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Sir Arthur Bannion did not look at Sharon Lane, and Sharon Lane certainly did not look at Sir Arthur Bannion. They each found something extremely interesting elsewhere in the gleaming compartment of the lift as it whisked them swiftly upwards from the ground floor of great financial house of Kearny-Griffith, the vast institution from which they both obtained their living.

But this his was the only similarity between them, and this was really no similarity at all because Sir Arthur was going directly to the top level to his office suite as a senior partner, and Sharon was only going up one level to start her shift as a cleaner.

If Sharon had glanced at Sir Arthur, she would have seen disgust and impatience written subtly all over his tanned, intelligent face. This sort of situation would never normally have arisen, but the executive lifts were out of order, a victim of the electrical problems currently plaguing the huge establishment, and so for a limited time, and only in this elevator, the distinction between executive and menial staff was inconveniently suspended.

The executive lifts ran right up the corners of the glittering building, affording a full view of the city that quickly grew more and more panoramic as the graceful, glass-sided capsules glided smoothly and swiftly upwards. Sir Arthur counted on it being part of a morning affirmation of his eminent position and multifarious achievements. He loathed elevators, but he loved that one. The senior partners and other VIPs had the lift all to themselves, and of course had the best view, stretching over the magnificent buildings of the financial sector right out over the river and dimly, to the sea.

It was like his life all over again, beginning at the ground floor and rising swift and high past all the intermediate ranks, the middle management and accounts, HR and requisitioning, all the way up to the men who called the shots, the board of directors, the gleaming table hidden away where the select few gathered every day to discuss the fate of all of those below. His office was on that highest level, if one did not count the rooftop restaurant, and the view was a song of daily inspiration that set him up for the day by the time he stepped out into the tidy, spacious, glittering world of the top level offices.

So it greatly annoyed and distressed him no end therefore to have to use the service lift, with its fully enclosed, stainless steel walls running deep within the innards of the building. It was hidden from sight, just as the intended occupants were intended to be hidden from sight. These were the menial operatives that should fade into the background along with all the other incidental and commonplace components of the corporate body.

He glanced briefly across at the woman with him in the lift. She was the perfect example of the type of person that he should not be having to deal with, a plain, middle-aged woman, dressing in that pathetic two piece white cleaner’s uniform with the interlocking K and G company logo embroidered in gold on the lapel. The sensible shoes at one end, and the pinned hat on the tight bun of her hair at the other. And he could smell her; the squalid, pungent aroma of bleach, with lighter overtones of soap and lemon. All extremely unwelcome reminders of toilets, drudgery, filth and mediocrity.

It was such a painful contrast from the neat blazer and beige slacks he was permitted to wear as a senior player. It was so like another world to him.

What made it even worse was that he could not even be sure that the woman would get off at a lower floor and move herself away quickly. Despite the exalted status of his circle, there remained a need for toilets, and toilets needed cleaning. She could as well go right up to the restaurant, where there were even more toilets for her to clean. He wrinkled his noble, aquiline nose, and made a mental note to bring up the subject of the executive lift at the morning meeting. He imagined that he would not be alone in his intention. Surely the present situation was fast becoming a priority to everyone.

Sharon was just as anxious as Sir Arthur for the situation to return to normal, feeling intimidated and ugly next to the dapper, languidly handsome man in his early fifties. He was wearing some sort of subtle aftershave. Sharon could smell it even over the lingering odours that permanently leeched out of her uniform.

The sides of the lift were reflective enough to show an image of her form, slightly distorted, and the unflattering result only served to make her feel even more out of place and unattractive.

She recognised the man with her well enough. He had spoken for the company once or twice on the regular occasions when all the staff were assembled together, some safety brief, or company progress report. Then he had been all charm and easy condescension, as if to prove that the least of his staff were profoundly important and precious to him, and by extension the great financial institution itself.

Such tender feelings were not in evidence that particular morning in the service lift, and Sharon found a black sort of amusement in it as she recalled how passionately he had spoken about ‘the team’ and ‘togetherness’. This did not obviously extend to actually noticing a menial member of staff unless absolutely required to do so for form’s sake.

It did not surprise her. Underlying all the fine words and noble policy statements, she knew well enough what was expected of her, the unspoken reality of her position as a cleaner of toilets. She was the lowest of the low.

She had always known what was expected of her, and her life had followed accordingly. She was married with two children at University, and a husband who mended cars for a living. It had all been expected of her, and she had duly obliged, with a patience that had been exemplary, especially the way she had permitted her husbands intimate attentions in the bedroom; attentions that had never touched her deeply, but then that had not been expected of her in the age in which she grew up either. She loved her children, but they were at that stage of life where they were desperate to prove their independence, and she saw little of them.

Sir Arthur had likewise to a large extent fulfilled the expectations of family and education, and congratulated himself on this point every day.

Sharon tried as far as possible to make herself disappear, drawing into herself, legs tightly together and hands clasped over the white uniform, sinking her head down slightly, acutely aware of Sir Arthur’s discomfort at her being there.

She desperately hoped that someone would stop the lift and get in, no matter who it was. Another person would be a massive relief, even if it was just another menial like herself. She thought of her friend Melanie, who worked at Restaurant level as a kitchen porter. She was always cheerful and never seemed daunted by big people. She would probably just chat merrily to her if she got into the elevator now, and happily ignore Sir Arthur without making it seem rude or out of place.

She glanced up at the glowing number on the readout by the door. It read ’12’, glowed orange for a moment and then disappeared as the lift travelled on up, and up, towards its eventual destination at 34, and then, for her, ‘R’ for restaurant, unless someone would push a button before that and break the terrible tension.

Just as she imagined what a blessed relief this would be the lift slowed and stopped, and she had to prevent herself laughing out loud for pure joy. She glanced up at the readout to see what floor they had stopped at but strangely, there was no lit number. Also there had been no ‘ding’ as the floor was reached.

She waited with Sir Arthur for the doors to open, but they did not. Were they stuck? What was happening?

Sharon fought down a rising panic, but reminded herself that Sir Arthur was with her. He would know what to do if anyone did.

The man in question was frowning at the floor level indicator. He stepped across purposefully, without looking at Sharon, and pressed the button that said ’34’ with a firm action of a tanned, articulate finger, showing a gleaming gold cufflink as he did so. Nothing happened. He pressed it again, and then, quickly, pressed the button marked ‘Open Doors’. No result.

Still, Sharon did not speak. She felt totally useless in this situation. She knew nothing about elevators and was only too pleased to allow Sir Arthur’s natural authority as a man and a boss to dictate their response to the situation. It was obvious that the lift had become stuck somehow, but the whys and wherefores were totally beyond her.

Sir Arthur slipped out his mobile phone from a pocket inside his blazer and activated it with a press of his thumb, but Sharon might have told him that there was little point in doing so; there was no signal in this lift. The executive version, with only perspex between the user and the sky, was fine for such things, but the service lift in its steel shaft was effectively dead to mobile technology.

There was a built-in telephone system, but Sharon might have saved him the trouble of trying to use that as well. The emergency link had been out for a while, and was much talked about among her acquaintances with bitter remarks about how the executive elevators were always much better maintained. She watched him put the receiver to his ear and press the call button without success, his finger trembling slightly.

Sharon almost mentioned the defect, but did not in the end trust herself to speak. Sir Arthur had plainly come to the right conclusion anyway as he replaced the receiver with unconcealed annoyance, lowering down with a slow, tense, desperate finality that betrayed a racing, frustrated mind.

He turned to the emergency button, smashed the glass without bothering to use the little hammer put there for the purpose, and depressed it firmly. Sharon didn’t know whether this was also out of order. Certainly nothing obvious happened, nothing audible, anyway. Sir Arthur cursed quietly under his breath and put his hands on the doors, as if he were considering trying to open them by force, taking in deep breaths.

Sharon found herself sympathising with Sir Arthur’s obvious frustration as he cast about for any other device or instruction that might help. From her point of view, it only delayed the beginning of a mostly tedious day, and would not affect her wages; she could well imagine that important decisions would wait on Sir Arthur’s absence though, and his time would be far more precious.

Sharon cursed her luck. Getting stuck in a lift was bad enough, but to be confined with Sir Arthur was doubly inconvenient. It had been awkward pretending that each did not exist to the other when the elevator had been in motion and their time alone in that little compartment together a bare few minutes, but as the seconds ticked by Sharon wondered how long it would be before one of them had to acknowledge the other’s presence in some way or another.

Sharon began to feel a little annoyed with Sir Arthur as the silence became more and more strained and unpleasant, and he continued to ignore her. Perhaps he did not want to acknowledge the fact that he was unable to move the situation any further forward. Sharon imagined that he was unused to waiting for things, to be passive in a crisis. Certainly he seemed upset and frustrated, but that was surely no excuse for being so rude.

He was after all the leader in this situation, and supposedly one with the management skills and responsibilities to his workforce. She thought that the least he might have done was to seek to reassure her with a kind word or make light of it in some way or another. Instead of that, he just began to pace from one side of the tiny box to the other, muttering under his breath.

Sharon was not overly worried about the situation. She was sure that the problem was already being investigated, and her pay packet would be the same however she spent the next six hours. Having said that, she did not really want to spend any of it in the close company of Sir Arthur, and for that reason more than anything else she hoped that the lift would suddenly move again, or a rescuer would arrive quickly.

Sir Arthur put a clenched fist to his lip and bit down on it as he strode to and fro, his hand shaking slightly.

This alarmed Sharon somewhat. She presumed that a very important matter was in progress that required his urgent attention, but still, it seemed rather an excessive display of emotion.

She looked at him apprehensively and saw that a sheen of sweat had formed over his face. He turned to one side of the gleaming compartment and put his palms against its brushed steel surface, breathing in regular deep breaths, as though he were forcing himself to try and calm down. Then he grasped the handrail so tightly that his hands were white and splotched with red where the blood swelled away from the pressure.

Sharon frowned, staring at his bent, trembling back. There was something wrong about Sir Arthur, something very wrong. This was not stress of work. This was something else.

Sharon almost asked if he were all right, but she did not. The barrier of silence that had mounted to an almost impassable degree between them prevented her.

Even so, it was plain that Sir Arthur was becoming increasingly stressed as the minutes ticked by. His breaths began to carry a whimpering quality, a whispered, panicky muttering as if he were repeating some sort of relaxational mantra or philosophical motto. If it were such a thing, it seemed to do him no good.

Sir Arthur was hardly a man to inspire sympathy in anyone, and the gulf of class and position between them was deep and wide, but as the signs of his distress continued to mount, Sharon’s natural tenderness and concern for another’s suffering began to urge her to intervene somehow, to make contact and try and alleviate it.

Suddenly, his distress took on a more violent turn as his body began to shake and he slipped down to the carpeted floor of the compartment, hugging himself, and burying his head in his arms. It was as though he were developing a sort of fit, and dangerously close to losing control altogether.

Sharon did not hesitate. She stepped across to him and grasped his shoulder.

“S-sir Arthur?” she said urgently. “Are you all right?”

He half turned his face, glared at her out of one eye, breathing erratically.

The fear in his expression confirmed it. She took her hand away as he stared balefully at her.

“You are claustrophobic, aren’t you?”

Sir Arthur did not respond, but he gave her a wild, surprised glance that she took as an affirmative. She did not actually need any confirmation from him, his fear was obvious and urgent.

“It won’t be a minute, sir,” she assured him, her confidence rising to meet the crisis of his panic, as if she were addressing one of her children in times past. “They’ll fix it, soon as you like.”

Sir Arthur shut his eyes and winced, as if in pain, and he began to hyperventilate. He sagged down onto his haunches, trembling all over.

Sharon was appalled by his distress. She put her hand out again, hesitantly, feeling still the barrier of their social difference, but he was not looking at her, seemingly withdrawn into a personal hell of terror and trembling hysteria.

He began to shake even more violently and he was plainly now in the grip of some sort of fit.

Sharon clutched his shoulder again, before she even knew she was doing it, and murmured another encouraging platitude in a soothing, confident tone.

Whether it was the voice, or the touch, or a combination of the two that reached Sir Arthur, he suddenly turned and held onto her legs and put his head into her groin with a shuddering whimper. Sharon put her arms around him automatically, even though she was very surprised by his reaction, and communicated with the firm pressure of her limbs and a continuous murmur of comfort of encouragement her sympathy and confidence.

Sir Arthur had done little to provoke such feelings under ordinary circumstances, and she had every reason to dislike his superior, patronising manner, but the extremity of his distress brought out the natural empathy of her gender, the deep and powerful need to give comfort and succour to a suffering individual, whatever the superficial differences between them.

Sir Arthur buried his face under her ample breasts, burrowing into her, and she held him tight, stroking his head, whispering words of comfort as if to a frightened child.

She did this for what seemed like a long time, till gradually he began to quieten and the destructive cycle of his terror was soothed and broken by her warmth and security. His breathing began to slow and grow deeper, and the trembling in his limbs gradually decreased. He still held onto her, but there was something less desperate and animalistic about it, less terror-stricken.

A little while later, he twisted against her and looked up at her through the cleavage between her breasts, still keeping close against her stomach. There was something so vulnerable and sincere in his eyes, something desperate and small that she found herself smiling down at him as he fed greedily on her touch, her presence, her essential femininity.

She stroked his face, still smiling, and tears came to his eyes, making brown, tender pools. The potency of the energy between them began to exalt her, as if the emotional transfer was like an affirmation of her spirit, tingling along every particle of her body, making her feel alive in a way that she had never known before. His eyes were dilated, open, vulnerable and they both breathed something wonderful, something beautiful, and something true.

They co-existed in the blissful spell of this emotional dynamic for a little while longer, and then, without warning, the elevator lurched, and with a rattling tremor, suddenly resumed its upward journey.

Now there was fear again in the eyes of Sir Arthur Bannion, but it was not the fear of enclosed spaces that flashed suddenly in their soft, brown depths. Nor was it the same fear that caused him to struggle upwards and detach himself roughly from Sharon’s tender embrace, glaring at her in sudden confusion and anger, moving away as if she was somehow the source of fear now, rather than fear’s solution.

Sharon felt the sudden reversal, and it cut deep into her heart, but at the same time, she understood it. She knew that he needed to try and return from that lost and terrified soul he had been a moment before, back to the proud and impressive figure he normally cut every day at work. But his sudden rejection of her was a terrible thing. She would have helped him regain his poise, and understood it.

As the lift ascended to the upper floors, ’28…..29…..30..’ , Sharon saw him swell and fill as if he were being pumped up with air as desperately tried to prepare himself for what awaited him when the doors opened. He had to be exactly as he always was, without a hint of weakness.

It hurt and saddened her to see the eyes that had been clear, beautiful pools as she had stroked his face become clouded, veiled and watchful once again as they turned on her just before the doors opened to let her out. There was no appreciation there, just the starkest warning.

“Keep this to yourself,” he hissed, hatefully, “or you’ll be bloody sorry!”

It made Sharon want to weep, as if a dear son had suddenly been cruel to her. She had made such a beautiful connection with him. The doors of the lift closed behind Sir Arthur and it seemed to her that she was as brutally shut out from those marvellous feelings she had shared with him. She understood that he had to take on the mantle of authority again, but was it really necessary to be so heartless? So ungrateful? Without her intervention he might have come to real harm, perhaps even died. What was so impossible about saying thank you to her? Why was he so afraid? What was he afraid of?”

As the lift came to a stop at restaurant level, it all seemed suddenly very unreal to Sharon. The everyday world had somehow ceased to exist when she was comforting him and everything was sincere, beautiful and magical. The whole of normality had seemed a poor and mean illusion next to the power and glory of those feelings she had shared with him.

Now the grubby, uninspired reality had returned with a brutal jolt, and again, she felt like weeping as she went out of the lift, trying, like Sir Arthur to recover her former poise. She was not so keen as Mr Bannion, however, to cast the memory of that time in the lift from her heart. It was too precious and special, even if it had ended badly.

Sharon could hear the bustle of normality round the corner from the lobby where the lifts were situated, the energy and chatter from the restaurant serving a late breakfast or morning coffee, perhaps, to a dozen or so employees. Most of them set their own hours and adopted their own routines at Kearny-Griffith, as long as they were productive and useful. She knew that her friend, Marjorie would be there in the kitchen, and would make time for a chat as she always did, but Sharon did not feel like talking about things at that moment. She was feeling too raw and confused.

The executive lifts were round the corner, where the glass sides of the building yawned out over the cluttered metropolis. By the service lift entrance, there were only the toilets, and a utility room. Taking a small key from the pocket of her uniform skirt, Sharon opened this room, switched on the light, and drew out a trolley that was loaded with any number of cleaning products, buckets, cloths and brushes.

The familiar, complicated smell was both a comfort and a source of depression to Sharon. It grounded her a little, but it was also part of the mundane reality that had been transformed so wonderfully into a magical landscape during those brief moments in the lift, but which was now so emphatically back again, with no prospect of it ever undergoing such an inspiring transformation again.

She filled a bucket full of warm water from the large sink installed in the utility room and placed it on the lower shelf of her trolley and then backed out of the little space. She did no more than briefly look up as a group of young men came by, chattering and laughing, and waited noisily for the lift. They did not even see her, crouching over her cleaning trolley. They were discussing ‘Topic Number One’, of course, a perennial favourite, comparing the attractions of various female members of staff, by the sound of it. It was either that or football. Sharon smiled, despite herself. She had worked at a number of different business premises, but he conversation of young males, and for that matter, older males, was pretty much the same.

Sharon thought about warning the young men about the fact that she had become stuck in the lift only a few moments before, but she did not. They were so confident and easy, and indifferent to such things, she was sure. She supposed that Sir Arthur had passed on the information to somebody appropriate. Certainly the lift seemed to be functioning correctly again. They were only stuck for about twenty minutes, she supposed.

Sharon locked the door of the utility room as the men moved into the lift, still laughing, and moved her trolley across to the entrance to the toilets. She took a sign from her trolley that was hooked on by the push bar and opened out the legs. It said ‘Cleaning in Progress’, with a dark figure in a yellow triangle slipping on a wet surface. Underneath, it said, ‘Thank You for Your Patience.”

The company policy had been altered recently in response to a male member of staff suffering a nasty fall in a toilet that was in the process of being cleaned. Now, the advice was to leave the cleaner to it, and Sharon had been very glad of this change. It was especially welcome on that particular morning, after the traumatic journey in the elevator.

She waited until she was sure that there was no one inside the toilet, and then went inside, pushing the trolley before her.

It was good to be in the impersonal, quiet space, and to have a job to do. She went about the task, squirting bleach, wiping surfaces, wringing the mop, all while her heart ached with a remembrance that was beginning to go bad in her like a spoiled meal.

Sharon knew that she needed to forget that it had ever happened. Sir Arthur had made that abundantly clear. The memory of how he had looked at her as he had left the lift smote her heart painfully and continued to flash in front of her mind’s eye as she worked, taking time as she always did to bring the lavatory’s fittings up to a very high standard. It was an achievement that was immediately obvious and pleasing to her, a simple task with a simple reward that was ever more precious in an increasingly complicated world. The rest of her life and the world in general might be a mess, but the lavatories in her care at Kearny-Griffith, were decidedly not in the same state.

Sharon winced at the poison in Sir Arthur’s eyes as he had warned her not to speak of what had happened; such a contrast from the clear, brown pools that had gazed up at her with such endearing vulnerability and tender gratefulness just a moment before when the lift was stuck.

She didn’t know if the experience had changed Sir Arthur, but it did seem to have changed her somehow, or changed her perceptions. It was as though a veil had been momentarily swept aside and she had been afforded a view of the inner workings that lay behind, a dark, frightening, mysterious realm that had no language or reason or coherence apart from its own unfathomable forces, continually contending and combining in unrepeatable, fleeting formations of pure emotion.

She paused as she was wiping down a sink to reflect on the fact, the surprising fact, that in that primeval chaos, she had been powerful. When there was a total breakdown of the illusion of order and rationality, she had suddenly found herself to be strong. She found that she was inspired by that memory, and it angered her a little, too, for she knew that that it was only a fleeting glimpse. Now the blind confidence and superficial, pathetic pettiness was back again in full force, and once again she was just the cleaning woman, and Sir Arthur was a member of the board, so high above her station as to be tantamount to a god.

Sharon sighed and carried on with the basin, giving it a last dab of antiseptic wash before going on to spray the mirror above the sink.

She obscured her image with the bubbly spray, then wiped the residue off with a dry towel, bringing it up to a glittering sheen, a hint of anger in the vigour of her work.

She paused for a moment to look at herself in the polished, pristine result when she had finished, examining herself appraisingly. It was a long time since she had done that, gauging her attractiveness, the effectiveness of her make-up, the power of her physical appeal.

She was not wearing any make-up, and her face was slightly puffy from being overweight, but the bone structure still made for a pleasing effect if one looked hard enough, and she knew that her breasts were not yet a dead loss, pushing at the material of her uniform with full-on femininity. She smiled at her thoughts, and shook her head, not allowing herself to turn side on to appraise her ass. What was she thinking of?

Sharon shook her head and applied herself to her work, going on to the ladies toilet afterwards, trying not to think too hard, trying to get back to that unthinking, socially acceptable state that she had occupied so effortlessly just the day before.

Once she had finished the ladies, Sharon felt like a break and decided that she was composed enough to face Marjorie at the restaurant. It would be time for her break, too, and it was always pleasant to sit at the little staff section of the large eating area and chat with her over a coffee for twenty minutes, or maybe half an hour if it was quiet.

Sharon went round the clean, carpeted, curving passage that was wide and full of light from the tall windows of the restaurant area just round the corner. The upper floor was all dynamic curves and glitter, with wonderful views if one cared to look. Sharon liked to watch the sky rather than gaze over the clutter of the city. Today it was a uniform sky that glared through the perspex and she looked once and winced as she passed by. There were artworks on the wall in between the windows, of sports cars mainly, since Viscount Gaul, the Managing Director, had a passion for them, and passion was always the word that he used when he addressed the staff at motivational meetings. He was noted as a dynamic, passionate man, and he always looked at people as if sharing some sort of ecstatic, wonderful secret, as if they were engaged in a glorious enterprise of massive proportions, his cherubic face glistening and red, his eyes bulging alarmingly as he smiled, showing a lot of teeth.

Sharon pursed her lips as she pushed her trolley down the passage that led to the kitchen service entrance. Everything was to be done with passion. There were certificates of excellence for the quality of the food, and the cleanliness of the kitchen on the walls, which showed that the staff were passionate about achieving the highest cafeteria standards.

She did not meet the eyes of the office staff who went purposefully by alone, or chatting in small groups, easy and confident, dressed to the expected standard, the females clicking along in heels and trim suits, the man with shoes gleaming. They did not look at her.

Everything was to be done to a very high standard, but that standard was never quite good enough. There were always improvements to be passionate about, and no one ever dared say that they were satisfied, for this was against philosophy of the firm. There was always a way to improve.

Sharon was not greatly affected by this continual need to demonstrate improvement. She had always worked to a high standard, and it bemused her when the floor managers asked her for ideas for improving the toilets, or ways to make her work more efficient. Her trolley had been changed or ‘upgraded’ twice in a year, and the cleaning products ‘reviewed’ on a regular basis. No one could say that it really made a difference, but she said that they had, just to get them to leave her alone.

Their interference always irritated her, but that morning, she was surprised at how the thought of their ‘philosophy’ and ‘work ethic’ suddenly made her angry enough to clench her fists. She would not have been able to articulate exactly where the anger was coming from. It rose in her from some basic well of feeling, some innate sense of proportion and truth. She knew that it was linked to the incident in the lift. She put the pettiness of their concerns against the power and transport of that short time when the veil was drawn back, and was angry for the pretence and belittlement of what really mattered, the insult that they made against the mysterious wonders and terrifying chaos that lay beyond and underneath their paper thin pretensions and pathetic superficiality.

Slowly, Sharon unclenched her fists and wheeled her trolley into a small alcove by the door, where she knew it would not be in the way. Straightening her dress and drawing in a deep breath, she went into the kitchen and the familiar, appetising aromas of coffee and hot pastries wrapped around her.

Immediately, she saw that the catering manageress was there, easily differentiated from the actual workers by the fact that she was wearing a suit. She was passionate about food and even more passionate about hygiene. Sharon did not look in her direction, and did not engage any of the cooks or porters in conversation as she went by. She knew that it was not encouraged, and did not give the right impression while Miss Hargreaves was there. She was entirely without humour, and regarded it as a sort of disease from which slack behaviour and slipping standards would inevitably arise.

Sharon collected a cup of tea from a youthful assistant who raised his eyebrows ironically as he served her in silence, and then went through to the staff cafeteria, still feeling anger burn inside her like a furnace that was reluctant to cool.

She was very glad to see Marjorie sitting at one of the tables on her own. Sharon did not much relish the sort of group chat that so often got loud and occasionally rather coarse. It was much more pleasant to sit quietly with Marjorie and enjoy a moment’s peace. She was older than Sharon, and rather infirm, but they held many views alike, and always had items of mutual interest. Marjorie was always good for gossip.

Sharon was determined, of course, to say nothing about her getting stuck in the lift, let alone anything about Sir Arthur, but to her consternation, her friend brought up the subject at once after they had said their good mornings.

“Sir Arthur got stuck in the lift this mornin’, Nor,” she said gleefully. “Heard it from maintenance.”

“Oh,” said Sharon, uncomfortably.

Marjorie’s eyes twinkled within their folds of wrinkled skin, and her mouth opened to reveal a gappy, irresistible smile.

“Can ye imagine?” she cackled, “I’ll bet he was livid when he got oot. The Messiah stuck in a lift.”

Sharon giggled along with her friend, blessing her for bringing some common sense to the situation. Marjorie was Scottish, and Sharon had always liked the emphatic, melodic sound of her accent.

“Was he on his own there?” she asked, trying not to sound anxious.

“Donnow,” admitted Marjorie, not seeing the question as a very interesting one. “It would a been hell for them, if there were, I’ve no doubt. I don’t think there was.”

“You never know how you are going to react in a time like that, I suppose” mused Sharon, forgetting her own intention to avoid the subject altogether.

Marjorie gave a her a sharp look.

“I mean, shut in that little box and not knowing what’s going on,” said Sharon, hurriedly, “afraid the thing’s going to fall, or something, you know.”

“Aye,” agreed Marjorie. “It must be scary bein’ trapped in a steel box, like that, right enough.”

“Horrible,” said Sharon.

“Like that Das Boot,” said Marjorie, after a pause, “I’m seein’ that with ma hubby just now. You know the Germans in the submarine in the war.”

“I’ve heard about that’” said Sharon. “Is it good?”

“Its real,” said Marjorie, emphatically. “No heroes there. Just a lot o’ scared men in a tin can, thinking o’ their sweethearts and wives.”

“Ah,” said Sharon, thinking of Sir Arthur, “yes. Gives them comfort, I suppose.”

“O’ course,” said Marjorie, giving her friend a quizzical look.

“And they act as though they are so strong when there’s nothing to be afraid of. Give us no credit.”

“Aye,” said Marjorie, with a shrug. “That’s the way of it, Nor.”

“Why do we let them?” asked Sharon, with quiet vehemence.

“What, dearie?” asked Marjorie, startled.

“If we are really what their world is built upon, why do we let them walk all over us, denigrate us, dictate to us?”

“Well,” said Marjorie, puzzled, “I dinno.”

They both looked up as Sir Arthur Bannion and a number of other board members came into the restaurant, laughing and joking together. They could see them over the thigh level barrier that cordoned off the staff from the office workers.

“I mean, look at them,” said Sharon, bitterly, “they hold us in such contempt, and its all a complete lie.”

“The werld is built on lies,” said Marjorie, with a shrug.

“No, it’s built on us,” said Sharon, firmly, “and then they lie about it.”

“What’s got into you today?” asked the Scot, raising her eyebrows.

Sharon watched as Sir Arthur excused himself from the others and made his way along the passage to the lobby where the toilets were situated.

“Marjorie,” said Sharon, getting up, “I need to do something.”

Marjorie looked up in surprise.

“You all right, Nor?” she asked, concerned. “You look a wee bit flushed.”

“I’m OK,” she replied, her face set. “I’ll see you later on.”

“Aye, fine,” said Marjorie, and she followed her friend’s progress back through the tables and into the kitchen, her face worried. She had never seen Sharon look like that before.

Sharon was secretly as surprised and concerned as her friend as she went back out through the kitchens. She almost felt a passenger to the anger that burned in her stomach, made her get up out of the chair and make her way back towards the toilets, moving her trolley quickly.  Her mind was moving even faster. She replayed the last ten minutes and could not remember seeing any other male getting up to use the restaurant toilets. She took off the sign that said ‘Closed for Cleaning’ and put it up outside the door. Without waiting she pushed the door open with the trolley, giving it a hearty shove, and went inside.

Sir Arthur was still at the urinal, and he turned to see what the noise was that the trolley had made coming in. His expression was priceless as he recognised her. He jumped as if he had been stung and fumbled with his fly, his eyes popping out of his head.

Sharon knew that she was still on fairly firm ground. She could apologise for the intrusion and simply walk out, and nothing more would be said, she was sure. She had done nothing more than neglect to wait until everyone was out of the toilet before putting up the sign, but that was something that happened from time to time.

“You are supposed to wait under the toilets are clear,” said Sir Arthur, eventually, his face red with embarrassment and anger.

Sharon approached a little closer, her own anger rising to meet his, her blue eyes glaring back coldly.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said. Her voice was pleasant, with menacing undertones. She hardly recognised it as her own.

“Ah,” he said bitterly, nodding, after a moment’s disbelieving hesitation, “I might have bloody known. You’re not getting a cent, darling. Not a bloody cent out of me.’

“Oh,” said Sharon, with mock sadness, “I thought you might have been grateful. You blubbed like a little girl between the tits of the woman who cleans the toilets and I made it all right while the nasty lift was stuck. Are you sure that doesn’t deserve anything at all?

He went pale at this and Sharon took a step closer to him.

“I hid you under my cleaner’s skirts, Sir Arthur, while you trembled and cried and called out for your mom. Don’t you owe me something for that? I don’t think it will help your cause if I told everyone that instead of thanking me you practically threatened me with the sack if I said anything. That’s even worse than blubbing.”

He glared at her with an intense hatred, but said nothing, looking like a trapped animal. Sharon could see him trying to imagine what it would be like for him if the episode in the elevator became common knowledge. He simply could not believe that this fifty something kitchen operative had the effrontery to face him like this, and threaten him.

“All right,” he hissed, at last. “One fucking payment, you bitch. All right.”

“Oh, but that’s not very grateful,” she said, trying to keep the anger out of her own voice, “not grateful at all.”

“One payment!” he spat. “Take it or leave it! Cash now, or nothing!

“Who said anything about cash?” she asked, innocently.

This took him aback and he frowned, trying to think of what else she could possibly be thinking about.

“I said I wanted you to do something for me,” she said, with a faint smile.

“Like what?” he asked, suspiciously. “A fucking promotion to head toilet cleaner?”

Her blue eyes went hard and cold as ice. “I want you to kneel down.”

He stared at her in surprise. “What?”

“It won’t take a moment,” she said. “No one is going to come in. The sign is by the door.”

“You’re mad,” he whispered, his mouth gone dry.

“Kneel, just for a moment,” she repeated, “and then you can go. What’s the harm? No one will know. Just do this for me, and I promise I won’t say a thing to anyone. Ever.”

“No,” he rasped, desperately.

“What’s the harm? she repeated. “Just kneel for a little while in front of me. If you don’t, I’ll tell everyone what a little girl you were.”

“I’ll pay you what you want,” said Sir Arthur past a constriction in his throat, “but I’m not kneeling down.”

“Have it your own way, then,” said Sharon, turning away and putting her hands on her trolley. “It’s your funeral.”

“No!”

She hesitated, a questioning look on her face.

Sir Arthur glared at her balefully.

“If I do it, you won’t ask for anything else? Ever?”

“Never,” said Sharon, firmly.

Sir Arthur muttered under his breath and awkwardly got down onto his knees.

“There,” said Sharon evenly, coming across to stand in front of him.

“Right that’s it,” he said, moving to get up.

“No,” she said, putting her weight on his shoulders to keep him down. “I said kneel for a while. And don’t say anything.”

He glared up at her, seemed about to speak and then with an effort, held his peace.

“That’s better,” said Sharon, in a softer tone. She was amazed at herself, at what she was doing. It simply was not her, but nevertheless, she was doing it. The anger still burned in her, and it was in her eyes as she looked down at Sir Arthur.

She knew exactly why she had done this. Why she had crossed this dangerous boundary. Just for a moment, she had wanted to recreate the strangeness in the lift. She wanted him kneeling and subservient, needy and passive before her once again. She was angry at how her power had been revealed, only for it to be denied again a moment later. She was angry at how wonderful she had felt, only for that feeling to be denigrated and turned into something ugly and deeply hurtful.

She wanted to draw back the veil again and exist in the deep of the truth where she had been strong, and she had felt so alive. She wanted to feel her authority again over Sir Arthur, the authority of her sex, which had answered such a desperate need in him only hours before, and awakened such feelings of pleasure and power in her, even if it were for the last time, and only for a moment.

She stared down at him, and she could see the fear and desperation there, could feel his distress as his ego was being squeezed and disturbed by the humiliation that she had forced him to undergo. She saw his eyes continually flicker to the swell of her breasts, then away again, then back. She took her breasts in her hands through the material of her blouse and bra, and cradled them, feeling an aching pleasure draw up through her groin and tingle at her nipples. He watched, fascinated, as she caressed herself for a moment, despite his angry resistance to her.

Sharon smiled a little at this, and stared down into Sir Arthur’s eyes, still guarded and clouded with anger. It was still good to have him kneeling in front of her, even if the beautiful, tender pools that his eyes were like in the lift did not return. It feet so wonderful to have him trapped there, all the same, and his distress only added to the pleasure.

She felt as though she could stand there forever, with the rush of power and arousal coursing through her tingling body, but she knew that she had to return to the drab and shallow world, and deny again these mysterious wonders in the petty everyday drudgery and pretension that she knew was waiting for her outside the door.

Sharon looked down at Sir Arthur again and she saw that he was struggling to withstand her, struggling to hold on to his authority, looking up at her with desperate hatred, as though she were assaulting his very existence and sense of himself. He was thinking the same thing she was; that it was only for a moment, and his ego only needed to suffer and wait for a few seconds more. Soon he would be back as Sir Arthur and she would be Sharon Lane, the cleaner and she had promised never to make him kneel again.

Sharon felt a stab of anger then, and struck by a sadistic thought, she reached across to her cart. She took a handful of soapy water and before Sir Arthur could react, reached down to splash it carefully into his crotch, wetting his light cotton trousers.

“What!?” he said, staggering to his feet.

“Now, Sir Arthur,” Sharon said, with a cruel smile, “enjoy your meal with your powerful friends.”

He looked up at her in a panic, horrorstruck, then stared back down at the large wet patch at his groin.

“But…”

“Toilets are open again,” she said, mercilessly.

“No!”

“Better hurry up,” said Sharon, “they will be wondering what you have been doing in here.”

She laughed at his disbelieving expression, and walked out.

Sharon was somewhat disbelieving, too, inside. She had never been a cruel person, but there was no question that she had enjoyed afflicting Sir Arthur. It was revenge, but is was also something else, something darker and deeper. She shook her head as she picked up the sign with a trembling hand and moved the trolley on. She knew so little about herself, when it came to it.

There was no one waiting to go in the toilet, but a number of men passed her as she went and clearly made a beeline for the gents. She smiled at this, imagining Sir Arthur desperately trying to dry himself with paper from a cubicle, terrified that someone would hear him, or wonder what he was doing.

Sharon giggled at the thought and decided that she was just going to have to go back to the restaurant and get a good view of Sir Arthur’s entrance as he rejoined his friends. It was not kind, but it was a pleasure that she simply could not resist.

Marjorie was working in the kitchen now, her break time over, and she flashed Sharon a surprised smile as she saw her friend make her way back to the cafeteria. There was something wary in Marjorie’s expression, too, for Sharon still did not look her normal self. There was something different about her. Certainly there was something different about the way in which she looked back at Miss Hargreaves as the sticklike woman gave her an unpleasant stare. It was up to Sharon when she took her breaks, largely, and nothing was said as long as the toilets were clean. Miss Hargreaves did not approve of of the disruptive effect that Sharon’s irregular habits might have on the kitchen staff and made the cleaner feel it as she passed by. Sharon gave her a glare in return, for she was feeling alive and happy and in no mood to allow a single iota of her pleasure to be compromised by Miss Hargreaves.

Sharon sat down in her former place, which afforded a good view of the restaurant. It was filling up gradually and Sharon could hardly breathe for anticipation.

She took a strange, tingling satisfaction from the knowledge that Sir Arthur, the senior partner and board member, was at this moment, desperately trying to think of a way round going through the restaurant and humiliating himself. He was that fearful and needy individual again that she had so responded to in the lift and it gave her such pleasure to imagine what he must be going through. Perhaps he would not show at all, she thought, with a pang of disappointment.

She did not know that the people waiting for him to return to their table were important clients who depended on him to show them around and generally have their egos massaged in return for their possible custom. Sir Arthur simply had to reappear. And reappear he did, a sickly smile on his tanned handsome face. He came fast, trying to get it over with, covering the exposed yards between the entrance and his table as quickly as he could without making it obvious he was hurrying.

Sir Arthur had evidently tried to minimise the damage with toilet paper, but his light trousers still showed an obvious stain, and it was noted by a number of people in the restaurant. The place did not exactly fall silent, but there were discreet gasps and giggles, and nudges as he went by, particularly the female  takers, leaning across to those sitting next to them and whispering behind their coffee mugs, tittering discretely.

The VIPs around Sir Arthur’s table were embarrassed. They did not know whether to make a joke of it, or ignore it completely. Sir Arthur somehow made it to the table and collapsed into a chair, and tried as best he could to act as though nothing were amiss.

Sharon smiled, feeling waves of pleasure surge through her as she watched the whole thing, drinking in the reaction of the other guests, watching Sir Arthur’s red face, his discomfort and thinly veiled distress. He had been so nasty and cheap to her. It was very sweet.

A little while later, when she got up and went back to pick up her trolley and resume her daily round, she reflected that she had never had a morning like that one, and she had learned so many things about herself, things that where strange and dangerous, as well as inspiring and wonderful. It was also plain to her, as painful as it might be, that she was unlikely ever to have another one.

Her unexpected and remarkable time with Sir Arthur was over, but at least she could look back on it now with satisfaction and pleasure, rather than the deep pain that she had been afflicted by earlier in the morning. She had no intention of breaking her word to Sir Arthur, and did not envisage any repeat or extension of their association, but she still felt very enervated and inspired by the experience. They might insist on their pretensions, she reflected, as she took up her trolley again and headed back down the lobby, but she had found out exactly what they were worth, after all.

“Ah, excuse me?” came a suave, articulate voice, when she had gone some distance from the restaurant foyer.

Sharon turned in surprise. She recognised the tone and the modulation. She had heard it a thousand times. Easy, confident, unhurried. Private school. Probably a good one. The figure and cut of suit went with the voice, as did the chiselled, well groomed features she saw as she turned round. The face was smiling now, a practised, well-bred smile that was kind, if a touch condescending.

“I’m sorry,” he said, his brown eyes taking on a more calculated character, glancing round at him as if to make sure that no one was taking an interest in their little interview, “but I couldn’t help noticing that you witnessed the rather embarrassing faux pas of Sir Arthur’s just now.”

Sharon frowned. She knew this man, or at least, recognised him. He had not introduced himself to the general workforce in the same way as Sir Arthur had, but she knew his name, Nigel Westmacott, something in high up in accounting, a young climber, she had no doubt. He was handsome, she had to admit, and the subject of a certain amount of lewd comment and tittering suggestion among the females of the lower orders.

“I don’t think I was alone there,” said Sharon, defensively, wondering what all this was leading up to, “it had the attention of the whole restaurant.”

“Quite,” agreed Mr Westmacott, “the expressions were mostly of shock, or wondering amusement, or disgust. All surprised in one way or another, Mrs….”

“Lane,” said Sharon, automatically.

“Lane, yes,” he said, “they were all very surprised and shocked, but with one exception, which I happened by chance to witness. That exception was you, Mrs Lane. Your reaction was quite different.”

“Oh, really?” said Sharon, trying to hide the alarm that rose in her stomach.

“Oh, yes, decidedly, yes,” continued Mr Westmacott, a slight smile creasing his pleasant features. His eyes were like a raptor’s, intense and pitiless. “Your reaction was not one of surprise at all. Your expression was one for all the world that accorded with one taking the most profound delight in a wicked plan coming beautifully together, am I right?”

Sharon was speechless at this.

“Well,” she said, uncertainly.

“Oh, please,” he said, holding up his hands and grinning broadly, “don’t think that I mind. I think it’s hilarious.”

Sharon was not much relieved at this, her mind going round and round, waiting for the man to come to the point, which she was certain was going to be something unpleasant.

He leaned a little closer, and looked around again to make sure no one could overhear.

“That you should have power over dear old Sir Arthur is no slur on you at all,” he said, sincerely, “in fact, I admire it. I’m not even going to question what the nature of that power is, although I think I can pretty much guess. But I am very interested in another aspect, which is, in short, are you getting enough out of it?”

Sharon looked at him, surprised.

“I mean, he must be paying you, but I’ll bet its chicken feed, am I right?”

His tone admitted of no possibility of being wrong.

“You’re mistaken,” said Sharon, knowing that he would not believe her, but unable to think of a clever way to put him off the scent. “I was pleased about something else.”

“Oh, yes?” said Westmacott, with a curl of his lip. “Don’t bother trying to come up with a plausible excuse. I know, Mrs Lane. That expression was pure wickedness, and very agreeable to witness, if i may say so.”

He gave her a wide grin.

“Now, this is not an ideal place for a cosy chat,” he said, looking quickly about him, “so I won’t beat about the bush. I propose we make a deal.”

“A deal?”

“You have something on Arthur, don’t bother to deny it. I want it, and I’m prepared to pay for it.”

“Oh, no…”

“I’m prepared to pay a lot for it.”

“No..”

“Listen to me,” said Westmacott, his voice urgent and low, “don’t get in my way, Mrs Lane, I warn you. I make a very bad enemy. Assist me, however, and you won’t find me ungenerous. Shall we say ten thousand?”

The figure took Sharon’s breath away.

“Just think what you could do with that sort of money, eh?”

Indeed Sharon was thinking about it. She could take her hubby off on holiday, and maybe the children might want to come.

“Do me this favour, and it’s yours.”

Nigel Westmacott saw that the idea was taking hold, and smiled inwardly. Once the woman started to think about it, she was his. Women always wanted money. They were so easy.

“What would you want me to do?” she asked, after a while, her voice shaking a little.

“Excellent,” he said, winningly. “Now, I take it your hold on dear Arthur is a of a sexual nature?”

“Well…I found a sort of soft side..”

“A nice way of putting it. Could you find it again?”

“I suppose…” mused Sharon.

“I need pictures, footage, ideally, evidence; could you provide it?”

Sharon looked at him and considered for a moment, her mind working quickly.

“I’m not so good with camera’s and that sort of thing.”

“But you have a mobile phone, with a camera?” he asked, rather testily.

“Not really,” she replied, with a helpless shrug, “I’m not gadget minded.”

Westmacott thought for a moment.

“We could arrange for someone else to take the pictures,” he mused, half to himself.

“Someone else?” asked Sharon, frowning.

“Yes, look,” he said, suddenly, “you did that to him in the toilet, didn’t you? The wet patch?”

“Yes,” said Sharon, slowly, with suspicion.

“Well, do it again. Only this time, I will be there too, hidden in a cubicle, with a camera.”

Sharon considered this for a moment.

“I could get him to do that, all right,” she said. “We could make it the Ladies, if you like.”

“That’s good,” agreed Westmacott, quickly, “but I wouldn’t be able to get in there.”

“You could if I got you in,” said Sharon, warming to the task, “I’d have the sign by the door, so no one would know. That’s how I’d get Arthur in.”

“Hmm,” said the young man, uncertainly. “You are sure that no one would pass the sign?”

“Once that sign is up, it might as well be a steel door,” said Sharon. “They just go on to the next one. There are six on this level alone. No one wants to do their stuff when the cleaner is around, believe me. It’s like I’ve got leprosy. And no one’s supposed to go in while I’m there, if you remember, after that slip the other month.”

“Yes, excellent,” hissed Westmacott, his grin going even wider this time. “So how are we going to arrange it? Can we do it today?”

“Today?”

“No time like the present, Mrs Lane. Sooner we do it, the sooner you get the cash.”

Sharon saw his point.

“I could arrange for him to meet me in the toilet for a certain time. Make sure the toilet is empty, and slip you in first.”

“Yes! What about three this afternoon?”

Sharon sighed nervously.

“Are you sure about this?”

“Of course, I’m sure. Shall we say three o clock, at this lavatory?”

“Yes, all right. Three. You’d better come a minute or two before.”

“Right. And you will have no problem arranging it with Sir Arthur?”

“None at all,” said Sharon, with a thin smile.

“Excellent!”

Mr Westmacott went away humming a tune.

Sharon spent the next hour turning the proposition all over in her mind, getting more and more nervous about it, but in the end, she decided that the business had already acquired and unstoppable momentum and positioned herself by the entrance to the ladies lavatory at the appointed hour.

Sharon made sure that the lavatory was empty, her heart beating hard. For it to work, everything had to go just right.

Nigel Westmacott arrived exactly as planned, two minutes before three, and with a quick look round to ensure no one was watching, slipped inside the lavatory and set himself up in the cubicle with his mobile phone ready to roll.

Leaving the ‘Cleaning in Progress’ sign by the door, Sharon went in to see how Mr Westmacott was getting on. He flashed her a grin.

“All set up,” he said, holding up the mobile.

“This is all rather wicked,” said Sharon, shaking her head slightly.

“Oh, very wicked,” he agreed. “Now go and stand outside and show the poor man in, won’t you?”

Sharon hesitated a moment.

“Go!” hissed Mr Westmacott. “He’ll be here any minute!”

Sharon stared at the young man.

“I don’t think I will, if it’s all the same to you, Mr Westmacott.”

“What!?”

“I don’t really see the point.”

“Don’t……! There are ten thousand good reasons, as well you know! Now, get the hell out there, just as we agreed, or it’ll be the worse for you, woman, I promise you that!”

“I don’t see the point, because, well….. Sir Arthur, isn’t coming. I sent no word to him.”

Nigel stared at her as if he hadn’t heard right.

“This had better not be true,” he said menacingly.

“And this had better not be true, either,” she returned, as evenly as she could, looking all around her.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the fact that a man is in the women’s toilet, hiding in a cubicle with a camera ready to roll. That had better not be happening either, had it?”

“Ohhhhh!!!” said Mr Westmacott, taking a step towards her with his face like thunder.

“Not another step!” said Sharon, so sharply that he stopped, despite himself. “I have a security alarm round my neck, may I remind you,” she went on, “and an old fashioned scream will do just as well, I think you will find.”

He stared at her, disbelieving, looking as though he was going to have a fit.

“Would be a little difficult to explain yourself, wouldn’t it?” said Sharon, watching him closely. “I think you might find your career taking a sharp downward turn. And this is the sort of thing that tends to follow a fellow around, doesn’t it? Loitering in the wrong toilet with camera.”

He turned pale at that, the prospect appalling him.

“Your only chance of getting out of this place unscathed is to please me, isn’t it? I can get you out of here without anyone being the wiser, but no one else can.”

“You bitch!” he hissed, thinking furiously.

“And what are you then?” she countered, anger sparking in her eyes. “Trying to get ahead with blackmail rather than your own efforts!”

He did not answer her, just stared and breathed and tried to think, looking at her with disbelieving hatred. Nigel Westmacott was one who had ensnared and trapped many people, of both sexes, during his rapid rise, but this was the first time he had himself become trapped. And to a cleaning lady!!

“All right,” he said, bitterly, having seen no other way out, “how much?”

Sharon smirked slightly.

“I don’t want your money, Mr Westmacott.”

His eyes narrowed, incomprehension coming back into their dark depths. His eyes were almost black.

“What do you want then?”

“I want you to come here,” she said, feeling lightheaded.

He drew in a breath, looking suddenly a little frightened.

“What for?”

“Come here and see.”

She enjoyed his uncertainty and fear. She supposed that he was afraid she would pull a knife and stab him, or mark his face as a rapist or something terrible like that. She smiled. It was nothing so bad. Nothing physical, anyway. She wanted something else far more.

“There,” she said, huskily, as he approached her nervously, as skittish as a young deer. “Now, get on your knees.”

“What!?”

Sharon found that she wanted to feel the power again very badly. She wanted someone to dominate. She wondered at how stupid Nigel Westmacott had considered her. How simple a trap it was. He was so fixed on Sir Arthur that he had barely thought about her part in his evil scheme. She was just the cleaner, to be used as a pawn as and when required; she hardly existed at all. Now she was making him kneel.

“Don’t make me angry,” she said, her eyes narrowing into points. “Just obey, idiot.”

The sensation of making Sir Arthur kneel to her was an exquisite memory, and she wanted to do feel it again. It was simply the best, most wonderful feeling she had ever experienced. Her failure to engage sexually with her husband with genuine enthusiasm she had always put down to a fault on her part, a shameful frigidity. Now her body contradicted that notion in no uncertain terms. Her arousal was intense and mind blowing. She had felt good before when dominating Sir Arthur, but her spirit blossomed now into something that was really frightening in its total and all pervasive ecstasy.

Nigel Westmacott stared at her a moment longer and then, seeing no other choice, lowered himself reluctantly down onto his knees on the hard, tiled floor.

“That’s it,” she breathed, laughing throatily, “good boy. What a good boy.”

He looked up at her as if she were mad, but she looked down at him tenderly, and stroked his face.

“Doesn’t that feel nice, Nigel?” she asked, her voice and touch hypnotic. “I love having you down there, staring up at me.”

Westmacott looked up at her, confused and complicated. He did not know what to say.

She half closed her eyes against the blissful feeling of entrapment and power, felt if flow like a warm tide from her groin and right through her body.

“You belong to me,” she whispered. “Don’t you want to belong to me?”

“No,” he said, but she heard the uncertainty in his voice, the wonderment, the first hint of that terribly addictive feeling of surrender that was the foundation of sex, the cornerstone of the power of femininity.

“Oh, yes, you do,” she purred, laughing deep in her throat, “of course, you do. It’s the very best feeling in the world.”

She continued to speak softly to him, and to stroke his face, tenderly and lovingly and she watched the hard surface and glittering malice of his eyes start to melt away, slough off, just as those of Sir Arthur’s had in the lift. She witnessed again that exquisite pleasure of clearing a man’s eyes of everything but the effect of her presence, making them into glistening, tender pools full of deep, adoring sincerity.

It was amazing how quickly she had accomplished it this time, as if the full awakening of her power had suddenly made her a hundred times more influential.

She had taken a man full of bluster and strut and stripped everything away in ten minutes flat. All that remained was a needy, insecure, submissive creature that needed her touch, her presence, and her approval.

She smiled and stroked his head again, watching tears form pools in his upturned eyes. She realised that despite his success and enterprising progress, he was a very dissatisfied and unfulfilled individual. Fulfilment wears a woman’s face, she thought, exulting in her power to give such overwhelming pleasure and bliss to his empty, submissive soul. He seemed greedy for it, feeding from her, and she gave it gladly, letting the feeling establish itself deep inside him, becoming the new benchmark of emotional joy and fundamental peace. She let it linger inside him, instilling it in his physical and mental memory, recalibrating everything, rearranging his inner values around this new, wonderful truth.

There was desperation in his eyes as his spirit fed on her, a little panic, some despair along with the blissful warmth and completeness, and these emotions, too, Sharon found that she enjoyed. Despair at the loss of his ego, self-control, free will. Fear at her power to deliver such an all consuming high, fear of addiction, fear of what it all might mean.

“Now,” she whispered, “kiss my feet.”

He groaned, but he seemed unable to resist, or even to speak. It was as though all his clever talk had been consumed along with his dash and confidence. His eyes pleaded with her, but she just smiled and pointed down.

As if drawn by a weight that was too heavy to bear for more than a few seconds, his head tipped down slowly, down and down till it rested by the toe of her court shoe.

“Kiss it,” said Sharon, breathless with pleasure.

Nigel did so, first with the tiniest peck, and then more urgently, more passionately.

Sharon laughed throatily, staring down at him with hungry, gloating eyes. Oh, she had never realised that she was capable of such exquisite sensations.

At that moment, there was the sound of the lavatory door opening both of them froze.

To both of their total shock and surprise, it was Sir Arthur Bannion.

“Sir Arthur,” said Sharon, recovering herself before the other two. “Come here.”

She laughed as she said this, because she knew why he had come. It was written all over his, beaten, desperate face. The cruel way that she had humiliated him had only made him want more. She would never have understood that before stepping into the lift that morning, but she understood it perfectly now.

“Mr Westmacott is worshipping by feet,” she said, “I suggest you kneel down and do the same.”

She smiled as Sir Arthur hesitated, and pointed down to where she wanted him to go, on the cold tiles before her.

“I th-thought, you would be alone…” he stammered, “the sign outside…”

“It’s all right,” said Sharon, more kindly, “no one will know except us. Come here and worship me. It’s all right. I know why you are here. Come.”

Sir Arthur stepped towards her as if she were drawing him on with a string, as if he were a robot. She smiled when he got close, and pointed down. Obeying her, he knelt next to Mr Westmacott, and then the two of them bent down to kiss her feet.

Sharon giggled as she looked down at them. She knew that this was a genie that would never go back into the bottle, a feeling so blissfully perfect that the you would have to re-enact it between them again and again and again.

She had never imagined that such pleasure and power existed. Now, she could never forget, and nor could the two men grovelling in adoring despair at her feet. She sighed with pleasure.

“Now, boys,” she said, “stop there for a moment.”

She stepped back a pace or two, and regarded them as they knelt on the tiles, side by side. They looked up at her vacantly, like robots waiting for a program.

“Pull your trousers down, both of you,” she said, curtly. “Now!”

She giggled behind her hand as they both obeyed almost without hesitation. It was a situation that was so new to them that they did not know how to resist or react except to obey. Sharon’s hands went to her tits, and she kneaded them and tweaked the supersensitive nipples. She was so turned on, unbelievably turned on.

“And your underpants,” she said, “get them down.”

They looked a little hesitant at this, but one look at Sharon’s hard blue glare was enough to forestall any argument.

Sharon was pleased to see that both men were standing to attention. If there was the slightest doubt about whether she had them where she wanted them, it ended with that sight.

She smiled thinly and pointed at Sir Arthur.

“On your hands and knees,” she commanded.

He obeyed, again after a brief, useless hesitation.

“Kneel behind him,” she said to Nigel Westmacott.

“No!” he pleaded, as he realised what sort of picture the two of them would make.

“Do it!” said Sharon, her blue eyes flashing. “And hold on to his back.”

She smiled as Nigel obeyed, whimpering slightly.

“Face him!” she snapped.

Sharon took out her mobile phone, which she was actually very expert at using, and the camera clicked almost before the two men appreciated what was happening.

She looked at the result and laughed deep in her throat. It looked for all the world as if Nigel Westmacott was about to thrust into Sir Arthur’s ass, his prick hard and ready.

“Just as well you get used to it,” she said, with a surge of wicked pleasure that was so hot and intense that she nearly came there and then, “I am going to turn you into gay lovers.”

She laughed at their shocked and despairing faces. She hardly knew herself then, a creature of pure pleasure and power, embarking on an adventure that she was born to, using a part of her femininity that she had not known had even existed.

She was going to live every day in the world of truth that lay behind the veil, and she was going to make Sir Arthur and Nigel live in that world, too. They were going to acknowledge and serve her power, every day, and in any way she wanted. She was never going to be just Sharon Lane the cleaning woman ever again. She was going to be worshipped and served like a goddess, like the goddess she was, like the female she was, as every female should be.

All would look the same on the surface, but she was a creature of the deep now, and the being of power that she always should have been. The truth was out.

She looked at the two men on their knees before with their trousers and underpants down, their pricks straining in salute to her femininity. It really was so sweet.

An ocean of exquisite possibilities stretched out before her where there had been a life of endless drudgery before.

If only she had found out twenty years ago! She sighed to herself. Better late than never.

The End
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