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Cuckolding the Boss



The number of people at the bar was beginning to wind down, and I couldn’t help but feel that I had really lucked out.

She had been chatting to me for an hour or so, and already it was clear that she wasn’t like most other women. She was a little older than most of the girls I went for – perhaps mid-thirties, compared to my twenty-nine – but that was a large part of what made her so attractive. She still had all the beauty of youth, but she held herself with a confidence unlike anything else I’d ever seen. She was self-assured and forthright, and seemed to know exactly what she wanted. If the way she kept playing with her hair and directing her body towards my own was anything to go by, what she wanted was me – for tonight, at least.

If I was honest, I hadn’t been expecting anything to come out of tonight. My trip to the bar wasn’t planned, but I’d had an incredibly rough day at work and the reaming I’d got from my boss – all a result of one of his decisions that had backfired horribly and that he’d managed to pin on me in the eyes of the board – had put me in the kind of bad mood that only a couple of beers with a few close friends can solve. Unfortunately, they had all been busy – worse luck – and so I was drinking alone.

I’d noticed her at the other end of the bar, but even when she had looked over at me I’d tried not to give her a second thought. It had proved impossible: the dress she was wearing more than saw to that. It was a rich black, low cut, and showed off her body to perfection, highlighting every curve and drawing the eye to all the right places. She’d smiled when she caught me looking, but the mood I was in I found it too easy to write her off as being out of my league.

I never would have approached her, not feeling the way I did. As it turns out, I didn’t have to.

‘You look like you’re having a rough night,’ she said as she walked up to me. Her voice ran like honey, sweet to the ear. ‘Mind if I join you?’

‘Not at all,’ I said, gesturing for her to sit. She smiled and perched herself on the next stool along. She called the bartender and ordered a vodka and cranberry juice – a simple, uncomplicated, classic choice – and we began to chat.

The more I talked to her, the more I began to realise she was something special. Everything about her was intoxicating, from the easygoing, flirtatious smile right through to the lilting tones of her accent – high-class and well-educated, but without seeming remotely pretentious. Beyond that, though, it was hard to get over just how beautiful she was. Her hair fell in soft brown curls over her shoulders, and her high cheekbones – cheekbones that could have so easily seemed aloof and cruel – gave her a model’s definition that didn’t stop her from coming across as extremely approachable.

I considered pinching myself, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

‘What do you say we get out of here?’ she said as the bar began to settle down for the night.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. ‘What did you have in mind?’ I said, trying to play it cool.

She laughed. ‘Don’t play coy. It doesn’t suit you. You know perfectly well what I have in mind.’

Everything about this woman seemed unreal: I had to be sure. ‘Tell me anyway. Humour me.’

‘Fine. You. Me. My place.’ She played with the strap on her dress teasingly, drawing me in. It worked. ‘I like you, Jack. You’re smart and you’re funny and I’m willing to bet you’ve got a great body under that suit. I plan on finding out tonight. Just a little bit of no strings attached fun, you know?’

I nodded. That couldn’t have sounded more perfect.

‘My driver is waiting outside,’ she said. ‘I sent the call out a little while ago, so she should be there by now.’

Before I could wonder about just how rich this woman was that she had a driver to take her to a bar, she had grasped me firmly by the hand and was pulling me in the direction of the door.

I didn’t put up much of a struggle.

She had pretty much pounced on me in the car, her hands grasping eagerly at my body as her lips worked their way along my jaw line and down my collarbone. I hadn’t been kissed with such passion since I was a teenager, and it was too easy to let myself get caught up in it. The feel of her skin against mine was intoxicating: the more she kissed me, the more I wanted.

I was so focused on her that I didn’t notice where the car was heading. When it pulled up in The Cedars, I was shocked. I knew Emily was obviously fairly wealthy – the expensive dress and easy confidence had made that pretty clear – but The Cedars was the kind of community that only the crème de la crème could afford to call home. Whoever she was, she was beautiful, intelligent and rich. With all that behind her, she could have had any man she wanted.

And yet here I was.

As we stepped out of the car she pulled me towards the front door, fumbling with a key to let us in. Even as she did, I pressed my body up close against her, and she seemed to approve; with a grin, she began grinding her ass against the stirrings of my erection.

‘Patience, baby,’ she said as the lock clicked. ‘We’ve got all night.’

She led me by hand into the living room, pressed a button on the wall and stood back in satisfaction as the soft light of dancing flames began to flicker in the fireplace. They lit a room that reminded me of her: simple, classy and sophisticated. The furniture was ultra-modern, all clean lines and sharp edges. In fact, the only thing in the room that didn’t seem to be composed of right angles was a sheepskin rug down in front of the fire. When she sidled away from me, gesturing to follow, that was where she headed.

‘Impressive,’ I said, but she put a finger to my lips.

‘No talking,’ she said, her eyes glimmering with reflections from the fire. ‘Not yet. Just let me enjoy you. I don’t want to share you yet.’

It seemed an odd choice of phrase, but I didn’t question it. I was distracted by her kisses, and the carefree way she moved her hands up to her collarbone and slid the straps off. The dress slipped down to reveal underwear that was barely there: a wispy lace bra that seemed like little more than a trick of the light. She didn’t rest long on her laurels, however, and within a second or two she had slipped the dress down her body and left it in a crumpled heap next to her. The same lace material that covered her breasts also covered her pussy in a skimpy pair of panties that only highlighted her natural shapeliness.

Clothed, she had looked stunning. Like this, stripped and available to me, she was like a Goddess.

Slowly, I reached out to touch her, as if refusing to believe that she could be real without some tangible proof. Her skin was as soft as velvet and danced under my touch, her body responding to even the lightest pressure. I felt myself move closer, barely in control of my own muscles, and began kissing her: first on the lips, then moving ever-downwards. Her shapely collarbones gave way to the magnificent orbs of her breasts, and for a moment or two I was satisfied just to kiss them over the lace, but soon that ceased to be enough: I had to see them, kiss, them, feel them for myself.

As if she had exactly the same thought, she reached out towards me and began unbuttoning my shirt. In no time at all, it had joined her dress in a pile on the floor. 

‘Oh, yes,’ she said happily as she ran her fingers lightly down the contours of my chest. ‘I think you’ll do nicely.’

‘Well, I aim to please.’ I continued kissing her as I snaked my arm behind her, reaching for the bra strap that would release those wonderful breasts into the care of my lips. She curved her body towards me, making it as easy as possible, and nibbled gently at my collarbone as she did so. Our bodies intertwined in the light of the fireplace, skin sliding against skin.

‘Before this goes any further,’ she said as my fingers made contact with the clasp, ‘I have a confession to make.’

‘Oh yes?’

‘I’m married.’

She said it with such a blasé tone of voice that it took a moment to sink in. How could she be married? My fingers fell away as though I’d been burned.

‘Married? What do you mean, you’re married?’ I asked. ‘Separated, right?’

She shook her head. ‘Afraid not.’

Jesus, I thought. And there was me thinking it was going so well.

For a moment or two, I tried to rationalise it – to convince myself that I could still go ahead with it, that I would be comfortable being the other man, but it didn’t feel right. Whoever her husband was, he deserved better than to have his wife fooling around on him. How could I sanction that? How could I say it was OK, no matter how hot she was?

‘Listen,’ I said. ‘I’m flattered and all, and I really wish I could carry on with this, but the whole idea of seducing some bored housewife whose husband is out of town on business doesn’t really sit all that well with me. I just can’t...’

‘Nope,’ she said, cutting me off. ‘He’s not away on business. He’s upstairs, in fact.’

That was enough information for me. I began to stand up, and reached around to find my shirt, groping for where Emily had thrown it in the excitement of our meeting. All the while, a dozen questions filled my head. What had I got myself into? Why was her husband upstairs? Was this some voyeuristic sex game on her part, or was it for his benefit?

‘Aren’t you going to say anything?’ she asked eventually.

I shrugged. ‘What’s there to say? I’m not going to help you cheat on your husband, so none of it really matters.’

Emily sighed, as though this wasn’t the first time she had explained the situation – and, perhaps, that she didn’t expect it to be the last. ‘Don’t be so parochial, Jack,’ she said. ‘How can it be cheating if he knows everything about it?’

I paused for the first time: she had baited her hook, and I had bitten down hard. ‘You mean he’s OK with other men coming in to fuck his wife?’

‘I didn’t say that,’ she said with a cruel smile. ‘I said he knew about it. He knew I was going out tonight, and he knew I was going to bring another man home. I made sure of that.’

My mind was spinning. ‘I don’t follow,’ I said.

‘My husband used to cheat on me a lot, especially in the early years of our marriage,’ she said slowly, picking her words. ‘He’s your typical rich and powerful boardroom type, and he likes to believes that the fact offered him certain... well, let’s say “privileges” that I wasn’t happy to allow.’ She paused for a second, as though reliving a particularly unhappy memory, before continuing. ‘So I made the situation clear. I told him that either I’d divorce him and take everything he had, or I could give him a taste of his own medicine.’

‘What do you mean?’

She looked at me with one eyebrow raised. ‘Why do you think you’re here, Jack?’ she asked. ‘I want you to fuck me. And I want to make him watch.’

The idea of being used like this set me off; I could feel the itch of a white-hot irritation growing beneath my skin. ‘So I’m supposed to be his punishment, is that it?’ I snapped.

She gave another fierce shake of her head, angry at the suggestion. ‘You’re not,’ she said. ‘You’re here because I like you, no other reason. I can fuck you right here on this rug if I choose, or I can send you away. That’s my call, and if I’m honest, it looks much more likely to be the first one than the latter.’ There was another pause as she searched for the words. The light from the fire danced over her face, her features cool and impassive as she watched me for any trace of what I was feeling. ‘He hurt me, Jack. That’s all there is to it. I want to hurt him back, to teach him a lesson, to show him that what he did was wrong. And I want you to help me do it.’

No matter how I tried, I found myself incapable of figuring her out. Here she was, a woman who seemingly had everything she could want, and yet she found herself going out to bars in order to pick up strange men. She had a husband and all the money – it seemed – that she could ever need, but there was a sadness to her that lurked underneath the surface.

I thought of her husband waiting upstairs. Whoever he was, I didn’t know him, and he wasn’t my problem. Besides, if what Emily had told me was true, he sounded like a real piece of work. Why shouldn’t I enjoy myself at his expense? By all accounts, he only had himself to blame.

Except deep down, I knew that was just my arousal talking. With Emily’s touch still lingering on my skin, I knew I would have agreed to pretty much anything.

‘What do you want from me?’ I asked. ‘Exactly, I mean. What do you want me to do?’

She smiled. ‘I want you to make a decision. That’s all. Nothing scary. If you choose to, you can leave right now. I’ll call up the driver and you can be back wherever you live in half an hour. Or...’

She let her voice fade away to nothingness, perhaps hoping I’d fill in the blanks myself, but I needed to be sure.

‘Or what?’

She shrugged. ‘Or you can come upstairs and find out for yourself.’

Rationally, objectively, I knew I shouldn’t have gone. I knew that whatever was going on here was trouble, and that getting involved in the marital troubles of a woman and her husband – no matter how hot she was – was a mistake. I was about to speak up and ask for her to call her driver, but as I opened my mouth she stood up and walked to the door. Her hips, covered in nothing but the faintest trace of lingerie, swung from side to side as she moved, a hypnotic accompaniment in perfect time with the metronome beat of her heels clicking against the floor.

Those hips made the decision for me.

I followed behind like a good little dog, my mind and my body enraptured by her charms.

I had tried to prepare myself for what would be waiting for me upstairs, but it hadn’t worked. It was entirely new territory, and the minute I stepped into her bedroom I knew I was a stranger in a strange land.

A man sat on a large upright chair with his back to us, facing the bed. He was naked, or so it seemed; the skin of his tight back and broad shoulders was plain to see, and his legs – where they curved around the side of the chair, were also bare. He didn’t react as we entered the room, but even if he had it would have been limited. A pair of heavy steel handcuffs held his hands tightly behind him, looped around the back of the chair, and his ankles had been secured to the chair legs with what appeared to be strong leather straps.

If Emily had put him in this position, she had made it so there was no chance of him escaping. God only knew how long he had been there.

She bounced into the room excitedly, leant down next to the seated figure, and kissed the top of his head.

‘Hello, darling,’ she said playfully. ‘Did you miss me?’ The man didn’t respond. But for the steady rise and fall of his shoulders, he might as well have been a statue.

I didn’t want to take any risks, though. I circled him from a distance, the way a jackal might circle a wounded lion, fearful of getting too close. As I got a better look at him, I could see that it didn’t matter: his face was covered by a leather hood, like something out of a cut-rate BDSM flick, and in his mouth was stuffed a red rubber ball gag. His eyes were covered by an elaborate blindfold that left me in no doubt that it wouldn’t even let a sliver of light through.

The man was naked, completely and utterly, but as Emily fussed around him I could see that wasn’t quite the case. Around his cock and balls a steel contraption had been locked, a tight tube that seemed to serve no purpose other than to keep his genitals under control. It must have been agony for him: as tight as the cage seemed to be, he also looked – from one quick glance at least – to barely fit inside it.

‘Say hello, Jack. Don’t be shy.’

‘Erm... hi,’ I said. The word seemed small and pathetic and utterly inadequate, but what else was there to say to the man whose wife I was about to fuck?

Emily seemed to catch my reserve. ‘’Oh, you don’t need to worry,’ she said soothingly. ‘You’re not the first guy I’ve brought home. In fact, Richard’s pretty well used to the whole situation now. Aren’t you, sweetie?’

The hooded man said nothing, but even I could tell that behind the bright red ball he was seething. I was sure if I could have seen his eyes they would have been practically glowing with hatred, and I didn’t doubt for a second that if he could have somehow wriggled his way out of the bonds Emily had placed him in, his first move would be to try and beat me half to death.

‘I see you noticed the arrangements I have for him,’ Emily said playfully, reaching her hand between his legs and flicking the padlock. It made a soft clink against the steel, and he groaned. ‘And yes, I know what you’re thinking: he does look to be a little excited. I wouldn’t take it too personally, though. It’s been... oh, how long has it been now, honey?’ She looked across at her husband as if expecting him to answer. ‘I’d say two or three months now. Pretty much everything gets him turned on now, poor dear. If there was a strong breeze I’m pretty sure he’d just about explode.’

‘Two or three months since what?’

She laughed. ‘Since I let him get some relief, of course!’

‘It’s been three months since you last had sex?’

‘Oh, good Christ, no. I haven’t had sex with him in at least two years. Not since the last time I caught him cheating on me. No, we have a very particular arrangement. Every couple of months I buy him the services of a prostitute – his money, of course, but who’s counting? She deals with all of that.’

The man in the hood grunted for the first time, as if telling her to stop. It was the first noise he had made since I’d entered the room. A cruel grin crossed Emily’s face.

‘Oh, is there something wrong, honey?’ she said towards her husband. ‘Do you not want me to tell our new friend about your sex life? Does that make you uncomfortable?’

The man slumped his shoulders in resignation. He knew as well as I did that Emily was going to tell me no matter what.

‘I get him a prostitute,’ she continued, matter-of-factly. ‘She takes him to a hotel room, handcuffs him to a bed, and takes his pathetic little dick out from its cage. Then she rides him until he spurts his load – not that that usually takes long – and when she’s done she locks him right back up in his cage, leaves the keys to the cuffs somewhere he’ll be able to get free within twenty minutes or so, and then brings the cage keys right back to me. It’s a simple little arrangement that makes absolutely sure he never has access to his cock without my permission.’ With every fresh detail, the man seemed to sink further and further into himself. If anything, his discomfort seemed to strengthen Emily. ‘Do you, sweetie?’ she asked, her voice as light as spun sugar.

He gave a sad little shake of his head. Apparently he knew better than to try and argue.

She walked over to him and grabbed his caged cock in her hand. The tip of it pressed against the cage opening, and had turned a dark purple. ‘I don’t want you to feel sorry for him, Jack,’ Emily said, tracing her finger along the hole at the end of the cage. Her husband moaned at the contact, and I could see him struggle against his bonds, pushing forward with his hips in a futile attempt to get as much of her contact as he could manage. ‘Part of me thinks this little pervert has learned to like this. After all, it’s the closest he’s likely to get to my cunt any time soon.’

Even after seeing just what she was capable of, it still shocked me to hear her say that word. Despite the fact that she had her husband tied up just a few feet away from me – and that she was trying to convince me to help me torture him for his past misdeeds – she still looked sweet and innocent, and it was a hard mindset to get out of.

She came and sat next to me on the bed, and immediately her hands were all over me. One quick shove and I fell backwards; in less than a second, she had swung her leg over my body and was straddling my hips as she kissed me.

And oh, what kisses they were. Every touch of her lips on mine was electric, and collected together they stormed the part of my brain responsible for rational thought. My hands moved up the soft white smoothness of her arms, clutching her close to me. I managed to all but forget about her husband, safe in the knowledge that he couldn’t see what I was doing, but there was still a part of me that wondered what was going through his mind. For the first time – and completely to my surprise – I found myself almost feeling jealous of him. Sure, he was a complete bastard by all accounts, and he couldn’t have looked more pathetic if he’d tried, all tied up and desperate – but for a while at least, he had been the focus of Emily’s world. He had been the one who kissed her, who took her to bed every night. It was his body that had been pressed against hers under the sheets.

And he had lost it all.

I wanted to take this magnificent woman and make her mine, to have her all to myself. At least he had had that once, even if he had thrown it away. Even though I could have her for tonight, I’d never have her completely: there would always be someone else waiting in the wings.

I chased the thought away. For now, I had to force myself to live in the moment.

A hand slipped behind her back and uncoupled the links of her bra. Two pale pink orbs spilled out – the breasts of a twenty year old, despite Emily’s own age. I fell on them like a hungry wolf, kissing and sucking with an eagerness that came from somewhere deep inside of me.

‘Mmm...’ she moaned, playing up to both of us in the audience. ‘That’s right, baby. Play with me. Use me. Fuck me.’

She grasped one of my hands firmly in hers and guided it down between her legs. I slid it inside her underwear, and it came back soaked: whatever it was, something had got her absolutely drenched with excitement.

It seemed almost churlish not to explore further. Quickly, exploiting her natural lubrication, I slid two fingers deep inside her hard enough to make her moan. ‘Fuck,’ she said, with a breathless gasp that suggested no other words would do. ‘More, Jack. I need more.’

I reached up inside of her, my fingers seeking out that perfect spot that would send her into fits of pleasure. With my other hand I pulled her body close, kissing her softly. As I did I felt her tighten around me, her hips riding my hand, desperate for me to take her to the edge and past it, over into an orgasm that would make her scream out loud.

I pushed forward, my lips dancing with hers.

‘Wait,’ she said, pushing me gently away. ‘Not yet.’

Reluctantly, I let my hand fall, sliding my fingers out from the wetness of her cunt.

Was she having second thoughts? Could she have reconsidered the whole idea when it came to it? Despite my early doubts, suddenly I found myself praying I was wrong. Even with her husband watching, I wanted her. My mind was made up.

She stood up and sauntered over to him, the erection that strained between my legs apparently forgotten about.

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.

She shook her head. ‘Nothing’s wrong, baby. I promise.’

‘So come back to bed.’

‘Not yet,’ she said with a smile. I wasn’t convinced, but she did her best to placate me even as she draped herself over her husband’s naked body. ‘Trust me, Jack,’ she said. There’s something I want you to see.’

She stood up and walked behind him, and then with a viper’s quickness she reached out and grabbed something at the back of his neck. A second later there came the sound of a zipper echoing around the room, and the hood slumped down over his face. The blindfold came with it, but the gag had been secured below the hood itself, and so he remained unable to speak.

‘I believe you two might know each other,’ she said simply.

She slipped the leather away from his face, and my eyes met his for the first time.

Seeing him outside of the office – seeing him like this – it took me a moment or two to recognise him. His hair had the same salt-and-pepper colouring that I knew so well, but the removal of the hood had left it wild and unkempt, completely at odds with its usual slick, perma-gelled appearance.

His eyes burned with fury when he saw my face. Suddenly he lunged forward, pulling at his restraints, but they held firm. It was in his anger that his face clicked in my mind.

It was Richard Sanderson, the head of my department and the bane of my career. He was the one who constantly berated me at work in front of the board, who took credit for my ideas and laid all the blame for the department’s failings firmly at my door – and then had the audacity to claim I should be grateful even to have a job. He was the one who had given me such a hard time at work that day, and who had put me in a foul enough mood that I ended up drinking in a bar – where of course, I had met Emily and the whole saga had begun.

I couldn’t help but grin. In front of me, tied and gagged, sat the man who had made my life at work a living hell – and next to him, his wife was begging me to fuck her. It was too good an opportunity to turn down.

Emily must have seen the smile that passed over my face; as she crossed back over to the bed she gave me a look that told me she knew exactly what I was thinking. ‘I think you should fuck me,’ she whispered into my ear, just loud enough to leave no doubt that he could hear us.

Knowing that it was Sanderson’s wife made my conquest all the sweeter. Knowing that he would be forced to watch was the icing on the cake.

I pushed her backwards without saying a word, pressing her body against the expensive silk sheets. She played her part to perfection, slipping off the delicate mesh of her underwear, spreading her legs and revealing her sex to both of us – her husband, and her lover. The sight of it spurred me on. If she could torment him, why couldn’t I?

I reached down and took my dick in my hand.

‘Do you want this?’ I said.

She nodded. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, lingering on the word for his benefit. ‘More than anything. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me hard and fuck me deep.’

‘Beg for it.’

I didn’t know where the instruction came from, but it seemed to develop deep inside of me, erupting to the surface before I could even be sure what was happening. It was the truth, though: I did want her to beg. I wanted this gorgeous woman to tell me just how much she craved my cock inside her.

And then, when I was satisfied, I’d give it to her, safe in the knowledge that her husband was watching every second of it.

‘Please, Jack,’ she said, the urgency of her voice cutting through my thoughts. ‘I need it. Please. Fuck me.’

I unbuckled my trousers, and within seconds I was naked and on top of her. My cock waited at the entrance to her cunt, the head pressing gently against her flesh, waiting to take her for myself.

‘Please,’ she said again. ‘Show him. Show me.’

That was enough. I pushed into her in one firm, slow stroke that made her gasp. Her tightness wrapped around me, a perfect fit. Every time I moved forward, she brought her hips to greet mine – a perfect mirror of my arousal.

‘Do you see this, Richard?’ she screamed out as I ploughed into her, every thrust making her voice shake. ‘This is how a real man fucks. This is what you could never give me.’

I had thought Sanderson’s presence might have put me off, but in fact it was quite the opposite. Knowing I was being watched – especially by someone who I knew would absolutely loathe what was happening and yet deserved every second of it – just added to the thrill. I could imagine him behind me. Would he be watching, or would he be trying to keep his eyes averted? How would he deal with her moans, knowing that there was nothing he could do to stop them?

I fell forward onto her, pinning her to the bed – she was mine now, not his. Each thrust was met with a pornographic gasp of pleasure and a call for more, a demand for me to fill her.

She pushed me gently to the side, gesturing for a change of position. Within seconds, she was on top of me, sliding herself down onto my cock. Her body swallowed me, every bounce driving me deeper inside her and closer to an orgasm. As she raked her fingers down my chest, I moaned.

She grasped at my arms, digging her nails in. ‘You’re going to come inside me when you do,’ she said, leaving no room for doubt. ‘You’re going to show him exactly what he can’t have, do you understand me?’

I nodded, and she smiled. ‘Good boy,’ she said. 

It took almost no time at all. Her tightness around my cock was more than I could bear, and as I reached up to run my hands across her beautiful breasts, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold back for much longer. Every inch of me felt as though I was on fire; when I couldn’t stand it anymore, I let myself go. As I did, I felt her body buck and arch, her spine curving back on itself in ecstasy. She screamed in pleasure as I spilt myself deep inside her, grabbing at my shoulders and pulling herself close to me.

‘Kiss me,’ she gasped, as though even the simple act of getting the words out was too much for her to take. Her lips pressed against mine hungrily, alternated with biting little nips that made sure she had my complete and undivided attention.

We collapsed onto the bed together, exhausted and spent. Our heavy breaths mingled together as she gently stroked my chest with an idle finger.

I looked across at Sanderson, still gagged. His head had dropped down onto his chest and his eyes were closed, giving him the appearance of being asleep, but I could tell from the taut tendons in his chest that he was not only awake but silently seething at me.

Suddenly, I didn’t much want to stay in that room. Even with Emily’s naked body draped around mine, I felt too uncomfortable for words.

When she sloped off to the bathroom, I pulled on my pants and shoes and headed off down the stairs. I considered leaving a note, but I didn’t know what it would say. ‘Thanks for a great fuck, but I can’t believe I just did that and I’m going to head back to my mundane little life now’?

It seemed insane to even consider it.

That was the thing, though: it had been a great fuck, and not just because of Emily’s obvious skill. Having someone there to watch helplessly as I ploughed into his wife, as I used her like my own personal plaything... it had made the experience so much richer, somehow. The thrill had lingered even as I tracked down my shirt and buttoned it, ready to leave. I felt sexually fulfilled in a way I hadn’t in years.

But now what? How was I supposed to go into work on Monday, knowing what I now knew? There was no way I’d still have a job. If Sanderson didn’t fire me outright, he’d find some way to make my life miserable. I’d end up being forced out of the company for sure.

That was that, then. I’d ruined my career for one fuck. No matter how hot it was, there was no way it could be worth it.

‘Jack?’ a voice called out from the stairwell. It was Emily. ‘Where are you going?’

‘Home,’ I said. ‘I’ll call a taxi.’

‘There’s no need. I’ll get the driver to take you home.’ She paused for a second, trying to read my face. ‘What’s wrong?’

I shrugged. If she didn’t know, there was no way I could explain it – more to the point, I didn’t feel up to the challenge at that particular moment. I was tired, it was dark and cold, and I had just committed career suicide.

‘Is it because of Richard?’ she asked. ‘I thought you said you were OK with that.’

‘I was.’

‘But?’

I shrugged again. It seemed to be a perfect catch-all response. ‘I don’t know,’ I said.

There was an awkward silence. ‘I didn’t pick you because I wanted to humiliate him,’ she said eventually. ‘Well, not just for that. I admit, I thought he’d become a little too comfortable with me bringing strangers home, and I wanted to shake that up, but there was a reason I picked you in particular.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I said, a little more sarcastically than I’d intended. 

‘I know you don’t remember me, Jack, but I certainly remembered you. The office Christmas party, three years ago? I saw how he treated you – and, if I’m honest, it made me angry. I realised then that my husband wasn’t a particularly nice man. I always said that if there was ever anything I could do to make him less of a complete bastard to the people who worked for him, I would.’

I remembered the night she was talking about, vaguely. Someone had spilt a drink on him, and of course – as the youngest employee there – he’d taken his frustrations out on me, shouting at me right there on the dance floor. I wanted the world to swallow me up that night. Now it seemed that karma had balanced out. The universe is a funny old place.

‘I didn’t just do this for my enjoyment,’ she said.

I stayed silent. There didn’t seem to be too much left to say. My body was still caught up in a post-orgasmic glow, but it was rapidly winding down. All I wanted was to be out of this situation so I could take the time to think things over. It had been an eventful night.

She pressed something into my hand: a small black strip of plastic. It took me a moment to realise that it was a USB flash drive. ‘Here,’ she said. ‘Call it a souvenir.’

‘What is it?’

‘I filmed it,’ she said simply. ‘What just happened, I mean. I always do. It’s a kind of protection, to make sure Richard can’t go after any of my lovers professionally. I figured it was especially important in your case. I suspect you’ll find he’s much more pleasant to you around the office now. Perhaps you might even find yourself getting a raise sometime soon. If you ask nicely, I mean.’

I held the stick back out to her. ‘I’m not interested in blackmail.’

‘Who’s blackmailing anyone?’ she said with a shrug. ‘You haven’t threatened to release it. He just knows you have a copy. He knows you could – that for once, someone else has power over him. It’s good for him to know that, I think. It makes him less of an utter shit to people below him.’

The car pulled around behind me, and Emily’s driver – an attractive young woman, I saw for the first time – stepped out, holding the rear car door open for me.

Emily kissed me on the cheek. ‘Look after yourself, Jack,’ she said as she pulled away. ‘And who knows... maybe we can do this again sometime, eh?’

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Maybe.’

I stepped into the car, Emily’s scent still whirling in my head. Maybe, I thought again, but I knew for a fact that it wasn’t a night I would forget any time soon. The next time, though... the next time it would be just me and Emily, alone. It would have to be.

I smiled at the thought as the car started, taking me away from her and back to reality.


The Third Pill


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.


Five Minutes Before Midnight


Pet,

It’s time... or at least, almost.

It’s not too far from midnight as I write this. My birthday. The day you’ve been waiting for – the day we’ve been waiting for, should I say – for months now. Can you believe it’s finally here?

I know I can’t.

I could hear you moving around upstairs before, preparing things. The floor between your apartment and ours always was a little too good at transmitting the noise. I remember all those nights spent wondering if my sister would be able to hear what we were doing, or if she had any idea what was going on between us. If she did, she never mentioned it. Perhaps she didn’t care. Perhaps she was oblivious.

I don’t think she could ever have guessed the truth.

A few hours ago, I could hear every movement you made. Nervous pacing. The slide of what I think was your coffee table across the floor. Were you making more space for us, pet? Were you giving me more room to manoeuvre?

Good. We’ll need it.

I haven’t heard anything for a while, though. It’s possible that you’ve decided to do something else. You could be sitting on your couch reading a book, for all I know, or having a nap. I don’t think you are, though: not tonight, of all nights. I think you’d be too distracted to focus, and I know you’re too excited to sleep. I would be, certainly

So that only leaves one possibility.

Are you on your knees now, pet? Ten feet above me, an hour before I said I was going to be there, are you kneeling down? Are you following your orders already? Was the anticipation too much for you to bear?

I’d say that you should get up and enjoy your freedom, but I won’t. Firstly, that would involve talking to you, and as much as I long to hear your voice, I’ve deliberately avoided you for the past week for precisely that reason: it’s all part of the tease. Everything I’ve done since we last met has been designed to keep you just hovering on the edge. The way I breezed past you in the corridor every morning without saying a word. The way I play my music just loud enough that I know you can hear it, so you have no choice but to be reminded of the fact that I still exist.

Did you like the panties I pushed through your letterbox yesterday, pet? I thought that might be a step too far, but then I figured, why not? I worked myself into such a state thinking about what will be coming tonight that I couldn’t resist. I must have masturbated myself to an orgasm three or four times, dreaming about having you all to myself at last.

But of course, you knew that, didn’t you? I know the first thing you did when you got them was press them to your nose and breathe in deeply; you’re too greedy a little slut to have done anything else. Did you enjoy the smell, pet?

Soon you’ll be able to smell me firsthand, and more.

But that’s not the only reason I won’t tell you to go and enjoy the last hour or so of freedom you have. The simple truth is, you’re not free.

You haven’t been free for a long time now.

Do you remember the first time we met, pet? I do. I don’t think I’ll ever forget it.

Me, a stupid little girl, kicked out of her mother’s house and taken in by her sister after one too many screaming matches at home: almost capable of setting out into the world on her own, at least legally an adult – only just, maybe, but the fact remained – but by no means capable of surviving. I couldn’t even get my suitcase up the stairs by myself all that easily, and when I finally made it there and discovered I couldn’t find the key she’d had cut for me, I lost it. I had a complete breakdown right there outside her door, where anyone could see me and judge me.

I didn’t care. That was the truth of it. I didn’t care what anyone thought of me, until I met you.

You asked if I was OK, and that was all. I remember your voice, sweet and kind, as I sat there sobbing. It cut through the tears like a flashlight through a fog, and somehow made everything just that little bit brighter.

I said I was fine, and you didn’t believe me. Of course you didn’t; who would have believed that tear-stained mess? That wouldn’t have stopped most people from going about their lives, though.

But not you. You helped. You didn’t make me feel like a silly little girl who couldn’t manage. You didn’t ignore the fact that I was a stranger crying in the stairwell because I’d lost the key to the only future I seemed to have. You didn’t try and hit on me, even though you told me later that you thought I was cute, and much older than I actually was.

Instead, you invited me into your flat until my sister got home from work. You made me a cup of tea, and you cheered me up – this sad, small creature who didn’t have anywhere else to go.

And we talked.

I never thanked you for that, pet. Not enough, anyway. You gave me everything I could possibly have needed at that moment, and it really made all the difference in the world to me. I knew right then that I had to have you in my life, somehow.

But of course, you were older than me – almost a decade, in fact. Too old to even consider me, or so you thought. In your late twenties, you’d somehow convinced yourself that you were ancient, and that a young girl like me could never be interested in you – and, worse still, that you could never be interested in anyone my age.

Did you think we were all the kind of vacuous teens you see on TV, pet? Did you think that young meant foolish? I like to think I changed your mind during our time together.

When my sister got home, I was almost sad to go. I know you said I could come back any time, but surely that was politeness and nothing more? After all, we were neighbours now, and it’s not like you see on TV: we might have shared a building but we were far more likely to only be nodding acquaintances.

I didn’t want that.

I remember the first time I knocked on your door again, a week later. I brought a cheesecake and a bottle of wine I’d borrowed from my sister – ‘creative wording’ was how you described that when I brought it up – and the moments between the final knock and the sound of the door opening were among the most tense of my life. I felt like a child making friends for the first time, and I almost chickened out; when you didn’t answer immediately, I considered leaving the wine and the cake outside your door as a gift to say thank you for being so nice to me, then running off back to the safety of my sister’s empty apartment.

When the door opened and you looked genuinely pleased to see me, I couldn’t have been happier.

They became a regular thing, then – my little trips up the stairs to see you. No one else interested me the way you did. You were sweet and kind and shockingly intelligent, but you didn’t seem to realise it. It was all wrapped up in that innocent shyness, as though you were constantly expecting to find yourself the butt of some joke or other.

You were constantly on guard in those early meetings, pet, but that soon slipped away.

Eventually – and it took a while, but it happened – you began to loosen up around me. You told me how hard you found it to go out and meet people, how your job working from home had left you a virtual shut-in. How you moved to the city for a girl who had promptly broken up with you and left you with nothing.

You had been my white knight when I needed it most, but deep down you were the one that needed saving. I just wanted to look after you, pet. I still do.

I pushed you to go out and meet people – to go on dates, even – despite how much it hurt me. I was always secretly thrilled when you came back to report that the evening had been a failure. A selfish, childish part of me loved hearing about how horrible these women were, and how their minor-sounding flaws made them completely unbearable.

That was when I realised that I didn’t just want you in my life. I wanted you for my own.

You had to be all mine.

I saw from the way you looked at me that you wanted me too. You’d just spent so long convincing yourself that I was too young for you, that I was forbidden fruit that could never end well. You thought that you’d be some sort of creepy old man for making a move on me, even though there was nothing else I wanted more in the world.

I think that was why I decided to take matters into my own hands.

I don’t know what made me say it. It wasn’t a conscious decision. Do you remember it, pet? When you handed me a cup of coffee made just the way I liked it?

I’d meant to say thank you – I promise you, I had – but when I saw that soft, sweet look on your face I just couldn’t help myself, and the words came tumbling out.

‘Good boy.’

I can’t tell you how wonderful it was to watch you freeze like that, unsure if you’d heard me properly – part of you wondering whether you should laugh and pass it off as a joke, and the other part of you looking guilty, as though you’d been caught red-handed in some horrible secret.

I hadn’t known about your fantasies of submission then. I didn’t know how much you wanted to be under the control of a powerful, dominant woman. If you’d asked me thirty seconds before, I wouldn’t have known I wanted it either, but when I saw the look in your eyes...

Oh, pet. Then I knew. After that, I knew nothing else in the world could matter.

You couldn’t bring yourself to admit quite how much you liked it, but you didn’t have to. Your body told me everything I needed to know. I think that was when I decided that I was going to have to take the lead.

The next time I visited you was the night everything changed. It was a Friday, I remember, and you were telling me all about a date you had arranged for the Saturday. I felt a little guilty, knowing what I had planned, but at the same time I wasn’t willing to risk losing you to some other woman. Our connection meant more to me than that.

I knew I had to mention it, but I didn’t know how to bring it up in conversation. I didn’t want to risk scaring you off, but I knew that if I wasn’t firm then you’d always be able to find a way to wriggle out of it. I didn’t want to give you the opening to let your doubts get in the way of what you really wanted.

I didn’t need to worry. The minute you spilt your drink, everything fell into place.

I remember watching you hurry off to the kitchen to get a washcloth. You were only gone a second, but that was all the time I needed.

I remember seeing you drop to your knees at my side and start scrubbing away at the carpet as though it was all happening in slow motion. It was only white wine, not likely to leave a mark, but that didn’t matter to you. You kept apologising, as though you’d offended me in some way, when actually I found your klutziness fairly adorable.

I remember the look on your face when you started to rise, and I put my hand on your shoulder. ‘Stop,’ I said. ‘You look good down there.’

The blush seemed to come from nowhere. Every drop of blood in your body must have run to your cheeks, painting your complexion a deep scarlet. I had never wanted to kiss you more in my life than I did at that moment; it was a wonder I managed to restrain myself.

‘I know you enjoy being on your hands and knees in front of me,’ I remember saying, struggling to keep my voice steady even through the doubt that suddenly plagued my mind. Surely I was being ridiculous? Surely someone as incredible as you wouldn’t even consider me as an option, even if your tastes did run to the kinkier side of the spectrum?

But it was too late for doubt. I had to be sure. I forced myself to carry on.

‘I know you’ve thought about it,’ I said. ‘I know you’ve considered what it would be like to submit to me. I can see it in your eyes.’

It was a bluff, and you could have just laughed it off, but you didn’t. Instead, you said one word that made my heart leap.

‘Sorry.’

Oh, pet... you thought it was something to be ashamed of, something that would disgust me and make me run away from you, when in actual fact it made me want to be with you more than ever. My poor, stupid, wonderful, beautiful pet.

I pulled the collar out of my bag then, and I watched your eyes light up like it was Christmas morning. It was nothing special to me – I’d picked it up for practically no money in the pet aisle of the local supermarket – but the way you looked at it you’d think it was made out of solid gold rather than imitation leather.

‘I bought you a present,’ I said. ‘But you’re going to answer some questions first. You’re going to answer them quickly, and you’re going to answer them honestly, and you’re not going to make any of your usual smartass jokes about it. Understood?’

I can still see you trying to wrap your head around it when I close my eyes. I think I’ll savour that memory forever.

‘Yes,’ you said.

And you were true to your word, pet. Yes, you told me, you were interested in BDSM. Yes, you identified as submissive. Yes, you’d considered what it would be like to submit to me. Yes, you’d masturbated at the thought. (Oh, how I loved hearing that last one – the thought of you, alone in your flat, working your hand along your shaft at the thought of being mine to control...)

And yes, you told me: yes, you wanted to be my toy. My plaything. My pet.

So I took you. I slipped the collar around your neck, pulled it tight, and watched the light dance in your eyes as I fastened the buckle. I could see the words straining at your lips, resting there until you felt you had permission to speak them out loud, but you held them back until I gave you a little nod of encouragement.

‘Thank you,’ you said at last. Nothing else was needed.

We talked for what felt like forever that night, discussing where we wanted this to go and all the things that could involve. All the while, you stayed kneeling at my feet. I didn’t even realise until after the first hour or so – that was just how natural the whole thing felt. You looked so adorable down there, with your knees on the rug and a collar – my collar – around your neck, that it didn’t even occur to me that it should be any other way.

We agreed that from then on you would consider me your owner. You’d address me as Miss, unless I gave you other instructions, and to me you’d be pet – or anything else I felt like. Pet felt so right, though: a beloved companion who needed nurture and care, completely loyal and devoted to me. It describes you perfectly.

We were frank about the sexual aspect of our relationship, and how there wouldn’t be one until after my next birthday. For some reason, the slight shrinking of our age gap made you feel more comfortable with the idea – less like you were taking advantage of an innocent girl, and more like you were giving yourself to a confident woman. It wasn’t an issue, really – it wasn’t as though what we were doing was illegal or anything – but it helped to set you at ease, and that was all I wanted. Funny, the difference that one number can make.

That was the only thing you insisted on, and even though I was sure I could have pushed it and won, I yielded. No matter how badly I wanted you, my birthday was only a few months away, and the wait would do us both good. When you gave yourself to me, I explained, I wanted it to be completely. You could have no reservations or regrets.

You nodded, and I knew you felt the same way.

I didn’t leave until the first fingers of dawn started to peek through your blinds. If I’d had my way, I wouldn’t have left at all. The collar stayed around your neck; somehow, it didn’t seem right for me to see you without it now. If it had to be removed, I didn’t want to be around to watch it happen.

I didn’t want to go back to my own bed, lying there prone in the semi-darkness, tossing and turning and dreaming of you just one storey above me. What I wanted was to be with you, to have your arms wrapped around me – to steal your warmth and to feel the pressure of your body next to mine.

I dozed off, eventually, and I dreamt of you.

Just because I agreed to not have sex with you in person didn’t mean I wasn’t going to think about it. The dreams I had that night ran the whole spectrum: everything from the joys of having you go down on me to how wonderful it would feel to fill my eager mouth with your prick. I was no stranger to pleasuring boys, but you were a man, and you were all mine: if I wanted every drop of your come to splash down my throat, by God I was going to get it.

I dreamt of you fucking me while you wore your collar, begging for my body and being so grateful when I finally granted it to you. I woke up with the thought of you writhing underneath me as I wrapped my cunt around your cock and milked you until you exploded inside of me.

I woke up wetter than I have ever been.

When I hurried up the stairs to see you the next morning, you answered the door with bleary eyes and in your dressing gown. The collar was still fixed tightly around your neck, untouched.

That was when I knew you were really mine.

Do you remember the first night I let you masturbate for me, pet?

You cooked a lovely dinner for us then: coq au vin, I believe. Your signature dish, the one you told me you pulled out to impress all the girls.

And now you were making it for me.

The thought excited me, I have to admit: that you were finally treating me the same way you’d treated the other women in your life – at least, in one way. Our relationship wasn’t really like anything you’d had before, was it?

You’d settled into the role of obedient pet so easily, it was like you were born to do it. The second I’d closed your collar around your neck that first time, I knew this was something more than just a quick tease for you. You worshipped me, and I loved you for it. Some nights I’d let you kiss my feet, and you’d smother me with such glorious devotion that I began to wonder how you’d ever managed to wind up single. Other nights you’d just sit by me, me on the couch and you on the floor, while I gently ran my fingers through your hair, the way you would with a puppy.

I was so happy back then. You made me so happy, and you did it without even trying. You still do.

But we were holding back, and we both knew it. Our relationship was sensual but not sexual, partly out of nervousness but also partly by design. I enjoyed teasing you, even though abstaining was torture for me. I wanted you right then and there, watching you go about your business wearing my collar. I wanted to feel your body next to mine, your cock pressing its way inside me, taking me as I had taken you.

But we had promised to wait until my birthday, and so I had to hold back. I am a woman of my word.

You never complained, not once. To my knowledge, you weren’t getting any release anywhere else – if you were still going on dates, you’d stopped mentioning them to me – and when I asked you about it you told me you barely masturbated at all. You must have been so desperate, what with me coming to visit you every chance I got. I wasn’t exactly subtle in my teasing. I wanted you to want me the way I wanted you, pet.

I remember that night. We watched a movie together, me on the couch and you on the floor at my feet, and as it got to the credits I remember thinking how stupid it was to deny myself access to most of you just because I couldn’t have the whole thing. I promised you we wouldn’t fuck until my birthday came around, but why did that mean I had to go without?

I told you to kneel in front of me, hands behind your back, head down, and you did so without question. Even now, I get such a rush thinking about how easily obedience came to you – still comes to you, in fact.

You paused when I told you to take your clothes off, but not for long. It only took a few seconds for your fingers to head up to the buttons on your shirt, and in seconds you were in your underwear in front of me. You didn’t look up once the entire time. Were you embarrassed, pet? Did you think I wouldn’t like what I saw?

You kept your head down as I knelt down beside you and ran my hands across the smooth skin of your chest for the first time. I knew you were modest, but I couldn’t have predicted just how much. Your body was firm and lithe, toned without being over-engineered. You took care of it, that much was clear, and now was time for me to reap the benefits.

I remember you seemed to stop breathing as I traced my hand downwards, past the taut ridges of your stomach and beyond the elastic waistband of your underwear, until I wrapped my fingers around the firm muscle of your cock. You didn’t stop me, though – you didn’t even make a move. You just let me take what we both knew belonged to me.

I stroked it for a moment or two, working my delicate fingers up and down the shaft and relishing the sight of you struggling to maintain your composure there in silence, before I pulled it out of its cotton prison. It stuck out your body like a flagpole, rock hard and ready to be used, but you kept your hands behind your back as though they had been cuffed into place.

‘Play with yourself,’ I said eventually, once I had taken it all in. ‘I want to watch.’

You were so hesitant at first, but you knew it was going to happen one way or another. You reached a hand down to your cock, so thick and hard for me, and began to stroke it slowly up and down. You didn’t need lubrication: the precome that had already begun to leak out of you saw to that. Every stroke was a gentle tease, for me as well as for you, and I could see the look of intense focus on your face as you concentrated on obeying my instructions.

You sped up gradually, I remember, until you couldn’t focus on anything else. The friction against your cock became your entire world, your whole reason for being. When I saw your eyes began to close in concentration, I knew I had you right where I wanted you.

‘No, pet,’ I said, drawing you back to reality. ‘I want you to look at me.’

You moaned as I began to hitch my skirt up my legs, teasing you with the sight of my pussy through the mesh of my panties. I watched you watching me as I slowly pulled down my underwear – sexy and lacy and chosen especially, just on the off-chance that you might be seeing them that night – and began rubbing myself in time with you. You had never seen my cunt before, and anyone looking at you would think you had been hypnotised. Your eyes fixated on me as I slid one finger inside, then a second, before bringing them out again. They glistened in the lamplight as I teased you.

‘Just think, pet,’ I said. ‘Soon, you’ll be able to taste this yourself.’

I remember taking my fingers into my own mouth then, trying to make you jealous. I watched as your strokes grew faster and more frantic, as you lost yourself in your desperation. I know how badly you wanted to reach out and taste me, to suck my fingers clean and have my pussy juices coat that eager little tongue of yours, but that was never going to happen and we both knew it.

I made you slow down, then. Do you remember that, pet? How difficult it was for you to make your hand calm down and let your grip loosen, in order to make sure you didn’t push yourself over the edge without my permission?

You should have known that I’d insist on coming first.

I remember the look on your face as I worked my clit, your body tightening with anticipation of every little whimper I gave out. When I beckoned you close, I could see the greed in your eyes: you knew even as you rested your face just inches away from my aching cunt that if you dared to touch me without my say-so this would all end and you wouldn’t get your relief, but I know how badly you wanted it. Did my scent make you want to disobey me, pet? Or were you always going to be a good little boy for me?

Decisions, decisions.

When I came, I pushed you away. I didn’t mean to; in fact, I wanted you closer than ever, but I knew if I allowed myself to touch you right then I would have never let you go. My moans felt like they shook the whole building. Having you there at my feet where you belonged was the ultimate aphrodisiac. My control over you made the world a hundred times sharper and a thousand times more exhilarating.

You waited until my breath had calmed before you asked if it was OK to carry on playing with yourself. That was so typically you, pet. There has never been a moment in our entire relationship where you put your pleasure above mine. You could not be more perfect in that respect.

I ran my hands across your body as you grasped your cock, but I made sure never to go below the waist. My kisses coated your chest, and I will never forget the sound you made as my tongue and then my teeth found out just how sensitive your nipples were. The little gasp – half pleasure and half pain – almost made you break your stroke, but not quite.

I teased you until you ran into the edge of your ability to cope. As you looked into my eyes and begged me for permission, I bent down and kissed you. That was all the permission you needed. I felt your body tense and then slacken as hot spurts of your excitement shot out from you and splashed across the hardwood floor. You have no idea how tempting it was to make you get down there and lick them up, but I decided against it. Right then I just wanted to hold you, to be close to you. I needed to feel your body next to mine as your heartbeat slowed to normal. I had to know that your submission to me went beyond your desire to come.

It did. Oh, how it did.

I think that if I’d given you the option you would have changed your mind and fucked me right there – just pushed me down on the couch and mounted me like a bitch in heat until you’d taken everything you wanted. Part of me would have enjoyed that – pretty much all of me, in fact – but it was your rule and I made sure you stuck to it.

You said you wanted to wait until my birthday, even though it was three months away by that point. I wonder if you would have reconsidered if you’d had an inkling of what came next, but part of me thinks you would have gone along with it anyway.

The next morning I ordered a chastity cage for you. You’ve been caged up pretty much constantly since then, with only five or six brief sessions to let you milk yourself for my entertainment and your relief. You’ve never once complained either, pet, and for that I am extremely grateful.

You recognise that you belong to me, and I have no intention of changing that any time soon.

You’re mine. All mine.

It’s almost midnight now. Five minutes to go, give or take. Just enough time to finish writing this before I head upstairs to see you.

I’ve missed you so much, pet. Not being with you for this week has been torture for me, so I can only imagine how it’s been for you. I think it’ll be worth it, though. We needed a clean break, to separate the life that was from the life that will be. I don’t want there to be any doubt about where we stand, so I’m going to lay it out for you clearly.

In five minutes, I’m going to seal this letter in an envelope and put it away on my bookshelf for safekeeping. Maybe one day, years in the future, when we’ve settled into our wonderful lives together, I’ll let you see it, but not right now. At the moment, I have more pressing things on my mind.

Once that’s done, I’ll fetch your present from where it’s hidden in my bedroom, and make sure that everything is in order: the first of three surprises I have planned for you tonight. I know that traditionally it’s the birthday girl that gets the gifts, but I hope you’ll indulge me just this once.

I’ll head up the stairs then, trying to keep my footfalls as soft as possible. I know you know there’s no way I’ll wait a minute longer than I have to, but I like to keep up the pretence. I don’t want you to hear me coming.

I’ll open the door to your flat with the key you keep hidden under the mat, and I’ll walk over to where I know you’re kneeling for me. If you’ve followed my instructions, you’ll be naked and blindfolded, wearing nothing but your collar and the cock cage.

I’ll kiss you softly, running my lips and my hands all over that wonderful body of yours. I’ll watch you struggle to get hard in the cage the way you always do at my touch.

And then I’ll take your collar off you.

It’ll worry you, I think, not having the strip of leather around your neck – especially without explanation – but you won’t say anything. You trust me, and you know I always have a plan.

When I take the blindfold off your eyes, you’ll see why. Your new collar is really quite beautiful, pet. None of that cheap, pet store rubbish for you anymore: I saved up and saved up, and now you have a steel collar all of your very own. From now on your neck is going to be marked with a solid band that will never come off inside the house. You’ll never have to be responsible for deciding when you should and shouldn’t be marked as mine anymore.

I don’t know how you’ll react. I expect you’ll wait until I’ve locked it in place, until the key to your freedom has been put on the chain around my neck where it will live from now on, and then you’ll thank me deeply and from the bottom of your heart, but I can’t be sure. Perhaps you’ll be too overcome to speak. I won’t judge you either way, pet. It’s a pretty big deal, for both of us.

Then, once you’re marked as mine – for good, this time – I’m going to take you to our bedroom, allow you to undress me, and then prepare myself for the fucking I’ve been anticipating for so, so long. That’s your second surprise. I need you inside me, pet. I need you to take me the way I’ve taken you. I need to feel that magnificent cock of yours pounding into me, threatening to split me in half with every thrust. I need to feel your come in me, marking me out as the only one who gets to have you.

I need you, pet.

I need you.

Yes, you read it right, by the way: I said our bedroom. Belonging to both of us.

Remember a few weeks ago, when you suggested I move in with you and I said I needed time to think about it first? Well, I did, and that’s what I want. I want us to be together properly, you and me, pet and owner, Mistress and slave.

And I want to start right now. See you soon, my darling pet.

Yours, always and completely,

Mistress

xXx


Violet’s Favour


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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Is he ready?’

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

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

‘He’s been there all night?’

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

‘Has the tape been playing?’

‘Yes Miss.’

‘And he’s been fed and watered?’

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

Until you arrive, at least.

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

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

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

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

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

Girls, after all, had to stick together.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The recording. Of course.

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

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

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

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

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

Well, I suppose it sucks to be him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Was that so hard, Thomas? Really?’

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

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

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

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

Yes, time wasn’t exactly of the essence.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pressed the button anyway.

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

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

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

It was no wonder he was scared.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They all did, eventually.

Grace looked better than she had in years.

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

Yes, what had happened was definitely for the best.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What did you do to him?’ she asked.

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

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

‘What do you mean?’

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

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

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

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

‘So what do I call him instead?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Where are you going?’ Grace asked.

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

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

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