swollen nipples that showed through her tight top pressed into his chest.

		

		“You won’t interrupt will you?” said Evelyn. “If I have to gag you I will be so tempted to thrash you as well… Now then, I was telling you all my secrets and then we were going to find out some of yours. Oops, did I miss that part? You get to tell me all of your fantasies, all of your fetishes and all of your dirty little secrets. The affairs, the fucking, what you dream of doing. Then I have another fetish of my own that sort of balances the first. I just love big tits. Not those outsized silicone tits that are impossibly round and taut, what I like are tits that are just naturally large. The sort that are just begging for loving…”

		

		Her hand played on his cock again and then slowly rubbed. His thighs parted a little and Evelyn smiled.

		

		“Your little reaction tells me where you are going to end up,” she said. “This is going to be such an interesting love affair. Like most women I suppose, I spend all my time trying to create the perfect man. The man that I want, the man that can just obey and beg and grovel to serve. A pretty little man who just loves to flirt and flutter his eyelashes. A nice mindless little pet who wants nothing more than to be fucked…”

		

		Evelyn’s hand moved into Arnold’s sight. Between thumb and forefinger was a small round pill that moved towards his lips. “Now then, a little prescription for my sick little boy…” said Evelyn. “Aunty wants to make you well.”

		

		Arnold looked down at the hand and pressed his lips together firmly in rejection.

		

		“Open wide,” said Evelyn. Her lips twisted into a small patient smile, “Take your medicine and then your new life can begin.”

		

		He felt her other hand close on his vulnerable balls and squeeze lightly. Her nails scratched the delicate skin under them as they were gathered into her palm. The gentle pressure became discomfort and he tried to move away from her, but there was no escape.

		

		“Please, please, whatever you want…” he said.

		

		The hand moved and flicked the pill and the hand closed over his mouth, stifling his words and then pinching his nose while the hand that had him in her grip tightened making him stand on tip-toe as the Winnebago swayed around a corner and he almost lost his footing, wrenching his arms up his back as a lancing pain tore through his shoulders.

		

		“This is what I want,” said Evelyn. “I want you to swallow.”

		

		Arnold tucked the pill under his tongue so that he could not swallow it by accident and he clamped his jaw closed as he struggled for breath. He tried to kick out, but the swaying of the mobile home turned his aggression into a struggle for equilibrium.

		

		Under his tongue saliva slowly dissolved the pill. The hand on his face clamped ever tighter and Evelyn pushed her face closer to his.

		

		Soon he would feel giddy and weak and then the waking dream would begin, the one that merged reality and hallucination, fear and compliance.

		

		His cock stood straight, pressing against the woman who tormented him, the rough jeans stretching and arousing as her nails bit into his flesh. The strong hand on his face allowed a gasp of breath through his nose as he swallowed, his own reactions betraying him at last.

		

		Evelyn felt the warmth and wetness of his fear as his bladder slackened in panic and stood back from him to enjoy the sight of her victim lose control.

		

		*****

		

		Donna had never written two books at the same time. It took enough emotional energy to write one without confusing the characters and settings in the rush of words that took her whenever the mood was on her.

		

		She sat on the small porch of the house and squinted a little at the paper that stuck from the old fashioned typewriter before picking up the red pen and circling a few words and crossing out a phrase or two. The novel was going well, and she knew that her fans would love it and the publisher would be rubbing his hands in anticipation of the proceeds.

		

		Then there was the other book that she was working on, the one that could never be published, the one that was the story of her own voyage.

		

		She pulled the sheet from the typewriter and arranged it neatly on top of the pile of other pages. A month or three would see it finished and then the editing would begin.

		

		A door opened behind her, a hand came to rest on her shoulder.

		

		Chloe!

		

		A tension filled her, but she did not look around at the woman who had taken over her life. She just felt the hand that massaged her for a moment before Chloe stepped into view and bent over the latest page of the novel to inspect the work so far.

		

		“Stolen kisses and impossible romance,” said Chloe.

		

		“The hero always gets his way,” said Donna. “It’s what the reader wants!”

		

		“So much more is possible,” said Chloe. “Most women just don’t know how much power that they have over the men in their lives.”

		

		The hand on the shoulder moved down and came to cup a breast, finger and thumb teasing until the nipple stood rigid.

		

		“You are proving that,” said Donna.

		

		“It’s just playing the game.”

		

		“You are obsessed by sex,” said Donna as the tension mounted and a warmth spread between her thighs.

		

		“Can you prove that?”

		

		Donna put her hand on Chloe’s hip and hooked a finger into the top of her jeans.

		“I think that I can.”

		

		There was a lump in Donna’s throat. It was so difficult to shake the ever growing need that was taking over her life, the need that was so complicated by a fear of Chloe’s mother.

		

		“Fuck me!” said Chloe.

		

		The sheer lust was overwhelming, it had never been like this with men, a compulsion to surrender to someone so completely. Donna had discovered a new emotion, love and anxiety stirred to create a tension that was all consuming.

		

		Donna stood, her hand pulling at Chloe, pulling her closer, knowing that she was consumed but powerless to resist.

		

		“Mamma is waiting,” whispered Chloe.

		

		“I know. But, please, this time, let’s be alone…”

		

		“Davina needs to be punished, she’s been a naughty little slut, Mamma just wants to do what’s right.”

		

		“This is so wrong, please, let’s get away.”

		

		“You know that you want it, baby, you know that it excites you, Mamma knows best!”

		

		There was a weakness in Donna’s legs, an inability to run, to get away from the attraction of her own fixation. Loving Chloe was impossible without accepting everything that twisted her integrity, but loving Chloe was what she so needed.

		

		“I love you,” said Donna.

		

		Chloe smiled and pulled her close.

		

		“That’s so sweet,” said Chloe with a small smile. “All you have to do is follow where I am taking you.”

		

		“It’s so difficult, I don’t know if I can do this!”

		

		“Of course you can, darling. The game never ends; all you have to do if you want me, is to follow my rules…”

		

		Donna closed her eyes and felt Chloe’s lips close on hers. They pouted to part hers and a questing tongue slipped between to brush her own. The finger and thumb on her nipple rolled the sensitive swelling causing a heat that was so difficult to resist.

		

		Chloe withdrew and her other hand moved from Donna’s waist to slide down the front of her jeans, past the waistband of her knickers and come to rest with a fingertip resting at the brink of pushing into her drenched sex.

		

		“Come along, Donna. Mamma is waiting for us!”

		

		“Please don’t do this!”

		

		“You want it, darling, you need it.”

		

		Chloe’s small laugh filled Donna’s senses as she found herself being led into the shadows of the dark house. The finger that had threatened carried out its threat as Donna stumbled a few steps, it slipped into her, coursed over her clitoris and poised to enter her in the tightness. It pulled at her, leading her forward to the bedroom where passion and corruption waited.

		

		Lara stood watching as her daughter led Donna into the bedroom. The thin switch in her hands flexed, slightly as Donna looked away from her and was gently pushed on to the bed. Clothing was stripped, discarded on the bed, while the cane tapped with small twitches.

		

		She allowed herself a small glance at Davina. She saw a pale form, bent over the narrow cage at the end of the bed whose face stared at the wife who now cuckolded her.

		

		As the first small groans of lust and rustling of sheets overwhelmed the silence, she attended to the task in hand. One manicured hand slowly crept to her breasts, teased a little and then moved to part the slit in her skirt to part the lips of her pussy. The other swished the cane, adding counterpoint to the whimpers that came from Chloe and Donna, lost in their play. The feeling of command was overwhelming, the need at an exalted peak as the first cut of her cane coincided with the stroking of fingers that made her gasp with lust.

		

		The excitement was overwhelming.

		

		*****

		

		He was so hungry, that the smell that wafted down as Evelyn opened the tin did not even dent the emptiness that had to be filled. Arnold kneeled in the cage and looked up at the woman who had starved and punished him for a week. The blinkers on the hood allowed just a small window that was filled with the heels of her shoes, the seams of stockings that followed the contours of calves and the ankles that tented the nylon over her smooth white skin.

		

		He tipped his head a little to follow those lines to the narrow hem of her skirt and then further up the colossus that carefully tipped the contents of a can into a bowl. Saliva gathered in his mouth, confusion filled his mind. He saw a long-nailed hand take a pill and crush it, sprinkling the dust over the bowl. The feet moved and he could not help but watch them turn to face him. The seams disappeared, now he could admire the long toe-nails that curved under the nylon and the delicate tattoo that started under the patent leather and wound its way to become dainty flowers that made a posy of her feet.

		

		“Good Kitty,” said the voice from above.

		

		A hand came into view, the bowl held carefully as it was slipped through the opening in the bars to come to rest between his fettered hands.

		

		“Eat it all up, now!”

		

		Now that the bowl was before his face, the reek of the fish in the cat-food filled his nostrils and dampened Arnold’s hunger. His eyes turned down from the vision of the woman that stood over him and came to rest on the polished stainless steel of the bowl and the heaped purée that had been presented to him.

		

		“If you are a good kitty, I have a little reward for you,” said the voice from above. “If you don’t…”

		

		The threat was left unspoken, but already he knew that the woman that was training him had no limits.

		

		Arnold’s head bent and his nostrils came close to the horrible offering. He essayed a lick that filled his senses with revulsion, fish, offal festering meat.

		

		“Lick it clean before I return, kitty. I want the bowl spotless…”

		

		He looked up from the bowl and saw those stiletto heels move, turning away, bearing the columns of the legs across the room to the door and he knew that he would obey.

		

		Hunger consumed him.

		

		He swallowed and saliva dripped from his mouth to the bowl. The second mouthful was better than the first, and suppressing his nausea less of a struggle.

		

		The man shackled in the cage emptied the bowl. He pushed out his tongue to gather the scraps and managed to hold the edges of the dish with his fingertips to keep it in place as every scrap was consumed.

		

		Now he was thirsty, more than thirsty he was parched.

		

		Arnold felt a familiar lassitude overcome him. A dreamy state that caused him to rest his head as well as he could on the shiny bowl. The faraway state overcame his mind, it unwound his thoughts, calmed his fears. It closed his eyes and he felt calm and at peace.

		

		It was all so very easy, this new life.

		

		No problems to solve, no need to fret or worry about everything that had made his former life so difficult. Just a warm feeling that engulfed his mind and left him in a thoughtless amiability in which the hand that fed him, the hand that punished him, the hand that pleasured him was the only thing in his universe.

		

		He felt an erection stiffen at the thought of what that glorious hand could do to make him contented and opened his thighs a little to allow him to admire the size and stiffness of him.

		

		It knew what he needed, it teased and slowly massaged, played and satisfied. The hand had even forced him to come, a slow massage that had taken hours to push him to a climax that had been the best he could remember. 

		

		*****

		

		Evelyn looked down at the pet that gazed up at her. The bowl had been licked clean as ordered, the time had come to move Arnold along to the next stage of the training. She squatted by the front of the cage and extended a hand to stroke him affectionately.

		

		“Well done,” she said in a soft tone. “I think that you need a little reward.

		

		She watched his eyes light up and moved her hand down to stroke his cheek and push a finger between his lips. He responded and sucked at the finger while his eyes were drawn to the bent legs and the darkness under her skirt.

		

		“Time to allow you out, I think,” she said.

		

		Arnold’s lips moved, but no sound came.

		

		She opened the cage door and swung it wide.

		

		“It’s time to name you,” she said as she clicked open the small padlocks that herd his wrists to the bars at the bottom of the cage.

		

		Arnold stretched his arms a little and flexed his hands. His hips moved and he assayed a small movement of his legs.

		

		“There are rules,” she whispered to him. “There are always special rules to keep you safe…”

		

		He emerged from the cage onto the hard floor of the cell with slow movements, crawling towards her as she backed away and then stood to tower over him.

		

		“From now, your name is ‘Kitty,” she said. “A cute name. What do you think?”

		

		Arnold nodded and pulled his legs under him to sit kneeling before Evelyn. His erection swayed and he looked down at it and moved his hands to touch it.

		

		“That’s the first rule, Kitty. No touching!”

		

		His hands moved to come to rest on his thighs.

		

		“I decide when Kitty is allowed to play with herself, do you understand?”

		

		He looked up at her and his lips moved again. Clearly the punishments that had chastised every word over the last week still were in full effect, but his hands twitched and moved again to hold his cock and stroke it.

		

		“Naughty Kitty,” said Evelyn severely. “What did I just tell you?”

		

		His lips moved again, but this time he spoke, the words just audible in a whining tone.

		

		“I can’t help myself…”

		

		“Do you want me to help you?” said Evelyn as she watched his fingers play over his cock.

		

		Kitty looked down and then looked up at her. His clouded mind swam in a muddle of fractured thoughts that could not be expressed as coherent ideas. They were emotions that swung this way and that, focused on the stockinged legs that towered over him.

		

		“What you are doing is disobedient, Kitty. Disobedience is always punished, but I can help you learn how to please me and reward you, would you like that?”

		

		His lips mouthed a ‘yes’, but his hands still played with himself.

		“That’s better, Kitty,” she said. “What I am going to do is for your own good.”

		

		She bent down and took his wrists and lifted them to his shoulders. I want you to stay still. No touching!”

		

		Her heels clacked on the tiles as she fetched a handful of items while he sat watching her with his hands trembling by his shoulders. The first two belt-like straps were threaded under his arms and were buckled tight holding his arms bent in position before Evelyn locked them into position.

		

		“There, that’s better now,” she said. “Now you have to be a good Kitty for me! Now I want you on all fours…”

		

		Kitty rocked forward and then back, and looked up at his owner with tears streaming.

		“Do you want me to help?”

		

		The reply was a small nod. She nodded and unbuckled the hood that covered his head.

		

		“I think that this is a better idea,” she said as she slipped the hood and blinkers off. “Now that I have decided that you are my little Kitty, you have to become the perfect pet. I think that it’s time for you to find out what a good owner I can be!”

		

		She lowered him onto his elbows and then strapped his ankles to his thighs, leaving Kitty straining to bend his neck and look up at her.

		

		“That’s so much better! In fact, you have done so well that I’ve decided to show you how enjoyable it can be to be well behaved.”

		

		He watched the middle aged woman pull latex gloves onto her hand and take a tube of cream and ensure that it was well spread. Kitty heard the steps as she walked around to the rear and then his hips twitched as a hand reached between thighs to take his cock in a tight grip.

		

		“I want to hear a purr,” came Evelyn’s voice as her hand moved up and down with slow strokes. “My pets are always content…”

		

		A moan came from Kitty’s throat and then a strange feeling came as Evelyn felt the smooth cream slicked up and down to cover the cock that had now swollen to its utmost. Evelyn smiled as she slipped the clear plastic tube over the straining member and turned it a little to make a good seal at the root.

		

		“You are going to be such a perfect pet,” she said as she turned on the pump and allowed her hand to drop. “I have decided that you are going to be so special…”

		

		The motor of the pump made a slow hum as Evelyn attached the sensor wires to the tube, then she stood back and admired her handiwork. That little cock, just a few inches of hardness swelled and then shrank as she watched, the tip nearly eight inches from the place where the suction tube was attached at the tip. In a week it would have reached the end and then another would be attached to finish the task.

		

		Kitty’s face slid through emotions that mirrored ecstasy and disappointment as the machine took the cock almost to the point of climax and then relaxed to start again as soon as it had sensed that the moment had passed.

		

		“I think that you are so lucky,” said Evelyn as she stood looking down on the man who was being tormented by the pump. “I am going to have something special to play with…”

		

		The cock swelled again in the tube and a small hiss came from the edge of the tube. Evelyn adjusted the junction between rubber gasket and swelling flesh until she was satisfied.

		

		“Please, let me!”

		

		“Maybe later,” laughed Evelyn.

		

		It took just a minute to attach the thin chains that would keep her little project in place before she placed a bowl of water on the floor.

		

		“See, you have been good, so I am looking after you!”

		

		Kitty looked up and watched as Evelyn went to sit down on the armchair that faced him. He was torn between lapping at the bowl and watching as her legs parted and she unzipped the front of the skirt to reveal the tops of her stockings. Her legs parted a little more, her hand moved to unbutton her blouse and expose her large breasts to tease the nipples.

		

		Her thoughts went to the group of women that she had created.

		

		They would be so amazed at her latest creation.

		

		The low hum of the pump filled the silence.

		

		Her fingers rolled the stiff nipples.

		

		*****

		

		“What is happening to Arnold?” asked Donna. “It’s been four weeks now.”

		“It’s a surprise, darling,” said Chloe as she sat down facing her lover. “Evelyn is making something so special for us and it can’t be rushed. How is the latest novel coming along?”

		

		In answer Donna patted her hand on the pile of paper that had grown to several inches thick.

		

		“It’s nearly finished.”

		

		“That’s good. Mamma has invited us over…” said Chloe. “She wants to discuss a few things!”

		

		“I don’t know if I want to go,” said Donna.

		

		“Don’t be silly, Donna. She has a great idea and just wants to ask you what you think.”

		

		At the mention of Lara, Donna swallowed and looked at Chloe as if for guidance.

		

		“We can play a little?”

		

		“Of course, Mamma will be there for us.”

		

		Donna looked down and felt unease. It seemed that the only times that Chloe wanted to make love was when Lara was there, watching, observing. Of course, those little games were so special, so demanding and so very satisfying, but somehow it seemed wrong that they never made love alone, without Chloe’s mother standing scrutinizing every gasp.

		

		“We could make love now,” said Donna, not daring to look up from the words on the paper.

		

		“What here? What would Mamma say?”

		

		“Do you love me?” asked Donna suddenly.

		

		“Of course I do, darling!”

		

		“Then why not now? Here?”

		

		“Because Mamma does not allow it.”

		

		“Please!”

		

		“Donna, it would not be right to keep secrets from Mamma.”

		

		“We could tell her…”

		

		“Don’t be silly. She really likes you, would you want to throw all of that away and make her angry? I think that she is just trying to look after me and how can that be wrong?”

		

		Donna sighed and pulled the last paper from the typewriter. She felt so grateful to Chloe for helping her to set up the motel and furnish her new house, how could she make it plain that all she wanted was to be alone with her friend and lover and enjoy their passion away from the brooding presence of Lara.

		

		“I just get the feeling…”

		

		“You cannot have everything,” laughed Chloe. “Mamma has helped so much and now you are starting to act all ungrateful!”

		

		“I just feel frightened of what we are doing,” said Donna plaintively. “It’s like you’re grooming me.”

		

		“Darling, just relax, let her decide what is best for us and concentrate on the novel and the motel. Accept the whole package, because you cannot pick and choose everything as you like!”

		

		Chloe stood up and then leaned on the table with her hands. Donna could see into her cleavage and felt her heart skip a beat.

		

		“Do I have to choose?”

		

		“Of course not, there is no choice and you know it! If we make her angry by lying and cheating she will find a way to get what she wants and neither of us want that to happen.”

		

		Donna felt butterflies in her belly. Every time that she tried to pull Chloe from her mother’s apron strings the conversation always turned this way. Veiled threats, subtle threats of blackmail as Chloe exposed Donna’s fears to the light.

		

		“All I want is for us to be together,” said Donna.

		

		“There’s nothing stopping us except your own doubts!”

		

		“There’s your Mamma.”

		

		“That’s not true at all! She’s the one that allows us to be together, she is the one who protects us…”

		

		Donna squared the pile of papers and banded them together.

		

		“So we’ll go round later?” asked Chloe.

		

		Donna tried to smile, but the muscles in her face refused to cooperate.

		

		“I’ll take that as a yes, then,” said Chloe.

		

		Donna nodded.

		

		*****

		

		The screen went blank for a few moments and a soft voice filled Kitty’s ears. There was no relief. The pornography was continuous. Every film was the same but different! The same, because the women were always dominant, different because the men and women who were obedient always submitted in different ways. Sometimes they were the chained and fettered plaything, passive and abused, sometimes they performed for their owner. Sometimes, they were rewarded and these were the films that Kitty loved the most as she focused on the reward that came for good behavior.

		

		Sometimes they resisted, they were disobedient and were punished in a thousand ways. Kitty found that she could not watch these and closed her eyes, but the sounds could never be silenced.

		

		Kitty looked down her body and felt not a little pride and a great deal of satisfaction that his owner was pleased with his progress. The smooth latex that clung to Kitty made her look like some of the actors in the films. Contoured, defined and ready to be used. The only part of himself that he could see was the magnificent organ that swelled inside the plastic tube. She watched in fascination as she swelled, veins tracing from root to just under the swollen smooth tip. She could feel the tautness, the urge to come that never quite arrived and wished that she would be permitted to be like the men in the films who splashed shoes with come in reward for their good behavior.

		

		A thought came to Kitty and she tried to hold onto it, but the film that was now showing was her favorite. She felt a rising excitement as the titles showed and the thought slipped from her mind. For a moment she had been wondering about a question that vexed her occasionally. Why was Kitty a ‘she’ when her owner was so plainly creating something so focused on manhood? The thought passed and the film began in earnest.

		

		Kitty loved it because it was so similar to her own condition. A man, fettered to lurch on elbows and knees, a woman who was, if Kitty dared think such a thing, as attractive as Evelyn. An enormous cock that was milked with slow strokes, splashing milky come at the command of the delighted owner. As the scene was set and the man was led out of his cage, Kitty felt an anticipatory thrill as she watched the woman slowly pull on her gloves to drain her pet.

		

		Eyes riveted to the screen, Kitty watched in rapture as the hand reached down and fondled cock and balls. She shuddered as it closed around the stiff prick and felt her hips move in sympathy with the long slow strokes that would end in just a few minutes. A new feeling came to her, for the first time she felt her cock swell and rub against the end of the tube that pulled at her. The feeling was exquisite, a rhythmic contact that promised so much.

		

		The sensors detected the imminent climax and the suction lessened.

		

		At first, Kitty felt disappointment, a loss that distracted her from the screen. She looked at herself and saw that she was so close to the end of the tube that she could not understand why she could not feel it. The need to come was overpowering, she looked back at the screen and felt the machine restarting.

		

		All she had to do was to fool the sensors…

		

		She held her breath, choking off her need for breath, trying to control her need as she did so. Once again the sensitive tip of her reached the end of the tube and she knew that she was on the very brink of coming.

		

		The need to breathe was so strong, but Kitty’s need to come was greater still. She saw dancing spots before her eyes until the film was just a blur. For the first time in such a long time she was closer than she had ever been. She released her breath with a gasp and looked down as the sound of the pump died, but she had fooled the machine!

		

		A spurt of come dribbled from her cock as she watched. Her balls tightened and the spurts grew stronger as she climaxed at last, clouding the clear tube with splatters of come, bucking her hips in a futile attempt to fuck.

		

		On the screen, the bound man came at last, second best in a race to the finish, while Kitty suddenly felt a feeling of terror as she realized that her owner would be so angry at what had happened.

		

		She had been a naughty Kitty and spilled the cream!

		

		*****

		

		“It’s ideal, and more than possible,” said Lara to Evelyn. “All I have to do is to get the signatures on the licenses and then we can start.”

		

		“Are you sure that she’s going to sign?” asked Evelyn.

		

		“In the next week or so…”

		

		A chime issued from Evelyn’s bag and she pulled out her mobile phone.

		

		“One moment,” she said as she played her finger over the screen.

		

		She looked at the screen and chuckled before switching off the phone and slipping back into her bag.

		

		“What is it?” asked Lara.

		

		“I think that I slipped up,” said Evelyn. “I have to get back…”

		

		“Already? You just arrived.”

		

		“Kitty has been naughty…”

		

		“I thought that you had her well in hand?”

		

		Evelyn laughed and stood up.

		

		“She’s further along than I realized! I meant to swap out the ten-inch tube tomorrow, but she beat me to it. There’s no getting around it, I have to sort the mess out immediately.”

		

		“Does this mean that we have to move everything forward then?”

		

		“Possibly! Call them up and ask to move the appointment forward.”

		“That means that you will have to take Kitty off the drugs…”

		

		Evelyn slung her bag over her shoulder and shrugged her shoulders.

		

		“I did that a week ago, poor darling Kitty is almost ready for the next stage. In a month she will be ready for use.”

		

		“Oh, that’s good news. That means that we just need three more before we can start. Davina, Lucia, Greta and Kitty makes four, there will be three rooms that will need occupants.”

		

		“That’s if you can get Donna to sign on the dotted line of course. I think that it will be more difficult than you think!”

		

		“Chloe will make it happen, after all it was her idea in the first place!”

		

		“I have to be off now; Kitty needs to be punished! The longer I wait around here the harder it will be!”

		

		“Let Lucia do it!” said Lara. “Just call her up, she has to learn soon anyway.”

		

		“Not without supervision, no, I’ve really got to hurry.”

		

		“I’ll call later.”

		

		“Yeah, keep me up to speed. We are this close.”

		

		Evelyn held up her hand with thumb and forefinger just half an inch apart.

		

		“I think that we’re this close…” said Lara as she held up her own hand with thumb touching forefinger. “I’ll let you know tonight.”

		

		“Call me!”

		

	
		Fourth Verse – Non Person

		

		Donna pulled the car up at the gas station and went to the pump. Though she was the only person filling up there were five huge trucks lined up at the front. She looked over at the small shack that stood just to the rear and shook her head. It was strange how word spread so fast, she thought. Four weeks ago this had been a deserted place with just the locals tanking up and buying supplies. Now trucks headed off the highway and pulled up to spend their money at the only truck-stop that offered more than just gas and a cup of coffee.

		

		As she filled the Mustang, she watched Chloe in the driver’s seat. She loved to drive the sports car and occasionally Donna gave her the keys just to enjoy the sheer pleasure that she got from being behind the wheel of something other than her old pick-up truck.

		

		Chloe was leaning forward and straightening up her lipstick. It was one of the changes that Donna realized that she had wrought. The jeans had got tighter, the checked shirts had been replaced by short tops that exposed the flat belly and a little makeup had begun to appear on that attractive face.

		

		Donna heard the clunk of the pump as the tank was filled. She went into the store to pay for the gas and found herself in a queue of two truckers who were ordering coffee and all day breakfasts. One of them winked at her and she nodded neutrally in reply.

		

		“You working here, babe,” said the trucker.

		

		“Just getting gas,” she replied.

		

		“I’ll fill you up…”

		

		Donna felt herself blush and she hurriedly paid the woman behind the counter and grabbed her change.

		

		“See you around,” said the trucker as he picked up his food.

		

		“Yeah, right,” mumbled Donna as she managed to get outside, avoiding the hand that attempted to pat her fanny.

		

		Outside, Donna stuffed her change into her jeans and headed to her car. As she did so the door of the truck nearest her car opened and Davina poised at the ladder. Her blouse was open and her breasts swung free for a moment before she climbed down the ladder.

		

		Donna hurried and slipped into her car with a feeling that she had escaped.

		

		“Let’s go,” she said as Chloe started the car with a roar.

		

		With the gas station disappearing behind them, Donna looked at Chloe and said, “Next time we fill up further down…”

		

		“Whatever for, that’s ten miles on the freeway?”

		

		“Those truckers…” said Donna.

		

		“Oh, don’t mind them,” said Chloe. “Mamma said that she’s moving the business in the next month.”

		

		“Thank God for that,” muttered Donna.

		

		They drove in silence, pulling up in the dust by the small adobe villa where Chloe and Lara’s pickup was standing. Donna opened the door, but before she could get out of the car, Chloe put a hand on her knee to stop her.

		

		“Listen,” said Chloe. “I just want to get something straight before we meet up with Mamma.”

		

		Donna turned to face her lover.

		

		“What’s that?”

		

		“She’s got a little business proposal, honey. It’s real important that you think about it!”

		

		Donna felt her heart sink just as the hand on her knee slipped up her thigh and nestled in the warmth where they pressed together.

		

		“I’m not sure at all about going into business with Lara,” she said.

		

		“You should be calling her ‘Mamma’ now. Her name’s for strangers so it’s just right that you think of her as your mamma.”

		

		It seemed a small thing, so Donna smiled and nodded.

		

		“OK then, I don’t know if I want to be part of Mamma’s business!”

		

		“Course you do,” laughed Chloe. “First of all it’s a sure fire thing and secondly it’s all legal and correct. All I’m asking is that you listen to her and think it over, proper like.”

		

		“I’ll listen,” said Donna in a hard tone.

		

		“Everything hangs on this,” persisted Chloe. “Us and everything!”

		

		Donna looked at Chloe and wondered how it was that she was so ready to risk what she and Donna had for Lara’s sake. She nodded and pulled away from the hand that had buried itself between her thighs.

		

		“I said that I’ll listen to Mamma!”

		

		“Well, you make sure that you do, because, like I said, I wouldn’t want you to find that you’re in trouble!”

		

		Donna watched Chloe get out of the car and felt a shiver run down her spine. ‘What did she mean by that’, she wondered. ‘More blackmail?’

		

		A thought occurred to her and she changed the subject.

		

		“What’s going on with Arnold?” she asked.

		

		“Oh, he’s safe with Evelyn. There’s no way that he’s going to bother you.”

		

		“What I meant was; where is he and what is Evelyn doing to him?”

		

		“Just a little work that needs doing,” laughed Chloe. “He’ll be ready in a few weeks and then you’ll see what a couple of months with Evelyn can do to someone!”

		

		Donna shuddered and hoped that Chloe had not noticed.

		

		“She’s teaching him how to behave, that’s all. His cheating and lying days are over, that’s for sure!”

		

		The door to the small house opened and Lara stepped out.

		

		“Come inside, girls,” she said as she embraced Donna and kissed her on the lips. “I’m so glad that you came over. I made some chili special for you, just the way that you like it.”

		

		*****

		

		Kitty looked up at Evelyn.

		

		“You have been very naughty,” she said. “What are the rules?”

		

		“Please, I couldn’t help it,” muttered Kitty as she looked up and hoped for a smile of understanding.

		

		“I asked, what are the rules? There are no excuses!”

		

		Kitty hung her head and stared at her feet.

		

		“I mustn’t come,” she said dejectedly.

		

		“Exactly! So you know the rules and yet you still broke them,” said Evelyn. “So, what happens next?”

		

		Kitty looked up again. Now there were tears in her eyes. Words choked in her throat and she let out a small moan.

		

		“You knew what would happen if you broke the rules,” said Evelyn as she started to step around her pet. “I am so disappointed with you. Tonight was going to be so special and now you’ve spoilt it for me.”

		

		Kitty tried to keep Evelyn in her sight, but she moved behind and switched off the pump. She sighed theatrically and slapped the huge cock that hung between his legs with her palm.

		

		Kitty yelped at the contact and tried to close his legs, but the chains pulled tight and the next slap went to the dangling balls that hung temptingly for punishment.

		

		“You were doing so well, now the reward that I was going to give you has been spoiled,” said Evelyn. “I can’t ignore what you did, you realize that, don’t you?”

		

		Kitty nodded and looked down at the empty food bowl that he longed her to fill. Kitty felt a sickening nausea at her failure to please. What had possessed her to break the rules?

		

		“Well, the punishment always has to fit the crime,” said Evelyn. “Otherwise you just won’t learn, will you?”

		

		Sounds of Kitty’s owner changing her arrangements came to Kitty’s ears while she struggled to see what was about to be done. In the corner of her eye she could see tubes and wires being organized and then the small stopper in her ass was pulled free.

		

		A hand took the dangling, half stiff cock and played with it for a moment before something tight and flexible was worked over the rising erection.

		

		“You’re going to find out what it’s like to be pushed to the limit, Kitty!”

		

		Something pressed into Kitty’s rear and swelled as a hissing noise filled the room.

		

		“I expect you to learn a very important lesson tonight, Kitty.”

		

		Kitty squeaked as the she felt something move inside her and then a strange pleasant sensation that made her cock twitch in sympathy. A vibration started followed by a strange sensation in Kitty’s rear that made her gasp. It was warm, slowly the sensation gathered and filled her, she panted and tried to move to ease the strain, but the flow of liquid that filled her rear did not stop, it just flowed and flowed until the discomfort was almost unbearable.

		

		“So what’s the lesson?”

		

		Kitty’s face crumpled as she wept.

		

		“The lesson is that I decide everything for you. Everything. Now, watch the new films carefully. This is what will happen next time that you break the rules!”

		

		The screen sprang into life. A woman dressed from head to toe in leather bent a cane in her hands and then started to count as she used it to punish the man strapped to the bench.

		

		“If you dare to come, then I shall be forced to punish you severely,” said Evelyn as she moved into his sight. “Don’t disappoint me!”

		

		As Evelyn left the room she heard the vibrator start. Poor little Kitty, how she was going to suffer! She switched off the light to leave her tormented pet caught in the flickering light of the screen that her eyes were riveted to. Kitty’s face was pulled into a contortion of distress as she felt the machine empty her out and then start to vibrate deep inside before the sequence would be repeated.

		

		Filled, emptied, teased and then a short pause.

		

		Every ten minutes the cycle would be repeated, every ten minutes’ torment and fear would grip the stricken pet.

		

		If just one drop dribbled from that huge cock the painful lesson part of the lesson would begin…

		

		The electrodes had been positioned.

		

		*****

		

		Donna watched Lara clear the table and put a bottle of Bourbon on the table. Apprehension at what was coming filled her and she wondered how she had become so weak that she did not dare just walk out of this situation into the dusk, climb into her car and leave.

		

		Leave everything behind.

		

		The women who were playing with her, the husband that had cheated on her, the oppressive atmosphere of love intermingled with dread and most of all the knowledge that the longer that she allowed them to play, the more trapped she would become.

		

		The shadows made Chloe’s face seem almost sinister and she did not even dare look at Lara for fear of catching her eye and upsetting her in some obscure way.

		

		Lara sat at the small table and poured each glass a finger or two of the Bourbon.

		

		“I wanted to discuss something important,” said the older woman as she put down the bottle. “A business proposition, sort of!”

		

		Donna nodded, she dared not speak for fear of saying the wrong thing and giving her true feelings an airing.

		

		“I’ll be straight with you, Donna. I like you a lot and I think that you are just what Chloe needs…”

		

		Donna felt Chloe’s hand find hers under the table and clasp it.

		

		“I don’t think that you can do better than Chloe,” continued Lara. “So I was thinking that we could start a little partnership, just the four of us, you, me, Chloe and Evelyn.”

		

		Lara sipped at her glass with relish and then continued; “That motel of yours, I was thinking that I could make it a real business! All we need to do is get the license and every trucker between Las Vegas and Albuquerque will be beatin’ a path to our door.”

		

		Donna heard the words but they took a moment to sink in.

		

		“You mean, set up a brothel in my motel? Is that what you mean?”

		

		“I like it when people are direct,” lied Lara. “Yes, that’s what I am proposing.” She held her hand up to stop Donna and continued, “It’s perfect, it’s off the highway, small enough not to bother the sheriff’s department enough to object to the license and it will be so much better than that gas station just down the road! I don’t want an answer now, just think about it, that’s all…”

		

		Donna looked at Chloe and then back to Lara.

		

		“My name would be on the license?”

		

		“Of course, don’t think that we are attempting to trick you of your share of the profit!”

		

		“I think that you can see the problem… I cannot put my name to something like this!”

		

		“As I said, think about it and we’ll discuss it again soon,” said Lara with a smile. I’m sure that we can find solutions to any problem that will come up. Won’t we Chloe?”

		

		“Of course, Mamma,” said Chloe. “There’s always a way to get round these things… We just have to work through any difficulties and then we can apply for the license.”

		

		Donna sighed. She had hoped that Chloe would see that there was no way for Donna to do this and then support her, but it seemed that there would be no support from her lover.

		

		“Then there’s another problem…” started Donna.

		

		She was interrupted by Chloe who said, “Mamma said that you should give the idea a fair hearing and then we will find ways to make it work. It’s going to happen, that’s for sure! After all, it is such a perfect idea, so just relax. Anyways, Evelyn has set her heart on it and you really don’t want to disappoint her. She always gets what she wants!”

		

		Donna felt her heart sink.

		

		It seemed that she was going to have to have a stand-up row and she thought that she knew how that would work out! These women would end up using the blackmail threat that they had hinted at so often and she would be left to decide to risk it or go along with something that would ruin her whole career as a writer.

		

		Maybe she could think of an argument so good that they would have to admit defeat? Donna watched as Mamma poured her glass full and then shared the rest between herself and Chloe. There was silence for a few minutes as each woman sipped at their glass in an almost embarrassed silence.

		

		In the end, Donna felt that she had to break the silence.

		“How’s Arnold doing with Evelyn, Mamma?” she asked, adding the ‘Mamma’ to try to placate the woman who sat across the table from her.

		

		“I think that you’ll be surprised at how well she has got your little hubby trained,” said Lara with a smile. “He’s now the tenth one that she’s worked on, so I think that she is pretty good at it by now!”

		

		“So, when do I get to see him?” asked Donna.

		

		“Oh, in a month or so, I suppose.”

		

		Silence descended over the table again.

		

		“Something special,” said Lara.

		

		“Pardon,” replied Donna.

		

		“Evelyn said that she’s doing something special…”

		

		“What does that mean?”

		

		Donna felt a lump in her throat. Arnold had been a cheat, he had gambled with her money, got the house trashed… there was no doubt that he was a shit, but somehow what was happening now was too much, but there was just no way to stop it.

		

		“It means that she’s broken him and he will be nothing more than a pet to play with!”

		

		‘A pet?’ thought Donna.

		

		What did that mean?

		

		A pet?

		

		She tried to imagine Arnold in a furry suit begging for biscuits, but her imagination failed her. A thought surfaced and she felt a cold shiver down her back. What if she didn’t cooperate with their little scheme? Was that going to be her fate, to disappear into this lonely place?

		

		Apprehension filled her. Donna sipped her Bourbon and looked at Lara. A small smirk drifted over her lips as Donna watched and she realized that the woman was subtle as well as wicked. She had planted this fear and was relishing the effect on her daughter’s lover.

		

		Lara narrowed her eyes and Donna felt like a mouse being observed by a patient cat. Was this some sort of a test? The long lashes seemed almost out of place with the severe makeup, black lipstick and the hair pulled tightly into a bun. A tight sheer blouse barely covered the large breasts and for the first time Donna noticed the small key that dangled from the chain around her neck.

		

		“You haven’t met Greta yet have you?” asked Chloe.

		

		“Greta?” asked Donna.

		

		“She’s here tonight for us,” said Chloe. “Mamma needs a playmate and Greta is waiting in the bedroom.”

		

		Lara stood from the table and put down her glass.

		

		“I think an introduction is in order,” smiled Lara. “She’ll be one of the hoes in the Motel.” There was a short pause and then Lara added, “If you sign up for it of course!”

		

		Donna nodded, then swallowed.

		

		Lara opened the door to the pink bedroom and disappeared into the dark.

		

		“She used to own this place,” said Chloe with a smirk. “So she’s home, I suppose. Mamma wanted to buy the parcel of land, but she wouldn’t budge. Something to do with the place having been in her family for generations. Anyway, no matter how Anita tried to persuade her, she wouldn’t sell, but in the end she signed and here we are.”

		

		Clearly this was another object lesson and Donna had to put down her glass because her hand was shaking so much that the Bourbon threatened to spill over.

		

		“Is this a threat?” asked Donna in a quiet voice.

		

		“No, of course not. Mamma likes you, she just wants you to see what fun we’ll have together, if you sign on the dotted line.”

		

		“You mean the motel?”

		

		“The motel? Mamma will have that if she wants it, no she just wants you obliged. That’s all. There’s no sense in having a body who knows all about our little secrets wanderin’ loose. That would be too risky for all of us.”

		

		“All of you?”

		“Well there’s Sarah, Anita, Carrie and Jemima. That’s not including Evelyn, Mamma and me and one or two others who all have joined to make a heaven in this wasteland in the middle of nowhere. Since Jemima was voted Sherriff there’s others that are coming up from up West.”

		

		“You want me to join?”

		

		“Can’t see that you’ve a choice, darling,” said Chloe brightly. “Ever since Evelyn came up from LA there’s more of us all the time. A proper little community of women who know what’s right for them, what men are for and all the women that think otherwise.”

		

		The room seemed to close in on Donna and she could not help herself looking back at the door out of the house. All she had to do was jump in her car, drive out of here back to Vegas or even further. Forget this nightmare forever and never come back.

		

		“You startin’ to think of runnin’?” said Chloe.

		

		Her drawl became more noticeable as she got animated.

		

		“Can I?” asked Donna.

		

		“Well, I got the keys!”

		Chloe held up the keys to the Mustang and pocketed them with a definite movement.

		

		“No ways that you goin’ anywhere tonight, so relax and enjoy what Mamma has organized, darlin’.”

		

		Donna tried to unwind, but a tension in her legs would not fade.

		

		‘Fight or flight,’ she decided as she tried to rationalize her reactions.

		

		“Mamma’s just setting everything up,” said Chloe. “Just let it happen, you won’t regret it and I promise that I’ll look after you. I really like you, Donna, I won’t let anything bad happen to you if you just let tonight happen as Mamma plans it!”

		

		“So I’d better sign and just take it easy, is that what you propose?”

		

		“There, you see. It’s so simple, just take it easy… You gonna be one of us, we’re gonna make love every day and Mamma will get what she wants. See? Everything’s working out perfect for you!”

		

		They sat for a minute in silence, small noises coming from the dark opening to the pink bedroom. Chloe sipped her Bourbon, seemingly at complete ease, Donna on the edge of her chair wondering if this was the moment to run into the desert and make her break from this nightmare.

		

		From the darkness came a figure standing tall.

		

		Mamma had transformed. Gone was the middle aged schoolmistress to be replaced by a carnal goddess whose every movement was imperious. Tight leather pulled over every curve, breasts exposed and laces and ties that pulled the costume tight from the knee high boots to the gloves that were pulled tight over her hands.

		

		In one hand trailed a leash with an arc into the darkness that pulled at a collar fastened tightly around the throat of a woman who crawled behind her like a domesticated animal. Donna could not help herself, she raised a hand to cover her open mouth in shock at the depraved vision. The crawling woman looked up, her bald head smooth, her breasts hanging almost to the floor, a harness over her features that almost hid face with a plethora of buckles and straps that curved tightly to meld with the broad collar.

		

		“This is Greta,” announced Lara as the crawling female caught up and kneeled to sit by the boots of her owner and look up with an expression that seemed to Donna like pitiable devotion.

		

		“She loves Mamma now,” said Chloe as she put down her glass. “A good little pussy who is so obedient.”

		

		Lara smiled and looked down at the helpless woman on the end of her leash and moved her foot a little forward. She smiled as Greta bent down and kissed the pointed toe of her boot and then sat up again waiting for a word from the woman who owned her.

		

		“The bedroom is ready,” said Lara. “First we just have to finish our business with Donna and then we can play with her.”

		

		Chloe reached down to her handbag and pulled a folded sheaf of papers from it to put them on the table in front of Donna.

		

		“This is the application for a license,” she said as her hand smoothed the forms. “This is the partnership agreement and these are the transfer forms…”

		

		Chloe placed a pen in front of Donna and clicked the top.

		

		It was a dream, like a moment out of time. Donna took the pen and signed the application. She looked at the partnership agreement and saw that she would have a quarter of the company. She signed and looked up to see Chloe smiling encouragingly.

		

		Finally, she signed again and the deal was done.

		

		“I’ll sell you the motel, for a dollar,” said Donna as she allowed the pen to drop to the table.

		

		“We’re not greedy,” said Chloe in an offended voice. “You are a full partner and will get the rent, it’s best that you own the place…”

		

		‘More blackmail,’ thought Donna as Chloe scooped up the papers and slipped them back into her bag.

		

		“There, you made the right choice,” said Lara.

		

		She tugged a little at the leash significantly and blew a kiss to her pet.

		

		Cloe stood and took Donna’s hand.

		

		“It’s for the best, darling,” she said. “Now you can see what we do with anybody who makes Mamma mad!”

		

		Donna stood and followed Lara into the bedroom. Before her crawled a woman who had been reduced to an object, a plaything, a toy for utter pleasure. Naked but for the harness on her head and the collar with which she was led, Donna saw the smooth lips of her cunt slide with each move of a leg and a large sparking jewel that had been used to plug her ass was her only adornment. It sat firmly embedded, covering the access to her ass.

		

		A symbol of her humiliation.

		

		The light went on and the bedroom was nearly as Donna had seen it last. Feminine pink, patchwork coverlet on the bed and lacy curtains drawn to close out the parched outside. Only one thing was out of place. A tripod that supported a camera positioned to record everything that happened, should it be turned on.

		

		“A little bit of LA right here in New Mexico,” said Lara as she reached over and started the recording. “Hollywood, that’s what we’re doing tonight. One bright new star and the supporting female role goes to Greta. Once the scene is done, the games can begin!”

		

		Donna felt hands around her waist, Chloe reaching round her to unbuckle her jeans and slip them down over her hips. She stood wavering, knowing that this was just the finishing touch to the chains that Lara was fastening to her. The jeans dropped as the hands reached up under her T shirt and undid her bra. The whole slipped over her head to leave her naked but for the heels that she was wearing.

		

		“You’ll be needing this,” said Lara.

		

		She picked up a wicked crop that lay by the bed and offered it to Donna with a sly smile.

		

		“The role is undemanding; the script is flexible. You are the mistress that chastises Greta as you take your pleasure…”

		

		“This film?” said Donna as she took the crop and looked down at Greta.

		

		“You mean, are we going to offer it to the general public?” laughed Chloe. “No, this goes to Evelyn with all of the others to keep all the girls straight.”

		

		“I see. Simple blackmail!” said Donna.

		

		“If you like to call it that, then ‘yes’, blackmail,” said Lara. “I prefer to call it protection.”

		

		Despite the camera, despite the overwhelming presence of Lara and Chloe, despite the woman who would be the other victim, Donna felt a warmth in her thighs, a blush that spread from the white skin of her legs to rise to her breasts. There was something attractive, something degenerate, something wicked and Donna responded with thrill and need.

		

		*****

		

		“Camera’s rolling,” said Chloe.

		

		She stood back to the doorway while her mother unlatched the lead on Greta’s collar and retreated to behind the camera.

		

		Greta looked up at Donna expectantly.

		

		Donna looked down at her and then tapped the crop on her thigh to find Greta responding by crawling close.

		

		“Follow me,” said Donna, a lump in the throat.

		

		Now that she was caught it seemed better to do this properly, perhaps it would show the other two women that she was joining into their game with the rules that they had set down. It was the only road out that led to a place where she and Greta would not change places. Donna took a couple of steps towards Chloe, off camera and then turned to face into the room.

		

		One finger hooked into a strap that ran over the bald head, Donn led Greta on camera and then sat on the edge of the bed facing her. She had expected a tear or two, a face that betrayed wretchedness, but the eyes looked up at hers with expectation as if Greta needed this as much as her mistress, Lara.

		

		Donna tapped the end of the crop on her shoe and was gratified to see that her slave was obedient to her will. Lips caressed the low pumps and a tongue licked at the exposed foot making Donna get a feeling of superiority that could not be denied. This woman had resisted and been subdued, now she was nothing but a tool for the pleasure of her betters.

		

		Her legs parted.

		

		Smooth and white beads of sweat trickled the length of her calves to be lapped up by the woman who had no other purpose than to serve. Donna bent the crop in her hand and then tapped the smooth skin of Greta’s back.

		

		“I want perfection,” said Donna in a harsh tone. “Make me come, bitch!”

		

		She sat back and watched as the bald head moved slowly up her legs. Lips and tongue touched and stroked her and a mounting feeling of desire caused the lips of her pussy to swell and open slightly. Donna could hear her own breath on her lips, deep breaths that were part expectation and part eagerness. The crop in her hand moved and struck out, it was as if she could not help herself despite the fact that Greta had her desperate for more.

		

		The head moved, it raised, now the sensitive inner thighs were massaged by lips and tongue. Donna looked up and saw Lara in the shadows. A black suited slut who smiled as she watched her daughter’s lover being coached to become a bitch like herself. Donna saw one of Lara’s gloved hands move between her thighs and slowly open the zipper that would expose herself.

		

		Now the bald head had reached the place that Donna longed for. Lips met lips, a flickering tip of tongue slid into contact and Donna shuddered with a coming climax.

		

		“Slower, slave,” she said as her hand lashed out and cut at the broad back of the woman who was serving all too well. “I come when I decide…”

		

		The zipper was open, pale wet flesh pouted from the slit and the gloved hand raised to lips. Fingertips were licked before the hand slid down to part the lips of Lara’s cunt. They slipped inside and a look of rapture replaced the mask of the stern features of Lara’s face.

		

		Greta pulled back and began a subtle teasing that served to raise Donna to a new intensity of gratification. The feeling was overwhelming, the crop dropped from her hand and fingers closed on the straps that would serve as handles. Now she controlled the climax, it was her decision to wait or to plunge deep.

		

		She could not help herself and slid back on the bed to open her legs wide and lie looking up at the ceiling as she controlled the helpless toy between her legs. Donna could feel the smooth head under her fingertips, somehow it added to the moment, a confirmation of helplessness that made every contact ever more electrifying.

		

		She climaxed with a moan, but there was more pleasure available as she pulled at the straps and cried out in sheer exultant bliss. The face buried between her legs slipped down, there was a gasp from Greta and then something probed deep in Donna’s ass to pushed her into a mounting tide of need.

		

		“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” she cried as another overwhelming rush took her.

		

		She lay limp.

		

		Her arms by her side, as Greta allowed her to come back to reality with small attentive touches that were both intimate and loving. Donna exhaled, she had not even realized that she had held her breath, her head turned to see the smiling Chloe standing in the doorway, a look of almost jealous intent on her face.

		

		The scene held a minute, two minutes and at last Donna found herself bathed in sweat, quivering in post orgasmic spasms and gradually dropped back to earth.

		

		A small sound, a click, came from far away.

		

		“Perfect,” said Lara. “You were perfect…”

		

		Donna smiled with contentment.

		

		Somehow, the praise of the woman in leather was something to prize and cherish. A confirmation of her new position, the one that she had resisted until at last she had given in and taken what she wanted on her own terms.

		

		Chloe stepped into the room and picked up the crop from the bed. She swished it in the air making a hiss that caused Greta to suddenly kneel and crouch in fear, tucking her bald head down, lifting her ass and opening her thighs.

		

		At the first cut of the cane on Greta’s helpless thighs Donna had a realization that filled her with amusement.

		

		Chloe was jealous of Greta; this punishment was just bitter envy. She wanted Donna for herself. The insight allowed Donna a feeling of relief and elation, a special joy of knowing that there was more between them than Mamma’s orders.

		

		It was the reaction of a lover scorned!

		

		*****

		

		Kitty mewled.

		

		It was something that she had learned got the best results when Evelyn was teaching her to be the perfect pet. Never speak, never utter a word, just be the helpless pet that Evelyn wanted. The discovery had come a day after the return to the cellar, the day after something terrible and beautiful had been inflicted on Kitty.

		

		Terrible because it was a final confirmation that all resistance was futile. Beautiful because it meant that, for a while at least, the owner could not punish her recuperating pet with whip or cane.

		

		Kitty made the small sound again as her mistress attended to the small tasks that were all for the welfare of her helpless charge. Changing tubes, making sure that nothing was happening to her animal that threatened the end date of the period of tuition. Strong hands ran from the fettered hands down upper arms as she judged muscle condition. She made a small noise in her throat in satisfaction. The severe restraint was going perfectly, even if Kitty were to be released, she would be helpless as arms and legs were unserviceable for upright movement.

		

		Evelyn passed to the legs and reached the same conclusion, then she reached under Kitty’s body and ran her fingertips over the hanging breasts that now swung with every slight movement. The scars were healing, just red angry lines that showed where the operation had entered Kitty’s body. Her fingertips brushed the soft nipples and fondled them to persuade them to gather and become firm.

		

		Everything was perfect she decided as she stood and regarded her work with total satisfaction. There had been an uncertainty about the work done, but that feeling melted to contentment as she realized that stiff silicon would have looked unaesthetic. On elbows and knees, it was better to bestow udders that hung and swayed, that begged for punishment and teasing, rather than those huge porn-star breasts that would have seemed out of place.

		

		There was another reason for a little self-congratulation apart from the simple physical transformation that had created a perfect parody of hugely hung man with an udder-bearing little human cow! Years spent in LA as a professional dominatrix had never allowed Evelyn to really do all of the things that she had wanted to do. Paying patrons of her dungeon could be beaten, misused and abused. They could be milked of money and come, dressed as little girls, forced to suck cock and be fucked endlessly, but it had never been possible to rend them down to their elementary inside creature and then rebuild them to fit to a new life of total helplessness.

		

		They always had to walk free, back into real-life with nothing more than welts and bruises. Free to choose to return, free to be something that they were not. Men who ruled their worlds and returned just for short intervals of Evelyn’s therapy.

		

		She decided that giving up all the money and kudos of being the strictest bitch in Los Angeles had been worth it, even if the only result was Kitty who mewled her helplessness and made her shiver with suppressed lust. His mind was still there, that was the best part. Arnold still lived inside that head, outwardly broken and abused, inwardly still a man for whom every exploitation and punishment would be suffering that forced him to live with a level of abuse that was far beyond his worst nightmare.

		

		Isolated, cared for, fed, wanked and manipulated. Evelyn was the mother who cared for her baby, the owner who used him, the strict aunt who punished and the giver of everything that Kitty sensed and lived through. She was almost ready for the final blow that would show Kitty that being owned by her was just the start of a voyage to malignant debauchery.

		

		Soon!

		

		Evelyn stroked Kitty’s head and said; “You are a good pet, Kitty and I am in a generous mood. Are you hungry? Would you like Evelyn to spoil you a little?”

		

		Kitty’s neck curved and she looked up at Evelyn. A small hope came in her eyes and Evelyn smiled down at him. In her hands was the food bowl and there was no smell of the cat food that was Kitty’s normal fare. Evelyn leaned down and put the bowl in her sight. It was filled with the scraps of Evelyn’s last meal. Cold and congealed it looked like heaven to Kitty who made a small purr in her throat as drool dribbled from her lips.

		

		“Is this what you want?” she asked.

		

		Kitty looked uncertain. Was mistress expecting the pet to actually speak? Dared she say a word? After that moment of fearful uncertainty, Kitty nodded slightly and mewled. It was the sound that seemed to make this owner pleased…

		

		“Well done, Kitty. You have passed the test! I have decided that you will never speak another word, just purr and squeal like a Kitty or a little Piggy, as I decide. So, hush and I will warm this up for you!”

		

		More drool spilled from Kitty’s lips.

		

		“Good Kitty!”

		

		The high heeled shoes and stockings moved out of Kitty’s sight. The sound of her heels clicking on the tiles came to Kitty’s ears. She heard the sound of the bowl being placed on the tiles and then a wonderful contact that she longed for. It was like a dream, a special time, a delivery of every hope.

		

		“Ah, what’s this? Naughty little Kitty,” came Evelyn’s voice.

		

		Kitty felt a hand close on her hard cock. It gripped her and swept up and down with a single stroke and then stopped causing Kitty to utter a mournful cry at the loss of contact.

		

		“Kitty wants it? Kitty needs it? Of course she does, she has earned it! Be nice and quick for me, show me what your huge cock can do for me!”

		

		The hand moved again and Kitty gasped.

		

		“Are you coming for me?” asked Evelyn. “Are you ready for the last stroke?”

		

		Kitty mewled plaintively.

		

		“It’s all I have time for, just one more little stroke, so this time make that cock come for me.”

		

		She gripped the cock, her long fingers failing to meet behind it. She slowly moved upward towards those swollen balls. Under her palm she could feel the pressure, the throb of desperation. Kitty held her breath and then just as the grip reached balls she cried out and a drizzle of come spurted from the bulbous tip. Evelyn took her hand from him and watched as the balls emptied in pulses of thick goo that dribbled into the food bowl.

		

		Evelyn felt a small rush of satisfaction. The timing had been perfect, enough stimulation to take her victim over the edge, not enough to climax. How men assumed that orgasm and ejaculation were the same thing? Evelyn could teach them otherwise. Barely enough friction to force a long held release. Relief without true pleasure, that had been the objective and she had managed it perfectly.

		

		She picked up the bowl and walked around to the upturned face of the disappointed little Kitty.

		

		“Was it good?” she asked in a naïve voice.

		

		Kitty forced a disappointed mew and watched every movement of the hands that held the bowl as the slowly lowered revealing the congealed repast handsomely splattered with a condiment of her own come.

		

		“Eat up now, Kitty,” said Evelyn. “It’s nearly punishment time.”

		

		Kitty lowered his head and lapped at the food. There was a little warmth, as she had promised.

		

		Her owner always kept her promises.

		

		*****

		

		Chloe felt the tongue that probed her ass and pushed against it hard. That bitch Greta would regret the climax that she had given Donna, she would be sucking ass all night and then would come another savage caning. Her own hand slipped a little deeper into Donna’s cunt, a careless thumb massaging clitoris and the swollen inner lips.

		

		Donna and Chloe had played with Greta for an hour. Tormenting and punishing her and then using a dildo to fuck her ruthlessly while they kissed and cuddled over the bald slave’s helpless body. Chloe felt as though something had snapped in her lover, something that had held her back for all of the months and weeks that she had known her.

		

		It was as if the pressure, the coercing had strengthened her rather than overwhelming her spirit. Now that Donna had committed herself, it seemed that she was moving forward to a new place. It had been discernible as she had played the camera, now it was firming up into something hard and uncompromising.

		

		Lara had played with them, taking a minor role, guiding and controlling Greta, but never interfering with either her daughter or the woman that she had manipulated. Then, she had left the room and the two women left to play and discipline their new toy.

		

		In the main room of the small house, Lara inspected the contracts and papers. Satisfied that they were in order, she slipped them into an envelope and picked up her phone. In the bedroom behind her she heard the swish of the crop and then the smack as it struck a well-padded ass. Greta would be perfect for the motel, she decided. There were just going to be ten whores and ten rooms when it was ready. Seven with nice willing girls like Greta, the other three with special services like Davina. For men that liked something between a slut’s legs or men that wanted to get rough as they took what they wanted from the flesh that they paid for.

		

		Lara picked up her phone and called Anita.

		

		“Hi there, Lara here, how are you darling?”

		

		“Good, how’s it at your end?”

		

		“She signed…”

		

		“Oh, she did, did she? Not willingly…”

		

		“Took a bit of persuasion, but then everything went perfectly. Wait until you see the film of Greta and her!”

		

		“Looking forward to it. So, when can you get the papers to me?”

		

		“In the morning, then all we do is register the company, get the license and sort out the details. I almost can’t believe it, in a couple of weeks the doors will open. Then a week or two after we’ll have the gas station open next door and watch them roll in.”

		

		“Have you called Evelyn yet?”

		

		“Nah, you first and then Evelyn.”

		

		There was a brief pause.

		

		“It’s great, really great,” said Anita.

		

		“What, the motel?”

		

		“Well, that as well. What I meant was that it’s great being able to do what we like.”

		

		“That’s always been my aim!”

		

		Anita looked thoughtful:

		

		“There’s just one more thing,” she said, “we need to get it on the license and all the papers.”

		

		“What’s that, Anita?”

		

		“The name of the motel of course. Have you thought of a name?”

		

		“Oh, that was one thing that hadn’t occurred to me.”

		

		“OK, good. Well, I’ve got one that might be just right.”

		

		“Go on then,” said Lara.

		

		“Secret Garden.”

		

		“Sounds good, guess we’ll go for that. Where did you get the idea?”

		

		“You have never read the ‘garden’ series of romance novels by Donna Grove have you?”

		

		“Romance is not my strong point!”

		“Never was, darling!”

		

		*****

		

		The armchair sat to the left of the prison door. Apart from a short dazed visit for her operation, Kitty had never left the cell where her mistress had trained and tormented her for three months. He/She had entered as a frightened man and would leave as something far removed.

		

		On the armchair sat Evelyn.

		

		Before the chair, as a supplicant, was Kitty.

		

		Her long shapely legs stretched out, balancing on wicked heels. Those legs were clothed in sheer nylon that was woven with delicate patterns of roses and leaves that stretched to the summer dress that shaped over her ripe body and breasts.

		

		“You have done well,” said Evelyn as she beckoned with a crooked forefinger. “Now you are going to learn an important lesson, perhaps the last one of all! I have decided to keep you for myself, that means that you will not be going back to your wife. She shows promise, but I really don’t think that she is ready to do all the cruel things that must be done to make you a perfect pet, Kitty. No, I’ll use you myself and you’ll live here with me. I have decided that you will never leave this room, you’ll be my little relaxation and private pleasure so it’s about time that you learned how to make me satisfied. If you are good, then occasionally, every few months’ we’ll play with that massive cock of yours and relieve you of all of that tension. If you are naughty, then there are things that I can do to you that will make you shiver in panic every time I come down to punish you. Do you understand?”

		Kitty made a slight movement with her head.

		

		“Good now come here!”

		

		Evelyn’s legs parted and allowed the crawling Kitty to move between her thighs to stare up at mistress’s face. Evelyn’s hands moved down and slowly lifted the hem of her dress to reveal creamy thighs.

		

		The silk lifted a little higher exposing a long hard cock. The polished tip seemed almost to throb with a need to be suckled. Kitty stared at the huge erection and then looked up at Evelyn with a forlorn expression.

		

		A single tear gathered in the corner of Kitty’s eye.

		

		“That’s right, Kitty. You are going to be nothing more than holes to please me. My cock is your new owner; he is going to be all of your world from now on! You will learn to open your throat and fuck me with your face while you lick at my balls. You will stand while I bend over your ass and take you whenever I feel the need. It’s what your life is going to be all about.”

		

		Kitty’s lips parted and she moved a little closer. She could almost feel the warmth of the throbbing organ and saw a small drop of clear liquid ooze from the opening.

		

		“Don’t be shy, Kitty! This is going to be all of your world from now on so show me that you love your new life. Don’t dare spill a drop, swallowing my come is the best reward you will ever have…”

		

		Kitty’s eyes rolled up to see the sly smile on her owner’s face and she knew at last that the nightmare had become real.

		

	
		Fifth Verse – In Person

		

		Donna sat under the porch of new little villa and stared over the two hundred yards of scrub between her and the back of the motel. Of course, she thought, now it was the ‘Secret Garden’, a place that was quickly becoming celebrated by word of mouth. Over the low rooves of the chalets she could see the tops of the cabs of the rigs and the tip of the huge cactus that took pride of place in the forecourt.

		

		On the table beside her was a manuscript. Roughly written by hand on the first page was ‘The Secret Garden’. Of course this was the first of two novels with the same name. This one, the romance of a feisty woman who discovers herself in a steamy tale set in Brazil and Florida, the second nearly done now and just looking for a point which would make sense as an ending.

		

		The tale of her own journey of discovery, the one that had brought her to being the woman who lived in a nightmare, but the nightmare of others…

		

		She weighed the manuscript in her hand and felt a small twinge of regret. For everything that she had gained, Donna had lost something and the biggest loss was her ability to write romance. All of her notes, all of the ideas that she had had before she had arrived here were now written into this last novel and the well was now dry! There was nothing left, no romance, no rich fantasy of love and affection. That had been purged from her to be replaced by something else.

		

		Something debased but attractive.

		

		Something so much stronger.

		

		Something wicked.

		

		Donna sighed as she realized that this was her last novel, no longer would she travel to signings and awards. Her website was dying and the insistent publishers that had ruled her life were ignored. Posting this manuscript would mark the end of one voyage and the commencement of another. The fact that she could not even find the drive to transcribe it from paper to the laptop emphasized that fact. Enthusiasm to write had been replaced by a carnal need so strong that her thighs dripped with just the thought of it.

		

		She sat back and looked out into the desert.

		

		Amongst the scattered holdings and homesteads were other women who had felt the same transformation that had it’s wellspring in Evelyn. The woman who had not just made this place her own, she was the woman who had infected so many to become like her.

		

		Donna heard a sound on the wooden boards of the porch and turned to see Lara and Chloe hand in hand. Now that the villa near Secret Garden was finished, she and Chloe had moved in, leaving Lara and Davina in the villa that had once been Greta’s.

		

		Greta now worked in chalet number three. Chained by a collar to the bed, she waited for the clients and truckers who now made their way to the Secret Garden. Donna had seen the figures from Anita’s sister who did the accounting. Greta was the most popular in the first seven chalets and was earning a healthy seven hundred dollars a day for the business.

		

		“So, I need to get to the Post,” said Donna as she tapped her manuscript. “This needs sending and I have to get a few supplies.”

		

		Lara raised an eyebrow.

		

		“Have you forgotten?”

		

		“Forgotten what?” asked Donna.

		

		“Tonight’s the get together at Evelyn’s, I’ll bet you want to be there to see her surprise!”

		

		“Oh God, yes you’re right. I think there’s time to get to town and still make it if I hurry.”

		

		“It can wait, post it tomorrow,” said Lara.

		

		“She can’t do that, Mamma,” said Chloe as she planted a small kiss on the top of Donna’s head. “Posting this has to be done before she sees what Evelyn has done to her cheatin’ hubby.”

		

		Donna smiled. Chloe understood her, she knew that one door had to close before the other could fully open wide.

		

		“Well, if you like,” said Lara. “You’d better be off. Mind you, you know that Evelyn’s keeping him for herself?”

		

		“Course she does, Mamma. I think that she has enough to keep her going here…”

		

		“Davina?” asked Lara.

		

		Donna nodded and squared up the manuscript.

		

		“We’ll go together,” she said to Chloe,” and then head back over to Evelyn’s place directly.”

		

		“Sound’s good to me,” said Chloe. “But, we have to get all dressed up an all.”

		

		“Just sling it into a bag and we’ll get dressed when we get there. Can’t go in those outfits to town, can we?”

		

		Lara stood and watched while the two girls slipped into the house to pack and then rushed out to jump into the red car that waited for them. There was a small twinge of jealousy, how she wished that she had started this kind of life younger.

		

		Chloe was herself, decided Lara. She was the Lara that should have been, the Lara that could have been…

		

		The car raised a plume of dust and was gone in seconds.

		

		*****

		

		“This is it then,” said Donna to Chloe. “The end and the beginning…”

		

		The wind blew away the words, Chloe nodded as if she had understood and then turned to watch the desert scrub go by.

		

		The car slowed as they entered the small town. Scattered gas stations, a motel or two, convenience stores and occasional houses between. Donna slid into the Post Office parking and picked up the envelope containing her manuscript from the rear seat. Chloe nodded at her and she went to the counter in the small dusty room.

		

		Twenty dollars for special delivery.

		

		The clerk took the package and slung it into the trolley behind her. It seemed like an anti-climax somehow. The end of something that she had started years ago, writing, being published, finding success and now giving it all up to be with a lover ten years younger than her, a lover whose love was abuse, whose affection was dealt with a whip.

		

		Donna stood on the step for a moment and admired Chloe from a discrete distance. She was not beautiful, but she was attractive. Strong features, a feminine figure that was not excessive. Long legs with an ass that was so tempting to run fingers over. As Donna watched she saw Anita walk up to the car and lean into it to talk to Chloe.

		

		She looked up and smiled at Donna and the turned back to Chloe as Donna strolled up. Anita looked just as she had all those months ago when she had showed Arnold and Donna the ruined motel. Then as now it was not at all believable that Anita kept her husband in a cage in endless chastity and that her greatest enjoyment was to fuck some other man and have her cuckolded husband service her with his tongue as the come from another man dribbled from her endlessly famished cunt.

		

		Anita was likable, pretty and a good companion.

		

		She also sometimes headed for Vegas and fucked so many men in just a few days that when she returned with the filled condoms, her luckless wretch-of-a-husband could almost bathe in the results of her infidelity.

		

		“Howdy,” said Donna as she arrived at the Mustang.

		

		Anita nodded a greeting and turned back to Chloe.

		

		“I’m almost jealous of you, darling,” she said to Chloe.

		

		“Why’s that?” asked Donna as she slid into the driver’s seat.

		

		“Why? Because you two make the perfect couple. It must make life so simple she said to Chloe with a laugh. “I have to work so hard on my husband to keep him happy!”

		

		Chloe started to giggle.

		

		“Is he happy then?” asked Donna.

		

		“Of course, how can he not be when he is allowed to service me all the time?”

		

		“You’re just wicked,” said Chloe. “Listen, are you going to Evelyn’s place tonight?”

		

		“There is nowhere I’d rather be,” said Anita.

		

		“How about we come back to your place to change, then?” said Donna. “Better to arrive all-ready for the party.”

		

		“Fine, Donna let’s go.”

		

		Anita slipped into her old pickup and led the way. Three miles down the road she turned off onto a dirt track, a plume of dust forcing Donna to raise the hood and follow at a discrete distance. Another few miles and they came to the smallholding that Anita lived in. As Donna and Chloe pulled up, Anita was already opening the door. They grabbed the carry-all with their party clothes and followed their friend into the house.

		

		The main room of the house was the kitchen.

		

		Anita said, “I’ll just get my gear, won’t be a moment,” and went through to another room.

		

		“Three hundred acres as well as the house,” said Chloe as she tipped the contents of the bag out and then started to strip.

		

		“Big spread Anita has here,” commented Donna as her jeans and T-shirt hit the floor.

		Anita came back into the room already naked and eyed up Donna with a hungry look.

		

		“Now I’m really envious of you,” she said to Chloe.

		

		Chloe blew a kiss to Anita and reached to stroke Donna’s long hair.

		

		“You just want her to play with, I want her to join my games!”

		

		Donna blushed at the conversation and started to pull on the stockings that she had pulled fresh from the packaging.

		

		“Well, maybe you’re right, Chloe, but then look what I have to put up with.”

		

		As she spoke, Anita reached down and pulled at a metal ring that was fixed to the floor. The floor lifted revealing rows of bars that were just below the floor level. Sturdy padlocks held the barred gate in position, and from beneath a captive moved as he felt the air move.

		

		“You keeping him like that all the time?” asked Chloe.

		

		“No, this is his punishment cage,” said Anita. “I don’t just put up with him when he is disobedient.”

		

		Anita’s captive was tightly bound in the cage to face upward with a tight hood pulled over his face. Pads over eyes and ears kept him unable to hear or see, but he knew that the door to his cage was open and his cock started to stand.

		

		“Not impressive,” said Donna as she watched the two inches of manhood swell to three and reach its maximum. “Whatever did you marry him for?”

		

		“He liked to fuck,” said Anita. “I liked to fuck and I still do. Anyway, I got his realtor business and that is the end of the story, I suppose!”

		Chloe pulled on her high heeled pumps and pushed the heel through the bars to scratch the little cock up and down a few times.

		

		“If you make him come, I’ll kill you,” said Anita with a laugh. “It’s been two years now.”

		

		Donna watched as the man struggled in amongst all the chains that held him pinned and started to laugh as his hips moved up and down as the heel dug deep leaving long scratches the length of the tiny prick.

		

		“What he needs is another few hours in his punishment cage,” said Anita as she pulled Chloe’s hand to stop her teasing the stricken victim of her heels. “You’ll have him coming and spoil his perfect chastity record!”

		

		Chloe doubled up in laughter as the husband in the cage moved its hips up and down frantically seeking the heel that had so nearly made him climax.

		

		Anita shrugged and closed the trap door with a slam and moved to stand on it as she started to dress. Barelegged, no knickers, a soft cotton tube that went from knees to shoulders that just followed every contour of her body.

		

		“It’s my ‘fucking’ dress,” she said when she saw Donna watching her. “Men cannot resist rolling it up and fucking me when they see it. The heels are perfect; they look so good when they are up in the air…”

		

		Both Donna and Chloe started to giggle. Donna had to admit, it looked good and was so easy. So different than what they were planning to wear for the party.

		

		Donna had decided to play the fifties housewife. Stockings, extreme heels, a white dress with large red spots that was cut so low, exposing enough cleavage so that if she were to bend down, surely she her breasts would tumble from it.

		

		The short leather braided crop that hung from her wrist made the perfect contrast. Chloe showed the influence of her mother.

		

		Tight leather, zippers that closed over pussy and breasts and a tight corset that pulled her waist and swelled her hips. Finally, she slipped a summer dress over the whole ensemble.

		

		“What the fuck?” asked Anita.

		

		“You think I’m travelling in the car dressed like a dominatrix out here? No way…”

		

		“OK, let’s go and kill them dead girls,” said Donna as she led the way tottering on the platforms and spiked heels, trying for all the world to look like a decorous housewife much to the amusement of the other two.

		

		*****

		

		It was the first time that Donna had been to Evelyn’s spread. The house was large, a few buildings stood around and Evelyn’s Winnebago was parked out the back. Donna looked at the somewhat shabby appearance of the place. She had only seen Evelyn the one time that Arnold had been taken and she wondered how this middle aged woman had come to become the moving light of this group of wicked woman.

		

		The door opened to reveal that the inside of the house had quite a different aspect from the exterior. There was nothing out of place in the ultra-modern living areas that seemed almost larger than the exterior. Several women, including Lara, were already gathered in the center of the room and the little group parted to reveal Evelyn herself who stepped up to greet her guests.

		

		“Davina is serving,” said Evelyn. “I gave her the night off from the Secret Garden so that she can look after us.”

		She kissed the three new arrivals and complimented their outfits.

		

		“This is your first time here, Donna,” said Evelyn. “Make yourself at home and have a look around, but no going into the cellar! That’s where my little surprise is hidden.”

		

		Donna and Chloe took a glass each from the tray offered by Davina and then stood chatting with the other women. Donna found it arousing to find herself in this group of sinful souls and found herself discussing the pros and cons of coercing men to serve other men.

		

		“It’s so satisfying when they first kneel and have to give a perfect blow-job,” said the woman, “but they get used to it in the end, so it loses all the thrill…”

		

		The woman speaking was the newly elected Sherriff and clearly had strong opinions about how men should be treated. Donna listened and wondered when she would see Arnold.

		

		She could still not imagine what Evelyn had done to him to make him into a pet. The thought made her shiver and she could feel the wetness between her thighs.

		

		At last, Evelyn made her announcement; “Ladies, I am going to show you my latest small project. Kitty is a special moment for me, because for the first time I have done what I want with no thought of requirements of other people. This is due to the generosity of young Donna and Chloe here who have given Kitty to me to experiment on and create something truly special for my own use.”

		

		Evelyn paused for effect.

		

		“Kitty lives in the cellar and will never leave it. I have also decided that she will only ever see me, which means that at the moment she is wearing a hood. This will be the last time that anyone sees her but myself and that is right and proper, because first of all, I don’t want to share.” The girls giggled. “Secondly I am just starting to create the perfect toy and I do not want Kitty to ever think that there is anyone else in the universe but me! Soon she will have forgotten her old life and live to serve and please my every whim. So… we’ll play with her a little tonight and then the door closes on Kitty forever to leave her with just my needs as the only thing that she ever needs to worry about again!”

		

		Donna found herself holding her breath as Evelyn took her by the hand and led her to the door leading down to the cellar. The stairs were steep and ended in a steel door that Evelyn unlocked with a small key.

		

		“Make sure that you don’t not use his former name,” whispered Evelyn in Donna’s ear. “His past is gone…”

		

		The door opened and Donna walked into the room.

		

		To one side was a large armchair, on the other a cage that waited for its captive. Chained by a leash in the center of the room was Kitty. Hooded, her mouth in a surprised ‘O’, held open by a ring that allowed complete access. Wrists were tightly bound to shoulders, ankles to thighs leaving Kitty on elbows and knees wrapped tightly in a suit that followed every contour of his trussed body.

		

		Donna moved to allow the others in the room. As she did so she moved to see Kitty from the side and she held her hand over her open mouth in shock. Soft drooping breasts with wide nipples were the first thing she noticed, but it was the erection that sprung from the suit that really caught her eye.

		

		“Jesus, how did you do that?” she asked in astonishment.

		

		“Whoa, that’s some little cock on your Kitty,” said Lara as she bent down and took a close up look. “Evelyn, I just love what you have done. This is a fucking work of art!”

		

		Lara’s hand stroked one hanging breasts and tweaked the nipple.

		

		“Good old fashioned suction,” said Evelyn. “For months and almost twenty-four hours a day.”

		Donna watched Lara stroke the huge erection and realized that it was only when one saw a hand to compare it to, that she realized just how much Arnold’s cock had swelled to become Kitty’s battering ram. She felt the breasts and Kitty responded with a small meow that sounded almost plaintive and needy.

		

		Anita clapped her hands and said, “I’ll bet that Davina is ready to use Kitty, how about it Evelyn. Let’s set up a little show and have a few drinks…”

		

		A look of almost-annoyance came over Evelyn’s face, but she just sighed. There was no way to avoid this if she wanted to show off her latest creation. She looked around to see the women teasing Kitty by stroking and petting her hanging breasts and cock. Donna was just standing at the rear of Kitty staring at the swollen balls with the tight little leather band locked to stretch them ready for punishment. Evelyn went over to her and smiled.

		

		“Don’t worry, I’ll look after poor little Kitty,” she said.

		

		“Did he deserve this?” asked Donna.

		

		“Of course he did, dear. All men need a little structure in their lives!”

		

		Donna started to laugh and then reached down and squeezed the vulnerable balls with her fingers.

		

		“This is more than a little ‘structure’,” she replied.

		“It’s set to go a lot further yet,” said Evelyn. “In a year’s time she will be so much further down the road. I just want to see where my artistic instinct takes me.”

		

		“I suppose it is art!”

		

		Donna looked at the tight plug that sealed the ass-hole of her former husband and shrugged.

		

		“I don’t care anymore,” she said. “Just make sure that he regrets every moment of his pathetic life. If a job is worth doing, I suppose that it’s worth doing well!”

		

		“My sentiments exactly…”

		

		Donna looked at Evelyn and a strange thought occurred to her.

		

		“I won’t tell anyone your secret, Evelyn,” she said in a conspiratorial whisper.

		

		“My secret?”

		

		“Yeah, the secret of what you are, of course…”

		

		“It’s not generally known around here,” said Evelyn.

		

		A small thrill took her, Donna knew what Evelyn was, now then, how would she react?

		

		“We’ll have to get together sometime,” whispered Donna.

		

		“And make Chloe jealous?”

		

		“Just a little fuck, darling. Just a little fuck, I can’t wait to see that cock!”

		

		“Sounds interesting,” said Evelyn.

		

		“It will be, if poor little Kitty gets involved!”

		

		“I was going to keep her for myself…”

		

		“I was already there,” laughed Donna. “I was the first trainer, even if I didn’t do a great job.”

		

		“Well, maybe… tomorrow night?”

		

		“Why not… Tomorrow night then!”

		

		The End
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