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1

“So, using the example I’ve just given, what’s the coefficient of the a to the power five term?”

As Mr Carruthers stood, marker pen hovering at the whiteboard, Mya glanced at her classmates – bored looking classmates as it turned out.

“Come on people. This is basic stuff.” Mr Carruthers turned, eyes almost pleading.

“Three,” said Mya, lifting the capped end of the biro from her mouth. “The coefficients three.”

“Yes! Thank you, Mya. Glad to see someone’s paying attention,” said the teacher, squeaking his pen across the whiteboard.

Mya smiled a little smile to herself, not noticing the disparaging glances of those around her. Though she did feel the silent vibration of her phone. She half slid it from a jean pocket enough to see the screen and the GIF message of a woman led naked and crawling behind her suited master’s shiny black shoes. Mouth falling open, she watched dumbly as it repeated once, twice, then just as it was about to start all over, swung to see Tristram at the back of the class, smirking cockily. His meaning was clear; that’s how I see you, the teacher’s pet, a subservient bitch girl who’ll always be looking to please their male superior.

Mya emitted an infuriated pant, simultaneously dropping the phone back into her pocket and turning from Tristram’s oh-so-slappable face. As she did so, the college bell rang.

“Work on those equations, people,” said Mr Carruthers above the sound of chairs scraping back and the fast-rising murmur of voices. “The quicker this all sticks. The sooner we can move on to the more complex stuff.”

“Great!” came Tristram’s sarcastic voice.

“That’s the spirit,” said Mr Carruthers, either ignorant or wilfully ignoring the boy’s sarcasm. “Er, Mya,” he said, approaching as she placed her notebook in her rucksack and zipped it up. “We’ve got some governors visiting on Wednesday. You couldn’t spare some time. Say a little of your experience at the college – the good things.”

“No, yeah, that’s fine,” said Mya, as so often under the maths teachers gaze, trying not to blush. Which was just flat out crazy. He might be handsome but he was also old enough to be her dad.

“You’re a star, Mya,” he smiled, making the corners of his eyes go all crinkly, and in turn Mya’s insides warm and squishy.

Transported to that place where the lights rich and golden, all’s mellow and harmonious, she stared as he headed over to the whiteboard, began scrubbing off the equations that were the one thing that brought any sense of order in her life of chaos.

“Maybe he’ll offer to let you suck his cock next,” came Tristram’s sly whisper at her ear.

The comment extinguished the small smile on Mya’s face. In an instant she was spinning, slinging her rucksack over a shoulder, striding out the classroom. “You know I should report you for that message,” she said, catching up with Tristram in the corridor (how he’d even gotten her number she had no idea – though boy’s like him always seemed to find a way).

Tristram stopped, turned, looking not in the least perturbed, in fact, looking outright amused. “But you won’t. And you know why I know you won’t?” He took a couple of paces towards her and suddenly Mya was tilting her neck upwards, feeling every millimetre her measly five foot two inches. “Because you’re subordinate, subservient, don’t ever rock the boat little Mya.”

And even as he was saying the words, Mya knew there was truth in them.

“You’re a people pleaser. A little person. Someone who doesn’t stir up trouble.”

Mya stared, throat all locked up. When she went over the moment a million times in her head (at least that’s how it would feel) before the day was through, she could think of a thousand things she’d wished she’d said right back, but here, now, there was no witty riposte, no put down to wipe away that cocky smirk.

“Hey, Tristram, you coming?”

The voice further along the corridor turned Tristram. And there they were the cool kids, the popular kids, the rich kids; Blake and Charlie and Ellie and Robyn and of course Noah. Mr Carruthers wasn’t the only one who made Mya’s insides feel warm and fuzzy.

“One sec,” Tristram called over a shoulder, before turning back to face Mya.

Her own eyes flicked from dreamy Noah, back to that all too pleased with itself face.

“You won’t tell, because you’re no troublemaker little Mya,” he said. “You’re a good girl. A good little bitch who knows her place.” There was that smirk, almost challenging, almost saying, ‘Go on, prove me wrong.’ And yet all Mya could do was glare – suddenly hot and angry – but stunned to silence.

Tristram gave a derisive snort, a shake of the head. “Little Mya,” he said in a tone that was not just patronising, but utterly ridiculing.

And still Mya said nothing – and how she’d curse herself for it – watching as Tristram turned from her, joined his friends and laughing disappeared off down the corridor. Only once he was out of sight did Mya’s tightly pressed lips part, her throat unlock, her stunned paralysis leave her. Jerk, absolute grade A wassock, coherent thought came too late as she spun and marched off down the corridor in the opposite direction.

Lottie and Samira sat at their usual spot in the library; open books and pens, notepads and laptops scattered on the table before them. Joining them at that little territory they’d claimed for themselves (near enough the snack machine, far enough from pernickety library assistant Ms Tennant) Mya felt a plunging within. A people pleaser. A little person. A good little bitch who knows her place.

For half a second Mya almost yanked the phone from her pocket, marched over to dour Ms Tennant, and showed her just what Tristram had sent her. Then sanity returned, a cautious voice saying, bad idea, you really wanna go through all that? Tristram would be given a warning – if that – then what? You’d have to put up with his attacks, you’d be labelled a snitch. And everyone would know. Everyone including Noah. Tristram would see to that. Do you want that? Do you want all that distraction and grief? Do you want to blow up your most important year of college?

Mya’s hand, already in her pocket half curled around the phone, left it there.

“Oh hey, Mya,” said Lottie, as she and Samira finally glanced up from their notes. “We were just going over the English text.” A frown on the spectacled girl’s oval face. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, fine,” said Mya, slipping off her rucksack, pushing the nonsense of the last ten minutes to the back of her mind as she sat.

“Page fourteen,” said smiley Samira (about as dainty as Mya was) typically straight down to business.

Mya flipped open her copy of Macbeth, thumbed to the right page.

“Line seventeen,” said Lottie. “Any ideas?”

But once more that smarmy, arrogant voice had insidiously crept back into Mya’s thoughts. Nonsense or not, she was distracted.

“Mya…?” said Samira.

“Hmm?” she said, coming out of her funk.

“What’s up, Mya?” asked Lottie in caring, knowing tone.

Mya looked across at her two best friends; girls she’d had sleepovers with, long, long study sessions with, hundreds of hours of online gossipy chat with. “I dunno, do you ever just think this all ultimately a little pointless. That whatever we do, we’ll always just be seen as…” She didn’t want to say the words, but there they were on the tip of her tongue, fidgety and insistent. “People pleasers.”

Looking slightly perplexed, Lottie asked, “Where’s this coming from, Mya?”

“Nowhere. It’s nothing. I shouldn’t have even let…” him get under my skin, she almost said, but didn’t. “I mean, sometimes I just think we spend all our time doing what’s right – what we’re told – studying away. Couldn’t we have had a bit more fun these past two years?”

“Yeah, if we wanted to wreck our chances of UCL,” said Samira.

“That’s still the plan, right?” asked Lottie.

“Of course,” said Mya. But she was already thinking wasn’t that just more of the same; more exams, more pressure, more pleasing mum and dad. Where would it all end? Burnt out and frazzled, just to get a foot on the first rung of a career ladder that led to what? More pressure? More stress? More pleasing? Replace teachers with bosses and it was all much the same, wasn’t it?

Just breathe Mya. Just breathe.

“Then we need to keep focused,” said Lottie, decisively.

“All together. All forever,” said Samira, placing her hand at the centre of the table.

Lottie placed hers atop it and repeated the mantra. Lastly Mya reached out, completing the three-person pact.

“All together. All forever,” she said, like she had what? A hundred times before.

“Good, now can we get back to this,” said Lottie.

Mya watched her two friends drop their eyes back to their notes, thinking that sometimes they just didn’t understand at all.

The tube carriage was crammed with the usual sorts; glum looking commuters, college kids, older men and women making rare trips into the city to see a show, visit a gallery, see a doctor. Mya who’d nabbed a seat and thankfully didn’t have to spend the entirety of her journey under some smelly armpit, browsed social media and news feeds, and any links that succeeded in grabbing her attention – five ways to get that guy, anyone? – which however pointless were better than dreaded, awkward, eye contact.

The train stopped, tube doors opened, many got off, many got on. Once more the tube carriage sped on through the blackness of the underground. All the while Mya continued her aimless online meandering. Ten best party dresses, anyone? Only that sense of someone observing you – realised in that split instant you actually see them – raised her eyes from her phone.

The woman had wavy platinum blonde hair, porcelain skin, rouge red lips that curled into a smile at one edge. For a moment Mya gawped, not really knowing what to make of that look, before her gaze was flicking quickly downward to that reassuring rectangle of pixels – a place where a piercing gaze couldn’t make you question your entire being. Ten best brain foods, anyone?

Despite the selfconscious blush at her cheeks, Mya found her eyes rising again to see that the woman was no longer smiling across at her. Instead she was whispering in her boyfriends? husbands? Dates? ear, a palm on his thigh. The smartly suited man – good looking, square jawed and stubbled – shifted a little uneasily at whatever was being said. Mya noticed the woman’s wicked little smirk, then was taking in her luxurious cream coat, the thigh high leather boots it fell to. Her simple style and supreme confidence left Mya momentarily transfixed.

And it wasn’t just Mya, schoolboys and office workers alike sneaked glances (though a few just stared outright) at the elegantly attractive woman who looked like she’d just come straight from central casting during Hollywood’s golden age. The red lips moved in their whispering way. The palm pressed. The man’s eyelids briefly fluttered closed as he breathed in a breath. A penny for your thoughts, thought Mya, beyond curious to know what was being said.

The woman turned and in the 0.0002 seconds it took her to see Mya staring, Mya’s eyes were darting downward again. She dabbed and scrolled through some dumb gossip website, feeling the flush at her cheeks and drumming beat of her heart. The ridiculousness – that a random strangers simple look – could have such an effect, only intensified her self-consciousness. Just breathe, Mya. Just breathe.

A flickering of the lights lifted her gaze. The carriage was plunged temporarily into darkness, then light, then darkness again. Mya glanced round to the darkness of the tunnel outside still speeding by, then facing forward found her eyes locking with the porcelain beauty’s ahead. The lights flickered on again, then off. Brown eyes saw blue. Blue brown. Mya felt a strange electric tingle creep up from her fingers, over her hands, arms, shoulders, face – down over her lower body. There was a sense of being uprooted – like something deep within had been plucked free – along with a spinning vertigo discombobulation.

She was still staring ahead, but in the faltering light – light that belonged in a fairground ride, light that was snickering and mischievous – saw not the pristine blonde, but herself. The slightly messy tangle of dark hair, the eyes – inherited from her mothers Honk Kong roots – that gave her a nonchalant, borderline indifferent air. Eyes that had given her the nickname sleepyhead by boys still too immature to appreciate their beguiling quality. Then there was the lightly freckled face, pretty and delicate (and increasingly noticed by those same boys that had once teased her) to nearly all but Mya.

As she saw herself in that brief instant, she saw herself as she always did; inconsequential and undesirable. An outward reflection of an inner timidity. And that’s what it had to be, a reflection, some trick of the flickering light that had her seeing past the blonde to her gawping self in the window opposite. No sooner had that thought rose like something being dredged up from a well, than it was spiralling back downwards as the electric tingle swept across her a second time, only this time upwards from her feet.

That vertigo sensation disappeared with it. There was the feel of solidity – level ground beneath. And as quickly as it had begun it was over. Suddenly the lights were back on. Mya was gasping. The blonde was gasping. Whatever having passed between them – and Mya was quite certain something had (at least for those first few seconds) – lingering at the forefront of her mind like a particularly vivid dream, before fading like a soon to be entirely forgotten one (no matter how hard she tried to hold on to it).

The blonde went back to whispering something in her male companion’s ear. Mya went back to staring down at her phone – popstar trash talks love rival – those in the carriage that had given it more than a moment’s thought, reasoning away the lights to an electrical fault. Nothing would change for them. They’d go on with their day. Go on with their lives. But for Mya. And the blonde…

Feeling a self-conscious stir within, Mya kept her eyes on her phone. Two more stops had passed when she next looked up and saw the blonde and her companion were gone. The seats, empty all of two seconds before they were claimed by a bearded hipster, a grey office type, had Mya blinking twice as if there was something she should recall. In her mind’s eye she saw the glamorous blonde’s twitch of a smile her way and felt an envious twinge (the woman being so many things she wasn’t and most likely never would be). But beyond that…nothing.

A couple more stations would roll by before Mya was rising, then leaving the train in amongst the typical bustle of people. By then she’d all but forgotten the blonde. Instead she was thinking of the things she had to do; pick up her younger sister, get a few things from the store for her mum, finally make a start on that history coursework. In other words, a day pretty much like yesterday, and the day before that, and that, and that. And yet today was like none of those days. That train ride back from college had been like no other. Though Mya didn’t know it. She would soon enough.


2

The white pillars of the elegant Georgian house’s entranceway shone bright in the last of the day’s soft autumn sunshine. Drawing a key from the pocket of her cream coat as she stepped up onto the porch, Elise unlocked the black front door, then held it open, looking to her male companion holding two shopping bags with a thin-lipped smile. “In you come.”

The accent was North American. The well-spoken voice – so sure of itself – utterly commanding. At it, the blue suited man with the stubbled jaw and slicked back black hair, promptly entered. Elise shut the door, that smile of hers a little wider. She strode past the man waiting in the hallway, leading him on up the communal staircase, the tread of her thigh length boots softened only by the orangey-red carpet underfoot.

“What a big strong boy you are carrying all those bags,” she said, taking the last of the stairs that led to the second floor.

“It’s an honour, Mistress,” came the voice behind.

Elise couldn’t help but smile again at that. Good answer. Good boy. Maybe she would add him to her select stable of male subs. Of course, that all depended on just how much he proved he wanted it. Just how much he’d give for her. Eager to find out what he had in him, she turned the key in the lock of her apartment and pushed inside. There was a mocking snort at sight of her sissy kneeling head bowed, wrists crossed behind his back in submissive greeting as she breezed into the spacious room.

She had him in a black wig and sheer nylons and shiny black heels with little bows. She had him in a maid’s outfit, the frilly white hem of which barely reached the childish looking pink chastity encasing his cock. How plump his balls looked beneath it. Like exceedingly ripe plums, thought Elise, sliding off her coat, revealing a leather dress that was both short and strapless and of such perfect fit that it emphasised every curve, enhanced every inch of her creamy white flesh.

“Put the bags on that chair and go face the window,” she said, over a bare shoulder “Oh, and take off your clothes,” she added, almost as an afterthought.

As the suited sub got moving, Elise drew her phone from the coat pocket, then dangled the coat from a finger. “Sissy…”

That voice, that tone, had the uniformed cleaning sub springing up as fast as his legs would allow. He took the coat from her, went to hang it up in a nearby cupboard. Elise observed him with no little amusement. She had him so well trained that he’d no doubt go and fetch her a pint of milk in that pathetic outfit should she so order him. And the fact that when he wasn’t making her polished wooden floors gleam, her kitchen surfaces and bathroom fittings sparkle, he was an authoritative figure in the courts, made her dominance over him all the more satisfying.

She enjoyed nothing more than having a so called dominant man accept his inferiority beneath her. She loved nothing more than seeing them submit knowing there was a great gaping hole that only someone such as her – possibly only her – could fill.

So many in her stable were these sorts; businessman, bankers, a few politicians, celebrities even. Men society taught to be one thing, while deep inside they burned to be another. However conflicted, ultimately, they’d cave. And when they did (at least the dozen few lucky enough to make it into her select group) they’d give her everything. Not only material possessions, things like clothes, money and jewellery. But even more valuably their time, their bodies, their minds. True submission always came at a cost (and not just the cost of the boots her banker boy had splurged out on during their shopping spree).

She was looking at him now – removing his boxers, dropping them onto the pile of his clothing, then stark naked facing the window and the last of the day’s light. Perhaps there were a few commuters on the walk back from work getting an early evening treat. Maybe a few joggers in the park across the road at the end of the street, slowing or making a little detour. Elise hoped so. Her gaze drifted over the muscular back, the firm buttocks. He had the makings of a bull if he could prove himself worthy, truly let go and submit to his deepest darkest impulse. Unlike this one.

“Hard work being a sissy bitch, isn’t it,” she said, looking back to the male maid.

“Yes, Mistress,” came the voice, cowed and far higher pitched than the thing used in his professional life.

Elise, filming with the phone now, gave in to the tug of a smile. “But you love it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Show me those swollen balls.”

Pinching the lacy white trim, the sissy lifted the little maid’s outfit like he was about to curtsy for the queen. Elise directed the phone at the tiny pink chastity and huge hanging balls beneath. “How long’s it been, sissy?”

“Nearly a month, Mistress.”

“And you think you’ve got it bad,” said Elise, briefly glancing at the sub boy over by the window she was purposely keeping waiting. Focus of the phone still on the sissy, she gave his balls a gentle squeeze, and wasn’t at all surprised by the slither of precum that descended from the tip. She gathered it on a finger, smeared it over the sissy’s lips like lip gloss, making them shine.

“Very pretty.”

The chortle of a laugh came loose and easy and had the sissy gulping, the sub at the window shifting his weight from one foot to the other. It was to him she now turned her attention. The slow tap of her heels with each step letting him know she was approaching. She watched his muscular buttocks tense, and the hands at his naked flanks briefly ball into fists. Holding up the phone, she came to a complete stop five or so paces behind him. Anticipation. Simple silence. As an experienced dominant Elise knew their power. She let the sub stew in that space; wanting to turn, wanting to know just what she was up to.

“How’s it looking out there, busy?” she asked, finally.

There was a tensing of back muscles. Speech only came with the clearing of a throat. “There’s a few people, Mistress.”

“Have any of them noticed you?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“You don’t know. Hmm.” She closed that gap now, stretching out each clicking step. “I think you’d know,” Elise purred at an ear. “I think a big, strong, hunky boy all locked up in chastity like you would draw quite the crowd before long.”

She heard his quivering breath, sensed his slightly begrudging acceptance of his true self; his submission, her dominance. It exhilarated both. She peered over his shoulder – tall enough to do so in her boots – at the spiked chastity all her new subs were forced to endure as proof of their subservience. The elegant outer smooth curve of metal, hid the torture within.

“To think, anyone of your banker colleagues could walk by any second. Or maybe an ex-girlfriend…” Another shallow breath, a tensing of that stubbled jaw. Red lips at his ear, Elise pressed on. “Perhaps someone you went to school with. Or a relative – that sister of yours. What would they think seeing you all on display?”

“I don’t know…Mistress,” came the voice as a soft murmur.

“Don’t know much, do you?” said Elise, stepping to his side. Filming him there looking so completely utterly naked and exposed. She scanned across the window to the street, the park, noticing some of the passing cars on the road between. The sun had all but set, the light was a pale blue. And with the dark, came an end to the day’s frivolities. It was time to see just how deep this sub’s submission went.

Elise lowered the phone, stepped forward and purred in an ear, “Go wait for me in my playroom. You know the position.”

There was a supplicant nod, then he was turning, his bare feet all but silent as he crossed the room. Elise’s gaze lingered on his firm backside. Knowing what she was about to do to it, to him, filled her with the type of giddy high nothing else in her life had come close to matching. She watched him disappear behind the door marked with the female symbol of a circular ring with a downward cross. Then was striding forward to the shopping bags he’d left on a chair. She retrieved from them two long black leather gloves (also purchased with the banker sub’s card). How generous he was. Elise slid them up her slender arms, amused to see the sissy trying to keep his eyes on the floor.

“Do you think you deserve a reward, sissy, for all your hard work?”

“I think I deserve whatever you determine I deserve, Mistress.”

Smoothing the second glove up over an elbow, flexing her fingers in the shiny leather, Elise smiled half a smile. “Then follow me, sissy.”

The playroom had maroon walls, black marble flooring, within all the implements and equipment the most demanding of dominants could ever want. It was intimate and beautiful, a place where Elise could not only truly express herself, but play to her hearts content.

Her stubbled sub was kneeling, head bowed, arms outstretched on the black marble in front of the empty throne chair, just as she’d instructed. She shut the door, gesturing with a pointed finger for her sissy to sit and be silent. Down he went as Elise strode forward, her thigh high boots clicking even louder on the marble. Hands on hips she stood for a moment in front of the worshipping sub, then sat upon her big throne chair. She revelled a further moment at sight of the sub’s muscular arms, the hollows of his taut shoulders, the broad expanse of back beyond. She felt a flutter – warm and pleasant – beneath her waist, though her exterior and her look remained ice cool.

“Eyes on me, sub,” she said, lifting him back onto his haunches. And now her gaze was slowly drifting over the smooth chest, the defined torso, the neatly groomed pubic area (a prerequisite for any of her aspiring subs). Her look lingered on the curve of metal at his crotch, on the balls beneath – not quite as swollen as the sissy’s, but getting there – the hint of a smile letting him now of her amusement. Before her eyes were rising, locking on his.

“I want your tongue on these boots. I want the leather to shine.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said the sub, not missing a beat, shuffling forward and dipping his head.

Elise watched as his tongue swiped upward from the toe in licking stroke. Another followed quickly. Another after that. “There you go. Polish that leather,” said Elise, smoothing her wavy blonde locks over a shoulder, peering down at the muscled sub feeling the hot stir of her arousal. “I want it so you can see your reflection when you’re done.”

That tongue of his was going to be cramping badly by the time she was through with him, and not only from bootlicking.

“Right where you belong,” she said. “Serving beneath your superior.” Where all men belonged as far as she was concerned. “Such a very lucky boy.”

She reached down, grabbing hold of a clump of his slicked back hair, pulling his face, swishing tongue and all, up to the very top edge of one boot, then down again, guiding him like her own personal wash cloth. When she was pleased enough with the front of each boot, she stood, and turned, and had him start on the backs.

“Not so much as a single spot is to be missed,” she said, kneeling a thigh on the throne chair, looking over a shoulder to see him taking the boots heel in his mouth. “When I ask you to do a job, I expect it done to the highest standard. Nobody wants a lazy sub. You don’t meet my standards. You won’t get the privilege of serving me. Is that clear, sub?”

“Yes, Mistress,” came the voice, a tad breathless from all the licking.

“Good boy,” said Elise, turning and placing the gleaming boots together. “What do you think, sissy?”

“I think they look sensational, Mistress,” said the kneeling maid from over by the door.

“Sensational boots for a sensational woman.” Elise smiled to herself, then was ordering the sub up.

She took four leather cuffs and attached them around his wrists and ankles, then had him widen his stance so she could lock the ankle cuffs to two semi-circular rings built into the floor. Next, she clipped his wrists together, then yanked them upwards over his head by a chain looped through a metal ring in the ceiling. Lastly, she tied off the chain’s pully, then sauntered back around to his front, pausing a moment to saviour the sight of the sub’s body spread so deliciously taut.

“As you well know not just anybody is admitted to my stable,” said Elise, now picking a small key from a hook (there were several such hooks, several more small keys). “I’m a demanding mistress. Who demands much from her subs. It’s not just a matter of submission, but strength, will and forbearance.”

Back at his side she ran the teeth of the small key down the centre of his torso – between pecs, down abs, on past his belly button till it was clinking against the curve of steel. She placed the key in the chastity’s small lock, sprung it open, removed it, then hinged open the whole device, revealing the most intimate of male body parts in its spiked prison. The sub tilted his stubbled face to the light above, exhaling a slow, soft breath.

Elise fully removed the chastity, put it to one side. No sooner had she turned back to him than he’d grown rock hard in stiff salute. His cock twitched with each of her clicking steps. She ran a single gloved finger up a prominent vein on his shaft, making him pant, making him tremor ever so slightly as she reached his domed tip.

“I’m going to cane your ass. I’m going to beat it red raw,” she said, now looking to his face, enjoying the nervousness in his expression and the fact there wasn’t a thing he could say or do to alter her actions. “You’re going to take it like a good boy. You’re going to be grateful.”

“Yes, Mistress,” came the soft but excited response.

Smirking a little smirk, Elise stepped behind him. She picked her very favourite cane from the wall. She swished it through the air, making the sub’s butt cheeks clench.

“I want you counting. I want you showing your gratitude with a thank you after each and every one of your canings.”

The voice deep and low, sounded as a nervy rumble. “Yes, Mistress.”

Elise lay the cane – a black acrylic – flat against that ever so firm looking backside. She held it there a moment, hearing the sub’s shallow breathing, observing the taut tension in his back muscles and those calves locked to the spot. She teased him with two gentle taps, then the cane was quickly rising. She held it high in the air for the merest of split seconds, before sweeping it downward in swishing cry. The hit was vicious. The snap of the cane on contact wicked. The sub shuddered forward as far as his restraints would allow, a gasping groan escaping his lips.

“One, thank you, Mistress,” he said, strained.

Elise smiled to herself, arousal spinning hot. She raised the cane, beat him again.

“Two, thank you, Mistress,” came the gasping cry through gritted teeth.

Another smile. A feeling of absolute power. Was there a rush like it? Elise didn’t think so. She proceeded to beat him to the count of forty – past his limit and then some – leaving his body sagging and his ass striped white and already blooming purple.

“That bottom of yours is going to be sore for the next fortnight. Every time you sit down you’ll think of me and what I’ve done to you.” Elise placed the cane back on its walled fixture and stepped to his side. Sight of her exquisite breasts, pressing the curved cut of her leather dress, in turn pressing against his side, had him lifting his sunken head. She was amused to see his cock still rigid.

“All that pain,” she said, caressing her gloved hand over his raw ass cheeks, making him grimace, making him try and jut forward and escape her light touch. “I think it’s only right you have some pleasure.”

And now the other hand came up, circling a finger over his shiny bulging cockhead. This had him moaning. This had him sinking to her as far as the chains would allow.

“Perhaps a blowjob, hmm?” purred Elise, looking directly into his eyes.

His look was hopeful and disbelieving in equal measure. She slicked the loose strand of hair that had fallen over his forehead back into place. Then turned with a wicked grin, and angling the firmest of erections downward, ordered her sissy forward.
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Mya wiped the creamy sauce from her lip, absentmindedly pushed the last of the peas around her plate.

“Don’t play with your food, Mya.”

Mya looked up, staring across at the petite dark-haired women (who could only be her mother) already overseeing her younger sister’s homework – both their empty plates pushed to one side. Then was glancing right to her father – such a bulky presence that sometimes it seemed scarcely believable they shared the same genes – shovelling his second serving of fish pie in his mouth while he browsed the back of the sports pages.

Mya rolled her eyes, bursting one of the peas beneath a fork, then dropping it with such a clink that it raised the three pairs of eyes towards her. By then she was already up, squeaking back her chair and with small quick steps making for the hallway. She hurried up the stairs, hearing her father’s almost consoling voice (no doubt telling her mother to let her go, that he’d take care of the dishes). Before she was back in her tiny box of a bedroom, slamming the door shut.

She leaned her head back against it, closing her eyes, catching her breath. In five minutes when she’d cooled down, she’d feel a tad guilty – after all what did her parents do but work all hours to provide her and her sister with a solid home life and good education. But right now, the irritation rumbled and roiled, the anger was clammy and cloying and prickly. Why does she talk to me like I’m still some little kid? she thought of her mum. No wonder everyone thinks I’m a walkover, that I’m just, just…and there was that voice, ridiculing, pitying. Little Mya…what was it…subordinate, subservient, don’t ever rock the boat little Mya.

She opened her eyes, pushed off the door, two strides and she was standing in front of the small bed pushed sideways up against the wall beneath the window out of which she now stared. At the distant and illuminated buildings of Canary Wharf and the skyline of a city that was forever feeling out of reach. A city for winners. Not people pleasers. Which is what I am.

She turned and sat, hardly feeling in control of her own movements. Her hand curled around the phone in her pocket before she was even aware of why she wanted it. But now she had it in her hand – feeling a queasy rumble – she knew all right. She opened the GIF, and watched the woman crawling naked and leashed as if it was herself for all the humiliation she felt. Once, twice, three times it repeated, before she found the energy to lift a finger and bin it with a swipe.

She placed the phone on a desk crammed between bed and door and switched on a lamp. It was then there was a knock on the door. A second later, mum Nancy, was poking her head around it.

“Everything all right, Mya?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” Mya replied, feeling like that was all she could say. “Just a bit stressed from today is all.”

“It’s a big year. So important for your future.”

Yeah, like I needed reminding, thought Mya, her queasiness coming on double. Another mother might have sat down, wrapped a reassuring arm around her daughter, got to the bottom of what was troubling her, maybe had her sobbing. But that wasn’t Nancy. She was taskmaster. A driving force. A tiger mum. She rarely if ever did emotion.

“No more tantrums, hmm?” she said. “Not a good example for your sister.”

Mya found herself nodding – that inbuilt instinct she had (that she always only realised twenty seconds too late) that said, ‘Hey, line on up, come walk all over me.’

“Good,” smiled Nancy, her head disappearing behind the door for a fraction of a second before reappearing. “Oh, and don’t forget that essay you said you had.”

“I won’t,” said Mya, almost robotically.

Another smile. Then Nancy’s head disappeared. The door closed. Mya stared at it blankly. She was still staring at it a five minute later when her dad’s chortling laughter sounded from downstairs. Mya could see him clear as day watching his favourite sitcom, Nancy curled up beside him, sister Skye, laying on the smaller sofa, staring at her phone. She collapsed back on the bed.

Sometimes she wished she was a million miles away from here, from them, from the pressures of college and dumb boys like Tristram. Sometimes she wished she was someone else altogether. She pushed up from the bed and glanced in the small mirror she generally tried to avoid. She saw what she always saw – undesirability, ordinariness. Which of course couldn’t be further from the truth. Not that Mya saw it.

With a sigh, she settled at the desk in front of her laptop, and despite the beginnings of a headache, reluctantly made a start on that essay. In other words, she behaved as she always behaved, did what she did as conscientious, studious, Mya.

Elise found herself chuckling as she stared at the laptop screen replaying back some of the day’s recordings; the sub standing naked by the window, the sub receiving that blowjob from her ever dutiful sissy slut, the sub coming up between her thigh high boots for his ultimate reward. Faces blurred where necessary, she posted them online for her army of jerk monkeys (of which there were many thousands) considering it a service to the human race in showing how willing submissive the male of the human species could be.

She for one was quite certain the world would be a better place if they all accepted their subordination and let the superior sex take control. And she was pretty sure it was going to happen, one way or the other. Men as women’s playthings was the future. Heck, it was the present. A trawl through her email needn’t have told her that, still, there was the usual mix of highly flattering and grovelling messages from her subs. One an overlong and saccharine poem from a sub who’d most definitely be getting a beating (most likely while reciting his corny poem aloud).

Another from a sub overseas in New York included a video clip of himself bowing down naked and in chastity. Elise, a palm tucked into the top of her silk pyjamas, felt the tingling contentedness of a body utterly satisfied from its earlier orgasms. She continued to click through her emails, confirming a spanking session with friend and fellow mistress Claudia. Firing off another reply in response to today’s hunky stubbled sub’s message, thanking her for the privilege of serving her, saying that she looked forward to doing it again soon, adding with a smile that sissy did too.

By the time she was closing her laptop and rising from the sofa, she was feeling the faint throb of a headache at her temples. It had been an eventful day, and she put the headache down to nothing more than tiredness – a small price to pay for all the fun she’d had. There was a small part of her that couldn’t believe this life she had; the gorgeous apartment, the stable of so obedient, so eager to please subs.

She sipped some water with a touch of lemon, gripping the countertop as a wave of dizziness briefly unsteadied. She had no idea where that had come from. Maybe she was sickening a little. She put down the glass, those purchases from her banker boy she was going to unpack, far from her mind as she was drawn into the bedroom. An early night, that’s what she needed. And the massive double bed – a bed fit for a mistress – couldn’t have looked more inviting.

Elise lay down, drawing the luxuriously soft duvet over herself. For a moment she stared at her reflection in the mirrored ceiling (put there so any sub lucky enough to make it this far could see themselves being ravished); at her blonde locks spilling over the pillow, at a face that was beautiful and knew it, before she was reaching over, switching off the bedside lamp. She hadn’t always been in such a good place, but now, now it felt like everything had come together. No, she wouldn’t swap this life for the world, she thought, eyes closing.

Mya tugged on the faded red T-shirt and climbed into bed. She hadn’t got far with the essay. Not more than a paragraph. And was that really surprising given her growing migraine, and the touch of nausea joining the party? No, what she needed was rest and forgetting the day. And yet…there was that smirk, those words, You’re a good girl. A good little bitch who knows her place. And most ridiculing of all, Little Mya.

Yeah, well, you’re an arrogant douchebag. Where was that voice, where was that fierceness when I needed it? thought Mya, pulse slowing, knowing the moment was gone. That as always, she’d shrunk into herself timid and reserved. And how she hated herself for it. She reached over – careful not to roll right off the small bed – and switched off the light. Her head hit the pillow, surrounded by its thick dark hair.

Tomorrow will be better, came that ever optimistic voice from inside. Has to be. She closed her eyes – and there like a long forgotten memory was the blonde from the tube train. There was a recall of the discombobulated dizziness. Before she was freefalling right into it. Away from the life and everything she’d always known.
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The hand reached out, but felt only mattress. Which was strange. Which wasn’t right. Not that Mya recognised just how so in her sleepy state. She’d been dreaming of clouds, big marshmallow clouds. That’s where her head was still at as she rolled off the bed, feet touching down on the shag pile of a carpet. If she’d been a little more with it, she might have noticed the carpets unfamiliar thickness. Instead there was still part of her that felt like she was in the land of nod, stepping from one soft springy cloud, to the next.

Eyes two thirds closed, she crossed the bedroom, making for a door that would lead to a hallway and a bathroom – where she’d splash her face with water, brush her teeth and pee, all before her father, mother, then sister commandeered it for themselves. You had to be quick in the Pullinger household. First come, first served, was a familiar expression of her father’s. But there was nothing familiar about today.

Yawning a big yawn, arms outstretched, Mya walked straight into a wall, stubbing a toe and almost knocking herself out.

“Owww!” she yelped, eyes wincing tightly shut, palm of a hand going to the shooting pain at her forehead. All I need, a big bruise to make me look like…the realisation came mid-thought like a sudden, unnerving shock to the very core of her being. That’s not me! That’s not my voice! That’s what she was thinking as her eyes snapped open and she took in her half-darkened surrounds. Not her surrounds; the huge bed, the thick cream carpet, the en-suite and enormous walk-in wardrobe off to one side. What the…fuck?

And now she was pinching the silk pyjamas between her fingers, smoothing a strand of the long blonde hair before widening eyes. Those blue eyes – not her eyes – rose to the ceiling and for a beat simply stared at the ceilings mirrored reflection. Before she was striding to the window – the long legs double the speed of her own – and throwing open the curtains. She barely glimpsed the sweep of elegant houses, or the park and the part of London so completely not her own.

Instead her gaze darted back up to the mirror’s lightened reflection. What is this? Where am I? Who am I? No sooner had the questions flashed through her mind at the millionth of second, than the phone on the bedside table was ringing.

A hand reached out from beneath the covers, jabbing off the phone’s annoying wake up call. Elise didn’t remember setting it. She liked her lie ins. And this morning felt as warm and cosy as a bunny in its burrow. The world could go on without her a while yet. All those subordinate workers hurrying to where they needed to be. She was long done with that rat race. She was her own boss. Her own timekeeper. Nobody else’s.

“Get your butt up, Mya. Bathroom won’t be free for long,” said the voice – a woman’s voice – puncturing Elise’s sleepy dream state.

And yet still she didn’t quite believe she’d heard it. Eye’s fluttering slowly open as Nancy’s head disappeared from behind the door, Elise yawned a big yawn, then rolled over, and fell straight off the bed with a thud.

“Ow-ow-oww!” she exclaimed, pushing up, cradling a sore elbow for a split instant before the strangeness of her voice (girlish and weak) was properly registering. And now her gaze was darting around the box of a bedroom. She stood taking in the faded red T-shirt, the bare legs and arms of the petite girlish body. Then was spotting the small mirror and turning to it. And seeing the dishevelled bed hair (not blonde, most certainly not blonde) framing the face of a young woman. A face with a touch of Asian to it. A face mystified in expression. A face that most definitely wasn’t her own.

Elise spun and yanked up the blinds at the window with a recoiling snap. And stared in dumb amazement, back tracking a step or two, before she was properly turning and rushing out the bedroom door. This can’t be real! This has to be…

“Whoopsie, too slow,” said the small girl dashing past her and into the bathroom.

A dream, thought Elise, taking in the small landing she’d never seen in her life. Before she was drifting down the stairs – even then incredulous at the small bare feet beneath so obviously not her own. She stopped at the voices from the kitchen, peering in at a woman in cream trousers, a red blouse, a woman with the same black hair as that which she could see falling messily within her own eyeline. She was buttering toast. The radio was on – something about budget cuts that had a man filling a flask, cursing under his breath, “Bloody government.”

He wore jeans, toe capped work boots, a hi-vis vest above his top, and though his back was to Elise, she could see he was of hefty build. She took in the sight of them, those small feet already backtracking again beneath. And how quickly she was spinning for the front door, struggling the unfamiliar lock open, stepping out onto the small front path and the street of modest terraced houses – her gaze on the distant city skyline.

“Bit nippy for just a T-shirt, eh, love?”

She edged to the side of the path, staring slack jawed, making room for the bulky man in the hi-vis to pass. He walked over to a white van parked up on the kerb, opened the door, placed his hard hat and flask on the passenger seat, before glancing back her way. “Everything all right with you?” he asked.

Elise nodded slowly, still open mouthed and gawping. A rise of thick eyebrows, a creasing of his forehead as he shook his head and the man was climbing into the van.

“You girls, sometimes think you’re from a different planet.”

The driver door was pulled shut. There was a raised wave through the window. Then the van was disappearing round the corner at the end of the street. Elise stood a moment longer – mouth agape – before turning back to the end of terrace house, glancing from its top two windows down over its yellow painted bricks to the porch over the front door. Then she was raising her hands, staring in wonder at the bare arms, the red T-shirt, at rising goosebumps.

“You want some breakfast, Mya?” came the voice from the kitchen as she stepped back inside.

Elise paid it no attention, hurrying up the stairs and across the landing, ignoring the sound of the running shower – a girl singing – from behind the bathroom door. Back in the bedroom, she slammed the door closed, marched right for the bed.

“A dream, that’s all this is,” she muttered, lying flat, pulling the duvet over her head. “You’re going to wake up. Back in your own bed. All this weirdness forgotten,” she told herself, eyes clenched shut. On the count of ten. Ten, nine, eight, seven…Fingers dug into palms…Six, five, four…Heart palpitated…Three, two, one…Eyes sprung open. Elise lowered the duvet, and there it was, same small boxy bedroom. And now there was nothing but full on head spinning panic. How is this possible? If I’m here, where is, who is…? Her gaze caught sight of the phone on the bedside table. Elise grabbed it without a second thought.

Mya shakily lifted the phone as if in slow motion.

“Hello?” she said, forcing the voice out above the hard lump at her throat. A voice that was entirely alien, slightly husky, American or Canadian even for all she knew. There was no response to it. Though she heard breathing; fast and panicky and in its way echoing her own short, sharp, breaths. “Who is this?”

There was a momentary silence, even the breathing fell quiet, then, “It’s Mya. You’re Mya, aren’t you?”

And now it was Mya’s turn to feel the cold shiver run down her spine as her guts tightened, and the breath caught at her throat. There was no doubt about that voice – impatient, slightly uncertain in its tone. Beneath her shock, Mya couldn’t help but cringe a little.

“Yes,” she said, far firmer sounding, far more together than she felt. “And you…are?”

“Elise,” said the voice, her voice, in reply.

Mya’s gaze rose to the mirrored ceiling and the blonde-haired blue-eyed woman staring back at her. And in that moment, she felt like she was going to faint.

“Mya…? You’re still there?”

“Yes,” she said on autopilot, lowering her silken derriere to the bed, head spinning, brain struggling to comprehend.

“Whatever this is, Mya, we’re going to fix it,” said Elise. “You’re at my place?”

“Yes,” replied Mya in that barely there way.

“Good. Stay there. Do not move a muscle. I’m on my way.”

The call went dead. Arm falling limply, Mya let the phone drop from her grasp onto the feather soft duvet cover. We’re going to fix it…the voice repeated like the phone was still there at her ear. Her voice for crying out loud. The ridiculousness almost had her laughing. Almost. She hadn’t completely lost it. There was jitteriness in the drumming disbelief. That same question circling over and over on a loop. What the fuck? What the…fuck?

Mya sat on the bed a good five minutes before she finally rose. She wandered from the bedroom to the apartments spacious main room, glancing at the clean countertops and sparkling taps of the open kitchen, then taking in the polished wooden floors and the rooms smart stylish furnishings. She peered from the window, properly taking in the street of expensive looking houses, the busy road and park at its end. Then was turning back to the room. A stranger in another’s home. Another’s body.

Her gaze fell upon some bags on a chair, those designer sorts, rectangular with string tie grips. Don’t be nosy, Mya, came the half-hearted thought, quickly pushed to one side. Here, like this, she was in no mood to start lecturing herself. Given everything, the least she could do was find out a little about this Elise. That’s why those slender fingers parted the bag, dipped inside pulling out a pair of elegant stilettoes and two smaller boxes.

The first contained a sparkling necklace, the second a circular ring – almost the size of a bracelet – with an arc of metal joining each side. Mya had no idea what this was – she’d never seen any jewellery like it (but then why should she know what a cock ring ball divider looked like). She held it puzzled between her fingers for an instant, then returned it and the necklace back to their boxes and the bag. And now she was noticing the door imprinted with the female symbol for the first time. A storing cupboard? Another bedroom? Only one way to find out.

She lowered the doors handle, eased it open – finding darkness, flicked the switch to her right. There was a parting of lips, a gasp as the soft lighting lit up the windowless room, the maroon walls, the marble flooring and the various bondage equipment arranged over it. Mya’s gaze drifted from leather pommel to X shaped cross, on over the various whips and canes and crops and clamps hanging from hooks, mounted on walled fixtures. There was a lag, not quite as long as she’d experienced on waking, but there nonetheless.

A couples of seconds passed as she stared dumbfounded, before realisation was dawning clear and irrefutable; the woman’s a bondage freak. This is her – what? – dungeon. Mya didn’t know what you’d call it, only that she’d never seen anything like it. Eyes fixed on a shelf of different sized dildos, arranged to create a rising V, the huge head of the black one at the centre, she began to back away – still not entirely sure whether this woman Elise, got her rocks off taking or giving. And in the general scheme of things, what the hell did it matter?

Mya switched off the light, shut the door and strode back through to the bedroom. She had a look in the walk-in wardrobe, rifling through racks with lots of leather and latex and leopard print. Then was back in the bedroom noticing the phone on the bed where she’d dropped it. A moment later, phone unlocked with face ID, she was browsing its contents, eyes widening at clips that showed this Elise was most certainly no taker.

“Get outta the way! I’m in a rush here!” shouted Elise, struggling to push through the crowd of people – the majority of whom she couldn’t even see over – leaving the tube station. She jostled through here and there where she could, but mostly fell into the commuters plodding step, her cries getting zero to little attention. She was sorely tempted to kick fatty in front in the balls and hop over his crumpled figure. Fists balled in frustration, she somehow held back.

When she finally emerged from the station she was already breaking into a run. And this was soon presenting a whole other problem; the girl might be slender as a new moon – an expression Elise could hear her mother saying as she thought it – but had little stamina. Several times she stopped, bending over, clutching the faded denim at the knees of the jeans she’d thrown on, whilst sucking in oxygen. Several seconds would pass. Then she was off again, long red T-shirt (still on) billowing around her thighs.

A stitch at her at her side, the park appeared across the road on her right – the joggers seeming to mock with their easy flowing motion. Elise felt no ease. Or flow. She felt hot and knackered. Calves cramping, lungs feeling like they might explode. When she turned left onto her road, there was another gasping pause for breath. She could see the windows of her apartment up ahead. It gave her that little extra burst of energy.

Less than a minute later she was stepping breathlessly up onto the porch between pillars (there was no sun to make them gleam this morning), reaching out of habit for a key that of course wasn’t there. Hand sliding emptily free from the jean pocket, she jabbed the button of her apartment on the intercom right by the smart black front door. A second passed. Then another filled with her heavy breaths and beating heart. Then…

“Yes?”

Her voice! Her freaking voice! “Buzz me in, Mya.”

The door unlocked with a click. Elise pushed inside. She took the first dozen stairs two at a time, before it was all too much for the little legs beneath and she was forced to hurry up one at a time. But as she quickly paced through the hallway, the aching calves fell from her mind. Seeing was believing, and she couldn’t, not fully, till…

Her apartment door was open. And peering from within (like Mya needed to see just as much as she needed to) there she was still in those silky pyjamas she’d put on only last night – already what felt like a lifetime ago. She stood momentarily frozen. Mya stared. She stared. Their expressions of stunned silence mirroring the other. Elise drifted forward into the apartment. Neither of them able to look away. The soft hum of a fridge, the steady whoosh of traffic from the busy road may well have been a million miles away. They heard nothing. Only saw.

“How…?” asked Elise.

“How…?” asked Mya in the exact same instant.

They were close now, reaching out, touching the others face – their face – like it was an illusion, a trick of the mind. That the other might disappear in a puff of smoke and they’d both wake tucked up back in their beds.

“The train,” murmured Elise remembering. “You were the girl on the train.”

“You smiled at me,’ said Mya just as softly. “Then something passed between us.”

“Yes,” said Elise, feeling her skin tingle and her head spin a little woozily. “I thought you were pretty. I thought you didn’t know how pretty. Then…” She had to really strain to remember. “The lights flickered. The carriage seemed to swirl.”

“Yes,” said Mya. “We melded. Then we separated.”

“We went our separate ways, only to—”

“Wake up as one another.”

Elise turned away from herself for the first time, needing to close her eyes, needing to steady herself. She breathed in a big breath, clutching the back of a chair.

“Are you, all right?” asked Mya.

“Are you?” said Elise, a little too accusatory.

Mya bit a lip, looked down – beneath the porcelain skin, Elise saw fright and dismay.

“It’s okay, Mya,” she said, placing a hand on what until yesterday had been her own upper arm, giving it a comforting squeeze. “We’re going to find a way out of this. There has to be a way out of this.”

“Maybe it we ride the train,” said Mya. “Do what we did yesterday. It’ll somehow reverse itself.”

“Yesss,” said Elise, feeling genuine hope. That’s where it all happened. That’s where we’re gonna resolve this. She looked at Mya smiling the first ever smile she’d smiled as a completely different person. “Go get changed. We’ve got a train to catch.”

The tube was crammed just as it was the other day; those harried tired office types, those fresh-faced students, those golden oldies. Elise and Mya sat opposite each other in the same seats, of the same carriage, of the same line, back and forth, back and forth from morning to noon, to late afternoon.

“You feel anything?” asked Elise for the umpteenth time of the umpteenth journey.

“Nope,” said Mya. “You?”

“Uh-uh.”

“Maybe it’s a different train. Maybe that’s why it’s not working.”

Elise stared across at that face of hers – never before had she wanted to give it a good hard slap as she did this second. Instead she bit her lip, looked away. A she did so, the phone at her pocket chimed.

“Who is it?” asked Mya.

“Lottie. Samira. Friends? They’re asking where you were today.” Elise held out the phone.

Mya rose from the seat opposite, slumped into that next to Elise, taking it. Elise couldn’t help but admire the way she looked in the ankle boots, the smart navy jeans, the cream turtle neck. And she could see she wasn’t the only one from the cheeky stares. How did that make her feel? Pretty darn good – despite everything.

“What are you saying?” she asked, looking back to Mya.

“Stomach bug. That I should be over it in a few days.”

There was a silence between them as Mya handed back the phone. What if it’s not over in a few days, both were surely thinking. What if…? Another chime – this one from Mya’s pocket – had her sliding the phone from it.

“Who is it?” asked Elise.

“Dunno. Just says ready and at your service.” Mya held out the phone, looking Elise right in the eyes. “Mistress.”

“So you know, about my lifestyle?”

Mya nodded. “That room of pain back at yours was kind of a giveaway.”

Elise gave a snort, took the phone and responded in reply: And you’ll remain ready and at my service till I want you. She handed the phone back to Mya who slipped it in a pocket.

As the train sped on through the underground, both were momentarily silent as they stared at their reflections in the blackened window opposite. Such different people. From such different worlds.

“What are we going to do?” asked Mya.

Elise was asking the same question. “Get through this without crashing each other’s lives.”

And now they both turned to one another, wondering how that was at all possible.

The plan was to keep a low profile. Hope that whatever freakery was at play would reverse itself. Except one day turned to two, then three, and they were still stuck in bodies and lives so starkly not their own. Elise couldn’t keep on pretending to be sick knowing the life she loved was imploding (she had relationships and a lifestyle to maintain). Mya couldn’t sit around twiddling her thumbs whilst this – perhaps the most important year of her life went down the plug hole. The plan had to change. One way or another. Lives had to be lived.
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“Given what I’ve just demonstrated, what is the value of the constant K in the outlined equation?”

Mr Carruthers turned from the whiteboard, gaze sweeping the classroom of less than enthusiastic looking students. There was a sigh. A shake of the head. “Put them out of their misery would you please, Mya.”

Elise who’d been thinking more about the tight-trousered teachers cute butt and what she’d like to be doing to it, rather than anything to do with maths, looked from teacher to whiteboard and back again. That stuff written up there could have been the language of the universe, or complete gibberish for all she knew or particularly cared.

“Erm, I’m going to have to take a pass on that one.”

Mr Carruthers, so sure was he his star pupil was about to give the correct answer that he already had his marker pen hovering over the whiteboard, turned back around. “There’s no free passes here, Mya,” he said, a touch of disappointment in his expression – a look taking Elise right back to her own school days. “You know that.”

The teacher turned back to his beloved equations and began scribbling the correct answer. As he did so, Elise felt the phone’s buzz at her pocket. She slid it out, fully expecting it to be Mya needing advice, only it wasn’t Mya, it was a message reading: Someone’s in trouble, accompanied by a GIF of a school uniformed young women being spanked over the knee. Elise glanced to the classmates around her. It didn’t take long to spot Tristram’s cocky smirk.

“You’ve all got homework,” said Mr Carruthers as the bell went and the chairs squeaked back and the classroom burst into activity. “Learn those equations. Like I said, there’s no free passes. Not for any of you.”

Those last words were directed squarely at his star student. Elise slung the rucksack over a shoulder and quickly got out the line of fire of a look that said, ‘you should know that.’

“Hey, you,” she said, stopping Tristram out in the corridor.

The sandy haired boy turned towards her seemingly surprised by the strength of the voice and the person of whom it had come from.

“Little Mya.” There was that cocksure smile. “What do I owe the—”

Elise didn’t let him finish. “I liked your clip,” she said. “I think you’re right. I have been a bad girl. A very, very, bad girl.” There was a projecting of those small breasts in front of her, a clasping of a wrist behind a back, the dropping of a knee, the slight rotation of hips back and forth as she went into full on flirt mode. The expression was doe-eyed innocence with a naughty cherry on top. A look perfectly befitting the girl’s nonchalant air. And how Elise knew it. “If only there was someone to punish me…” she finished.

Now came the slightest upward curl of a lip and Elise was pushing past the unblinking boy. She had him, and needn’t have glanced behind to see him following to know it. She rounded a corner, quickly whispered to a ponytailed girl leaning against a wall looking at phone. “Have as many people as you can here in five minutes. I promise a good show.”

Then she was pushing open the storeroom door opposite, gesturing fast approaching Tristram inside. There was a cunning smile to the ponytailed girl outside. A conspiratorial nod back. And Elise shut the door. A single bulb lit the storage space overhead. There were shelves full of boxes. A janitor’s mop and bucket against the far wall.

“Goody two shoes Mya,” said Tristram, shaking his head. “Who’d have thought it?”

“Guess I’m not as good a girl as you think I am.”

“We’ll see. Show me that ass bitch.”

Oh, he was digging himself deeper.

“What? This cute little ass,” said Elise, giving Mya’s pert jean clad tush a wiggle.

“Mmm,” Tristram moaned softly. “That’s it.” His gaze lingered then rose. “Hands on the wall. Spread those legs.”

“Whoa, whoa, you don’t want an appetiser. Because I want an appetiser,” Elise said, pressing against him, going in for what looked like all the world was a kiss, only to teasingly drop her head at the last. Simultaneously she clasped his blue shirt at his flanks and spun him back to the door. You’d never have guessed the weight and height he had over her given the way she so effortlessly manoeuvred him right where she wanted him. Math, math was a foreign language. But the Tristram’s of this world she ate for breakfast.

“What are you doing?” he asked as Elise made short work of the buttons of his shirt, began on the buckle of his belt at his trousers. A slight nervousness had crept into his voice – shy, timid, pliable Mya, that’s what he’d been expecting. Boy was he wrong.

“Proving I’m no angel,” she answered. On one knee, fingers stilled on the belt buckle, she gazed up at him transmitting nothing but that doe-eyed innocence. “But I can stop. If that’s what you want?”

“No,” he responded quickly. A flick of the head meaning for her to go on. Which was exactly what Elise did.

She whipped away the belt, unzipped the jeans flies, slipped the edge of her fingers beneath the denim at his hips, beneath the elastic of the boxers beneath. There was another of those looks up towards him – all big eyed and acquiescent – before she was swiftly yanking downwards, springing a stiffening cock free. Elise dragged his jeans and boxers all the way down to his ankles, then returned her gaze to the fast-rising prick.

“I thought you’d be bigger,” she couldn’t help but tease, making Tristram frown.

“Just suck it you little bitch,” was his charming reply.

“Really, you want me to,” said Elise, blowing softly, ever so softly.

The back of Tristram’s head tapped against the door. “Fuuck!” he moaned.

As Elise blew up the length of his shaft, she eased his wrists behind his back and with the speed and sleight of hand of a trickster, tied them tight together with the belt. Feeling the sudden restrictive tightness, Tristram peered down, glaring. “What the fuck, Mya? What’s this…?”

But it was way too late. Elise already rising from her kneeling position, had her hand on the door handle behind. “Payback,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Payback for that offensive message. Payback for that cocky smirk. Payback for calling me a bitch.”

It was now she lowered the handle, gave the storeroom door an effortless push. And as she did Tristram’s eyes grew wide – god what a look – as the door slanted open, and out he toppled into the corridor, and the arc of students (mainly female) gathered waiting. The ponytailed girl had done Elise proud. The laughter was instantaneous. The hands lifting smartphones almost as quick.

As Tristram rolled back and forth – boner flip flopping – as he struggled and failed to right himself, Elise sauntered from the storeroom barely noticed. She all but breathed in the laughter, the girls’ smiles, Tristram’s humiliation, then was spinning and sauntering off down the corridor. She heard the click of the deputy heads heels, the teachers call for the girls to make way, then the delightful gasp as she caught sight of their merriment. Elise turned the corner, smile stretching wide.

You’ve got this Mya. You’ve got this.

Mya stared into the full-length mirror, turning sideways, smoothing a hand over the long pussy bow at the centre of the silky blouse, taking in the leather skirt into which it was tucked, and the knee-high boots below. It’s an act. A performance. You’re sexy. And sensual. And sophisticated. That’s what she saw before her. That’s the role she was taking on. Her gaze drifted back up to the extraordinarily beautiful face. There was one last deep intake of breath and she was turning from the mirror, striding from the wardrobe into the bedroom feeling strong and powerful and—

Sight of the sub, kneeling naked – broad back to her – in the main room, had Mya clutching the doorframe, composure evaporating as she ducked back into the bedroom. I don’t have anything! I’m still me, little scaredy cat Mya! I can’t do this! I’m calling the whole thing off! Yet even as she was thinking such thoughts, she knew that’s not what she was going to do. Get…A…Grip! Just breathe. There you go. And now her eyes were finding the mirrored ceiling above. And that reflection – so not her own – brought with it a calmness of its own.

Her gaze fell to the open notebook on a chest of drawers. Several short sentences and single words – tips from Elise – were written upon the page. Be mean. Be cruel. Treat him like you own him (which you do). Humiliate, capitalised and underscored three times, were just a few that jumped out. Mya straightened at the shoulders, exhaled, inhaled – getting a whiff of the perfume she’d squirted on – then struck out for the main room.

The boots clicked on the polished wood. The kneeling sub, head bowed, wrists crossed behind his back, didn’t so much as glance up. Not until she stepped in front of him, spoke two words, “Get up.”

He was lean. He was good looking, with a floppy brown hair and a rower’s physique. And for a moment Mya simply stared, eyes lingering on a trimmed pubic area and thick dangling cock. She felt a blushing heat at her cheeks. A thickening at her throat.

“You work out?” she asked, clearing her throat, surprising herself with the steady clarity of that slightly husky American accented voice.

“Yes, Mistress. For you, Mistress,” the sub answered.

And now her pulse was beating heavy. Mistress, what else had she been expecting? But to hear it said in such a reverential tone, to have it aimed at you – oooh that, that was more energising than Mya could have possibly anticipated. Red lips parted on a puff of air, then there was that voice, its composure everything she felt she wasn’t this very instant.

“Show me. Drop and give me twenty press ups,” she said, channelling her sadistic gym teacher, Mr Edwards.

For the briefest of moments there was a look of surprise, then down the sub went, honouring the command. Mya stood both fascinated and amazed to see a male so wilfully obeying. She was even more amazed to see that when he stood – pecs rising and falling from the exertion – he was displaying a semi. The raspy chuckle came far easier, far louder than she ever could have imagined. It had the sub dipping his head, biting his lip, cock straining only ever upwards.

“How about…” Mya said slowly. “Twenty-star jumps.”

The sub lifted his head. There was half a grin. Then off he went – stiffy flapping here there and everywhere. Mya was forced to purse her lips to contain the giddy college girl laughter seeking to burst forth. The heat of her blush was still there at her cheeks, but there was something else too; a heady rush, an adrenaline like thrill.

She watched the sub come to a stop, his cock now completely hard, and strolled over to the table where the one item she’d taken from Elise’s playroom lay. She might have been intimidated by the bondage gear, but this she could use. Fingers closing around the crops handle, she sauntered back over to the naked submissive. The click of the boots punctuating each step. Already she was appreciating that sound, recognising what it reinforced: dominance and control.

Mya placed the crops tip against the sub’s skin, his jawline, his chest, his abdomen, circling him, studying him and his body just like the sheltered college girl she was. Never had she had a man stand naked before her. Never had she seen one so hornily compliant. An obedient boner, that’s what that is, she thought, giving a derisive snort.

“What else can you do?” she asked, trailing the crops leather tip down past the sub’s belly button, levering that protruding part of him away from his body by its swollen head.

“Whatever you want, Mistress.”

“Whatever I want,” mused Mya, lifting the crop away causing the sub’s erection to snap back against his body with a resounding slap. She was fully immersed in this role, in this character – there was a grin, a feeling of power like she’d never ever felt before. She liked that feeling. “What if I asked you toooo…be a gorilla?”

She quickly got her answer as the sub bent his knees, hunched his posture, beat his chest with an apish roar. It was hilarious. Especially with that cock still pointing ramrod straight.

“What if I said…be my doggy.”

And now he was hands and knees, barking two loud barks. Mya lifted a hand to her mouth, this time unable to stop her giggles. He’s my puppet. And I control the strings, she thought, running the crops leather tip over his back, down to his doggy rump, giving it two soft spanks. The phone over on a kitchen counter chimed just as she lifted the crop away. Mya strolled to it, opened a message from Elise – who else? How’s it going, it read.

Mya glanced up at the sub on all fours. “How about a horsey?”

And now came a whinnying cry as he lifted his hands off the polished floor. Mya gave another chuckle, shaking her head as her gaze returned to the phone. All’s good. You? she texted.

A dozen seconds, then: Holding my own. Then some. Followed by three smiling emojis. Mya had no idea what that meant, only hoped and prayed that her life wasn’t completely unravelling. And what could she do about it anyway? – go to family and friends and try to explain. Hi, it’s me Mya, this going to sound super freaky, but I’m in the body of a blonde bombshell named Elise. What, you don’t believe me? But it’s me, it’s really me. Yeah, she could imagine where that would get her; arrested at best, in the loony bin most likely.

Mya put the phone back down on the countertop, pushed those thoughts away as far as they would go, and strode back over to the sub still down on all fours. She swung a leather boot over his back, sat down upon him and pulled his head back by a clump of his floppy hair. “Let’s hear that neigh again,” she said, crop hovering ready behind those firm buttocks of his.
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For that first split instant on waking there was that same rising hope, then Elise heard the rumble of pipes, eyes opened on the boxy bedroom. She rolled from the bed with a sigh, stepped out onto the landing to see the petite woman – one towel wrapping her body, another her hair – humming as she left the steamed-up bathroom and re-entered the bedroom. Elise had taken two paces when the small girl came hurrying past.

“Uh-uh, not today,” said Elise, grabbing her arm, yanking her back. “Elders first,” she smiled, shutting the bathroom door on a miffed looking Skye.

There was a pounding of fists, a cry of, “Mum!” from outside as Elise approached the washbasin. “Jesus,” she murmured, rubbing the condensation from the cabinet mirror above, staring at that now familiar reflection as if needing confirmation that this really wasn’t a dream. Nope, still here, still her. She turned on the tap, she splashed her face, she got ready for another day as college girl Mya, far beyond the what? the why? the how?

When she descended the stairs half an hour later, she was dressed in another of the girl’s staid outfits; light blue jeans, grey sweatshirt (not a single dress Elise had exclaimed half stunned when exploring the bedroom wardrobe). She stopped at the foot of the stairs, peering out one of the glass panels by the front door at Mr hi-vis – Robert she now knew – carrying his flask into the van, driving off. She headed through into the kitchen where radio 4 played and smartly dressed Nancy stood, rinsing out the mug from which she’d just drunk.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning,” replied Elise, taking a fresh mug and pouring herself some coffee.

“I didn’t know you drank that,” said Nancy.

“Trust me, I need it,” said Elise.

The dark-haired woman stared at her intently in such a way that it felt to Elise like she was looking right through her, really seeing her, somehow knowing everything. That this wasn’t her daughter. But a fake. An intruder.

“Did you do something to your hair?” she asked.

“New conditioner,” said Elise.

“Hmm, it looks nice,” said Nancy, putting the mug on the drying rack and turning off the tap.

“Thanks,” said Elise, breathing a little easier as she felt the weight of that interrogative stare fall away. She watched as Nancy dried her hands on a tea towel, then made for the hallway.

“Don’t be late picking up your sister again,” she said. “Oh, and there’s a few things I want you to pick up.” There was the tapping of a note on the table, a glance back Elise’s way.

“Okay…mum,” said Elise, having to force that last and word up and out. And how super weird it felt.

Nancy gave a smile, the slightest frown like she’d noticed something beyond the hair that was different but didn’t quite know what, before she was striding from the room, calling up the stairs to Skye. A second later Mya’s school uniformed sister was hurrying down them. She looked to the kitchen, stuck out her tongue in the direction of Elise, then was leaving the house with her mother.

“Charming,” said Elise, jabbing off the radio and letting out another sighing breath. Did this ever stop getting any less freaky? The answer to that was a resounding ‘no.’ There wasn’t the slightest normality. Not as she sat Mya’s classes. Not as Tristram whispered sinisterly in an ear at the end of one.

“You’re dead meat for what you did to me,” he said. “Dead meat. You he—”

Elise spun, cutting him off, grabbing him at the crotch and squeezing hard. “Or what? You’re going to do what?”

Face quickly becoming a darker shade of red, Tristram could merely stammer, “Please.”

Elise might have gone on squeezing, seen if she could have gotten that face to purple (it was getting there) if Mr Carruthers hadn’t approached.

“Everything all right here?” he asked.

“Fine. Everything’s fine,” said Elise. Then patting Tristram on the back. “Isn’t it, Tristram?”

“Mm-hmm,” murmured the still red-faced boy, quick to nod in agreement.

Elise glanced from fellow student to teacher, smiling a butter wouldn’t melt smile. Then was slinging on her rucksack and striding for the door. Barely was she out in the corridor than the phone was buzzing away at her pocket.

“Mya, who else,” she muttered, seeing the caller. “Yes,” she answered. And there was that voice, her voice, giving chills.

“There’s someone here.” A pause. “He’s putting on a maid’s uniform.”

Elise couldn’t but chuckle at the hushed, alarmed voice. “He’s harmless, Mya. Just a sissy who comes to tidy the apartment every few days.”

“A sissy. You mean…”

“Yeah, he gets off on being my cleaning bitch. Give him some chores. Ignore him entirely. Either way he won’t bother you.” There was another silence at the end of the line. “You still there?”

“Mm-hmm. Still here. Just a little…”

“Freaked?” Elise sure knew that feeling.

“Yep. That’s the word.”

“Hang in there. We’ll chat later. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Elise lowered the phone, a nervy tumble dryer spin swirling her insides at knowing her body, her life, her entire world was in the hands of an eighteen-year-old college girl. God, she thought, remembering herself at that age, thank the lord she seems more sensible than I ever was. And that train of thought had her veering onto another track. One that had been bugging her the longer this switch, this swap, this fucked up situation went – You’re as responsible for her life as she is for yours.

Which meant not missing classes. Not drawing undue attention. Not grabbing boys by the balls. That was his fault, the wicked she-devil voice inside of Elise couldn’t help but protest. Grow up, you need to grow up, chided another as she strode on down the corridor.

There was no rumbling of pipes. No need to rush for the bathroom. No annoying condensation fogging up the mirror. Mya rolled from the bed, yawning a big yawn as she stretched her arms out behind her and strode languidly into the en-suite. There she stared into the big mirror at that face framed by luxurious waves of platinum blonde hair. That face, so very flawless in complexion, so very beautiful and yet strong as to be almost startling.

She stood mesmerised for a good minute, before finally looking away, using the bathroom then strolling from it and it into the spacious main room. She paused listening to the peaceful quiet – no high-pitched shrieks or nagging voices – just the slight soft whoosh of traffic. Mya headed over to the open kitchen, poured herself some muesli, then opened the laptop on the granite counter and browsed social media as she ate. There were a few missed group chats with Lottie and Samira, some updates on what she’d missed when Elise had been hunkering down, head-spinning just as hers had been – but nothing to alarm.

She shut the laptop, put the empty bowl on the counter and walked back through the bedroom into the big walk-in wardrobe. There she stopped in front of the full-length mirror. Another disbelieving stare at that face, then her gaze was travelling over the silk pyjama clad body. She hadn’t had a proper look yet – it felt like an invasion of privacy to do so – but now, given everything, how could she not?

Buttons were undone, the silky pyjama top slipped from slender shoulders. Then down came the bottoms over legs that still seemed to go on forever. There was a pace forward as she stared in no little wonder at such shapely breasts, such a sensuous body, eyes zeroing in momentarily on the landing strip of light pubic hair, before she was half turning, taking in a bum that was sexy and cheeky in its perky proportions.

The whole package was intimidating and formidable and had Mya straightening her posture, thrusting forward those breasts (so much bigger than her own) to properly do it justice. It was then that she heard the click of the front door from the main room, then that she grabbed a robe and rushed hurriedly into the bedroom, and peeking from it, saw the male maid’s arrival. Then she made the slightly panic-stricken call to Elise.

“Harmless,” she murmured, shutting the door, putting down the phone, pulse slowing from the shock of some stranger (a stranger at least to her) bursting in. Mya proceeded to change into a leopard print dress, slip on a pair of stilettos, and trying not to topple over, march out into the main room. The male maid immediately came hurrying to her, taking hold of the frilly trim of his uniform and curtsying subordinately.

“Morning, Mistress,” he said in a tone that on the spectrum of manliness, very much veered towards the weaker end.

Mya couldn’t but notice the pink chastity and smooth swollen balls as he curtsied. Nor stop the laughter that spilled forth – loud and unapologetic – and utterly suited to the goddess of a woman she was inhabiting. “So you’re,” her, Mya almost said, “my sissy?”

“All yours, Mistress,” came the decisive reply.

“And what does that involve?” asked Mya, still faintly disbelieving that any man should willingly reduce themselves to this. Though why given what she’d already seen and experienced was anyone’s guess.

The sissy looked at her from beneath his hilarious black bob, no doubt thinking it was another of Elise’s teasing games.

“Cleaning and tidying and…” A pause.

“Go on,” said Mya, holding his gaze. There was no looking away. No blushing. The sissy on the other hand.

“Suck and take any cock I’m lucky to be rewarded with,” he said, lowering his eyes.

Mya bit a lip, feeling that same warm, tingling, fluttery sensation right below the belly she’d experienced yesterday living this dominants life. Maybe it was contagious. Maybe it was just part of being in this body. But there was arousal. Arousal at seeing a man so beholden to a woman, so willing to humiliate himself. It was a sadistic streak she wouldn’t have in million years dreamt of having. And yet there it was – simmering so unmistakeably.

“You like being my bitch?” she asked. A stupid question but Mya wasn’t thinking particularly straight.

“It’s a privilege, Mistress,” replied the sissy – unable to meet her eye for longer than a few seconds.

Mya properly took in the blushing cheeks, the short maid’s uniform, the sheer stockings and shiny black shoes with pretty little bows – a male sissy bitch, she thought with incredulity and no little satisfaction. So right. So funny. That she couldn’t have stopped the big grin if she’d wanted to. The sissy looked up, then quickly down again.

“Best get to it, sissy,” said Mya. “The cleaning I mean. There’s no cock for you today.” God how naughty that sounded in that slightly husky voice. There was still a part of Mya that couldn’t believe she’d really just said that aloud.

The sissy gave a nod, picked up his duster and got to work. Mya found herself staring for a moment longer, before she was strolling over to the laptop, giggling her amusement at the kinky, raunchy, utterly domineering life she’d fallen headlong into.
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“Wait, you did what?”

“Here, see for yourself,” said Elise with breezy nonchalance, handing Mya the phone.

Mya pressed play on the clip that had gone viral around college; of Tristram on his back struggling to get up, boner swinging every which way. “Oh my god,” she slowly exclaimed, hand rising to her mouth. Then her eyes were darting up. “Wait, nobody knows this was you, do they?”

“Relax, Mya. You—we’re in the clear. The only person who knows is Tristram. And I can take care of that boy.”

Judging by this (Mya’s gaze had already fallen back to the phone screen) there was no doubt about that.

“Pretty funny, huh?”

“Yeah,” Mya had to admit, snickering now at seeing Tristram get his dues. She watched the clip a second time – laughing outright – then was looking up to see Elise lifting another of the preppy dresses over her slender frame that until a week ago had been hers.

“What do you think?” asked Elise, looking at her through the changing stalls full length mirror.

Mya could never have explained how weird that was; her face, her eyes, in the possession of another, staring at her like that. “Surprisingly…good,” she said, as someone who avoided dresses as all costs. Maybe it was all Elise – her poise and confidence, that ‘I look good and I know it,’ demeanour. Even seeing herself right there in front of her, there was a small part of Mya that couldn’t believe she could carry it off.

“Like I said, you’ve got good legs.”

“You don’t have to say that.”

“I know I don’t,” said Elise, in her no bullshit way. She gave a smile, held out a hand.

Mya gave a soft snorting chuckle and handed her another of the dresses.

The clothes (there were some heels and a leather biker jacket to go along with the several dresses) were all paid for with the golden Coutts card of the salt and pepper haired sub Elise had brought along. Her wallet as she called him. Just what he made of Elise splurging so much cash on her petite girlfriend, Mya could only guess at, though given all she’d seen had a good idea that he got some erotic thrill at seeing Elise spend his money at her will.

After the shopping spree there was an expensive lunch in an upmarket café, then a taxi back to Elise’s (both taken care of by that wallet of hers). He really idolises you, half-thought Mya, slipping off the camel trench on an outfit of leather trousers and a thin black top. Then noticing the smartly suited sub, arms straining with the weight of Elise’s purchases, said, “You can put those down.”

“You should have had him hold them till he could hold them no more. Then punished him for it,” whispered Elise at her side.

Mya glanced to her seeing the narrowed predatory eyes, the wicked little smile of an expression that was so confident and cruel that for a split second it was hard to believe she was really looking at herself.

“You,” said Elise, looking directly at the sub, talking with such authoritativeness that Mya could scarcely believe that was her voice she was hearing. “Take off your clothes and go wait for us in the playroom.”

The wide-eyed sub, so obviously dumbstruck to be spoken to by the petite young woman, glanced to his mistress.

“You heard her,” said Mya.

And just like that he was undressing. Elise turned with a smirk, even in the guise of another, delighted at seeing the power she wielded. The sub dropped his boxers on the rest of his clothes draped over the arm of a sofa, and naked headed through the door marked with the female symbol. No sooner had he gone than Elise was dipping a hand into one of the bags.

“What are you doing?” asked Mya.

“Making myself feel good,” said Elise, kicking out of the well-worn sneakers, removing the faded jeans and old jumper – replacing them with a perfectly form fitting lilac dress and shiny cream coloured heels.

And Mya could only marvel as once again her former self was transformed.

“There are something’s you’re going to have to learn if you’re going to be me,” said Elise, taking Mya’s bigger hand in her smaller one. There was a smile – not cruel or wicked, but gentle – as Elise led her on to that door.

What proceeded was a masterclass in the basics of domme play. All the equipment and implements were given a thorough run through, as was Elise’s wallet. So much for his generosity. A little over an hour later he was pulling up his boxers on blazing red buttocks.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said, back in his suit, kneeling to the floor and kissing Mya’s shiny black ankle boots.

“Where’s my kiss,” said Elise as he was about to rise. After what he’d just experienced he knew better than to hesitate in seeking his mistresses blessing, and so merely shuffled over on his knees and dotted two kisses on the younger woman’s heels. “Such a good boy, isn’t he Mistress Elise?”

“A very good boy,” grinned Mya. She showed the sub to the door, saw him out, then turned back to the room erupting into giggles.

“Yeah, that’s one’s fun,” said Elise. “You ever need a whole new wardrobe he’s the one to take out.”

“Evidently,” said Mya, glancing at the several shopping bags.

“God, I needed that,” said Elise, shaking out a wrist that was cramping up. A wrist – Mya’s wrist – certainly not used to swinging a paddle so forcefully.

Mya watched her flexing it, had to ask, “How did you, you know, get into this lifestyle?”

“Long story,” said Elise, resting a bottom against the arm of the sofa. “Short version is I got fed up taking orders. That I realised this kink inside of me could be used to live a fuller, funner life. That some men – you treat ’em mean enough – are just about willing to do anything for you.”

Mya might not have believed that if she hadn’t seen what she’d seen, lived what she’d lived this past week; smart, professional men reducing themselves to the status of sub. “Why, why do they…want it?”

Elise shrugged. “Some have too much power and enjoy the loss of it. Others are just submissive to their core. They burn for it. Can’t live without being degraded, humiliated, demeaned by a powerful woman. A woman like moi.” An easy smile lit the pretty face Mya had so little appreciated when it had been her own. “All my boys are well trained. Tease them. Punish them. Use them in whatever way you desire. It’s what they expect.”

Mya didn’t know quite what to say to that. There was a tingling energy inside of her. A feeling of a great expanse that she hadn’t even known existed there to be explored.

Elise seemed to sense it. “My body’s your body,” she said. “At least for as long as this out of whack shit carries on. Treat it kindly. Just like I’ll treat yours. But don’t be afraid of its urges and desires. Understand?”

Mya nodded along, not really understanding. How could she so straight laced and inexperienced?

Elise gave a warm smile, pushed that butt off the arm of the sofa. “Whatever you’re comfortable with, Mya. Just keep those boys on their toes.”

“I can do that.”

“Of course you can,” said Elise. She picked up a couple of the bags on the chair, taking the completed history coursework Mya passed her as she headed for the door. “You know when this craziness is all over in a few weeks from now, we’re going to look back and laugh about all this.”

“I really hope so,” said Mya.

“I know so,” said Elise.

There was a last look between them, at who they always had been, at who they were no longer, before the door was shut between them. On each side of it there was a deep intake of breath as Elise strode one way, Mya the other.
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The disgruntled glances turned to outright glares as Elise obliviously tapped the pen, staring absentmindedly out the library window at the grey drizzle. There was a big yawn. A blowing out of pink bubblegum, then a popping of it.

“Mya!” snapped Lottie in an irritated whisper.

Elise looked across the table, chewing of that gum slowing, pen stilling in her hand as she took in Lottie and Samira’s irritated stares. “Sorry,” she said, dropping her gaze back to the open textbook. It stayed there for all of ten seconds.

“Don’t you think we’re overdoing it a bit coming here every day,” she said. “I mean, there’s more to life than books.”

The two girls opposite glanced at one another out the corner of their eyes – a look that spoke of something already discussed – before they were looking squarely at who they thought was the girl they’d known virtually their entire lives.

“What’s up with you, Mya?” asked Lottie.

“You seem bored,” said Samira.

“Distracted,” said Lottie.

“You seem…”

And as sure as the sun rises and sets, Elise knew what was coming next.

“Different,” both girls said together.

“I don’t. I’m not,” Elise protested weakly. Then seeing they weren’t buying it. “So what? I give myself a little makeover, need a little distraction from all this! Shoot me for it.”

And now there was a creeping guilt on both the girls faces as they averted those questioning stares.

“I get that we need a break from time to time,” said Lottie, looking back to her. “But this isn’t the year to lose focus, Mya.”

“No,” agreed Samira. “This year’s going to define us.”

Elise slumped back in her seat with a pant.

“What’s that look for?” asked Lottie.

“You really wanna know?”

A nod.

“I think you’re overegging it. I think you’re bright, intelligent girls, who’ll be successful no matter what happens this year. I think you need to lighten up – realise that there’s more to life than just study.”

“Yeah right, try telling my father that,” muttered Samira.

“Or our teachers,” said Lottie in sombre slightly rebuking tone.

Elise looked at the two girls with pitying sympathy. Where was the youthful joy and energy and angst? There was only stress and fear. The best years of their life and they won’t know it, till it’s too late.

“I’m not saying drop your studying all together, just that you could make room for a little fun.”

“Fun?” repeated Samira like she’d never heard the word.

“What kind of fun?” asked Lottie, hesitant and unsure, sounding almost baffled by the suggestion.

Elise shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe…” She was about to suggest a concert or a club, when she was noticing the girls’ gazes locking onto something or rather someone behind. Elise swung to see Noah; cute in that puppyish smooth cheeked way boys can be at that age. He flashed a smile in her direction, disappeared down one of the aisles.

“What’s he doing up here?” said Samira, excitedly.

“I don’t know,” said Lottie, equally so. “Noah never comes in here.”

“I’ve a fair idea,” said Elise. There was a sly grin, then she was rising confidently, strolling down the same aisle of books Noah had seconds ago disappeared down. She stopped, pretending to browse a bookshelf – already feeling his eye on her; no doubt drifting over the tight-fitting black sweater, down to the short tartan miniskirt, lower over sheer nylons and black ankle boots. Elise picked a book from the shelf, opened it. A second or two later came the inevitable, “Hi.” Casual – as if running into her here (the one place she came everyday) was ever so accidental.

Elise smiled, “Hi,” she said, returning her gaze right back to the open book.

Another few seconds, then, “I heard what you did to Tristram.”

“Me?” Eyes still on the book. “Tristram did that to himself.”

A soft chuckle. “Of course he did.”

Elise snapped the book shut, returned it to the shelf, then brushed past Noah in such a way that had the back of her skirt skimming his crotch. She tossed her black hair behind hair, browsing another shelf. Sure enough, Noah followed.

“You know I don’t care about Tristram,” he said. “He’s an idiot. Gets whatever he deserves.”

“Then what do you want?” asked Elise, folding her arms in front of those high firm breasts, directing that nonchalant, almost dismissive look Noah’s way. And for half a second the boy was stunned to silence.

“I er, have a party this weekend,” he said, clearing his throat. “Wondered if you’d like to come?”

“Can my friends come?”

A hesitation had Elise starting away.

“Yes, yes, they can come,” said Noah, hurrying behind.

Elise stopped, smiled without him seeing. “Message me the address and time,” she said. “I’ll let you know if we’re coming.” And just like that she was walking.

A moment later she was seated back at the table filled with books and laptops and study notes.

“Are you going to tell us what all that was about?” asked Lottie.

A pause as Elise and Lottie and Samira watched Noah pass by – it seemed he’d forgotten all about that book, indeed if he’d ever come for one.

“We’re invited to a party,” said Elise.

“What? By Noah?” asked Samira.

An upward flick of eyebrows from Elise answered yes. Lottie and Samira exchanged another of those glances out the corner of their eyes, then Lottie was asking, disbelieving, “How?”

“Never you mind,” smiled Elise. “But we’re going. And we’re going to have a ball.”

The muscular sub was almost as black as the leather hood covering his face. He wore a thick collar at his neck, stood legs wide apart, swollen balls dangling helplessly. And now here came the latex clad domme – slick high brown ponytail swinging slightly as her leg drew forward, as the sub winced and his muscles tensed in anticipation of the hit. It didn’t come. The booted foot stopped within a whisker. And suddenly Mistress Claudia’s rich, dominant laughter was filling the playroom.

She aimed a wicked smile Mya’s way, then spun almost on the spot and drove that boot home, not once or twice, but three times, collapsing the sub to the marble floor with a grunting groan. “Oh get up you big softie,” she said.

The sub did just that, once more widening his stance and presenting his most intimate area for more punishment. Mya was amazed to see his cock had stiffened, that this – borderline abuse as she saw it – could get anyone’s juices flowing. But there it was. Big boner telling her wrong.

Claudia gave a derisive snort at the sub’s growing hardness, then waltzed over to the second sub facing the wall in the corner – this one vanilla to the others dark chocolate, was also hooded and collared. Leaning an elbow on his shoulder, Claudia glanced back at the luxurious blonde – both friend and fellow domme – dressed in red leather. “Well…” she said.

Mya took two paces forward. There was a gulp. There was a look back over to Claudia cupping the red butt cheek of the sub in the corner while whispering something at an ear. Then her gaze was back on the black sub; that tensed body, those wide and nervy looking eyes in the holes of his hood, those swollen balls hanging like some kind of extra ripe fruit. As she lifted a black boot, drew it back, she felt something she wasn’t expecting – a flood of adrenaline, a sense of her own agency, more than that, power.

The boot landed with a fleshy chomp, slapping the sub’s hard on back against his abs. And now there was a trickling satisfaction seeping into blood that flowed quick and hot. When had Mya ever felt control – the power to punish like this in her own life? Never. And the ability to do so now intoxicated.

She landed another kick. Then another. They weren’t hard. Not like Claudia’s. But they were enough to make the sub grunt, jump a little. Enough to make Mya further understand the appeal of this lifestyle – at least if not from the sub’s perspective, then Elise’s.

After the third kick, Claudia was waltzing back over, looking a little surprised that the sub wasn’t on his knees begging for mercy as Elise would no doubt have had him. She pinched off the two clamps pinching his nipples, making him moan, then went and dropped them in a box on a shelf behind. It was from here that she turned and without warning delivered the hardest kick of the day, crumpling the sub to the floor.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress,” the gasping sub squeaked.

“Mistresses,” Claudia corrected.

“Mistresses,” came the reply right away, the sub hesitating momentarily on one knee before rising.

Claudia aimed another of those wicked little smiles Mya’s way. Mya returned it with interest, every bit as bright eyed and amused.

“You,” said Claudia, giving the reddened ass of the sub facing the wall a playful slap. “Get over here.”

In no time at all the dominant brunette had the two muscular subs facing one another. Both were incredibly stiff Mya couldn’t help but notice as she assisted Claudia in attaching two large bells (the sort cows might wear) to their collars. Then she was taking the thin wicker cane handed to her. Claudia held another.

“So much as a tinkle from those bells and you boys are in trouble,” said Claudia, twisting the black sub’s sore nipple, making him grimace, making that bell at his neck ring aloud. “What did I just say?”

And now the wicker cane landed with a sharp thwack across his muscular buttocks. A nod to Mya, and she was striking vanilla with a swishing hit of her own. The bells rung out. And so the caning continued. Both women’s chortling laughter becoming belly aching as the men yelped and struggled to remain still. Had Mya known a game as fun as this? It sure beat jigsaws or monopoly or scrabble.

After several more minutes of nothing but chortling fun, Mya was copying Claudia in having the sub – vanilla not blackie – hold the cane in his mouth. There was a certain elegance in the humiliation of that – him, them, holding the implement that had just given such pain – that Mya saw and appreciated and once more felt that heavy lusty ache below.

“Drop it at your peril,” she said, doing that voice, this woman full justice.

Behind her Claudia repositioned a phone on its tripod that had been recording, right in front of the two stiff hooded subs, holding those canes between their teeth.

“They’ve taken their punishments in such good spirits, what do you say to a reward, Mistress Elise?”

“I say that’s only fair,” grinned Mya.

“What do you say, boys? Think you’ve behaved yourselves well enough?”

And suddenly those bells were ringing loudly as they nodded vigorously.

“Okay,” said Claudia, teasingly and misleadingly running a hand down the black sub’s six pack, only to yank it away, fold her arms. “You have permission to play with each other.”

There was a hesitancy, but then, sure enough, like everything else, they obeyed the command. Oh that’s mean, that’s cruel, that’s…delicious, thought Mya, staring intently at the two hands sliding over slick stiff shafts.

“Such good cock strokers,” said Claudia.

“Very,” said Mya, feeling like she should say something.

Claudia shot her a mischievous smirk, then ordered the subs to stop. The two of them stood rigid in every which way, shiny cockheads looking fit to burst.

“I want you just like this on our return,” said Claudia. A pause. A smile. “But the only cock you’re to touch is each other’s. Yes?”

A jangling of bells said they understood all right.

“And no cumming, boys,” said Claudia without turning as Mya followed her to the door. There was a quick glance behind at the two super stiff subs facing one another, thin canes clutched between their teeth, before she was striding out into the main room, door swinging shut behind.

“Want a drink?” asked Claudia in such a casual way that it was hard to believe where they’d just left things.

Mya, turning from the door, almost dazed by what had just transpired, simply murmured, “Huh?”

“Some water? You want some?”

“No, I’m good.”

Mya leaned an elbow to the kitchen counter, a chin to hand, fascinated by the striking ponytailed brunette taking a glass, running the tap – radiating nothing but ease and self-confidence and poise (so like Elise).

“You were a little quiet in there. Everything okay?” asked Claudia, sipping her water.

Mya pushed up from the worktop. “Yeah, fine,” she said, feeling utterly at odds with the confidence she saw before her, feeling like she was about to be rumbled, that even here, like this – a blonde bombshell no less – her timid, uncertainty outshone all else. Of course she was wrong.

“Good, good,” smiled Claudia. A chuckle. “Can you believe those two? I think maybe we should have them fuck each other.”

Mya’s speechless expression was one of shock.

“A joke, Elise,” said Claudia.

“Oh, right,” Mya giggled.

Claudia looked at her in that slightly surprised way. Mya’s giggling petered out under that look.

“So will I be seeing you at Eve’s next month?”

“Eve’s?” said Mya, trying not to look puzzled.

“House of Eve,” said Claudia, surprise turning to disbelief. “The most exclusive domme club in town.”

“Oh, that, yeah, maybe.”

“Maybe? You sure you’re feeling all right, Elise?”

“Mm-hmm, never better,” said Mya, for the umpteenth time feeling like a goldfish dropped into the big wide ocean.

Claudia gave one last scrutinising stare like she’d noticed something different about her friend and fellow domme. Maybe she put that difference down to tiredness. Or some issue Elise had no interest in talking about. Either way she left it there. She finished the rest of her water, placed her glass back down on the worktop. “Better go check on our boys,” she said, boots already clicking as she strode in that super smooth confident way.

And just like that Mya was following with that same swirling excitement as to what further fun they were about to have.
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Heels in hand, biker jacket on, Elise hurried down the staircase, sparkly silver dress skimming the tops of bare thighs. At the foot of the stairs she slipped dainty feet into strappy high heels, was making for the front door when the call came from the living room. “Mya. Come here please.” A woman’s voice. Nancy’s voice.

Elise gave an irritated roll of brown eyes, went and peeked in the living room, hiding the shortness of a dress she was certain wouldn’t be approved of. “Yes?” she asked, expression as close to angelic as she was ever going to get.

“Where are you going?” asked Nancy, curled up on the sofa next to husband Robert, whose gaze remained fix on the TV blaring some loud and colourful Saturday night show.

“Didn’t I say? Out with Lottie and Samira.”

“No, you didn’t. Out where exactly?”

“Oh let the girl have some fun. She works hard enough for it,” said Robert, breezily. But one glance from the TV to his unimpressed wife and he was shifting uncomfortably.

“Where?” asked Nancy, staring at Elise fixedly.

“Just to a college friends place. I’ll write down the address by the door if you like.”

Nancy gave a nod.

“What dress is that?” asked Skye – all Elise needed – looking up from her phone on the smaller sofa.

Elise ignored her. “Am I good to go?”

“I expect you back by eleven. No drunkenness. No silliness with boys,” said Nancy.

“Okay,” said Elise, fingers crossed behind her back. There was one last sweeping glance of the room; of Robert, of the flashing TV screen, of Nancy, of Skye and her suspicious look, before she was quickly pulling back from it. “Enjoy your evening.”

Elise dotted down the address on a notepad by the door, and hurried from the house, feeling like a teenager all over.

The three young women slid out from the back of the Uber and into the tree lined suburban street. There was a look towards one of the large detached red brick houses. A look round at the taxi disappearing off down the lamplit road. Then once again they were facing the impressive property from which the faint pulse of music emanated and multi coloured disco light spilled.

“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” said Lottie.

“We could still go catch that movie,” said Samira all too easily swayed.

Both girls turned their hopeful gazes inward to who they thought was Mya standing between them. Elise eyed them; Lottie in her purple and white and pink striped dress and hooped earrings, Samira in her light blue jeans and grungy grey and black sweater. Two worriers and overthinkers, nervy and awkward, with nothing to be nervy and awkward about – as Elise saw it.

She tugged down the corner of Samira’s sweater, baring a shoulder, and smiled at the two girls. “Ten minutes. Give it ten minutes,” she said. “If it’s that bad we’ll leave right away. Deal?”

“Okay,” said Samira, after a pause.

“Lottie?”

A nod, then, “Deal.”

“All right, in we go,” said Elise, pushing open the big front gate with a squeak, holding it open for the two girls before leading the way up the drive. At the sturdy looking front door she pressed the doorbell, stepped back slightly in front of Lottie and Samira behind. From inside you could hear squealing laughter. The jerky stop start rise and fall of dance music.

“You’re sure we’re invited?” asked Samira, nervily.

“I’m sure,” said Elise, not a smidgeon of doubt in that voice.

The two girls behind glanced at one another warily. Neither of them recognised the certainty in Mya’s voice. Or precisely when or how she’d become so supremely confident about so much. But there it was again. The swift opening of the front door turned their heads and pulled them from such thoughts. A Hawaiian shirted boy – his chubby fingers holding a martini glass of some bright coloured concoction – stared from the half open door.

“Whoa, the brainiac society,” he said like Scooby Doo and the gang had shown up no less. “Who invited yo—”

Before he could finish, Noah was there nudging him aside. “Mya, friends, you made it. Come in. Come in.”

Elise shot Samira an, ‘I told you you had nothing to worry about smile,’ then was leading them in, following Noah passed two rooms off to either side from which the ever changing disco light shone and music blared, to a longer L-shaped room where the music was chilled, the vibe relaxed, where smiley chatty partygoers lounged on plush sofa’s, lay or sat on thick rugs, lolled against walls in that carefree way only teenagers could. One couple made out. Another rushed by, their underwear sopping wet.

“Towels please, guys,” Noah called after them.

“Sorry,” the giggly girl shouted back.

Noah gave a shake of the head, then a grin. “Jacuzzis outside. Pools in the basement. Feel free to use either anytime you want.”

“Maybe we will,” said Elise, giving a suggestive smile, a flirtatious look that transferred so perfectly to the fresh-faced wholesomeness of a face that was normally so innocent and timid. God she was naughty. But what was the harm in a little fun. Mya liked the boy, didn’t she?

Noah’s gaze lingered – dropping momentarily to the slightly pouty smile, rising to eyes of such bold directness (eyes with a little cunning too) that for a split second he seemed a little lost.

“What does a girl have to do to get a drink around here?” said Elise, snapping him out of his reverie.

“Shit, sorry, where are my manners,” said Noah. He poured out three cups of the Guinness punch, handed them each to the girls in turn.

“So what, your parents just give you the run of this place?” asked Elise. From what she could see, half the college was here.

“Every now and again. If I’m a good boy.” And now it was Noah full of flirty suggestiveness in his look. “How about I give you a proper tour of the place—” he began, only to be cut short by a blonde in a very skimpy minidress.

“Party shots time,” she whooped, grabbing him by the hand and tugging him away.

“Sorry. Guess another time,” he managed to say, before fully giving in to the persuasive tug.

The blonde with the slicked back hair and super super short minidress – her name Elise would learn soon enough was Robyn – gave the type of bitchy glare that Elise could only presume was a warning. She guided Noah over to an armchair, sat on his lap as she handed him the full shot glass. Then together they were clinking glasses, downing them in one.

“Could she be any more all over him?” came Lottie’s slightly disgusted voice.

“Nope, I don’t think so,” said Elise. “But’s that’s their business,” she smiled, turning from the pair as they started a second shot.

“He was so riffing on you,” said Samira.

“Yeah, I know,” said Elise matter-of-factly, like that didn’t surprise her in the least.

Once more Lottie and Samira shared another of those looks.

“That doesn’t, you know, excite you?” said Lottie. “Noah. Wanting you?”

Elise didn’t much care for the way Lottie expressed that you with such incredulity, but let it slide. “Not really. He’s just a boy. Evidently a horny one at that.”

“But it’s Noah,” said Samira. “NO-AH,” she repeated, slowly and expressively like Elise had a hearing problem.

“Yes, and I’m M-YA. And you’re SA-MI-RA. And this is LO-TTIE.” Elise said mimicking the exaggerated intonation and wide-eyed expression. “And it’s you – it’s us, the boys should be going wild for.”

“Have you had some kind of head transplant?” said Lottie.

“We’re geeks. Bookworms,” said Samira. “Boys don’t go wild for us.”

“Girls, girls,” Elise all but tutted. “You have no idea. You’re young, attractive and smart. A potent, hell irresistible combination.”

“I don’t feel potent,” said Samira.

“Or particularly irresistible,’ said Lottie.

“Well start feeling it. Because there’s never a better time,” said Elise with such a sense of worldly wisdom that the two girls could only stare, wondering where all this was coming from. Elise turned from them emitting a little pant. She sipped some of the punch, screwing up her face at the aftertaste (yes it was as disgusting as it looked). Then she was noticing a certain someone noticing her, propping himself up on an elbow on the rug he lazed, purple shisha pipe leaving his mouth as he stared. Smoke billowing from an open mouth.

“What the fuck…?” Tristram mouthed.

Elise gave a smile and a wave, watching with amusement at the deepening frown lines. “Someone’s not pleased to…” See me, she was about say, but fell silent at sight of Lottie and Samira nudging one another bashfully as they peeked looks at two boys similarly peeking glances. Maybe there was hope for them yet.

“Who are they?” asked Elise.

“You know Lucas and Max from chess club,” said Lottie.

“Of course,” said Elise.

“Don’t stare!” hissed Samira.

“Why not? They’re totally checking you girls out right now.”

“No, they’re not,” said Lottie.

“Yes, they are,” chuckled Elise.

“That doesn’t necessarily mean they, you know, like us,” said Samira.

“Sure it does. Trust me.” Elise couldn’t help from smiling at the two girls and their surreptitious glances. “Why don’t you go over there, say hi?”

“Because…” Samira struggled for a reason. “They’re not interested.”

“Doesn’t look that way to me.”

And sure enough, she, they, saw for themselves as four pairs of eyes alighted on one another’s at precisely the same time.

“Oh my god, I can’t do this,” said Lottie.

“Sure you can,” said Elise, giving them that helping, nudging push. “This is the twenty-first century, ladies. Go get what you want.”

Both girls flapped in protest, but Elise was having none of it. She nudged them forward till there was nothing they could do but follow the course she’d set them on. Soon enough they were laughing, smiling, chatting away with the two handsome boys who’d keenly received them. All the touchy feely signs of mutual attraction there. That wasn’t so hard now, was it girls? smiled Elise, feeling once more like the naughty aunt who really should know better.

Ten minutes later and the foursome were still chatting. Ten minutes after that and they’d moved onto the table football. Elise received a thumbs up from afar, then was disappearing off for a nose around. She took in the basement pool – the kids splashing around and getting up to god knows what. She took in the large kitchen where she uncorked an expensive bottle of wine, poured herself a generous glug. “Don’t mind if I do,” she murmured, tossing the punch in the sink.

She went on to browse some of the friezes and artworks in hallways, on the walls of guest suites. No, this wouldn’t be a bad place to throw one of my own parties, she couldn’t but think, now out on the terrace overlooking the expansive garden visible in the light of a half moon. Off to one side came the loud unfiltered laughter of the jacuzzi kids. From the other, the relaxed chatty murmur of vapers and smokers and those seeking the night airs cooling but not cold touch.

Ahh, to be properly young again, Elise half thought, then chastised herself for it. All that angst and struggle to find oneself. Who wanted to go back there? Not her. And yet…here she was.

“You’ve got some nerve showing up here,” came the voice from behind, miffed and unmistakable.

Elise who’d been fully expecting it at some point, smiled a little smile, then was turning, gaze drifting slowly up and down the length of the black shirted boy in the white jeans. The shirt was rolled to the elbows. At least four buttons were undone down its front. A touch of wax had been applied to golden hair. All in all, Tristram didn’t spruce up to badly at all. But that’s not the story Elise’s expression told. Her look was dismissive and condescending. As was the voice.

“Excuse me?”

“I said you’ve got some nerve showing up here.”

Already there was less punch, less certainty second time round now her piercing gaze was on him. To anyone watching from afar it might have even looked predatory. The tall boy. The petite girl. That look upending all presumptions as to who might be in charge.

“Why, is this your house?” asked Elise, slowly strolling forward.

“No, that’s not the point. The point is…I should…I should…”

“You should what? Ring my neck? Spank my naughty behind,” said Elise, marching him backwards, a palm at his firm torso (the boy had abs, there was no doubting that).

Tristram’s back hit the wall of the house behind with a thud. There was a startled look to it, then his gaze was back on the big curious brown eyes of the girl pressed right up against him.

“Because I think we tried that,” said Elise. “I think that’s what’s landed you in all this trouble.”

Tristram stared, his puzzled look seeming to glimpse the inner blonde femme fatale within the dark-haired girl. “Who are you?” he murmured.

“Boys like yours worst nightmare,” said Elise, relishing the way Tristram’s certainty of only seconds ago, seemed to have seeped right out of him. Now there was nothing but confusion and disbelief and…

Elise couldn’t help but smile at the chubby she felt pressing into her. She brushed a knee slowly up against it, fixing him with the most mischievous of looks. “Or maybe your greatest fantasy. What you never ever realised you needed.”

Tristram’s eyes rolled upwards as the back of his head hit the wall behind. From tiger to pussycat in a heartbeat, thought Elise, amused. She stroked that knee a couple more times, pretty sure he was going to blow. Only for Noah to bound out onto terrace behind.

“Hey, there you are?” he said, glancing round, striding right over. “Everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine,” smiled Elise. “Isn’t it, Tristram?”

“Uh-huh,” nodded the gulping boy, awkwardly edging past his friend, hands hiding the tent at his crotch.

Noah frowned. “What’s up with him?”

“Smoked a little too much…” Elise crossed her eyes, pretended to take a drag on that shisha pipe.

The impression had Noah chuckling. “So you sorted that tiff of yours?”

“Oh yeah, we sorted it all right.”

“Good,” Noah smiled. “So…” he gestured inside. “You still want that tour?”

“You sure your girlfriend won’t get jealous?”

“Who? Robyn?”

Mya nodded.

“She’s not my girlfriend, Mya.”

Elise was a good reader of people, and she was pretty sure he was telling the truth. Which was just as well. “Okay then. I guess we’re good to go,” she said, taking his hand and leading him through to one of the front rooms where the clubby music pulsed and the multicoloured lights shone.

There, in amongst the crowd of fun-loving college kids, she lost herself to the beat; brushing, bumping, grinding up against Noah – putting on an extra special sexy show for the bitchy blonde she glimpsed staring, then flouncing from the doorway. By the time she was done, she was pretty sure Noah was as hard as Tristram had been outside. She gave him a soft peck on the cheek, one last bump of her hip, then smiling back – leaving him wanting so much more – headed for the door.

She found Lottie kissing one of those boys from earlier in the hallway. Samira doing likewise with the other in the long main room. They left the house giggling together. Fun well and truly had by all.
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“This is Noah, my Noah from college?” asked Mya, perched on the leather spanking bench.

“One and only,” said Elise, taking half a stride forward and with the most casual and effortless of swings, clapping the leather strap down hard on the sub’s bare backside.

The chains locking his cuffed wrists rattled overhead, the rope tied to the semi-circular rings in the floor, restraining his ankles, keeping his legs splayed, pulled taut. There was a strained groan. There was quiver of that behind blossoming an ever-deeper shade of red.

“Oh, do be quiet,” said Elise, almost tiresomely.

“Yes, Miss,” replied the goateed sub, immediately schtum.

Mya shook her head – it never got any less strange seeing herself like that; so commanding and in charge – then was dropping her gaze back to the phone screen and the flurry of fawning messages from the boy she’d been crushing on since year six.

“He likes you, Mya,” said Elise.

“He like’s you, you mean.”

There was another of the fleshy slaps. Another strained groan – this one with a gasping inhale to accompany it. Elise turned from the sub up on his toes, struggling to be still and silent, and gave an indifferent shrug. “Same thing, isn’t it?”

Mya had a feeling they could quibble about that till the cows came home and come to no satisfactory conclusion. Just what was her and what was Elise was becoming harder to distinguish by the day. She slipped off the bench and sidled over to the strung-up sub. His eyes were closed. His ass warm to the touch. His erection painfully hard looking.

“You really do enjoy being beaten my girlfriend, don’t you?” she said, half in amazement.

The eyes opened. There was a brief glance, a shameful nod. Outside in the real world he was some hotshot property developer. But here, between these four maroon walls, he was reduced to the nothing more than a plaything. Had Mya ever understood power? Seeing this sub literally leaking his arousal, completely at the whim of whatever she or Elise might wish to do to him, she didn’t think she had.

“I think he more than enjoys it,” said Elise, holding up her phone recording. “I think he loves it.”

“Well…?” said Mya, raising the sub’s chin.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, looking guilty as charged. “I love it.”

There was a snickering giggle of satisfaction from Mya. A snorting chuckle from Elise. She handed Mya the phone to carry on filming – a clip she’d no doubt be posting tonight – and sauntered over to a shelf and box into which she rummaged.

“Let’s see how much he likes this,” said Elise.

There was a nervy glance to Mya, like he was wondering who the mistress was around here, before his head was tilting back in grimacing inhale as Elise pinched on the first of the nipple clamps. There was a second. Then a chain attached taut between them. Another chain was linked to a ring around his penis – just below the bulbous glands – ensuring anytime he softened, his nipples would receive a painful tug.

“So much prettier,” smirked Mya.

“You think you can take some more for us?” said Elise, giving a sore butt cheek a squeeze.

The sub gave a nod, eyes flicking in confusion between Elise and Mya. “Yes, Miss, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” said Mya. Two simple words that in Elise’s husky voice had a magic all of its own.

Elise smiling proudly, took the phone handed to her, and passed over the strap in return. Fingers curled around its leather grip as Mya watched those buttocks tense, then quiver – jiggling like jelly. She slung the strap back feeling nothing but that positive charge within, then forward she drove it home with a loud clap of approval.

An hour so later, with the session over, the sub gone, Mya looked to Elise as she was buttoning her red coat readying to go. “Over a month now,” she said.

“I know,” replied Elise in such a way that Mya suddenly felt stupid for pointing it out.

The question was there left unspoken – will we ever return to our own bodies?
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“Mya, can I have a word please?”

Elise stopped and turned, then was watching Mr Carruthers shut the door behind the last of the students. She followed him over to his desk, where he sat, brushing a hand over the tie at the front of his shirt.

“What’s up?” she asked, with a pretty good idea what was coming.

“You tell me,” said Mr Carruthers, opening a drawer, dropping the practice test sheet on the desk.

Elise dropped her gaze to it, seeing the pitiful mark circled in red in the top right corner. “Guess I wasn’t feeling too good that day,” she said, which was actually half true (she’d felt sick to her stomach discovering there was to be a test).

Mr Carruthers settled back in his chair with a disgruntled sigh. “You’re better than this, Mya. Much better.” A pause. A puzzled look that Elise struggled to hold. “The total lack of engagement in class. The poor test score. Is there something I don’t know? Something going on in your home life?”

“No, it’s nothing like that,” Elise was quick to say (the last thing she needed was Nancy on the case).

“Then I don’t understand. You go from top performing student to also ran in the space of a term.” Another of those searching pauses. Then she supposed the killer blow, to really wake her up. “You’re not going to UCL with these grades. In fact, you’d be unlikely to get in any university with these grades.”

Elise felt a lurching sickness. She genuinely cared. The last thing she wanted to do was screw everything up for Mya. Which was precisely what she was doing. Fingers tip-toeing over the side of the desk, she stepped up to the handsome teacher. “Maybe there’s something we can work out,” she said, taking his tie between her fingers, placing a knee on the chair between his thighs, all the while projecting ingenue innocence and sexual intent.

“Mya, let me be clear about this,” said Mr Carruthers. “The only reason I’m not going to report this is because I know this isn’t you. Whatever you’re trying to sabotage, it’s not worth your whole future.”

Elise dropped the tie, lowered the knee. And feeling like the biggest idiot, strode from the room.

There are some places you just know you’re never getting an invite to no matter how long you live. And Mya was pretty sure this was one such place as she swept past security and into the grandest of Mayfair townhouses. In the foyer she slipped off the big faux fur white coat on an outfit that had she still been outside would most likely have stopped traffic. There were thigh high boots, fishnet tights, a red leather minidress that hugged those exquisite curves.

Curiosity killed the cat, so the saying went, here’s hoping it doesn’t kill me, thought Mya, handing over the coat for safekeeping, tossing back tumbling blonde locks. There was a slight adjustment of her lacy black eye mask, and she was striding through the second set of doors held open by a young velvet suited woman, bowing a little as she passed.

The door shut behind as Mya stood taking in black and white tiled flooring, golden wallpaper, an ornate chandelier hanging from a high ceiling. On the far wall of the reception room was a large gilded framed painting; a depiction of the Garden of Eden with a clothed Eve tempting a naked Adam into having a bite of her apple. The rich lighting of the space was warm and flattering. The gentle hum of some classical music calming.

All in all, it might have been what you’d imagine of any swanky members club. But then two chuckling women were wandering by in their killer stilettos, in their sexy domme wear and fancy eye masks, and Mya was seeing the man led naked and collared, crawling dog like behind. No, this wasn’t any private members club. This was House of Eve. Where only the most elite of female dominants played.

Boots tapping out her slow, slightly hesitant step, Mya turned from the two women and their pet, and made her way from the reception room into a larger, longer one. Here the buzzy murmur of female voices flowed uninterrupted. Here elegant and glamorous eye masked women conversed, sipping their drinks, amusing themselves with their entertainment. That entertainment didn’t get to wear a mask, or much else for that matter.

Mya picked a flute of champagne from a collared waiter boy’s tray – this one as naked as all the rest – unable not to be struck by how utterly in charge the women looked. They oozed confidence, radiated delight and ease with the power they so obviously wielded over the opposite sex. Mya strolled the room seeing several men acting as foot rests or seats, others being severely prick teased by women making them the centre of attention one second, then ignoring them the next. On it went from one long room to the next.

Finally Mya was staring at a line of men just off a sweeping staircase. These men were extremely muscular and athletic looking. They were also blindfolded and collared and chastity locked. Above their locked cocks each had the words: Eve’s property, tattooed in swirly flamboyant lettering. Mya watched almost disbelieving as a cinnamon skinned woman with corkscrew curls, waltzed along the line like she was browsing the racks of a designer store.

She stopped in front of one of them, whispering something in his ear as she took hold of his big balls. The man’s pecs twitched, his jaw flexed. The smiling woman picked a necklace from a hook behind him and placed it over her head – dangling chastity key nestling neatly between her breasts. And just like that she was clipping on a leash, and leading the blindfolded male upstairs.

Mya’s gaze returned to the line of collared chastity caged subs – they’re the clubs in house offering, she thought, half incredulous, half aroused that they were here to pleasure, to be used, to submit themselves so completely to their female superiors.

“See something you like?” came the voice at her side.

Mya turned to the sleek ponytailed brunette in the black choker and tight sexy bondage dress. She didn’t have to look long into the dark eyes peering from the mask to recognise them.

“Claudia,” she exclaimed, face brightening.

“Mwah. Mwah,” Claudia kissed once on each cheek. “And how are we?”

Flabbergasted was the word, but Mya opted simply for, “Good,” as her gaze flicked across to Claudia’s companion; a middle-aged man greying at the temples, who might have looked distinguished in any normal setting, but here, without any clothes, collared and leashed, came across only as lesser than.

“You like?” asked Claudia. “He’s a CEO would you believe.” There was a smile, a bottom lip bitten as if to say, how deliciously naughty is that. Then her dark eyes were directing his gaze downwards to Mya’s boots. “What did I say about introductions, Charles?”

And just like that he was dropping and dotting a kiss onto the tops of Mya’s boots.

“It’s an honour to meet you, Mistress.”

“So it should be.” That slightly husky voice rising so instinctively, expressed with such self-assuredness, that even as she was speaking the words Mya couldn’t but regard herself with no little amazement. It was Elise, pure Elise she was channelling – and yet doing so was like slipping into a well-fitting glove; easy to forget once it was on that it was there at all.

She looked down at the man beneath her, imagining him dressed up in some smart suit, giving orders in some fancy boardroom, and taking great delight in contrasting that with the worshipping figure below.

“Ever so obedient, isn’t he?” said Claudia of the CEO returning to his standing position at her side, a tint of pink at his cheeks.

“Just as he should be. Just as they all should be,” smiled Mya, so fully immersed in the persona she was projecting that she was no longer completely sure if she was talking or Elise was. That’s how it felt. A mingling of selves, a blurring of identities.

“Here, here,” said Claudia, clinking her thin glass in agreement against Mya’s.

As the two women sipped their drinks, a rising murmur of laughing voices came from the adjacent room. And suddenly the lights were dimmed, suddenly heads were turning as women made their way to the growing clamour.

“Another apple falls from the tree,” said Claudia, cryptically. There was a grin to her leashed plaything. “Come on,” she said, tugging him onward. “I want you to see this.”

Mya followed not quite sure what was happening. When she reached the perimeter of the room into which everyone had gathered, she saw a silk hooded man, his bare ass being groped and pinched as he was led up onto a low stage. On it there was a long silver haired woman in an emerald gown. The naked man was pushed to his knees before her. The silken hood removed to reveal short brown curls and a handsome face.

There were wolf whistles, catcalls, but the kneeling man’s gaze remained only on the green gowned woman. She held up a hand calling for quiet. The room hushed at once. It was now she turned and opened a box, and brought forward on the palm of her hand the reddest, ripest, juiciest red apple Mya thought might have ever seen in her life.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

“My final awakening,” replied the kneeling male with both wonder and desire.

A thin-lipped smile edged the corner of the twinkly eyed woman. “It is an offering. A chance for you to become what you were always meant to be,” she said. “Once you have tasted you will belong to House of Eve.”

“Always and forever,” replied the kneeling male as if reciting his vows.

The woman lowered the apple. “Then eat. Eat it all.”

The first crunch was greeted by cheers. The second, more yet louder still. Mya stared amazed to see him eat the apple in its entirety – core, pips and all. As soon as he was done, he was hauled up and taken over to the side of the stage where, in front of everybody, his ‘Property of Eve’ tattoo was tattooed on his body just above his cock.

Upon its completion there was another eruption of cheers. Finally, House of Eve’s newest sub was fixed to a wall by cuffs behind his back, there for the inspection and perusal of any woman who wanted a good look – and touch as Mya would quickly see.

“Ooh, that’s got me right in the mood,” said Claudia as the lights brightened and the concentrated gathering dispersed. “Coming upstairs to play?”

“Maybe in a bit,” said Mya.

“Please yourself,” said Claudia. There was that knowing, naughty smirk, then she was tugging her CEO sub on.

Mya watched them disappear up the wide stairwell. Then let out a breath. Closed her eyes. Took another sip of the champagne. The initiation show had left her feeling hot and flustered and muddle headed. She could leave right now, curiosity satisfied. No cats killed. And yet deep down she knew she wasn’t done.

For the next ten minutes she people watched, nibbling on some of the delicious canapés distributed by the naked waiter boys. All the while being pulled in one direction. Finally, unable to resist – no harm in a peek is there – she made her way past the line of blindfolded subs standing so obediently (there number far less than half an hour ago) and up the wide stairwell.

A wide corridor stretched out before her, rooms off to either side. Some of the doors were shut, but most were wide open. Mya walked the corridor, stopping here, peering in there, seeing low ceilings and dimmed lighting, seeing men in stocks being whipped, others chained to beds being ridden, being fucked, others in which they were simply being teased silly by grinning dommes.

In one completely darkened room, one sub stood on a box in the centre of the room, spotlight shining down on him and his rigid erection. Women circled in the darkness. Many talking about him like he was an exhibit on display in a gallery. Some gently touching. Keeping him for ever on edge.

Mya drifted down the corridor, entering some rooms, passing others, feeling like she was in a dream. There was a heaviness, an irresistible urge there between her thighs as she arrived at a room lined with black leather booths. From these booths came the moans and groans of women being pleasured. Mya stepped into the very last booth, took one look at the sub naked and kneeling, his balls chained to the floor, and drew back the curtain.

She sat herself on the firm leather of the booth, looking down at the tattoo above the handsome sub’s growing cock. Meeting his eyes now, she parted fishnet clad thighs, eased aside panties moistened with arousal. A soft upward stroke. A quivering breath. And her entire being was rippling with an urgency that was in one instant both joyful and maddening.

The sub was on his hands and knees now, straining the chain taut at his balls to reach her. Mya realised that was in her power alone as those fingers continued to delicately play over that most sensitive of spots, making her mind reel and body – her body most definitely right this second – scream for more. She pressed a button on top of the seat behind, freeing a section of chain. No sooner had it stopped than the ever so eager sub was there between her thighs.

At the touch of his tongue Mya was on another plane of existence. Eyes rolling upwards, head lolling back, arms stretching out as she gripped the leather of the booth and the first of what would be many, many, purring moans sounded loud and unselfconsciously.

At first Elise thought the sensation was a stitch. A couple of laps around the block and she was already breathing hard. But then it morphed into a heavy, lusting ache that had her wanting to hump the street light right there. Instead she crouched, not just breathing heavily from the run, but panting a little too. She knew exactly where Mya was tonight – with her blessing of course. Could it be there was some link? Some connection between their proper selves? Elise didn’t doubt it as that horny ache simmered hot.

The run back was a lot faster. Elise hurried up the short front path and into the end of terrace house. Skye, standing on the last rung of stairs staring at her phone, glanced up.

“You? You’re running now?” she said, incredulous.

Elise kicked off the trainers, swept past the young girl and up in a pretty good impression of what Mya might have done. Except there was no intention there, her mind being entirely on other matters. She marched into the boxy bedroom, firmly shut the door – that fidgety urge almost pulsing as she stripped off the jogging top and bottoms and dove for the bed.

“Mya, dinners in ten,” came Nancy’s voice from the corridor.

“Okay,” Elise called back, trying to sound normal, trying not to scream, give me some goddam peace here.

But then she was brushing a thumb over the most swollen of clits, sliding fingers inside the slickest of openings, and suddenly everything and everyone outside of the room might well have not existed. Eyes shut, fingers continuing their caressing stroke and rhythmic thrust, she bit down on a wrist, holding back the panting moans.
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“House of Eve? Everything you expected?”

“And some,” said Mya, bringing the leather gloved palm sharply down on the fleshy rump of the sub laying across both their laps. “Quiet you,” she added at his grunting exhale.

The haughty superior tone. The icy look. Elise could only marvel a moment at the way the girl had so completely come to embody her.

“What about you? Anything new at your end?” asked Mya.

Lying a palm flat, Elise felt the warmth of the sub’s butt cheek. “A couple of things,” she said, though she’d save any mention of the horny urge that had come on like a summer storm for later. First something trickier. “There was a test. Mr Carruthers wasn’t too pleased.”

“What did he say exactly?”

Elise slapped in spanking hit. There was no grunt this time. “That I need to up my game.”

Mya stared absentmindedly, smoothing gloved fingertips over the glowing red ass beneath – for the first time Elise saw cracks in the ice cool exterior as the girl’s nervy anxiousness broke through. Both of them new such difficulties would come. Both had hoped things would be long resolved before then.

“Maybe we could come up with something,” said Elise. “A way to take some time out. Perhaps you could even defer a year.”

The leather palm came down with a fleshy clap that was the loudest yet. There was a sucking in of air, a truncated whine from the sub below. Mya stared across at Elise over his trembling body. Her look was firm.

“You know my life. You know my mother. You know that’s not an option.”

Elise emitted a soft sigh through her nose. One year. Two years. The way this was going who was to say anything would be back to normal by then. “Okay,” she nodded, finding a certain soothing comfort in the warm heat emanating off that ass beneath her swirling touch. “Okay,” she repeated, thinking what else was there to do but plough on.

The seasons changed. Autumn becoming winter, winter becoming spring. Holidays came and went. Both women remained in bodies – in lives – that until a short time ago they’d had absolutely no connection to. And yet there was a responsibility. A feeling of being a caretaker. Maybe that empathy came with the swap. Maybe it was there in their personalities all along. Either way Elise studied like she’d never studied before. Despite all she’d said about fun, she was there in the library before Lottie and Samira arrived, she remained there after they left.

She crammed all she could cram into that frazzled head, practicing equations, doing sums in the misted-up bathroom mirror in the morning, reading textbooks over dinner (oblivious to Nancy and Roberts proud glances to her and each other). There was little time for texting and teasing and flirting – though of course she did plenty of all this too (Noah was one keen pup).

As for Mya, she went about living the life of an elite dominant the way she would have gone about doing anything. She was thorough and organised and committed – all but studying the intricate art of domme play. Along the way, learning just what got each and every one of Elise’s subs juices flowing, not to mention her own. Sure, there were plenty of times she missed family and friends and her studies (would she ever have believed that!) but then there was always a distraction; a sub to play with, a restaurant to eat out at, a party to attend.

In the centre of the city, the action, she was in many ways living a life she’d only ever dreamt of. And she drank it all in, sensing that as the longer she lived it, the closer its end was nearing.
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“It’s over,” said Elise, flopping down on the leather sofa next to Mya.

Mya looked to her – that pretty face she swore never ever to take for granted again – knowing that the end of exams wasn’t all she was referring to. Both felt it in the way one feels a coming thunderstorm. There was a charge. A prickly tingle on the tongue.

“Almost,” said Mya.

Elise smiled, and not in a sexy, pouty, smirky way, but in a loving, caring one. “Whatever happens, I hope you get what you want in life Mya. Everything and more.”

Lips pressed together, Mya sucked in a nasally breath, shut her eyes to stop from tearing up. Then was resting a head at Elise’s shoulder. Elise tenderly brushed back the blonde hair at her forehead.

“So what should we do to celebrate? Any last thing you’d like to do as one Mistress Elise?”

Mya raised that head, grin spreading. “Maybe. One thing.”

Elise cocked a quizzical eyebrow.

The muscular sub lay spread-eagled to the big bed, naked and blindfolded, a red ball gag stuffed in his mouth. His lightly oiled body, his hard lubed cock glistened in the warm glow of the perfume scented candles dotted around the bedroom. Mya was about to mutter something about their handiwork, when Elise silenced her with a finger at her lips. Then she was circling behind, lowering the zipper of the cream dress all the way down, before giving a pinching tug at the waist causing it to puddle on the carpet below.

Mya stepped out of it naked but for the diamond earrings and gold necklace and long silky white gloves. Elise glanced down at the perfectly maintained strip of pale blonde pubic hair. Then she was softly tracing fingers from the curve of a hip, up to the perfectly rounded breasts, looking all the while like someone who’d lost something long ago and forgotten quite how much they missed it. She rolled a hardening nipple between those fingers, looking Mya in the eye. There was no embarrassment. How could there be when they’d literally lived inside the other for so long now?

Elise took Mya’s hand and guided her over to the bed. The sub was still ridiculously hard. Waiting to be taken, to be used, in what was the highest honour for a submissive like him.

“Your ride awaits, my lady,” smiled Elise, seeing Mya onto the bed by the hand, much like a queen being helped into the saddle of her mount.

“Why thank you,” giggled Mya, lifting a knee and straddling her very, very eager sub.

The bulging tip of his cock brushed against her slick and sensitive opening as she shuffled back a tad. That touch was enough to have an already lusting body fizzing into overdrive. Elise there on hand, fed that need, filled that want; positioning the sub’s swollen cockhead at the mouth of ever so plump pussy lips. One slide downward and Mya was swallowing him whole. And letting out the most ecstatic of moans.

Elise stayed there at her side feeling the hot heat of her own arousal bubbling till she could take it no more. She slipped her dress off overhead, unbuckled the sub’s ball gag and barely allowing him to draw breath, was up on the bed, riding his face, feeling his lapping, licking, searching tongue pushing deeper inside her.

Elise rode his face reverse cowgirl – literally bouncing – just as Mya rode his cock. There was a moment when each caught sight of the other; the small high firm tits with the pinprick hard pink nipples, the larger breasts – tips every bit as erect – jiggling in motion. Each felt the rising wave. The utter synchronicity of feeling. Heads tilted upwards together. In the ceiling mirror above saw themselves as they had been, as they were and would be again. Till their eyes were closing shut. As the avalanche of pleasure blocked out all.
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“Yes, Mum! Yes!” Mya had to lift the phone from an ear so the excitable shriek didn’t burst an eardrum. “I’m on my way back. Just got one thing to take care of. Yes, Mum,” she said, rolling her eyes at Noah walking alongside her. “Love you too.”

“So she’s pleased then,” said Noah, as she lowered the phone.

“Yep. Just a bit.”

“So, you going to tell me what we’re doing here?” he asked, glancing along the street of posh looking white townhouses.

“No,” said Mya breezily as she came to a stop, eyeing one house in particular. “Wait here, Noah.”

“But—”

Mya stopped and turned. “In fact, go get me a smoothie from round the corner.”

Noah gave a grin, loving that bitchy bossy personality of hers. He took a few paces before Mya was stopping him again, calling him back. He stood a moment looking like he wasn’t quite sure what he’d done wrong. Mya stepped to him and kissed him – tongue and all.

“Okay,” she said, grinning. “Now you can go.”

She watched him walk off, spring in his step, shaking his head in that dumbfounded joyous way. Mya could have easily done likewise. If she’d known before being so firm and direct – going right after what you wanted appealed to so many boys, she’d have been doing it a lot sooner. But then again that was never her, probably never would have been if not for the swap, if not for…

She turned again to the house. She felt revitalised. About life. About what she wanted from it. And how she was going to go about getting it. There was little left of timid Mya. And that was down to one person. Mya made her way up onto the porch between the white pillars reflecting the bright summer sun, and pressed the intercom. A second later the door was buzzing open – in and up she went.

“I’ve got some news,” said Mya, entering the apartment that felt so much like a second home.

“Oh God, please tell me it’s good,” said leather clad Elise looking stunning as always.

“Here, see for yourself,” said Mya, taking a piece of paper from her bag. She unfolded it and handed it over.

Elise’s urgent eyes were immediately darting over it.

“It was close. Maybe not the grades some of my teachers were expecting,” said Mya. “But good enough.”

“You mean…?”

“You did it,” said Mya, beaming smile breaking across her face.

“We did it,” said Elise, enveloping her in hugging embrace.

They stayed that way for a good thirty seconds. Joy, relief, satisfaction swirling.

“And Lottie and Samira?” asked Elise.

“They nailed it.”

“Of course they did.” Elise gave Mya’s upper arms a tender squeeze, smiling her own dazzling smile, then was pacing purposefully. “Come on,” she said. “I want you to see this.”

Frowning a puzzled frown, Mya followed to that door marked with the circle and downward cross. It was pushed open ajar, just enough for her to glimpse a certain someone kneeling naked and collared, a strip of silk tied at his head blocking his sight.

“Tristram!” exclaimed Mya, disbelieving. “How…?”

“We may have happened to have bumped into each other,” said Elise.

“Happened?”

And there was that mischievous smirk Mya knew so well. She shook her head and looked back to the playroom, hushed giggle escaping as she struggled to reconcile the boy that had so teased and taunted her for so long, with the kneeling naked and obedient one she saw before her. The door swung shut. Elite domme and soon to be university student stepped from it.

“Things worked out pretty well, didn’t they?” said Elise.

“Yes,” agreed Mya, half amazed given how long she’d struggled to believe that was possible after that most fateful of days.

There was a pause, a look between them that said, no matter what happens, no matter where they went in the world, there’d always be an unbreakable bond between them.

“So what now?” asked Elise.

“I get to be me for a while,” said Mya. “Noah’s waiting outside,” she added.

“I see,” said Elise. “Then I suppose I shouldn’t keep you.”

“Or I you,” said Mya, eyes flicking across the room to the door of the playroom.

Elise let out a snort of amusement. “You know some of my boys were asking after you. Doors always open if you ever wanna play.”

“I just might take you up that,” said Mya. There was a last look, a smile, a hug and Mya was descending the stairs and heading back out into the bright day.

Elise watched from the window, smile rising as Noah handed Mya the smoothie, then off they went down the street, Mya giving the boy’s butt a playful squeeze as they disappeared around the corner and out of sight.

“That’s my girl,” she muttered, smoothing back her blonde locks, then heels clicking, striding in one direction. The door of the playroom opened. In Elise stepped. There was an amused glance at the stiff, blindfolded boy. Then she was reaching for his leash. “Now where were we?”
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