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Violet’s morning espresso had been brought to her by Celine. The fact was unusual: normally, her morning service was provided by Marie, a charming young French girl who had served with the Flowers for years. That it was Celine instead meant that something important had happened.

The girl had delivered Violet’s coffee and the newspaper she requested, and then stood off to the side until she was excused back to her other duties. Violet cast her eyes over her, taking in the girl’s long blonde hair and perfect form, swaddled in the black latex suits that marked out the uniforms of the Club’s slaves. The silver collar at her neck caught the light and winked at her.

Violet drank her espresso quickly, unwilling to start the day’s business before she had finished her morning pick-me-up, but at the same time mindful of the fact that there were things to be done. She put the cup down and gestured for Celine to take it away. The girl approached, holding the cup up for a second in pause. ‘Would you like another, Miss?’ she said.

Violet shook her head. ‘Not today, dear.’

‘Your delivery has arrived, Miss. I thought I should be the one to let you know.’

Violet smiled: it was good news. She had spent a large part of the night thinking about it – while it was not unheard of for the Flowers to engage in such extreme measures, Violet couldn’t recall a situation in which it had happened in the decade or so she had been a member – and she wanted to make sure that it went off without a hitch.

‘Is he ready?’

The slavegirl nodded. ‘Yes Miss. Veronica had him prepared last night. He arrived a little earlier than we expected.’

Violet sighed. The Collections Department were getting sloppy, and that would have to be dealt with eventually. When she said that she wanted a job performed at a certain time, she meant for it to be done then, not a minute before or after. That said, the girls she had sent out to perform this particular task knew how important it was to her. Better that it was done early than not at all.

‘He’s been there all night?’

‘Yes Miss. Don’t worry. We had him restrained as you instructed.’

‘Has the tape been playing?’

‘Yes Miss.’

‘And he’s been fed and watered?’

‘Yes Miss. He’ll be in perfect health.’ She didn’t say it, but the subtext was clear.

Until you arrive, at least.

Violet nodded to herself. If the recording had been playing in his ears all night, he’d be even more pliable. Her job had just got unexpectedly easier.

She handed her espresso cup to the waiting Celine. ‘Perhaps I will have another,’ she said with a smile. ‘I’m sure our guest won’t object to me leaving him waiting a little while longer.’

If anything, she thought to herself, I’m sure once I get there he’ll be grateful for the extra respite.

Celine gave a slight bow and ran off to fetch her drink, and Violet let her body relax into its chair. Today was going to be a good day. She could feel it in her bones.

The body was laid out in one of the Club’s playrooms, but what Violet had planned wasn’t play at all: the events he had set in motion were strictly business. With that in mind, of course, she fully expected to enjoy herself. It had been a while since her services had been called to use – and besides, who could resist performing a favour for an old friend?

Girls, after all, had to stick together.

It didn’t stir as she entered the room, but she hadn’t expected it to. For a start, she knew that within its ears lay two earbuds, both of which would be playing a particular mix of white noise and verbal instructions designed to break down his mind’s conscious defence mechanisms and allow her access to his innermost thoughts and desires. It was doubtful he had even heard her come in.

On top of that, his movement was extremely limited. He had been buckled into one of the Club’s strongest restraint suits, a leather bag that stretched from neck to toe, with heavy leather belts spaced along its length. They were pulled tight, to restrict movement as far as possible without cutting off circulation, and experience had taught Violet that they did their job perfectly. As well as the suit, one of the girls had seen fit to place him in a leather hood. It was one of their sensory deprivation models, Violet noted with happiness: whoever had picked it out had read the situation perfectly, and understood exactly what was expected. She suspected that Celine had been responsible – she always was so efficient, that one – but there was a chance it had been the new girl, Veronica. If it was, she’d get the praise that was coming to her. There was a lot of promise in that girl, for sure.

She approached him quietly, regardless of whether or not he could hear her. She watched the slow and steady rise and fall of his chest under the leather, and for a second she found herself aware of his humanity: that this was, despite all her plans for him, a real, living human being – a man with hopes and wishes and dreams for the future.

That he had proven himself to be such a terminal shit was just bad luck for him.

The Flowers Club operated on a strict code of honour, passed down since its foundation. If you harmed one of its members, you could expect the whole force of the sisterhood to come down on you – except, of course, you wouldn’t. The Flowers were a society that remained shrouded in secrecy. No one expected them, because very few knew they existed.

She reached out a hand and rested it lightly on his chest, making contact with him for the first time. Immediately, his body rose up and bucked against her – he had been awake, then, and not sleeping as she had half-suspected – but the straps that held his body secure also fastened him neatly to the table below. His struggles were useless.

For a moment she considered ordering him to stop, and felt foolish when she realised why that would be pointless. It wouldn’t do to have his hearing compromised any longer. She walked around behind him and grasped his head firmly. With nimble fingers, she pulled up on the zipper that kept the hood in place and slipped it off his head. Underneath it, she saw a familiar face – aged by some fifteen years or so, but still him, without a doubt. He was good looking, she noted with a little jealousy. It was easy to see why women fell over him.

Such a shame that he hadn’t had the strength of mind to resist their advances. Ah well. Now he would pay the price.

The gag remained, but the blindfold had listed off with the leather of the hood, and she saw his eyes adjust to the soft lamplight of the room. She hadn’t known quite what to expect – whether she’d see his eyes fill with fear, or whether his expression would be one of furious anger – but instead it was neither. He looked at her with a cold stare, fixed and calculating.

It sent a chill through her. How had Grace been able to spend so long married to this man?

‘Wakey-wakey,’ she said, keeping her voice light and playful, attempting to make sure he stayed as disoriented as possible. He looked up at her, puzzled, and for a second she thought it might be an elaborate fake-out on his part, but then her attention fell on the white wires that ran into his ears.

The recording. Of course.

She pulled them out quickly, stood back and let him see her properly. Now she had his full attention.

‘There we go,’ she said. ‘Isn’t that better?’

He didn’t move – didn’t even try to make a sound through the gag. How disappointing, she thought. All this effort, and for an audience that doesn’t even appreciate it.

‘I suppose you’re wondering what’s going on,’ she said. By rights, he should have been: she could only imagine what would have happened to him. The odds were the girls from the Collections Department had set on him when he was walking home from a bar, but there was always the chance it had been a sting operation. Perhaps one of them had set herself up as a honeytrap, all smiles and flirtatiousness until she drugged his drink and they brought him to the Club.

Perhaps he had thought he’d be waking up next to some nubile young girl, desperate to please him.

Well, I suppose it sucks to be him.

She could find out about the ins and outs of his abduction later. For now, there were more important matters to be dealt with.

‘I’m here – or rather, I should say that you’re here – because of Grace,’ she said. ‘I think it’s fairly safe to say that you’re having a few marital difficulties, don’t you think?’

Again, there was no response. It didn’t matter. He’d break soon enough. Men always did.

She ran her hand up the leather encasing his body and unfastened the zips on his chest. As the material fell away, she reached inside, grasped his nipple firmly, and twisted.

‘I. Am. Talking. To. You,’ she said, relishing in the way he winced and squirmed away from her touch. ‘I said, don’t you think you’re having problems?’

He reacted to her directly for the first time. Slowly, never taking his eyes off hers, he nodded his head.

‘Was that so hard, Thomas? Really?’

A shake now, slow and tentative. He was smart enough to know not to annoy her. It was a good sign: apparently he was a fast learner.

‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘I’m going to unfasten your gag now, and when I do you’re not going to make a sound. It won’t do you any good anyway, but it will piss me off, and I can assure you that that’s the last thing you want to do right now. I can make your life very unpleasant if I choose to. Do you understand?’

He took a minute to think it over, then gave a final nod. If he was planning something, he had to know that it wouldn’t be taking place any time soon. Bless him, she thought to herself. He still thinks he’s going to find a way out of this.

She unbuckled the gag and slipped the large red ball from his mouth, letting it fall to the floor. Ordinarily, she would have insisted he thanked her for the privilege of being able to talk, but an odd streak of mercy bubbled up inside her. He could learn the correct protocol later. There would be plenty of time for that: days spent suffering, years spent in service. A lifetime of repentance for his misdeeds.

Yes, time wasn’t exactly of the essence.

‘Please,’ he said, speaking up suddenly. ‘I can pay you. I have–’

She slapped him hard across the face. The collision of skin against skin echoed off the walls, but it had its intended effect: he was stunned into silence, his mouth flopping open in shock like that of a goldfish. Was he really so stupid?

‘Don’t you ever offer me money like I’m some kind of cheap whore,’ she said. ‘You think this is about money? Look around you, idiot. Look at where you are. A place like this doesn’t come cheap. We have money. We have more money than we could ever use. This is about principles. Honour. Decency. Friendship.’ With every word, she jabbed a finger into his chest as if to drive her point home. ‘None of which you’d know anything about, of course.’

His eyes were fixed on her. Even though he had the sense to stay silent, she at least had his complete attention.

‘You aren’t going anywhere,’ she said at last. ‘That’s the first thing. You won’t be harmed – at least, not as long as you behave – but your old life is over.’ Literally, in fact, she thought to herself, but didn’t say. Thomas Kincaid had, as far as the world was aware, driven off in his Mercedes to an elaborate dalliance with another woman; there was a precedent for it, certainly, so no one would be any the wiser. When the authorities found his car in a day or two – burnt out and with a body whose dental records matched his own – the natural assumption would be that in his haste he had not been paying attention on the roads, had crashed through a barrier and sailed down into the trees below, where the car had caught fire and taken him with it.

It would be a terrible shame, obviously, but his grieving widow would be able to console herself with a nice fat life insurance cheque. Given the meticulousness of the Flowers Club, the scene would no doubt be staged to perfection – as it should be. Grace deserved the best. They went back a long way.

‘You don’t recognise me, do you, Thomas?’ She played gently with his nipples as she asked the question, teasing them with the tips of her fingers. It was with no small degree of satisfaction that she noticed a bulge forming even through the hard leather of the restraint suit: apparently he was incapable of any sort of propriety. His body ran to its own tune.

‘I... no,’ he said, hesitantly. ‘Stop that. Please.’

Violet did no such thing. Instead, she lowered her head and ran her tongue gently over it. He moaned softly.

‘What’s the matter? Are you not enjoying yourself?’ He didn’t say anything to that. Whether he was learning to keep quiet or just enjoying the sensation, she counted it as a victory. ‘You should recognise me,’ she said at last, once she was satisfied that she had his attention. ‘I’m an old friend of your wife. We went to university together. And she’s told me all about you.’

She felt his body tighten: a mixture of guilt and arousal, no doubt. Even now, he couldn’t help himself. ‘Whatever she’s told you,’ he said, his voice faltering, ‘it’s not true. I promise you, it’s just not –’

She bit down hard on his nipple, just enough to make him wince and to stop his words in their tracks. ‘Now now, Thomas,’ she said. ‘You’re going to have to learn how to play nice – and right at this moment, that means listening when I talk. Now, your wife told me all about you, and all about your affairs. How many was it? Five? Six? Well, I’m afraid you got sloppy. She probably would have forgiven you for them, if you hadn’t insisted on rubbing them in her face, but she decided that it just wasn’t going to continue anymore. That’s why she called me.’

The call had been unexpected, and it had taken Violet a while to figure out exactly what had happened. The affairs had finally become too much to deal with, and she was forced to turn to her old friend for help. Of course, Grace knew all about the Flowers – in fact, several years before, Violet had extended an invitation to her: full membership, with all the perks. She would never have wanted for anything again.

But she had chosen love instead – or at least, a poor imitation.

‘She loved you,’ Violet said simply: it didn’t require further elaboration. ‘She always was a poor judge of character, but she loved you once. She still does, I suspect. If I had it my way, you’d simply disappear – shipped off to an underground sex club to spend the rest of your days working as a fluffer for real men, perhaps – but for some reason she wants to keep you around. Call it sentimentality.’

‘Fuck you,’ he shouted, his rage bubbling over for the first time. ‘Fuck you, and fuck her, and fuck–’ His voice ascended into an agonised shriek as pain coursed through his body. It bucked and writhed as he gritted his teeth, trying to ride out the agony, but almost as soon as it began it had stopped. He collapsed back onto the table, trying to regulate his breaths.

Violet sighed and wiggled the black piece of plastic she had concealed in her hand in front of his face. ‘I’m afraid we took the liberty of having your suit wired up,’ she said, circling the button on the remote control with a daring finger. ‘Very handy gadget, this. One little push of a button and I can send a nice little electric shock through any part of your body I choose. Would you care for another little demonstration?’

She could see him fighting the urge to make a smartass comment. Perhaps there was hope for him. It was always nice when they learned quickly; it made the rest of their training so much easier.

She pressed the button anyway.

He screamed. ‘For fuck’s sake, I didn’t say anything!’

‘Oh, I know that,’ she said. ‘But life isn’t fair. You’re going to find that pain becomes very much a part of your day-to-day existence now, Thomas. Usually it’ll be when you misbehave, or when your behaviour just isn’t up to scratch – and let’s face it, your behaviour hasn’t been anywhere near up to par in recent years – but sometimes... well, sometimes it will be just because we like the idea of hurting you. When Grace gets hold of this remote control, I’m sure she’ll feel exactly the same way. God knows she’s earned the privilege.’

His eyes never left the remote, but she saw the look of fear that flashed across them. It was a fear borne of recognition, of realisation that his past sins were coming home to roost, that the one person he had harmed more than anyone else would soon be the sole arbiter of his continued existence. When he was sent back, it would be to a life of service, a purgatory designed to cleanse him – at least in part – of years of cruelty towards his wife.

It was no wonder he was scared.

‘Consider this your... training, let’s say,’ she said. ‘On how to be a good husband. The kind of husband Grace deserved for the past ten years. If it helps, you can view it as the wedding present I never got for you two.’

She ran her fingers down the leather of the suit, finally coming to rest with her hand just above where his cock would be. Even with the restraints holding him tight, she felt his body involuntarily rise up to greet her. It didn’t matter. Soon enough it would be locked away, and then its pleasure would become largely irrelevant.

She gave it a gentle tap, then moved away. He grunted out a moan of stifled pleasure. Could it be that he actually enjoyed the slight sensation of her hand on his genitals, even in this situation?

‘Shh...’ she said, soothingly. ‘You can struggle, if you like. To be honest, I kind of hope you do. I’m really looking forward to breaking you, Thomas. I want to snap you in half like a breadstick and see if I can figure out what it is that Grace sees in you – and I want you to suffer along the way. But not yet, sweetie. We’ve got plenty of time for that, and you should probably save your strength. You’re going to need it.’

She kissed him lightly on the forehead then, a patronising gesture of dominance.

‘A couple of the girls will be along shortly to deal with you,’ she said, placing the remote control on his chest. ‘You’re going to be a good boy and do exactly what they tell you to do – to the letter – or I’ll see to it that they cause you pain unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before.’

He didn’t move as she walked away from him, but she could see his eyes scanning the room, desperately trying to look for a way out. Let him have his hope, she thought to herself. It’s all he’s got left.

‘Welcome to your new life, sweetie,’ she said as she paused by the door. ‘And please, just try to remember: you really did bring this on yourself.’

That apparently pushed him over the edge: he let out a long, guttural wail and began bucking furiously against the cold steel of the table, but it was no use. His movements were just about strong enough to allow the remote control to slip off his chest and onto the floor, but the suit didn’t give an inch.

He didn’t stop struggling against his bonds until long after she had left the room – but in time, he still realised it was hopeless.

They all did, eventually.

Grace looked better than she had in years.

It seemed that a month away from her husband had done her a world of good. Gone was the fragile shell who had asked Violet for help just a few short weeks before. In her place stood a confident woman: new haircut, new clothes, new joie de vivre. Even her posture had changed. Whereas before she was shrunk over and retiring, now she carried herself with a special brand of self-assurance that Violet only half-remembered from their university days.

Yes, what had happened was definitely for the best.

They were seated in one of the Club’s lounges, drinking coffee delivered to them by Marie. In deference to Grace’s usually vanilla nature, Violet had allowed her slave to wear her outside clothes for the day, rather than the harsh black rubber that usually served as the Club’s uniform, but she needn’t have bothered: this new Grace didn’t seem remotely fazed by what was going on around her. In fact, she rather seemed to be enjoying it.

Good, Violet thought to herself. She’ll need it.

As she placed her empty cup down on the table, she caught Marie’s eye and gave a slight nod. It was time to bring it in. She smiled as she watched the girl leave.

Grace had known what to expect, roughly, but the thing on the end of the leash was nothing like the husband she had left behind a month ago. What had once been Thomas – strong, stubborn, proud to a fault – was now on the floor, covered from neck to foot in a thick rubber suit that highlighted every ridge in his body. Beforehand, he had been just settling into an impressive early middle-age paunch, but now Grace could see that his body was lean and toned, the way it had been when they were married for the first time. He crawled happily on all fours towards them, silent except for the sound of his knees against the hardwood, until Marie gave a sharp tug on the chain and he immediately stopped: seemingly instinctively, he spread his legs, cast his eyes downwards, and placed his hands behind his back.

Violet seemed to be able to read her mind. ‘Take him,’ she said, smiling happily. ‘He’s all yours.’

Marie held out the leash to her, and Grace took it, still marvelling at the change that had come over her husband. As she did, Thomas crawled to kneel beside her, still never taking his eyes off the floor.

‘What did you do to him?’ she asked.

Violet tapped the side of her nose. ‘Trade secret,’ she said coyly. ‘If I told you, I’d have to kill you.’ It was an exaggeration, but it was certainly true that the Flowers didn’t like their methods to become known outside of a very select group. Besides, it wasn’t in Grace’s best interests to know. The techniques they had used on Thomas to get him as obedient as he now was in such a short term had been unpleasant at best and downright horrific at worst. The screams that had emerged from his cell at night were a testament to just how much he had suffered for his sins. For Violet, she considered them nothing but justified retribution in the pursuit of a greater good, but Grace’s tender heart might have made her feel sorry for him – and that would never do.

‘Do you like it?’ Violet asked. ‘I think you’ll come to find he’s much better this way. Why not give him a try?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Get him to show you just how devoted he is now. Tell him to clean your shoes.’

For the first time since she had arrived at the Club, Grace looked a little shy. ‘Erm... Thomas?’ she began nervously. ‘You should clean my shoes.’

Thomas looked up at her, his face a mask of confusion, but otherwise he didn’t react.

‘We had him reprogrammed,’ Violet explained. ‘He won’t respond to Thomas anymore. That’s who he used to be, you see – back when he was cruel and vicious. In fact, you’ll find he actively hates it now.’

‘So what do I call him instead?’

‘Oh, anything you like. We’ve been calling him “slut”. It seemed oddly fitting.’ At the sound of his name, slut perked up, turning his attention to Violet. ‘See what I mean?’ she said.

Grace gave a quick tug on the leash, drawing her husband back to her. ‘Slut,’ she said, enjoying the feeling of power that the word gave her. ‘Clean my shoes.’

Immediately, the man that had once been her husband lowered his head to the floor and began working his tongue up and down Grace’s shoes with a level of devotion that surprised her. He had never shown her this much attention before – not even in the early days, back when things were supposedly at their best. Now, though, he was treating her as though she was the centre of his world.

It was a feeling she thought she would very easily be able to get used to.

‘Does he speak?’ she asked, eventually once the novelty of watching him degrade himself at her instruction had begun to wear off.

‘When you allow him to. There’s nothing stopping him except his training, put it that way.’

‘And everything else is... as it was?’ Grace couldn’t stop a faint hint of worry from creeping into her voice.

‘You mean, did I cut his dick off?’ Violet laughed. ‘No. Everything’s in full working order. Although he’s been in chastity for a month, so he’s probably just about ready to pop by now.’ She slid a small set of keys across to her friend. ‘There,’ she said. ‘Although using them is completely at your own discretion. He won’t so much dare as ask for release anymore.’

Grace smiled. ‘All on my terms,’ she said, almost to herself. ‘That sounds wonderful.’

‘Well, you deserve it. And if you ever find his training is slipping – or if you get tired of his service – just bring him back here. I’m sure we could find a willing buyer.’

The muscles in his back tightened at the thought of being sold on, but other than that he didn’t react. His tongue, willing and eager as ever, continued to lick long strokes across the leather of his new Mistress’s shoes.

It was time. Violet stood up, and smoothed down her skirt. Another nod to Marie, and the large oak door that led out of the lounge was opened.

‘Where are you going?’ Grace asked.

‘I thought I should give you and your husband a little time to get better acquainted,’ Violet said. ‘You’ve got a lot of catching up to do, if you know what I mean. And don’t worry – I’ll see to it that you’re not disturbed for an hour or so.’

With a knowing wink, Violet followed Marie out of the room. The door had barely closed behind her when she heard the first muffled sounds of pleasure coming from Grace: apparently, she had discovered that her new plaything’s tongue was fit for more than cleaning shoes.

She smiled happily, content in the knowledge that she had made a genuine improvement to Grace’s world. After all, wasn’t that what friends were for?
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