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		CHAPTER 1 – Party Confessions

		

		JUSTIN BROUGHT THROUGH ANOTHER bottle of wine. The girl on the sofa looked up and smiled at him, she crossed her long legs and Justin couldn’t help but stare at her muscular calves smoothed by her black silk stockings that ended in a pair of sexy black patent leather stiletto heels. 

		‘Here you go Emma, another glass of red for you.’ 

		‘Cheers.’ 

		He couldn’t believe he was sitting here drunk with Emma Devon of all people. He found her vulgar and course and the only redeeming feature about her was her appearance. She was in her early twenties and wore a tight low-cut white top revealing her ample cleavage, a short leather pleated skirt and these amazing black patent leather heels which he wanted more than anything to kneel down and worship.

		God, he couldn’t believe how wrong this evening had turned out. Everything had begun so well. A few drinks in the pub with a few select female colleagues, then back to his flat for a nightcap and hopefully Kelly would stay the night. That was his fantasy, what was before him was the reality. 

		Emma had sort of tagged along and clearly intended on bagging him for herself. She was all over him in the pub and had at one point rubbed his groin under the table with her shoe. The girl was in her early twenties and, to be fair, in a certain light was pleasing on the eye, but nonetheless Justin was not drawn to her in the same way as he was to Kelly.

		Everyone else had departed at midnight leaving him with Emma who promised she would get a cab later, after just one more drink. God, he hoped she didn’t want to stay the night. 

		He knew he had to resist. If he slept with Emma he was certain she would tell Kelly and his chances there would be blown. 

		Emma patted the seat next to him. He sat down and they struck glasses.

		‘So now you have got me back to your flat and all alone what are we going to do now?’ She purred.

		Justin’s alcohol addled brain struggled to find an excuse not to engage in cardinal delights with this extremely forward girl. What the hell was he going to say?

		‘Look Emma. You know you are really attractive and you have a great body and all that. But the thing is I am . . . well . . .’ He started to panic. What was he? Was he going to say he was gay? That would hardly play out very well given he had a couple of relationships at work with girls that Emma was aware of. 

		‘Yes, well what are you?’ She looked rather annoyed and he thought she was seeing through his façade.

		‘The thing is I have . . .  well that is to say . . . ’

		‘For Christ’s sake, mate, spit it out! Listen whatever it is I have probably seen and done it. Nothing is going to shock me. You like my shoes eh? I saw you looking at them. Not a problem. Lots of guys like high heels. That is unless you want to wear them?’

		Justin looked at her, this was perfect, he thought! He could pretend to be a cross dresser that should turn her off!

		‘Yes, I like wearing them and women’s clothes.’ He blurted out. ‘And I have always wanted to be walked on in high heels!’

		This was not part of the plan he thought as he really did have fantasies about being trampled in high heels. He went red at the thought of his inner perversions being publicly exposed.

		She looked at him and smiled. 

		‘Wow, kind of kinky aren’t you?’ She grinned.

		‘Yes, I am. I am a really quite perverse, I am sorry. You are probably disgusted, I will call you a cab and we will say no more about it, okay deal?’ This, he thought, was it; there was no way she would be into this. Thank god for that he would be free of her tonight and then resume his pursuit of Kelly the following week.

		‘So what clothes do you have?’

		Justin’s eyes widened; he couldn’t believe this. She wanted to know more! In his mind he had envisioned her getting up and calling a cab there and then, not to be probed further about it. He needed to show some sort of proof that he did enjoy wearing women’s clothes, he couldn’t back down now.

		The only thing he had in his flat was an outfit he had once purchased for an ex-girlfriend. Sasha had been horrified when he had produced an all-in-one black pvc catsuit with hot pants. She had bawled at him for some time explaining she was not some doll he could dress up. They had split up not long after that and he had always thought about returning it but something about it made him want to keep it.

		‘Well I have a black catsuit which is kind of sexy.’

		‘Oh wow! Go get dressed for me – go on!’

		‘Well I really don’t think . . .’

		‘I am not going anywhere until I see you in that catsuit, got it!’ She folded her arms and sat back in the sofa.

		He got up and went to his bedroom. He couldn’t believe he was going to do this. He pulled the plastic bag from under the bed and removed the catsuit. 

		He unzipped it, stripped down to his underwear and pulled on the suit. It was really small, Sasha had a slim figure and he could not get into the shorts with his underwear on, so completely naked he struggled into the tight shorts then pulled the top part slowly up his body and then his arms through the sleeves. He tried to pull the zip up the back but he could only just manage to the small of his back as his arms were really restricted in the tight suit. 

		He walked into the living room as Emma gasped and then giggled at him.

		‘Oh my god that is tight – well give us a twirl!’

		He spun round smiling in an attempt to make this look like it was a normal evening attire for him.

		‘Oh, hang on a moment honey, let me just do your zip up.’

		‘No, it’s fine honestly.’ He protested but it was too late Emma had grabbed the zip and started to tug it up his back.

		‘Breath in!’ She laughed and pulled the zip right up to the collar.

		‘There, you’re locked in for the night now!’ Emma laughed and stood back to admire her colleague in his pvc cat suit he really looked a sight.

		‘Well now you have done what I have asked, let me pay back the favour and give you a good trampling. I had a boyfriend once that liked me to walk up down him in heels. Then, if you are a really good girl, I will let you wear my shoes.’

		Justin went bright red. God was she really going to do that to him? He had always wanted a girl in high heels to walk all over him. He started to get really aroused and a large bulge appeared in his pvc shorts which Emma immediately spotted.

		‘Oh looks like that hit the spot! Right let’s get you tied up. Arms behind your back.  What are we going to use? I can take my stockings off. Hang on a moment. Lie face down while I get them off.’

		Justin lay down on the ground and placed his arms behind his back. God this was so arousing, he could easily have just humped the floor there and then as he waited for Emma but he resisted the urge. This was hardly how he expected the evening to pan out but as he lay there his mind began to dream about all the things he wanted Emma to do to him.

		He felt Emma sit on his legs and wrap her soft nylon stockings around his wrists then pulled them tight. The nylon dug into his wrists and she wrapped more and more around then knotted it tight. He was certain there was no way he could get out unless she untied him. 

		She stood up and booted his body so he rolled over and looked up at the magnificent image of Emma standing over him with crossed arms and a cross face.

		‘You really are a fucking pervert, aren’t you?’

		‘Sorry?’ Ask Justin rather perplexed. 

		‘You will call me “Sir” I am your Master now, otherwise I will make a call and get Jo and Kelly back her to see what a little freak you are. So, what are you?’ Emma barked.

		‘I am a freak, Sir.’

		Emma laughed. 

		‘Ha you are really funny, look at you getting all embarrassed at the thought of Kelly seeing you like this. Does little pervy have a crush on Kelly? What would she think if she saw you like this. You don’t have a flying fart of chance with her and any possibility of dating her would up in smoke if she saw you like this. See I know Kell and she’s pretty much little miss straight and narrow. She looks a million dollars but she’s a s trike missionary position once a week sort of girl. If you know what I mean. Me on the other hand, I am a twisted little bitch for sure and I don’t care you prefer Kelly. The fact is I am her and she’s not okay?’

		He looked dumbfounded up at Emma in a new light. She was quite majestic in this role. Superior, confident and really sexy. God this was quite hot. He nodded in agreement and started to get aroused even more.

		‘You little fucker, all you are interested in is sex isn’t it?’ She stomped on his groin as she yelled at him. He doubled over in agony, feeling nauseous with the pain in his balls. 

		‘Yes Sir!’

		Using the dining room table for support she climbed up onto his body and placed one heel on his balls and the other on his chest. She ground them into his flesh slowly grinning with satisfaction as Justin squirmed and groaned in discomfort. She walked steadily up his body and stood on his chest looking down she smiled. He gazed up at her and felt completely in her power, which he strangely liked and felt compelled to suffer more at her hands or feet. The sole of her shoe hovered over his face and slowly the long sharp heel lower over his mouth and continued down as he was forced to take the stiletto into his mouth and down into his throat. 

		‘Suck my heel you little bitch!’

		Emma laughed at him as he sucked the heel gagging as it moved around his mouth and deeper into his throat. 

		‘you are going to be my little dolly bitch. I am going to have fun with you. Keep sucking my heel. Let’s get you trained up. Harder slut, suck it harder. Any teeth marks on my lovely heels and I will batter your balls black and blue!’

		He stared up at her magnificent strong body and felt completely helpless under her. She withdrew her heel that began pacing up and down his body giggling as her heels sank into his flesh and he groaned in pain as she laid a heel on his groin and pushed it down with all her weight.

		‘Mm you are rock hard, you love this don’t you bitch. Stop moaning and squealing you are beginning to get on my nerves. Do you want me to gag you?’

		He shook his head weakly.

		‘I said bitch do you want me to gag you?’

		‘Eh yes Sir.’

		‘Good girl now open wide.’

		Still standing on his body she pulled down her black lacey underwear, squatted down on his chest and pushed her panties into his gapping mouth. 

		‘Ha ha brilliant! Let me get a picture of this!’

		He shook his head furiously. 

		She placed the sole of her foot over his mouth, took out her phone then took a number of shots of her panties in his mouth and then panned out to take a movie of his entire body clad in black pvc.

		‘Oh you really are my little bitch now!’ She giggled. 

		‘Now you have had your fun, I want to have some fun.’ She smirked and evil smile.

		He looked up as he saw Emma turn and slowly descend, the black pleated leather skirt spreading across her buttocks and the leather tightening as it came inches from his face and then she dropped her full body onto his head. Her shoes gripped the side of head and as her knees pressed into his chest. He breathed in the strong smell of the leather and felt completely trapped under her weight. 

		She pushed down on him making it hard for him to breath and slowly rubbed back and forth on his face. His head was completely encased in her leather clad buttocks and he started to panic desperate for air. After what seemed like an eternity she lifted a buttock and he gasped aloud sucking in the cool air but in a matter of seconds he was back encased in blackness.

		This went on for a good ten minutes as Emma rocked backwards and forwards on his face pleasuring herself. The momentum building faster and harder and she grinded on his face until the movement stopped and Justin heard a long whimper of pleasure.

		‘Oh god that felt so good, Jesus I loved the idea of you being my helpless bitch. I could do this forever. Fancy being my fuck puppet Justin? Well? Can’t hear you!’ 

		She raised her buttocks off his face and he looked up at her wide eyed and totally in shock as to what was happening. He nodded unable to communicate except through muffled exclamations. 

		‘Good girl. Now I need some sleep. That delicious orgasm has tired me out. Tomorrow I will fix you up like a proper girly girl. No need to thank me. Now I think I will take your bed and you can sleep at the foot of the bed on the floor like a good slave. If I catch you pleasuring yourself I will send those funny pictures of you to everyone you know. Better still I will make you do it. Got it?’

		He nodded his head vigorously and crawled along behind his Master as she pulled him along by his hair.

		She kicked the door open to his bedroom and looked around. She pulled open the drawers and found some leather belts. Forcing him on the ground she sat on top of him and secured his arms to his body pulling the belt tight so his arms could not move. She then tied the belt around his ankles and pulled them back to loop the belt through the belt around securing his arms and then put the strap through the buckle so he was unable to move his legs bound securely.

		He watched her circle around him the high heels clicking on the hard, wooden floor he now had to sleep on. She squatted down and removed the knickers from his mouth.

		He saw the skirt fall first and then his Master completely disrobed standing naked in front of him. He caught a glimpse as she walked over to the bed and switched off the light, daring not to linger too long otherwise he knew she would be angry. She looked magnificent and he adored her. She was strong, domineering and incredibly sexy and seemed happy to fulfil his fantasies. She really knew how to play the part. Although he would rather not sleep in PVC on a hard floor bound and trussed up like a chicken, he realised it would be worth it in the morning when they resume there sexy role play.

		‘Night, night weirdo. Sleep well.’ 

		Justin heard her giggling as she drifted off to sleep; it took him considerably longer.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – THE MORNING AFTER

		

		JUSTIN FELT A SHARP PAIN AS HIS SIDES were kicked ferociously by the pointed toe of Emma’s shoe. 

		‘Wake up and look at them bitch! This is your life now worshiping my shoes and legs from the dirty floor. You are filth on the bottom of my shoe and you should be thankful to be in my presence. Let me know how grateful you are to be a worthless worm at my feet. Lick them now!’

		Fuzzy and groggy from lack of sleep and hung over from the alcohol he looked up at the girl standing over him her face a picture of rage as he failed to respond to the orders.

		She booted him in the face; the point of her shoe connected with his cheek and he howled.

		Emma was not kidding. He immediately poked out his tongue and licked the end of the shoe pushing out his neck to try and reach all the way round and then up the heel.

		She laughed at him as he struggled to move. His muscles ached from being bound for so long but he knew he could only stop when she told him to.

		‘Right bitch you can make me some breakfast before I go shopping.’

		She squatted down and in a moment he was releases from his bondage. 

		He rubbed his wrists and legs to renew the circulation. He was relieved to be released and began to try to remove the PVC catsuit.

		‘Hey I never said anything about undressing. You will serve me breakfast in your gimp suit bitch now crawl to the kitchen and get me some coffee.’

		He scuttled off on all fours into the kitchen of his flat and prepared the best spread he could for his Master; she seemed satisfied.

		After clearing away the dishes she unzipped the back of his pvc catsuit and told him to get undressed.

		She tossed him her bra and told him to put it on. Then taking out her lipstick she applied a large bright red layer to his lips followed by mascara and eyeshadow. Finally applying an excessive amount of blusher Justin was fully made up to look like a cheap whore.

		Emma laughed at him and made him look at himself in the mirror. He blushed naturally when he saw himself in the mirror. Lowering his eyes to Emma’s bra which he wore he then looked at his Master and her smiling face mocking him and he immediately became aroused. 

		‘Oh look at that, is little sissy girl getting horny? Well I know what will take care of that you pretty little thing.’

		‘Justin looked at her and smiled. God this was going to be good he thought, he was finally going to get a release.

		‘Now my little girly bitch I think it was time you pleasured yourself for me.  I want to see you have some fun, over here by the window. That’s it, don’t be shy. Grab those two chairs.’

		He picked up the two dining chairs and took them over to the window where Emma was standing smoking one of her cigarettes.

		She picked up one of the chairs and turned it upside down then laid it on top of the other chair. The four legs were stick up in the air. 

		‘I need to some rope. Get me some bitch.’

		Justin scuttled off and returned with some washing line cord he kept in the cupboard under the sink.

		Emma grabbed it and tied the two heavy wooden dining tables together, so they were one object.

		‘Okay bitch boy – climb on board.’

		‘Sorry what, I don’t understand?’

		‘Okay let me make it simple. This here . . . ‘ She pointed to the chair leg. ‘Goes up here.’ She then pushed her finger between his buttocks.

		 ‘Please Miss I am not . . . I have never . . . please Emma don’t make me do this.’

		She slapped him hard across the face. 

		‘Jesus this is nothing, I have got loads of nasty shit for you to do. You really are a pathetic man aren’t you . . . get up on this chair leg now or you will find your pvc catsuit all over social media . . . forever.’

		He whimpered as the cold wooden leg slowly slid into him. It was extremely uncomfortable, he couldn’t believe he was doing this. Emma was smiling in a sort of psychotic fashion and biting her lip as if she were intoxicated with the power she now had over him.

		‘All the way down boy that’s it. As far as you can go.’

		She took the cord and secured his wrists pulling them tight against the back of the chair so he had hardly any room to move impaled as he was he certainly was not getting off this chair unless Emma released him.

		‘Now bounce bitch, bounce!’

		He pulled up as far as he could, straining at the ropes then sat back down on the wood leg.

		Emma was in hysterics. She was crying with laughter. He kept bouncing not enjoying the sensation one bit. He became even more uncomfortable as Emma took out her phone and began recording the whole thing. Justin as miserable. Completely helpless and totally at her mercy he had no option but to do whatever she wanted until she left.

		‘Right I’m off shopping. Now I want you to keep bouncing and enjoying yourself while I am away. I will be able to see you through the window from the road so if you stop or try and escape I will know. Keep doing as you are told and it will all be over in a few hours. But if you disappoint me you will find out what real misery is. Got it bitch?’

		‘Yes, Sir.’

		‘Good girl, see you soon honey.’

		 ‘Oh, I almost forgot, I took your credit card hope you don’t mind.’ She waived a piece of plastic in front of his face smiling she grabbed his face and squeezed. ‘Now be a sweety and give me the pin number, after all I am shopping on your behalf!’

		He looked up at her helplessly and gave her the number. He just hoped she would not max it out, he already had a few thousand on the card.

		She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. He looked up at his Master and watched her leave, he started to bounce up and down on the chair leg and wished to god they were in a normal vanilla relationship and he had never started this whole charade.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – SHOWTIME

		

		AFTER EMMA HAD LEFT he had looked down from the first-floor window of his flat to the street below and watched her walk past the building and down the underpass wiggling her bottom as she walking in those amazingly sexy heels. As she disappeared into the tunnel she turned smiled and waved. He continued to bounce and looked pleadingly at her hoping this was just a joke and she would immediately return. But she entered the dark tunnel and was gone. 

		He had no idea how long he had spent in the stress position Emma had left him in. Hours seemed to go by but he kept going raising and lowering himself on the chair leg for fear that Emma would spot him taking a break from a distance before he could manage to resume the task set him.

		Despite his ridiculous appearance and the peculiar action by the large window of his flat very few people looked up. He seemed relatively invisible to passers by that went on with their daily business, walking the dog, shopping or taking their offspring to classes. That was until a group of teenage girls from the local estate spotted him as they came out of the underpass. 

		He saw one of them point and nudge a second then the third and fourth girls raised their head until they were aware of the man in the window in a bra with lots of make up on bouncing up and down. Fortunately for Justin they were unaware of what was going on below the waist but the actions framed by the window were still sufficient to cause the girls to laugh out loud and call and jeer up to Justin’s flat. 

		Justin faced forward and pretended not to notice. He felt his face flush and even though he was at such a distance from this group of girls he felt as if they were in his living room just a few feet away laughing and calling him names. 

		Out of the corner of his eye he saw one of them take out their phone. Dear god she was going to film him, Justin started to panic. He tried to squat right down out of sight but he could only go so far impeded by the chair leg. He then grabbed the bound chairs and bent over shuffled across the room trying to escape from the girls view, all the while have the chair leg securely inserted into his body. It was extremely painful but he managed to scuttled out of view and hoped that Emma would not return now.

		After a few minutes he turned and slowly peaked over the top of the window sill and was dismayed to see the girls still standing there. They saw his head and pointed laughing. He was trapped. He couldn’t resume the task until the girls went and he didn’t want them filming him in the act either as he knew they would share it across their social media and eventually it would reach someone who recognised him, even dressed up as a woman.

		He waited for another ten minutes and again returned to the window for a quick peak. Not only were they still there but they were joined by another girl. He quickly retreated back to the far side of the living room. 

		After a few minutes he was horrified to hear the sound of a key in the door. Emma had returned.

		He quickly scuttled back to the window and resumed the motion slowly moving up and down. 

		Emma walked into the living room strode over to her sissy slave and slapped him hard across the cheek. 

		‘You little bastard! I tell you to do one simple thing and you can’t even do that!’

		His face stung he looked up with pleading eyes at his Master.

		‘I warned you. You disobey me and I will expose you to everyone.’ 

		She took out her phone and her slim fingers moved deftly across the screen. 

		He started to plead with her to stop.

		‘Shut up or it will be worse for you. There. The video is now up online on a porn site. I won’t add your details . . .  yet. But if you screw up one more time I will add all your personal details to it and make sure it is the first thing found when people look you up on the internet. Got it? If you perform like a good little girl for me for a month then I will remove the video.’

		‘Please Sir, let me explain I was being watched by a group of girls I couldn’t stay in the window I could be arrested for exposing myself to them, please Sir you must understand. Please don’t expose me.’

		‘You moron they are all eighteen and nineteen and they could only see your top half. But do you know what I think as you are so disobedient, they should see the bottom half of you as well, let’s get you dressed and looking sexy for your new audience.’

		Justin was untied from the chair and looked thoroughly dejected. He was helpless and knew the ordeal was only just beginning. 

		Emma threw one of the shopping bags at him. 

		‘Put those on bitch lets see how you look while I fix the lighting.’

		Justin pulled out the clothing his Master had bought him. He was shocked to see there was not a lot to what he was going to be wearing and everything was a bright pink. 

		He first pulled on some pink fish net stockings and a small lacey pink thong which caused Emma to squeal with laughter.

		‘You can keep my bra on bitch but I bought you some spares cus that’s what you will be wearing now, even at work.’

		He pulled out a short tight top that had “Barbie Doll” emblazoned on the front. 

		Again Emma loved it and laughed out loud. ‘Oh, now the boots they were expensive but you know what I think you are worth it.’

		Another bag was thrown at him and he removed a pair of knee high pink plastic polished platform boots with a strap and padlock around the ankle. 

		‘Put them on, don’t worry about the lock I have the key. You will be able to get out of them when I decide you are ready to be released. Now walk across the room like a lady.’

		He pulled them on, tied up the laces and with a sense of reluctance bucked the strap tight around his ankles and clicked the padlock shut.

		He rose to his feet and wobble precariously on the platforms and thin stiletto heels. He managed to stumble from one side to the other while Emma was in fits of laughter.

		‘More wiggle bitch, you’re a girly girl now.’

		He tried again and swaggered and stumble with a little more decorum and sense of posture than before.

		Emma then proceed to take the bulb out of the overhead light and replace it with a red bulb. 

		She then removed the spotlight by the window and replace that with another red bulb. 

		Turning on the lights Justin’s living room was bath in a warm red glow. 

		‘Perfect! Now you can sit in the window and people will instantly know what you are offering.’

		‘I am sorry Master I don’t understand?’ There was a sense of panic in his voice.

		 ‘Well I thought I am going to a lot of effort to get you looking nice and girly it would be a shame for others not to enjoy it as well. So, every evening between six and nine you will sit in this window with the red light on dressed in your finest slutiest clothes. That is unless you are not with a client.’

		‘What, what do you mean client?’

		‘Well now that you are my bitch and I own you I thought it would be fun to pimp you out. You are just such a little fun slave I wanted others to enjoy you. Don’t worry I have a few ground rules, no permanent marks, nothing illegal and everything stays inside these four walls. They can film the show if they want but they cannot share on social media unless I approve it. In return they can dress you up however they like, you will serve them food and drinks, dance or entertain them in whatever manner they desire. If they want you to clean their high heels you will, if they want to grind their boots into your face and stand on your neck you will let them and thank them afterwards. The only exception is you will not have penetrative sex with them and you will not be allowed to cum unless they command it. The best bit is I will get paid for your services. Sounds fun doesn’t it?’

		‘Please Master you can’t do this to me.’

		Emma marched over to her whimpering slave and slapped him hard across the face. 

		‘You don’t understand do you? I own you. You do whatever I say. But more importantly, deep down you really want to be my whore, don’t you slut?’

		Justin struggled in his mind to fight the idea that he actually could live as Emma’s cross-dressing prostitute, how the hell could he look her in the face everyday if she was making him do this every night? A part of him did like dressing this and he loved Emma being in charge and so dominant. He even got a thrill when she slapped him.  What had she done to him? He could feel himself being aroused by the situation but deeply terrified of the future. Maybe it would be alright, maybe he could enjoy serving other girls that would abuse him as well and make him please them. Maybe, just maybe he could make his Master proud.

		As these thoughts tumbled around his brain he heard a knock at the door.

		Emma looked at her watch.

		‘Ah that will be your 2:30 appointment. Pucker up girl its showtime. Well, off you go open the door and let them in be polite, address them as Miss and make sure you know your place.’

		Justin scuttled off his heart beating faster and faster in his chest as he tried to walk elegantly in the high heels down the hall.

		He opened the door and to his horror saw the four girls that had been standing looking up at his window about half and hour ago.

		They all laughed as they saw the image of Justin framed in the doorway. His face went red as he lowered his head, thanked them for coming and asked them to come inside.

		All four girls pushed passed him giggling. They were even more beautiful close up. They all had heavy make up and hair pulled up into a ponytail. They wore short skirts and they slim long legs ended in frighteningly sharp slim metal tipped high heels. Two of them were carrying bottles of wine while a third waved a large black dildo in front of his face. 

		‘Carry this for me will you honey.’ 

		Justin extended his arm to take the large rubber black phallus.

		‘Naughty, naughty not in your hands in your mouth. Open wide.’

		Emma’s words were ringing in his ears. He need to do everything he was told to get that video taken down. As his lips parted the girl rammed the large dildo into his mouth making him gag. She pushed it harder and laughed. Justin was nearly crying with the humiliation and shame of being abused like this in his own home by girls half his age.  

		Justin closed the door and tottered after them. Although he felt humiliated and ashamed of his appearance he felt fear and anxiety about what would unfold in the following hour. 

		As he came into the living room he saw the girls all laughing and chatting to Emma. 

		‘Hey Emma, we got changed into our best shoes like you said. Here’s your money; now let’s bring on the gimp and let’s have some fun!’

		

		THE END
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