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In the back streets of London's East End, a mix of halal butchers and the faded grandeur of Victorian warehouses, Abdullah Aziz reigned supreme. It was a rainy evening in late autumn, the kind that turned the streets of Brick Lane into slick mirrors reflecting the garish lights of curry houses and the occasional flash of cars cutting through the fog. Abdullah's empire stretched from the shadowy alleys of Whitechapel to the gleaming high-rises of Canary Wharf, a web of illicit threads woven deep into the fabric of the city itself. 

Drugs flowed through his veins like the Thames through London, heroin from Afghan fields, cocaine from South American cartels, and the latest synthetic highs cooked up in makeshift labs hidden in abandoned council flats all over his own personal fiefdom. But that was just the crown jewel; his fingers dipped into every pot that promised any sort of profit, laundering dirty money through a chain of legitimate Laundromats and barbers and kebab shops was simple work, squeezing desperate souls with high interest loans, running brothels that catered to every depraved whim, and trafficking humans across borders like cargo in shipping containers had become mundane, boring even. Abdullah didn’t really bother himself with those day to day jobs. His trusted lieutenants ran them for him like clockwork.

Abdullah himself sat in the dimly lit back room of his flagship establishment, a nondescript Pakistani restaurant called "Aziz's Delight" that fronted as a hub for his operations. There was a distinct tang of fear that permeated the space, indeed any space that he occupied. At fifty-four, he was a man who commanded respect not through physical presence but through the power he commanded and the sheer terror he inflicted on any one foolish enough to cross him in any way. Barely scraping five feet four inches, with a paunch that strained against his tailored silk kurta and a balding pate that gleamed under the low-hanging lamp, he cut a figure that might have been comical in another life, somebody’s portly uncle at a family wedding, perhaps. Or a vaguely embarrassing cousin that nobody spoke about. But here, in this room lined with faded Persian rugs and guarded by burly enforcers with hard-looking faces, his appearance only amplified the terror. Men twice his size quivered at his soft-spoken commands, knowing that behind those beady eyes lurked a mind as sharp as a razor, and one completely unfettered by any sort of morality,

Tonight, Abdullah lounged on a plush velvet divan, his short legs dangling just above the floor, as he reviewed the day's takings. Spread before him on a low table were ledgers, digital ones on an encrypted laptop, but he preferred the old-school feel of paper for the thrill of it. His right-hand man, Tariq, a lanky, brutal man from Lahore with a tattooed neck, stood rigidly by the door, reciting figures like a prayer.

"The shipment from Rotterdam cleared customs this morning, boss," Tariq said, his voice steady but edged with deference. "Twenty kilos of pure white, cut and distributed by dawn. Profits up fifteen percent from last quarter. The loan to that MP's son? He's paid up, with interest, and a little extra leverage in the form of those photos."

Abdullah nodded slowly, his chubby fingers drumming on the armrest. A faint smile played on his lips, revealing gold-capped teeth. Control was his elixir, the rush that made his blood sing. Violence had its place, he'd ordered knees shattered and throats slit when necessary with complete indifference, but it was crude, a blunt instrument for lesser men. No, Abdullah preferred the art of corruption, the slow unravelling of a person's soul through whispers, bribes, and unbreakable debts. Blackmail was his masterpiece, a symphony where the victim danced to his tune without a single bruise.

It was right and proper of course that the MP’s spoiled, homosexual son had paid up. Abdullah expected nothing less, but in truth the money itself didn’t interest him. The loan and the pictures were more important as it gave him leverage, that all-important advantage that he so loved to take advantage of. The details of the money lending and the photos would be noted and stored away for later use. Just more ammunition to add to the warehouse-full that Abdullah Aziz already possessed.

His thoughts drifted to his latest acquisition,  Lady Jocelyn Palmer-Harris, a high-society widow from Kensington, descended from old English aristocracy no less. She'd come to him months ago, desperate to cover her late husband's gambling debts before the tabloids got wind of any potential scandal. Abdullah had extended a "generous" loan and then layered on the conditions. They were subtle at first, a favour here, a secret shared there. Now, she was nothing more than his puppet, attending his private soirees in slinky dresses that clashed with her prim upbringing, her will bending under the weight of his gaze. 

There were no chains, certainly no threats of harm; just the exquisite knowledge that he held her reputation, her family's legacy, in his soft, plump hands. It stirred something primal in him, a heat that no amount of wealth could buy. White women of her breeding, especially those who'd once looked down on men like him from their ivory towers, or better yet, those in seats of power, like the councillor he'd ensnared last year and made eat off the floor like a dog, were his favourite conquests. Breaking them without lifting a finger? That was what real power was.

A knock at the door interrupted his reverie. Tariq opened it to reveal a trembling young man, barely out of his teens, with the haunted look of someone fresh off a boat from some middle-eastern shithole. One of Abdullah's "imports," smuggled in for the labour mills or, if pretty and malleable enough, the higher-end escorts. The boy, clearly nervous to be in Abdullah’s presence stammered something about a rival gang sniffing around the docks. Abdullah's smile vanished, replaced by a cold stare that made the room feel ten degrees colder.

"Handle it," he said softly, his voice cold and decisive. "Remind them who owns this city. And Tariq, bring me the file on that new barrister, the one defending those activists. I think she could use some... enlightenment."

As the door closed, Abdullah leaned back, savouring the empire he'd built from nothing, a street urchin from Karachi who'd clawed his way to the top of London's criminal pyramid. He didn't care about colour, age, or gender; flesh was flesh, money was money. In his world, everyone and everything was a commodity, and he was the undisputed merchant king. But deep down, it was the thrill of dominion, the shattering of allegedly unbreakable spirits, which kept him hungry. London was his playground, and the game had only just begun.
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Abdullah's real genius lay in diversification, turning every vice into a revenue stream. Money laundering was an art form under his direction; dirty cash from street deals flowed into a web of front businesses, endless ones in his local manor, but also a chain of halal supermarkets stretching to Manchester, brothels in Birmingham, car dealerships in Bradford. He'd partner with corrupt accountants and bankers, funnelling funds through offshore accounts in the Caymans or Dubai, emerging squeaky clean on the other side to invest in legitimate real estate such as luxury flats in Canary Wharf that housed oblivious tech executives, or smart boutique hotels in Soho where his prostitutes entertained high-rolling clients.

And then there was loan sharking which added another layer of control; desperate souls from all walks of life, gambling addicts, failing entrepreneurs, even minor politicians, borrowed from him via middlemen at exorbitant rates, only to find themselves trapped in a spiral of debt that Abdullah exploited with surgical precision. A missed payment? Not immediate violence, oh no; first came the subtle pressures, the leaked rumours, the anonymous tips to employers or spouses. And when their money ran out, as it invariably did, their repayments would take new shape in the form of secrets or gossip or even more “personal service” in a brothel somewhere

Prostitution and human trafficking formed the darker pillars of his operation. The oldest profession,  indiscriminate and insatiable. Abdullah's rings spanned continents, women from Eastern Europe lured with promises of modelling jobs, only to end up in brothels in King's Cross; young men from South Asia smuggled in for forced labour in cannabis farms hidden in suburban homes; young women from Southeast Asia funnelled into underground networks that catered to the most depraved tastes. Nothing ever led back to him; he was a legitimate businessman...at least as far as the authorities were concerned. 

He didn't care about skin colour, age, or gender; a Romanian teenager, a middle-aged Nigerian labourer, a transgender escort from Thailand, all were commodities. There simply was no room for sentiment, people were priced and sold like stock on the exchange. His traffickers operated with chilling efficiency, using encrypted apps and fake travel agencies to move people across borders, often bribing border guards or customs officials who'd long since been folded into his pocket. As he liked to speculate, every man and every woman on the earth had their price.

Abdullah's reputation preceded him in the East End, whispered in hushed tones in pubs and mosques alike. To the street-level dealers and pimps, he was "The Midget Moghul," a nickname born of his diminutive stature but laced with fear, for mocking him openly invited a fate worse than death. Tales circulated of rivals who'd underestimated him: a Bangladeshi gang leader found dangling from Tower Bridge, his body a mess of calculated wounds; a Serbian trafficker whose entire operation vanished overnight, his family involuntarily returned to their own country. 

Yet, despite his well-earned reputation for merciless violence, it was his cunning that truly terrified. Abdullah didn't just destroy; he dismantled. He'd infiltrate enemy ranks with moles, sow discord through fabricated evidence, or ensnare key players in honey traps that left them begging for mercy. Law enforcement knew him well, but corruption within their ranks ran deep. The multitude of detectives on his payroll leaked raid plans, judges looked the other way for envelopes stuffed with cash, and even MI5 had brushed against his web during anti-terror probes, only to retreat when strings led back to some very influential patrons.

In the criminal fraternity, Abdullah was both envied and emulated. He hosted lavish iftar dinners during Ramadan at his fortified mansion in Essex, where underworld figures from Albanian mobsters to Irish enforcers gathered to pay homage, sealing deals over platters of lamb and rice. But cross him, and the gentlemanly facade cracked. His cruelty was legendary, a crooked former allied forced to watch as his son was gelded online. And then there were the women, the ones who fuelled his deepest obsessions.

Whispers abounded of high-society figures like Lady Palmer-Harris, once untouchable and a hundred miles out of his social league, now seen on his arm during private yacht parties on the Thames, brave but racked with fear and submission. Or the ambitious MP from Westminster, a fierce advocate for women's rights, who'd inexplicably, dropped a bill targeting organized crime after a "chance" encounter with Abdullah's operatives. He relished these conquests, the way power bent even the proudest knees without a fist raised. And it wasn’t so much the bill that he was opposed to, it was her personal insolence, as an inferior white woman,  that upset him. After all, it was a well known fact that every white woman was inferior to the most humble Muslim man.
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But not everything was perfect in Abdullah Aziz’s personal world

In the rolling green heartland of rural England, where village churches stood over centuries-old communities, Alice Chandler represented a new kind of political force, unyielding, polished, and utterly formidable. At forty years old, the Member of Parliament for Westbridge and the Vale, a safe Conservative seat nestled in the affluent countryside of Oxfordshire, had risen from relative obscurity to become one of the most talked-about figures in Westminster. Her original slogan, "Tough on crime, tough on the causes of crime," had evolved in her hands into something sharper, more visceral,  "Clean the streets of dirt." It resonated deeply in her constituency, where voters prized traditional family values, low immigration, and the firm hand of the State against urban decay spilling into their idyllic world.

Alice's background was one of privilege and ambition. Born into minor landed gentry in the Cotswolds, she grew up on a large estate surrounded by horses, private tutors, and the natural expectations of her class. Her father, a retired colonel with stern Victorian sensibilities, instilled in her a belief in hierarchy, duty, and the superiority of British, and specifically English, culture. Her mother, a former debutante turned charity patron, taught her the art of poise and presentation. Educated at St Mary’s and then Oxford, where she read PPE and captained the debating society, Alice honed a razor-sharp intellect that could gut opponents with both charm and chilling self-confidence. She entered politics early, working as a researcher for a hard-line right-wing backbencher before standing for Parliament at thirty-two. Her first election victory was narrow, but subsequent ones had been greater and greater landslides, helped by her rhetoric and by her steadily growing national profile.

Now, in the turbulent landscape of British politics under the new authoritarian-leaning government, Alice was ascending rapidly. Tipped by insiders as the "next but one" Prime Minister, before the party's sweeping victory, and now held a junior ministerial role in the Home Office, whispering influence into the ears of those above her. Her anti-immigration stance was uncompromising, borders must be fortified, deportations accelerated, and multiculturalism rejected as a failed experiment that diluted British identity. Critics labelled it racism, a charge she dismissed with icy elegance in interviews, reframing it as "common-sense protection of our way of life." Her views on Islam were equally forthright, mosques scrutinized, building permission suspended radical preachers expelled, and integration enforced without apology.

Yet it was her "tough on crime" agenda that truly galvanized supporters. She decried the "soft justice" of previous eras, advocating longer sentences, zero tolerance for antisocial behaviour, and a crackdown on organized gangs flooding cities with drugs and vice. In speeches delivered with clear, upper-class diction from podiums in village halls or on the BBC, she painted vivid pictures of law-abiding families terrorised by "foreign criminal networks" and "urban filth." Her family values rhetoric sealed the deal in her rural stronghold, marriage sacred, gender roles traditional, schools free from "woke indoctrination." She positioned herself as the defender of the nuclear family against modern decay.

Alice's reputation in Westminster was one of awe and wariness. Ruthless and Machiavellian, she navigated the snake pit of party politics with masterful precision. Allies were cultivated, rivals neutralised, not through scandals she had her underlings fabricate for her. But through superior strategy, outmanoeuvring them in committees, leaking damaging briefings anonymously, or simply outworking them until they crumbled. Even those who despised her policies respected her acumen; she could charm a donor at a black-tie fundraiser one evening and dismantle a Labour frontbencher in the Commons the next with equal ease.

Her beauty amplified her presence: standing nearly six feet tall in heels, with cascading blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and an elegant figure that turned heads, full-breasted yet athletic from daily runs and riding, she cut a commanding silhouette. Tailored suits in navy or grey hugged her form, projecting authority without vulgarity. Pundits called her the "Iron Lady Reborn," a nod to Lady Thatcher, but with a colder, more contemporary edge.

On this particular, crisp January morning Alice sat in her Westminster office overlooking the Thames, reviewing briefing papers on a proposed bill to expand police powers against organised crime syndicates. Her ambition burned brighter than ever; the Home Secretary's job was within reach, and beyond that, Number 10. She would stop at nothing, alliances shattered, principles bent if needed she was an entirely pragmatic young woman after all, to climb higher. In a nation craving strong leadership, she was the embodiment of that hunger: beautiful, brilliant, and utterly dangerous to anyone who stood in her path.
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Alice Chandler's day began before dawn in her sleek Kensington townhouse, a bastion of understated luxury purchased with family inheritance and bolstered by savvy investments in property developments that conveniently aligned with her party's deregulation policies. At precisely 6:00 AM her alarm pierced the silence, not with a gentle chime but a sharp, militaristic buzz that mirrored her worldview, no room for softness. She rose immediately from her silk sheets, ready for action. No lingering in bed; that was for the weak, the indecisive. Alice's lifestyle was a regimented assault on complacency, starting with a punishing workout in her private basement gym. 

Clad in form-fitting active wear that accentuated her athletic build and ample curves, she attacked the treadmill, sprinting at inclines that would break the weak. Sweat beaded on her flawless blonde hair, tied back in a severe ponytail, as she visualised her rivals' faces on the punching bag that followed, jabs for the Labour leader who'd dared question her immigration bill, hooks for the liberal media pundits labelling her "divisive." By 7:00 AM, her heart rate thundered at 180 bpm, a testament to her aggressive drive; she didn't exercise for health alone but to forge a body as unyielding as her politics. She instinctively believed in “mens sana in corpore sano” and looked down on anyone who didn’t agree with that sentiment.

Showered and dressed by 7:30 in a tailored power suit, charcoal today, she descended to the kitchen for a Spartan breakfast, black coffee, poached eggs, and a protein shake, consumed while scanning headlines on her tablet. The Guardian's editorial opinion decrying her latest speech as "xenophobic rhetoric" drew a cold smile; she'd have her press secretary leak a counter-story by noon, framing the author as an "out-of-touch elite." Organisation and control defined her mornings, a quick call to her chief of staff, barking orders to "bury that amendment from the SNP idiot,  find his skeletons, Patrick, and use them, or I’ll find someone who will."

There were no pleasantries; Alice didn't waste breath on niceties. Her staff feared her as much as they admired her, knowing one misstep could end careers. Last month, she'd fired an aide on the spot for a briefing error, her voice utterly without emotion or any sort of regret. By 8.00 AM, her chauffeured black Jaguar whisked her through London's grey streets toward Westminster, the Thames glinting ominously under threatening skies. En route, she fielded calls with old unemotional logic. To a wavering backbencher: "Support my crime bill or watch your funding dry up, I've got donors who listen to me." 

Her Machiavellian edge shone here; she didn't threaten overtly but implied ruin with cold precision, her intelligence weaving webs of alliances and obligations. Arriving at the Houses of Parliament by 8:20, she strode through the corridors like she owned the building, heels clicking aggressively on marble floors, turning heads not just for her striking beauty, her towering height, piercing blue eyes, and an elegant figure that commanded rooms, but for the aura of unassailable power she exuded.

The morning committee meeting on border security was a battlefield where Alice's aggression peaked. As junior Home Office minister, she dominated the room, interrupting a civil servants hesitant report on asylum numbers with a forceful rebuke, "These figures are an insult, migrants flooding in like rats, and you're tiptoeing around solutions? Deport them all, no appeals for the criminals." Her anti-immigrant stance wasn't veiled; she hammered it home, dismissing colleagues' concerns about human rights as "bleeding-heart nonsense that weakens Britain."

When a Liberal Democrat MP challenged her, accusing her of racism, Alice leaned forward, her voice a venomous whisper amplified by the microphone: "Call it what you will, but I think that the British voting public agree with me and with my Party, clean the streets of this dirt, or watch your own tinpot Party vanish into even greater irrelevance." Her fellow backbenchers roared their appreciation, her opponents fell silent; even her rivals respected her for this, her ability to destroy opposition not with volume but with calculated, ruthless barbs that left fragile egos in tatters.

Lunch was a power play at a discreet Westminster club, where she networked with donors over grilled salmon, her charm a calculated facade. To a hesitant industrialist wary of her anti-Islam policies: "Back me now, or regret it when I control the Home Office, and we both know I will, your contracts depend on a secure Britain, free from radical threats." She extracted commitments with aggressive negotiation, her beauty disarming just long enough to strike. 

Afternoon brought Prime Minister's Questions in the Commons, where Alice's star burned brightest. Rising to speak on crime, she unleashed a tirade against "gangs peddling poison in our cities," her words a barrage aimed at urban decay she blamed on immigration. "Tough on crime means no mercy, longer sentences, more prisons, zero tolerance!" The opposition jeered, but she pivoted ruthlessly, exposing a Labour MP's past leniency on sentencing with leaked details she'd orchestrated. The House erupted; Alice sat down triumphant, her path to higher office slowly becoming a necessity rather than a possibility.

By evening, back in Kensington after a late vote, Alice unwound with the same intensity. A glass of chilled Sauvignon Blanc accompanied review of tomorrow's briefs, but even relaxation was strategic, she'd host a fundraiser soon, inviting influencers to bolster her "family values" image, all the while plotting to undermine the current Home Secretary, a rival whose scandals she'd quietly amplified through anonymous tips. 

Personal life? As far as the public was concerned, the detail of it was sparse. She was married of course, one had to be if one wanted to progress as an MP in her party, but her husband was very much a background sort of a chap. She preferred it that way. The twins parcelled out to some God-forsaken Spartan educational hell-hole somewhere in Scotland where they could be looked after adequately but more importantly where they couldn’t get up to any mischief and possibly embarrass her. Bed by 10:00 PM, her mind already assaulting the next day's conquests.

As she drifted off her mind slipped back to the last report she’d read. Something about some Paki gangster that was an East End “kingpin” or some such nonsense. She smiled to herself as she pulled the sheet under her chin. Wouldn’t it be a feather in her cap as the new Home Secretary if she was to humble and imprison this so-called criminal mastermind? What was his name again...Abdul arse-hole...or something like that...She’d deal with him soon enough, ruthlessly, as she did all threats to her ascent.
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Alice Chandler. The name sits on the dossier in my lap like a gift I haven’t yet unwrapped. I open it again, though I already know every page by heart. There she is in the photograph, tall, blonde, perfect posture, that cold blue-eyed stare that says she owns the room before she even speaks. The sheer arrogance of the bitch...she thinks she hunts men like me. She stands in that ridiculous Parliament of hers and talks about “cleaning the streets of dirt,” about immigrants and Islam and crime, as if I haven’t already bought half the people who are supposed to stop me. Bent coppers who text me raid dates before they’re even officially punished. Council officials who sign off on my Laundromats without reading the forms. Judges who pocket envelopes and then rule in my favour with a straight face. Even MPs from her own party who come to me when their campaigns run dry or their little secrets need burying. She’s a blip. A loud one, granted, but still a blip.

I take another sip and feel the heat spread through my chest. No, it isn’t fear she stirs in me. It’s something far sweeter. It’s fascination I think. The thought of her, a tall, arrogant, white, Christian and just dripping with that inherited sense of superiority, brought low. Not with a fist or a gun; that would be too easy, too quick. No. I want her to be slowly unravelled. I want to watch her confidence crack, piece by piece, until the hunter becomes the hunted in the very land she claims as her birthright. That is what makes my blood sing. That is what hardens me more than any woman who comes willingly. It will be a challenge, granted. But that’s what makes life worth living isn’t it?

I turn the page to the photographs my detectives took. There she is again, but different. In a cheap hotel room, cheerleader skirt hiked up, bare bottom red from a spanking, moaning “Daddy” to some barely legal boy who looks half terrified and half thrilled. I chuckle softly. The irony is so delicious. The woman who preaches family values, who sends her own twins away to boarding school so they won’t disturb her precious career, who married an old man for his money and barely lets him touch her, begging a teenager to spank her. It was some time ago...but really! Oh, Alice. You really are perfect.

I set the dossier aside and lean back, letting the warmth of the fire and the cognac settle deeper. My hatred for women like her isn’t new. It was born in Karachi, sharpened on the streets of London, perfected every time one of those posh English ladies looked down at me like I was dirt under their shoe. They think the world still belongs to them, their breeding, their accents, and their pale skin. But I own the shadows now. And soon I will own her. I snap my fingers. Tariq appears instantly, silent as always, waiting.

“The Chandler woman, we don’t crush her yet, where would be the enjoyment? And besides that, she has some serious security. No, at first we play. Activate some of the usual sources. Start with whispers, the usual sort of thing. Leak something vague to one of her rivals, her husband’s finances tied to ‘questionable imports.’ Nothing solid, just enough to make her glance over her shoulder. Let her feel the ground begin to shift. Let her feel the game being played.”

Tariq nods once and disappears. He’s a good boy. Handy with his fists and a dangerous bastard but he’s showing signs of intelligence too. He knows I prefer the poison drip to the hammer blow. A chance meeting at a fundraiser, perhaps, one of my paid MPs will make the introduction. I’ll stand there, short, balding, smiling my gold-toothed smile, and watch her polite mask slip for just a second just as soon as she realises who I am. Then the envelopes will start arriving. Anonymous at first of course, let the doubt start to take a hold. Then maybe a single photograph and wait for her reaction. Won’t that be interesting? Let’s see how brave Mrs Union Jack really is?

I close my eyes and let the vision unfold: Alice Chandler in her Kensington townhouse, pacing, checking locks, jumping at every creak. Alice Chandler in the Commons, voice faltering for the first time. Alice Chandler on her knees, not in prayer, but in submission, begging me, the Pakistani immigrant she despises, for mercy. The thought sends a slow, dark heat curling through my gut, stronger than any drug I’ve ever sold. I smile into the firelight and loosen my cock so it fits comfortably in my hand. The game has begun. And Alice Chandler, my beautiful, arrogant, untouchable English Rose has no idea she is already centre stage.
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Abdullah Aziz had always prided himself on his foresight, that uncanny ability to sniff out threats before they fully materialized. It was in the dim glow of his Essex mansion's study, surrounded by the hum of encrypted servers that he first took notice of Alice Chandler during a late-night news broadcast. There she was, towering and blonde on the screen, delivering a fiery speech in the Commons about "eradicating the criminal scourge from our streets." Her words sliced through the air like a whip: tougher sentences for drug lords, deportation for foreign offenders, and a zero-tolerance crackdown on organized crime. Abdullah had paused his cigar mid-puff, his beady eyes narrowing. This woman wasn't just another politician spouting platitudes; she was rising fast, backed by a wave of populist fervour that could spell some inconvenience for his empire. Her "clean the streets of dirt" mantra wasn't abstract, it targeted men like him, the immigrant kingpins who wove their webs in the shadows of multicultural Britain.

He perceived her as an issue in the making, a pristine MP whose anti-immigration and tough on crime rhetoric could rally resources against his operations. Abdullah didn't panic; he was far too experienced for that. Instead, he activated his network, a well-oiled machine of private detectives, paid informants, and hackers who operated in the gray zones of legality. These weren't cheap wannabees from the internet; they were elite, ex-MI5 operatives and former Fleet Street journalists turned sleuths, compensated with sums that could buy silence and results. 

"Dig," he instructed Tariq over a secure line. "Everything on this Chandler woman. Family, finances, lovers, secrets. She's squeaky clean on the surface,  find out if that’s true or not." Not expecting much from a politician who projected such unassailable morality, Abdullah turned his attention back to a heroin shipment en route from Rotterdam. But within weeks, the reports trickled in, and what they revealed gratified him beyond measure. The Iron Lady had feet of clay, and her vaunted family values platform was a lie.

The investigation began innocuously, piecing together her public persona from clippings and databases. Alice Chandler, née Hartley had married Reginald Chandler in 2010, when she was just twenty-six and he a silver-haired forty-six, owner of a thriving logistics firm specializing in international shipping. The wedding photos, unearthed from society pages, showed a radiant bride in white lace, arm-in-arm with her groom at a picturesque Cotswolds manor. But the detectives dug deeper, interviewing disgruntled former employees and bribing a family solicitor's clerk. 

Reginald wasn't chosen for love; he was a strategic acquisition. Alice, fresh out of Oxford and burning with political ambition, needed capital to fund her first campaign, advisors, adverts and schmoozing donors didn’t come cheap. Her family's relatively modest wealth couldn't provide it, but Reginald's millions could. Whispers from household staff painted a loveless union, separate bedrooms from the start, with Alice treating him more like a benefactor than a husband. 

The twins arrived, Edward and Amelia, now teenagers and conveniently shipped off to a remote boarding school in the Scottish Highlands, far from Westminster's glare. Publicly, Alice touted them as the epitome of her family values: well-mannered heirs to British tradition, featured in carefully staged Christmas cards. But the reality, gleaned from school records and nanny confessions, was neglect. "They don't disturb her routine," a former au pair revealed, pocketed with a fat envelope. Alice visited sporadically, delegating parenting to staff while she chased power. Holidays were photo ops; bedtime stories nonexistent. Reginald, ever the doting fool, footed the bills.

Marital intimacy? The reports were damning. Bedroom bugs and hacked emails exposed a strategic union, nothing more. Alice rarely shared Reginald's bed, on the infrequent occasions they coupled, perhaps twice a year, per the detectives' timeline, it was mechanical and devoid of passion. Abdullah quickly calculated that poor old Reggie could have bought his best whores several times over for the amount of money he was spending on his wife’s political ambition. And for what? One intercepted text from Alice to a confidante lamented, "He fumbles like an old man; no fire, no thrill." Reginald, oblivious or resigned, poured his energies into his business, leaving Alice free to pursue her career, and her secrets.

Ah, the secrets. This was where Abdullah's gratification peaked, his plump face breaking into a rare, genuine grin as he pored over the dossier in his study. The main issue with her family values facade wasn't mere marital discord; it was a far more revealing, deeply hidden fetish that could shatter her carefully managed image. Alice Chandler, the paragon of traditional morality, harboured a perverse craving for sex with barely legal boys, eighteen-year-olds fresh out of school, wide-eyed and malleable. Not vanilla encounters, but twisted role-plays that mocked her public persona. The detectives had struck gold through a chain of informants, a discreet escort agency in London that catered to elite clients, where Alice used pseudonyms and cash payments to arrange trysts in anonymous hotel rooms.

The details were lurid, compiled from carefully planted hidden cameras and confessions from the young men themselves, lured by payoffs or threats. Alice would arrive transformed, shedding her power suits for a cheerleader uniform, pom-poms and all, sourced from online fetish shops under false names. She'd demand to be spanked on her bare bottom, the slaps echoing in the room as she arched her elegant, six-foot frame in mock submission. "Harder, Daddy," she'd moan, calling these adolescent lovers by the paternal title, her voice a breathy contrast to her commanding parliamentary tones. 

The boys, recruited from universities or gyms and screened for discretion, were instructed to dominate her, flipping the script on her real-life ruthlessness. One nineteen-year-old, a rugby player from Bristol, described it to an informant, "She wanted me to treat her like a naughty schoolgirl, spanking till her skin was red, then... well, you know. Called me Daddy the whole time, begged for it." Another, an art student from Manchester, confirmed the pattern: cheerleader outfits, school uniforms,  role-reversal games, and post-coital payoffs to ensure silence.

These encounters were infrequent but intense, perhaps two or three a year, timed around her schedule to avoid suspicion. Reginald remained in the dark, travelling for business while Alice "attended conferences." The fetish, psychologists in Abdullah's employ speculated, stemmed from her rigid upbringing: a rebellion against her father's stern authority, channelled into taboo thrills that contrasted her public defence of "proper family structures." Whatever the root, it was dynamite. Exposure would not just tarnish her; it would finish her career, turning her "family values" slogan into a punch line. Racist undertones in her policies? Mere footnotes compared to this level of hypocrisy.

Abdullah leaned forward in his leather chair and pulled his engorged cock out of the terrified girl’s mouth as she knelt subserviently before him. He slapped her face once and then twice, explaining yet again that the most sensitive part of a man’s penis was the underside near the tip of it and what else did she think her tongue was for? The winter rain lashed the windows, as he thrust himself back into her velvet mouth. He hadn't expected such bounty from the "squeaky clean" MP. But Inshallah, this wasn't just dirt; it was a spectacular leverage, the kind he savoured most. No need for violence yet, though obviously he could envision scenarios if pushed. For now, he'd bide his time, perhaps arrange a subtle approach mettle. Alice Chandler threatened his empire, but now he held the key to hers. The game was afoot, and Abdullah Aziz, as always, played to win.
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In the quiet hours after midnight, when the Essex mansion fell silent save for the distant hum of security cameras and the occasional creak of settling timbers, Abdullah often retreated to his private library, a sanctuary lined with leather-bound books on history, strategy, and the art of influence. It was here that he allowed his mind to wander back to where his hatred stemmed from. Not by any means the broad misogyny that coloured his view of all women, treating them as pawns in his grand game of power. 

No, that was a cultural inheritance, steeped in the patriarchy of his Karachi boyhood, where men ruled households like petty tyrants and women were veiled shadows in the background. He revered and respected his mother for example and most of his aunts. His particular venom, the one that burned hottest for white British women of a certain social class and standing, the elegant, blonde paragons of aristocracy and authority like Alice Chandler, had deeper, more personal roots, nourished by resentment, humiliation, and the ghosts of empire.

Abdullah's hatred traced its origins to his arrival in Britain as a wide-eyed teenager in the late 1980s, fleeing the political turbulence of Zia-ul-Haq's Pakistan with little more than a suitcase. His family, once minor landowners in Punjab, had been stripped of their holdings during the Indo-Pakistani partition. A legacy of British colonial meddling that left them scraping by in Karachi's bustling bazaars. Abdullah grew up on tales of the Raj, how the white memsahib’s, with their starched dresses and haughty airs, lorded over Indian subcontinent natives, treating them as inferior stock to be civilized or exploited. 

His grandfather, a sepoy in the British Indian Army, had regaled him with stories of humiliation, being forced to salute officers' wives who wouldn't deign to acknowledge a brown man's existence, or watching as British ladies in Lahore's clubs sipped gin while dictating the fates of entire villages. "They think they're queens," his grandfather spat, "but their empire was built on our blood." This seeded in young Abdullah a simmering class resentment, viewing upper-class white British women as symbols of that imperial arrogance, untouchable, superior, and utterly deserving of downfall.

But it was his early years in London that crystallised this into personal hatred. Arriving in the East End at seventeen, undocumented and penniless, Abdullah hustled in the shadows: washing dishes in curry houses, peddling stolen watches on Brick Lane, and eventually dipping into petty crime to survive. The Britain he encountered was a far cry from the Promised Land; racism was rife, and his diminutive stature, accented English, and brown skin made him a target for regular abuse and occasional physical violence but he soon learned to take care of himself. Oddly it was the encounters with women of a "certain breeding," the posh, educated types from Kensington or Chelsea, with their clipped accents and inherited poise, that cut deepest. One incident, etched in his memory forever, occurred during his brief stint as a waiter in an upmarket Mayfair restaurant, a job he took to fund his early drug dealing days.

She was Lady Victoria something-or-other, a willowy blonde in her thirties, dining with her banker husband and friends, all perfect examples of the upper crust, their laughter tinkling, and their worlds absolutely certain. Abdullah, then twenty-two, short and already balding, approached their table with deference, only to be met with disdain. When he mispronounced the French term "coq au vin," she rolled her eyes and said loudly to her companions,

"One would think they'd hire staff who speak proper English. Where on earth do they find these grubby little Pakis?" 

The table erupted in chuckles; her husband patted her hand indulgently. Abdullah swallowed the bile, but inside, fury ignited. Later, as he cleared plates, she "accidentally" spilled wine on his shoes, dismissing his apology with a wave: "Do be careful, boy." Boy. At twenty-two! The humiliation burned, not just for the racism, but for the class gulf, the way she wielded her privilege and unashamedly reducing him to a comical footnote in her world. He could only imagine the shock and anger her behaviour would have caused in Pakistan. A woman of her ilk castigating a man like him...in public!

Unfortunately this wasn't an isolated incident. In his swift climb through the ranks of the underworld, Abdullah crossed paths with an increasing number of them. The smug socialite who sneered at his attempts to bribe her father's council seat, calling him "that nasty little immigrant"; the barrister in a high-profile case who dismantled his early alibis in court with condescending flair, her blonde bob swinging as she painted him as a "menace from the subcontinent"; even the university-educated aid worker in a charity gala he infiltrated, who flirted briefly before recoiling at his origins, whispering to a friend about "not slumming it." 

Each encounter reinforced the narrative, these women, with their breeding and standing, embodied the Britain that had colonised, partitioned, and now marginalised men like him. They were aggressive in their subtlety, ruthless in their social weaponry, hiding behind "civility" while at the same time enforcing hierarchies. Abdullah's appearance, his height or rather his lack of it, his weight, his balding head, only amplified their mockery, turning him into a joke rather than a threat. Which several of them came to realise in the fullness of time was a serious error of judgement

Over the years, as his empire grew, this hatred evolved into a cruel obsession. He didn't just want revenge; he craved reversal. To take these women, white, British, Christian, of high class and power, and strip them of agency, breaking their wills through cunning rather than force. It was psychological conquest, a way to heal the wounds of his past by becoming the man who pulled the strings. Lady Jocelyn Palmer-Harris, his current plaything, was a good example, a posh privileged white woman from old money whom everyone knew, including her, was now his whore and who now dancing to his tune. But Alice Chandler? She was the pinnacle, the aggressive MP whose policies echoed the imperial disdain of yore, railing against "dirt" like him while hiding her own filth. To hunt her, to reverse the roles until she, the hunter, became the prey in her own land... that was pleasure. That was worth the game.

The memory of that Mayfair restaurant lingered in Abdullah Aziz's mind like a festering wound, reopening whenever he encountered echoes of that disdainful laughter. It was 1994, and Abdullah, then twenty-two and still clawing his way up from the gutters of the East End, had not yet built his empire. He was a small-time operator back then, fencing stolen goods, running errands for Pakistani smuggling rings, and dreaming of the day he'd command respect rather than scrape for it. 

The incident with Lady Victoria Tarrant, yes, he'd learned her full name later, through whispered inquiries in the kitchens where servants gossiped, had been the catalyst. Her casual cruelty, spilling wine on his shoes and calling him "boy," had ignited something primal. But Abdullah was no hothead; even young, his intelligence outstripped his rage. Revenge, he decided, would not be swift or sloppy. It would be a masterpiece, a slow unravelling that left her questioning her own sanity, giving her time to reflect on the mistakes that she’d made.

Lady Victoria was the epitome of the class he loathed, mid-thirties, impeccably bred, with perfect, unmarked skin, golden hair pinned in an elegant style and a figure honed by equestrian pursuits on her family's Surrey estate. Married to Sir Leo Tarrant, a knighted financier whose portfolio included colonial-era investments in tea plantations, another irony not lost on Abdullah, she moved in circles of old money and influence. Publicly, she chaired charity galas for "disadvantaged youth," a hypocrisy that made Abdullah's blood boil; privately, she indulged in the quiet arrogance of her station, dismissing those beneath her with a flick of her manicured hand. Abdullah's detectives, back then, just a network of street informants and a dodgy private eye he'd hired with his meagre savings, dug into her life over months. Patience was his ally; he worked double shifts, saved every penny, and plotted in the cramped bedsit he called home.

The dirt came slowly, but it was gold. Victoria wasn't as pristine as her facade suggested. Whispers from her household staff revealed a string of discreet affairs, young stable hands and personal trainers, all attractive young women, much younger in fact. One in particular, a twenty-year-old groom named Tammy, had been her favourite until she'd discarded her like yesterday's news, leaving her heartbroken and jobless. Financial cracks emerged too; the Tarrant’s fortune was eroding, propped up by risky investments and Sir Leo's increasingly out of hand gambling habit. Victoria herself dipped into charity funds for personal luxuries, designer gowns, spa retreats, small embezzlements that could snowball into scandal if exposed. But Abdullah sought more than ruin; he wanted submission, a taste of the control that would become his signature.

His plan unfolded in phases, a chess game where he anticipated every move. First, the infiltration, posing as a delivery driver for a catering company that serviced her galas, Abdullah gained access to her world. He observed her up close, noting her routines, her vanities. Then, the hook: through an intermediary, he arranged for Tammy, the jilted young lover, to "accidentally" cross paths with a sympathetic ear, Abdullah's paid informant, who coaxed out compromising details. Photos surfaced,  blurry but damning shots of Victoria in compromising positions, snapped by Tammy in a fit of post-breakup spite. Abdullah acquired them for a pittance, enhancing them with early digital tricks learned from a hacker contact.

The blackmail began subtly, as all his best works did. An anonymous letter arrived at her Surrey home one crisp autumn morning: a single photo enclosed, with a note demanding £5,000 "for silence." Victoria paid, of course, terrified of the scandal rippling through her social set. But Abdullah escalated, more letters, each with escalating demands, not just cash, but "favours." Attend a seedy East End pub alone, dressed down, and wait for instructions. She complied, her elegant figure out of place amid the smoke and grime, trembling as she sipped a gin and tonic under watchful eyes. There, a messenger, Tariq's predecessor, a burly Punjabi enforcer, delivered the next missive: confess her sins in a handwritten letter, detailing her affairs and embezzlements.

The cruelty peaked in their first face to face. Abdullah arranged it in a nondescript hotel room in Whitechapel, far from her manicured lawns. He sat in the shadows, his short frame silhouetted against the window, as Victoria entered, her poise cracking. 

"You," she gasped, recognizing the waiter she'd humiliated. "The little Paki boy."

Abdullah's smile was cold, gold teeth glinting.

"Not so little now, am I? Sit." 

Over the next hour, he broke her without touching her, reciting her secrets like a litany, watching her defiance crumble into pleas. 

"Please, I'll pay anything," 

He extracted concessions, introductions to her husband's business contacts, which seeded his early money-laundering ventures; a public endorsement at a charity event for "community integration," her words dripping with forced sincerity. When he released her, after making her call him "sir" in a whisper that echoed her past slights, the victory was intoxicating. No violence, no traces; just absolute control. Victoria never recovered fully; rumours of her "nervous episodes" circulated, and she faded from society, a shadow of her former self. Sir Leo's finances mysteriously improved through "anonymous investments," Abdullah's, of course, binding the two of them further together.

This first successful revenge was Abdullah’s template. It taught him the thrill of dominion over the untouchable, fuelling his rise. Years later, as he contemplated Alice Chandler, he saw echoes of Victoria: the same arrogance, the same class. But Alice was bigger game, her fall promising sweeter satisfaction. 
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The Colonial Club stood as a monument to Abdullah Aziz's twisted genius, a members-only establishment tucked away in a Georgian townhouse just off Mayfair, fronting as an exclusive gentleman's club but serving as a hub for his more personally enjoyable operations. Here, deals were sealed and debts repaid in ways that blurred the lines between servitude and spectacle. It was into this den of controlled chaos that Isabell Lang had been thrust, a once-mighty entrepreneur reduced to a symbol of Abdullah's power

At thirty-seven she had been a force in the medical industry; now, she navigated the club's opulent halls in a uniform designed to mock her former stature: an elegant grey businesswoman's dress, tailored to hug her athletic figure, but sabotaged by absurd addition, six-inch pink stilettos that forced a precarious wobble to her stride, and a gargantuan pink ostrich-feathered headdress, towering over two feet tall and wide, like a ludicrous crown of humiliation. It bobbed with every step, drawing amusement and attention from patrons who knew her story, a constant reminder that even the mightiest could be felled.

Isabell's background was one of privilege and prowess. Educated at the finest institutions, Cheltenham Ladies' College followed by a first-class degree in biochemistry from Cambridge, capped with an MBA from Harvard, she was the archetype of the self-made elite. By twenty-five, she'd founded LangMed Solutions, a cutting-edge medical tech firm specializing in advanced prosthetics and AI-driven diagnostics. Under her leadership, the company ballooned into a multimillion-pound enterprise, employing hundreds and securing contracts with the NHS and private clinics all across Europe.

Isabell ruled with ruthless efficiency, her strong character brooked no dissent. "Efficiency over empathy," she'd regularly mention in interviews, her reputation as a tough, no-nonsense businesswoman preceding her. Competitors whispered of her Machiavellian tactics, poaching talent, undercutting bids, and leveraging insider connections to crush rivals. Isabell responded unapologetically that her tactics were the norm in any male-dominated industry. 

Politically, Isabell aligned with the right-wing spectrum, her views shaped by a belief in meritocracy, fiscal conservatism, and stringent border controls. "Britain for the British," she'd declare at fundraisers, decrying what she saw as the dilution of national identity through unchecked immigration. As a major donor to the Conservative Party and its more nationalist factions, she funnelled hundreds of thousands into campaigns, rubbing shoulders with MPs like Alice Chandler and influencing policy whispers on healthcare privatisation. Her philanthropy was calculated: galas for "British innovation," scholarships for "native talent," all while privately dismissing multicultural initiatives as "wasted resources." This made her a target for those on the opposing side, none more so than Chinara Okonjo, her arch-rival.

Chinara, a forty-year-old Nigerian-British powerhouse, had risen from Lagos' entrepreneurial scene to dominate the UK's biotech import market. A staunch supporter of left-wing, pro-immigration policies, she donated lavishly to Labour and advocacy groups pushing for open borders and diversity quotas. Their rivalry ignited over a lucrative government contract for medical supplies in 2022.  Isabell's aggressive lobbying edged out Chinara's bid, leading to public accusations of favouritism and a bitter feud played out in boardrooms and the press. Chinara, with her aggression and unyielding ambition, vowed revenge.

"She thinks she's untouchable," Chinara confided to allies. "Well, let’s see about that shall we?"

The dice was seemingly loaded in Isabell’s favour. She was richer and more powerful, British and, most importantly, a part of the Establishment. It should have been no contest. But that was when Chinara came to the attention of Abdullah Aziz, man who saw potential in their feud. In early 2024, as Isabell's company expanded aggressively, borrowing heavily to fund R&D, Abdullah, ever the opportunist, aligned with Chinara through mutual underworld contacts. Chinara, seeking leverage, provided intelligence on Isabell's operations; Abdullah supplied the manipulation. 

Together, they orchestrated a staged downfall, fabricated regulatory violations planted via hacked emails, anonymous tips to HMRC alleging tax evasion, and a "whistleblower" (one of Abdullah's moles) exposing doctored clinical trial data. Suppliers, coerced by Abdullah's loan-sharking arm, pulled out en masse, triggering a cash-flow crisis. Chinara amplified the chaos by undercutting prices in the market, poaching clients with irresistible deals backed by Abdullah's laundered funds. By mid-2025, LangMed was bankrupt, its assets seized, Isabell personally liable for millions in debts.

Desperate, Isabell sought loans from discreet sources, only to find doors slamming shut. Unwittingly she was being funnelled inexorably toward Abdullah's web. He presented the "solution," a five-year contract at the Colonial Club to "work off" her debt through "administrative services." In reality, it was indentured servitude with a veneer of elegance, hosting events, schmoozing patrons, all while enduring the ridiculous uniform he personally designed. The pink heels and feathered headdress weren't random; they were calculated mockery, turning her poised stride into a farce, her authoritative presence into a clownish spectacle. Patrons, mainly Abdullah's corrupt allies, leered and mocked, whispering about the "fallen right-winger" serving drinks to the very immigrants she had once decried.

For Abdullah, Isabell was yet another trophy in his gallery of broken wills, her humiliation feeding his misogynistic glee. A white British woman of breeding and power, reduced to a pink-plumed puppet in his domain, it was the perfect metaphor and poetic justice, an echo of his past revenges. As 2026 dawned, with Alice Chandler on his radar, Isabell served her role perfectly,  a living reminder that no one, not even a former millionaire member of the British Establishment, was beyond his reach.
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I sat alone in the solicitor’s office on a side street near Chancery Lane. The bankruptcy hearing had ended two days earlier. LangMed Solutions, my company, my creation, fifteen years of sleepless nights and ruthless decisions, was gone as if it never even existed. Offices padlocked. Staff let go with severance I could barely afford. My name dragged through the business pages as “the fallen entrepreneur,” “victim of her own hubris,” or worse. £3.2 million in personal liability. Creditors had already started circling, their letters arriving unwanted through my letter box.

I had tried everything. Every bank I’d once charmed with projections and handshakes now refused even a meeting. Old allies from the party circuit, men who’d kissed my ass for donations, suddenly had full inboxes. Even the right-wing think tanks I’d funded went silent. I was toxic now. A failure, over-confident and under-prepared as one Sunday newspaper had it in their business section. The same journalist and the same supplement that had fawned over me less than a year ago

Then the intermediary appeared. A slick man in a charcoal suit, no tie, smooth and persuasive. He spoke of an “anonymous benefactor” offering a lifeline, five years as a “consultant” at an exclusive private club. Debt forgiven. A small stipend. The contract was thick, the language deliberately vague, “administrative and hospitality services.” The penalties for breach were spelled out in cold detail, immediate demand for full repayment plus 18% interest, plus exposure of the “irregularities” in LangMed’s final accounts that had triggered the collapse.

I knew what that meant. They had fabricated evidence, but I couldn’t prove it, not without a court battle that I no longer had the money or energy for. I stared at the signature line for a long time. In my heart I knew what the piece of paper on my desk meant. But it also offered me a way out when nobody else would even take my calls. It was simple in the end, what other option did I have after all?

November 1, 2025 was my first day. The day is indelibly marked in my memory. The Colonial Club looked respectable from the outside, a handsome Mayfair townhouse with a black door and a subtle brass plate. Inside, it was velvet and crystal, the sort of thing that people without natural breeding think is “classy,” I suppose. Nadia met me in a windowless back room that felt more like a dressing room backstage than anything professional. She was short, hard-eyed, with the smile of someone who enjoyed her work.

“Uniform time, love,” she said, handing me the hanger.

The dress was beautiful at first glance, charcoal grey, silk-blend, perfectly tailored to my frame. It reminded me of the suits I used to wear to board meetings, the ones that made people sit up straighter. It even had my old LangMed pin on the lapel. Like a fool I didn’t realise why at the time. Then the shoes. Oh my goodness! Six-inch pink stilettos, glittering like cheap rubbish. I laughed once at the audacity of these people, before I realised she wasn’t joking.

“This is absurd,” I said, my voice sharp, “I’m not wearing these.”

Nadia crossed her arms. 

“Contract says that you are. Or you can walk out. Bailiffs will be at your flat by tomorrow. Don’t forget that extra 18% interest will you?”

I put them on. My feet protested immediately. My centre of gravity shifted forward; every muscle in my calves and thighs tensed to keep me upright. I felt ridiculous before I even stood. And then the headdress. It was monstrous, a travesty, pink ostrich feathers exploding outward, more than two feet tall and wide. Nadia settled it onto my head like she was crowning a fool. The weight pulled at my scalp. Feathers brushed my cheeks, my neck, my shoulders. I looked in the mirror and felt something inside me lurch.

I didn’t look like Isabell Lang anymore. I looked like a joke, a parody. Nadia stepped back, admiring her work. Which was naturally the point of the whole humiliating exercise. 

“Perfect. Now, your new duties, greet guests, serve drinks, facilitate conversations. Smile. Be charming. And remember, you work for Mr Aziz now.”

I stepped into the main lounge at seven o’clock that evening. The noise of the heels echoed off the marble. The headdress swayed with every step, making me feel quite nauseous.  Heads turned. Eyes widened and the first smiles flickered. Then came the murmurs.

“Is that... Lang?”

Laughter followed, low, knowing, the laughter of men who’ve just recognised an old enemy now thoroughly humbled and defeated. I recognised them too. The Tory MP I’d once hosted at fundraisers, now sipping his drink and smirking. The rival CEO whose company I’d outmanoeuvred twice, his eyes bright with revenge. They knew exactly who I was. And now they knew what I’d become. My first task was simple, take drink orders from a table of four. I walked toward them, concentrating on balance. Halfway there the heel caught on the edge of a rug. I lurched. The headdress flopped forward, feathers sweeping across a man’s face.

“Watch it, birdie!” he snapped, swatting at it like I was an insect.

The whole table laughed. I straightened, forced my voice steady.

“Can I get you gentlemen anything?”

The MP leaned back, looking me up and down slowly. 

“My, my, Isabell. From boardroom to barmaid. How the mighty fall. Gin and tonic, if you please, and make it snappy.”

I turned to go. Someone else called after me.

“Nice hat! Planning a parade after?”

The walk to the bar felt endless. I could feel the eyes following me as I stumbled over on my ridiculously high heels.

“Right-wing darling playing dress-up now...”

“Chinara really did a number on her...”

“Wonder what else she does to earn her keep...”

I carried the tray back, drinks sloshing because my hands wouldn’t stop trembling, and served them. A man reached up and flicked the headdress.

“Tweet tweet,” he said.

The room laughed louder. I stood there, frozen, while they laughed at me. I, who had once fired men for looking at me the wrong way. I, who had built an empire from nothing. Now reduced to standing in pink feathers while strangers mocked me. No one came to my defence. No one ever would. By the end of the night my feet were blistered inside the unfamiliar shoes, my scalp throbbed from the weight of the headdress, and my dress was speckled with stray feathers and spilled drinks. I limped back to the dressing room, closed the door, and leaned against the wall.

I looked at the woman in the mirror, mascara smudged, feathers clinging to her hair, face flushed with shame and fury. I whispered to her...to me...

“This is temporary. It’s only five years. You will survive, you’ll be back.”

But even to me the words sounded hollow.
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The Colonial Club was a sanctuary of excess where his worlds of business, pleasure, and power converged. Established in the early 2010s as one of his first "legitimate" ventures after amassing his initial fortune from drug -trafficking and money laundering, the club masqueraded as an exclusive members-only establishment for the elite, financiers, politicians, foreign dignitaries, and underworld figures. Membership was either via a six-figure initiation fee plus vetted references, or as a gift from Abdullah to his friends and family, his senior staff, chosen business associates and people he might want to impress. There was an unspoken understanding among all of them that discretion was absolute. 

To the outside world, it evoked the faded grandeur of Britain's imperial past, with its name nodding slyly to gentlemen's clubs like the East India or Reform, but Abdullah had twisted that legacy into something far darker. For him, it was more than leisure; it was a theatre of control, his favourite retreat where he entertained amid an atmosphere of unbridled indulgence. "Anything goes," was the unspoken motto, enforced by his own staff, and the club's true allure lay in its stock of "hostesses,” well-bred British women from high society, blackmailed into servitude. There to serve the clientele's every whim, and to be seen doing it.

From the exterior, the club was understated elegance, a black lacquered door flanked by brass lanterns, no signage beyond a subtle plaque reading "The Colonial—Est. 2012." A doorman in a tailored tuxedo, one of Abdullah's enforcers with a concealed earpiece and holster, vetted arrivals via biometric scans linked to a private database. Inside, the foyer opened into an opulent four floors, restored with meticulous detail to blend Victorian splendour with modern decadence. Mahogany-panelled walls lined with antique maps of the former British Empire and oil paintings of colonial conquests set the tone, ironic trophies for Abdullah, the ragamuffin Pakistani immigrant who now lorded over this domain. Persian rugs muffled footsteps, crystal chandeliers cast warm glows over leather chesterfield sofas, and a grand staircase spiralled upward, its balustrades carved with motifs of lions and elephants. 

The ground floor housed the main lounge, a sprawling space for mingling where Abdullah often held court. Here, deals were struck over billiards or poker tables in alcoves, with white waiting staff in crisp white shirts and black ties, delivering cocktails and spirits from a bar stocked with rare vintages worth thousands per bottle. Live jazz or qawwali music (Abdullah's nod to his roots) played softly from hidden speakers, creating an ambiance of refined leisure. But the real entertainment was the hostesses, elegant women in their thirties and forties, drawn from the upper echelons, daughters of aristocracy, wives of bankrupt tycoons, or ambitious professionals like barristers and executives who'd fallen into Abdullah's web through debts, scandals, or ill-advised alliances.

Blackmailed with dossiers of compromising evidence, infidelities perhaps or financial frauds, or maybe hidden addictions or an even deeper, darker secrets. They were contracted for terms of years, their "duties" ranging from flirtatious conversation to far more intimate services. They circulated in designer gowns that flattered their pedigrees, tall, poised, with the polished accents of Oxbridge educations, offering intellectual banter on politics or art to lure in guests, only to submit to whatever was demanded behind closed doors. Abdullah's full backing meant no repercussions; complaints were met with swift, corrective "reminders" of the women's precarious positions.

Ascending floors revealed escalating layers of vice. The first floor featured private dining rooms for intimate gatherings, where Abdullah entertained key allies, perhaps a corrupt MP over foie gras and Château Pétrus. Or sealing a money laundering deal, or a rival crime boss negotiating turf over spiced lamb tagine. These rooms doubled as negotiation dens, wired with hidden microphones for Abdullah's personal archives. The second floor housed the "salons,” opulent suites with four-poster beds, silk sheets, and en-suite spas, where the real "anything goes" unfolded. Here, behind soundproofed doors, the blackmailed women performed for the clientele, role-plays echoing colonial fantasies such as mistress and servant, master and slave, or explorer and native just to name some of the least perverse group encounters, or bespoke fetishes tailored to guests' tastes.

Drugs flowed freely, cocaine lines on silver trays, ecstasy for endurance, supplied gratis from Abdullah's stockpiles, enhancing the hedonism while creating more blackmail fodder. The top floor was Abdullah's private penthouse, accessible only by his biometric key: a sprawling lair with panoramic views of London, a personal cinema for reviewing "footage," and a vault of servers storing the club's secrets. What went on behind those closed doors was a meticulously documented orgy of exploitation, all captured by an invisible network of high-definition cameras and microphones embedded in every room, chandeliers, mirrors, even bedposts. 

Abdullah had invested heavily in this surveillance, ostensibly for security but truly for his amusement and leverage. In the salons, scenes unfolded with chilling variety, a high-society widow, once a patron of the arts, stripped and bound for a business tycoon's sadistic games, a former diplomat's adult daughter role-playing submission in a brief school uniform to a group of oil sheikhs, her tears hidden behind a forced smile; or an executive like Isabell Lang, her uniform's absurd appearance amplifying the degradation as she serviced a politician she'd once lobbied. 

These encounters weren't just physical; Abdullah delighted in the psychological breaks, women begging for release from their contracts, only to be shown clips of their "performances" as reminders of eternal entrapment. The footage served dual purposes, Abdullah reviewed select reels in his penthouse for personal thrills, often alone with a cigar, savouring the reversal of power over these well-bred symbols of British superiority. More pragmatically, it generated endless blackmail opportunities, guests caught in compromising acts became unwitting assets, their indiscretions ensuring loyalty or favours, from legislative loopholes to insider tips on raids.

As a result, the club operated with impunity, greased by Abdullah's bribes to local authorities and shielded by layers of fake companies. Staff were loyal imports from his networks, bound either by fear or profit-sharing. For Abdullah, the Colonial Club wasn't mere leisure; it was the cultural centre of his empire, a place where he, the short, balding outsider, turned the hierarchies that had once humiliated him on their heads, making Britain's elite women into playthings for his global clientele. Even as whispers of Alice Chandler's rising threats echoed, the club remained his fortress of fun, as he liked to think of it.

The money it generated was unimportant to him in terms of material wealth. He already had what he wanted or needed a hundred times over. What huge money and power really bought was opportunity. The opportunity to involve himself in literally anything that took his fancy. He wasn’t bound by rules or regulations like ordinary people and that in itself was a sort of aphrodisiac. He could, if he wanted kidnap and beat women into submission before fucking them senseless, indeed her had in the past, a pleasure that he enjoyed enormously. 

But as he grew older and wiser maybe and certainly richer, even that valid form of entertainment paled. Violence was easy, any two bit thug could employ violence. But what Abdullah had that marked him out from the majority if the criminal fraternity was superior intelligence. And that percolated into his private life. There was more pleasure, more excitement to be had in trapping women, sucking them into his web of shame and degradation. Planning his moves and executing them gave him almost the same thrill as organising and carrying out a major deal.

The Colonial club was just the natural conclusion of his Machiavellian scheming. Women that he personally loathed and despised blackmailed and coerced into sexually humiliating encounters that he controlled from start to finish. It was so delicious that Abdullah couldn’t help but enjoy his own little pulse of excitement whenever he thought of it. The hundreds of victims that had been through his hands, literally. And the number that would be doing so in the future, English roses who wouldn’t normally give him the time of day if he met them socially all dancing to his tune.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 11


[image: ]


Alice Chandler's private mobile buzzed on her nightstand in the Kensington townhouse, a discreet vibration that cut through the silence of the pre-dawn hour. She reached for it instinctively, her mind already whirring with the day's agenda, a committee meeting on immigration reform, a radio interview decrying urban crime. The message was from an unknown number, no text, just an attachment, just a single photo. She tapped it open, idly wondering how her private number had been accessed.

The image loaded pixel by pixel, and her world tilted. There she was, unmistakable, blonde hair tousled, blue eyes half-lidded in ecstasy, her six-foot frame entwined with a young man barely out of his teens, his boyish face buried in her neck. The cheerleader uniform was hiked up around her waist, her bare bottom marked with faint red handprints. The hotel room's cheap decor blurred in the background, but the details were crystal clear, her face, her body, her secret shame captured in high definition.

Her breath caught, heart hammering like a drum. Who? How? She deleted the message immediately, but the damage was done, the knowledge that someone knew, that proof existed. No demands yet, no threats. Just the picture, hanging like a sword over her head. Alice sat up in bed, Reginald snoring obliviously beside her, and stared at the blank screen. This wasn't random. This was targeted at her personally. Someone knew about her past indiscretions.

Abdullah Aziz, from his Essex mansion, watched the delivery confirmation on his encrypted app. He smiled, savouring the anticipation. Blackmail wasn't a blunt instrument; it was an art form, a symphony of pressure and release. He'd studied her highly-detailed dossier obsessively, her routines, her ambitions and most importantly, her vulnerabilities. The photo was the lure, a whisper to unsettle her before the hammer fell. Even the thought of the personal turmoil she was undergoing at that present time was a form of sexual pleasure to him. Now, all that remained was to arrange the confrontation. Not that he was in a desperate hurry, every day that went by was a slight ratcheting of the pressure

Five days later, on January 17, Alice received another anonymous message. This time it dictated a time and a place, a private booth at a nondescript café in Westminster, far from prying eyes but close enough to Parliament that she already knew of its existence. "Come alone. We can discuss business." She weighed it for hours, her Machiavellian mind calculating risks. Should she ignore it and invite escalation? Should she call the police? Not really, publicity was the last thing she wanted. Take some handy, confrontational men along with her? No, once again, she really couldn’t take the risk of it blowing up in her face.

Did she have the courage to go and face the unknown? In the end, that was really her only option. Clearly the man, or woman, who had sent her the message knew what they were doing which in a sense she found calming, they were professionals she could deal with. So, curiosity and the terror of exposure won out in the end. She arrived precisely on time, power suit impeccable, face as expressionless as she could make it under the circumstances.

The booth was occupied by a man who, if she was being honest, defied her expectations. He was short, foreign, overweight, balding and decidedly unimpressive. He was expensively dressed though, she could tell that much. And as there was no one else around looking at her expectantly she gravitated over towards him. He rose politely as she approached, extending a plump hand. 

"Ms. Chandler... or should I say, Minister? Please, sit. Tea? I took the liberty of ordering Earl Grey for both of us."

Alice ignored the hand, sliding into the seat opposite.

"Who are you? What do you want?"

Abdullah sat back, his beady eyes twinkling with amusement.

"I am at your service, madam. A businessman, much like yourself. And what I want is a partnership between the two of us. Something that I hope we will find mutually beneficial, of course."

He slid a tablet across the table, unlocked to a gallery of images and videos, dozens more from her trysts, timestamps, locations, even audio snippets of her breathy pleas: "Harder, Daddy." Alice's face paled, but she didn't flinch. 

"This is extortion. What’s to stop me calling the police right now and putting a stop to this charade?"

"Extortion is such an ugly word," Abdullah replied smoothly, his voice cultured, almost avuncular. " Extortion is when I demand money from you. Have I demanded anything from you?”

She stared back at him implacably, arrogantly even. He stored the look on her face away for use in the future.

“Think of it as leverage in negotiation. You have power in Westminster; I have interests that could benefit from... insight. In return, your dirty little secrets remain buried."

Their battle of wills ignited there, in that booth, two predators circling. Alice was clever and manipulative, used to dominating rooms with her height, her intellect, her unyielding aggression. But this time it felt different, dangerous somehow. Even this mundane, brightly-lit cafe there was an ominous atmosphere that she couldn’t quite place.

"You have no idea who you're dealing with," she hissed, leaning forward. "I could have you deported by morning."

Abdullah chuckled softly, completely unfazed.

"And risk this going public? Your career in ashes, your husband divorcing you penniless, your 'family values' exposed as farce? No, Minister. You are vulnerable here. I hold the cards."

He pushed gently at first, establishing rules with the politeness of a boardroom deal. 

"Our communications will be discreet, encrypted apps only. No police, no allies; any breach, and the first leak hits the tabloids. I’m not demanding anything from you, notice. Simple courtesies, yes?"

Alice's mind raced, weighing the scales, comply and suffer this indignity privately, or resist and watch her empire crumble? Public tragedy was certain ruin, scandal, divorce, and probable poverty. She nodded curtly, a small concession, but Abdullah savoured it like fine wine, the flicker of resentment in her eyes, the tight set of her jaw. He could almost read her thoughts: This far, but no further. Oh, how he loved proving them wrong.

“But what is it you want? Not money, presumably?”

Alice had half hoped it was money before the meeting. Money was easy and untraceable. She could speak to any number of wealthy men who actually wanted to give her money.

"As you correctly have ascertained, I have no need or indeed interest in your money. I can absolutely assure you that I have no interest in your destruction either," he continued, lying with practised ease. "You are valuable alive, in power. This is business, nothing more. One assignment, that's all. Then we're even."

She eyed him warily. She had lived long enough in the world of politics to know that nobody did anything for nothing, there was always a price to be paid. But in all honesty what were her options? Usually in these sorts of confrontations she held the majority of the cards, if not all of them. But here and right now, she realised that she held none of them. It was a strange almost frightening feeling. This is what it must feel like to be vulnerable? She made herself lift her chin slightly to look down he nose at him.

"What assignment?"

"Information," he said mildly as if the request was entirely natural between two people who hadn’t met more than twenty minutes ago. "Government strategies on organized crime, anti-gang policies, task forces targeting immigrant networks. Nothing that compromises national security, merely... market intelligence for my enterprises."

It sounded reasonable, almost. Alice rationalised it in her mind, he was a criminal, after all. Nothing more, or less, that that.

What’s your name?” She asked, fairly sure that he wouldn’t reveal himself to her. She was almost looking forward to seeing a little doubt, a flash of fear in those calm, dark eyes.

“My name is Abdullah Aziz, Minister. I flatter myself that you might have heard of me...especially in your line of work?”
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I arrive at the café ten minutes early. It’s a small, unremarkable place near Westminster Bridge complete with harsh fluorescent lighting, and chipped Formica tables, the kind of anonymous  spot where civil servants and their masters come to plot and to gossip in private . No one looks twice at a short, overweight Pakistani man in a plain wool coat sipping black tea. Which is exactly what I want.

I choose the corner booth, back to the wall, facing the door. Old habits still die hard. The waitress brings me my order. I sit, hands folded over my stomach, and wait. She arrives at exactly 14:00, as instructed. Alice Chandler. Six feet of blonde arrogance wrapped in a navy power suit, heels that click on the racked tiled floor. Her eyes scan the room. Sharp and predatory which is entirely in keeping with her character, until they land on me. For a fraction of a second her expression flickers, first with surprise, then distaste, then calculation. Plainly she expected more but she recovers quickly. I’ve seen her type of reaction so many times in my life now that it shouldn’t register, but it always does.

She slides into the booth opposite me without waiting for an invitation. No handshake. No pleasantries. Straight to business which, despite its obvious lack of civility, is a trait that I quite admire.

“Who are you?” she asks, voice low and cold. “What do you want?”

I smile. Small and polite. The smile I use when I know that I’m quite certain to get what I want.

“I am at your service, madam,” I say, prolonging the lie that she is somehow still the mistress of the forthcoming conversation. “A businessman, much like yourself. Please, have some tea? I ordered Earl Grey. It’s what you drink in the mornings, isn’t it? Two sugars, no milk.”

Her jaw tightens. She doesn’t touch the cup. She’s already doing the mental arithmetic, how much do I know? How deep does this go? I can almost hear the gears turning behind those blue eyes. I slide the tablet across the table. It’s unlocked, screen already glowing with the gallery. I tap once. The first photo comes into view,  her in the hotel room, cheerleader skirt rucked up, young man’s handprint red on pale skin, her mouth open in that perfect, private moment of surrender. 

She doesn’t gasp, she doesn’t flinch either, which I like. But I see it, the pupils dilating, the faint tremor in the hand that stays perfectly flat on the table. Control cracking, just a hairline fracture. I have sat in literally hundreds of these sorts of discussions and I have a very well developed sense of recognition. It’s particularly enjoyable in situations like this, an arrogant Christian woman being forced to face up to reality. I study her further while she searches for a response.

“This is extortion,” she says finally, trying to sound threatening and in control at the same time.

“"Extortion is such an ugly word," Extortion is when I demand money from you. Have I demanded anything from you?”

I lean back, letting my voice stay soft, cultured, almost kind “Think of it as leverage in negotiation. You have power in Westminster; I have interests that could benefit from... insight. In return, your dirty little secrets remain buried."

She leans forward. Tall, even seated. Trying to use her height, her presence, the way she’s used it in the Commons for years.

“You have no idea who you’re dealing with,” she hisses. “I could have you deported by morning.”

I chuckle at her clumsy threat; quiet, warm, the sound of a man who has heard this threat many times before and to whom it presents no fear. Instead I carefully explain, as if she didn’t already know, that my photographs and my videos of which I have several more, will be the end of her career and more than probably the end of her comfortable, married life. In return I receive a slow, almost arrogant nod of the head. I have to resist the urge to clap and smile. She is mine although she doesn’t yet know to what depths I’m going to make her sink to.

Silence stretches between us. I watch her mind work. She’s clever, I’ll give her that. She hasn’t broken down in tears or shrieked hysterically. Instead I can see her calculating probabilities, weighing risks, and searching for exits. But she doesn’t find one, I know that because there isn’t one to find. So I decide that  now is a good time to set the ground rules. Politely and professionally as if we were engaged in a contract negotiation. Which I suppose we are in effect.

"Our communications will be discreet, encrypted apps only. No police, no allies; any breach, and the first leak hits the tabloids. I’m not demanding anything from you, notice. Simple courtesies, yes?"

Her lips press into a thin line. Resentment flickers across her face, beautiful, really. I savour it. The first realisation on her part that I have every angle covered and that. Quite clearly, I’m a professional and not some low-life thug.

“I can absolutely assure you that I have no interest in your destruction either, you are valuable alive, in power. This is business, nothing more. One assignment, that's all. Then we're even."

She doesn’t believe me of course. Not entirely, that’s because she’s a smart woman, an educated woman with well-developed political antennae.

“One assignment,” I say, raising a finger for emphasis. “That’s all. Then we’re even.”

She studies me. Searching for the lie. She finds it, but she has no leverage to call it out. Both of us know that professional blackmailers don’t stop at one successful assignment. Both of us know that she has run out of options.

“What assignment?” she asks at last.

I tell her. Nothing dramatic. Just information. Government strategies on organised crime, task forces, surveillance priorities, upcoming operations against East End networks. “Market intelligence,” I call it. I sound eminently reasonable. Almost respectable.

She hesitates. I can see the inner war, comply and preserve the facade, or refuse and watch everything burn. Public scandal. Divorce. Poverty. Prison, perhaps, if things escalate. The scales tip. I enjoy her self-doubt and personal turmoil very much. The first steps in the war which will end in the bitch’s total destruction. She nods curtly, just once, but once is enough. I smile again, warm, reassuring in that way that have, the one I practise in my shaving mirror.

“Excellent. We’ll arrange the drop. Discreet. Professional. You’ll see, this can be civilised.”

I rise first, leaving cash on the table for the tea she never drank.

“Until next time, Ms. Chandler.”

“What’s your name?” She asks, a question that I must admit I had been looking forward to ever since she sat at my table

“My name is Abdullah Aziz,  Minister. I flatter myself that you might have heard of me...especially in your line of work?”

Corny of course and another reply practised in front of the mirror. But it has the effect that I’m after, she doesn’t reply. She doesn’t need to. The look in her eyes says enough: resentment, fury, and buried deep beneath the tough exterior, the first faint trace of fear. I drink it in, filing it away in my personal recollection bank for future reference. I stand and collect my coat from the back of my chair. She won’t meet my gaze. With a smile I walk out into the January drizzle, coat collar up, feeling the familiar heat of victory in my chest. The first boundary has been well and truly crossed. And there are so many more to come.

The drop was arranged for January 20, in a quiet park near the Thames. Alice arrived with a USB drive tucked in her palm, classified memos she'd accessed through her Home Office clearance, detailing Met operations against East End syndicates. Her contact was a nondescript man in a trench coat. It was Tariq, though she didn't know his name. She handed it over wordlessly, her heart pounding, and then walked away, telling herself it was done. She’d kept her end of the deal and it was over.

But of course, Abdullah had planned far in advance. The quiet, anonymous drop off was anything but.  Hidden, state of the art cameras well hidden in the trees captured every frame. The very famous MP, immediately identifiable despite her headscarf and dark glasses delivering state secrets to a known associate of a crime lord. He had to smile at her naivety, handing over something identifiable such as a pen wrapped in a plastic bag was bound to have some of her DNA on it. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 13


[image: ]


For over a week after the drop, nothing happened. No messages on the encrypted app. No anonymous envelopes. No whispers in the corridors of power. I checked my phone obsessively, heart skipping every time it buzzed with a parliamentary alert or a text from Reginald about dinner plans. Was that it? Had the bastard got what he wanted and vanished back into whatever hole he crawled from? I allowed myself a sliver of hope. Perhaps one betrayal was enough for him. Perhaps I could bury this and move on, redouble my efforts on the crime bill, climb higher without looking back.

But doubt gnawed at me like a persistent itch. Who was he, really? Abdullah Aziz. The name echoed in my thoughts during late-night briefings and early-morning runs through Kensington Gardens. I couldn't let it lie. Knowledge was power and might provide me with some sort of desperately needed leverage against the little bastard. So I researched him, quietly, methodically, drawing on every resource at my disposal without raising any unwanted alarms.

It started with discreet inquiries to my contacts in the Home Office, off the record chats over coffee, phrased as casual interest in "emerging threats." A senior Met detective, one I'd backed for promotion, fed me scraps; Aziz was a major player in the system if not the major player, linked to East End operations but never pinned down. "Drugs, trafficking, laundering, but his lawyers are sharks, and half our leads evaporate before we can even begin investigating them."

I dug deeper, accessing classified databases through my ministerial clearance, nothing traceable, just "routine reviews" of anti-crime strategies. Reports trickled in, INTERPOL red notices from the early 2000s, tying him to Pakistani smuggling rings. MI5 dossiers hinting at money flows to offshore havens, bribes to officials. A redacted file from the Serious Organised Crime Agency painted him as a kingpin, his empire touching heroin routes from Afghanistan, human cargo from Eastern Europe, even cyber ops for ransom ware. The police and secret services were "very interested," as one memo understated it, surveillance ops ongoing, but thwarted by leaks and legal walls.

Public sources yielded more horror, buried news articles from the 2010s about unsolved murders in Whitechapel, whispers in financial blogs about "the Midget Moghul" laundering through all sorts of Pakistani businesses. I cross-referenced with parliamentary library archives, even old Hansard debates where backbenchers railed against "immigrant crime lords" without naming names. The picture emerged, mounting like a tidal wave, Aziz wasn't just an ordinary criminal; he was the architect of an underworld crime wave, untouchable, with tentacles in every vice that plagued my "clean streets" mantra.

My horror grew with each revelation. I'd handed secrets to this man, details on task forces targeting his very networks. If it came out... treason. Prison. The end of everything. Reginald would divorce me in a heartbeat, leaving me penniless. The twins would be scandals' and my career would be dust. What should I do to keep my involvement secret? The question haunted my sleepless nights. First, compartmentalise no notes, no digital trails, delete search histories obsessively, use burners for any further "business." Deny everything if cornered; play the victim of a deep fake smear if those photos surfaced.

But prevention was the key. I considered anonymous tips to friends and colleagues in MI5, point them at Aziz without linking back to me, but the risk was too high; what if they traced the pen drop? No, better to lie low, fulfil any further "assignments" minimally, gather my own leverage. Perhaps bug our next meeting, record him admitting blackmail. Or cultivate insiders in his world, everyone has a price. But deep down, I knew the truth, he held every advantage. One wrong move, and my house of cards collapsed. For now, I waited, researched in shadows, and prayed the silence held. 

Eight days of silence had lulled Alice into a fragile sort of calm. The USB drop had been the only demand, and no consequences followed, no leaks, no further contacts, no sign that Abdullah Aziz even remembered her name. She began to rationalise, perhaps he truly needed only that one piece of intelligence. Perhaps the blackmail was a bluff, or at least a one-off transaction. She threw herself into work, drafting tougher sentencing guidelines, pushing for more resources against organized crime, with renewed vigour, as if normalcy could erase the stain. Then, on a Tuesday evening, as she sat in her Westminster office reviewing constituency mail, the encrypted app chimed. A single message from the number she now knew by heart.

"Minister. A small additional favour. Collect a package from a locker at King's Cross Station (details attached). Deliver it personally to 47 Archway Road, N19 5JL, North London. Tonight, 21:00. Plain clothes, no driver. Discretion appreciated. This concludes our business."

Attached to the message were a locker number, the combination, and a photo of a nondescript black holdall. Alice stared at the screen, pulse accelerating. Refusal surged first, instinctive, furious. This wasn't "information." This was courier work. Smuggling by another term. She typed back immediately.

"Absolutely not. Our agreement was one assignment. This crosses every line."

His reply came within minutes, "Our agreement is fluid, Minister. The material remains in my possession. One photo to a select journalist, and your career ends by morning. The package is harmless merchandise, business samples. Refuse, and we test how harmless your secrets are."

She paced the office, door locked, blinds drawn. Her mind raced through options, alert security services anonymously? Impossible without explaining the USB. Destroy the evidence? He had copies. Go to the police? Professional and personal suicide. The calculation was unforgiving, comply and risk escalation in private, or refuse and invite public catastrophe. She would probably serve prison time for the state secrets alone. She messaged back.

"What is in the package?"

"Curiosity is unbecoming, Ms. Chandler. It is merchandise. Nothing that concerns you. Deliver it, and we are done."

She refused twice more, each time met with calm escalation: a single attached thumbnail of her in the cheerleader outfit, time stamped, ready to send. The polite facade never cracked, his messages remained courteous, almost businesslike: 

"I regret the necessity, but compliance ensures mutual benefit. I would appreciate your compliance in this matter. If you would be so kind..."

By 20:15, exhaustion and terror won. She replied.

"Fine. I will do it. But this is the last time."

"Excellent choice. Safe travels."

She changed in her office bathroom wearing a pair of blue jeans, a dark coat, and a scarf to obscure her face and then drove her own car to King's Cross. The station was busy even at night, commuters, tourists, the hum of announcements. Locker 47 was in a quiet bank near the platforms. Combination: 19-05-76. The black holdall inside was heavier than expected, solid, no give. She didn't open it. She zipped her coat over it, slung it over her shoulder like weekend luggage, and walked out, heart in her throat.

The drive to Archway was forty minutes through what remained of the rush-hour. Every red light felt like exposure; every glance from another driver, suspicion. She parked two streets away, walked the last block on foot. Number 47 was a nondescript terraced house, lights off, curtains drawn. She knocked once. The door opened a crack; a gloved hand took the bag without a word. Door closed. Done.

She drove home in silence, knuckles white on the wheel. Unbeknownst to her, the entire journey had been documented; hidden cameras at the station locker captured her retrieval and her nervous escape from the station. Traffic cams along the route tracked her car; a discreet operative with a long-lens in Archway filmed the handoff. Micro-transmitters in the bag's lining logged location data. Every frame, every timestamp, stored securely in Abdullah's servers, another layer of undeniable leverage. In his Essex study, Abdullah reviewed the footage over a glass of rather nice Port. He smiled at her tense posture, the careful glances, the moment she hesitated before knocking. Another boundary crossed. Another small and yet exquisite victory. Perhaps she thought it was the last time? It wasn’t.
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The encrypted app chimed again during a late Commons vote on border security amendments. Alice slipped her phone from her pocket under the bench, heart already sinking.

"Minister. Time to expand our acquaintance. Join me this Friday evening at The Colonial Club, 9:00 PM. Dress code: elegant evening wear. I have arranged a gown for you, delivered to your Kensington address tomorrow. Wear the heels from the package, they’re my personal favourites. We will appear as companions. Discretion assured; the clientele is most selective. This is business, nothing more. “

She stared at the message, bile rising. The Colonial Club, some sort of horrible “gentleman’s club” she presumed. She had never set foot inside before, but now she was being summoned as mere arm candy for a shady crimeboss. Who else was going to be there? It didn’t matter. Refusal wasn't an option anymore. The USB drop, the Archway delivery, nothing more had been said but each had added layers of evidence that could bury her. Espionage charges alone carried years of prison. She messaged back a curt "Understood," then spent the next two days in quiet fury, researching escape routes that led nowhere.

The gown arrived in a plain black box, no sender, just tissue paper and a note, "Wear as instructed. Heels mandatory." It was stunning, deep emerald silk, low-cut bodice, short skirt that clung to her curves, slit high on one thigh. Expensive, tasteful, yet unmistakably designed to display rather than empower. The heels were glossy black, six-inch stilettos that would make her tower even higher. She tried it on alone in her bedroom while was Reginald away on business, and felt the transformation, from commanding MP to some man’s trophy.

Friday night, she arrived by taxi at the black door off Berkeley Square. A doorman nodded once and ushered her inside. But was there also a knowing smirk on his otherwise expressionless face?  The foyer was all mahogany and soft gold light. Abdullah waited at the foot of the grand staircase, diminutive in a tailored charcoal suit, gold cufflinks catching the chandelier glow. He smiled up at her, the height difference between the two of them absurd,  even barefoot she would have topped him; in these heels, she loomed nearly a foot and a half taller.

"Ms. Chandler," he said politely, offering his arm. "You look quite exquisite."

She took it, she had to for the optics, feeling the comical mismatch as they ascended together. Her heels clicked sharply; his steps were soft, measured. Heads turned in the main lounge: financiers, politicians, foreign dignitaries, all men of power, lounging on chesterfields with cigars and crystal tumblers. And all the women, beautiful, poised, unmistakably well-bred, circulating in designer gowns, serving drinks, and laughing at jokes, were white. Alice recognised one from other occasions, a viscount's daughter she'd met at charity galas, now perched on a Pakistani man’s lap, her smile brittle. Another, a former barrister known for her fierce advocacy, knelt to refill the glass of a tall black man, her eyes downcast.

The degradation was subtle at first, whispers, touches, the casual way the men summoned them like staff. Then less subtle, a red-haired aristocrat in pearls being led upstairs by the ear by two laughing male guests, her expression resigned. A tall brunette in sapphire silk forced to pose for photos while a hand slipped up under her dress and cupped a buttock possessively. Alice's stomach twisted. These were her peers, white, Christian, British, upper-class women, reduced to ornaments and playthings in this gilded cage. Abdullah guided her to a private alcove, velvet curtains half-drawn. He ordered champagne. "Observe," he murmured, voice low and commanding. 

"These women once believed themselves untouchable. But they are weak in the way that so many women of their kind are.  Debts, secrets, poor choices... now they serve me and others whom I instruct them to serve.  But they are treated well enough. Luxuriously, even in some cases. As you will be... if you continue to cooperate. So far you have pleased me, perhaps that routs would be best as far as you are concerned, Minister."

She stared at the scene, the height difference making her feel exposed, towering over him like a statue beside a gnome. Photographers, discreet, club-approved, snapped occasional shots from the shadows as if the spectacle they were recording for posterity really was a debutante ball. It could be comical, yes. For example the short, balding kingpin with his statuesque blonde, British companion. But the humour was cruel, a visual reminder of inversion, purposefully created by Aziz who knew for a fact that people wouldn’t be laughing at him.

"You parade me like this to humiliate me," she whispered angrily.

"I think of it more as introducing you to your new reality, Minister." His smile was almost paternal. "My world is not so different from yours. Power is power. You are used to be in charge, but now you serve. It’s a situation that pleases me I have to admit."

She sipped the champagne, and although she could tell it was very expensive it tasted vile in her mouth. Around them, the degradation continued,  a former debutante now dancing on a low stage to soft jazz, her gown slipping; another whispering compliance into a guest's ear. Alice watched, horrified, understanding dawning, this was her future if she resisted. A slow slide into the same velvet trap. Abdullah smiled across at her and raised his glass.

"To new acquaintances."

She clinked it mechanically, eyes on the room, mind racing. The first public appearance was complete. And in this selective, discreet society, the line between companion and captive had just blurred forever.
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As I stood in the opulent foyer of the Colonial Club, my arm looped through Abdullah Aziz's, the internal war raged my chest,  fierce, unrelenting, threatening to tear me apart from the inside. On the surface, I was the picture of composure as I always was in these social situations, my chin high and my eyes scanning the room with calculated detachment, who was here tonight that may be of some use to me? But not this time, this time was different. The distinctive emerald gown was hugging my curves like a second skin, but beneath it all  every fibre of my being screamed in protest. How had I, Alice Chandler, the rising star destined for Number 10, been reduced to this? Paraded like a trophy on the arm of a man I despised, a short, balding Pakistani criminal who embodied everything I had built my career fighting against.

The conflict was so painful. First, the betrayal of my principles. I had spent years railing against immigrants like him, "flooding our streets with dirt," I'd thundered in speeches that won me safe seats and adoring crowds. Tough on crime, tough on the causes,  that was my motto, the firm smack of right-wing leadership. Yet here I was, aiding and abetting the very scourge I decried. The USB drop had been bad enough, a momentary lapse, rationalised as survival. The Archway delivery was a deeper cut somehow, the weight of that black holdall and what was potentially inside it still weighing heavily in my mind. 

But this... this public charade? It mocked my entire philosophy. As we ascended the staircase, his plump hand patting mine in mock affection. What would my constituents think, the rural families who voted for me to protect their way of life? What would I think of myself, if I dared look too closely in the mirror? Then there was the personal revulsion, the visceral clash of egos. I was six feet tall, athletic, beautiful, a woman who commanded rooms with a glance, who crushed rivals without remorse. 

He was, on the other hand, physically comical. Barely five-foot-four, overweight, balding, with that smug, infuriating gold-toothed smile. In these six-inch black leather heels he'd insisted on, I simply towered over him, our mismatched silhouettes drawing subtle smirks from the lounge's patrons. It humiliated me, this sort or role reversal. I was used to being the dominant force, the one who bent others to my will through strategy and sheer force of personality. Now, I was the accessory, dolled up in this party-girl dress that exposed more than it concealed, my full breasts and elegant figure on display for his "selective society, " who were by and large foreign muck like him. 

The slit in the skirt rode up with every step, forcing me to adjust discreetly, each movement a reminder of my vulnerability. He had probably spent a long time having it designed so that it humiliated me like this. I knew it thrilled him, this dominion over a woman like me, white, Christian, aristocratic by breeding. And that knowledge fuelled my rage,  how dare he, this immigrant upstart, reduce me to his lady in waiting?

Deeper still lurked the fear, the gnawing terror that this was just the beginning. As we settled into the alcove, champagne flute in hand, I watched the women around us, high-class, well-bred British ladies like myself, now degraded into servants. The viscount's daughter, her laughter too bright as she perched nervously on a financier's knee; the barrister, eyes hollow as she refilled glasses with trembling hands. I recognised their pedigrees, their accents, their poise, and saw my own reflection in their downfall. Was this my fate? A slow erosion, favour by favour, until I was one of them? 

The conflict tore at me, part of me wanted to bolt, to expose everything and burn it all down in a blaze of righteous fury. But the pragmatic side, the ruthless calculator that had propelled me through Westminster's snake pit, whispered warnings. Exposure meant ruin, there was absolutely no doubt about that, it was guaranteed. The photos and the videos alone would be enough. Even being photographed arm in arm here with London’s most notorious gangster would be almost impossible to laugh off as something innocent and misconstrued.

And the inevitable result would be divorce from Reginald, leaving me penniless; my twins ostracised socially, my stellar career destroyed for sure, perhaps even prison for treason. Private suffering versus public catastrophe. I weighed it endlessly, arguments backwards and forwards in my mind like a brutal debate. Comply, and retain power, climb higher, perhaps even turn the tables one day. Resist, and lose everything I'd clawed for.  The thought of it repulsed me, yet it lingered, a treacherous whisper amid the storm. Abdullah's world was pulling me in remorselessly. I clinked my glass to his, smile fixed like a mask. "To new acquaintances," he said, without a trace of irony.
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As Abdullah guided Alice through the throng of the Colonial Club's main lounge, his arm possessively around her waist, the erotic tension was almost palpable, thick, intoxicating and impossible to ignore. The air hummed with low laughter and clinking glasses, but beneath it pulsed a darker current, the subtle brush of bodies, the lingering glances that stripped away layers without a word. Alice felt exposed in the emerald gown, its silk whispering against her skin with every step, the high slit exposing the long line of her thigh, the low bodice straining against her full breasts as she moved. The unfamiliar heels forced her hips to sway in a rhythm that felt unnaturally seductive, her towering height only amplifying the display. 

“Smile politely, Minister,” he whispered to her from the side of his mouth. “You’re here to be paraded and observed, not to open the new wing of a children’s hospital,”

She flushed slightly but complied. The two circulated slowly, Abdullah nodding to acquaintances,  a Saudi oil baron here, a Russian oligarch there, all eyes flicking to Alice with appraising hunger. She tried very hard to keep her expression neutral, a mask of aloof elegance, but inside, the conflict simmered even hotter. Her body trying to ignore his increasingly creepy hands that had begun to paw at her. Had she been almost anywhere else she would have slapped his ugly brown face and moved calmly on. 

Then, amid the swirl of gowns and tuxedos, Alice's gaze locked on a familiar face, or rather, a caricature of one. Alice could barely believe her eyes if she was honest. There, carrying a tray of canapés through the crowd was Isabell Lang. The once-formidable entrepreneur, a generous donor to Alice's early campaigns, now reduced to a humiliating spectacle in an absurd uniform, the elegant, formal grey dress clashing horribly with the glittering pink stilettos and the enormous pink ostrich-feathered headdress that bobbed like a ludicrous crown. 

Isabell's sharp green eyes met Alice's across the room, widening in recognition. A flicker of shock, then shared horror, Isabell, who had once written six-figure checks for "British values" rallies, now serving hors d'oeuvres to the very men she'd abused in private. Alice felt a jolt of empathy mixed with dread. That's me, if I falter, she realised with a sudden stab of clarity. Isabell paused mid-step, tray trembling slightly, her poised facade cracking just enough for Alice to see the raw humiliation beneath. The mutual gaze lingered too long, a silent acknowledgment of fallen women in this den of wolves. Alice could feel a tear in the corner of her eye.

The moment dissolved as Abdullah steered Alice closer to a cluster of guests, three smirking foreign gentlemen lounging on a sofa, their eyes raking over her like she was the evening's prime exhibit. 

"Gentlemen," Abdullah announced with polished charm, "allow me to introduce my companion, Ms. Alice Chandler. A woman of considerable... influence."

The men chuckled, their amusement laced with mockery at the comical pairing, the towering blonde goddess on the arm of their squat, physically unprepossessing host. Alice forced a smile, but as she turned to greet them, Abdullah's hand slid lower, deliberately, possessively. In full view of the group, his fingers cupped her backside through the thin silk of her dress, squeezing firmly for a quick, shocking moment that sent an electric jolt straight to her core. The invasion was blatant, his grip firm and unyielding, kneading the curve of her flesh just long enough to make her breath catch in her throat involuntarily. Her cheeks flushed as the men on the sofa guffawed their obvious approval.

He released, only to follow with a light pat on her bottom, patronising rather than painful, almost playful in fact, like disciplining a wayward puppy. The sound was faint but audible in the lull of conversation, a soft smack that drew knowing grins from the watchers. The financiers exchanged amused glances, one murmuring, "Quite the handful, Aziz," while another raised his glass in mock salute. Their amusement was obvious, eyes gleaming with schadenfreude at her expense, the powerful white woman reduced to a plaything, her statuesque form trembling slightly under the assault.

“Didn’t that fat-arsed bitch used to be a British MP or something,” enquired one of the men lazily?

“I know that they all look the same in this place, old chap, but I rather think that she still is some of MP,” replied another with a slight snigger.

“Good grief!” Spluttered the third.

Alice’s face burned a bright, humiliating red. She doubted if she’d ever been quite so ashamed in her entire life. The clear and deliberate violation, humiliation at the public display, and worst of all, the erotic undercurrent that permeated the entire room. How dare he touch me like that? Her mind screamed. She wanted to slap his hand away, to storm out and damn the consequences, but the calculation held her frozen in place. Exposure, ruin and the end of her ascent awaited her. Instead, she straightened, forcing a laugh that sounded false even to her ears, playing the role of willing companion while her body burned with humiliation. Abdullah leaned in. 

"See how they envy me?" he whispered, voice laced with dark satisfaction. "You are mine to show, Minister. And the night is still young."

As Abdullah guided Alice deeper into the heart of the Colonial Club’s main lounge, the crowd parted around them, every eye flicking to the mismatched pair, the towering blonde MP in emerald silk and the short, balding Pakistani who owned the room without ever having to labour the point. The erotic tension between them thickened with every step, his hand resting low on her back, fingers occasionally brushing the curve of her ass through the thin fabric, a reminder of the earlier grope that still burned on her skin. 

Then she began to see them, faces she knew, not from tabloid photos or parliamentary corridors, but from her own past life. People who had once sat at her table, written cheques for her campaigns, toasted her ambition at black-tie fundraisers. Now they were here, guests of Abdullah’s corrupt empire, their presence a silent indictment of how far the mighty could fall, or how deeply the corruption ran. Surely they knew who their generous host for the evening was...didn’t they? Surely they could see, as Alice could now, that their association with a criminal like Aziz could only harm them?

They two of them passed a low armchair near the fireplace where Lord Peyton lounged, silver-haired and still patrician at sixty-eight, a glass of vintage Armagnac in one hand. He had been a major donor during Alice’s first parliamentary campaign. Over £250,000 funnelled through a family trust, delivered with a handshake and a promise of “continued support for traditional values.” Now he sat with a young Eastern European hostess draped across his lap, her fingers tracing the buttons of his shirt while he laughed at some private joke. 

Why was he here? Peyton’s retail empire had quietly collapsed under the weight of sanctions violations and money-laundering probes, probes that mysteriously vanished after certain payments changed hands. Abdullah had been the silent partner who made the problems disappear in exchange for loyalty and access. Tonight, Peyton was repaying that debt with presence, influence, and the occasional discreet favour in the House of Lords. When his eyes met Alice’s, he offered a slow, knowing nod, neither surprise nor shame, just the quiet recognition of shared compromise. A gentleman successfully playing the game for his own ends.

Further along stood Dame Margaret Ellison, former Permanent Secretary at the Home Office, knighted for “services to public administration.” Alice had met her several times at policy dinners and had always impressed by the woman’s fortitude and impeccable grooming. Tonight, Margaret wore a midnight-blue gown that looked good on her still-elegant figure, but she was not mingling as an equal. She carried a silver tray of champagne flutes, offering them to guests with practiced grace. Her true role couldn’t have been more obvious if she had been wearing a black and white maid outfit and a mob cap,

The reason for her presence was simple, and devastating. Margaret had been caught in a honey-trap operation years earlier, photographed in a Dubai hotel with a Russian businessman, images that would have ended her career and her marriage. A friend had bought those on her behalf to keep them secret. But Abdullah had somehow acquired the incriminating images and then offered a deal, silence in exchange for occasional “consultations” on policy direction. Margaret had accepted. She still held her title, still sat on advisory boards, but every few months she came here to serve drinks and smile, a living reminder that even the most powerful civil servants could be leashed.

At a poker table in the alcove, Sir Rupert Caldwell, the former chairman of a major defence contractor dealt cards with theatrical flair. He had once been a fixture at Alice’s constituency events, a bluff, jovial man who’d pledged to fund youth programmes in her rural seat. Now his laugh was a little too loud, his eyes glassy from cognac. Rupert’s company had been on the brink of insolvency after a string of failed contracts and insider-trading allegations. Abdullah had stepped in with an “investment” through a series of shell companies, keeping the firm afloat in exchange for information on MoD procurement and quiet lobbying for certain overseas sales licences. Tonight, Rupert played cards with two of Abdullah’s guests, losing his master’s money deliberately in order to make them happy.

The final familiar face hit Alice the  hardest. Lady Beatrice Worthington, the favourite daughter of an earl, former socialite, and one-time patron of the same “family values” charities Alice had championed stood on the small stage near the bar, swaying gently to the music. Her crimson gown was slit to the thigh, and her wrists were loosely bound with black silk ribbon, a performative restraint rather than then a disciplinary one, that drew appreciative murmurs from the crowd. 

Beatrice had once hosted Alice at weekend house parties in Gloucestershire, discussing education policy over tea. Her own downfall had been quieter, a gambling addiction that spiralled into seven-figure debt. Abdullah had paid it off and then converted the obligation into a long-term contract. Beatrice now appeared at the club several nights a month, part hostess, part entertainment, her aristocratic poise a fragile veneer over quiet surrender. Yet another living example of how far and how vindictive Abdullah Aziz’s reach was.

Alice watched them all, people who had once been mirrors of her own ambition, now reflections of what she might become. Each one a cautionary tale, each one proof that Abdullah’s reach extended into every area of British power. The realisation settled in her stomach like lead. This wasn’t about chance, she realised, the whole show, her attendance here and the people that she knew and just happened to bump into was all a part of a carefully stage-managed production. This was about explaining her place to her. How insignificant she really was in the entire ecosystem of influence she had fondly believed herself mistress of.

Abdullah stretched across and murmured into her ear. “You see, Minister? No one is untouchable. Not them. Not you, not anyone in fact.” His hand slid down again, cupping her bottom again for a lingering second before delivering another light, possessive pat, right in front of Peyton, who raised his glass in an amused, ironic salute. Alice’s breath caught, heat flooding her face. Rage, shame and humiliation warred inside her. She wanted to run. She wanted to scream. Instead, she lifted her chin, met the room’s collective gaze, and smiled the superior smile she had perfected in the Commons.
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Abdullah continued to parade Alice through the dimly lit corridors of the Colonial Club in order to show her off to his friends and associates, his  hand remained low on her back, fingers occasionally drifting downward in possessive little strokes that made her skin prickle with shame. They paused near the grand piano, where a soft jazz melody drifted like smoke. That was when Alice saw her.

Seated alone at a small marble-topped table, legs crossed with natural elegance, was Lady Serena Blackwell. Forty-five years old. Luscious chocolate skin and straight, jet-black hair. Razor-sharp cheekbones and cold, grey eyes that weighed and judged and measured everything they came into contact with. She wore a black velvet evening gown that perfectly matched her statuesque frame, the neckline plunging low enough to reveal the elegant curve of her collarbones and the diamond choker that glittered at her throat. Serena however was not serving drinks. She was not kneeling and nor was she restrained.

She was self-evidently in charge, she was surveying the room like an empress. Two young men, one dark-haired and muscular, the other blond and lithe, knelt at her feet on the polished floor. Their heads were bowed, hands clasped behind their backs. Serena’s long fingers toyed idly with the hair of the darker one while she spoke in a low, cultured voice to a small circle of male guests standing around her table. The men listened with rapt attention, laughing when she laughed, nodding when she spoke, their eyes hungry and yet deferential.

Alice’s stomach dropped. She knew Serena Blackwell intimately, not as a casual acquaintance, but as an occasional rival. Serena had been one of the first powerful women to take Alice under her wing when she first entered Parliament, invitations to private salons in Belgravia, introductions to key donors, quiet advice on how to insert herself into a man’s game. And now Serena sat here, in Abdullah’s domain, not as a victim, but as one of the predators. 

Their eyes met across the room. Serena’s gaze sharpened instantly, recognition, calculation, then something colder, almost pitying. She lifted her chin in the slightest acknowledgment, the gesture regal and dismissive at the same time. Then she crooked a finger at the blond boy at her feet. He rose immediately, obedient as a well-trained dog, and poured her another glass of champagne without being asked. Serena accepted it with a slow smile, never breaking eye contact with Alice. Abdullah followed Alice’s stare and gave a soft, appreciative hum.

“Lady Serena,” he murmured, voice rich with satisfaction. “One of my most...interesting arrangements. She came to me five years ago, not out of necessity I hasten to add, more a sense of curiosity, of common interest I suppose. As you can see she appreciates what I can do for people I like, people I respect. I value her opinion, you see. We have what you might term, a mutually symbiotic relationship. Serena doesn’t serve me, she works with me. She is... rewarded. She brings me clients. She recruits. She disciplines. And in return, she gets to keep her throne, here, in my kingdom. She still moves in your mundane little circles, still sits on charitable boards, still whispers in the right ears. But every few weeks she returns to enjoy her private pleasures.”

As if to prove his point, Serena rose gracefully from her chair. The two young men immediately flanked her, heads lowered. She walked toward Alice and Abdullah with the slow, predatory stride of a panther, hips swaying, the black velvet whispering against her long brown legs. She stopped just close enough that Alice could smell her perfume.

“Alice,” Serena said, voice smooth and as self confident as she always did. “How lovely to see you here. You’re looking... radiant.”

Her eyes flicked downward, taking in the emerald gown, the height of the heels, the way Abdullah’s hand rested possessively on Alice’s hip.

“And in such charming company,” she added, lips curving into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

Alice forced her voice steady. 

“Serena.”

Serena tilted her head, studying Alice in the way she decided if people were useful or expendable.

“You always were ambitious,” she said softly. “Be careful, darling. Your sort of ambition has a way of... reshaping you.”

She reached out, almost casually, and brushed a stray lock of blonde hair from Alice’s shoulder. The touch lingered a second too long, intimate, possessive, mocking. Then she turned to Abdullah, dipping her head in the smallest, most elegant bow.

“Mr. Aziz. Always a pleasure.”

He inclined his head, smiling.

“Lady Serena. Your presence honours us, as always.”

Serena returned to her table without another word. The two young men fell into step behind her like obedient shadows. Alice felt the room tilt. Serena had not been burnt or broken in the fire that was Abdullah Aziz. No, quite the opposite in fact, she had adapted. She had chosen survival over pride, power over principle. And now she thrived in the very shadows Alice had sworn to eradicate. 

See?” he whispered, his voice low and entirely reasonable. “Even the strongest can learn their place. The question is, Minister... will you learn quickly, like Serena? Or will you fight, like the others, until you have nothing left to fight with?”

Alice’s breath came shallow. She looked up and met Serena’s gaze one last time across the room. Serena raised her glass in silent toast. 
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Rebecca Charlton glided through the manicured quad of St. Augustine's College, Oxford, her blonde ponytail swinging to and fro with each confident step. At twenty, she was the epitome of privileged youth, tall and slender, with porcelain skin, clear green eyes, and a wardrobe sourced almost exclusively from the finest Knightsbridge boutiques. Her cashmere sweater draped perfectly over slim-fit jeans, and the subtle diamond studs in her ears, a gift from Daddy for her exam results, caught the weak February sunlight. She was studying History and Politics, acing her tutorials with the effortless charm of someone who knew the world was hers to inherit. Posh, entitled, and unapologetically so, Rebecca had been raised in the Surrey's leafy suburbs, where her family's Georgian manor hosted garden parties for Conservative grandees amid conversations about "keeping Britain British."

Her father, Sir Geoffrey Charlton, was the architect of that worldview. A high-ranking officer in Immigration Enforcement, Sir Geoffrey had risen through the ranks on a platform of zero tolerance, raids on sweatshops, deportations of over-stayers, and a personal crusade against what he called "the flood of undesirables." Racist? He would scoff at the label, preferring "realist." Rebecca had absorbed it all, the dinner table rants about "Pakistani gangs" and "African opportunists" eroding the nation's fabric. She parroted it in debates at university, earning nods from like-minded peers and eye-rolls from the "woke brigade." Deep down, she believed it; her world was superior, orderly, organised and white. Boys chased her, trust-fund heirs and other rich wastrels, but she kept them at arm's length, saving her affections for someone who matched her ambition and her pedigree.

But little did she know, her father's zeal had just painted a target on her back. It started with a routine operation. Sir Geoffrey's team had flagged a suspicious passport application for one Karim Al-Fayed, a "businessman" from Dubai with ties to questionable shipping firms. Digging deeper, they uncovered links to money laundering, nothing concrete, but enough for Geoffrey to deny the visa and tip off MI5. What he didn't know was that Al-Fayed was Abdullah Aziz's key associate, essential for smuggling a high-value heroin shipment through Rotterdam. Abdullah's empire thrived on such connections; Geoffrey's interference cost Abdullah  a cool £2 million in delayed profits and more importantly had exposed a vulnerable route.

Abdullah didn't rage. He was fortunate that the £2m was neither here nor there as far as he was concerned, it was more to do with the principle of the thing. It was time he realised, to send out a little message to Sir Geoffrey bloody Charlton and his ilk. He plotted. A quiet inquiry into Geoffrey's life revealed the weak point,  his only daughter, Rebecca, the apple of his eye. Photos from her Instagram, parties, polo matches, ski trips in Verbier, ear-marked her as the perfect tool for revenge. "Innocent," Tariq reported after tailing her for a week. "Sheltered. Ripe for the plucking."

Aziz smiled as he recognised the euphemism. In that case she would be well and truly plucked. The opportunity came on a Friday night in mid-March. Rebecca and her flatmates had acquired invites to an exclusive disco club in Soho, a throbbing den of strobe lights, bass-heavy beats, and the city's elite youth letting loose. She dressed to impress, a short silver sequined dress that hugged her lithe figure, showing off long legs toned from years of dancing and gym work, paired with strappy heels and minimal makeup to accentuate her natural beauty. "You look like a model," her roommate gushed. Rebecca laughed it off, but in her heart she knew it was true.

The club was packed, trust-fund kids, the spoiled youth of London grinding on the dance floor, bottles of champagne popping at VIP tables. Rebecca sipped a vodka martini, chatting with a group of boys from Cambridge, harmless flirting, nothing more. She didn't notice the man at the bar, lean and dark-skinned, one of Abdullah's spotters, nursing a drink while his eyes tracked her like prey. He waited until she excused herself to the ladies', then signalled a waitress, another plant, to "refresh" her drink. 

The drug was subtle, a designer cocktail of GHB and a mild hallucinogen, odourless, tasteless and fast-acting. By the time Rebecca returned to her friends, the room had begun to spin in a pleasant haze. Colours brightened; the music pulsed through her veins like liquid fire. "I feel... amazing," she giggled, downing the rest of the spiked drink without a second thought. Her inhibitions melted away, replaced by a euphoric recklessness she'd never known.

That's when they approached, three men, all black, all charming in that effortless way that made her conservative upbringing bristle even through the fog. They were Abdullah's operatives, hired muscle from his trafficking rings, clean-cut for the occasion in designer shirts and jeans, flirtatious and just dangerous enough to pique Rebecca’s interest, especially the mood she was in. "Dance with us?" the tallest one asked, his smile disarming. In her normal state, Rebecca would have sneered, walked away, her father's voice echoing slurs in her head. But the drug whispered otherwise. She nodded, letting them pull her onto the floor.

What followed was a blur, bodies pressing close, hands roaming, laughter bubbling up as the strobe lights turned everything surreal. She felt desired, alive, the centre of attention. They led her to a private booth upstairs, “let’s go and get a better view," they said. More drinks appeared. The haze deepened. Clothes loosened. Kisses turned heated, hands explored under her dress. Rebecca, lost in the chemical euphoria, didn't resist, she didn't want to if she was honest. It felt forbidden, thrilling, a rebellion against every lecture she'd endured about "staying with your own kind."

Unseen, a fourth man filmed it all, high-definition cameras hidden in the booth's walls, capturing every angle. The three men were pros, gentle at first, then escalating to dirtier acts: spankings, multiple partners at once, positions that pushed her lithe body to its limits. Rebecca moaned, begged for more, her drugged state making it seem voluntary, consensual, even eager. The footage was raw, explicit, her face clear, her cries unmistakable, her identity quite certain.

She woke the next morning in her Oxford flat, head pounding, body sore. Vague flashes of the previous night, the club, the men, the heat. Shame flooded her, had she really done that? With them? Those blacks? She checked her phone, no messages, no evidence. Just a hazy regret she buried under a hot shower and denial. "It was nothing," she told herself. "A wild night. Nothing bad actually happened, and no one knows anyway. "

But someone did know. Three days later, an anonymous email arrived in her university mail,  a video attachment, edited masterfully. The drugged haze was cut to make her look sober, enthusiastic, smiling, initiating, revelling in the "consensual" acts with the three large black men. Attached to it was a note: 

"Daddy would be so proud. Unless you want him, and everyone else in your mailing list to see this, meet at the enclosed address. Come alone."

The address was another nondescript café in London. Rebecca went, heart racing, telling no one. There, Tariq waited, tall, impassive, Abdullah's usual emissary in situations like this. He slid a tablet across, more clips, more stills, Rebecca leering drunkenly at the camera and telling everyone her name, her age and (proudly) what university college she attended. Her full name and address overlaid the images on screen. She looked at it aghast as if the screen might suddenly leap of the table top and bite her.

"What do you want?" she whispered, voice trembling, tears already dripping onto her blouse, “please give it back to me.”

Tariq smiled thinly, they all came around when presented with this sort of evidence. 

"Cooperation, that’s all. Nothing serious, your father blocked a visa for a friend of ours. You'll help fix it. Borrow his access codes, plant some files. Simple stuff for a young woman of your obvious intelligence."

She looked up sharply, the slight mocking tone in his black voice seemed to suggest that the thug, whoever he was, didn’t have much respect for women’s intelligence. Rebecca shook her head. 

"I can't do something like that! He'll find out for sure. Why don’t you just speak to him? She fumbled in her bag for her phone. “Here, look, I’ll ring him and...”

"Then the video goes viral. University forums first. Then family. Then the press, 'Immigration Chief's Daughter in Racist Hypocrisy Scandal. Imagine the furore, Miss Charlton? Imagine the impact on you and your family? Do you think your father’s career will prosper as a result of your ah...indiscretion? Or not? '"

Tariq interrupted her, his face calm, and then watched with a certain amount of pleasure as her tears welled. She was innocent obviously, drugged, trapped and now blackmailed, but who would believe her? The edit was flawless. Her family's racism would make it worse, the irony and the shame. And her racist fuck of a father would disown her. Her life, her university, friends, future, all obliterated. She shook her head slowly, broken, the reality hitting her hard.

"What do I have to do?"

Tariq leaned back. He did like dealing with smart people, even entitled white bitches like this one. It made everything so much easier in the long run.

"Good girl. As I said earlier, nothing nasty or too difficult. All we want you to do is something simple for us. One easy job and then we’re out of your hair and you can get back on with your life. It will be like nothing ever happened."

Abdullah, watching and listening with an ear-piece, was sat just around the corner of the same cafe. He smiled at the girl’s sensible capitulation.  Revenge on Sir Geoffrey would be sweet, but breaking another entitled white girl? That was quite exquisite. Rebecca Charlton, posh and pure, had just stepped into his corrupt world. And like the others, she would never leave unchanged.
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Rebecca Charlton's world slowly fractured further in the weeks following her coerced betrayal of her father. She had done as instructed, quietly slipping into daddy's home office during a weekend visit, using his carelessly left open laptop to access his Immigration Enforcement credentials. With trembling fingers, she planted the fabricated files Tariq had provided,  doctored approvals for Karim Al-Fayed's visa, backdated to make it look like her father had given his consent himself. She logged out, heart pounding, and returned to Oxford the next day, convincing herself it was over. The video would be deleted. Her life could resume, tutorials, parties, the safety of her privileged bubble.

But Abdullah Aziz had other plans. He always did. Three days after the visa cleared, Al-Fayed safely in the UK, already facilitating the delayed heroin shipment, Rebecca's phone buzzed with another anonymous message. "Well done, Bunny. Meet at the café. Now. The same one and the usual table." The nickname hit like a slap, her father's affectionate pet name for her since childhood, whispered in family photos and birthday cards. How could they have possibly known that? With a sinking feeling Rebecca realised that they probably knew an awful lot more about her than just her family pet name.

She arrived at the same nondescript London café, she’d dressed down on purpose to try and look inconspicuous, just a hoodie and a pair of jeans and boots as she faced Tariq again. He slid an envelope across the table. She opened it and took out the contents, her heart hammering. Inside were printouts of the planted files, timestamps linking back to her IP address, even CCTV stills from her father's home showing her entering the office. 

"Insurance," he said flatly. "In case you make the mistake of talking to anyone without our permission."

The images fell from her nerveless hands. The fact that they had cameras inside daddy’s study was absolutely shocking! Who were these people that she was being made to deal with? What did they want from her. Rebecca's green eyes widened with a mixture of shock and fear. 

"L...look...I did what you asked. Delete the video. Please."

The last, despairing word came out as more of a squeak than the firm demand that she’d intended. Tariq smiled at her naivety and then leaned forward, his voice a low rumble. "Mr. Aziz, my boss, appreciates your cooperation. But he requires more. A commitment. Two years at one of his businesses. Part-time, to fit your studies of course, he’s a very reasonable employee. You'll serve as a hostess. After that, freedom and all the materials destroyed. He always keeps his promises."

Her mind reeled. 

"A hostess? What does that mean? I can't...my family, my uni..."

"It means you smile, serve drinks, entertain guests. Discreetly. Weekends only, for now. Mr. Aziz isn't an animal; he understands education is important." Tariq's smile was cold. "However should you choose to refuse his kind offer then that particular video goes to Daddy first. Imagine his face? His little Bunny, his perfect little girl in such a... compromising position. Betraying his trust for God knows what reason. How do you think that would play, girl?"

Tears blurred her vision. Her conservative, racist family would never forgive her. Daddy's career would implode under the hypocrisy. Her own future, already mapped out in her head, law school, money and then politics, the life she'd been groomed for, already gone. 

"Two years?" she whispered. "And then it's over?"

Tariq nodded. "Mr. Aziz keeps his word. But during that time, you'll behave. And we'll collect a little more... material. Just in case. You’re a clever girl, you understand that, surely?"

She signed the contract that day, a nondescript document outlining her "employment" at the club, with clauses on discretion and penalties for breach. There was to be no escape, no knight in shining armour riding to her defence. Abdullah, reviewing the footage from his study, smiled. Sir Geoffrey's interference was suitably avenged, but breaking his daughter? That was the real prize. Another privileged white girl, entitled and pure, now his to mould to his own particular preferences. And the nickname "Bunny"? Perfect inspiration for her uniform.

Rebecca's first shift was the following Friday, carefully fitted around her university schedule like a noose around her neck. She took the train to London after her afternoon seminar on British Imperial History, ironic, given the colonial undertones of her new prison. The Colonial Club's back entrance was discreet; Nadia, the smirking matron cum madam, waited in the dressing room.

"Your uniform, princess," Nadia said, handing over the ensemble with theatrical flair.

Rebecca stared in horror. It was the classic Playboy bunny outfit, black satin bodysuit, plunging neckline that pushed up her modest breasts into cleavage she didn't know she had, black fishnet stockings clinging to her long legs, and fluffy white tail perched jauntily on her rear. The ears were tall and pink-lined, attached to a headband which completed the look, along with a black bowtie and white collar and cuffs. High black heels added inches she didn't need, making her feel even more exposed. "Bunny," her father called her. Now it was a cruel joke.

"This is so humiliating," Rebecca whispered mainly to herself, stripping down in the mirror. Her porcelain skin flushed as she squeezed into the suit, the satin cool against her body, hugging every curve. Nadia affixed the tail with a pin, giving it a playful swat.

"Mr. Aziz's orders. Fits your nickname, doesn't it? Now, duties, smile, serve, and flirt if asked. No touching unless they pay extra and if they do there might be a little tip in it for you, if you’re a good little girl."

Rebecca's first night blurred into a nightmare of degradation, slotted between her Saturday tutorials and Sunday essay deadlines. She emerged into the lounge at 9 PM, the bunny ears bobbing with every step, the tail twitching as she walked. Heads turned, amused chuckles from the elite patrons, financiers, MPs, foreign dignitaries. "Fresh meat," one murmured, nodding appreciatively. She carried trays of champagne, heels wobbling on the marble floor, her entitled poise crumbling under leering gazes.

Some sort of huge, eastern European man summoned her first, waving her over with a fat finger adorned in gold. "Bunny girl! Drinks for the table." She approached, tray balanced, cheeks burning as his eyes raked her from ears to tail. "Turn around, let me see the full effect." She complied, spinning slowly, the fluffy tail drawing laughs from his companions. One reached out, pinching the tail, and her backside beneath it, hard enough to make her yelp. "Mmmm, lovely, just as soft as a real bunny," he quipped. The table erupted in mockery, their amusement a kick to her belly.

Next came a group of Middle Eastern businessmen although to be honest she had no idea where they were from, they all looked the same to her. They made her pose for photos, one arm around her waist, another hand "accidentally" brushing her thigh. "Smile, Bunny," they cooed, phones flashing. Hidden cameras captured it all, more material for Abdullah's vault, her degradation documented for future leverage.

By midnight, her feet ached, her smile ached as well, but the real torment came when a British lord, someone her father might know, pulled her onto his lap. "Dance for us, little rabbit." She refused at first, voice trembling, "I...I'm just serving," but Nadia appeared like a shadow, eyes hard. "Contract says entertain, love. Do it." So she did, an awkward sway to the music, hips rolling under their stares, tears pricking her eyes as hands roamed, grabbing her tail, slapping her bottom lightly, catcalls of "Hop, Bunny, hop!"

She escaped to the backroom at 2 AM, peeling off the suit with shaking hands, the satin sticky with spilled drinks and sweat. And then back up to Oxford by dawn train, uniform hidden in her bag. She attended her Saturday seminar on Tudor politics, dark circles under her eyes and her mind replaying the night's humiliations. Essays due on Sunday, typed with numb fingers, her brain fogged by exhaustion and shame. No one suspected, “late night studying, hey?" her flatmates teased. She nodded, forcing a laugh. Being thought to be a Party Girl or even a bit of a bimbo was way preferable to the truth

Abdullah reviewed the footage that weekend, gold tooth glinting, his hand wrapped around his erect cock. Two years of this, weekends only, to preserve her "education." He smiled to himself.  He kept promises, yes. But the new material? Insurance. Rebecca Charlton, posh and broken, was now part of his collection. And if Geoffrey crossed him again? And Abdullah half-hoped that he would, well then Bunny might have to hop to his tune forever.
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Alice Chandler’s descent continued, each new demand from Abdullah Aziz a deliberate escalation, stripping away another layer of her dignity while leaving her body and mind in distress. There was no pleasure in it, none. No traitorous heat, no forbidden thrill, no secret echo of her private fetishes. Only revulsion, shame, and the hollow ache of survival. Every touch, every command, every leering gaze felt like a blow, her body remained rigid, unresponsive, a vessel forced to comply while her mind screamed in silent fury. The erotic tension she had once felt in her hidden trysts with her favourite young men was absent here, replaced by nausea, by the bitter taste of powerlessness. Abdullah knew it, and of course that knowledge only deepened his perverse satisfaction.

The first task arrived on February 10, during a Home Office briefing she barely registered. The encrypted message was clinical in its politeness,  

“Minister. A small demonstration of loyalty. Attend a private luncheon at the Dorchester Hotel today, 1 PM. Please wear the red lace lingerie set delivered by noon. Under your suit. No bra. Photographic proof required upon arrival. This is business.”

The package arrived in her office like a bomb wrapped in brown paper, crimson lace panties and garter belt, sheer and obscene. Alice locked herself in the bathroom, hands shaking as she stripped and dressed. The lace clung coldly to her skin; without a bra, her breasts felt exposed, heavy, vulnerable beneath the crisp white blouse. She snapped the required photo, face cropped out, body rigid, and sent it. No flush of arousal. Only the sick twist in her stomach.

At the Dorchester, she sat with Abdullah’s “associates,” Middle Eastern men fronting as investors, their eyes sliding over her suit as though they could see the lace beneath. She spoke of real-estate opportunities, voice steady, while they smirked and made veiled comments about “fine British assets.” She felt nothing but disgust. Every shift in her seat reminded her of the garters digging into her thighs, a constant humiliation she endured in silence. When the luncheon ended, she walked out with her head high, but inside she was hollow. Abdullah’s reply came as she reached her car.

“Proof received. Well done.”

The second task landed after a bruising Commons debate. The app chimed as she stepped into her Kensington townhouse, 

“Minister. A more personal demonstration. Visit the Canary Wharf address tonight, 10 PM. Wear the emerald gown from the Club. No undergarments. Perform a private dance for my associate. Seductive. Ten minutes minimum. Film it yourself and send. This strengthens our partnership.”

She drove in silence, the gown’s silk cold against her bare skin. No panties, no bra either, her nipples scraped against the fabric with every breath, a physical reminder of her degradation. The flat belonged to Tariq. He lounged on the sofa, Scotch in hand, eyes flat and predatory.

“Mr. Aziz sends regards,” he said. “Dance.”

Alice set up her own phone on the tripod and started the music. She moved mechanically: hips swaying, hands trailing over her body, gown slipping off one shoulder to expose the swell of her breast. There was no heat, no pulse of desire, only the sickening weight of being watched, of performing like a trained animal. Tariq’s gaze crawled over her; she felt nothing but revulsion. When the ten minutes ended, she stopped abruptly, readjusted the gown, and sent the video without a word. She left the flat like a ghost, drove home, and sat in the garage for twenty minutes before she could face going inside. Abdullah’s response, 

“Adequate. Your commitment is noted.”

The third task broke something inside her. The message arrived during a constituency surgery in Oxfordshire, 

“Minister. The pinnacle of trust. Attend the Colonial Club tonight, 11 PM. Wear the bunny uniform provided. Serve as hostess for two hours. Entertain three guests in a private salon upstairs. Full compliance. This seals our alliance. Refusal means all materials released at midnight.”

The uniform waited in the dressing room, black satin bodysuit, black fishnets, fluffy tail, ears, bowtie collar. She changed in silence, the satin cold and constricting, the tail a mocking weight on her rear. No undergarments, her body felt raw, exposed, every movement a reminder of vulnerability. She stepped into the lounge at 11, heels clicking, ears bobbing, drawing open laughter from the crowd. “The MP Bunny!” someone called. Patrons pinched her tail, slapped her bottom as she passed with trays of champagne. She felt nothing but nausea, her face a mask of forced composure.

At midnight, Abdullah summoned her upstairs to the private salon. Three men waited, Tariq, a burly Albanian enforcer, and a Nigerian businessman, all black, all tied to Abdullah’s empire. The speakerphone crackled, “Entertain them, Minister. Show your devotion.”

Alice stood frozen. This was the line she had never imagined crossing. She refused once, “I can’t” but the clock ticked toward midnight, visions of ruin flashing: headlines, divorce, prison. With a choked sound, she complied.

They surrounded her. Hands stripped the bodysuit away. Pushed to her knees, mouth and hands forced to serve, body bent and used in every position they demanded. The sickening slide of skin on skin, the weight of their bodies, the violation of every boundary she had once defended. She did not moan in ecstasy; she swallowed bile. She did not arch in surrender; she endured in rigid silence. When they finished, she was marked, sore, trembling, not from release, but from the sheer effort of holding herself together. She staggered out, uniform in tatters, body bruised but spirit still clinging to the last threads of defiance. Abdullah’s message arrived as she reached her car,

“Excellent. Our bond is sealed.”

Alice drove home in the dark, the taste of spunk still in her mouth, the weight of humiliation pressing down like a stone. Three tasks. Three layers of shame. Each more degrading than the last. And she knew, deep in her bones, that there would be more.

I sit in the dim glow of my Essex study, the fire crackling like distant applause, a glass of forbidden Scotch warming my palm. The dossier on Alice Chandler lies open on the desk, photos, transcripts and videos, but I hardly need them. They’re more like insurance. She's etched in my mind now, every detail, the six-foot tower of blonde arrogance, those piercing blue eyes that once cut through rooms now flickering with doubt when she looks at me. The full breasts straining against whatever outfit I've chosen for her, the elegant curve of her hips that screams untouchable privilege. She's mine to unravel, thread by thread, and the thought alone stirs me deeper than any whore in my brothels.

Satisfaction? It's more than that. It's a symphony, slow and deliberate, each note building to a crescendo that makes my blood hum. Women like Alice, white, Christian, bred in the heart of this empire that once crushed my ancestors, they're the pinnacle. Arrogant bitches who look down on men like me, short and brown and balding, as if we're dirt under their shoes. But now? Now she's the one bending. Not with chains or fists, too crude, too quick. No, the slow subjugation is the art. The whispers of blackmail, the escalating favours that chip away at her iron will until she's raw, exposed, begging in silence for it to stop. And it won't. Not until I've savoured every moment.

I lean back, closing my eyes, replaying the highlights. That first photo I sent, the one of her in the cheerleader uniform from years ago, bare bottom red from a boy's hand, calling him "Daddy." The irony! The family-values MP, railing against immigrants like me in Parliament, reduced to a naughty schoolgirl in seedy hotels. Sending it was the spark; watching her reaction through the hacked feed on her phone, the widening eyes, the clenched jaw,  that was the first rush. A heat pooling in my gut, my cock twitching at the thought of her panic. No need to touch myself then; the power alone was enough.

Then the café meeting. Her towering over me, trying to intimidate with her height, her beauty. But I saw the cracks, the way her voice trembled when she said "extortion." Establishing the rules, address me as Mr. Aziz, no tricks, watching her nod, resentment boiling in those blue eyes, the disdain for me and my kind etched on her face. So delicious. I imagined stripping that suit off her right there, making her kneel. But patience. The slow burn is sweeter.

The tasks, ah, the tasks. The lingerie under her suit at the Dorchester. Knowing she sat there, discussing deals with my men, her nipples hard against the blouse, lace rubbing between her legs with every shift. No pleasure for her, I could tell from the videos, rigid, disgusted. But for me? The knowledge that this powerful woman, who could have had me deported with a word, was secretly dressed like a whore on my command... it made me hard instantly. I watched the proof photo in my study that day, stroking myself slowly, imagining her humiliation as the seed of my victory.

The humiliating dance in Canary Wharf, bare under the gown, performing for Tariq like a common stripper. The video she sent,  her body moving mechanically, no spark in her eyes, just cold endurance. Perfect. I replayed it that night, my hand working faster, the sight of her, tall, proud Alice, degrading herself for a man she despised... it pushed me over the edge, hot release spilling as I whispered her name.

But the bunny night, that was the masterpiece. The uniform hugging her curves, tail bobbing as she served drinks, patrons slapping her bruised backside like she was nothing. Then upstairs, with the three men. The footage is exquisite, her on her knees, bent over, used in every way, her face a mask of revulsion, body enduring without response. I watched live from my feed, cock in hand, thrusting into my fist as they took her. The power, the absolute dominion over this white goddess, making her subjugate herself to black men from my world, the very "dirt" she preaches against... it was ecstasy. I came hard, groaning, as she broke a little more.

.The sexual pleasure? It's not in the flesh, though I could take her if I wanted. It's in the breaking. The slow corrosion of her spirit, the knowledge that this powerful white woman, who represents everything that humiliated me, now dances to my tune. Each concession is a thrust; each humiliation, a release. She's not just subjugated, she's mine. And the game? It's far from over. I set the glass down, smiling into the fire. Alice Chandler. Perhaps my greatest conquest. And the satisfaction? It's only the beginning.
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On the evening of March 3, 2026, Abdullah Aziz sent Alice the most direct message yet. No polite preamble, no veneer of “business.” Simply,  

“Tonight, 10 PM. Private entrance to the Club basement. Wear black. No jewellery. Come alone. This is not optional.”

Alice arrived at the Mayfair townhouse in a long black coat over a simple black dress, heart hammering beneath her ribs. The doorman recognised her instantly and led her through a side corridor she had never noticed before, down a narrow staircase lit only by cold LEDs. The air grew cooler, damper. Abdullah waited at the bottom, arms folded across his chest, gold teeth glinting in the dim light. He wore a dark suit, and a white shirt, no tie. For the first time, Alice saw him not as a comical figure, but as what he truly was, a man completely at ease in his power, and all the more frightening for that.

“Minister,” he greeted her with mock courtesy. “Welcome to the real heart of my operations.”

He pushed open a heavy steel door. Beyond it lay a low-ceilinged room the size of a small warehouse. Concrete floors. Harsh overhead fluorescents. A raised platform at one end, like a makeshift stage. Five folding metal chairs lined up in front of it. On the platform stood five women and girls, wrists bound loosely in front with zip-ties, heads bowed. Two men in black shirts, Abdullah’s intimidating security, stood at either end, arms crossed. Alice stopped dead. The shock hit her like ice water. Abdullah watched her face with open amusement. 

“You look surprised,” he said softly. “Did you think my business stopped at drugs and money? This is the most profitable stream. Flesh. Always in demand.”

He gestured toward the platform as though presenting art in a gallery.

“Let me introduce you to tonight’s selection.”

“On the far left is Amina, Twenty-three, Somali. Tall and willowy as you can see, once a university student in Mogadishu before civil war forced her family to flee. We promised her a cleaning job in London. Instead, as you can see, she’s here. Next to her is Nadia, nineteen, Romanian, tiny isn’t she? A former factory worker apparently who answered an advert for au pair work in the UK. The advert was fake of course.  In the middle is Jessica Porter. Isn’t she cute? She’s 21, English, and a rising flat-racing jockey. Acquired after a late-night gallop on Newmarket Heath. Drugged and bound and now here she is. I have plans for her.”

Alice looked at Abdullah, open-mouthed. He saw her stare but carried on unperturbed.

“Next to her is Pia, 26, from Syria, once a nurse in Aleppo. She crossed the Mediterranean in a rubber dinghy according to her and reached Calais, only to be sold by the smugglers who promised her safety, associates of mine. Now here she is, another valuable commodity. And last but not least, Yelena, 31, Ukrainian, a former model apparently who seems to have fallen on hard times after the war destroyed her agency. Attractive isn’t she, particularly to a certain kind of man. She made the mistake of answering an ad for an escort. The “client” was a woman who works for me. I had her flown here on a private charter, that was three months ago.”

Abdullah walked slowly along the front of the platform, hands clasped behind his back, inspecting them like livestock at auction.

“They come from everywhere,” he said conversationally, as though discussing wine vintages. “Different prices, different buyers. Some go to private collectors, rich men who want a pretty thing to keep in a villa. Others to brothels in Dubai, Berlin, Bangkok. A few to the highest bidders here in London. Tonight’s auction starts in twenty minutes. You’re here to watch, to understand.” 

Alice’s voice was barely a whisper. 

“You’re telling me this... why?”

Abdullah turned to face her, stepping close enough that she could smell his aftershave.

“I’m telling you this because I can,” he said simply. “Because you sit in Parliament and make speeches about cleaning the streets, about deporting people and their families. And yet here you are, standing in my basement, watching my merchandise being sold. You can’t stop it. You won’t stop it. You won’t even report it. Because if you do...”  He smiled, slow and cruel. “...everything comes out. The photos. The videos. The dance in Canary Wharf. The night in the bunny suit. The USB. The deliveries. Everything.”

He reached up, casually, almost tenderly, and tweaked one of her nipples making her squeal slightly. It wasn’t meant to hurt, just humiliate.

“You are not shocked because you are naïve, Minister. You are shocked because you are finally seeing the truth. I do whatever I want. And there’s nothing you or anybody else can do about it.”

Alice felt the ground shift beneath her. He wasn’t boasting or pretending, merely stating a fact. Emphasising that she was complicit now, not just in his crimes, but in the knowledge of them. She would leave this basement tonight, return to Westminster tomorrow, and continue to speak about border security, about cracking down on trafficking networks, while knowing exactly where the girls were, who owned them, and how powerless she truly was to intervene. Abdullah gestured toward the chairs. 

“Sit. The buyers will arrive soon. You will watch. Silently. And when it’s over, you will go home and sleep in your beautiful Kensington bed, knowing you did nothing.”

Alice sat and the auction began. In the silence that followed each bid, she heard the death of whatever remained of the woman she used to be.

Months slipped by in a haze of calculated torment, my life slipping like grains of sand in a timer. What had begun as a reluctant "partnership" with Abdullah Aziz had morphed into something far more insidious, a perverse web of dependency that increased with every passing day. I had told myself, in those early weeks, that I was still in control, that each favour, each humiliation, was a strategic concession, a temporary price for preserving my power. I even had some sort of weird fantasy of somehow using his money and his connections to further my own political career, like some sort of naive fool.

But as the small episodes piled up, relentless and petty, I began to see the truth reflected in every mirror I passed,  I was no longer his mythical partner. I was his plaything. A doll he dressed up, posed, and whistled up and then discarded at whim. And worse, the effortless superiority I had always carried, the unshakeable belief that I, Alice Chandler, was above it all, destined for greatness, something bred into me since childhood had begun to crack. Piece by piece, he wore me down, forcing me to confront the woman beneath the facade, vulnerable, breakable, and really quite pathetic.

It started subtly, after the basement auction. He didn't demand grand gestures at first, no more public parades or explicit tasks. Instead, he preyed on the mundane, turning everyday moments into exercises in submission. One afternoon as I prepared for a TV interview on immigration reform, the app chimed, 

"Minister. Before your appearance, send a photo of your underwear drawer. Choose the most conservative pair and wear them. Proof required." 

I stood in my Kensington bedroom, staring at the screen, rage bubbling. It was ridiculous, pointless. But I did it, I snapped the photo, selected plain white cotton briefs, sent the evidence. On air that night, discussing deportations with my usual fire, I felt them against my skin, just a secret reminder that even my most private choices were his to command. There was no thrill, no secret sexual titillation, just shame, gnawing away at the edges of my increasingly brittle confidence.

The humiliations grew more intimate, invading my personal space. One evening, after a fundraiser where I flirted with donors with my trademark poise, the message came,

"In your hotel room, strip to your bra and panties. Kneel facing the mirror for ten minutes. Reflect on your position. Time-stamped photo at start and end." 

I obeyed in the anonymous suite, knees aching on the carpet, staring at my reflection, reduced to a kneeling figure in my underwear. Again, there was no arousal at this new humiliation, just the cold realisation that I was performing for him, alone, my assumed superiority clearly a joke. Reginald called during it; I let it go to voicemail, more shame flooding me. Who was I becoming? Not the effortlessly dominant woman who had risen through Westminster's ranks. Something lesser. Something much more controlled.

The small episodes, while nothing much in themselves, slowly accumulated, a demand that I whisper "I obey Mr. Aziz" into my phone's recorder every morning upon waking, sending the audio as proof; a third to wear mismatched earrings to a committee meeting, one pearl, one cheap stud, drawing puzzled glances from colleagues as if somehow I was losing my mind, making me feel exposed and foolish. Each one preyed on my mind, forcing cracks in the facade. I caught myself second-guessing speeches, hesitating in debates, was I still the unassailable force? Or had he proven me weak, after all?

Soon I saw myself as I really was, as his plaything, a puppet dancing to his conductor, my ambitions secondary to his whims. The iron lady was rusting. And then, inevitably, the app chimed on a humid evening as I returned from Parliament.

“Minister. Tonight, 9 PM. My Essex residence. Wear the emerald gown. No undergarments. We discuss our partnership in person. This is the next step.”

I knew what it meant of course. No more errands. No more videos. This was personal, sexual, the first “favour” of that kind. I drove there in silence, the gown's silk cold against my bare skin. He waited in his study, fire roaring, Cuban cigar in hand. There were no words at first. He just stared and licked his plump lips lasciviously and then circled me, eyes devouring. We both knew why I was there. Then, with a snap of his fingers, he pointed to the rug before the fireplace.

“Kneel.”

I did. The humiliation was total, me, on my knees before this short, balding foreigner whom I loathed. He unzipped and guided my head forward. I obeyed automatically, mouth working, eyes closed against the tears. It was inevitable I suppose, looking back on it, everything I had been made to say and do had been leading inexorably towards this moment of sheer humiliation. There was no pleasure, obviously, certainly not on my part. It didn’t even feel like a sexual act, just a demonstration of obedience, something to be endured. When he finished, spilling into my mouth and I’d been made to swallow his vile seed, he patted my head like a pet.

“Good girl. Our bond grows ever deeper as you can see.”

I left that night a shadow of myself. The effortlessly superior Alice was gone. In her place all that remained was the plaything. And the worst part was that I knew at that moment that it was only the beginning. He had crushed me, now I was just a thing to him, a pet who had been brought to heel.
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The months of spring and early summer became a slow, relentless grinding away of Alice Chandler’s remaining illusions of control. What had started as calculated favours evolved into a daily drip of humiliations, small enough to be deniable in public, sharp enough to carve away at her core in private. Abdullah Aziz never rushed; he savoured. Each episode was designed to prey on her mind, to force her to confront the growing truth, she was no longer the effortlessly superior woman she had always believed herself to be. She was his instrument, his amusement, his toy.

One Thursday evening, after a long day of committee hearings, the app chimed while Alice was in a Mayfair restaurant with a small group of donors. 

“Minister. When the bill arrives, pay with your personal card. Then write on the receipt: ‘Alice Chandler belongs to Mr. Aziz.’ Photograph it. Leave it on the table for the waiter. Do not tip.”

She stared at the message under the table, heartbeat rising. The donors were laughing about something trivial; she forced a smile. When the bill came, she slid her card across, heart hammering. In the restroom, she scrawled the words in her own elegant handwriting on the back of the receipt. Back at the table, she placed it face-down, as instructed, and left without a word. As she walked to her car, the waiter, young, polite, called after her,

“Ma’am? You forgot your receipt.” She turned, face burning. He held it out, the words clearly visible. “I... I meant to leave it,” she stammered. He glanced down, read it, looked up with a mix of confusion and faint amusement. “Right. Have a good night, then... Alice.”

She fled. That night, alone in her bedroom, she replayed the moment, the waiter’s raised eyebrow, the casual use of her first name. The woman who had once made cabinet ministers flinch now reduced to a blushing schoolgirl leaving handwritten confessions for strangers. Now too cowed to  call out an impertinent waiter.

During her monthly surgery in the rural Oxfordshire village hall, the app buzzed mid-session. 

“Minister. While you meet constituents, please keep your legs apart under the desk. Do not cross them. Send a discreet photo every fifteen minutes for the next hour.”

Alice sat behind the folding table, smiling warmly at the elderly woman complaining about potholes. Beneath the table, she parted her knees, the hem of her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The air felt cold against her skin; every shift of her chair made her hyper-aware of her exposure. She angled her phone under the table, snapped the required photos, her legs spread, stockings visible, dignity invisible. Sent them one by one while nodding sympathetically to a farmer about subsidies.

Each click of the camera felt like a betrayal of the people in front of her. These were the voters who had trusted her to protect their way of life. And she sat there, legs open on command, sending proof of her submission to a man they would despise. When the hour ended, she crossed her legs again, but the shame lingered, sticky, suffocating. For the first time, she wondered if she deserved their trust.

At a high-profile charity gala in London, raising funds for children’s hospitals, Alice was the keynote speaker. She had prepared a powerful address on social mobility and family values. Minutes before she was due on stage, the app chimed,

“Minister. Before you speak, go to the ladies’ room. Remove your knickers. Leave them in the sanitary bin. Speak without them. Send proof of what you’ve done for me.”

She stood frozen in the corridor, gown flowing around her legs. The ballroom was already filling. She had no choice. In the marble restroom, she slipped the black lace panties down her legs, folded them neatly, and dropped them into the bin. The emptiness between her thighs felt obscene beneath the silk gown, every step a reminder of her nakedness.

On stage, she delivered the speech flawlessly, voice steady, eyes sweeping the room, receiving standing applause. But beneath the podium, her thighs pressed together against the cool air. She felt exposed, fraudulent even. The woman preaching family values had just discarded her underwear in a public toilet on the orders of a criminal. When she returned to the restroom afterward and photographed them, her hands shook so badly the image blurred.

The most insidious command came on a quiet Sunday evening at home. Reginald was away visiting family or his mistress perhaps, she was beyond caring by now. The message, 

“Minister. At 8 PM, stand naked in front of your full-length mirror for twenty minutes. Hands behind your back. Speak aloud: ‘I am Mr. Aziz’s property. I exist to serve.’ Record it. Send the audio.”

Alice stood in her bedroom, shedding her robe, the house silent except for her breathing. She clasped her hands behind her back, shoulders back, breasts forward, legs slightly apart. In the mirror, she saw the woman she had once been proud of, tall, statuesque, powerful. Now she saw something else, a naked body marked faintly with old bruises, a face etched with exhaustion.

“I am Mr. Aziz’s property,” she whispered. “I exist to serve.”

Again. And again. Twenty minutes of repetition. She sent the audio, proof of her abject surrender, and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the wall. For the first time, she didn’t try to rationalise. She didn’t tell herself it was temporary. She simply felt the truth settle into her bones, she was not superior. She was not in control. She was his. And the realisation was even more devastating than any physical violation.

By early June, the cumulative weight of these small, relentless humiliations had eroded the last of her resistance. When the message came, “Tonight. Essex. 9 PM. Wear your best suit under your coat,” she didn’t hesitate. She drove through the rain, coat belted tight over the suit she used for TV interviews, and entered his study without protest. He didn’t speak at first. Simply pointed to the rug before the fire. She knelt. He unzipped.

She took him into her mouth, slowly and reluctantly, her eyes closed. There was no resistance and no tears. Just a quiet, total acceptance. This time he withdrew just before he came. His cock twitching and straining in that manner that had become all too familiar to her, and then spurted his vile seed over her upturned face and smart navy suit. When he had finished ejaculating he smiled down at her and patted her head once, almost gently.

“Good girl.”

Alice remained on her knees, tasting him on her tongue, the firelight flickering across her face. The effortlessly superior woman was gone, never to return. In her place knelt his plaything. And she knew, with terrible clarity, that she would return the next time he called. Because that was what chattel did whenever its master whistled.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 23


[image: ]


By mid-June 2026, my visits to Abdullah Aziz's Essex mansion had become a grim routine, a summons via the encrypted app, a silent drive through the darkening countryside, and an evening spent in his study, enduring whatever fresh humiliation he devised. I told myself each time that it was the last, that I would find a way out, but the web of evidence he held, photos, videos, records of favours, slowly tightened around my throat.

Perversely my own political star continued to rise exponentially, speeches in the Commons, interviews on the BBC, whispers of a cabinet promotion. Abdullah was at pains to not consciously expose me to the media. But privately, I was fracturing. The small episodes had worn me down, and now the physical subjugations were inevitable. And on this particular rainy evening, after a successful outing in the Commons, as I stepped through the heavy oak doors into his fire-lit domain, I knew for some reason that tonight would cut deeper.

Abdullah lounged in his high-backed leather armchair by the roaring fireplace,  his beady eyes gleaming with that familiar mix of amusement and cruelty. He wore a silk kurta, unbuttoned at the collar, his short, portly frame sprawled comfortably. The room was warm and relaxed, which was almost the exact opposite of my own personal state of mind.

"Minister," he greeted me with his soft, accented voice, gesturing to the spot before him. "Come. Sit, no, stand. Let me see you."

I removed my coat as instructed, revealing the outfit he had specified earlier: a crisp white blouse, sheer black nylons held up by a garter belt, and six-inch black stilettos that made my legs ache just standing. Beneath the knee-length pencil skirt, no knickers, as always. My blonde hair was pinned up severely, my makeup minimal. I stood there, towering over him, yet feeling smaller than ever. He looked me up and down as if contemplating a purchase and then crooked a finger.

"Closer."

I approached, stopping just within arm's reach. His eyes raked over me, lingering on the curve of my hips, the swell of my breasts against the blouse. Without a word, he reached out, his plump fingers deftly unbuttoning my skirt at the side. It slid down my legs in a whisper of fabric, pooling at my ankles. I stepped out of it mechanically, my bare bottom and the tops of my nylons exposed to the warm air. His touch was clinical, almost casual, as he adjusted the garters, ensuring they framed my nudity perfectly.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his voice laced with possession. "Now, over my knee, Alice. Face down."

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, old instincts flaring, did he really intend to spank me, but the weight of his gaze, the knowledge of what refusal meant, propelled me forward. I lowered myself across his lap, my long legs stretching out behind me, my upper body draped over the arm of the chair. My bare bottom was upturned, vulnerable, the nylons whispering as my thighs shifted. The high heels made my feet dangle awkwardly, toes barely brushing the Persian rug. His thigh was solid beneath my stomach, his free hand resting lightly on the small of my back, holding me in place.

He didn't start slapping immediately. Instead, he traced a finger along the curve of my bottom dipping into the cleft, making me tense. "So proud, so superior," he said softly. "But look at you now, Alice. Bare-bottomed over my lap, nylons and heels like some cheap escort, ready for your deserved spanking."

The first slap came without warning, his palm cracking against my right cheek, sharp and stinging. I gasped, my body jerking involuntarily. It wasn't particularly hard, I’d encouraged my own youthful partners to much greater exertion, but it was deeply, deeply humiliating. I wasn’t directing this show like I used to, I was the subject this time and I had no say in how long or how hard. Another slap on the left, then right again, methodical, rhythmic, each one echoing in the quiet room.

"Tell me, Alice," he said conversationally, as if we were chatting over tea, his hand pausing to rub the warming skin. "Why did you marry Reginald? Was it love? Or was it just his money?"

Slap. Slap.

I bit my lip, the words forced out between gritted teeth. 

"Money. For my career."

That was the truth after all, what was the point of lying at this juncture? He chuckled at my frank reply, the vibration rumbling through his lap into my stomach.

"Honesty. That’s good. And your children, they’re twins I believe? Do you love them, or are they just props for your 'family values' image?"

Another slap, harder this time, right at the meeting point of upper thigh and buttock making my bottom jiggle. I winced, my nylons taut against my thighs.

"Props," I whispered, shame flooding me. "I shipped them to boarding school so they wouldn't interfere with my campaigning."

His hand came down again, a series of quick, stinging smacks that left my skin tingling.

"Excellent. Now, political questions. Your anti-immigration stance,  is it genuine, or just a way to pander to your racist voters?"

Slap. Slap. Slap. The rhythm built while it waited for my reply, my bare bottom reddening under his palm. I shifted slightly, my high heels scraping the floor, but he held me firm.

"Genuine," I admitted, voice strained. "I believe in protecting Britain from... from people like you."

He laughed outright, a deep, gold-toothed rumble. 

"People like me? Short, fat, brown immigrants who outsmart you? Oh, Alice, I thought you were better than that."

A flurry of slaps followed, ten in quick succession, alternating cheeks, the sound cracking like whips. My skin burned, tears pricking my eyes, but I refused to cry out. The humiliation was total, me, the famous MP, draped over this man's lap, bottom bare and reddening, nylons and heels making me look like some of ridiculous fetish doll.

"Humiliating question now," he said, his hand resting possessively on my stinging flesh, fingers dipping dangerously close to my cleft. "Your little fetish, the cheerleader outfits, the spankings from barely legal boys. Why 'Daddy'? Is it because your real father was so cold, so distant? Did you crave his approval that badly?"

Slap, right on the sit-spot, making me yelp despite myself.

"Yes," I gasped, the words tumbling out. "He was always disappointed in me. I... I wanted to feel wanted. Controlled..."

His palm soothed the spot he had just struck, rubbing in slow circles that only amplified the burn. 

"That’s quite pathetic isn’t it?. A woman like you, preaching strength, but secretly begging to be dominated by boys half your age."

There was nothing I could say to that, what I had previously considered to be fun was being ruthlessly dissected. More slaps, harder and faster until I could feel my bottom glowing a fiery red. I gripped the arm of the chair, my nylons whispering as my legs kicked slightly. The high heels made it awkward, my toes flexing uselessly in the air.

“Another humiliating question, Describe your most embarrassing sexual fantasy. In detail."

The slap that followed was vicious, cracking across both cheeks, making me yelp despite myself, my nylons laddering slightly from the friction of my kicking legs.

"S...sometimes I... I fantasize about being caught," I gasped, tears pricking my eyes. "In a public place, spanked like a child by a stranger. Humiliated in front of everyone."

His hand came down again, a flurry of five quick, stinging smacks that left my bottom throbbing.

"Like this, perhaps? Bare-bottomed over my knee?”

I gritted my teeth together, determined at least to retain a modicum of self-respect.

"Personal again," he continued, undeterred and ignoring my determined silence. "How many lovers have you had since marrying Reginald? Be honest."

Slap. Slap.

"Eight," I confessed, voice muffled against the leather. "All young. All... disposable."

There was really no point in trying to hide anything from a man like Abdullah, he probably knew the truth anyway. He paused, his hand cupping one cheek, squeezing gently. 

"And none satisfied you like this, did they? Being truly put in your place?"

No slap this time, there was no need, just the weight of his words. I didn't answer, but he knew.

“More Reggie, how many times have you faked pleasure with your husband?"

Slap, right on the centre, the impact jolting through me.

"Every time," I confessed, voice muffled against the leather arm. "He's... inadequate."

He paused, rubbing circles over the heated skin, his fingers dipping lower, brushing the tops of my nylons. 

"Poor old Reggie. Political again, if you became Prime Minister, would you secretly protect men like me? For your own gain?"

Slap. Slap. Harder, the burn spreading, my bottom now a fiery red.

"Yes," I admitted through gritted teeth, my heels scraping the rug as I shifted. "If it kept my secrets safe."

"Your tough on crime bill, do you really believe it will stop men like me? Or is it just theatre for your voters?"

Slap,  a sharp one across both cheeks, making me arch my back.

"Theatre," I admitted through gritted teeth. "It won't touch you. You're too... connected."

He laughed again, delivering a series of lighter, playful smacks that stung, nonetheless. 

"Humiliating," he switched seamlessly, his voice laced with delight. "Tell me you're wet right now, Alice. From the spanking. Beg me to check."

The slap that followed was the hardest yet, cracking like thunder, making me cry out, my nylons tearing slightly at the seams from my thrashing.

"I'm... not," I lied at first, but another slap forced the truth. "Please, Mr. Aziz, check. See how humiliated I am."

His fingers dipped between my legs, probing crudely. He laughed. "Dry as the desert. But the shame is there, isn't it? How often do you masturbate thinking of your humiliations?"

Slap, higher across the thighs, where the nylons met bare skin.

"Every night," I whispered, tears flowing freely now. "It haunts me."

"Smart girl. Now, let’s try humiliating again, describe your body to me, Alice. As if you're selling it. Be as detailed as you want."

My face burned hotter than my bottom. Slap. Slap. Encouragement.

"I'm... tall, six feet. Blonde hair, blue eyes. Full breasts, 34D. Long legs, toned from running. Elegant figure, but... but my bottom is a bit to plump and r... round."

He rewarded, or punished, with a hard smack right on the centre.

"Good. And it is spankable. It’s so very red now. Like a naughty little girl's."

The interrogation dragged on, endless, weaving between categories. Personal, "When did you first realise you enjoyed being spanked?" (Age nineteen, a college boyfriend.) Slap. Political, "Would you deport your own twins if they married immigrants?" (No, but I'd disown them.) Slap. Humiliating, "Beg me to spank you harder." (Please, Mr. Aziz, spank me harder.) And he did, ten vicious slaps that left me gasping, my nylons laddering more.

By the end, my bottom was throbbing. He let me up finally, pulling me onto his lap properly, my bare, sore ass against his thighs. I sat there, blouse dishevelled, nylons and heels still in place, as he stroked my hair like a pet.

"You see, Alice?" he murmured. "This is where you belong. Over my knee. Answering to me. Don’t you agree, my dear?"

I nodded, broken, for the moment. Reginald would notice the marks tomorrow, but I'd lie. I always did. And I always got away with my lies. As I drove home, bottom stinging against the car seat, I knew the truth: I wasn't superior. I was his. And the questions? They'd never stop.
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By late June, my encounters with Abdullah Aziz had evolved into something primal, possessive even, a far cry from the calculated humiliations of before. What had begun as cold favours now carried a rougher edge, his touches no longer casual but demanding, as if he were marking his territory. He summoned me twice a week now, always to his tasteless mansion, always under the cover of night. I told Reginald I had "late meetings" or "emergency briefings"; he believed me, or pretended to. The truth was, I belonged to Mr Aziz now, body and will, and each visit stripped away another layer of the woman I had been.

That evening, June 28, I arrived as instructed, black trench coat over nothing but nylons and red heels, my hair loose around my shoulders. He waited in the study, fire roaring, his kurta already open at the chest. No words. He simply pointed to the rug before him.

"Coat off," he commanded.

I let it drop, standing bare before him, nylons whispering as I shifted in the heels. He rose, circling me slowly, his short frame dwarfed by mine, yet his presence infinitely greater. His hands were rough from the start, grabbing my waist, pulling me against him, fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise. "You’re my own little white bitch" he growled.

The sex was possessive, animalistic. He pushed me down onto the rug, face-first, my nylons tearing slightly at the knees as he knelt behind me. No gentleness, his cock thrust in hard, one hand fisting my blonde hair, yanking my head back while the other slapped my backside in sharp, rhythmic cracks. Each slap echoed the earlier spankings, but rougher now, leaving immediate red handprints on my pale skin. He pounded into me, his weight pressing me into the carpet, grunting with each possessive drive. "Take it, Alice. This is what you are now, my whore." 

I endured in silence, body jolting with every impact, no pleasure, just the raw burn of invasion and the sting of his slaps. He flipped me roughly onto my back, legs over his shoulders, heels dangling in the air, and continued, deeper, harder, his hands pinning my wrists above my head. When he came, it was with a triumphant roar, spilling inside me, marking me as his. But he wasn't done. Panting, he pulled out and sat back in his armchair, cock deflating but still slick. 

"Straddle me," he ordered. "Ride it. Keep me inside you while we talk."

I rose unsteadily, nylons torn, heels clicking on the floor. I climbed onto his lap, facing him, my long legs draping over the arms of the chair. His deflating cock slipped back inside me, soft, spent, but insistent. I began to move slowly, hips rocking in a mechanical rhythm, feeling him stir faintly within me. No arousal for me, just the degrading sensation of riding a limp reminder of his dominance, my bare bottom pressing against his thighs, nylons whispering with each shift.

He leaned back, hands resting on my hips, guiding my movements lazily. His voice was conversational, almost affectionate, but the questions cut, more personal, more humiliating, designed to lacerate my soul while my body performed for him.

"Tell me, Alice," he began, his fingers digging into my flesh as I rode. "When you look in the mirror each morning, do you still see the powerful MP? Or do you see my whore, nylons torn from another night of service?"

I kept moving, hips grinding down, his softening cock a constant, invasive presence. 

"Your... whore," I whispered, voice breaking. "I see a broken woman."

He smiled, gold teeth glinting.

"Good. And how does it feel, riding my deflating cock like this? Knowing you're just a warm sleeve for me now? Knowing that I’m not going to allow you to come tonight?”

Slap, his hand came down on my bare bottom, sharp and sudden, making me jolt, which only pushed him deeper. I winced, the motion awkward in heels.

"Humiliating," I admitted, tears pricking my eyes. "Like I'm nothing. Just... a toy."

He laughed softly, thrusting up lazily to meet my rhythm.

"Exactly. Personal now, Describe your first sexual experience. Was it as disappointing as your marriage?"

I rocked faster, nylons straining, the friction building nothing but discomfort. "I was seventeen. A boy from school. Clumsy, quick. It hurt. I faked enjoyment to make him stop talking."

Slap, another on the other cheek, harder, my bottom still tender from previous sessions. 

"Pathetic. Like you. Political, if your voters knew you were riding a Pakistani criminal's cock right now, what would they say?"

"They'd... call me a traitor," I gasped, hips aching from the effort. "A hypocrite. They'd destroy me."

He nodded, hands sliding up to pinch my nipples through the blouse, rough, twisting.

"And they'd be right. Humiliating again, Beg me to slap your ass harder while you ride. Tell me why you deserve it."

"Please, Mr. Aziz," I whispered, voice trembling as I ground down, his cock softening further inside me. "Slap my bottom harder. I deserve it because... because I'm a fraud. A weak woman pretending to be strong."

Slap, crack! His palm landed viciously, the sound echoing throughout the wood-panelled study. I yelped, the sting radiating, but I kept riding as instructed by my superior.

"Personal again, How often do you cry after our sessions? Be honest."

"Every time," I confessed, tears flowing now, hips moving involuntarily. "In the car. In the shower. I hate what you've made me."

He thrust up once, weakly, smiling. 

"Good. You should. Political, would you sell out your party for me? Drop a bill, leak a secret?"

"Yes," I said, rocking faster, the deflating intrusion a constant humiliation. "If you asked. To survive."

Slap, another, making my bottom jiggle, the pain sharp. 

"Humiliating, admit you're aroused right now. Lie if you must, but tell me how wet you are from this degradation."

"I'm not," I sobbed, eyes opening to meet his. "I'm dry. It hurts. But... but the shame makes me feel alive in a way I hate."

He laughed, hands roaming possessively over my body, squeezing my breasts, pinching my thighs through the nylons. 

"Liar. But I like the hate. Personal, What would your father think if he saw you now, bare-arsed, riding a Pakistani immigrant’s cock like a common slut?"

"He'd disown me," I whispered, hips slowing from exhaustion. "Call me a disgrace. Weak."

Slap, hard enough to make me cry out, the red heels kicking futilely.

"He'd be right of course. Political, if I told you to soften your stance on immigration tomorrow, would you?"

"Yes," I gasped, grinding down one last time as he finally slipped out, deflated and spent. "I'd do it. For you."

He pulled me against his chest, hands cupping my sore bottom, squeezing the welts.

"Good girl. Our conversations are so enlightening, aren't they?"

I nodded against his shoulder, broken for the night. The sex was over, but the possession lingered. Rougher each time. More his. And then I was brusquely dismissed as if I indeed was his cheap whore.  I dressed and left quickly, bottom throbbing, nylons ruined, I knew for certain that tomorrow would bring more. More humiliating questions. More slaps perhaps. More demeaning messages on my phone.  More of me, given away. Until there was nothing left.
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The command came on a humid Tuesday in early July 2026, delivered via the encrypted app while I was in the midst of a Home Office briefing on organized crime syndicates, ironic, given the source. Abdullah's message was blunt, almost casual:

“Minister. Starting this Friday, and every Friday thereafter, you will work one evening shift at the Colonial Club. 8 PM to 2 AM. As a maid. Uniform provided. Duties: cleaning, serving, whatever the guests require. This is non-negotiable. Proof of arrival required.”

I stared at the screen in the conference room, surrounded by colleagues discussing task forces and asset seizures. My hand trembled slightly as I typed back: "Understood." Refusal just wasn't an option anymore, not with the mountain of evidence he held.

The uniform arrived two days later in a plain box delivered to my office, a classic French maid outfit, black satin with white lace trim, the skirt scandalously short, barely covering my bottom, teamed with a frilly apron, sheer black stockings, garters, and four-inch black heels. A tiny white cap and feather duster completed the caricature. No knickers, of course. It was designed for exposure: the low-cut bodice pushed up my breasts, the skirt flaring out to reveal glimpses of thigh and more with every bend or step.

Friday arrived too quickly. I drove to Mayfair after a constituency dinner, changing in a side alley into the outfit under my coat. The Colonial Club's private staff entrance swallowed me whole. Nadia, the smirking matron from before, waited in the backroom, appraising me with a grin.

"Look at you, Minister," she drawled. "From Parliament to polishing silver. Mr. Aziz will be so pleased."

My first shift began at 8 PM sharp. The lounge was already buzzing, Abdullah's elite clientele, politicians, financiers, foreign dignitaries, all men of power sipping their drinks and eyeing the "hostesses." But I wasn't  even a hostess tonight. I was the maid, humble, invisible, there to serve and clean and carry out any sort of demeaning task as instructed by my superiors.

Duties started in a menial fashion, dusting shelves in the alcoves, my short skirt riding up as I reached high, exposing my bare bottom to anyone glancing my way. Patrons chuckled as I bent to wipe tables, the feather duster tickling uselessly while hands "accidentally" brushed my thighs or slapped my backside lightly. "Good girl," one murmured, a Tory donor I'd once courted for funds. He recognized me; his eyes widened, then gleamed with recognition. "Alice? Cleaning up, are we?" I mumbled "Yes, sir," face burning, as he pinched my exposed cheek. I could  only hope and pray that the Club’s strict policy of silence and  discretion applied even to this drunken old fool.

Serving drinks came next, tray balanced precariously as I wobbled in my heels, curtseying as I delivered whiskey to tables. The skirt flared with every movement, nylons whispering, my breasts nearly spilling from the bodice. Some tough looking Russian summoned me over, making me refill his glass while he traced a finger along my garter. "Bend lower," he ordered. I did, the skirt hiking up fully, exposing everything. Laughter rippled around the table. No arousal, just nausea, the constant burn of eyes on my body, reducing me to an object.

Cleaning the private salons was worse. Emptying ashtrays, wiping spills from leather sofas still warm from previous "entertainments." One room reeked of sex; I scrubbed stains on the floor on my hands and knees, skirt flipped up, bottom on display. A guest entered mid-task, a minor royal I'd met at functions, watching me work. "On all fours suits you," he quipped, delivering a sharp slap to my bottom before leaving. I froze, feather duster in hand, tears threatening but held back. This was me now, the powerful MP, scrubbing floors in a maid's outfit, spanked by men who once respected me, or at least pretended to.

By midnight, the humiliations peaked. Abdullah appeared briefly, summoning me to a quiet corner. "How's my little maid enjoying her shift?" he murmured, hand sliding under my skirt to first squeeze my bare bottom and then run an inquisitive finger the length of my pussy. I stood rigid as he inspected me, fingers probing.

"Guests are pleased. One even recognized you, told me you curtsied beautifully." Slap, his palm cracking against my skin, sharp and possessive. 

The final hours blurred, polishing brass rails on my knees, patrons flicking ash onto the floor for me to sweep, one making me dust his shoes while he groped my breasts through the bodice. I recognized more faces, colleagues, donors, rivals, all smirking at my downfall. No one helped. No one questioned. In this world, I was beneath notice, except as entertainment. At 2 AM, Nadia dismissed me. I changed in the backroom, uniform stuffed into a bag, driving home with thighs chafed from the nylons, bottom stinging from casual slaps. Reginald slept obliviously. I showered until my skin was raw, but the shame clung.

One evening a week. Every Friday. As a humble maid. The effortlessly superior Alice Chandler ? She was gone. In her place, a humble servant in frills, cleaning up after the men who owned the world and the one who now unequivocally owned me.
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Sheik Rashid arrived at the Colonial Club just after 10 PM, stepping from his armoured Rolls-Royce into the discreet Mayfair entrance with the quiet assurance of a truly wealthy man. At forty-eight, he displayed his wealth unashamedly, a bespoke thobe under a lightweight summer bisht, gold cufflinks flashing under the brass lanterns, his paunch straining slightly against the fabric. His entourage, two massive, silent bodyguards peeled away at the door, leaving him to enter alone. Abdullah had extended a personal invitation to him. 

The lounge was in full swing, low music, clinking glasses, the murmur of deals and the exchange of secrets. The place where business for the seriously rich was transacted. Rashid scanned the room with practiced indifference, ignoring those he couldn’t use or take advantage of in some way, until his eyes landed on her. The tall blonde maid in the far corner of the room. Normally a man in his position wouldn’t waste time with a maid, but there was something about this one, what was it? Was she someone he’d fucked?

He watched as she moved through the crowd with a tray of champagne flutes, her movements precise but strained in the ridiculous, shameful uniform, black satin maid dress with white lace trim, skirt so short it barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, apron tied in a bow at the small of her back. Sheer black stockings held by garters, four-inch shiny black heels forcing her hips to sway. The bodice was low-cut, pushing up her full breasts; the tiny white cap perched absurdly on her pinned-up blonde hair. Every bend to serve a drink exposed the curve of her bottom; every curtsey drew smirks from the patrons.

Rashid froze mid-step. Of course he knew her! It was Alice Chandler, the British MP. The one who had blocked his cousin's residency application three years ago, some petty immigration hurdle for a "security concern." She had done it with that icy, superior smile in a parliamentary committee, dismissing his family's lawyer with a wave of her manicured hand. "National security comes first," she'd said, her voice dripping with that aristocratic condescension. He had watched the hearing on a private feed, seething at her arrogance, the tall, beautiful white woman deciding the fate of men like him from her temporary position of assumed privilege.

And now, here she was. A maid in Aziz’s little club, curtseying and serving drinks to men who leered and pinched. She didn't recognize him, of course. We all look the same to her, Rashid thought bitterly, a dark smile curling his lips. Bearded Arabs in thobes, interchangeable "threats" to her precious Britain. No one introduced them. Abdullah was absent tonight, perhaps deliberately. Rashid took a seat in a shadowed alcove, ordering a mocktail from another hostess, his eyes never leaving Alice.

He watched as she approached a table of loud Eastern Europeans, Russians probably considering their boorish behaviour, struggling to balance her heavy tray. One reached out casually, flipping up her skirt to expose her bare bottom,  smooth, pale, unmarked tonight. Laughter erupted. "Bend lower, girl," another commanded. She did, serving drinks while they commented on her "fine English ass." A hand slapped it lightly, playful to them, humiliating to her. Her face remained composed, but Rashid saw the flush creeping up her neck, the tight set of her jaw.

Later, she dusted a bookshelf in an alcove, on tiptoes in the heels, skirt riding up fully. A British man, Lord someone or other maybe? Someone Rashid recognized from racing circles anyway, passed by and delivered a sharp swat to her exposed cheek. "Good form, Chandler," he muttered loud enough for nearby patrons to hear. Recognition flickered in their eyes as they realised who she was, whispers rippling: "That's the MP? The anti-immigration one?" More laughter. Alice froze for a second, feather duster trembling, then continued without a word.

Rashid's pulse quickened, not with lust alone, although that was high on his personal agenda,  but also with the thrill of opportunity. This woman, who had once wielded power over his family, now reduced to a spanked maid in a club he frequented. The irony was exquisite. Abdullah had clearly tamed her, broken the arrogant white bitch into a servant. But Rashid saw potential for more. Personal revenge of course, a companion for his palace jockey girls perhaps?  Or simply the satisfaction of owning a powerful, Christian white woman in order to teach her her place. Which in Rashid’s world was under the whip and beneath his heel.

He watched her all evening, curtseying to serve cigars, on her knees wiping spills from the floor, enduring pinches and slaps with a fake smile. Her height made it worse, the towering blonde forced to bow and scrape. No defiance left; just quiet submission. By 1 AM, as she cleared empty glasses from his table, close enough for him to smell her perfume mixed with sweat, he caught her eye briefly. There was no recognition. Just the blank, humiliated gaze of a servant relieved perhaps that he wasn’t abusing or mocking her in any way. Well, not for the present moment.

Rashid slowly sipped his drink, mind plotting. He would speak to Abdullah tomorrow. Not to buy her outright, that would be too crude and obvious, and she was after all a serving minister of the Crown. But to borrow her perhaps. For a weekend. Or longer maybe. To make her kneel before him, recognise him at last, and beg for the mercy she had once denied his family. The tall blonde minister, in his palace, serving him as his stable of white jockeys currently did. The thought stirred him deeply. He stayed until closing, watching her final humiliations, made to dust a man’s shoes while he lounged, a final slap on her bottom as she turned away.

Yes. He would have her. The price was literally immaterial. Aziz was rich and powerful as well, but he had untold wealth. And with all due respect to the portly little Pakistani, Sheik Rashid pretty much always got what he wanted, he always had done. Already he was calculating her first meeting with him, looking up at him with a look of terror on his face. He could feel his cock thicken with and anticipation and looked around. Where was a hostess when a gentleman really needed to make use of one?

––––––––
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The End
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