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‘You’re not wearing that, are you?’

Six little words. Six little words, and twelve years of marriage. That was all it took to change things.

Ellie had been in love with him, once: properly in love with him, not just the fleeting infatuation that her friends had assumed. Perhaps they had seen something she hadn’t. Who could tell?

Paul had been different then, though. There was a softness to him that hadn’t yet been beaten out of him by the hard world of business. He had had goals beyond money and power, desired her for her intellect rather than just for her body and the things it could do. Back then, he had practically fallen over himself in his attempts to charm her, even though there was no need: she had liked him just the way he was.

But the years had worn that part of him away. A decade of promotion after promotion had given him a bristled attitude, full of condescension and scorn. Sure, they were rich now, but at what cost? Where once he had put her on a pedestal, now he looked down at her. Now, she wasn’t good enough for him. She was in her thirties now, and no longer the nubile young twentysomething who could be attracted and held with the opening of a wallet. She stood up for herself – or at least, she tried to, but twelve years of constant bombardment had worn her down to the extent that it was sometimes just easier to let the waves of his disdain wash over her. They barely affected her anymore. She was used to them.

‘You’re not wearing that, are you?’

The words rattled in her head. She had picked out the dress especially for a charity gala – not expensive, although they could afford it, but one that she felt flattered her body nonetheless. For the first time in a long time, she felt good about herself and the way she looked.

And then he had managed to deflate her with six bitter little words.

‘You’re not wearing that, are you?’

She had to leave. There was no other option. Twelve years of being belittled by him was too much for her to stand. Things had to stop.

But where would she go? What would she do? She had invested – wasted – so much time on this sham of a marriage, chasing after her dream of the Paul that was, that the rest of the world seemed like a terrifying prospect.

And yet it wasn’t that – not entirely. She loved him – still loved him, despite it all. He just needed...

What? To change? To be taught a lesson?

Yes. Both. All of the above.

He was staring up at her, knowing there was no time for her to change without making them late. The comment hadn’t been designed to disparage the dress. She could see that now. It was to plant the seeds of doubt in her mind, to leave her worrying all night that she wasn’t up to the standards of the wives of the other partners at his firm. It was psychological warfare.

But she could do that too. She felt stronger, now, and less willing to merely tolerate his cruel little jabs.

Those six little words had changed everything.

‘No,’ she said at last, noticing but not caring about the wry grin that was crossing her face. ‘I’m not wearing this dress tonight. You are.’

Paul rolled his eyes; even from his position at the bottom of the stairs, she could see it. ‘Not funny,’ he said. ‘We’re going to be late.’

‘We’re not going to be late, because we’re not going anywhere,’ she said, marvelling at how calm and level her voice sounded. Was it really this easy? Had she really put it off for so long? ‘We’re staying in, and we’re going to have a talk. On my terms.’

‘Right,’ he said sarcastically. ‘We’re going to miss out on a dinner that’s hundreds of pounds a plate, with all the company’s investors waiting for us, just so we can –’

‘Shut up.’

The words didn’t seem to come from her. She had never heard herself speak with such authority before, and her tone shocked her. It apparently shocked him too; he looked at her for a moment in stunned silence, before she noticed the telltale signs of anger crossing his face. His hands pumped open and closed, and his entire complexion seemed to redden instinctively.

‘What did you just say to me?’

‘I said shut up.’

His fists balled up, and for a second she thought that he was going to strike her – but that was never Paul’s style. No, he preferred the slow bleed of a sharp word than the feel of bone against flesh any day. She was safe now.

‘Who the hell do you think you’re talking to?’ he yelled, but she just sighed. It all seemed so tiresome now. How had she ever let herself be intimidated by this pathetic little man, all bark and no bite? It was all she could do not to openly laugh in his face now.

‘No, Paul,’ she said. ‘I didn’t ask you to be quiet. It wasn’t a request. I told you. Now shut. The fuck. Up.’

That time, it stuck. He fell silent, flapping his lips like an overexcited goldfish, torn between confusion and rage.

‘I’m done with you,’ she said. ‘You took twelve years of my life, and I’m ready for some payback. It’s time for me to get what I want for a change.’

‘And what’s that, exactly?’

‘A little respect. For a start.’

‘Fuck you.’ He practically spat the words; they left his mouth in a shout that carried all the force of a bullet, but she didn’t care. She was stronger than that now. His rage just bounced harmlessly off her.

She tutted at him. ‘That’s exactly what I mean, Paul. You need to start being more respectful of me. Or else.’

‘Or else what?’ He let out a bark of laughter that echoed in the hallway. ‘Are you threatening me?’

‘Or else I’ll get a divorce. I’ll leave. Right now.’

‘Is that it? Just go.’ He stepped aside, and gestured towards the front door. ‘You’re dead weight, Ellie. Past your prime. I could find a newer, younger model in no time at all. Frankly, you’d be doing me a favour.’

The old her – the Ellie of no more than a few minutes earlier, even though she seemed like a completely different woman – might have been tempted to grab this easy exit, but not the new Ellie. Not now.

‘I can promise you, Paul. You don’t want me to walk out of this house tonight.’

‘Oh, because you’ll take half of everything?’ he scoffed. ‘Big fucking deal. I’ll make it back in two years. Less, maybe, without you holding me back.’

‘Oh, no. Nothing like that.’

‘Then what?’

‘Because I know every single one of your dirty little secrets,’ she said quietly. ‘And I’m not afraid to share them.’

The smug grin dropped off his face like he’d had a stroke: that alone told her she had made the right decision.

It was his own fault, really. It wasn’t in his nature to be subtle, and in Paul’s mind there was no such thing as a bloodless victory: his competitive streak just wouldn’t allow it. As his successes had come at the cost of his colleagues, Paul had gained a reputation for ruthlessness; when ruthlessness hadn’t quite been enough to ensure that deals fell his way, he had turned to less ethical techniques.

She had been his sounding board throughout it all. A thousand conversations over a thousand dinners, all about how he had got the drop on so-and-so, and how he had swindled his investors and his bosses alike in his path up the corporate ladder. She remembered asking him if what he was doing was legal, and the response he had given at the time. ‘Of course it’s not legal,’ he had said exasperatedly, as though he was explaining it to a small child. ‘Don’t be so bloody stupid.’

Well, who was the stupid one now?

‘Yes, that’s right,’ she said as she watched his mind processing the new information – scheming, plotting. ‘I know everything. And I’ve had enough.’

When he spoke up at last, his voice had a soft, strained quality to it, as though he had fastened his tie just a little bit too tightly that morning. It was the sound of a man who knew he was being choked and yet who couldn’t do a thing about it. ‘Honey,’ he said. ‘Let’s talk about this. Be reasonable.’

He was learning, at least – learning she couldn’t be threatened. It was a start.

‘Oh, we’re going to have a conversation about all of this. A very long one, in fact,’ she said. ‘But I’m going to be doing most of the talking. You’re just going to sit and listen and do as you’re told. Exactly as you’re told. Because you wouldn’t want to piss me off now, would you?’

He didn’t reply. Perhaps he thought that it was better that way, to avoid incriminating himself, but it was his first show of weakness.

‘I asked you a question, Paul. You wouldn’t want to piss me off, would you?’

‘No,’ he ground out through gritted teeth.

‘Good boy. Because that would be a very, very dumb fucking move right now. I like to think you’re still a little bit smarter than that.’

Good boy?

She wasn’t sure where it had come from, but now it was out it seemed... what? Oddly fitting? Yes, perhaps. It was at least half right, anyway: he might not have been particularly good, but he was definitely a boy – a boy in men’s clothing, maybe, but a boy nonetheless. Behind the facade of the successful businessman there was the heart of a petulant little child, and one who needed to be taught a lesson at that.

What better time than the present?

‘Follow me,’ she said, turning away from him and walking into the bedroom.

For a second she felt like a fool. Of course he wouldn’t follow her. Paul had never done anything she said. As she passed through the doorway of their bedroom and waited, she cocked an ear for the sound she was hoping for – and softly, slowly, it came.

His feet were heavy on the stairs, reluctant in the extreme. They were the feet of someone who couldn’t quite believe he was moving forward. She liked that. He could take his time. She had the rest of her life to play with.

And then at last, there he was.

He stood in the doorway like a man condemned. The pristine cut of his suit was at odds with the crumpled look on his face. It was incredible the change that had come over him in the past few minutes. Suddenly had lost all of his charm; what she saw now was a man who looked lost and who wasn’t used to the sensation. She almost felt sorry for him – until she saw that hateful face again, and all of the needling little accusations it had made to her over the years. Once she had seen it, there was no turning back, and no sympathy to protect him.

It was time to push him a little further.

‘Strip,’ she said.

He stood there, statue-still for what seemed like an eternity. ‘What?’ he said.

‘Don’t play dumb. I told you to strip. Clothes off. Now.’

When he moved, he moved quickly, with surprising enthusiasm. His trousers were around his ankles within seconds, and shortly after his shirt joined them in a pile on the floor; apparently creases were not tonight’s concern.

Perhaps he thought this was the build up to some elaborate sex game. Ordinarily, there was no way he would have played along with it – it wouldn’t do to upset his investors by appearing late to dinner, after all – but after the card she had pulled it would have seemed like a perfect Get-Out-of-Possibly-Literal-Jail-Free card. Sure, it would have been a little out of character for meek, mild Ellie... but what was the alternative? That she had suddenly grew a spine?

Ridiculous.

It was astonishing how much of his power came from the suit. Naked, he appeared little more than a slightly chubby teenager, awkwardly posed and yet with all of the tell-tale features of advancing years. What had she ever seen in him?

No, that wasn’t fair. He hadn’t always looked like this. Once, he had been the toast of the town, and everywhere they went they were surrounded by women who were jealous of her position at his side. She might have faded a little as she had aged, but he had nosedived. Looking at him now, it was hard to see the man he had once been.

She slipped the straps of the dress over her shoulder, moved her hands behind her back, and let metal zipper trace its way downwards. The fabric fell away from her like petals from a rose, and as she stepped out of it she was glad to see that his eyes were all over the lingerie she had chosen for the night. She enjoyed nice underwear, even if Paul rarely seemed to notice anymore. It made her feel feminine, and powerful – now more than ever.

His cock was standing at what passed for attention. Pitiful.

‘Do you like what you see, Paul?’ she asked. He nodded. ‘Good. I wish I could say the same.’

‘What?’

‘You heard me,’ she said. ‘You’re a mess. An absolute fucking disgrace. Look at yourself, and then look at me. Do you really think you deserve this?’

He glowered at her, but she was way past caring. For the first time in their marriage she met his gaze as an equal, standing her ground – and why shouldn’t she? She had suffered his pointed comments about her appearance for too long.

‘You really are pathetic,’ she sneered, surprised at how readily the word came to her lips. ‘‘Cover yourself up. Now.’

He looked down at the pile of clothes on the floor. ‘What the hell are you talking about, Ellie?’ he said. ‘You just told me to –’

‘Not those clothes, idiot,’ she said, reaching down to pick up the dress she had just discarded. She threw it at his naked chest, and he caught it more by instinct than by design. ‘Use this.’

He laughed, then. ‘Oh, fuck off,’ he said. ‘You’re being ridiculous. This has all gone far enough, don’t you think?’

‘Do it,’ she said calmly. ‘Do it now, or your business partners will find out everything I know. Everything.’

It was the icy coldness in her voice that convinced him, she could tell: as the words left her lips, she saw his face drop into something approaching deference. She didn’t need to yell, or scream, or persuade him. She had the power.

He recognised that, and it scared him. He never could hide his feelings.

Even knowing the leverage she had over him, it seemed to take an enormous amount of effort for him to swallow his pride and place his feet into the dress; even once he had done that, he had to pause for a second of reflection before he began to shimmy it up his body. The stretch in the material allowed him to get it over his hips, but anyone watching could have seen that there was no way the clinging fabric was going to be able to squeeze the substantial girth of his midsection into it without ripping. He looked at her, mute and pathetic, his face sending out a single messages: ‘I tried...’

With a loud and theatrical sigh, she crossed over to him and slipped his hands through the dresses armholes, before spinning him around to try and work the zipper up his back. It was not an easy fight, but with a little cajoling she managed to get it almost halfway. That would have to do.

‘Seems like you’ve let yourself go, Paul,’ she said. ‘Your fat ass just isn’t going to fit. No matter. We can always pick you up something in a plus size for next time.’

She was standing a little too close, and that last remark had made him a little too angry. His hand came almost out of nowhere, reaching down to give her a firm slap across the face – or worse. She caught his gaze in the split second before it would have made contact, and that was enough. Where once it might have had the full weight of his anger behind it, the look of determination in her eyes – and the complete lack of fear that accompanied it – had shaken him enough that he had ended up pulling his punches. The hand she put up to absorb the blow took most of the shock; the tight grip she found at his wrist took care of the rest.

‘It looks like you haven’t got this figured out yet,’ she hissed. ‘Make one move against me – one fucking move – and I’ll ruin you. Disobey me one more time, and I’ll ruin you. Do anything that remotely annoys me for the next few hours, and I will ruin you. Do you understand me, you stupid prick?’ He lowered his arm to his side, and didn’t raise it again as she reached her hand down. With lightning quickness, she grabbed hold of his balls and held them tightly – just enough to make him flinch, without causing him real pain. She wasn’t interested in his pain right now.

She wanted his fear.

She squeezed them slowly until he moaned out in discomfort, but she was pleased to see that he didn’t try to get away. He was learning – slowly, perhaps, but there it was.

She leaned in closed to his ear and whispered. ‘You’re mine now,’ she said in a breathy tone that would have been almost inaudible, but for the fact that she now had his complete attention. ‘Whether you like it or not. And you’re going to do whatever I say.’

He nodded. From the look on his face, she would have thought he’d just been told he’d lost everything he had to his name on one final game of chance. Perhaps, in a way, he had.

He’d made a bet that he could keep pushing her around forever, and now it was time to pay up.

First, she had to make sure that he wasn’t going to try and hit her again. She looked across at the bundle of clothes on the floor, and smiled as she noticed the silk tie nestled like a viper among the fabric folds of his shirt. That would do nicely.

‘Hands behind your back,’ she said brusquely, and he complied. The silk wrapped around his wrists snugly, easily holding them in place. She pulled it tight, and then tighter still, not stopping until she saw him wince and flex his fingers involuntarily.

Much better.

She crossed over to her dressing table, scouring the surface until she found exactly what she was looking for: the tube of lipstick she had been wearing that evening. She wanted to emasculate him, to have him look in the mirror and not recognise the mess that stared back at him, but as she fingered the black plastic tube and popped out the subtle pink tip, she found herself oddly disappointed. It wouldn’t do at all.

There had to be something...

She opened the drawer and began rummaging around, and that’s when she saw it: right at the back, hidden by disuse, a shade of lipstick that she had bought on impulse and never worn. Its bright red had seemed vibrant when she’d made the purchase, just the kind of thing that would cheer her up and give her a little of the joie de vivre she had felt she was lacking. Of course, Paul had disapproved. He always did.

She pulled it out with a smile and headed towards him. ‘Do you remember this, sweetie?’ she asked with a grin. He shook his head. ‘Oh, of course you do. I bought it a long time ago, and I only got to wear it once. I remember you telling me how much you disliked it. You were quite insistent at the time.’

She removed the cap and, with a twist, let the bright red extend outwards towards his face. He pulled away slightly, but it did him no good. ‘Oh yes, you were very clear with all of that. You really laid into me. I was practically in tears by the end of it, all over some silly lipstick. But of course, you don’t remember any of that, do you?’

‘I’m sorry,’ he mumbled, almost to himself. His eyes never left the tube of lipstick as she waved it in front of him.

‘You’re sorry? How can you be sorry if you don’t even know what you said?’

‘I don’t know. I can’t remember.’

‘Sure you can, sweetie. Just think a little bit harder. I’m not distracting you, am I? You know, with all the threats about ruining your life if you disappoint me and all.’

The redness of his face almost matched the shade of the lipstick. ‘I don’t remember, OK?’ he snapped. ‘Jesus Christ, Ellie...’ She watched his shoulders wriggle in vain as he tried to free himself from the tie.

‘That’s OK. I remember well enough for both of us.’ She pressed the red stick against his lower lip and moved it out to the side slowly, doing her best to ensure an even coat. She had expected him to pull away, but he didn’t; his body stiffened and his eyes scrunched themselves closed, but there was no attempt to escape. ‘You said it made me look like a slut, Paul.’ That was one half done. A second swoop took care of the lower lip entirely. It stood out from the rest of his face in a rich scarlet. ‘You said it made me look like the kind of whore you’d pick up on any street corner in the city. Do you remember now?’

He gave a sad little nod as she finished the loop, coating his top lip in a shameful red slick. ‘Yes,’ he murmured, as if to himself.

‘Good. I’m glad to see that refreshed your memory.’

‘I’m sorry, Ellie. I am. I really, really am.’

She laughed at that. ‘Sorry? Why would you be sorry? You were right.’ She grabbed his hair and pulled him towards the mirror of her dressing table, forcing him to gaze at his own reflection: his portly body filling out her dress, and his lips painted a bright, gaudy shade. ‘Don’t you see? You look like a slut now. Don’t you agree?’

His face was burning now, not with rage but with embarrassment. ‘I don’t know,’ he said.

‘Yes you do. Tell me. Tell me you look like a little slut for me.’

‘I... I look like a slut.’

‘A little slut, Paul. Get it right.’

‘I look like a little slut.’

‘For who?’

‘For you.’

She pulled back on his hair tightly enough to make him grimace in pain. ‘Say it properly.’

‘I look like a little slut for you. Are you happy now?’

Was she? It was a good question. She felt powerful, sure – and after twelve years of marriage to a boor like Paul, a little bit of power went a long way. There was an incredible thrill to be gained from seeing him humiliated in front of her, a thrill she had never even considered before. If an hour earlier someone had told her that this would be how the evening would have played out, she would have thought they were insane, but now? Now it felt... natural.

‘No,’ she said. ‘I’m not happy. Not yet. But I will be. You’re going to see to that.’ He barely responded; then again, he didn’t much need to. What was there for him to say?

She pulled down the fabric of the dress into a low V, giving him what would have been a plunging neckline if he’d been lucky enough to have the breasts to match, and then pressed the lipstick against the skin of his chest. Slowly, she traced four letters onto his body, the lipstick carving out bright red pathways wherever it made contact.

S-L-U-T.

‘There,’ she said, examining her handiwork. ‘Now there’s no way that either of us will forget just what you are. Isn’t that better?’ He was silent for a moment too long; she reached back and grabbed his hair, pulling it sharply. ‘I can’t hear you, Paul. I said, isn’t that better?’

‘Yes!’ he groaned, his attention – and his tongue – sparking to life.

‘Yes what?’

‘Yes, it’s better.’

‘Then thank me.’

‘Thank you.’

‘For what?’

He paused, unsure of what to say. ‘For writing on me?’ he ventured, but she shook her head.

‘No, Paul. Not for writing on you. For showing you what you are.’

‘Thank you for showing me what I am.’

It was an improvement on the last time. She didn’t even need to force him to repeat it; this time, with her hand twisted in his hair, he did it all by himself.

‘Good boy,’ she purred. ‘And now, for your reward, I’m going to let you taste me. Your first chance to please me in our new relationship.’

She knew he’d hate that, but it was time for him to learn. He had only ever greeted the act of going down on her with a sort of disinterested nonchalance, as though it was a skill that couldn’t possibly be worth learning – after all, it didn’t bring him any pleasure, right? What was the point?

Well not anymore, buddy, she thought, and smiled. Now he was going to find that there was a whole new centre to his world, and that his life as of today would require a whole new raft of skills – unless, of course, he wanted to see just how cruel she could be.

But first, perhaps a little insurance was in order.

She reached into the clutch bag she had planned to carry with her to the night’s dinner – God, how long ago did that seem now? Decades in minutes – and pulled out her phone. Before Paul could protest, she had snapped a few quick photos of his current state. By comparison to the incredible amount of dirt she had on him, a few pictures of him with lipstick-smeared lips and wearing a dress were nothing at all, but she liked having it regardless. His past mistakes were his own, but this... this belonged to her. She had made him as she wanted him, even just for a night.

Oh no, she thought. Not just for a night. We’re only just beginning.

She slipped her phone away, neither noticing nor caring about his reaction, and sat down on the bed. Never taking her eyes from his, she slipped her underwear off and placed it next to her, and then spread her legs. The sheer rush of the power trip she was on had made her pussy throb with excitement and longing: not for him – in fact, she doubted she would ever feel a longing for him again after tonight – but for the simple animal pleasure of having an itch scratched.

‘On your knees,’ she said, smiling as he complied. ‘Crawl over here and lick.’

Paul hated oral sex. No, that wasn’t true: Paul hated giving oral sex. When it came to her going down on him, he was remarkably enthusiastic about the whole thing, but when the tables were turned it suddenly seemed like a colossal chore on his part. A few idle licks and two minutes – at most – of him snuffling around like a pig hunting for truffles was the best she had learned to hope for.

But that would change tonight.

He was smart enough not to complain even as he shuffled towards her, his hands still tightly tied behind his back. She noticed his hesitation, though, and the slight wince he made as he brought his head down between her legs, and that was enough. She reached out a hand and grabbed him firmly by the hair. ‘Listen to me,’ she said as she pulled it tight; forcing a look of pain to spread across his face. ‘I’m doing you a fucking favour here. I could turn you into the firm tomorrow if I chose to, and you’d deserve it. This is me giving you a chance to keep me happy so you don’t end up getting fired and going to jail. Understood?’

He nodded, difficult as it was with his hair locked in her fingers.

‘No, Paul. Say it.’

‘I understand.’

‘Good. Then prove it. Show some fucking enthusiasm. You’re going to eat me like the steak you had waiting for you at tonight’s dinner, or I’m going to find that extremely disrespectful. And we don’t want that, do we?’

‘No.’

She let go of his hair then, and was pleased to see her words had had the intended effect. He was clumsy, sure – years and years without training and practice had left him almost virginal in his initial incompetence – but with a little guidance he soon came into his own. ‘My clit,’ she said, her voice unexpectedly breathy. ‘Focus on my clit. Light, fast licks.’

His reaction was instantaneous, his aim precise and direct. A judder of pleasure shot through her body. Was this what she had been missing all those years? Could she have had this any time she wanted, in a happier marriage?

Perhaps. It was too late to tell. All that mattered was that she could have it now, and in the future. That was a thought worth holding on to.

It wasn’t just the sensation of his tongue on her neglected pussy that sent shivers down her spine: there was also something thrilling about the power of it all. She loved his helplessness, loved the fact that he couldn’t do anything about it. His reluctance was an aphrodisiac to her, and as she looked down across his back to see his hands still tightly bound, no longer even trying to break away from the confines of his expensive silk tie, she got a rush of excitement unlike anything she had experienced before. She craved this. She had tasted what it was like to be in control, and she had found it sweet and delicious. There was no way she’d give it up easily.

She moved one foot up to between his legs, looking for an excuse to mock him for the pathetic worm of a penis that she knew would be handing between his legs, but to her surprise she found it harder than she could remember it being in years. He likes this, she thought to herself. The perverted little fuck is actually getting off on being treated like this.

She rubbed his cock with the toe of her she, relishing the pathetic moans that came out of his lips and were soon muffled by the folds of her pussy, and smiled at the realisation that she didn’t much care. This wasn’t for his benefit: none of it was.

This was all for her.

Suddenly, she felt the rush of approaching orgasm. Paul’s tongue, though unskilled, was making up for it with desperation and a sudden eagerness to please, but she needed more than the light touch he was giving her. She reached down and grabbed his head, pulling it close to her cunt, wrapping her thighs around his head and holding him tightly in place. ‘Don’t you stop,’ she moaned. ‘Don’t you fucking dare stop, understood?’

He wasted some of the little oxygen he had left on a reply she could not hear and did not care about.

He began to wriggle and thrash, helpless with his hands tied, as his desire to please her gave way to panic about his sudden inability to breathe. Somehow, through it all he managed to keep licking, and the thrill of having his life so obviously in her hands coupled with the sensation of his tongue against her sex pushed her over the edge. Every muscle in her body seemed to burn, tingling with the heat of a desire finally fulfilled.

He was hers now. Things had changed for good.

She pushed him away and he overbalanced, crashing to the floor hard on one shoulder; he winced, but knew better than to complain. His face, covered in the sheen of her orgasm, looked up at her like a lost little boy, unsure about what was supposed to happen next.

‘You’re sleeping on the couch tonight,’ she said simply. ‘Go. Now. I don’t want to see you again until tomorrow. Understood?’

‘But what about my hands?’ he said, gesturing to the tight knots that held him in place.

‘What about them?’ she smirked. ‘Now get the fuck out of here before I decide to make things worse for you.’

He nodded then, a man destroyed, and slunk off to try and manoeuvre his way down the stairs without falling. It wasn’t until he was almost downstairs that she realised he hadn’t even protested the dress, or the lipstick smears across his chest and face. He had accepted them without complaint.

Ellie sat back on the bed, her face glowing with pride. She had done it. After years of Paul’s borderline abuse, she had broken free – no, not even that. Broken free implied escape, implied leaving. She had beaten him. She had turned the tables. The winds of change had blown over their relationship, sweeping it up like a tornado and leaving nothing but broken shards of what had once been there.

Now, it was time to rebuild.
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