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As the barman waved me through to the back room, I realised just what I was letting myself in for.

The woman I’d met in this same bar just the night before had made me an offer I couldn’t refuse: she had a business opportunity she thought I might find interesting. If I turned up tonight, she would write me a cheque then and there for three thousand pounds. It sounded insane – it had to be a joke of some sort – but I was a couple of months behind on my rent and I couldn’t really afford to pass up the chance. The worst that could happen would be that I’d lose a little dignity.

When I reached the door, though, I realised that wasn’t true. I had a vision of a future-me waking up in a bath of ice and missing a kidney – or worse. It wasn’t too late to bail, I told myself. She’d never know I didn’t turn up.

Three thousand pounds was a lot of money to turn down, though – and besides, there were people in the bar. If I shouted, they’d hear. There was safety in numbers. I pushed the door open and went into the back room. Think of the money, I told myself. Once you’ve got the cheque, you can leave. Simple as that.

She was sitting at a small table in the back corner, with two glasses in front of her. There was no one with her. That felt like a good sign.

‘Adam!’ she said as she stood up and walked towards me. She gave me an overfamiliar kiss on the cheek that took me by surprise, but probably shouldn’t have. It was effortlessly Continental without seeming as though she was showing off. She had an easy charm, but there didn’t seem to be any pretentiousness about it. Everything about her – from the sleek black hair that cascaded around her shoulders to the simple, elegant dress she was wearing – seemed entirely natural.

Looking at her, it would be difficult to imagine that she was worth almost a quarter of a billion pounds. I hadn’t believed it myself at first, but after she had given her name – Helen Lockhart – I had looked her up. All the photos were of her; either she had managed to con everyone from the New York Post to the Financial Times, or she was for real.

‘It’s so good to see you again!’ she said, sounding genuinely happy. It was as though she was greeting an old friend, despite the fact that we had only spoken for twenty minutes or so the night before. ‘George didn’t give you any trouble, did he?’

I assumed she meant the bartender; I’d never bothered to get his name. ‘No,’ I said.

‘Good, good. Please, sit down.’ She gestured to the seat in front of her. ‘I took the liberty of getting you a drink. Scotch, wasn’t it?’

She had remembered my drink order from last night, but when I gave it a sip I was pleasantly surprised. ‘This isn’t what they usually have behind the bar,’ I said.

She smiled. ‘Of course not. The stuff they have here is... well, let’s just say it’s a little less impressive than I’m accustomed to.’ She raised her own glass to show an inch or so of creamy amber liquid swirling its way around a raft of ice cubes. ‘And besides, tonight is a night to celebrate.’

‘What are we celebrating, exactly?’

‘That you turned up, for a start. That’s always a good sign. I mean, I suspected you would, obviously, but...’

‘But what?’

She sighed. ‘But it’s so very hard to tell. You seem like you’re a real gentleman, but... well, gentlemen can be so very dull sometimes. They’re not always the most adventurous of folks.’

‘And that’s important, is it?’

‘For what I’m planning, yes.’

‘And what is that, exactly?’

She wagged her finger at me and smiled. ‘Not yet. I promise you, I’ll tell you everything in a little while. I think there are some other things you need to know first, though. Patience, my boy.’ She couldn’t have been more than three years older than me, but the way she said it made me feel like a small child. I was bursting with questions, but I let my voice fall silent. ‘Firstly,’ she said, ‘I have something for you.’ She slid a folded up piece of paper towards me: a cheque. When I opened it up, her neat handwriting told me I was three grand richer. ‘I promised you the money for turning up, and I’m a woman of my word.’

‘That’s it?’

‘That’s it. You can leave any time you want.’ She paused for just long enough to let me consider it. ‘But there’s plenty more where that came from.’

‘How much more?’

‘A hundred.’

‘Pounds?’

‘Thousand.’

She had to be kidding. There was no way anyone would have had me in mind for anything close to that kind of money. Unless...

‘I won’t do anything illegal.’

‘I’m not asking you to.’

‘Then what’s the catch?’

‘There is no catch. I just want you to play a little game with me, that’s all. Like I say, you can walk away any time. I won’t judge you for it.’

My mind flashed with visions of the Russian roulette scene from The Deer Hunter, but I had to know. ‘What kind of game?’ I asked.

She smiled and removed a small bottle from her bag. It rattled as she tipped its brightly-coloured contents out onto the surface of the table, and positioned them in a row in front of me.

‘Three pills,’ she said at last. ‘One blue, one red, one green. The colour is meaningless, but it’s a good way to distinguish them. We wouldn’t want you to think there was any sleight of hand or trickery involved.’

‘What are they?’

‘Two of them are sugar pills, nothing more.’

‘And the third?’

‘The third is... well, I supposed you’d call it a proprietary formula. Took a great deal of effort to get it working the way I wanted it to – not to mention the expense of it all. But the end result has been worth it, I think.’

‘What does it do?’

‘Hypersuggestibility,’ she said, as though that one word explained everything.

‘I don’t follow.’

‘It makes whoever takes it much more amenable to other people’s instructions,’ she said slowly, making sure it was sinking in. ‘Effectively, it takes away free will – depending on body size, it tends to last between eighteen and twenty-four hours. One little pill, and you become a mindless puppet. A plaything.’

‘And you want me to take it?’

She laughed. ‘Oh, God no. Where’s the fun in that?’ She tapped her long black fingernails against the wood of the table. ‘I want us to play a little game,’ she said eventually. ‘I’ve always loved games. Especially when the stakes are so wonderfully high.’

Ordinarily, I would have been more suspicious – hell, ordinarily I would have finished my drink and walked out of there without a second thought – but there was something about this woman that had me captivated. The money didn’t hurt. The three grand that was currently resting in my jacket pocket was more money than I had ever carried on my person at one time – more than I’d ever seen in one place, even. For that kind of pay, she deserved my attention, and she certainly had it.

‘So what are you suggesting, exactly?’

‘I want you to pick a pill, and swallow it. One game, one move. For that, I’ll write you a cheque for a hundred thousand pounds.’

‘You’ve got to be kidding me.’

‘You think I’m not good for the money?’

‘No, it’s just...’ I trailed off. Of course she was good for it: that much, I didn’t doubt for a second. The casual way she had waltzed through our meetings implied a woman who was used to getting what she wanted in life, and that kind of confidence can only come from extreme beauty or extreme wealth. Apparently, she had both. ‘I’m not in the habit of taking pills given to me by strangers in warehouses,’ I said at last. ‘It might have worked in The Matrix, but I’m pretty sure that was the exception.’

‘Not even for enough money to set you up for years to come?’

‘Not even.’

She smiled again, that soft, seductive grin. ‘Good. I was hoping you’d say that. It makes the next part much more interesting.’

‘Next part?’

‘You want to know it’s safe. Of course you do; it’s only good sense.’ She paused for a second, as though considering what she was about to say. ‘That’s why, if you decide to play, you’re going to choose a second pill too. One for me.’

‘What good does that do?’

‘Well, on the simplest of levels, it should help to show you that the pill is safe. I’m hardly likely to risk poisoning myself, am I?’

It was a solid point. ‘And what else?’

‘Haven’t you figured it out yet? If I take the wrong pill, you get me. I’ll be quite literally helpless to resist you.’ She leaned in close and dropped her voice to a near whisper. ‘Think about it, Adam,’ she said softly. ‘Think of all the possibilities. Everything you could do with a woman who’d do whatever she was told, no questions asked. Especially if that woman had the funds I have.’

The thought made my cock stir in my trousers. The seductive tone of voice, coupled with the way she leant in and revealed her substantial cleavage to me, had captured my imagination. What could I do with her if I had my way? Hell, what couldn’t I do with her? I could live out every sexual fantasy I had ever had, and she would love every minute of it. I’d have twenty-four hours of erotic bliss, and I’d walk out of it a hundred thousand pounds richer for the privilege.

It couldn’t be real. And yet...

‘Why do you want this?’ I asked.

She shrugged. ‘Call it the thrill of the chase,’ she said. ‘Life gets very boring when you have everything you could ever want. You don’t get what you want most in life without taking the occasional gamble. Besides, it’s not as though I haven’t taken precautions.’

‘Precautions?’

‘Oh, obviously. You don’t think I’d do something as risky as this without taking some extra steps to ensure my safety, do you?’

‘Like what?’

She reeled off a list, counting them on her fingers. ‘Four things. Firstly, everything that happens takes place at a location of my choosing – namely my house. We’ll have complete privacy, but this way at least know I’m not going to end up being left in a gutter or sold into the white slave trade. Secondly, I’ve taken precautions to ensure that birth control isn’t an issue. Thirdly – and a little more mercenarily – I’ve put a temporary block on my bank accounts. You could theoretically drain at least one of them in the time I’d be under your control – which, under the terms of the agreement, would be allowed, if that was how you chose to exploit me – but the loss wouldn’t be more than a million or so.’ The way she said it implied that it would be small change, and I believed her.

‘And fourthly?’

‘Oh?’

‘You said four things. What’s the fourth?’

‘Ah,’ she said with a grin. ‘Fourthly, I picked you out personally.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘If I was going to do this, it wasn’t just going to be with some random stranger at a bar. I had to know you weren’t going to cause me any trouble. Before I even approached you, I’d found out everything about you. Background checks, medical records. Even your employment history. You’re clean of any infections, and it’s hard to find a person who speaks badly of you.’

‘That doesn’t prove anything. I could be a psychopath for all you know. Maybe I just hide it well.’

‘Maybe you do. But then again, maybe you’re a normal guy who’ll let the control go to his head. Absolute power corrupts absolutely, and all that. But I have a good feeling about you, Adam. Call it a hunch. If you have any more questions, though, I’ll be happy to answer them. I don’t want you to feel like you’re going into this uninformed.’

‘Have you done this before?’

She paused, and ran a finger around the rim of her glass as though wondering how much to reveal to me. ‘No,’ she said eventually. ‘No, I haven’t. I got to this stage once, but then it all fell apart.’

‘He decided not to go ahead with it?’

‘I decided. There was something about him... a look in his eyes. All of a sudden I just knew I didn’t trust him.’

‘But you trust me?’

‘Yes,’ she said. As she ran her gaze over me unblinkingly, I could tell that she meant it. There wasn’t a doubt in her mind. That was good enough for me.

‘OK,’ I said. ‘I’m in.’

‘Marvellous!’ she squealed. ‘I so hoped you’d say that. Take your pick, then.’

I stared at the three pills in front of me and thought hard. Of course, rationally it was a straight choice: the colour didn’t matter. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that I could somehow read her mind and figure out how she’d think. It was a flip of a coin, not a mind game. With so much at stake, though, it seemed ridiculous to just barge right in.

One pill will give you a day to remember and more money than you know what to do with, I thought to myself. And another will make you completely helpless.

Tough call. There was no easy pick, and yet...

For some reason, I felt myself pulled towards the right. In the absence of any other information, that was good enough for me. ‘You take the red pill,’ I said at last.

Wordlessly, she reached across and took it between finger and thumb. ‘And what about you?’

I paused. Somehow, choosing the red pill had been easy; it was a gut feeling, right or wrong, that just seemed to make sense. Faced with the other two colours, however, I was stumped. They just seemed so similar – far too close to be the difference between unimaginable wealth and a complete loss of myself. For a moment, I considered backing out. It can’t be worth it, I thought. The risk... it’s too much.

But what was it she had said? You don’t get what you want most in life unless you’re willing to take the occasional gamble. That sultry voice rang in my head, spurring me to choose – not just to choose one of the two coloured pills, but also to grab my life with both hands.

Blue, or green. Left, or right. Freedom, fortune, or... what, exactly? Slavery? Submission? Or just a clean slate?

I reached out, and took the pill on my right hand side.

Green.

‘Good choice,’ she said, her voice lighting up with a smirk.

‘Is it?’

She shrugged. ‘Only one way to find out.’ She took her drink in her hand. ‘Ready when you are.’

We took our pills together, placing them on our tongues and washing them down with a swig of the Scotch she had provided. Part of me had expected to feel some kind of burn, or some immediate Jekyll-and-Hyde transformation, but it went down as smoothly as could be: one of the benefits of an expensive malt.

‘I don’t feel any different,’ I said at last, to break the silence.

‘You’re not supposed to. Yet. It takes about ten minutes to start having an effect.’ She smiled at me. ‘Don’t look so worried. It’s too late to do anything about it now.’

She was right, of course. There was nothing left to do but wait.

Helen took her chequebook out of her pocket and scribbled a few quick numbers down. She slid a second piece of paper towards me. ‘There. One hundred thousand pounds.’

‘Already?’

‘You took the pill. That was the deal. What comes after is irrelevant. You just made yourself a very wealthy man.’

‘Nice work if you can get it.’

‘We’ll see. You might end up working for it yet.’ There was an icy tinge to her voice that sent a chill through me.

‘So what now? We just make small talk?’

‘Not quite. I have a confession to make.’

‘Oh?’

‘Earlier, when you asked me if I’d done this before...’ She stopped halfway through the sentence and took a deep breath, as though she had to force herself to carry on. ‘I wasn’t entirely honest with you.’

‘You have done this before, then?’

She shook her head. ‘Not this, exactly. Not with a stranger, not in the form of a game. But I have tried the formula out before.’

‘On yourself?’

‘Yeah. I had to know what it would be like, and what I was getting myself in for. Obviously I’d had reports back from the lab, and I’d let a couple of my staff try it, but... well it’s just not the same as first-hand experience, you know?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, although the idea kind of shocked me. There was something about Helen that seemed so at odds with the notion of submission – willing submission, anyway – and the idea of her voluntarily allowing herself to fall into that kind of position felt as though it was an impossibility. ‘What was it like?’

She grinned at me. ‘Don’t you think it’s a little late for that particular line of questioning? You might be finding out for yourself soon.’

‘Or maybe I can just wait five minutes and make you tell me.’

‘It’s... wonderful,’ she said after a long pause. ‘There’s no other way to describe it. It’s the most intense feeling of bliss I’ve ever experienced in my life. There’s something about not having any responsibilities... oh, I don’t know. Maybe you wouldn’t understand.’

For the first time since I met her, she seemed flustered. ‘Try me,’ I said, resting my hand on hers in what I hoped was a gesture of support. She didn’t pull away.

‘You might have figured by now that my job is... somewhat important,’ she said. ‘Or it was, anyway. I made a lot of money in a very short space of time, and in doing that I had a lot of pressure on me, constantly. I’ve been out of that world for three years now, and I still find it hard to switch off. Under the formula, though, none of that matters. I don’t have to worry about anything – only obeying my instructions. It was so nice to know that the world wouldn’t collapse if I messed up. How could it? For those twenty-four hours, I was pretty much just a mindless slave.’

The way she rested on that final word made it sound oddly tempting. I was no stranger to chemical escapes, but this... this was something different. She spoke about it like someone who had tasted a sweetness she wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to recapture.

‘You sound like you miss it,’ I said.

‘I do, a little. I mean, I’m here, aren’t I?’

‘You could just take the pill yourself. That seems to be what you want.’

She shook her head. ‘No. What I want is the adventure – plus, if you took the right pill, I get my own personal little sex toy for as long as I like. I’m happy with the result either way. This is win-win, as far as I’m concerned.’

‘Unless we both picked the fake pills, of course.’

She shrugged. ‘That’s just part of the game. Sometimes you play to a draw. It wouldn’t be interesting otherwise.’

‘You wouldn’t pay a hundred grand for nothing, though.’

‘Oh, it’s not for nothing. This is what I’m paying for.’

‘What?’

She gestured to the table. ‘This. This little chat. The sport of it all. You think I couldn’t just hire myself someone for that kind of money? There are people all over the country – most of them in dingy little fetish bars – who’d kill for the opportunity to submit to me. I don’t want them.’

‘Then what do you want?’

She sighed. ‘I want to take someone who has never even considered it before, and I want to make him want it. I want to see if I can find a normal, vanilla individual and wrap him around my little finger. That’s all. Nothing more or less.’

‘Your little formula might give you an unfair advantage on that one’

‘Perhaps. It wears off, though. Eighteen to twenty-four hours, remember?’

‘And what’s to stop you just re-dosing me?’ I tried to catch the word as it tripped off my tongue, but I couldn’t quite manage it. ‘Them, I mean. What’s to stop you re-dosing them?’

I’d hoped she’d missed it, but her smile said otherwise. ‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘Just boredom. There’s no fun in it for me that way, not really. Besides, theoretically you could dose me too. I’d be helpless not to tell you where the formula is kept. I could be signing my life away. I might have already done it, in fact.’

‘That’s a hell of a lot of trust to put in a complete stranger.’

‘Oh, I know. And I’m not...’ Her voice trailed off, as though she had given up on a half-completed thought. ‘It’s part of the risk,’ she said eventually. ‘The idea of giving myself up like that, never knowing if I was going to be freed... it just doesn’t appeal to me. Actually, if I’m perfectly honest, it terrifies me – but a little terror is good for the soul. It keeps me grounded. There are worse experiences, certainly.’

Under the table, I felt her foot graze against my leg, teasingly. Immediately, my cock began to stir in my trousers. She really was astonishingly attractive: it took all my effort not to stare at her. The low cut of her dress drew the eye to her magnificent cleavage, her breasts firm and pert and so wonderfully kissable. It was a figure that hinted at so much – of daring adventure under the cover of classy refinement.

Perhaps I’d get to discover it for myself soon enough.

‘Are you feeling anything?’ she asked.

‘Nothing yet.’

She checked her watch. ‘Me neither. Give it time. It should be a couple of minutes yet.’

I thought for a moment that she might have sensed my lie. The truth was, I was beginning to feel something. Suddenly, the idea of submitting to her didn’t seem so terrifying. She had described it as a win-win situation, and I was starting to see what she meant. There was something about her, something strangely intoxicating: here was a woman who could afford anything she wanted, and was openly flashing her wealth, and yet she seemed so... human. It was completely at odds with the game she had convinced me to play with her, but it was real and genuine.

She needed this. Perhaps I did too.

‘Tell me about what happened,’ I said. ‘The last time you took the formula, I mean.’

She smiled at me, a wicked glint in her eye. ‘Are you sure you want to know? Ignorance is bliss, and all that. You might have bitten off more than you can chew.’

I shrugged. ‘Too late now. What happened to you? Who put you under?’

‘My assistant, Rachel. She pretty much jumped at the chance, if I’m honest.’

‘A chance to turn the tables on the boss? I bet she did.’

‘I wasn’t just her boss,’ she said. ‘We’d had... well, I suppose you’d call it “experimentation”, if we’d been teenagers. The fact that I was thirty didn’t seem to change the fact. Anyway, we were more than familiar with each other beforehand.’

‘I’m guessing you became more so during?’

She nodded. ‘Oh yes. Very much.’

‘How long did she keep you like that?’

‘Three days. That was the longest I was happy to risk it.’

‘You must have trusted her a lot.’

‘I did. Still do, in fact.’ She smiled. ‘You may end up being introduced to her, if you picked the wrong pill. She’s very excited to meet you, certainly.’

I swallowed hard. Helen seemed reasonable, but Rachel... Rachel seemed something else entirely.

‘So what did she make you do?’

‘The first day, I think she was just getting used to it. I’d told her that it was very much an “anything goes” sort of scenario, but I don’t think she entirely believed me about just what the pill could do. I think because it took a little while to start working, she let herself become sceptical, but after ten minutes she just told me to kneel on the floor – and I couldn’t stop myself. It was the strangest feeling. Imagine having your body being controlled like a puppet, and you’re sort of getting the idea. It was like I was being pulled along by strings – but at the same time, I didn’t want to disobey her. Even the most ridiculous or humiliating things she asked me to do, I wanted to obey.’

‘Like what?’

She grinned. ‘Patience, patience. I’ll get to it in time, don’t worry.’

‘So she had you kneeling? Is that it?’

‘That was how it started. Then she made me strip and display myself for her. I felt like a piece of meat. She was running her hands all over my body, but it just felt so good to have her touch me. It wasn’t like she was particularly gentle, either. It was just... I guess it was nice to have someone touch me entirely on their terms, you know? Normally people are intimidated by me, but not Rachel. Not then. Everything was for her.’

‘Everything?’

Helen nodded. ‘Eventually. It didn’t take long before she kissed me. It was full on the lips, but I couldn’t do anything about it – I couldn’t even kiss her back until she gave me permission. It just didn’t feel right otherwise. Once she did, though, we were all over each other.’

‘So much for experimentation.’

‘Oh, we were way beyond that. The things she made me do that first night would have made a whore blush. I spent at least three hours between her legs, happily eating her to orgasm after orgasm. Every time I felt her body shiver underneath my tongue, I just got the most incredible feeling of satisfaction – as though that was where I belonged. It was where I felt at home, even though it was completely alien to how I normally would have acted. I didn’t really have much experience being the submissive party back then, as you might have guessed.’

‘I’m getting that impression.’

‘Well, she changed that, I can assure you. I spent all night worshipping her body at her instruction – massaging, teasing, caressing it – and all the while I could feel this intense fire growing in me. The more I touched her, the hornier I got. Not that I could do anything about it, of course.’

‘She didn’t help you out?’

Helen shook her head. ‘Why would she? That wasn’t in the rules. She got me completely for as long as she wanted. My pleasure didn’t come into it.’

‘Ouch.’

‘Yeah. I didn’t get much sleep that night. Neither of us did.’

She shifted in her seat, as though the recollection was making her uncomfortable. I wondered if I should change the subject, but then I saw the faint blush crossing her cheeks. She wasn’t embarrassed or upset by it.

She was aroused.

‘So what happened the next morning?’ I asked. ‘I guess she gave you another dose?’

‘Yeah. I thought she might have been satisfied with just one day, but she didn’t even think about it. In fact, she made me beg for it – not that it took much persuading. The second she told me to, I was grovelling at her feet, promising her the world in exchange for that one little pill.’

‘It’s that strong?’

‘Yes. I mean, I don’t think all of it was the pill’s fault, but...’

‘But?’

‘That level of submission is addictive. I can see why people give their lives up to it. It’s just such a wonderful feeling, to only have one particular focus at once. It clears up all the static, all the extraneous noise. Take when I was licking her pussy, for example.’

Helen’s words echoed in my mind. Suddenly, I couldn’t think of anything but Helen licking another woman’s pussy. It filled every nook and cranny of my mind; no matter where I went, no matter how I tried to distract myself, there it was. Everywhere I turned, her face was pressed into the willing sex of another girl – blondes, brunettes, redheads; it didn’t seem to matter – and was greedily licking, desperate to draw forth an orgasm and prove her use.

‘Adam?’

‘Hmm?’

‘I said, take when I was licking her pussy, for example. That was all I had to focus on. My entire world became tied up in getting her to come, to giving her pleasure. What happened afterwards? Who knew? Who cared? As long as I did that job, nothing else mattered. She’d take care of the future. All I had to do was focus on the present.’

My imagination shifted gears. Now it wasn’t Helen kneeling submissively in front of a gorgeous anonymous woman; now, it was me kneeling in front of her, right here in the bar, her with her skirt hiked up over her thighs and me eagerly licking at her clit.

Snap out of it, Adam, I thought to myself angrily. Now’s not the time. You can think about that all you want, later. Hell, you might even be able to do it on your terms. One in three, right?

The thought calmed me down, but not by much. ‘So what happened that day?’ I asked, trying to keep myself focused on something – anything – else.

‘That day she hurt me,’ Helen said simply. There was no artifice to it; she didn’t try and dress the fact up as something it wasn’t. ‘I’d always known she was a sadist, but I didn’t know quite how extreme. With a willing plaything whose body she could lay claim to completely... well, I’m surprised she treated me as gently as she did the first night.’

‘What did she do to you?’

‘She started out by hiring a playroom – I paid, naturally.’

‘A playroom?’

‘Sorry... I forget, you’re tragically naive,’ she said with a grin. ‘At a sex club in the city, they have what I suppose you’d call a dungeon. Lots of equipment for people to experiment with, for a price – this was before I bought my own, obviously. It’s very exclusive, but it’s not like I can’t afford it. She had me book the whole place for the day.’

‘I hope you got your money’s worth.’

‘I don’t know if that’s how I’d put it exactly, but... well, yeah. She seemed to enjoy it, anyway. She had me strapped up a dozen different ways, and I think she used every single device they had on me at one point or another. Crops. Canes. Floggers. Whips. I was in agony for days afterwards.’

‘Why didn’t you stop her?’

‘At the time, I couldn’t get enough of it. I saw how happy hurting me made her, and that made me happy in return. When she got turned on by it, I got turned on by it. It didn’t take long before I was begging for her to break me. I just wanted to be used.’ Helen broke off, and a silence settled over the room. ‘Pretty fucked up, eh?’

I shook my head; for some reason, I couldn’t make any words form in my throat. ‘No,’ I said at last. ‘I can... I can understand that. Sort of.’

‘So much for you being vanilla. Seems I underestimated you.’

‘It’s because it wasn’t about the pain, right? It was about giving yourself up. Putting someone else’s desires before your own.’

She tilted her glass towards me appreciatively. ‘You’re learning. There’s hope for you yet.’

I wondered what it would feel like to have Helen use those crops on me: the sting of leather against bare skin giving way to the pleasure of obedience. Did she have Rachel’s sadistic streak? Could I take it? How far would she push me? I had to know.

‘What about the third day?’ I asked.

‘Ah. Well, the third day was different. Rachel had pretty much run out of ideas with me by that point. In fact, she wasn’t going to give me the third pill until I begged her for it.’

‘Which you did, obviously.’

Helen nodded. ‘I needed it. I needed to submit to her. I would have done anything.’

‘So what did she have you do?’

‘The third day was a Saturday, and as it happened it was one of the nights that the club in town was having a party.’

‘I’m guessing it wasn’t exactly a cheese and nibbles style affair.’

‘Not quite. More latex and handcuffs. She took me. Tied me up, made it clear that I was to service anyone who asked for it.’

‘Sounds embarrassing.’

‘I think that’s what she was thinking too. She seemed to want to test it, to see how far I’d be willing to go before my own personality began to assert itself again, but it didn’t work. At least she let me have a hood.’

‘A hood?’

‘Latex. Completely covered my head, except for my eyes and mouth. It was so... dehumanising. I hated it at the time. I was proud to debase myself for her amusement. Of course, in retrospect...’

‘You’re glad.’

‘Extremely. The things I did that night were not things I’m particularly proud of.’

‘Can I ask what?’

‘I was fucked,’ she said bluntly. ‘Repeatedly. Every hole, often more than one at once. They used me like a piece of meat, until I was broken and sore, and I loved every minute of it. I sucked more cocks that night than I ever have, before or since.’

‘Wow.’

‘Oh, don’t get me wrong... I loved it. I don’t even think that was just down to the formula, either. It was so nice to be able to let myself go, to just be a complete and utter slut for an evening, knowing that no one would ever find out about it. I think I might have done it even if it hadn’t been for the pill, but having that little bit of extra deniability just made the whole thing so much sweeter.’

I nodded. It made a lot of sense. ‘So I assume you got some relief, then?’

‘Relief?’

‘You know... with being fucked so often. Did you finally get to...?’ I trailed off.

‘Are you trying to say “come”?’ She grinned at me. ‘No, I didn’t. Not without Rachel’s permission. That was part of the deal. She liked to watch, and she liked to see me squirm. She told me if I satisfied thirty guys, I’d be allowed to. I made it to twenty-seven men and eight women, and then my body just... gave up. I was practically dead on my feet by the time the club closed. Well, on my knees at least.’

‘You couldn’t go on?’

‘I tried. By the end of the night I was offering to pay men for a chance to blow them, just because I knew that would be exactly the kind of thing that Rachel would like to see – well, that and to earn an orgasm.’

‘This all sounds so intense.’

She took another sip of her drink, and looked me straight in the eye. ‘It is. Very. But it’s so worth it. Besides, I think you’ll enjoy being my little slut. I’ve seen how you’ve been looking at me; I saw it last night, too. I think there’s a submissive streak in you that I’m going to really enjoy playing with, even if you don’t know it yourself.’

There didn’t seem to be much point in denying it. She was right. What had seemed like an elaborate prank just half an hour ago had suddenly grown until it encompassed my entire imagination. No matter how I tried, I couldn’t shake the feeling.

‘Maybe not,’ I said, all front. ‘Maybe you took the pill.’

She smiled and shook her head. ‘Afraid not, sweetie. I’ve taken it before. I know what it feels like as it starts to work – and it would have started to work by now. Try it, if you don’t believe me.’

‘Take your shirt off.’

‘Go and fuck yourself.’

That seemed to confirm it. So that meant...

‘There’s a fifty-fifty shot that you took the pill with the formula on it, then,’ she said, finishing my thought. ‘A fifty-fifty chance that I just got myself a nice new slave toy to play with. Isn’t that a fun idea? I know you’ve been considering it. There’s no point lying to me.’

She looked me over, head to toe, trying to read my mind. Good luck, I thought to myself; I couldn’t even seem to figure out what I wanted myself. If she could unravel my thoughts, she was welcome to them.

And yet part of me thought she could. Part of me suspected she could read me like a book, and she’d been playing me this whole time.

‘Get on your knees, right now, and kiss my feet,’ she said.

All of a sudden, the tone of her voice switched: gone was the jokey, playful teasing. In its place was the hard-ass businesswoman, used to being obeyed immediately and without question. And of course, it was right that she should be obeyed, wasn’t it? That was exactly what women like Helen deserved. It was their place in life, just as it was my place to serve.

It was the pill, it must have been. Rationally, I shouldn’t have been feeling like this. Before I’d arrived tonight, I never would have even considered it, but being here – talking to her – it had changed me irrevocably. It was like a great fog had been lifted; suddenly, I could see clearly. All I had to do was get on my knees and place my lips against the leather of her shoes.

If I showed my submission, I could be hers.

‘Yes, Miss,’ I wanted to say. I could feel the words bubbling up through my throat, desperate to emerge and show her just how much I wanted to be used by her. The wry smile that crossed her face told me that she knew what I was thinking, that it was just a matter of time until she had me wrapped helplessly around her little finger.

Something deep inside me made me want to resist. It came from a place that I hadn’t even been aware of, some self-destructive impulse that traded surety for curiosity. If there was a pill, I had to overcome its power – I had to know if it worked.

I fought against my own body, trying to see which word would come out first.

‘No,’ I said at last.

As it echoed into the silence, I couldn’t believe it. Judging by the look on her face, neither could she.

She smiled, sadly. ‘Well, shit. I really thought you’d taken the right pill. I had such a good feeling about you.’ She rummaged around in her bag and pulled out a thin strip of black leather with a silver buckle at one end: a collar. ‘I even brought this. I planned to walk you out of here on a leash. Ah well, I guess. These things happen.’

She had carried on talking, but from the moment her hand had drawn the collar from its hiding place, I found myself transfixed. As she put it back and began gathering her things to leave, I spoke up.

‘Wait,’ I said.

She stopped in her tracks. ‘Hmm?’

My mouth seemed to be filled with cotton. ‘What if I took the pill now? The third one, I mean. The blue one.’

‘You know what would happen. It’s got the formula on it. You’d lose all sense of free will. You’d be my plaything, for as long as I wanted you. Why?’

‘You know why.’

‘Say it anyway. Indulge me.’

‘I think I’d like that. The way you made it sound...’

‘Intoxicating, isn’t it?’

I nodded. There was nothing else for me to say. She crossed back over to the table and picked the pill up between finger and thumb. ‘Look at it,’ she said. ‘You wouldn’t think something so small would have so much power, would you? I mean, look at what it’s done to you – all ready and desperate to give up your freedom, and for what? You know it’s not just a sexual thing. In fact, you might never come again for as long as I decided to keep you.’

‘I don’t care. It’s not about my pleasure. I know that.’

‘I know you do, sweetie. You seem to understand it very well indeed. That’s why I hope you understand this too.’

She let the pill fall from her fingers and hit the floor. I dove to stop it, but it was too late; in one quick movement she had placed her foot on top of it, and with a twist of her heel it transformed itself into nothing but a small smudge of blue powder against the wood floor.

‘You don’t need the formula to submit to me,’ she said. ‘I think you want it anyway. And I think that if I gave you the chance, you’d do it willingly. Wouldn’t you?’

I nodded.

‘Good boy. Right answer. Now, get on your knees for me.’

Slowly, I slid off my chair and sank to the floor. As my knees made contact, Helen came to stand in front of me. She placed a finger under my chin and lifted it gently, forcing me to look at her as she slipped the collar around my neck and buckled it tightly.

‘You’re mine now,’ she said, quietly but firmly. ‘This is what you want, isn’t it?’

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, Mistress. Try again.’

‘Yes, Mistress. I want this.’

‘Good boy,’ she said, smiling down at me. ‘Now kiss my feet, and we can leave. I’ve got a lot of plans for you.’

I lowered my head and pressed my lips gently against the leather of her shoes – first the left, then the right – marvelling at my good fortune. When she reached down and hooked a perfectly-manicured finger through the collar and pulled my head up, I didn’t protest. There was no need: I knew, instinctively, that there would be plenty more opportunities to stay at her feet.

As she clipped the leash onto the D-ring at the front of my neck, a thought crossed my mind. How did I know there even was a formula? I had trusted her – I had trusted her absolutely and without question – but there hadn’t been any proof, and the only evidence had been pulverised under her boot. Perhaps there was nothing on the pill at all, and everything she had told me for the past half an hour had been a lie designed to get me to this point of submission. Had I been tricked? Was this all just some sort of con?

It wasn’t until she pulled me towards the door and I began to crawl behind her that I realised I didn’t much care either way. This was where I belonged, and I knew I would always be grateful that she had allowed me the freedom to figure that out.

It was the last freedom I would ever need.
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