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She hated trains.

Actually she hated most modes of public transport – but trains particularly. To be fair, she had no bad childhood memories of them, had not been effected by any high profile disasters, only irritations such as the ‘leaves on the line’ routines that affected most of the population. So her dislike was neither pathological nor historic. It was the stress of driving in London that forced her into being a very reluctant passenger. Even in first class, which always sounded decadent and somehow patronising, she seldom relaxed or felt comfortable. There were just too many people, too much noise, too slow, too inefficient too –

She really should stop this. It had been a good day after all; a day where she had, characteristically, got what she wanted. But what she really resented was having to travel in person as far as London to achieve it. She hated London too –but saw it as an evil necessity in the world of advertising – and every bit as evil as it was necessary. The meetings, the jargon, the pitch, the clients: yawn, yawn, yawn. But at the end of it she had struck a deal, and a good one at that.

So it had certainly been a worthwhile journey. She knew she was in a competitive field, and she was, fiercely, brutally competitive. A part of the day she had found particularly nauseating had been having to meet and greet the other bidders. . In the apparent spirit of openness she had had to sit through the other bidders’ presentations, have coffee with them, make and listen to small talk whilst knowing that all she wanted was the deal and for the others to fall on their collective arses. Why was it necessary for them all to pretend to be friends? At least one of them had really screwed up. A rather desperate man in his fifties had been somewhat ambitious with his PowerPoint and it had failed him. He had saved it to his hard drive and forgotten to transfer it to his memory stick. He had tried hard to cover the moment with pathetic attempts at levity (‘Technology, dear me’) but the sweat on his forehead and the barely concealed ‘Oh Shit’ when his presentation failed had shown his stress and sealed his fate. She on the other had had kept it simple. She was polite to the other bidders but not talkative. Her presentation had been the simplest and she felt, the most effective. ‘This is what I will do, this is how I will do it and this is why I’m the best person with the best business plan for this project’. The clients had agreed and by the end of the day the advertising contract had been hers. Perhaps her relaxed approach was borne out of the knowledge that she didn’t need the work; she merely wanted it. She desired the challenge. Her ‘hobby’ provided her with all the wealth she needed. At some point in the last 6 months she had realised that she had made more money from her extra-curricular activities than from her profession. This did not alter her career ambitions and she had no intention that it ever would.

So, whilst the prospect of a train journey held little attraction, she was in a mood to celebrate – but how? There would be proper celebrations at home and tomorrow she would make the necessary arrangements, or rather Gerry would. It amused her how enthusiastically and efficiently Gerry would busy himself organising a party that would culminate in his own agony. But it was the life he had chosen and after 5 years of organising Mistresses orgies, his enthusiasm and his passion for being one of the victims of it were undiminished. Yes, tomorrow would be a fun day – but tomorrow was too far off. The yearning, the twitching of her cravings was too strong to curb – she needed to mark the occasion somehow. She something to play with.

These moods worried her. She knew she shouldn’t do things on a whim, give in to impulses – but the excitement was almost overwhelming. No, she would control herself; have a drink and then sleep. This was the last train after all. It was bound to be quiet, particularly in first class. She should find somewhere solitary to sit and not think about celebrating. She should avoid looking for anyone to celebrate with; there wasn’t likely to be anyone anyway. She was a grown woman, a mature woman and, at 41, some may regard her as a middle aged one. Middle-aged! It was the only thought that truly terrified her – that of getting old. The more she worried about her powers deserting her, the more she found it necessary to exercise them.

Coaches A, B and C were all first class. She walked in at the open door, ignoring the ‘Good evening ‘ proffered to her by the uniformed member of Virgin trains personnel. She disliked obligatory good manners. She knew the difference between a good mannered waiter and one going through the motions. Cold callers who described their communication as a ‘courtesy call’ were asked to define what they meant by the word. On one occasion when she was called by an eager young double glazing salesman ‘just making a courtesy call’ she asked him to spell it. Oh yes the double glazing salesman! There had been just that hint in his voice, something a predator couldn’t mistake.This particular callow youth had not believed his luck when she had assented to him coming and giving her a ‘free no obligation quote’! Their subsequent interaction had little to do with windows; instead she had whipped his arse until it was a lattice work of his own blood – his cries of mercy fuelling her need to hurt him more. She had been worried she might have gone too far and that, beaten and bruised, he might call the police. Her anxiety was unfounded, she realised, when the salesman called back begging to be allowed to return for more. But she had refused. He was too young, too eager; she felt sure it would lead to problems later.

She made her way down the coach, consciously eyeing the occupants of other seats. She never just walked. Nothing was ever done slowly, she strode and strode purposefully at that. In her heels she stood an impressive 6 feet two inches and ambling or even walking at a steady pace did not come naturally to her. But as she strode, she observed. A woman was trying to settle her children in a set of four seats, vainly trying to get them interested in the travel puzzle books as they demanded fast food from the buffet. She felt for her and smiled a sympathetic smile, slowing her pace. Children. She had thought about it but knew her life – personal and professional - couldn’t accommodate them. It wouldn’t have been fair to them and that saddened her. But, what could she call her boys at home? Slavery was such an unsuitable word for something that they so ardently wanted to do, so in some ways they were her children. It was 10.22 – the train was due to leave at 10.25pm.

There must be somewhere, somewhere she could sit. There were plenty of seats available; that wasn’t the issue, but….wait…her pace slowed once more.

The man looked up as she drew near, his face visibly brightening as her eyes met his. He was young – maybe 35 ; be-suited and professional. The shirt was of good quality and his silk tie, with its imaginative but not silly pattern, had not been loosened. He was ‘aware’ of himself and not a little vain. His dark hair was cut with a fashionable sweep and his blue eyes twinkled. He was very very handsome. As she approached his table, he noticed her attention and her slowed pace and smiled and gestured toward the vacant seat opposite him. That decided her; she marched straight on and didn’t give the handsome young man a second thought – except once. Yes, she had to look back, just briefly, and yes he was looking behind him at her retreating figure, his look of disappointment palpable. But she had no time for this man – too confident, too smooth, too much like the handsome together men she met through work – breezy, talkative and superficial; filled with technological know-how and poorly read. Oh no, she could do far better.

Half way down the second carriage she found him.

He was sipping a can of Coke and staring out the window. He was hunched and tired, his jacket folded onto the seat next to him. As she approached, he looked up and their eyes met briefly but then, unlike the first man, he quickly looked away awkwardly. His appearance was more dishevelled and though not unattractive, he was older and had known disappointment. Without a word she sat opposite him and placed her bags on the seat next to her. In those seconds she had noticed his vulnerability, his lack of confidence. He wasn’t sure of himself, found social occasions difficult, was almost certainly awkward talking to the opposite sex and had been disappointed in love. He looked up at her again and half smiled – was he going to say something? She really hoped not. There was nothing that he could say that she wanted to hear. She knew how she wanted to celebrate and conversation wouldn’t help. She met his smile with a look of hostility and he quickly looked away again, anxiously sipping more of his Coke.

First things first: she needed to text home to make sure her arrival was expected and the time known. ‘Home at 1.30am. Put wine in the fridge and run a bath’. Before a reply was received she sent a second text. ‘I’m tired. Administer your own beating tonight.’ She never abbreviated her words on text messages and despised people who did. Colleagues and friends knew better than to lapse into any ungrammatical vocabulary with her. The reply was later than she would have liked – a full 27 seconds. ‘Yes Madam’ was all it said. Gerry was her favourite and therefore the one who suffered the most. She also trusted him completely and knew that the instruction to administer his own beating would be carried out with conviction. ‘Your reply was late – give yourself another six.’ And before he had time to reply she added a further instruction – ‘with the Singapore stinger’.

Now , she thought, let’s celebrate. She looked again at the man opposite her. This was the moment when she experienced something approaching edginess - only slightly; a slight unease, a slight sense that if anything were going to go wrong and if her judgement were flawed she would discover it within the next two minutes. Once before, she had made a mistake and had approached a man who wasn’t….receptive. The man objected so loudly, she had been shaken and tried to claim that she thought she had recognised him. She was not infallible. But this time she was sure – absolutely sure. He was in his 40s, fair but greying and of slight and - she suspected – unexercised build. She couldn’t be certain of his height but she guessed considerably less than her own. She carried on staring at him, until it became impossible for him not to notice. He turned again towards her and again attempted a smile but she continued to look at him with undiluted hostility.

“I’m sorry, do I know you?” – his voice was educated, perhaps the slightest hint of a regional accent but no more than a hint. Moreover, he sounded nervous, even a little annoyed with her. He sounded tired too and looked it. She knew he wanted nothing more than to be left alone. Every moment she spent with this man persuaded her of his vulnerability and, therefore, his suitability for what she intended.

“No –we’ve never met” she snapped at him. He sighed and looked away, putting down his can of Coke on the table between them and picking up a newspaper from under his jacket. In one movement she reached across and took the can and drank from it. She paused, lowered the can from her lips and looked at him again, making sure that he had noticed her. He had noticed and was clearly annoyed, his weary expression knotting itself into a frown. If she didn‘t do this quickly, he would start to make some petulant protest and the magic would be lost. She took another drink from the can and this time as she lowered it from her lip she spat into it, slowly, copiously and contemptuously. The man’s look of annoyance changed to one of shock; his jaw dropped open and the eyebrows shot upwards in surprise. She didn’t laugh or even smile; to lose any composure now could prove disastrous. She placed the can down on the table and pushed it towards him and waited. Now. Now she would know if her judgement was right.

He looked at the can and then up at her. She held him with her steady gaze – challenging him. Come on. Do it. DO IT! He reached his hand out to the can and lifted it slowly to his lips; she noticed that his hands were trembling – but his eyes remained steady on hers. He drank from the can deeply, until in three swigs it was empty. He put the can down on the table once more and wiped his mouth with his hand, and then licked it impeccably clean.

‘Thank you – that was delicious’. His voice was clear – but tremulous.

Perfect. Good boy.

The train pulled away and she settled back and contemplated her next move. Before she had time to think much, he looked towards her and smiled.

‘Are you travelling far?’

Oh no you don’t! Don’t you dare to think that one moment of fun allows you to address me! She shot him the same look, the same fiery glance of disdain and pulled a magazine from her bag and quickly found her page. Fuck off. I want to use you not talk to you. With the same weary resignation as before he picked up his newspaper and pretended to read.

‘All tickets please’

Shit. This was another thing she hated about train travel. All the things she had to remember, all the stupid pointless fuss. She reached into her bag again and found her purse from which she extracted her ticket. The man was fumbling in his jacket pocket. She turned round and saw the Guard approaching – or Customer Service Manager as some idiot had decided to re-title them. Usually it was a man, an overtly jolly, overweight man in his ridiculous uniform. But this time it was a woman, quite a pretty young woman. She was traditional about such things and wasn’t at all sure that she approved of physically attractive young women carrying out menial tasks like ticket collection.

Oh yes! Now she knew exactly what to do. Quickly, she reached into her bag again and pulled out a second magazine, hiding it inside the cover of her own. She had to get the timing right – she had to be absolutely sure that the Guard would be in no confusion. The Guard had reached the table behind, checking the tickets of an elderly lady who insisted on regaling her with tales of travelling to Manchester by steam in the ‘old days’. When the story was done, the Guard would be at their table. With perfect timing she tossed the second magazine on to his lap, landing on top of his folded newspaper. He found himself staring down at a copy of ‘The Mistress’ magazine, the cover emblazoned with a photograph of a tall dominatrix tugging the lead of the hapless slave kneeling before her; her heeled boot rested on his scarred back

‘Ticket please sir!’ He looked up in surprise, the magazine in his hand. He had scarcely time to realise what it was before the Guard was at his side. As he passed the ticket to the Guard, he desperately tried to hide the magazine under his jacket, but to no avail. As his ticket was passed back to him he noticed the Guard’s expression of surprise, and some disgust.

‘Thank you sir. Could I remind you we have children in this coach sir?’

‘Yes, yes…sorry…I’ll put it away’

He shoved the magazine under his jacket and looked across at his travelling companion with annoyance. He wasn’t having fun anymore. She avoided his stare as she had her own ticket checked. Instead, she exchanged a glance and a mutual shake of the heads with the female Guard as they silently communicated their shared disgust at the perverted ways of a certain kind of man. The Guard smiled at her warmly and passed on. She looked back at the man and – oh joy – he was blushing. His humiliation was palpable – but, crucially, he hadn’t tried to protest his innocence to the Guard. Perhaps this showed an instinct for loyalty; a very good sign.

‘That was your magazine! How could you have –

The question was never finished. Swiftly she brought her boot up and pushed the stiletto heel between his legs. The shock of it caught him completely and he took a sharp breath – partly in surprise, partly in pain.

Then – for the first time – she allowed herself to smile at him. She smiled broadly, almost warmly and with genuine amusement.

‘SSSSSShhhhh’ she soothed. Her eyes met his and his shock started to subside into a kind of enchantment and desire. Almost without realising he allowed his legs to part, enabling her to have greater access with her heel. She pressed her heel harder into him smiling more broadly as she did so. He gasped and let out just the tiniest whimper of pain. She dropped her heel and her smile changed to one of annoyance immediately. He exhaled with relief and tried to regulate his breath. Again he seemed about to speak and again she anticipated and halted it.

‘Zip. Undo it. Now.’

He looked about him anxiously. No one was seated opposite, only the elderly lady in the seat behind was within earshot and she was happily engrossed in her copy of ‘The Lady’. He reached down and hurriedly opened his fly and next his boxers. Before he had time to get his hand out the way, her heel was back, finding the base of his cock and pushing him against his seat with relentless pressure. At the moment that she thought he would cry out she removed her heel and, instead, gently started to nudge the toe of her boot through his fly hole, rubbing it on his hardening shaft. He was red in the face now, unsure of what was going to happen next but surrendering to it completely. No resistance, no more attempts to speak or protest. He was hers now, and she intended to take her time and enjoy it. Almost as soon as she had assured herself of his surrender he disappointed her. He placed his hand on her boot, massaging the toe into his cock, manipulating her foot, his eyes closed, whimpering – this time – with pleasure. Quickly she pulled her toe away and jabbed his erect cock with her heel several times. This time he did cry out and when he did she stopped immediately. He changed his cry into a cough and she laughed – loudly and derisively. The elderly lady looked round half in curiosity but satisfied that nothing was untoward returned to her reading.

She started massaging with her toe again and at various intervals over the following half hour alternately jabbed and massaged. She brought him close to orgasm several times and then would jab again, denying him satisfaction. He, in turn, gasped, whimpered, coughed and, to her huge satisfaction, wept. At length she tired of the routine and decided to ‘finish him off’. She continued to massage, but slowed the pace of it; when she wanted him to climax she changed her expression from cold impassiveness to a teeth-baring sneer – a look of utter contempt. At the same moment, she allowed her hand to drop into her blouse. For a few seconds she massaged her breast inside the blouse as he looked on, pleading with his eyes and his open mouth. For just a moment, she produced her breast – tanned and smooth skinned and gently stroked her erect nipple, increasing the look of contempt directed at him. He could take it no more, his head hit the back of the seat, his tongue lolled, his cheeks reddened and his cock exploded.

Before he could relax she had one further task for him.

‘Take off my boot’.

His hands trembling he fumbled to unzip her boot and pulled it off. His hand felt his warm cum as he held the boot in his lap.

‘Clean it’ she ordered.

He was beyond embarrassment now. He had no idea if anyone was watching or not and he simply didn’t care anymore. He was precisely where she wanted him to be – lost in adoration. He lifted the boot to his mouth and slobbered over it gratefully, guzzling his own cum, greedily slurping every corner of the boot. She watched him indulgently, almost proud of her new convert.

Their collective reverie was suddenly disturbed by the handsome man, heading, presumably, for the toilet. He glanced across at the unlikely spectacle of a middle aged man lapping his tongue eagerly over a woman’s leather boot. As he passed them, he snorted in disgust, taking in the scene before him.

“Gimp!” he called and walked on.

The man looked up, still holding the boot shocked out of his trance and suddenly embarrassed. Oh God, what was he doing?

She looked across at him, this time with genuine compassion.

‘It’s ok. Put the boot back on’.

She held her foot steady as he replaced her boot. She offered no objection when he stroked her calf. When he had completed his task, she took his hand and kissed it. The look of adoration returned to his face.

The handsome man was walking back through the carriage. She had to be quick and she had to make this work. As he passed her seat, she suddenly reached out and grabbed him between the legs. Her grip was vice like and unmoveable. If he tried to wrestle with her she would only tighten her grip. The handsome man half collapsed holding out his hands and grasping the seats either side of the aisle in an attempt to steady himself. He looked at her in shock, only able to gasp ‘What the fuck?’

‘My friend is upset at the name you called him’.

The handsome man looked at her incredulously, the pain in is groin becoming unbearable.

‘Say sorry’

‘What!?’

‘Say sorry,!’ Her grip tightened. The handsome man yelled. Fortunately for all, the elderly woman snored gently, her copy of ‘The Lady slipping from her lap.

‘ Sorry…sorry’

‘Good, now fuck off!’ She released him and the handsome man staggered away massaging between his legs.

He looked once more at the man opposite her, his face a picture of astonishment.

‘Rest now’ she soothed and closed her eyes.

She’d had her fun – for now; she would rest and think about last part of the game.

At Stockport she left the train. He was sleeping, his head curled into the seat, his breathing regular and deep. Earlier she had pondered whether to wake him and force her to walk to the buffet car, enabling the world to see his wet patch, but she had been tired. She wanted to rest and when her stop came she was preoccupied by thoughts of home. However, maybe she would try one last trick. She left without waking him but hoped that he might notice her absence. If he didn’t, well it didn’t matter. But if he did…..

She was walking across the station concourse to the car park when she heard him.

‘Excuse me! Excuse me! Hello!!’

She carried on walking to the car park – out into the cold night air, striding over the wet pavement.

‘Hello!’

With an effort he caught her up. They were in the entrance to the car park; it was after midnight and very few cars were left. She could see her own clearly, only a hundred yards or so away.

‘Well?’

‘You left this on the train’

He held out her ‘Mistress’ magazine.

‘That? Oh no, it’s for you?’

‘Me?’

I thought you might like to read it tonight and have a play with your little self. Bye.’

She turned on her heel –the heel he had not long since worshipped – and started to walk away.

‘Please…’

‘What?’

‘Is that it? I mean I’ve missed my last train now……can I ever see you again? It wasn’t just……You kissed my hand didn’t you? It was….it was lovely.

And then she decided. Up until now he had been nothing more than a distraction from a tedious train journey, but there was promise – so much potential. And he was right, she had kissed his hand – it had been a game, but not one without feeling.

‘’Are you trying to say that you’d like to come back with me?’

‘Yes, yes I would. Very much’

‘She walked towards the car and he followed her, just a step behind. When she got to within a few feet, she stopped and faced him squarely.

‘You need to understand something’

‘Ok’.

‘If you get in this car, you leave your old life behind. Completely behind.’

‘Life? What life?’

‘Do you have a family?’

‘Mum and Dad - an ex wife – that’s all.

‘You live on your own?’ He nodded

‘Job?’

‘ Banking. I hate it, totally hate it’. He looked around him, almost like a little boy, lost , vulnerable and awkward.

‘You wouldn’t be alone. I have….there are others’

‘I sort of figured that might be the case – it’s ok, really’.

‘Do you understand that if you get in this car it’ll be the last decision you make?’

‘Yes, I think…I think I do…..would I be able to see my parents?’

‘Yes, of course…..but understand this’ She put her bag down walked up to him and took his head in her hands, tenderly but firmly. He gasped at her touch, his eyes half closed.

‘You’ll sign everything over to me, bank account, house, everything.’

‘’But I’ll see you everyday? In return, I’ll see you everyday?’

‘Do you understand what I am? Do you know what this is, what’s happening here?’ She stroked his cheek, her eyes boring into his.

‘Yes, I think I do’

‘This is the last day you’ll wear clothes, the last day that you won’t experience pain; you can’t enter into this lightly’.

He removed her hands from his cheeks and took a step back. Damn! She’d got him wrong , or maybe, as she feared, she was losing her touch. She was getting older, the wrong side of 40.. The disappointment hit her deeply, more deeply than she thought. She liked him and didn’t want him to go.

He smiled at her as he walked past and to the driver’s side of her car.

‘Can I open your door before I get in myself madam?’

She returned his smile and walked towards the car. Maybe trains weren’t so bad after all.

The End
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