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Chapter One

An End & A Beginning

My husband once broke wind in the kitchen with such a protractedly loud, rippling intro and stomach-turning flumping finale, that from afar I thought he must have prised open our large, well-suctioned refrigerator and tipped a massive casserole out onto the marble floor. In my startled disgust I remember thinking: he needs to die. No, really. 

“Better out than in!” he snidely declared, more mitigation than excuse, but it was just another lie. To see that same naked, butter-wouldn’t-melt backside now you wouldn’t believe it capable of such horror. Studied reflected in the large mirror designed for such things it is undeniably a nice rear; a smooth rear. It is all grab-able soft innocence one second and then driving taut muscle the next. It is waxed and tended and toned. It is a very rich arse, used to sinking daily within the leather sumptuousness of a Maserati’s interior, and the ergonomically designed, swivelling, high-backed comfort that only the very successful financiers at his company are given. The dimples give it a perpetually youthful cheekiness. Surely this backside could do no wrong? And yet here it is now: pump, pump, pumping away, sodden-slap hammering into me even more humiliating, inside-ripping dismay than that wind-breaking incident aroused. He thinks I just have to take it but boy, is he wrong. 

So, anyway, the other day a frozen goose hit the house. I kid you not. I actually saw it land. I was lying in bed, idly playing around, staring up at the ceiling because that’s what you do if you have a bed positioned specifically for looking up through the snazzy pyramid-shaped skylight above. Then a bulk flashed through my vision and landed with a thump. I simply had to go up for a look, even though I don’t normally do ladders. Not in high heels anyway. But I couldn’t risk falling through the roof and finding myself too broken to crawl to my shoe cupboard to swap safer sneakers for my signature stilettos before the emergency services arrived to scrape me off the floor. Got to look one’s best, especially in such moments. I even put a puff of Love in Black behind each ear in case I died up there and wasn’t found until I’d started to turn a little gamey. 

The goose wasn’t looking quite so spattered and sorry for itself as it would have done if not frozen. It was reasonably in one piece. I’m no scientist but I’m shrewd enough for a fair deduction and it was this: it was flying along happily until it hit a cold front or got swept upwards in a therm or something, causing it to freeze and plummet. I don’t think it was shot out of the back of some refrigerated truck. Most worrying was its final position in relation to the skylight. I think it might have glanced off the adjacent domed vent, which could easily have deflected it straight through the glass rather than safely across it. A fall one microsecond earlier or a breeze just a fraction stronger could have sent it straight through and down onto me below, wiping me out before I had finished playing with myself. Not good. Friggus interuptus plus certain death, courtesy of plunging stiffened meat. What a thought! 

And it would have gone through too. The skylight might be made of hugely expensive, thick, heat-reflecting, UV-shielding reactive glass, but touch it in the right place and it just goes. I know this because having spent half a day carefully installing it, one of the clumsier glaziers gave it an accidental tap with the handle of his hammer and it blew, falling in foot-long shards that shattered to smithereens on landing. It meant a new everything: skylight; floor; bedding; mattress. It took them days to clear it all up and made me wonder at the wisdom of moving our bed right underneath it. So, Mr Frozen Goose, landing just half a foot short might have spelled curtains for Yours Truly. 

“You beaky fuck,” I snarled at the stiff, very dead form, giving it a dig with my spiked heel. “You could have frickin killed me!”

It just gave me that same bleary-eyed stare through half-closed icy eyelids. I didn’t know what to do with it. I suppose I could have got handyman Bertrand to remove the carcass – and it probably wouldn’t have been the first lifeless bird that slimy bastard had put in a bin bag. But I couldn’t stop those visions of hurtling wildfowl and falling shards of deadly glass, and so I decided to put it in the freezer, you know, just in case... 

He thrusts in hard again and I see in reflection the clench of his buttocks. This time he holds himself tight there, slowly gyrating and grinding. He smiles down – well, more of a confident sneer really. A new tune comes on and he reaches for the remote control to turn it up, singing along in a cringe-worthy accent as Jay-Z informs us that, as regards to his almost three-figure problems, the bitch ain’t a contributing factor. Yeah, well, that’s what he thinks. He likes to play such music loud. He is going to fuck to it, using it to drive his rhythm. He thinks it helps show that at age 42 he is still a player and a super-cool young dude. It is a reminder of how quickly he ascended the ladder in comparison to his peers and how much wealth he has accrued in such short time. However, he carefully reminds no one that so much of it is down to his father’s influence and nepotistic generosity. His boastful misplaced self-adoration can make the rage flash white behind my eyes. 

Despite my revulsion his rump is still a mesmerising sight: all tanned and nicely rounded and the dimples prevalent now he holds himself in tight. Delicate, painted-nail fingers should be on it, stroking it, clasping the flesh and digging in, but her hands are tied. He has never done this with me. He has used my silk stockings to bind her wrists to the chrome-barred headboard but he has never thought to put me in such a position. Maybe he thinks me too strong. I always was more than his equal which is why he married me. I am the real show of all he is. He wants people to see his power and class and so he could never do trophy bimbo or dumb blonde. I am sleekly raven, curvy and smouldering. Think passionate vampiress, with the most porcelain of skin. I follow no one, obviously, but think Morticia Addams if you must, or early-era Nigella. Picture formidable intelligence and cheekbones, plus the darkest brown eyes enhanced with cloudy shadow. Think bright red lippy and a preference for black attire. Think sultry and deadly, and never, ever think ordinary. 

The big question, indeed the eternal question when it comes to cheating men, is why her when he has me? It sends my head spinning with incredulous ire and mortification. It is the hugest blow, dealt with apparent indifference and frivolity. I’m reasonably sure I could seduce a vast swathe of the male population at the drop of a hat but I choose not to because of promises made and vows taken. So imagine my anger when I saw the stray text. I don’t usually examine my husband’s cell phone but the arrogant fuck-monger had left it lying around and there it was buzzing away like an insistent sex toy demanding attention. I declined the incoming call, since I don’t care for anything that isn’t for me, but there I saw the message, arrived sometime that morning and so carelessly not deleted. 

It was a lunch date. The text gave the time and the place so obviously I went along to spy. I wanted to see in the flesh the person who affectionately signed off as ‘Your Little Miss Supple’. She was young; a whole late teenager’s worth younger than me. You’d think this would give him some excuse but I wasn’t seeing it that way. She was pretty, unquestionably, and essentially my opposite: blonde, tanned, and basically a stick – devoid of the T and A he always claimed crucial in a woman. I had seen her before, of that there was no doubt. She was the girlfriend of one of the team of hand-picked, fresh from top college graduates they put under the tutelage of my know-it-all hubby, there at the shindig to mark the end of their induction. That was the same day my husband won the gold bowling ball trophy he remains so ridiculously proud of. He was a golfer for recreation so this was a real victory. Having whupped graduate ass over eighteen holes they challenged him to some ten-pin bowling, something he claimed he hadn’t even played before. He whupped them at that too, winning the ludicrously heavy, full-sized trophy he’d had made, proving what a master he was at anything he put his hand to. He put the ghastly thing on a special shelf in our bedroom he was that proud of it. He hasn’t yet noticed it is missing. 

“Not my type,” he had lied that night, in reply to my assertion that she was very pretty. He’d even given my backside a secret squeeze to reinforce the point. Well, she was my type. I fantasised about her three days in a row after seeing her that first time, which is how I knew for sure it was this same girl. Now my husband, as is his wont, has taken it upon himself to go one better. 

She is bound effectively rather than intricately. The stockings are wound around her wrists and tied at the middle of the headboard rail, not at each corner. This will allow her to be turned. Such insightful observations are now almost instinctive for me. I have been lost for hours on some occasions, becoming almost feverish, poring over mainly black and white photos on certain Tumblr sites whilst my husband is absent with other business to attend to. These voyeuristic snapshots of the world of bondage seize my attention. They are magical frozen glimpses of power wielded and power felt. If you absorb them and let your imagination free you can grasp the excitement of possibility that grips all those who do these things for real. I can feel inside me the rushing fire of those captured moments, tender and nasty, often enough to make me gasp. Fortunately, when I saw her in reflection I managed to keep in all sound, although my legs weakened beneath me and the heel of my hand instinctively found itself pressing hard at my crotch. 

At first I thought her legs to be bound with vinyl straps, but I saw the roll still on the bed and knew that it was bondage tape. This is for those who want to get trussed in a hurry: wide and strong like gaffer tape, but shining like latex. It is adhesive only to itself, to keep tender flesh undamaged. I almost ordered some online once, just to see if it worked as claimed. How ironic that my husband beat me to it. She has some wrapped around each bent leg, wound around mid thigh and shin, to keep the calves pressed tight to the backs of the thighs. It would hurt anyone with creaky knees, but she is Little Miss Supple after all. 

Perhaps it was the fact that she was tethered that kept me glued there, the shock subduing the rage already within and turning it to belly-burning anticipation. I knew they would be there and naked, but not like this. The mere sight of the shiny black tape had my juices running. It masked the disappointment of missing the run-up to her trussing, and the fact that it was such a toe-tip dip into the boundless promise of the world of restraint. At least this suggested no expertise through practice. It was a barely thought through, merely amateurish dabbling into a kinky sphere he didn’t particularly understand. I would have done a much better job on her. In my fantasies I most certainly did.

I was there in time to see his entry. I saw him ready to do as he wished to her, his body all tanned and waxed, his muscles toned from the company gym. He stood naked, proudly posing, gripping his prick which looked fit to burst – as rigid as I had ever seen it – the head of it already shining, a thin thread of clear pre-come already stringing from the tip in his desire. He examined her lecherously but patiently because she was all trussed up with nowhere to go. For some wronged wives this might have been the moment when they overcame their inertia to bowl in spitting fire, or stumble before him wailing in shock and hurt. For me the pulse raced, the blood fizzed, but I stayed as frozen as that dumbass dead goose, compelled to watch. What I was witnessing was the moment of pure glory, the instance where one’s will is about to be exacted over the other, where those with the power can do anything they wish, and those robbed of their freedom just have to close their eyes, open their souls, and take it. I couldn’t believe the sneaky bastard was going to know this supreme moment before me: the one who truly hankers for it. 

It was wide open for him. I’d seen to that. After witnessing his secret rendezvous, the thoughts had come in a wonderful rush of clarity. He was just too relaxed with her for it to be something he hadn’t done before. And not just with her either. He was just too slick in falsely denouncing her for it not to be second nature. He had cheated on me before, that was obvious. Perhaps many times, maybe as long as we had been married, because he thought he deserved such things. Well, I knew what I thought he deserved, so when the fortuitous goose came a-visiting, the plan to beat all fail-safe plans seamlessly sprang to mind. 

Last night I put my plan into action, having covered the preparation and gone over it countless times in my head. I told him I had arranged an impromptu spa day with Pippa – not at the one just down the road but at the more salubrious, way more expensive one in the next town, meaning I would be well out of the way for the day. Once he cobbled some hasty tale together about not going into the office this morning, having instead to attend a last-minute golf day with a client, I knew he had taken the bait. 

Be aware that there is no way I’m swinging for this fucker, or any man for that matter. The average vengeful bitch would have just hidden at home and sunk a shovel into his head, but you’ve got to be shrewder than that. One must always assume you will get a real-life Detective Colombo turn up to investigate, rather than some dim local yokel who, even if he found your victim nailed to the front door and you there with your gun barrels merrily smoking, would still have no mind to record it as anything other than Death by Misadventure. You have to run through the deed as the clever detective would, looking for signs that might give you away, looking for a way to eradicate all mistakes. It’s no good rushing ahead to the good bit and overlooking the glaring gaffe that’s going to see you spend the next thirty years behind bars. If there is one thing my cheating husband does not deserve, it is to earn me even a single second of incarceration. 

I chose that particular spa for a couple of reasons. Firstly, it does valet parking, so that your car is secure in a gated enclosure and brought out only when you hand over the little ticket they give you. So, what good is all that? Well, you get seen by the uniformed lackey and can thus be identified as the unforgettable MILF who handed over the keys early in the day and didn’t get them back until much later, during which a certain heinous crime was committed. Secondly, the spa is conveniently situated right next to a rural railway station which connects to a town some fifteen minutes’ drive from my home, here in lil ol’ England. I’m not one to take public transport, but for the sake of the perfect plan I am willing to make an exception. 

So, drive up there early and alone and present one’s car. Hand over your keys and smile at the valet, even giving him a saucy compliment despite the fact that he has a face like a pug’s rump, just so that he remembers you. Book in at reception, telling them you don’t need a tour because you are familiar with their facilities. Get the keys to one’s private changing room. Leave your cell phone in there – I’m thinking GPS traces here, and I hope you are taking notes. Then slip straight back out the entrance again, without being seen. No one will know that you haven’t been there all the time. Suffer the walk to the station, tottering on high heels for five minutes. Wearing very large sunglasses, board the iron horse, buying the ticket with cash. Sit where people don’t see you – at this time of the day, going in this direction, seats should be plentiful. Alight at your destination. 

Now the tricky bit: getting back home unseen. Remember that the Range Rover Evoque, the one usually used for running about in and running over the lowly, is locked up miles away in a spa car park. Fortunately, you also have an agile if seldom used SLK for those sunny day jaunts, which can be parked in the road next to the station the previous day, before getting a cab nearly all the way home, but walking the last few minutes, just so the cab driver doesn’t know your address. Once off the train on the morning of the deed, pick up the waiting SLK and drive it home, parking in the road behind your house and going in through the back, where there is no CCTV on your gated entry and where hubby won’t spot your car. It means a bit more walking and scrabbling, and someone will have to pay for this. 

Ensure you are in the house before they arrive. No one other than the desperate housewife/mailman combination choose to fuck much before lunchtime unless they have woken up together. He will doubtless want to squeeze in at least nine holes before he meets up with her. Change into the tight leather skirt and bodice that you bought for that Halloween party you never went to because he was ‘busy with a client’ – although in retrospect was probably shagging some hussy in the office – the same outfit that he has never once since requested you wear in the bedroom for dirty action, and has thus stayed on its hanger behind those sliding mirrored doors he loves to look at himself in; a hidden if constant sign that his attention has not been on you for some time. Well, I’m wearing it now, and the pleasure is going to be all mine. 

Next, pull on the elbow-length gloves bought at the same time, to ensure fingerprints aren’t left in places a lady like me would never go – up ladders, for instance. Finally, zip on your sexiest boots, the ones with heels long and sharp enough to impale a fuck like my husband upon if ever it took my fancy. The boots aren’t just for empowerment and increasing one’s sexual fervour before the deed. They are practical too, for once. Broken glass equals fragments which could get onto soles of shoes, and remain as evidence. Thus the less actual shoe there is touching the floor, the better. I am clearly a genius at this – I think I’ve missed my calling! 

Now for one final detail, having covered all the major ones: make sure you have picked a day when the domestic only comes in of an afternoon, to pick up his suits for dry cleaning. She can be the one with the joy of discovering the body and alerting the authorities. I will be elsewhere, having a much needed, alibi-ensuring massage after humping a weighty bowling ball trophy in its special golden zipped carry-case, not to mention several pounds of frozen goose, up a ladder and onto the roof. Lucky I am no weakling. With the tools of despatch ready in place it is just about waiting and picking one’s moment. 

In theory it could be a two birds with one stone scenario but not even I’m kinky enough to kill a girl I masturbated over again last night. No, it’s all about him. He is the cheat; the conniving, arrogant cunt of a lie-spouter. Here I am feeling as sensual, as imaginatively experimental, as mentally sexy and strong as I have ever been in my life and he is only after girls half my age. It’s the utter conceit of the male species that boils my blood. Do the same to them and they would explode the world with their shattered macho ego. Their devastated pride would never recover from such a thing, so you simply don’t do it, even though you know you have only one life to lead and much that you yearn for could remain unknown. But they, they will forget you with impunity. And it does mean something, whatever they claim after. It means enough for them to put their mind solely to concocting plans and lies so that they can do their sneaky thing without being rumbled. If they only put as much mental effort into the one they are supposed to be thinking about they might end up in sexy situations too exciting to ever have them looking elsewhere. 

Anyway, she turned up in her own car – a racy drop-top in red for a racy girl – and that made it perfect. It meant she could leave afterwards without him, and that was a bacon-saver for her. He came back first. I heard him humming away to himself, happy about what was to about to happen, though not half as happy as I was. I sat quietly in the attic room, knowing that he didn’t know I was there or what plans I had for him, which was rather sexy in itself. It’s all part of the mental stimulation and the more there is of that and the more intricate, the better. I should really have stayed where I was but I needed to see them. Don’t worry, going back downstairs was not going to be the one crucial flaw in an otherwise watertight plan. I’m not so stupid or undisciplined for that. Being discovered would not have condemned me. It would just have meant babbling excuses and apologies I had no ear for. It would have meant unvented animosity, a divorce and merely half of everything. But I deserve it ALL for what he has done to me without a care in the world. I deserve my justice. 

So I crept down. Our house is a new-build and the carpets upstairs plush, so no floorboards creaked and my heels could not be heard. The door was open wide, no need for secrecy, no chance for a feeling of added security in a room so full of glass. I saw them in the giant mirrored doors of the sliding robe. It was meant as a way to reflect and bounce light to all corners of the suite, but I know he simply wanted to see our dirty business in it. Once I thought it was just me he wished this rude view of, but even Narcissus himself would go some to enjoy the sight of his own reflection as much as my husband does when on the job. Well, today will be the last time ever he gets the thrill of seeing himself. 

I got the shock and shiver, the delight and dismay, of seeing her all trussed up and tied. I got to see his straining cock reaching out towards her, swollen rigid with desire, as hard as iron. He has a fine cock and he knows it. Only once was there any hint of a failure to get hard and after that I suspect he turned to certain blue diamonds to ensure it never happened again to such a paragon of maleness as him. Funny, gemstones always get me feeling horny too. My breath caught as his erection was presented to her helpless, open body. Here was that golden moment. He should have made her wait; made her agony of wanting build and build. He could have slapped her wet pussy with it, stroked it up and down her swelling lips until she was begging for it, wiped it all over her body and face. He could have put it to her other hole, made her shudder with sweeping alarm mixed with dirty desire. He could have denied her it altogether. Think how aching, how desperate and divine a torture that would have been. It would have had her wailing and quaking. 

Instead, without even considering the erotic potential of holding all psychological power, with barely a pause at all, he drove it all the way up her in one go. It was a slide so sublime she could barely make any noise at all. I got to hear the slap of his swinging balls against her wetness. He fucked her teasingly, I’ll give him that. He ground against her and kept his pace slow when she was dying for depth and speed. Then he gave it to her in short spurts: a flurry of clapping, rapid thrusts almost too much for her. She couldn’t stop it. There was no way to wrap her legs around and constrict his movements, no way hands could grasp him and hold him in tight. She just had to wail and hope the bliss didn’t have her passing out. 

He has her on her side now, doing her slowly from the back, her bound legs ensuring her rear is stuck out at him. He is doing porn faces. She can’t see but he is grimacing, scrunching his too-large but somehow attractive nose, tensing that strong jaw of his, trying to look like a sex god. Every now and then he glances over his shoulder to get a quick view of his muscular buttocks looking all manly as they tense against her. If he took more time and looked more closely at the mirror at the far end he would see me reflected in it, my expression one of hatred, rage and burning helpless desire all in one. That’s quite a face! 

He puts his middle finger up to his mouth and makes it wet with tongue and lips. It is vulgar, but thrilling because of it. You never get your middle finger all spit-wet except for dirty business. His hand goes down behind her and she draws in breath sharply. I know the finger has gone in her behind, maybe all the way up. He has never done this to me. Why the fuck has he never done this to me? Does he think me too proper for such filth, not crude enough for such things? Does he really know so little about me? He leans over her, teeth gritted as he looks down on that pretty, gently moaning, eyes-closed face. I know he is wiggling that finger inside her. He takes it out so that he can grip her and pump her harder. He could order her to suck that same finger as he slapped home. Why the fuck does he not understand that she is in no position to refuse him anything? Why can’t he grasp that she might want him to command her to do whatever his dirty mind can conjure up, that the helpless subjugation makes everything a turn-on? 

He manhandles her onto her front and then brings her up so that her skinny knees are digging into the mattress. He has his hands under her ankles to help support her and grips them as he slides back inside her sopping puss. She squeals her joy again, her head coming back. I see her profile in reflection now, the sexy arch of her back, no hint of any paunch at her belly, just smooth young flawless skin. She is so gorgeous, which is why I know I will think of her again some nights. The little tits aren’t even a handful for him but the nipples are so pointed and sweet, so delicate yet hard. Her backside is so meatless it hides nothing, but that soft cunny will be stuck out at him between those thin thighs, all rude and inviting, so irresistibly smooth. 

He starts to slap against her as his pace increases, going in for the kill. He is sneering, this fucking cheat, so pleased is he with the sight of his cock stuffing her young body. He will still be smirking when I end him, and that thought gives me an urgent twinge between my legs, enough to finally have me dragging up my skirt to get a gloved hand down inside my knickers. The feel of the leather on me there is alien and slightly rough, but it is good for that, like someone else is doing it, like I am being made to watch him fuck her as someone unseen brings me off. Spank her, for fuck’s sake. She has no ass but spank her anyway, just because you can. Make it sting so much it hurtles her towards a humiliating, screaming climax. Put your thumb up her rude butt. Put your cock up her shit-hole with nothing but spit to ease the entry. Get her phone and take pictures of her backside full of your fat cock and then force her to pick a girlfriend to send the pictures to. 

He pulls her hair. That is the most I will get from him. It is sexy to see and it makes her gasp and takes her closer to a finish but I wanted more. He should make her talk dirty, however embarrassed she is to do this. He should reach around and pinch her nipples. He should pull out now that her wails signal the swiftly approaching onrush of her climax. He should leave her empty, her hips jerking and thrusting in a desperate effort to regain his cock to clench upon. He should leave her on the brink and take himself away from it so that he can do this again, over and over, driving her delirious with unquenched need, until finally giving her a release to die for. 

He is just going to keep at it, keep on pumping until he comes, taking her with him and getting it over and done with. Such power over her and yet it will come to this tame, predictable end. However deep my fingers are inside me from the sight of their fuck, I hate him for this shallowness, for not even bothering to have her any differently than he would have me, despite the ties that hold her at his mercy. He really is an unspeakably selfish, pointless bastard, despite that lovely cock. He starts to gasp and grunt and I know he is ready. Just as he is about to unleash he gasps out that he “fucking loves” her. It is a lie. The words jolt and burn inside and send me away towards the roof again, but I know he can’t mean them because he tells me the same thing every time he comes. 

I go back up the ladder and creep across the roof. The risky part is in looking down at him, my face looming at the skylight for anyone peering upward to spot. He is face down, head on his arm. I have seen this many times: his post-spurt, leave-me-be pose. She is flexing her wrists having been untied and then sees to the tape binding her legs. There is no ceremony. It is unpeeled and left on the floor by the side of the bed, and then she rises and checks that her knees still work before heading off to the en suite. It’s going to be one of those hit-and-run fucks and that suits me just fine. She doesn’t even shower. She is a few minutes in the bathroom and then comes back out and dresses, picking up the discarded tape and stuffing it in her handbag. I think this is less as a memento and more out of mistrust that he will remember to hide the evidence properly. 

They don’t kiss. She waves over her shoulder but he barely lifts his head. That is him all over: above everyone; too self-important to be anything other than selfish. For all the love I’ve had for him I can also loathe his arrogance – and that was before I found out about his cheating ways. Right now it stops. I don’t have to see that sneer or hear that loud bragging self-righteousness any more. It’s a thin line between love and hate, and it has been crossed. He is right there as I want him. I would have preferred him face up but it won’t stop me. The golden bowling ball, of which he is so proud, is there waiting, heavy enough to be dropped through the glass and straight down onto him. He won’t even have time to move. I feel cold delight within me. My puss is still itching and insistent. My smile is set. The sound of her car engine fades into the distance. I take the ball and get on my haunches to hold it over the skylight and take aim. This is it. Nothing can stop me. Nothing can go wrong. It is a brilliant crime. I am going to rid myself of that bastard once and for all, and enjoy doing it into the bargain. And then, just at this very last instance, I have a change of heart. 

Not really! I have a decided un-change of heart and let loose the bowling ball. The crash is colossal but although I see him jerk at the shock of it the golden orb has already plummeted to its target. It strikes him before any of the falling shards do, landing with a horrible thud and almost stopping dead in the crater it must have made in his shoulder blade. I watch the rain of glass spatter all around, larger pieces slicing into softness or shattering into thousands of fragments to litter the floor like crystals. The ball does its own slow death, lolling about a bit upon him before inching to the edge and falling with another thud. 

There is no shrieking, jerking response to the shard shower that has left him like a gore-oozing pin cushion. This suggests the first impact did the trick. The goose is not needed but I dragged it up here for good reason. First, I need to make sure it goes through the hole it is supposed to have made, which it certainly will. Second, I want it to land as if it fell naturally, perhaps picking up a few fragments as it does so, to add to the realism. I have a strong urge to get down there and see him up close, but one needs to attend to the finer details first, so I send the goose on one last flight. It strikes exactly where the bowling ball did and then rolls to the side upon the mattress, all of which is just perfect. The impact doesn’t see him move. 

I collect the bags used to transport my murder weapons and head back down. The adrenaline-fuelled excitement is almost burning me up but still I enter the bedroom slowly, as if not wanting to hurry the treat. I go closer to the bed, scrunching the first few fragments underfoot, my heart quickening still. The deliciously shining, silken blood spills from him all over, some mere trickles, some faster gushes. The shards sticking from him sparkle in the flooding sunlight. There is one particularly nasty one like a six-inch dagger blade protruding from the back of his neck. This might have done for him on its own without help from the ball and the goose. Fortunately, his exposed backside remains unharmed. I wanted to remember it this way. 

I carefully cross to the robe and change back into the clothes I arrived in. The holdall used to carry the goose needs to go back to the garage. The carry-case for the bowling ball should, by rights, go into the little cupboard by his side of the bed where I took it from. However, the glass fragments there are particularly numerous and it would be stupid to go treading through all that. I’m still deciding what to do with the case when I hear the hiss of breath from behind me. I turn to see him blinking slowly, his mouth opening and closing like a slow-motion goldfish trying to find some oxygen. I stuff the boots and bag I’m clutching into the robe and slide the door shut.

If his eyes can focus, he will see me triumphant before him. That actually sends another hot rush through me. He won’t be able to fathom what is going on other than that he is in dire peril, clinging on to life. Perhaps he is thanking his lucky stars that I have unexpectedly returned to drag him back from imminent death. The power to save him rests with me. He would never recall that there were two impacts. Put the bowling ball back on its shelf as I plan to do and it would seem like the freak accident it was made to look like. I could call an ambulance and he might live, with me as his saviour. The indignity of almost dying from stray goose strike could be our little secret. 

I cross to the far side of the bed where he cannot now see me. All he will know is I am his only hope. I step in close, lightly stroking one cheek of that smooth and treacherous ass. I lean right over to look upon him and hear that weak wheeze of breath. My husband: the man I gave myself to for life – well, his life, at least. Fortunately, I still have the gloves on. They will have to be thrown in the trash now but others can be bought. I reach down and feel at my palm the thin, flat upper edge of the shard sticking from his neck. 

He might not be able to work out much, but hopefully some part of his brain will be detecting the deadly pressure and gathering what I am about to do. Hopefully this man, so in love with himself, will realise that someone hates him enough to kill him – not just to say that they want to, but to actually do it. The cold delight fills me once more in a luscious tingling sweep, and then I am pressing down, one hand upon the other, and his wheeze turns to a croak and his eyes pop open, startled and petrified. The rush through me is exalting, matching the fresh spurts from his body, and then the hiss from his mouth ends and the light in his eyes goes out. He stares out towards the window, but he will never see anything again. And that, my friends, is how you rid yourself forever of a cheating, arrogant, overbearing bastard of a man. 


Chapter Two

An Inspector Calls

So, is he handsome? My cunt is itching to suggest so. He certainly has something about him. His keen slate eyes flit all around, gathering details in a millisecond. There is quickness to him, slyness even. Nothing would escape him easily. He is thin and sharp and taller than average. The dark suit is crisp and spotless, the tie narrow with a small knot tight to the neck. There is some greying in the black of his hair, so I would put him at a little older than me. The angular jaw is clean-shaved but by late afternoon the shadow will be there again. He might not have the muscular build of my now dead husband but while the oh-so recently deceased favoured posturing and flexing with tiresomely macho bravado, this man would silently whip in and slit your throat with zero fuss whatsoever. He seems merciless in an exciting way. He looks like one of those policeman who could just as easily pass for a villain – and an expert one at that. 

It might have been disconcerting to be met by an investigating officer with such an apparently lively mind, but I’ve been contentedly going over it all and congratulating myself on how perfect a job I made. Not even Poirot himself, the waxy Belgian fuck-waffle that he is, would be catching me out on this one. The trip back to the spa went without a hitch. I had a much-needed play with myself in my private changing room as soon as I got there, to thoughts of seducing a naked Little Miss Supple, made even sexier by the thought that she is still blissfully unaware that her lover is no more. I smiled to myself throughout the sauna and massage, basking in the pussy- and mind-stimulating joy of my new-found potency. Over and over I had the vision of those shards burying into his flesh, and not once did I tire of it. 

As I calmly dressed and left I smirked at the string of ever more garbled answerphone messages from Esmerelda, the domestic, entreating me in her broken English to ring her, that something dreadful had happened, that she had taken it upon herself to ring the authorities. Then there was the last message, from the sharp man now opposite me: a sombre tone asking me to contact him as soon as possible. I practice a couple of ashen faces in the rear-view mirror of the Evoque as my gates swing open, and wear one as I rush up to the house, pleading with someone to tell me what on earth has happened. 

“Mrs Van Peer?” asks the detective. “Mrs Anoushka Van Peer? I am Detective Inspector Stark. I am afraid I have some very bad news.”

It is said thinly, but I wonder at the fatness of his cock. Slighter men, from what I have seen, can be surprisingly large where it matters. I start with shocked disbelief and then move on to numbed silence, both of which win me deserved Oscars. I say I want to see my husband and the inspector tells me this isn’t wise, but then kind-of leads me upstairs anyway, to the threshold of my shard-covered bedroom. I guess he wants to gauge my reaction; see if any act will slip. It won’t. The deceased has been zipped into a bag but is still on the blood-spattered bed. I feel nothing but a fizzle of elation. The offending goose is about to be bagged up too. It is a little more defrosted now but still cold enough to let them all know it must have lethally fallen in a frozen dead state from the skies above; an unlucky chance in a billion. 

“A goose?” I keep saying forlornly, to remind them all that it wasn’t anything to do with anyone else, and also to keep highlighting the ridiculous manner of my husband’s death. 

“I’m afraid so,” says the inspector, his eyes darting all around the room and then flitting to my feet in their high heels and then to my breasts and then back down to my feet again. 

“But what am I to do now?” I implore, looking lost. Then I lean over and take a hold of the detective’s crotch and give it a firm squeeze to feel it grow against my palm. Not really! I do actually feel like doing exactly that, since I am now a free woman seemingly constantly bubbling with insatiability, and one with power, even over men of authority like the inspector here. If he can stare at my tits in such a situation, then I can surely check out the size of his package? Actually, what really happens is that he beckons over the still shaken Esmerelda and quietly asks if she could perhaps bring some coffee for us. 

We take it in the drawing room, just him and me whilst others shuffle around upstairs, scraping up the mess. He sits across from me in my once-husband’s leather swivel chair, brandishing a notebook. The trousers are narrow at the bottom and his socks black. A man like my ex might have added some colour here to make a statement. This man is obviously of a serious nature. I like the shoes: smooth-toed and slightly pointed lace-ups; immaculate despite the use they must get. They look expensive. He must earn a decent salary but I imagine he tops it up to afford luxuries like this by taking money and then free sucks from whores. He probably sticks his fingers up their backsides too, since men seem to like to do that to girls they think dirty enough. And why wouldn’t you? Why not abuse your every power if you can? The thought gives me a sudden shiver of jealousy. 

“I’ll just need a few details,” he tells me, addressing my cleavage. “It’s just procedure.”

His looks aren’t furtive as such. He isn’t apparently worried about being caught eyeing up my feet or legs or chest. They are more flitting; there for long enough to gather finer details and evaluate before darting elsewhere to collate yet more information. For some reason I feel no anger at being sized up so gratuitously. He doesn’t come across as shifty. It is more like he is assured and in command. He can look wherever he wants because it is his job to do so. You might think you have reason to complain as his eyes fix upon your chest but as soon as your tits start babbling their confession you will realise his expert technique is yielding results yet again. I might have been sent some blithering dumbass of a beat cop but instead I have this high-ranking, slick, proper detective – a man who looks like he would harry and probe and shaft his suspects and have them all cracking by supper time. Not me, though. He isn’t going to be a match for me.

“It is Anoushka is it, Mrs Van Peer?” he says, eyes on mine as he does so. “Would you spell that for me? It’s a very exotic-sounding name.” 

I spell it but I won’t be drawn into explaining the whys and wherefores of its origin. I don’t need to let slip any little details like that. 

“A man I knew,” I offer instead, “once told me that saying my name was like eating a peach: a sumptuous, softly fleshy mouthful to start with and then a little hardness at the end, as the teeth touch the stone. I think he thought it fitted me rather well.” 

The detective studies my face a little, perhaps noting that the colour has come back to it and that the eyes are brighter. I can see he is digesting my words, wondering what I want him to take from this. It is an excuse for him to dwell on me awhile. I can tell he likes what he sees, but he maintains his composure.

“Indeed,” he says, his eyes going back to his notebook. “A peach.” 

He has me go through my day. When I mention the massage his eyes drop instantly back down to my cleavage. I’m not sure if it is involuntary or calculatingly intentional. I feel more heat between my thighs, but my mind is crystal clear. I don’t make any silly mistakes like telling him he can check my alibi – a sign of a guilty person if ever there was one. I just give him the facts and assume that a man as efficient as him, despite the overwhelming evidence pointing to the goose as the culprit, might make a few discrete enquiries just to be sure. I’m rather banking on it, in fact. 

He relaxes a little, realising that I’m in control of my emotions and not a woman to ever dissolve into hysterics. I can almost sense that he wishes we were meeting under totally different circumstances, where tones and words could be more flirtatious. He deserves a commendation for remaining composed in the face of my heaving chest. I hate fawning, simpering men – I could kill the whole fuck-walloping lot of them. Inspector Stark remains curt, as if to suggest he is still in control, but he adds a sympathetic tone from time to time, perhaps trying his hand at luring me into a false sense of security. I have his measure on both counts and maybe he knows such efforts are as glaringly obvious to me as they are pointless, just as I’ve stopped putting on pretend distraught expressions, since a man with his sharp eye no doubt saw through me in an instant. It’s the proving it that he will find impossible. 

Still, I quite like him. He strikes me as an intellectual challenge, someone with wit and cunning, one who doesn’t use brute force and money and loud-mouthed conceit to triumph. I think he might appreciate just how clever I have been in covering my tracks so that nothing can implicate me. It’s a job not to simply tell him. He is razor-like and dangerously shrewd. His eyes are like fingers, probing into the tightest cracks to garner every intricate detail. A spouse-slayer such as me should fall apart under his close scrutiny but I feel relaxed and alive – more so when those slate eyes once again travel slowly down my stocking-clad legs to my high heels. I see the twitch in his jaw and know he has just felt a pulse in his prick. His thoughts can only be carnal now. 

“Mrs Van Peer, you say your husband left before you this morning?”

“That is correct.”

“And yet his body was found here, in bed, naked. Do you know of any reason why your husband might have come home to lie naked in bed?” 

“No, inspector, I do not. Nor do I know why what appears to be one of my stockings is tied to my headboard. He certainly never thought our bedtimes worthy of such spicing.” 

He studies me again, jaw twitching, frown present, mind mulling the little snippet I have imparted. In his head perhaps he is on my bed now, the stocking being tied in place. His fingernails are pristine and there is no wedding ring. He will be clean. If I went on my knees to him, commanding him to keep his hands on the padded arms of the chair, if I unzipped him and took out the already hardening cock, watching it grow and lengthen, gently pulling down his skin as my breath breezed over his tip, I would detect no trace of dirt, no smell to put me off. I could delight in it, use my tongue to lap and flick and tease it harder still. There would be nothing to stop me slowly sinking my mouth down onto it, gorging deeply upon it. 

His fingers would grip the leather armrests but stay put. He wouldn’t try to grasp my head to push me down or close his hand over mine to dictate the speed. He would leave me to it because he understands the essence of things, because he looks so keenly at everything. He would know that his pleasure was better coming however and whenever I decided it, not him. Lips and tongues can give exquisite pleasure but teeth might add pain in an instant, so it is all about implicit trust. That is what makes the buzz become a crackle inside. That is what makes them adore you, as they should. Looks are one thing but it is the touch, the understanding, the thought that makes it everything. It is the being in their head. That brings the worship and that is your reward, your just desserts. 

He would know me, because he sees through everyone. Now that the other policemen have gone, now it’s just him and me, it’s an insult to keep up the pretence. The goose will be taking the rap but this clever detective has surely already looked into me and seen my dark heart. Thus he will know that, dark it may be, but for the one who puts themselves in my hands, who puts me first now and always, the same will be given back and much, much more. He will know I adored my husband for never suffering fools, for trampling over the inconsequential to get whatever he wanted and to bring it to me. He will also know I despised him infinitely for shattering it all, for his ripping betrayal, for lusting over someone I could never now be. 

He will know that I once put everything into my husband because he didn’t care for idle kindness or sympathies. This world is for takers. Passion is everything: love good wine; love wealth and beautiful places; do everything in your power to ensure you have them always. Adore the flesh of another – of one other – and give yourself to them completely, believing only in them. This detective with his snake eyes will already have seen my passion and how hideously I was wronged. He will know I have been on heat since the moment I did my deed – before this in fact, from the instant the plan came to mind. He will understand how this heat, this lust, now drives me. He will know me better than my husband ever cared to.

“I know you are a dirty bitch,” his eyes say now, although his words have only been kind. “You dream in filth. You frig yourself to the nastiest thoughts and yearn that they might come true. It has always been in you but until now contentedness has suppressed it. Now you realise the contentment was all a lie, and your darkness has been unleashed. Now you want to burn and to saturate. Your cunt is like a dripping furnace. You want everyone smouldering at your feet. You want blood. He gave you money and luxury but you could have got that from anyone. You gave him your heart and soul. He wasted nearly half your life for you without batting an eyelid. It was the best part too – the part you cannot relive; the part where you could have chosen anyone other than him. There can never be enough revenge for that.”

That, at least, is what his eyes say, but his mouth says, “I understand you have two teenage sons both at the same boarding school in Switzerland?”

“I do.” 

I have the scars to prove it. They were both briefly the apples of my eye. Their father was their hero, even if he did want them sent away to that specific country, as if banking and high finance is in the air there to be absorbed. He wanted them to be just like him; sons to always make him proud. The eldest one is so like him I might have to put a pillow over his face while he sleeps if I have him back here. 

“So, apart from your cleaner and various other servants, there is no one else that would have a key to get in?” 

“That is correct.”

“This is a difficult question, Mrs Van Peer, but can you think of anyone who might wish to harm your husband?” 

“Inspector, you suspect foul play?” 

I imagine the foul/fowl play pun has been like an elephant in the room since he first caught sight of the goose. He jumps almost imperceptibly in his chair and I see the corners of his mouth flicker just a little. He takes his eyes off my shoes and looks directly at me, perhaps to gauge whether I have said it intentionally or not, when he has no doubt been dying to. I keep a straight face but allow a hint of amusement to register in my eyes. It is another unspoken little connection between us. 

“One must always keep one’s mind open, Mrs Van Peer. I assume you are the sole beneficiary of your husband’s will?” 

“Is that not the usual thing between married couples?”

My reply is nonchalant. His probing is the first real sign that he wants to play me a little. He might have these insights about me but does that put him in control? I don’t know. Could he stop me if I took his delicious cock out of my mouth and climbed onto his lap to sink even hotter upon him, if I let my tits spill out but ordered him not to touch me? Does he have the discipline, the instinct, to keep his hands at his side when he so wants to grasp my soft bare ass as I ride him? He thinks me a murderess so surely apprehension would force him to obey? But then again he is a catcher and defeater of killers. Would his nature allow him to not move a muscle, to take the pleasure as I gripped his hair to keep his head still and rode him slowly and gorgeously, my stiff nipples brushing those closed lips of his, banned from sucking upon me, torturing us both in equal measure? Would I be able to hold out and rob myself of this pleasure to tease him more? Just pondering who would win out is making me wet. 

“I must say, Mrs Van Peer, that you seem to be bearing up with remarkable fortitude given the circumstances.”

I don’t bat an eyelid.

“The sight of stockings tied to headboards has tempered my grief. Death is not a concept to immediately grasp, or necessarily to feel the effects of. To realise that you have been cheated on is far easier to understand.”

“Quite, but from a detective’s point of view you must realise it also gives you a potential motive? It is a fact, Mrs Van Peer, that most people are murdered by people who know them. That is how we dumb policemen so often manage to track down their killers. Go kill a random person and pay some attention to not leaving evidence and the likelihood is you will never be caught. But people aren’t killed at random. People are killed for a reason, and that reason is usually for crossing someone they know very well – someone who might once have held them very dear. It would be a dereliction of my duty to not look as close to home as possible.” 

I allow myself a hint of a smile. I’m rather enjoying this! 

“May I suggest that it seems obvious that I was not the last person my husband saw? May I also remind you that I was elsewhere when it happened.” 

What is in his head? His eyes are back on my legs and high heels. I’ve imagined his cock in my mouth, so what has he pictured? Is he slavishly sucking upon my toes whilst I cane him, or does he see me on all fours, his hand over my mouth and his cock in my ass? Would he capitulate to my curves or does he think himself a worthy counterpart? He looks mean and has the power of the law behind him. Plus he has insight and the ability to dominate mentally. Does he know that for all my married life I was willing to play a more submissive role to please my husband, or that this might have been different if my dead ex had wanted to tie me, spank me, humiliate me? Does he know the dominant side of me is now unleashed, and would be irresistible to all if not for my inexperience in such things? 

How can he know what I am become when I don’t really know myself? I want to crush lying, cheating men. I want to send the arrogant and the weak up in a puff of smoke but where is the fun in that? The torture has to go on longer and therefore the subject has to be built of sterner stuff. Yes, I want to chew up all men and spit them out and be adored for it in the process. The longer I can chew on them, the better – and this man looks like a real mouthful. 

“Indeed, Mrs Van Peer, I have no doubt that you were exactly where you say you have been all day. But imagine if I was a less believing detective. I might tell you that the plotter of the deed is not necessarily the one who carried it out. People can be hired to do dirty work, especially by those able to afford to be accustomed to have others do the less pleasant things in life for them.” 

He looks around at the sumptuousness of the room to enforce his point. I remain calm. It’s going to take more than that to have me spilling my guts. 

“Imagine,” I reply coolly, “a betrayed wife being able to track down and hire a wild goose that was willing, through some kind of suicidal kamikaze attack, to despatch her cheating bastard of a husband.”

He stops perusing the finery to study my frown of mild disdain, worn especially because all men hate to think that they are being seen as ridiculous. 

“It does seem unlikely,” he says finally, as if he hasn’t just said something very foolish. He manages to maintain his poker face and doesn’t blink, which is quite commendable under the circumstances, but we both know who has come out on top in our little exchange. It is my second victory over a supposedly untouchable man in a day – one I will savour in the privacy of the expensive hotel room I plan to stay in tonight. The first victory gave me enormous joy. This one is tinged with a little disappointment because I have relished playing with him. Sadly, his defeat here shows he isn’t quite the adversary I took him for, so maybe it is best I found out now. He is done and closes his notebook as a sign that there is no further business here. He rises, making no attempt to hide the slight bulge at his crotch. It is a shame he has to go because my mouth is salivating at the thought of tying him down and sucking upon that luscious cock, but as he politely nods and bids me farewell, I am in no doubt that this is the last I will ever see of Detective Inspector Stark.


Chapter Three

A Date With Destiny

“The black fetish-wear might seem a little clichéd,” says Madam Destiny, “but it is instantly evocative. It might be hot and constrictive but it is also enhancing and forgiving, and there isn’t a man on this planet that it doesn’t immediately say ‘sex’ to. It shows your confidence and your dark mind. Witness you in this and a slave knows instantly that they must be subservient to you. The mere sight of you will have them quaking. Wear some denim Daisy Dukes and you can look sexy, but you also look easy, a floosy. Wear the same item of clothing in latex and you look only powerful and in control. It gives you strength and makes you feel impenetrable, especially in black.’ 

Destiny isn’t her real name. It’s Pauline, so maybe she is better off with the pseudonym. She is attractive but she looks like she puts her make-up with a trowel. I’d put her at mid-thirties. She is tall in her prerequisite heels, and more than amply-chested. Her hips don’t have the same curve as mine. Her raven hair doesn’t have the same length or shine and she doesn’t have the same porcelain paleness to her skin. However, she does have her very own dungeon, and that’s why I’m here. 

“Pay attention to all you wear,” she says, “because slaves respond to perfection. Frayed and patched-up costume gets you only frayed and patched-up slaves. You are only as powerful as you are perfect. However, that doesn’t mean you should confuse the issue. Make one thing the focus. It can be either a body part or an object. My prime focus is the ‘Queen of Pleasure’ – a beautiful, long, smooth dildo in black smoked glass that I wear at my waist. You might choose to accentuate your breasts by leaving them partially naked, or your bottom by having it in netted stockings. Those shoes you are currently wearing would drive many to complete distraction. I know men who would give anything just to see you in them, let alone kiss them. You, maggot, come here!”

The final bit isn’t addressed to me, obviously, but to the nerdy-looking male stood facing the wall. He is dressed in grey schoolboy shorts that reach halfway down his scrawny thighs. To pair them he has long grey socks and clumpily awful black shoes. He has an off-white cotton T-shirt to cover his brawn-free torso and a ridiculous, undersized mock school cap perched atop his head. He goes to Madam Destiny with his head bowed and his hands behind his back. 

“This sorry specimen is Drummond, my husband,” she says to me with disdain. Drummond! What the fuck kind of name is that? That’s the kind of name you give to a particularly disappointing tortoise. “Bring us drinks, maggot. If you don’t guess exactly what my guest here wants, I will cane your horrible backside and send you to your bedroom for the day – and you know what that means.” 

What does it mean, I wonder? Those are the secrets this woman will teach me. Whatever it is, it is enough to have Drummond shuffling hastily out with his head bowed and his eyes fixed upon the floor. I’m going to see her wipe the floor with his pasty frame. 

“He is an accountant by trade,” she informs me. “He works to keep me in good things and to send me on luxury holidays. All the money I earn from my clients I keep. We share his money and pay for everything out of it. I’m sure he embezzles a few of his employer’s accounts to ensure there is enough for me to want to keep him but he knows I could comfortably exist without him. He looks a little pathetic, granted, but he is surprisingly well-endowed. Do you have a husband?”

“I had one but he betrayed me, so I got rid of him.”

“That sounds wise. If a man cannot adore you entirely then what is the point of him?”

“I’m not sure any man can do such a thing,” I say. “It is just their instinct to put their sexual organs where they are not meant to be. No matter what the cost, what the harm, or what fleeting pleasure they get from it, they just seem to be incapable of stopping themselves.” 

Drummond returns with a silver tray bearing two champagne flutes and something, if not champagne then certainly sparkly inside them. I hadn’t actually considered what I had wanted to drink but if I had it would have been this. Drummond’s ass should rightfully thus be spared a caning and I nod towards the woman to signal this. She looks a little smug that her slave did so well. 

“That is where you are wrong,” Madam Destiny informs me. “My husband would never cheat on me. He knows his life would be worthless if he did, so it would never begin to enter his head. He is not even allowed to look at another woman whilst I am present. I will teach you how to make a man live only for you, to never even think of another woman but you.”

She sounds a bit sanctimonious and I’m a privately a touch riled that this woman presumes to think that she can enchant men more successfully than me. I’m not talking twerps like Drummond here. I’m talking men worthy of me. I flash the scrawny fuck of a husband a nasty look, since it’s his supposed fidelity that’s allowed her this little one-upmanship. He keeps his sorry eyes firmly at the floor, the little shit. 

“Each man has an invisible chain that can link to you, a mental bind that makes him put you first,” she lectures me. “Find out what that is or find a man who will worship whatever it is about you that you want him to adore. If you want your bottom to be worshipped, then make it your focus. There are enough men out there just waiting to give it their all. Put the detail, attention and money into that one chosen area. Whatever you choose – body part, apparatus, clothing item – it can be something you give them as a reward to work towards, or something they are strictly forbidden from ever knowing. It depends on your slave and how their mind works, so hold it back until you know. Never give it away too quickly or too cheaply. Make them earn it or yearn for it; that is your power.”

“Surely all men are different and all have different stimuli that turn them on?” I say. Perhaps she isn’t the expert she claims to be. I know enough to know that it’s every bit as much about specific mental stimulation, not just physical. 

“You can choose a different focus for different slaves if you have more than one – whatever gives you the strongest hold over them. Drummond here lives for the Queen of Pleasure. Another slave I have lives for my cunt. I bare it for him in crotchless rubber panties that squeeze it and make it look all fat and juicy. I let him smell it, blow on it. Sometimes I play with myself just above him, so the droplets of my cream fall over his face. But he will never have it all. He wants my cunt more than he wants life itself, but no part of him will ever touch it. It makes him utterly mad for me.” 

Well, I can’t deny that’s exactly the kind of thing I want to hear. I want bastard men driven insane with desire for me. I want them to suffer in my company. I want them to know that the agony of not doing what they want to me is nothing to the pain of them frittering half my life away just because they think that putting their cock inside somebody else is just harmless fun with no consequences. I want all men from now on to serve me and stoke this raging furnace of filthy thoughts inside me and beg me to heap it upon them. I want them scarred by me, for all time. I want them wailing with despair when I decide I have no more use for them. 

It struck me that I don’t instinctively know how to make this happen. A month ago I watched my husband fuck a tied-up girl on his last day alive and I raged at how much of an opportunity he wasted. I would have done a much better job on her. However, I don’t know that I would have done the best job on her that I could, and that got my goat. My husband’s demise left me rich, angry, empty, and burning with unquenched desire. It also left me able to do those things he had robbed me of. My pussy was ever itching and images of bound up fuck slaves made it hotter still. It seemed obvious that I should become a Goddess of Bondage. It is my destiny. 

Maybe that’s why I chose Pauline here, although it helped that she was within a reasonable drive. I wanted a professional to show me the ropes, so that it was instinctive. I wasn’t sure how I wanted to use my new-found skills but I knew that I wanted to be the best at it, that I would take everyone’s breath away. I wanted to know all the triggers and tricks. I wanted to be hopelessly and crushingly adored, to rip out hearts with a simple sight of me. I wanted to be served in any and every way that took my fancy and never let down. I wanted them to suffer in ecstasy because that is what would give me most pleasure and make me so essential to them. I wanted to satisfy this burning fever inside me by hurting them every bit as much as I have been hurt. 

“I must prepare in the dungeon,” says Madam Destiny. “The maggot will bring you down when I call.”

Off she goes. Her put-on tone is starting to grate but I understand that for many it is all about the little details. You play a role and you mustn’t stray from it. Everything has to be exact, even if you are only dealing with a little shit like her husband.

“Drummond, you fucking pea shoot,” I hiss at him. “What’s all this bull about you never cheating on her? I bet you are jerking off over some cheap whore’s tits all day long as soon as she is out of sight. I know a snivelling cocksucker like you would betray her in an instant, so why didn’t you admit as much and stop her making me out to be wrong?”

“No, Mistress – I would never cheat on her!” he implores, eyes still not on me. I almost slap him.

“What the hell makes you think you are any different to any man? None of you can help yourself, especially a scrawny turd like you. I know you would jump at the chance.”

“I have never, could never, betray her!” he wails.

“Well that’s because you’ve never had anyone like me tempt you. Do you honestly think she is worth more than me?”

“She is worth more than anyone!” he kind of squeals, but his voice is cracking.

“And your life would be worthless if you cheated on her?” I spit. “Well think how worthless your life would be if you missed out on someone like me.”

He looks like he is quivering at the thought. He jumps when he gets the call from his wife downstairs, and this perhaps snaps his mind out of visions of other, sexier Mistresses dominating him.

“I could never betray her,” he reaffirms, trying to sound decisive.

“Yeah? Well maybe we are going to see about that.” 

He hurries along to show me down to the dungeon. I shoo away his offer of a helping hand as I teeter down the wooden slatted staircase to the basement, even though an unaided descent could easily lead to a swift, stuntman-like fall and a broken face at the bottom. There is a sudden sense of foreboding, going subterranean with a strange perv urging me down to where his self-confessed sadist of a wife awaits me in their dungeon, but I guess that’s the whole point. It’s the psychology thing, already working. Anyway, I remind myself that I am a killer. Since there is zero chance of there being more than one murderer in this particular bit of quiet suburbia, I know I must be safe. It’s nice to know I have rendered myself statistically immune to killers simply by butchering someone who didn’t deserve me. 

The stairs open out to the room. It was never going to be one of those castle dungeon sets you see in specialist fetish films but they have spent money and done a good job. It is a touch chilly and smells very slightly of damp, but I suppose I will let them live. Lighting has been chosen well, to allow good visibility and highlight specific areas against the dark walls. The equipment is enough to get one’s belly fluttering. There are racks and tables to secure the slave, plus all manner of items of kinky torture on open display, some to make the blood bubble around your veins. There is a smell of rubber and PVC, and of gorgeous, wrenching climaxes. Madam Destiny stands there in her rubber catsuit with hands on hips and a narrow, black plastic prick poking out from her waist. On the table beside her sits a wonderful smoked glass dildo standing proudly upright: the Queen of Pleasure, no doubt. I hear Drummond suck in his breath at the sight of it, and I think I might have done the same.

“Maggot,” she says, barely even looking at her husband, “go upstairs and sit on your hands until I call for you.” 

This is a surprise and perhaps a bit of a disappointment since I’d expected to enjoy seeing some of those nastier weapons of torture in use upon him. However, I’m here to learn and so I note the words she uses; the task she sets him to keep him from snatching a tension-relieving wank in his absence. He could always disobey, of course, but what is the point of that? The thrill comes in doing what one is told, whatever the frustration, pain or humiliation of it. Just like that she has caused him all three. She has robbed him of seeing us in action, stopped him from emptying his aching balls, and essentially told me that he is a persistent and sneaky wanker, all in that one sentence. She’s good!

She talks me through the various items hanging ready at her disposal, using pieces of apparatus to demonstrate hardness of stroke. 

“Each individual has different tolerances which can often be increased, so start light and add the weight by degrees,” she says. I must remember this when I’m full of raging desire and snarling lust. She talks of the psychology, of how just being in this room will open up a whole plethora of dirty thoughts and erotic potential. I couldn’t agree more. Today, she tells me, is about learning to appreciate one’s position of power before having to actually wield any. She gives me details of specific techniques and nuances that can be used with certain pieces of apparatus. 

“This, for instance,” she says, pointing out an item that has cuffs for the neck and wrists joined by a metal bar that will run down the victim’s back. “Do you see the genius of it?”

I study it and look like I might do but don’t actually offer an answer.

“Yes, you can only really tell when it is being worn,” she continues. “Allow me.”

So she lifts it off the wall and talks me through how to put it on with precisely the right tension to the cuffs, and then I am wearing it – my first ever bodily contact with a bona fide piece of bondage equipment! I get a little hotter from doing so, a little panicked too, which morphs into an extra prickle of excitement. 

“You see now?” she asks.

I kind-of do, but don’t. I vaguely attempt to wriggle loose to see if that will give me a clue as to what she is referring to but it’s not doing anything I hadn’t expected of it. I’m cuffed; big deal. It says that on the tin.

“Not really,” I say, not wanting to look like I just agree with everything she says.

“Well, the real genius of it is that I have just got you into it without any effort at all, without you really wanting to be in it. And so now I control you.”

My gut lurches a little because she has a point. I can’t move my hands, and because my neck is held she can easily lead me by the little metal loop hanging from the cuff there. She is slowly bringing me forward. I can’t stand my ground. She takes me toward a metal frame, like a square dining table but with the centre piece removed. My thighs dig into the front edge so I can go no further, but still she pulls at the loop in the neck cuff and so I have to go forward, bending myself over the table. There is a metal clip set into the frame now just below my chin and with a swift movement of her fingers there the hoop at my neck is secured to it. I am prone and unable to move. I had been a little dubious about her actual powers of dominance before but suddenly I am completely at her mercy. 

My instinct is to warn her, to make her think of the consequences once I am released, but what is the point of that? How do I know what fate she has in mind for me and what state I will be in when or if I am freed? My cheeks flush at my meekness and stupidity in allowing her to get me like this so easily. The nerves start to unload. It is like electricity within me, right inside my sex. It strikes me that some of those nasty things I had pictured being done to Drummond might well be coming my way.

“Don’t be embarrassed that I tricked you so easily,” she says. “Much of this equipment has a kind of pull on all of us that we can’t escape – like the need to peer over cliff edges or touch something we have been specifically told not to touch because it will burn us. Most of us can’t help ourselves. We have to fly in the face of danger to understand it. I know how to use that. I also know that however worried you are right now, however much you can’t bear the thought of what I might do, however much stronger you thought you were than me, you will still have a buzz going through you right now. It might seem like fear but that is very close to excitement. Utter fright and humiliation can be turned to ecstasy very easily. I know that even in your panic, your pussy is wet right now.”

I feel my muscles clenching as if to hide this truth from her but she is right. Quite why my precarious position is having such an effect on me is baffling but unquestionable. Vulnerability is something I despise and have always sought to eradicate from my life. You do this by always being in charge, and I am far from that right now. I have a sudden vision of Detective Inspector Stark stood behind me, a hint of a cruel grin at the sides of his mouth, his exposed stiffened prick reaching out from the crotch of his sharp suit and pulsing with the thrilling potential of what he could do with me. The tingle goes through where I am most vulnerable.

“I want to close your eyes now, Anoushka.” 

She still has that mock purring tone to her voice like she is the Queen of Seduction but I do as she says nonetheless.

“I want you to imagine some of the apparatus that I showed you. Yes, I know, you have just thought of one of the ones you are most nervous about but that’s human nature again. Give someone a cane and tell them that using it on them will hurt and what do they do? They smack themselves on the palm with it, always too hard. We can’t help ourselves. We are compelled by pain because it might be the thing that kills us and all our instincts say we must know it to give ourselves a chance against it. Plus, our systems work off nervous responses. If some stimulus becomes too much for us our brain switches the response so that it can continue to detect it. Extreme cold can feel like warmth and vice versa. Too much sweetness is sensed as bitterness. Excess of pain becomes a sea of pleasure. I want you to imagine what some of my toys would feel like if I used them upon you. Imagine the strike and the sear, the heat of the pinch. Picture the shiver. Can you feel the tingle across your skin?”

I can. I’m breathing harder and clenching to defend against any contact but the sweep over my surface is undeniable. It’s like my better part shrinks from the thought of such things but my senses refuse to listen. My eyes stay rigidly closed, as she commanded. All my hairs are standing on end. I expect her to act upon me any second.

“There are two supreme powers we can have over other human beings,” she goes on. “One is the power to take their life. The other is the power to use them without consent. Do you know how easy it would be for me to gag you now so that you couldn’t say no to anything? You came to me and asked for this. There could be no blame on my part, no repercussions.”

I should be calling her a bitch and demanding my release, but all I’m doing is breathing hard and picturing those torture weapons being taken off the wall. I sense her to my front, very close. I can smell her fragrance. The lightest of touches skims over my back and makes the flesh there jump. It was made by something hard: an edge, cool enough to be leather or plastic. I remember the flat, long handled paddles in black used for spanking. Then there is breath at my ear and she is speaking in low, slow tones right into it, giving me another little shiver.

“Have you ever feasted upon another woman’s cunt?” she asks. I have enough resolve not to speak but she isn’t looking for answers anyway; she is simply looking to create in my head those filthy images of her saturated puss squashed to my face and me gasping as I slurp upon it and hungrily push my tongue as deep into her as I can. These images are not going to be turned into reality, not yet at least. The hard edge is skimming down my back and her fragrance leaves my nose. She is behind me again, at the danger end. Still my eyes stay shut, apparently incapable of disobeying her order, no matter what my trepidation. 

“Do you know how easy it would be for me to bare your breasts for you now, Anoushka? To put clamps on your nipples that bite into your swollen, yearning flesh? What about that round rump of yours? It is hard to imagine a bottom more perfect for punishment. On bare skin it stings so much more. Can you feel the skin there tightening? Can you feel your bottom cringing yet begging for me to do my worst to it?”

And with that her hands are on the outside of my thighs and moving upwards. I hear the sweep of my skirt coming up over my stockings and the cool on the exposed skin. I hear her let out a sigh of satisfaction, as if she has been given something marvellous to work with. 

“I think it is time, don’t you, Anoushka? I know that under those panties of yours your prim bottom is crying out to be spanked pink. Now, I know you think you want to be just like me but I’m not sure you have it in you. I need to know that you have the strength to become my protégé, so I will give you one more chance. A true dominatrix would know she could do nothing about her position but she would have closed off mentally, to retain some control. A dirty bitch who wanted to be used and punished would have been picturing it all, secretly begging for it to happen and getting all wet for it. So, Anoushka, if your cunt is wet, I suppose you are nothing but a dirty bitch in need of some punishment – don’t you agree?”

She still isn’t after any answers. Down comes my underwear with tantalising slowness. I can almost feel every square inch of my prone posterior coming unto her feasting eyes. My fingers waggle at my sides in a vain attempt at defence but I am totally at her mercy. She gives another one of her sighs of satisfaction. In an act of pure treason, my pussy lets go another mini gush of warm juice, just so that she can be in no doubt. I know I am going to get my first taste of corporal punishment. I picture the faces of the bent-over girls on those websites; the pain and mortification and rapture etched into their expressions. I am shaking. I don’t want to but I can’t stop. Worse, it’s as much from anticipation as from fear. 

Her fingernails are on the tautened skin of my completely bare rump. My hairs there are already raised and she will see the tell-tale goose bumps that cannot disguise my enjoyment at her touch. They cover the whole expanse and travel down to the backs of my thighs. 

“Let us see, shall we?” she says, although I am in no doubt she can see already. One fingernail scratches lightly at my lips, pushing gently to ease between them. Then I am breached. I gasp as she enters me and I know some of the juice that will condemn me has trickled onto her palm. She pushes her finger all the way in and moves it inside me in slow circles.

“Oh dear, Anoushka. You have turned out to be such a disappointment. I don’t think I have ever felt a wetter cunt on any slave – and yours is like an oven too!”

Her finger slips out before I want it to. I almost beg her to put it back in but my mind is invaded by thoughts of paddles and whips and canes. 

“So, what do you think your big bottom wants me to use on it, my pretty?”

Your palm, I’m thinking, worried about firmer, thinner objects. I almost plead for it but I want her decision to rule. I want to be in her hands, whatever it brings. She is giving my ass little pinches all over, like she is tenderising it, and easing my cheeks apart to see between them, to expose my rudeness in full because I can do nothing to stop her.

“Yes, that fat cunny of yours is so wet this dildo at my waist would just slip straight up it. Perhaps I should use the Queen of Pleasure? But do you deserve such a delight? Perhaps it might be better going in your bottom, although by the looks of the tightness of it I would be surprised if anything has ever been up there. Are you too prim and proper for that, too superior for such dirty things? Can you possibly imagine the searing slide of my beautiful big dildo all the way up that tight hole of yours, more scintillating a painful pleasure than you have ever dreamt?”

Her thumb is pressing at my little hole. I am tense, fretting and desperate. She has broken me and I’m all but ready to shout out and let her know this, to beg her to do whatever she wants, however wretched it leaves me, whatever the agony or defilement. And then suddenly it is in me, the dildo at her waist thrust right inside my slippery, dripping puss. I can’t help but shriek like the hussy slave she has made of me. She grips my hips and thrusts fast, giving me no quarter, no chance to stop the pleasure hurtling. There is none of the pain she promised me, none of the dirtiness. There is just her thrusting and reaching round to squeeze my throbbing clit. 

I am shocked, almost affronted that she can give me such pleasure just from a narrow prick – and not even a real one at that. But within seconds I am beaten. I am squealing and burbling and begging her not to stop, sounding nothing like a Goddess of Power and everything like a nympho slut who hasn’t been touched down there in years. 

“You bitch! You fucking bitch!” I hear myself wailing, chastising her for robbing me of the things she promised me, trying to gain back some vestiges of strength and sound like anything other than a pathetic slave. She just keeps pumping away with consummate expertise and I am practically crying because I came here to learn her strength and all I know is that she has taken me apart so easily. She is sending the stars behind my eyes and I’m about to be left in a pitiful fucked heap and there is nothing I can do to stop it. 

I don’t know how long afterwards she leaves me whimpering and with the shiver refusing to leave my body. Still trembling, I am uncuffed and unclipped, but I push the hand away that is trying to cover me and make me decent again. My face is flushed crimson. I am panting, trying to get some kind of composure. Still I cannot believe I came so hard from this, that I have to face her now she has done this to me. I am meant to be the strongest of all. I force myself up because I have to pretend it wasn’t one of the most exhilarating fucks of my life and that I took only from it what I wanted. The noises I made are proof of something different. Again I wave away her helping hand. I don’t want her peeling me off the table like some kind of giant wet lettuce. I hate her for doing this to me, for shattering my dreams of strength. She is taking me towards the stairs and I am glad to be going. 

“So the lesson today,” she is telling me, in a more normal, more matter-of-fact voice now, “was how to dominate with words and imagery alone, how to make a trembling, desperate wretch of anyone before you have even touched them.” 

This is just more humiliation, because no one has ever made such a mess of me so easily. It is certainly a lesson learned but I came here to deal them, not to be on the end of them. I am almost out the door and glad to take my shame and anger away. If that weak fuck Drummond shows his face now I will rip it clean off for him. I am about to go, still trying to make out that I’m not fazed by any of it. 

“Your next lesson will see me using my palm on your bare bottom,” she says, matter-of-factly, just as I step through the threshold. “Don’t be late.” 

I drag out once last piece of defiance and raise my eyebrows, trying for a who says there will be a next time and what the hell makes you think that I would ever allow you to spank me? kind-of expression – one all aspiring Goddesses of Domination no doubt have in their armoury. I head for the Evoque, my puss still glowing and furnace-hot. Fine, so I learned a lot today and there is certainly something compelling about this woman, but I don’t think being humiliated by her is going to make me the iron-willed, luscious expert torturer of mind and body that I aim to be. The burning need when placed at her mercy is only going to confuse matters. No, I don’t think Madam Pauline Destiny, or her silly husband, will ever have the privilege of seeing me again. 

I sit in the driver’s seat with head clouded, idly studying my cell phone, vaguely seeing that a message awaits me, sent by persons unknown. Normally I would delete any unsolicited texts without even looking at them. Right now I’m still too befuddled to think straight so I look at it and nearly drop my phone from the jolt it puts through my belly. The cause of all this is one simple sentence, the like of which I have never received in my life, sent anonymously from a number my phone does not recognise. The message reads simply:

I am going to spunk in your luscious arse. 


Chapter Four

Houses Of The Unholy

There is flesh here; a pink kaleidoscope of heaving temptation that has the juices gathering in my mouth. The heat is in me and musters behind my eyes like a crimson cloud of desire that almost sees me swooning. I could have any or all of it and I have to concentrate to stop the greed taking me over. They are putting it on show and I want it. I want to gorge on that which I have only ever known in fantasy before: soft tits and velvet, dripping pussies. The flirting is as obvious as the dresses are tight and revealing, with alcohol only fuelling the fire. I want my nails in these lusty bitches. Imagine those curves at your disposal. Imagine how I looked to Madam Destiny, bent over her table with my full bare derrière at her mercy. Think of all she could have done to me, and that I could do to any one of these here. How did she ever restrain from sinking her teeth right in? 

The theme is Pippa’s favourite: Pirates and Harbour Whores. Frills, cutlasses, heaving bosoms and swashes in need of buckling abound. It is intrinsically sexy. This is the first party I have been to as a free entity in twenty years. It is the first non-miserable social gathering I have been to since my husband’s demise, unless you count his wake. The males here remind me too much of the not-so dearly departed and that has me seething. They are rich and proud and full of themselves. Almost to a man they have come as Cap’n Jack Sparrow, because who else would they be but the star? As they are loaded they can spare no expense at getting every detail right – except for the gorgeous face, sadly. Their swagger is too hateful to be attractive. I should pick one of them off and demonstrate exactly what I do to arrogant bastards like them, but to my ire I do not feel confident enough. I envisage demeaning flirtation and pretence at attraction to get them where I want them, and I only want them coming to me on their knees. Men with this much money, they don’t see why they shouldn’t have everything on a plate. They don’t think anyone deserves even a second of consideration above them. I need to know how to defeat this.

Waiters dressed as footmen serve fuckingly extravagant La Grande Dame champagne, but most unconventionally in pewter tankards atop silver trays. I am on my third. I stand alone because Pippa is busy hosting and Heidi has been taken off elsewhere. I am generally avoided because it would mean awkward conversations and pretend sadness when frivolity is all that is on everyone’s mind. Being alone is something I will come to know a lot of and I look forward to it. I can stand off in silent observation, weighing up my potential prey like a huntress. There are two types of solitary people: ones alone because they are considered too miserable or pathetic to be with, and ones who need no one else; who everyone wishes they could be with but don’t feel brave, clever, witty or attractive enough to do so. With my recent bereavement I could potentially fall into the first category, but I’m damned if I will ever let this happen. With what I’m wearing this is hardly likely. 

In the past weeks I have spent more than the average man would spend on a brand new car simply upon my attire, all from specialist suppliers and designers. Most of it went on footwear. Make one thing your focus, Madam Destiny told me, so I have. In truth I never scrimped in this area anyway. If I went more than a week without a new pair, I would have died of Choo Deprivation Syndrome. However, these new acquisitions have a much darker feel to them. They are for a Goddess of Discipline. Tonight, because of the theme, I have had to go with one of the tamer examples: black patent leather thigh boots with a turn-down top cuff. There is one concession to a BDSM feel in a solid metal stiletto heel so high it puts my toes almost at right angles to the perpendicular and pitches my ample cleavage towards anyone who dares come near me, which isn’t many as yet.

A few less close acquaintances offer strained condolences but I don’t know many people to talk to, so I don’t have to waste much time putting on a visage of mourning. Anyway, my outfit is hardly screaming ‘widow in crisis’. I have a suitably wench-like frilly skirt in black, cut away at the front not a great deal below where the action starts so that my boots are clearly visible. This also gives a glimpse of the sheer black tights set off with a rambling thorn design worn beneath, which anyone tripping in a heap at my feet and looking up would discover are crotchless. I won’t be doing the Can-Can tonight. 

My pièce de résistance outfit-wise is the bodice, made from embossed tan leather to look like an ancient map charting islands amongst the high seas. It is a truly fabulous item, with frayed edges to the various panels, which are secured by rows of antiqued brass studs. It is half-cupped to make it look like my bosom could spill out at any second. On one cup, in dark brown script, it has the word ‘treasure’, whilst the other bears the word ‘chest’. I should say so. It came with a matching eye-patch, or should that be an aye-aye patch? Completing my ensemble is a fluffy and feathery tricorn hat and two lace sleeves, held by itching elastic. I have put curls in my hair and gone a bit overboard with the make-up, since I am meant to be a whore, though obviously not as convincing a one as some of those here. 

I stand against one of the brick columns in the huge front room, aside the vast open hearth, so that I am half-hidden from most. As calculated, this allows an approach, although it is only Heidi’s husband, familiar enough with me not to need any sneakiness. He wears a naughty grin, as if we share some secret, which we don’t. 

“I hear you have suffered great loss recently,” he says. He knows I have. He was at the funeral. He has seen me a few times since. “Permit me to say ‘ahh’.”

The last word starts out sounding like the noise you would make for a dentist but goes on, transforming into rolling and accented r’s to mimic a pirate. He gives me another grin to show me that we have shared enough over the years to allow for this gallows humour. Actually, I did think it quite funny but I merely raise my eyebrows to show that I am neither offended nor particularly amused.

“Good evening, Samson,” I say to him, studying the badly-applied eyeliner. “You look like a punch-up between a highwayman and a transvestite.”

He blinks a bit, like I have given him a little knee to the balls, since he was probably after some gushing flattery. However, the lecherous grin soon returns and he presses on, moving closer so that no one can overhear.

“Now those boots are seriously sexy,” he says wolfishly, through gritted teeth and with a wrinkled nose, as if his desire has suddenly risen and got the better of him. “And I love the fact that you have given me somewhere to park my bicycle.” 

I follow his gaze down to my cleavage and then look up to give him another nonchalant stare. He often flirts mildly with me but this is perhaps as bold as he has ever been. He has certainly never dared to be this close to me before, so that his mouth is not much more than an erect cock-length from my ear. 

“Sadly for you, Samson, as you well know, this parking isn’t free,” I reply. That was quite clever. Free as in ‘gratis’ and free as in ‘available’. It was a better answer than I had meant it to be. I decide to make this a good parting shot and leave him there, his lust still up, and move out into the glass room housing the swimming pool. The air is warm and damp here and the smell of chlorine never the most enticing. Nonetheless, this room is a magnet for so many. In the centre of the pool floats a fabulous miniature galleon about the size of a rowing boat and rather costly, as Pippa keeps reminding me. It is crewed primarily by cooked lobsters, sat on oblong silver platters and with the shells already split down the tail so that the meat can be prised out with little silver forks. 

The intricately crafted gun ports are open and the cannons sit forward and ready, a little plastic straw protruding from each barrel. On the deck sits a gold pot like a sweetie jar, but containing treasure very much for adults only. The idea is that you remove the lid and place a spoonful of the white powdered contents upon the gun ports and chop it up there with the card provided. Then simply remove the straw from the gun barrel and ingest via the nostrils. Pippa frowns terribly on all of this but her loving husband doesn’t give the slightest shit about her views because some of his circle like to work hard, and that means playing hard too when the chances arise. 

Much of this party will inevitably end up in the pool. Some females will be forced at cutlass point to walk the plank – or ‘diving board’ to give it its more common name. This will lead to see-through, clingy clothes. Some might even shed an item of top layering to avoid getting it soaked. Ganders will be up, smouldering looks will be given, bodies will get closer and reticence will give way to daring. But, however much the temperature rises, it will never get beyond this. It will never become a fuck-fest because that is not what Pippa is about. There is sin in this house but it will never be allowed to flourish as I want it to. Whatever secret hopes exist, the collective will won’t ever be sounded out to make it happen. It will just fizzle out. 

Right now I need to be in a place where it won’t. I need to see real swords being used to slash clothes open and force cocks to be stroked hard for my delectation. I need to open doors and discover bound bitches behind them, down on all fours and being stuffed hard and remorselessly by fuck machines. I need to see studs in gimp masks with cuffed hands and straining erections, aimed and ready for my command to ravish the tied bitches’ tight assholes. I need to wipe the lecherous smile off the faces of all these husbands who would love secretly to spurt inside me and have me scuttle off in mute acceptance with their secret intact. I need gushing and stickiness, screams and nastiness. I need a drink. 

Two imported palm trees in pots flank a makeshift bar in the corner of the diving board end. I aim straight between them. 

“I want a cocktail,” I say to the footman serving.

“Certainly, Madam,” he says to me. “Which one can I make for you?”

I look at him as if he has just uttered the stupidest thing possible.

“The nicest one, of course,” I say. 

Samson has tracked me and I don’t make it out of there. 

“Well now, my luscious hussy,” he whispers, the lecherous grin back again. I can almost feel the pulse in his prick through his leather breeches. “You might not be free but I can be, anytime, should you want. We could sail away for an afternoon perhaps, get ourselves a cabin somewhere. I’ve certainly got some pieces of eight I want to share with you.”

What the fuck? Is he talking gold or implying that he’s got eight inches stashed away down there? He hasn’t, because Heidi would surely have told me long ago. He doesn’t look anywhere near drunk enough to be this brazen, so what’s his excuse?

“Why on earth would we do that?” I ask. He smirks and then raises his eyebrows, his gaze firmly on my cleavage.

“Well, because it might be lovely and you are a woman who no doubt has needs, judging by your outfit tonight. I am a man who thinks he could give you what you want. I know you have always liked me, Anoushka, and you definitely know that I like you. And I’ve got one hell of a timber you might like to shiver.” 

He is chuckling as he says this but my blood is rising. How dare he remind me of the hateful part of my system that attracts me to this kind of assured arrogance? 

“Is that so? And do you think your wife would be fine with this?” 

He literally doesn’t give a flying horse of a fuck. He thinks he is doing me a favour, running to my desperate pussy’s aid now I have no husband to see to me. He thinks me easy meat and him too good – too rich – to resist. It doesn’t bother him that the one he wants to betray is also one of my few friends. It is just so easy for him; no moral problem whatsoever. He surely can’t have a prick that big, can he? Heidi would have told me. 

“I was thinking of making it our little secret,” he says, those eyebrows popping upwards again. “That’s a tasty looking cocktail you have there – what’s it called?”

The fire is in my stomach but I don’t let it bubble through me. I’m too good a player for that. This conceited shit; this would-be cheat. This is how my husband would have done it too, how every husband here does it. 

“It’s called ‘The Pant-Wetter’,” I reply, keeping my cool. He thinks I’m giving him an in. I can see the brightness of triumph in the eyes. 

“Oh really? And why, pray, is it called that?”

I take another slow sip, looking right into his cheaty bastard eyes, and then casually toss the remaining contents onto his crotch. He gasps but still takes the glass as I hand it to him. I push past without further comment. It won’t faze him anyway. He won’t even have to explain it. Few saw and he will just leap into the pool to cover the evidence. Then he will put it all behind him and start on someone else. He won’t bat an eyelid about this when he next sees me. It is all so shallow and I need to be gone from here. I leave and get into my car. In the darkness off comes the hat, the patch and the pain in the ass sleeves. I knew the party wouldn’t keep me long, so I came prepared. I swap my lacy skirt for a tight one in black leather and my bodice for one to match. I don’t want to be recognised and that pirate outfit is a one-off. You have to be scrupulous. It’s the smallest details that will jump up to bite you. 

One good thing I learned from Madam Destiny was where to go to get what I need. The club is nearly an hour’s drive from Pippa’s but it is apparently worth it. It seems a little incongruous away from the main cities but suburbia hides just as many sexual deviants, which is how my erstwhile bondage instructor has managed to build up such a successful business there. Tonight the club is running its theme night entitled ‘Houses of the Holy’, and I have a thing for convent-themed filth. Best of all, the club has viewing galleries and private rooms, so you can observe in isolation before deciding when and with whom you wish to take the plunge. It is fine watching films and taking a lesson, but I need to see the workings of this black world in the flesh, up close. 

Just being in the night gives me comfort. People think that darkness is a place for bad deeds, for fright and uncertainty. For me it is the only place where one’s true self can be fully revealed. The party I just left had light. It had fun and smiles and a veneer of sexiness, but beneath this it reeked of superficiality and sterility. Drugs and alcohol were used as the mask to let the guard down, but it could not defeat the innate need for pretence at moral decency, for arrogance, flashiness, judgment and falseness. Everyone was playing a part beyond either pirate or whore. Under the fun was an air of edginess and desperation. Cut the power and that party would have given them what they all secretly wanted. In the cloaking black those half-exposed tits would have been groped and sucked, cocks grasped by unknown hands. Darkness is a place for truth. It is a place for venting one’s real desires without shame, of giving your all at last. I want people who are willing to part with their soul to show their passion, and these people come out where darkness reigns. 

I feel the pull of it; a gnawing urgency. I am driving fast through unlit back roads. There are no tail lights ahead to help show the turns and breaking points. There are lights behind, the same ones that seem to have been following me since I left Pippa’s. I had the amusing notion that it might be Samson, driven blue-balled to chase me into the night and beg for one last effort at seduction. The champagne has me under its effects but if it was a policeman, with the way I’m driving, he would have pulled me over by now. It’s lucky for them that they haven’t. With how I’m feeling right now, any male stepping into my path is likely to get way more than they bargained for, especially in this pitch blackness.

On the seat beside me my phone lights up and vibrates to indicate a message received. It will be Pippa, wondering why I’ve left the party she threw for my benefit. I flip the cover and see it is actually from an unrecognised number. The fizz starts in my belly. I feel my chest tighten. I feel the involuntary tingling pulse. The last three times an unsolicited text has been sent to my phone, the message has left me shocked by its abrupt dirtiness. Accidents occur at these speeds, especially when the driver’s eyes are not on the road, but still I risk opening the message to view it. The screen glares bright, framing the single short sentence. It says:

I want my fingers in your cunt.

The jolt has me quickly needing to right my steering. My teeth clamp and I feel the heat inside. It is surely there through anger; self-righteous disgust at this sinister, perverse invasion of my privacy. Just possibly it is caused by something else, because my thighs are squeezing tight together. The throb is there between them. The face coming to mind is Samson’s. I see that arrogant leer. I picture him locked in the toilet firing off his nasty text, or maybe risking death to type it as he chases in the car behind, all because I brushed him aside and left him with his cock pulsing for me. I think of his mindset: the thrill of opportunity; the desire rising before my husband’s body was barely cold. I snap the phone cover back shut. 

“You presumptuous, thoughtless shit-bag,” I hiss into the darkness, but the throb is still there and I’m driving even faster. 

Madam Destiny told me you wouldn’t even know the club was there. It is shoehorned between and spread above other businesses. The door is nondescript wood with a coded button entry. Fortunately for my bondage tutor she gave up this code without a fuss. I don my mask: a feline one in black leather with diamante and fur. Then I press the number six three times, and hear the click of the door latch being released. I try to remember that I don’t do nerves. My host greets me and quickly sets up an account for my night. He asks me what name I would like to go under, for ordering drinks and so forth. It seems a little contrived, since my real name is right there on my credit card, but I like the effort to let the guests immerse themselves in anonymity.

“Black Widow,” I tell him. It is a little lame but he has caught me on the hop. There is no pretence that money doesn’t talk here, but plenty of it has gone back into the place. It feels sophisticated, classy even. It feels somehow less clichéd than the fancy dress bash I was just at. He enquires if I have any special requirements for the evening. He is efficient and slick. He looks a little like Detective Stark, with his sharpness and quick eyes. There is nothing seedy about him, nothing to suggest he runs a place for perverts. He is unashamed, non-judgmental – except perhaps when it comes to those who do not see the thrill of his world. 

“I wish to watch for now,” I say, with as much assurance as I can find. I’m trying to sound like I know exactly what goes on here but not knowing the rules will frustrate me. I hate not being in control. I am shown to some stairs and a well-built hunk of maleness beneath full-length rubber is summoned over to assist my assent in these heels. I am led up onto a gallery with a clear glass floor. Two horizontal chrome bars prevent anyone pitching down into the main area below. There is a line of bistro-style table and chair sets in the shadows on the back wall. A few have occupants, all in fetish wear, who eye me up and down, gauging instantly that I am a goddess and not a slave. The hunk gimp signals an empty table and pulls the chair out for me. He then hands me the bar menu and points at the sleek phone set into the black resin table top before promptly leaving me. 

Looking down through the glass floor I can see the tops of heads of those on a large open area primarily for dancing, but also, it seems, for the humiliation of slaves. Some writhe and grind to bassy techo music whilst amongst them a masked man on all fours is getting the naked butt cheeks poking out of apertures in his rubber trousers spanked by a teetering dominatrix. I see others being guided around by leashes or crucifixes on chains around their neck. Fetish wear is compulsory here. The outfits are eye-popping and many have dressed to the theme. Rubber seems to be the in-thing for naughty nuns and kinky Mother Superiors. Best of all, there seems to be as many females present as men. Who knows how many are paying guests and how many employed by our host, Mr Slick? 

I examine the drinks menu. There is similar to what you would find in any good bar but there seems to be an extra 1 on the front of the price tag. I choose a glass of champagne and lift the phone handset. There is a low ringtone followed by a short silence, and then a polite male voice addresses me.

“Good evening, Mistress Black Widow,” it says. “How may I serve you?” 

Well, that’s pretty fucking neat. I guess the phone tells them which table is making the call and the gimp knew which table he put me at. I’m still impressed.

“A glass of champagne,” I say, not bothering with any other pleasantries because I’m a goddess and they don’t concern themselves with such things. “Have you not got anything better than Pommery?” 

There is another short pause.

“A glass of Dom Perignon will be with you directly, Mistress,” the voice cuts in again, “if that pleases you.” 

It certainly does. The atmosphere is one of excitement, anticipation and collective confidence that anything could happen here tonight and most surely will. Nearly everyone wears full or partial masks or such heavy make-up it renders identity impossible. Ages and physiques are not easy to gauge under the costumes but it certainly isn’t all fat baldies. I think there is more than a fair share of beauties of both sexes here. Subs and doms are easily distinguishable. The grey area for me is working out if they come together or meet here. Are couples here just to enjoy the thrill of the place, to drink and dance amongst like-minded people and get turned on by the costume and eroticism, or are they seeking others to swing with? Do singletons hunt here, or come to be picked up and made use of? They come here to smile, that is for sure. High spirits pervade because they are all in this together. There is no posturing or falseness or desperation to impress. All is cool. 

A waitress dressed as a nun delivers my champagne. Her skin-tight latex habit has two holes cut to leave her breasts protruding and bare but for the crosses of tape over her nipples. I want to fuck her and I don’t even know her. The potential is making my pussy wet and my insides wrench. The red mist of desire is gathering behind my eyes again. There is so much I want to do but I cannot get a focus on it. One of my first memories comes to mind: that of me in a candy store with my father there besides me.

“Can’t you just choose something, you horrible specimen?” he said, his patience lost as I dithered to ensure the right choice. I didn’t get any candy that day because he dragged me out to teach me to be quicker in future. I never really did know why I was so besotted by him. I guess it was just in the genes. A grown-up version of that candy store feast for the eyes is now before me but I am stuck to my seat. I want to go down there now and pluck one of those slaves and have them serve me, but I don’t want to do anything that sees me looking less than the best. I don’t want to do anything that earns me scorn from the other doms, since I’m unsure of the etiquette and still not clear exactly what to do with any slave I do pick. I need to see it in action but I have a feeling I won’t see it all tonight. I think too much will be done behind closed doors, which makes the frustration bubble harder through my body. 

The handset in my table buzzes and I pick up. The voice from before informs me that a show is about to begin in The Cell should I wish to watch it. I say I do and the hunk gimp comes to show me along to a small, dimly lit cubicle not much larger than a confessional. There is a chair facing a wall with a little letterbox-style hatch in it, plus a ledge for my drink and for another phone and menu to sit upon. I peruse the latter and find that, as well as prices for drinks, it also has prices for the show. They are kindly giving us the introduction for free but after that each five-minute section gets increasingly costly, presumably as the action heats. The phone has a button next to it. Pressing the button will indicate to the management a desire to watch more of the show. 

The light in my cubicle dims right down and the hatch snaps open to give me a view of The Cell. It is maybe twelve feet square but it’s hard to know for certain as the lighting is concentrated on the centre of the room and the rest of it merges into shadow. What is easy to see is a block like a foam mattress on the floor, with a male form lying face-up upon it, legs straight and arms out to the side to form a crucifix shape. Both the male and the mattress are completely covered in black latex, shrink-wrapped over him so tightly to the mattress that you can make out the muscle definition on his enswathed body. He has holes for his eyes and also one for his nose, so that he can still breathe with his mouth fully covered. Best of all he has a hole for his genitals, and the thickest piece of gorgeously naked dormant male meat I have ever seen languishes upon his thigh. 

The mattress is upon a larger, flat, circular board fixed to the floor, which very slowly rotates to give me a view of every angle of him. The balls are big and tightly swollen due to being tied off with lace. They look almost as good to suck as that cock of his. In fact, all is good except for the copious bush of dark pubic hair, but to my delight I think that this is going to be addressed, since sat upon his chest and glinting under the lights is an open cut-throat silver razor, the mere sight of which has my heart banging. I have no idea how many are getting this view. I passed three cubicles similar to mine and there were perhaps two more beyond it. Maybe each side of the cell has similar. However, I doubt any other of the occupants are as excited as I am now. 

I hear a door swing open and heels upon the solid floor, and then a naughty nun in a latex habit barely long enough to cover her backside steps into view. She slowly circles the mattress and prostrate male form, in the opposite direction to its spin, building my tension until I almost want to throttle her. Then she goes to a metal stand only partially in my view and comes back holding a can of shaving foam. She circles him again, the hateful little tease, then steps onto the circular board and squats down at his crotch, sticking her backside straight out, which yawns open and makes me gasp because it is completely bare under her dress. That’s when the hatch snaps shut again. I decide that this tedious show is all a bit tame for me and enough is enough.

Not really! I’m hitting that ‘More Please!’ button faster than lightning and cursing every moment that elapses before the hatch opens again. Back comes my view. It is like looking into a dream, the way the action glares in the centre and the peripherals merge to darkness. In those wasted seconds she has sprayed his crotch with foam and now stands astride his head with glinting razor in hand, primed. He can only look upwards due to his constriction, up at that bare plump puss of hers. I wonder if the delicious sight can drive the trepidation of the razor from his mind. Together they rotate, like they are on the slowest fairground ride in history. The excitement and anticipation are palpable, however. 

Down she goes, her pussy now just above his face. Without the clutched razor you would think his cock was to be sucked. All her movements are deliberately slow, as if to prolong my agony. She lifts his still-soft prick by the foreskin and stretches it up. The blade is offered to the crotch and my heart goes ten to the dozen. Her strokes are light and careful but still the crimson images flash through my mind. I am almost salivating. I feel feverish. The lather is taken away bit by bit and wiped onto the rubber clinging to his thick thigh. Lord knows what is going through his mind each time he sees the blade going back towards his cock. I know what is going through mine! You know, they used to shave the necks of those to be beheaded before they did the cutting. 

The hatch shuts again and I’m banging the button over and over to make it reopen. I’ve never called something you press such filthy names before. After what seems like an age my view is returned. Disappointingly, the girl is away from him and over by the metal stand, having apparently finished her task. At least the razor is still open and sat upon his chest. She pours lubricant from a bottle into a cylindrical clear plastic pump designed for enlarging cocks. My heart starts off again. She goes to him, quick to fit the pump and not see all the oil run out. She presses at the rubber bulb joined to the pump by a tube. Out comes the air and I see his cock swell and press at the plastic. He is almost too big for the cylinder but I’m not sure if he is even semi-erect. 

I am ready to punch the hatch if it decides to close before she has finished but mercifully I get to see the reveal. She stops squeezing the bulb and breaks the air seal at his crotch to allow the pump to be eased off. His prick is engorged but still not hard. Just a few taps from her fingers sees it rear with an extra flow of blood. I have seen pussies puffed up fit to burst with such apparatus and have wondered at the extreme sensitivity it must give. His foreskin looks swollen as she peels it back. The whole of his prick glistens with the oil, growing massively, not just long but fat too, until my eyes are wide at the sight and pressed at the hatch for a closer view. 

My mind swims with more possibilities but clouds before the visions crystallise. My legs are open and my hand is up my dress now, fingers thrusting in where I am molten. I have to suppress my gasps. She keeps tapping his shaft; two-finger spanks that see it pulse and jerk. I can hear his moans but he cannot move. The vast, mesmerising erection looks like it might explode, quite literally, at any minute. The balls are fatter still, ready to go if only the ties were removed. Surely any attention from soft lips would be a bliss so great as to be agony for him. Imagine that monster inside you, stretching you so that you felt as sensitive as it did. Imagine having the potential for that huge cock to be inside you, just as she now has. Think how hard those balls would unload at the slightest touch after they were released. Think of holding that razor with him unable to move. 

My head is swirling with lust and darkness. I don’t know what that nun bitch plans to do with him but it won’t be quick enough. I want it. The rage almost ignites when the hatch closes again. I feel possessed. It doesn’t even feel like my hand lifting the phone. 

“How may I serve you, Mistress Black Widow?” says the voice.

“I want to buy that cock,” snaps the voice coming from my mouth. 

There is a short silence.

“But that cock is not for sale, Mistress.”

“Then fucking-well make it so. Three thousand and you take out whatever you think you deserve for your troubles.” 

Another short silence, which sees my teeth gritting. 

“One minute please, Mistress.” 

The hatch remains shut and I am about to start pounding fists when my cubicle door swings open and Gimp Hunk signals with a hand to follow him. I am led past two doors to a third: the one Teasy Nun must have entered by, because as it swings open I see her still tapping away at that gorgeous huge cock. The bitch looks to Gimp Hunk and he beckons her to leave. I can feel my breath coming almost as a snarl as the door closes to leave me alone with that cock. My mind swims. It must be a dream. His eyes swivel towards me. There is light in them but I cannot tell if it is dread or excitement. I can’t tell in my own head what his expression ought to be. 

There it is, iron hard and full of blood, the biggest I have seen. It is completely at my mercy and yet the focus won’t come to my brain to let me know what to do with it. I don’t want to be in awe. I want to control it. The lust within me is threatening to burn me up. My cunt drips hot juices down my thighs. I stand astride his head, just as she had done. The pussy he sees now will be the hottest, wettest, most swollen with desperation that he will ever lay eyes upon. I squat down, pressing it to his nose. I grind, trying to apply pressure to my almost overwhelming throb. A plunging tongue might have helped but his mouth is covered. The cock is in my line of sight. The razor is on his chest, open. I could reach out and hold him from here. 

I bend forward. My vision is clouded, my head feels too light. One hand encircles his pulsing length. It is hot in my stretched grip. The juice is dripping out of me at both ends. I hear behind me the noise of a hatch sliding open, then another to the side. I am suddenly reminded that this room is not private. My backside is stuck right out with no knickers to cover it. In twenty years no one but me and my dead husband has seen it bare outside of a birthing suite. It should have me jumping to my senses but all I do is feel a wave of electric excitement bursting through me and I reach back to pull my dress up higher and put myself on view for all those unseen eyes. 

I am ravenous for it. My right hand slowly strokes the cock up and down as we revolve upon the mattress. It’s a torture of sorts but not one I envisaged dealing out as the Queen of Pain. It draws me in. My mouth wants it. My left hand is searching beneath me, like it has a mind of its own, gingerly locating the handle of the razor. I am grasping it, grasping him, my open lips getting ever closer. The jumble in my head blurs faster, threatening to take away all culpability. With my last reason I quickly toss the razor away to the side and sink my mouth down onto him. My moan of joy is as loud and brazen as any I have allowed myself. Hatches slide open all around. My lips stretch as I try to take him in further, my fingers with their painted black nails still grasping and pumping him. 

Torture him, I think, but I can’t. I want to put on a show for those pervert eyes but what should I do when I need the cock so badly? It is almost enough to make me come knowing that other hidden erections will be getting manhandled at the sight of my naked ass and fat pussy. It’s no good. I have to have it in me. I take it from my mouth, stringing thick saliva all over the shining rubber of his covering. I reposition myself, holding up my skirt and squatting above him despite how fucking rude I must look. Then I lower down, still grasping the shaft to guide it to my greedy lips. I should pause to drag out the tease but I cannot. Down I go, forcing myself open upon him, gasping and squealing and even yelling out as he opens me up beyond anything I thought I would feel again. 

The blur is persistent; the near-crazed thoughts. I was hoping for clarity once I had this bliss. I wanted images to come clearer, but they don’t. I picture the eyes all on me. I hear the succession of hatches reopening as the unseen occupants get off on the sight of my rudeness. I see his eyes closed in bliss and know that this is no punishment for him at all, apart perhaps from the high degree of sensation I am making him feel. I don’t know who is in control – him or me. I certainly couldn’t bear now to slide off him and postpone my rapture. I could try and speed my own finish and leave him desperate but I need to feel his spurts inside me. I need that unequivocal show of adoration. So I ride him like a wanton bitch, impaling and stretching myself wide open, feeling rapturous yet wretched and spoiled too, pouring my desire onto the rubber sheet, slapping down hard into the pools that I have made. And with my climax rushing up upon me I reach down and pull the knot holding his balls and we both cry out as his searing come sprays and mixes with my own. 


Chapter Five

Midnight Caller

The day has officially finished when I eventually get home from the club. On the journey back my head clears only slightly. Still the fire inside me burns. I feel no less desperate than before and confused as to what I need to sate the flames. The mental images sent excitement sweeping through me despite them not being clear enough to isolate and focus upon. I had felt powerful and wonderfully nasty but not necessarily in control. Something was missing despite the huge intensity. I wanted to be worshipped like never before but the shrink-wrapped male form could neither speak nor move and showed me no adoration except in the hardness of his cock – and all I could do was lose myself and sit upon it. 

Oddly, there are more lights on in my house than there should have been and I pull up alongside an unfamiliar dark-coloured car. It is a BMW but a classic; an example from the early seventies when the marque was rarer and coveted. On the back it says 3.0 CSi. Crime Scene Investigation? It is gorgeous even in this partial light: black or dark blue and dripping with chrome; sporty but sleek and borrowing more from graceful Italian design than the bullishly macho models of today. Who the hell do I know with enough style to own such a car? Esmerelda comes hurrying out of the front door as I walk up the drive, flapping her arms and looking almost panicked, telling me that she was sorry but he wanted to stay, that it was important he saw me. My senses are too addled for this so I just allow myself to be led inside. 

“He has put himself in here, Madam,” says Esmerelda apologetically. And so he has. He sits in the same chair he sat in on the day I killed my husband, looking every bit as sharp as then. The sight of him brings sudden clarity and a cold burst within. There was surprise in the mix there, alarm too, maybe even some gladness. He has taken it upon himself to turn on the Bang & Olufsen and select some cool jazz. Perhaps the impression he had in mind was like a chance meeting in some late-night club, with him stock still at his table and backlit by spots from the stage as the sax man played, barely visible through the plume of cigarette smoke being languidly expelled. But he won’t be a smoker, this clinical Inspector Stark, because it is seen as a dirty, smelly habit these days, and is proven to dull the senses. That would never do for him. I steel myself for another battle of wits and summon my game face. He has caught me when my guard is down but I know I can regain the advantage.

‘Good evening, Inspector Stork,’ I say, a mix of condescension and breezy impatience practised by all suspects when the supposedly affable detective comes a-calling unexpectedly. The name thing scores me the first point. I come before him so that he can see me, and see me he does, his hard demeanour wavering just visibly, the eyes widening ever so slightly at my fetish costume, which he takes in all the way down to my heeled boots. I notice the muscles in his jaw twitch. I bet something inside his underwear twitched too. Things have already shifted in my favour. 

He doesn’t rise as a gentleman would. It’s mere pretence at being too superior for such instincts, and I know that such things are done to get my goat and send my mind off on tangents away from what I should be concentrating on – all the better for catching me out. However, he needs to remember who he is and who he is dealing with. Arch and suave he might be, but he is still a policeman and thus a server of the public. I’m not sure I want a servant – not one who thinks himself better than me anyway. I’m not a snob but I am rich and have been for a long time. And policemen are snoopers by nature, and that’s not a nice nature. They delight in using the law to sate their kink for prying into secrets, for sticking their nose into your business, searching cracks and crannies for the type of horrible things decent people want to keep away from. They, by choice, delve into the seediest of seedy worlds and then pretend they are doing you a favour, as if they aren’t getting off on every nasty second of it. Detectives are, by definition, perverts. And if I wanted a pervert servant lecherously poring over my tits and high heels, I’ve already got handyman Bertrand, thank you very much. 

“The name is Stark, actually, Mrs Van Peer.”

“It’s late, I know that. Who sent you out at this time?”

His eyes try to be on mine, to give me his steely glare, but they cannot stop dropping down to my costume and heels. His chin carries a shadow of stubble at this late hour but otherwise he looks as crisp as a man who has only recently dressed. I catch the scent of fresh cologne too, a superior variety, perhaps only recently applied – no doubt for my benefit. He looks more handsome than that first time. His is not a welcoming face as such, but a part of me inside is nonetheless glad to see it. 

“I’m a Detective Inspector, Mrs Van Peer. I don’t tend to get sent by anyone. I do things of my own volition. As it happens I have a duty to follow up on those people I come into contact with during tragic circumstances, like your good self. This is me following up.”

Bullshit. No one comes at this time unless someone has died, and that bit has already been taken care of. What the hell does he really want with me?

“And you chose this late hour to do it?” 

“I was in the area. And it wasn’t quite this late when I arrived. You were out.”

He gives me another once over with his eyes, as if my sexy outfit demands some explanation.

“Does everything you say sound like an accusation?” I enquire, coolly. “I have been to a party if you must know. There is a whole houseful of people who could verify this for you if you wish to check.”

He gives a little sniff but his expression doesn’t change. He’s not going to try and pretend it wasn’t his intention to pry. His eyes tarry on my naughty footwear.

“It must have been some party,” he says, drily. 

“Fancy dress. Tarts and vicars,” I lie, since my pirate clobber is no longer on me but in the boot of my car. “I decided to go as a vicar. I’m going to have a nightcap. Would you care to join me?”

There is a flash of amusement in his eyes at my vicar quip. Try as he might he is struggling to keep up the ice-cold front. I move to the table where the good stuff sits in cut glass decanters on a silver tray – this might be called the ‘drawing room’ but in truth there isn’t much drawing ever getting done in here; it’s simply a place to sip fine spirits whilst relaxing to music. Getting there necessitates turning and walking directly away from him. I intentionally go slow to give him a longer view of my behind in this tight skirt. It’s hard not to sashay in these heels. I pour two large cognacs, easily big enough to put him over the drink/drive limit but he doesn’t speak up. As I hand him his glass there is contact. It is only light brushing of his fingertip against mine, but the effect inside is far greater. Frisson is the word, I think. Our eyes meet and hold for just a moment before I turn away and sit on the sofa with as much grace as this skirt will allow. 

I take a sip and deliberately look towards his crotch. Two can play at that game. I wonder if he is stirring in there. How big will he be? Big for sure, judging by his unflappable self assurance, but could he match the one I have had inside me tonight, that has left my pussy aching? Why does size suddenly matter when it never did before? Is it one final nail in my no-good husband’s coffin, a way to send him off with the knowledge that he wasn’t God’s perfect gift to me as he thought? And why do these carnal feelings keep surfacing in the presence of this detective, in the face of his coldness and the danger he represents? He tries his drink and his expression displays a silent appreciation. I only serve the best stuff to guests, even ones who choose pervy jobs. 

“I trust you were happy that the coroner did not wish to hold on to your husband’s body to do a further post mortem?’ he asks. “You are satisfied with the outcome?”

“Inspector, I am not satisfied that I have been left husbandless, no, but I am satisfied that further stress was avoided by the quick confirmation that the large dead goose found alongside him was indeed the obvious cause of his demise.”

“Quite,” he says, knowingly. “And the sombre formalities thereafter have been sorted? I trust the will was properly executed and you haven’t been left in financial difficulty? How are you in yourself now that family members have been and gone and left you on your own at this time? It is encouraging to see that you already feel strong enough to go to parties.”

There is a hot burst of animosity inside and I flash him a warning glare. I’m not sure who the fuck he thinks he is to presume how long my grief should last. 

“My husband died, Inspector,” I remind him. “I did not.”

He retains that same knowing look, not even remotely apologetic. His eyes just drop back to my cleavage, then off once more down my legs to my boots. He wants me to know he sees right through me. Inside that ever calculating brain of his he’s got me down as a remorseless, dirty bitch. Can he tell I’ve had hot cock inside me tonight? Can he smell it? Does he want his turn now, regardless? 

The realisation hits me in that moment that I actually want to fuck him. It’s a big surprise considering I know what a kinky sneak he must be by nature. I don’t know if it’s his looks or demeanour or the danger of him; maybe all and more. More surprising still, my head is unsure as to whether I want to be taken or be the one doing the taking. One flashing mental image sees me atop him, grinding and riding him with teasing control, breasts spilled out, his slim tie removed from under his collar and put directly around his neck, held in my clenched fist and twisted to cut off the supply of oxygen. The next image has me on my knees, face flushed and pressed to the carpet, bare backside stuck up in the air – and him behind me, still suited and with compassionless twitching jaw, a whole eight inches of him just like Samson claims to own, but slender and smooth and beautiful, and every single inch of it being forced deep and without first seeking consent, right up into my tight virgin ass.

“Indeed, Mrs Van Peer. Life is for living and as you and I well know none of us have any say in when it might be ended for us. Even adversity can bring fresh insights and new hope. And, in your case, perhaps in death your husband revealed secrets that showed he wasn’t entirely deserving of your wholehearted sorrow.”

“Well, I’m not exactly dancing on his grave if that’s what you mean, Inspector. But then again I don’t particularly feel in the mood to be putting flowers on it either.”

He nods sagely, swirling his cognac in the glass and taking another deep sniff. The eyes stay on mine for once, rather than flitting around the room in search of evidence or taking in my body in search of unashamed thrills. 

“So you have reached a level of acceptance whereby you think you are strong enough to move on?”

“I don’t feel emotionally incapable of getting on with my life, no.” 

“That is good to hear. And so there is nothing you can think of that I can do for you, Mrs Van Peer?”

It is a pointed question, bringing a flashing, jolting image to my mind of tangled bare flesh: ours. The way his eyes are on mine I know it was entirely intentional. I like his eyes. I cannot deny this. There is a bit more warmth to them now, enough to have me flicker the slightest smile in return. I like them when they are steely too, when they bore into the truth of everything. He sips and still looks straight at me, like he is mulling over something else to say. I think he is going to ask me outright if I slayed my husband. He thinks my smile will grow broader to silently confirm his suspicions. 

It is his only hope. I have proved too cunning an adversary. I think he has swept for evidence and found none. It is a rare defeat, one that stops him running roughshod over me like he does all his other suspects. He has taken in my body and he yearns for it. He wants to use the threat of being privy to my guilty secret to force me to give myself to him. Or have me force myself upon him, so that I fuck him into submission to stop him from ever airing what he knows to anyone. Whatever, he can’t bear the thought of not having me. It is usually so easy for him, what with the threat of the law at his back. He takes a gulp, nearly finishing his expensive drink in one. I think he has pretensions to stay all night. That is why he came here. How pretentious! If he can’t defeat me he will deign to succumb to me. And he thinks I will have him. One way or another he wants his delicious prick filling my hot, wet hole. He sits forward in his seat, ready for his next move. He is either going to ask to stay or beg to be allowed, right now. 

“It is late, Mrs Van Peer, and I ought to leave you in peace. I am glad that you are as well as can be expected under the tragic circumstances.”

Well, that’s hardly part of the script, the silly fucker! What do I say to make him get back on it without sounding like he has any hold over me?

“It was good of you to think of me, Inspector.”

“It is easy to think of you, Mrs Van Peer,” he says, eyes on mine for another lingering moment before his head turns and he puts down his empty glass. He has given me the chance to say something back, something to encourage more, but again I don’t know what to say that doesn’t lay me wide open. His innate feelings of superiority just won’t die. I don’t know how I would regain the initiative having put myself on offer. 

“I imagine you are satisfied I am getting on just fine?” 

“Indeed, yes. I don’t think I will need to make any more follow-up visits.” He stalls, waiting for me to say something, but still a part of me doesn’t want to capitulate on his terms. “Unless you can think of any other reason why you might need the services of a detective?” 

I can’t, other than that the hacked-up body of handyman Bertrand might need to be removed by the murder squad if he keeps on using my kitchen surfaces to strip down the lawn mower engine. 

“None that I can...”

“Nothing unusual happened recently? I mean, his death has been deemed an accident, but your husband was a powerful man and might have had enemies still seeking revenge...”

What is he getting at? Is he simply trying to tell me that, to his mind, this case isn’t as clear-cut as the goose had everyone else believe? 

“No, I...”

“Any confrontations with people you don’t know? Any threats made?” 

Is he trying to imply he thinks it was murder, and if it wasn’t a business enemy who killed my husband it must have been someone closer to him? I don’t know what he is after, apart from getting us into bed together, and yet he is heading out towards the door, as if I need to produce the magic words to stop him from going. Then suddenly the anonymous texts spring to mind. 

“I have had indecent messages left on my phone,” I say. His interest piques and he turns back to face me. 

“What, only since the death of your husband? How many?”

“Yes – four including the one tonight. One each week for the last month.”

“Have you any idea who might be sending them?”

“No,” I say, although a leering Samson is an obvious suspect. “A disgusting pervert, I should think.” 

“Mrs Van Peer, could you give me some idea of the content of these messages?”

“Certainly not! They are unspeakably explicit.” 

What kind of vulgar fishwife does he think I am, the spunk-bubbling cock-gobbler? 

“I mean – are they specific to you or do you think they could be being sent at random?”

Well, the messenger knows I’ve got a luscious ass for starters, so he’s got that bit right.

“They are specific to me, Inspector.”

“Have you still got the message you received tonight, and if so may I see it?”

I frown. He can’t wait to delve into more filth. It is not something I wish to share with anyone, quite frankly. It seems to make me somehow culpable. His arm is outstretched, though, hand out, waiting for my phone. I go to my handbag and get it, finding the text so that he doesn’t get the chance to scroll through my lists. He looks at the message, his expression remaining almost unchanged except for a little curl of the lip to suggest suppressed anger. He makes a note of the number it was sent from. 

“It takes someone truly twisted to do something like this to you at this time, Mrs Van Peer. It may prove difficult to trace but we know the sender has your number, and either a grudge or less savoury intentions, so that gives me something to work on. Please leave this with me, Mrs Van Peer, and have no doubt – I always get my man. Or woman, obviously.”

What was that last bit for? It wasn’t for the sake of political correctness. 

“Inspector, the content of the texts, I assure you, does not suggest it is a woman sending them.”

“Quite. Nonetheless...” 

On that he goes and I am left there, feeling victorious and empty and precarious and dirty all at once, perched on the drawing room settee, my puss still giving out more heat than an oven. The car door closes outside my window, out there in the black. I hear the engine gun and see the glare of twin small round headlights – similar to those I had in my rear view mirror earlier this very night. Then he is going, leaving me here to recall his mild innuendo and find substance to it. 

The noise of his car hasn’t even subsided and my legs have been flung apart to allow my fingers entry. It is scant compensation but it will have to do. The rudeness is already crowding my head and there is no time even to drag myself upstairs. The images are filthy, nasty, spattering. They are confused and blurred. Only the sense of them can be gleaned, and that is of fabulous torture and glorious hurt. The razor is there, open and glinting but I have no idea if it is my hand holding it or someone else’s; that of Detective Inspector Stark. My fingers go deep and fast. The squelch is incomparably vulgar-sounding. My grunts and groans are feral and loud, like I want him to hear them and come back to find me like this. I can’t help myself. Who the fuck is he to put me in this state and then leave me? 

“Madam, are you hurt? Madam?” says a worried Esmerelda, rushing in at the noises I’m making and getting the shock of her life when she sees me bucking and snarling and with fingers jammed and wriggling inside my sopping wet cunt. “Oh, Madam!”

I stop, my chest heaving, the vision clearing just a little, the fingers still in me.

“Fuck off, Esmerelda,” I say, with teeth bared, “before I decide you need chopping apart.”

Oh, and in case you are wondering, I didn’t have to be Daddy’s Horrible Specimen for too long, you’ll be pleased to hear. When I was nine he left us for a woman he had been having an affair with almost from the time he was first married. I kept telling my mother to stop him from going but she didn’t. She simply stayed on her knees outside our front door as he spat insults and loaded his bags into the car. I stood looking down at her as this kind of high-pitched wailing shriek came from her crumpled red face, the snot pouring out of her nose. She was usually so pretty. I have never heard or seen anything as wretched or distressing before or since. The rise of sympathy for her, of love and the need to protect her, mushroomed inside me unstoppably, feeling like a white glare that would explode my head. It almost had me passing out. Then it simply stopped, just like that, and my vision cleared and she was still there, wailing almost inaudibly, doing nothing, pathetic. I didn’t even hug her. 

“Can’t I come with you?” I asked my father, since I wasn’t sure who was going to be fixing my dinner that night if my mum couldn’t get off her knees.

“Why the fuck would I want you with me?” he raged. “Where I am going there is a girl already there who is a much better daughter than you. She does what I ask her and she doesn’t have hour-long screaming tantrums and she doesn’t get me into all sorts of shit with the neighbours because she has dismembered her best friend’s Barbie doll with a pair of garden shears!”

So, my mother lost herself to drink after that and I went to my aunt’s first and then to boarding school. I got expelled twice and only did well at exams because I needed to prove I was amongst the cleverest without particularly trying. I still only got the job I did because I’d my mother’s looks and a low-cut top and decided to sell my soul to the devil and allow the married boss to spunk on my cleavage during the interview, in exchange for a permanent position. Lucky he is dead now or I’d have to do for him too. Fortunately, for all this undeserved adversity, you’ll be pleased to know that I turned out just fine. 


Chapter Six

Smart Ass

No, don’t ask me why I’m here sitting on Madam Destiny’s couch, glaring at that pitiful fuck-wimp husband of hers. I swore I wouldn’t be stupid enough to let her have one over on me again – especially as she promised me a spanking on my return. Drummond is all head-bowed and flustered at my presence. He’s not allowed to look at me but he can’t help shooting glances towards my feet because I am wearing a pair of one the most lethal of all my recently purchased killer heels. They are black patent platform ankle boots, and that mouthful doesn’t even cover the utter skin-tingling gorgeousness of them. They are covered in long thin chrome spikes, all over the toe, ankle cuff, and down the back of the metal heels, which are long enough to be used as a tool for measuring Samson’s boasted erection. They make me physically over two inches taller and mentally a foot more than this. They make me want to dominate and fuck everybody. 

“It is impossible for me teach you to be the ultimate dominatrix as you ask,” the ever-condescending Madam Destiny tells me, which didn’t stop her taking my money on the promise of doing just that, “since no one actually knows the exact link between the various aspects of BDSM and sexual arousal. It is completely down to the individual. Just as one boyfriend may like having his nipples pinched and the next may hate it, the realms of domination and humiliation are like this, only magnified a thousand-fold. There is no list of golden rules to learn that make you the perfect goddess for each new slave. Individuals have to be learnt individually.”

Well, a fat lot of good that is! 

“But you can be the best?” I say, with just a hint of threat in my voice. 

“You could spend hundreds of hours studying the psychology behind it and still only find out that theories conflict. However, regardless of individual foibles and needs, psychology plays a vital part. The brain is our most sensitive erogenous zone. The true goddess knows how to play the brain, how to build excitement here to the maximum so that this thrill is transmitted all over the body. Instiling anticipation is the key. This can be done through setting, words, actions, costume. In your case, since you are naturally beautiful and with such sexy feminine curves, if you present yourself well, you will create more anticipation in any slave just by stepping into a room than most goddesses could build up in a whole session.”

Well, it’s always nice to be told you are sexy but I’m not sure it’s worth two hundred an hour, especially since I basically knew this anyway. However, the point on anticipation is being amply demonstrated. I got the buzz the moment I set eyes upon her. She sports a dildo at her waist, similar or indeed the very one she used on me that first time. The top she wears is like a collared blouse but in latex, cut in a deep V to give her an inviting, huddled cleavage. It has a flared hem, not long enough to count as anything like a skirt, coming only just below the small of her back. Beneath are black tights, solid enough in colour not to give everything away but essentially see-through. There is no sign of any other underwear. Her camel-toe looks plump and oh-so inviting.

Boots come above her thighs; nothing like as punchy as mine but still effective. In fact, I’m arguably looking as good as her or better. I’ve gone for an intricate buckled corset in leather, which hikes up my bosom good and proper. Since a spanking had been threatened I almost opted for some protective trousers but went at the last minute for a short, tight skirt that clings to my ample behind and is secured there by stretched laces to give a glimpse of exposure, and then narrows further below this. Beneath is a pair of wet-look tights, and only this. I felt powerful parading around in my room. I felt like the goddess I was when the inconsequence that is Drummond bowed and scraped to me at the front door. But then she came along and immediately stole my thunder. The key is the toy at her waist. In this case – specifically regarding me – the outfit lays the foundations but it is the dildo that really hits the spot, because I know and she knows exactly what that did to me the last time around. And those memories, the bliss and the humiliation, are all on my mind. It gives her the edge, this reminder of her superiority over me. That’s psychology right there. That’s instiling anticipation. 

“There is something else you may have that sets you above so many others,” she tells me, trying to look like the Keeper of the Golden Secret. 

“Don’t make me guess,” I say back, the hint of menace more apparent. 

“For some, the thrill of being dominated, humiliated and hurt by a woman is everything. The more potent that woman is, the more thrilling she will prove. This is not something you can fake. It is exuded by those women who share the gift. The slave feels it in the manner and the words of his Mistress, in the buzz she gives off, every bit as much as in the weight of the whip strikes.”

“So it isn’t just about strapping on dildos then?” I interrupt, trying to pretend that she hasn’t got me over a barrel. Her expression doesn’t change. 

“The books will tell you that there are various levels of sadism, from general spite right up to wanting to maim and even kill for sexual gratification. It is common to find men who truly get off on harming others. The male psyche is far more geared to the enjoyment of defeating, belittling and causing pain. In females it is much, much rarer. It is very uncommon to find women at this pinnacle. From what you have told me of your reasons for becoming a dominatrix, you don’t sound like you dwell in the lower levels. Women like you and I are very, very difficult to come by. In that sense, and with your looks, you could be amongst the very best.”

Not amongst the best. The best. Funny how she lumps herself in with me in the cruelness stakes – how little she knows. 

“So, the nastier you are, the more they adore you?”

“Not every slave is after such levels of pain or indeed any pain at all. However, it is a truism that all subs get off on ceding their will and control to another. The more naturally dominant that other person is, the more genuine and exciting the situation will feel. The anticipation is greater. With women like you and I, it can reach the highest peaks. That is why I refer to it as a gift. We can pick the slaves of our choosing; the ones to bring us the most gratification. We can always move down our levels to suit, but less naturally potent women can never ascend the scale. 

“I do not know why you have an urge to hurt. You probably don’t either. Sadism sometimes gives pleasure through the simple wielding of power, or the role reversal. Some sadists give pain because they enjoy feeling it vicariously through others. Many sadists are equally masochistic. Whatever your reasons, you can pick the cream of the many slaves out there who will beg for the levels of cruelty you enjoy administering. You will never be short of adoration.” 

I’m not sure, because I might just be homing in on the bits I want to hear, but I think she is telling me that the nastier I am, the more I will be adored, and that some will wish me to be the very nastiest that I can be. Now, there’s a thought. I think I might rather enjoy that. In fact, the sooner I get to start enjoying such pleasures, the better.

“So,” I say, “now that I have the face and the body and the unique mind to make all slaves beg for my attention, what other little tricks can you teach me?”

“Well, not many. Each individual will require a different focus. But I can teach you some of the psychology and the necessity for control. For example, some scholars think that masochists gain pleasure by exerting invisible control, by having safe-words, specific kinks that they respond to and so forth, so although apparently at the mercy of another, they are actually calling the shots but remain guilt-free, as if it is all being forced upon them. You need to learn to balance this to earn their adoration and yet still take pleasure yourself. Also, some think that pre-set boundaries are essential, but I think this dulls the potential. If they come to you by their own choice they should bow to some of your choices too. It’s all about choices. For instance, if you are still here in five minutes I will be spanking you, hard. If you choose instead to leave you will do so without learning perhaps the biggest lesson in becoming a true goddess. It’s your choice, but my options.” 

“What is this lesson?” I ask, trying not to concede to her. 

“It is a secret that you will need to learn. Your next choice will be between wrist clamps or a blindfold.”

“I don’t understand.” 

I hadn’t actually agreed to the first choice! 

“The blindfold robs you of seeing what is coming your way – which many find essential for the anticipation, but affords you freedom to move. The wrist clamps take away that freedom, plus you will have longer to dread what is to befall you. And you will be gagged, giving you no chance to say no. So – blindfold or wrist clamps?”

She is actually asking me! She is there with eyebrows raised, awaiting my answer, with that devil’s mind of hers full of ill intent upon my person and that plastic cock ready at her waist. I’m meant to be learning power and she just wants to make a submissive of me again. It’s simply not on! 

“You can stick all that up your backside,” I crow with defiance. “I think instead I’ll whip you crimson until you are screaming for forgiveness, and I might just fuck you with the biggest dido you own and then cut the balls off your ridiculous spouse.” That’s what I tell her. 

Not really! What I actually say, a little unsteadily if truth be known, is:

“The blindfold, I guess.”

“Good. Come this way,” she says, and leads me off by the hand towards her dungeon, informing Drummond to write her a 500-word essay on why she shouldn’t make him suck a gay man’s cock, and not to leave the room unless instructed. I am willfully trailing down the stairs behind this woman so that she can slap my behind. It is the first time I will ever have surrendered my body to sexual pain. ‘Anticipation’ doesn’t quite cover it. My goodness, this lady knows just how to get your blood and juices flowing – and she’s so fucking condescending too! 

The dungeon has been prepared. On the floor is a raised low platform, presumably of vinyl-covered wood. Drummond must have sweated getting this in position. Attached to this is a little arrangement of scaffolding painted bright red, a simple H, low enough to double as a hurdle for a small dog wishing to do some leaping. Maybe two feet in front of that is another very low block bolted to the platform, centrally positioned in relation to the hurdle and with a cuff attached on either side – the cuffs presumably that I turned down in favour of the blindfold. The mind whirs, trying to guess what will follow, and the bum tingles. Anticipation! 

“You will wear a gag,” she tells me. “I won’t make you count the strokes or anything like that since this is not a lesson in discipline as such, merely a demonstration of the sting. It will keep your mind on what I am doing and off of trying to tell me to stop.” 

I say nothing. I follow behind as she goes to the table where the scant equipment is laid out. The gag is not one to fill my mouth but a clamp to keep it held open. She offers it up and I open wide like an obedient child, so that she may fit it. It is uncomfortable but I still thrill at the feel of the strap tightening to hold it in place. I could remove it at any second but already I feel something like a slave. Remaining on the table is a blindfold like a sleep mask in soft black leather, plus a flat plastic paddle, also in black. My eyes are on this. The skin on my behind seems to be shrinking. What the hell is it going to feel like there? What fire will ignite? She knows I have to know, despite the butterflies in my belly. 

“You chose the blindfold, did you not?” 

My ‘choice’ was merely one of what seemed like the lesser of two evils but I nod anyway, since I could only grunt a spoken answer. She slips it over my eyes and it blanks out all light. I can see nothing at all. Suddenly I’m wondering, what with all this foreboding equipment lining the walls and me unable to see her reaching for it, why I didn’t go for the cuffs instead. 

“Come with me,” she says, taking me by the hand again. I follow behind, shuffling on my heels now that I can’t see where I’m going. She leads me around the raised platform and instructs me to pick up my feet as we step on. I am made to stand still and then ordered curtly to my knees, then onto all fours. I feel the metal hurdle at my belly, just above my crotch. She adjusts the horizontal bar so that I am comfortably leaning across it with my backside held up. This seems like the most submissive position a human can adopt for another, especially when all vision is occluded. I am aware she has left my side and there is a pause, in which I can make out nothing. In my mind’s eye she has gone for the paddle but has stopped to consider one of the other pieces of apparatus at her disposal. I’m ruing this damn blindfold again but even though I could take it off, I don’t. My pussy is starting to clench and tingle; it’s that anticipation again. 

The sound of her heels on the platform behind me makes me jump. I hear the clank of metal on metal, the mini scrape of it sliding. Then there is something cool and hard pressing down at the small of my back. I know instantly that it is another bar just like the one beneath me, and when I press upward and it does not move I know that I have been successfully secured. Free hands or otherwise I cannot slide clear of the two bars and so I am trapped. Perhaps if I had seen this second bar coming I might have been able to change my position and stop it being put in place. The blindfold seemed like the safer option but it proved not to be. Now, wherever I thought this might be going, it is clear that I cannot escape anything that she might wish to do to me. 

“No experts really know why some people enjoy being tied up, humiliated or given pain,” she tells me, pacing back and forth behind me as if casually sizing up the target. “In some cases it might be to absolve them of their guilty pleasures. In others it might hark back to childhood, and represent a desire to show ultimate obedience to one’s parents. We do know that intense pain causes the release of endorphins in the body. This is nature’s natural morphine, a wonderful pain-inhibitor which not only heightens sexual arousal and sensitivity, but also transforms hurt into a rapturous, warming glow. Sometimes this is enough in itself. Other times it mixes with the shame of enjoying such humiliation to bring huge, mortifying releases. Even those with very low pain thresholds and no desire whatsoever to be hurt can still, to their surprise and embarrassment, reach orgasm through being spanked. To properly understand this intensity and the power of it, you need to feel it for yourself.” 

The panic is in me but the tingle might be outweighing it. I cannot even guess how much it is going to hurt. Will I be left a sobbing wretch, squealing and salivating through this clamp holding my mouth open in my vain attempts to make her stop? I am almost sure my pussy is going to betray me just like last time, letting her know that, for any contrary claims, I want it to happen. 

“You will learn your own pace and techniques depending on the slave. It is best to start slow, since that is when the shock and agony are the greatest. You might decide to use either your palm or instruments, or both, perhaps building up the speed and intensity – although it pays to give the slave a breather from time to time to help them absorb it all, both physically and mentally. As a rule, the thinner the instrument, the sharper the sting.”

She is close behind me now, her fingernails running on the outsides of my thighs and then over the material pulled taut across my stuck-out buttocks. Her hand rests down onto one and gives the slightest of squeezes. 

“I like to use my palm to start with, simply because I like the feel of jiggling bottoms, especially when they are hot. However, be aware that it hurts you to do this, so if you want to give a prolonged spanking you had better have another instrument on standby. Some may choose to start when the clothes are on, to stretch the session and give a gentler introduction. I always start with the clothes completely off, since the sight of bare bottoms makes my cunt all wet and I cannot ever wait to see them. Since this is a simply a demonstration of pain for you, today will be no exception.”

And with that my skirt is being dragged down. She tugs at the lace ties to get some purchase but this doesn’t really help, so she just pulls until my skirt gives in and slides down, since there is no way it can be dragged up. It is left gathered around my knees. I am breathing hard. I had half-hoped my clothes would stay on. I’m not even going to be afforded the security of my tights. Her nails are being forced through the material and she is unceremoniously wrenching apart the holes she has made, tearing them until they come away in one swift go to leave my ass totally exposed. The bitch! 

The hands are immediately there, clutching both cheeks, running the sharp nails across the goose-bumped skin to make me shiver and sigh. Then she is pinching them as she talks; tiny little nips between thumb and forefinger, all over the surface, some immediately pleasurable, some a little more hurtful. All the while I am very conscious that this prone bottom is hers now, to do with as she will. And I don’t really know her from Adam. 

“Be aware that no one likes pain. That’s the point of it. It is a nervous response to tell us to take action to prevent something that might damage us. Even true masochists don’t like it – they like the thrill they get mentally and the thrill of what the pain can turn to. I am going to hurt you. I can’t help this because bottoms are covered with lots of very sensitive nerve endings and slapping them causes the sensation of pain.”

Her fingers are still pinching, scraping nails across me to display the sensitivity she spoke of, to heighten it so that the sting when it comes is much more apparent, but still the sensation sends delightful shivers all over me. I am starting to quiver. I want this electric feel to go on, but my treacherous bottom is starting to yearn for the slap. 

“The first flurry might seem almost impossible to take. It can feel like instant agony, immediately way too much. You might scream. If it wasn’t for the gag you might call me nasty names – which would only earn you more punishment and isn’t very nice anyway, since I’m giving you this wonderful gift. I could order you to stay completely silent, and add more smacks every time you make a noise. However, as I keep saying, this is just a demonstration.” 

And then the white pain is bursting on my skin, the sound of the slap sensed fractions afterwards. I am jerking and squealing and drooling through my open gag and panting at the shock of the pain. Like she told me, it is already unmanageable. 

“It hurts now, doesn’t it?” she coos. Yes, thanks for pointing this out, you evil cow. “But notice how at first the impact is cold and sharp, and makes the skin under the impact tingle gloriously. Then the heat comes, growing like nasty sunburn, turning the tingle to an itch, bringing the pain, making you panic.” 

She spanks me again, a quick flurry this time and I am squealing and jerking and telling myself I will kill her when I get free. If I get free. The glorious tingle is all too brief and then the burning agony comes on, just as she described. My hips wiggle but I cannot get loose. The skin sears; desperate to be soothed, desperate for relief. But the burn just goes on, getting worse. 

“All that stops the pain is the momentary cold sharp tingle of the next smack, before the burn follows through. Have you noticed that you are already willing me to strike you again, to give you that beautiful relief?” 

And, of course, she is right. My bum is waggling as much as my constriction will allow but half the jerking is avoidance tactics and the other half is a subconscious effort to encourage more punishment. My face is flushed and my eyes have tears in them and at least part of this is from the shame of knowing that I don’t want her to stop. She mustn’t stop, or the sear will engulf me. Only one cheek has been struck so far. I know the other has the same fate awaiting it. If the gag came out now, would I threaten her to stop or face my fury, or would I meekly beg her for more? Teasing nails graze this untouched cheek, and the fingers of the hand that has been dealing all the punishment travel down my sopping slit and give my swollen clitty the lightest and quickest of diddles. It has me whimpering and writhing. It almost has me coming. That’s what she has done to me with a few slaps that I didn’t even want. I know how beholden to her she has made me. 

The other half of my ass gets the same treatment and it is like starting anew. There is no reduction in the pain, no getting used to it. I despise her and yearn for her in one instant. She chooses to give me a breather, just as she had talked about, and I’m left there quivering, feeling like the sun has been pulled 92 million miles closer to my backside. I need the cold and the glorious tingle. There is no sign of the endorphin rush that she assured me would turn the pain to a rapturous glow. She doesn’t care. She just leaves me there to feel wretched and sore and with my pussy crying out for another diddling and much, much more. 

“You have a very lovely, soft bottom, Anoushka, but my hand is starting to hurt, so I need to use something else on you.” 

I have the paddle in mind. It looked much less forgiving than any palm. It didn’t have too large a head either, to spread and thus lessen the pain. My trepidation doesn’t see her return any quicker. She is parading around – I can hear her heels. She is surveying all the instruments at her disposal. The panic rises; the anticipation balloons. The wait is making me fret and wriggle again. It is these tricks, and not just her expert technique, that make her so irresistible. 

“I will give you one chance to change your mind, Anoushka,” she says. I panic again. I don’t want the choice of whether or not to be freed, but I needn’t have worried. “I will give you one chance to swap the blindfold for the cuffs.” 

The cuffs will add what? I am trapped already. The blindfold stops her from seeing the tears in my eyes but it also stops me showing the defiance in them, the one sign that she has not defeated me despite the glaring evidence to the contrary. More importantly, it lets me see what she is doing, what items of torture she is perusing. I need to know, and she knows this. 

I nod, since I can’t speak, to show interest in her proposition. 

“You want me to swap the blindfold for the cuffs?”

I nod again, more avidly. She has me doing nodding dog impressions. The light is suddenly in my eyes and my skin itches where the elastic around my head has been. I don’t get the chance to flash her warning glares. She is already buckling my wrists tight. Why do I make no effort to stop her? 

“Now I have you secure, I might think of other things to do to you besides spanking,” she announces. “Before, if you had removed the blindfold you could have seen how to set yourself free. I assume you didn’t want to.”

I look back over my shoulder and do indeed see that metal pegs in holes through the scaffold secure the bars. I could have pulled the pegs out and got free easy as pie. I feel tricked but it was my choice. Now I am utterly trapped, at my own volition. Worse, she thinks this is an invitation for her to get imaginative. 

“I have wands that send electric shocks through you, if you want more physical torture. They can be used externally or internally. I have a whole range of huge dildos that I could use to stretch and fill you. I have douche and enema kits to test your resolve and obedience. Or I could go for humiliation, since you think so much of yourself. I do have half a mind to call Drummond down. I imagine just having him see you all bare-arsed like this would be enough to have you dying of shame. Think of that: my pitiful worm of a husband getting an eyeful of your wet cunt; smelling your holes; taking pictures of you to wank over and send to his disgusting friends. Imagine if I let him have his way with you. I know you think he is a turd on legs but he could be inside you at any minute at my command. You can’t say no. You probably want it too, despite what you might claim. He would make you come and there would be no denying the pleasure you took from it. That is a shame that would live with you forever, I don’t doubt. I could use the Queen of Pleasure on you whilst he took your arse. Think of that: my horrible husband’s spunk shooting into your bowels. Nod if you just want more spanking.”

I’m nodding again, without hesitation, making noises that sound as much like “yes” as I can.

“You see, Anoushka, it’s all in the anticipation, all in the mind games. It’s in the imagination. Fantasy is bounded only by that, but not all situations allow this scope. This one does. Bondage, discipline, sadism and masochism: they are not just about hurt. Our gift is to create the conditions and the freedom for the mind to conjure whatever fantasies it chooses, to make our senses and sensitivity as keen as can be. It is about firing the mind with delicious thoughts and feeling the bliss of those thoughts all through you. I can see you got even wetter at all my talk about my husband, and I didn’t even have to touch you. As if I’d let him get inside you!”

I don’t know if this is meant as an insult or a compliment but she is right. Burned into my memory forever will be the shame of my fleeting desire for disgusting Drummond to grasp my hips and slide his cock right up inside me. All because she hinted he had a big one. I shudder. Then I see her reach for a thin cane from a stand and I shudder some more. 

“Ignorance is bliss, Anoushka, is it not?” she smiles, mocking me for losing the blindfold. “The thinner the object, the keener the sting. One lick from this cane can have you either coming uncontrollably or passing out. You will despise me for using this but when I have finished with it you will be begging to come to my arms. Are you ready for it?”

No, I am not, but I’m not even shaking my head. She is circling my defenceless backside again. It’s well padded for sure but this cane will surely cut deep. It could leave a permanent reminder. She presses it across both cheeks. I hold my breath. I don’t know how long. It just stays pressed until I cannot be sure if it is still there and my nerve endings are sending false signals. I start to moan with despair. I’m asking for it. And then it comes. One short back-lift followed by a mini swoosh, and then the bite of fire is felt. My eyes scrunch shut. The breath nearly catches but then turns to a screech. I almost wet myself, and my puss is so sodden it feels like I have. I wiggle and jerk and try to absorb the pain. She was right: I hate her for this. 

No more, I’m thinking, but my ass is still out there. She presses again, above the line of the first strike. I already know I will struggle to sit down at the dinner party I’m supposed to be going to tonight. Any more and I might not be able to walk to the car. The press remains, longer than before. I know I’m willing the strike again, just to stop the torment. I feel the cane lift but the impact doesn’t come. Instead she is around at my front.

“Tongue out,” she says. “Tongue out or ten more whips to your backside.”

I can’t take ten more. I can’t take two more. My tongue pushes out within the confines of my gag. The cane is pressed to the flat of it and my panic cascades. 

“One to the tongue or five to the bottom?” she demands of me. The pain on the tongue is unimaginable. It would slice it clean off. I make a two-syllable noise that can just about be construed as the word ‘bottom’. It could just as easily have been ‘neither’ but she’s not playing to that kind of choice. So I have just awarded myself five strikes that I cannot possibly bear. My mind is already contemplating the pain. It is already forming images of situations I might be in beyond this to receive such punishment. My dirty mind is already welcoming what my body dreads. 

“Five from the cane or thirty from the paddle?”

I blurt out the two syllable option immediately, so glad to remove the thoughts of cut flesh. I have bartered myself a thrashing from the paddle and it strikes me that she knew I couldn’t take the cane. She just wanted me to beg for the alternative. She sashays off to collect her beater, passing all those other instruments hanging from the wall, almost each piece causing a new flash of rude torture in my mind. Behind me again she runs a finger slowly down my dripping slit. 

“I can’t wait until I’ve made you the most subservient bitch of all,” she says. “Your sweet body isn’t going to know what’s hit it!”

It knows now. The paddle slaps explode on my jiggling flesh, each cheek in turn, over and over. It is instantly overwhelming. I can’t even make a noise. The finger at my entrance slides inside, so easily. The burn engulfs me. I have visions of Inspector Stark standing behind me with a sneer on his face, feasting his eyes on my rude open ass, those sneaky pervert eyes prying into dark privacy as always. His one hand slowly strokes the long, lovely prick protruding from his sharp-creased trousers whilst the other hand tans my hide with venom. So strange: I can feel the adoration for him, just like I have for her. Then the pain breaks and the promised glow is all through me, all warm and wonderful. My whole body quakes. The paddle slaps become just sounds. My long low moan of delight tells her this and she gives up. She pinches my thighs all over, perhaps to find a new spot that can be enlivened. I feel like I’m coming but without the wrack of it. Through cloth ears I hear her speak. 

“I am going to undo one of your cuffs, Anoushka, and I give you leave to do as you wish.”

The wrist is free just as she finishes speaking and we both know what I will do. My hand is reaching back between my legs, my forearm pressed hard to the underside of the hurdle to give me good access. Her finger inside me wriggles and pumps as I rub myself. I have never masturbated in front of anyone before but she made it so easy. I climax almost immediately and it just keeps coming, just one long glorious flow that doesn’t seem to ever want to stop. The throb in my bottom just adds to the sublime feeling. A finger and a hand and her dirty insinuations – she didn’t use much more on me than that, but look what she has done to me. 

The bar at my back is removed long before I am clear-headed enough to move. The skirt has been pulled back up over my torn tights. I have no strength to launch an assault against her so all I can do is follow her up out of the dungeon and try to pretend I took it all in my stride. 

“So, the pain can bring euphoria,” she is saying to me, matter-of-factly, as she leads me on barely-working legs to her front door, “and when teamed with lots of visual imagery and anticipation it can give climaxes like no other. That ensures worship. It is a goal a slave will do anything to reach. You can make it last all day, should you wish, and should you temper the pace. Or you can threaten it and never give it. Either way you can have your slave doing anything. You can be as dirty as either of you dares. I could have taken your bum today, you do know that? So, next time you come here, I’m going to have you go down on your knees to lick mine, for showing such mercy. OK?”

Yeah, right – like I’m ever coming back here again! I hobble out to my car, like I’m still in a dream. My pussy is crying out for more but I feel guilt and shame in equal measure and my backside is sore beyond words. I’m not quite sure who but somebody is most definitely going to have to pay for this. 


Chapter Seven

Crouching Husband, Hidden Bertrand

That bloody bitch Pauline has left a red stripe on my ass – and I’m not talking the beer variety. I can still feel the smoulder of it. To help reduce the discomfort I have to keep lifting my cheeks in turn from the padded seat Pippa has recently had reupholstered in leather because one of the previous soft covers had a bouillabaisse stain on it. Sixteen chairs re-covered because one was marginally soiled. Still, that’s Pippa all over: a perfectionist when it comes to the subject of entertaining. She is the hostess with the mostest. 

She is probably my best friend. She is too straight-laced for me really, but I imagine that keeps me in check. Heidi is more into my pet loves of fashion and shopping, and she has a habit of making my cunt itch, although she seemingly detests all things lesbian so any attempts at seduction would undoubtedly end in a humiliating fail. I’m not sure I want to take Pippa to bed, but I have considered it. She doesn’t have Heidi’s acerbic wit but she can be hilarious when tipsy. Being so fond of parties and liquid lunches, this can be a regular event. Plus, she seems to know everything important. People must queue up to tell her, and she passes it all on to me. It’s good to know the ins and outs of everyone connected to our very loose, very changeable circle of friends. You never know when such snippets might need to be used. 

Pippa’s party-throwing ways can seem like an obsession but then again she does own the most beautiful, mind-bogglingly extendable rosewood veneered dining table in the West. She has been like it from the time I first knew her, when she was always hosting dinner parties for her husband’s new clients and their wives or partners. This gives a more personal touch than merely taking them out to eat, thus helping to seal any prospective deal. Impressions are everything and everything has to be right, with the result that she is now a bit OCD with the detail. There is no such thing as a simple supper at Pippa’s. She has decor to go with themes. All the place settings have to be exact – even to the point where cutlery all has to be precisely the same distance from the table edge. It’s a touch anal if you ask me, but nowadays whenever I think the words ‘anal’ and ‘Pippa’ in the same sentence, all I can imagine is cajoling her into my bedroom and into some handcuffs and seeing how she copes with the strap-on dildo I recently purchased – just like the one Madam Destiny used on me. 

Of course, Pippa doesn’t do much of the actual work herself. She has caterers in to do the food, along with wine experts to sort the correct drink to go with the menu. She has designers to help with the decor and the dressing, and she hires a team of waitresses to do the laying of tables and the serving. She consults and points and has the magic happen. At the function itself she is eyes everywhere, ensuring no glass is empty and no one has even a second where things are not just right. Or she is a blur of stressed-out fussing, slipping furtively like some hosting ninja between the chattering guests, always on at the waiters and bar staff to ensure they remain impeccably attentive. You hardly ever see her. She throws some of the most fabulous bashes and yet you might not even realise she is there. 

She gets her chance at other events though, and our circle do like to party. If it’s not the races it’s a gallery opening or a boat trip, or whatever. Any excuse to buy a new frock and chug the champers – and Pippa likes her bubbles every bit as much as me. I’m not even sure why she continues being the hostess. It’s just her ‘thing’; a focus to keep her busy, since she doesn’t have as many hobbies as I do. She has her ponies, obviously, since her husband Patrick is into his polo in a big way. I too like a ride, but I’m conscious of not wanting to smell quite as horsey as Pippa does, so I tend to temper my time in the saddle to hunting excursions. I have my golf now that my husband is dead, since I’d never play with him when he was alive because he was so snidely superior and picked holes in my game. I also have my shooting and my archery and my Punchercise classes. Most of all I have my research into the world of the dominatrix, not to mention my preoccupation with masturbation and dark images. If time permits I also have my bonsai and my gardening. In fact, I’ve currently got handyman Bertrand excavating part of the back lawn. I want to create a Japanese water garden. His digger better not fuck up any of the herb beds though, or I will string him up by the baggy whatsits. 

It seems that part of Pippa’s hosting duties tonight include setting me up with eligible bachelors despite the fact that she knows I have zero intent on falling for any high-flying members of the banking sector ever again. He is quite dishy though, from afar. He looks more debonair than show-off. His name is Lionel, pronounced the continental way, because he is Swiss – like so many of the gentlemen I seem to get introduced to, not least whenever we stayed at our apartment in Zurich. 

“I am reliably informed by my husband that dishy Lionel is single,” Pippa conspiratorially informed me during pre-dinner cocktails, before flitting off to oversee elsewhere. He is less tall than I would have liked. He caught my eye across the room and raised a glass to me by way of hello, then proceeded to regard me like prey, in his darkly handsome manner. He likes my boots, I can see that. It isn’t surprising. Everyone here has been struggling not to gawp at me in them. They are mid-thigh in shining flesh-hugging black latex, with a high heel but a flat sole, so I won’t have to tower above him. I am in a very short, tight, cleavage-giving LBD, and only latex would properly match the boots. The dress code is Fun Formal, since there are other new clients like Lionel to impress, so it cannot be too outrageous. I’ve decided to bring out the fetish-wear at every available opportunity, and I don’t care what anyone thinks. Black Widow: that’s me. 

Lionel has been put opposite me at dinner. His eyes have been on mine from the start. Short men always look more handsome sitting down, don’t you think? I address him in French, not just to show off but to exclude anyone less fluent around me from joining in. It is a good barrier to unwanted conversation. We go through the tiresome formalities of my recent bereavement and, since on the subject of spouses, I ask him if he has ever considered marriage. It transpires that, far from being an eligible bachelor, he already has a wife. 

“Pippa told me that Patrick told her that you were single,” I say. “Now why, I wonder, would he do that?”

He gives me a little smile. He is more wolfish up close, and clearly rather sure of himself. I shift in my seat as my bottom gives me another reminder of the pain I was earlier dealt there. 

“Maybe she misconstrued. I am perhaps single only some of the time.”

The cagey cuckoo-clock fucker. 

“And what does that mean?” I enquire. He gives me another little smile. 

“At home I have a wife whom I love and cherish above all. But I am away from home a lot, and I still have my needs when away from home.”

I see. He is a just another take-it-for-granted cheat. 

“It sounds like your wife does not do as well from this marriage as you.”

I get a shrug.

“She has her needs too, no doubt. Maybe she has lovers to see to these whilst I am away. I do not seek to know. It is the life we lead. Even the successful do not necessarily get to control every aspect.” 

Does that mean he is prepared to cede control when necessary? I can see Samson a few seats down trying to earwig in on our conversation, but the language eludes him. It is annoying him, that’s for sure. He looks jealous and put out. I wonder if he will rise and slap that huge cock of his onto the table just to win back my attention. Maybe the Swiss will haul out an equally sizeable weapon and they will fight for me, duelling with cocks for the prize of my sizzling cunt. Lionel remains seated, genitals unexposed. I inform him that I am not particularly partial to bankers.

“Maybe we are not all cut from the same cloth, Madame,” he informs me, switching to English. They are all liars, I know that. 

After food I find myself cornered by the triumvirate of Lionel, Samson and Patrick, swarming around to give my outfit some close-up gawping. They are all swollen with macho pretension and self-adoration. Each wants to be the one to make the delicious widow swoon. I feel potent at having drawn them all to me but I am surrounded. My puss tingles but my backside won’t let me forget what finding yourself under the control of others can mean. 

“Now those really are sexy boots,” says a leering Samson, tossing his blond locks like a mane as if to show who has precedence here. 

“They are indeed, Madame,” says Lionel of Switzerland, with more wolfish glances downwards. He looks a bit hot under the collar. 

“If Pippa ever wore a pair like that,” offers Patrick, as lecherous-looking as I have ever seen him, “I’d struggle to get to work in the morning.”

“If Heidi ever wore a pair of boots like that,” Samson intercedes quickly, “I’d struggle to ever get out of bed at all!” 

“I’m glad to hear that all that separates your wives from your undivided adoration is a pair of boots,” I say, refusing to be drawn by this flattery. I nonchalantly sip my cocktail without favouring any of them with eye contact for too long.

“Of course, it is not just the boots but who is in them,” smarms Lionel.

“Yes, absolutely – that’s what I meant.”

“And no one wears them better!” 

This kind of verbal jostling could go on all night. I should seize the initiative, really, but I’m still unsure of what best to do. My puss is pestering me for attention and if it gets left unfilled again it is going to be very frickin annoyed with me. I can’t have that. But here are three blatant cheats all out to use my body. I have been used once already today and my ego is in dire need of reasserting itself. Is one of these arrogant bastards prepared to forget their macho pride and put themselves on a plate for me? Only one is supposed to have the kind of cock that should pique my interest – since I could have any man I liked, according to Madam Pauline Destiny. As it happens, external forces narrow the field. Patrick gets called away and has to drag himself off to engage one of his other client guests. 

“Well, I shall have to love you and leave you for now,” he says to me, looking like the two of us have habitually flirted over the years, which we haven’t, “but those really are fucking sexy boots.” 

That’s not all. I think for one bewildering moment that he is going to kiss me, but he is merely leaning in to talk into my ear, so that the other two don’t get to hear his passing shot. 

“They are making things hard for me,” he whispers. Then off he goes: the big-shouldered, polo-playing Patrick, husband of my best friend, back into the fray, with just one backward knowing look in my direction as if a deal between us has just been struck. My puss actually gives a sudden twinge, the little Jezebel! He has never been this forward with me before. It’s amazing how the simple death of one’s husband can make all men think you are suddenly ripe for the picking. The other two monitor his exit looking a tad aghast, wondering what the hell he said to me and if it has trumped their efforts. I’m not feeling like a goddess of domination. 

“Well, as entertaining as this is,” I say, “I think I need to go do some sexy-lady-in-sexy-boots things elsewhere.”

They both immediately panic. It’s like they think I’m off to find Patrick for some secret assignation planned through his whispered comment. As if! Although, if I think about it, this is a very big house and his wife is always so busy flitting around that we could probably be secretly fucking for more than an hour and she would never know. That’s another pussy-tingler. 

“Maybe I’m not ready to let you and those boots go just yet,” says the ever-confident Samson with another toss of the mane. That makes me bridle and that’s my ‘in’. The surge of indignant power fills me. It’s time to show who is boss. 

“I don’t really give a damn what you think, Sammy, old boy.” I say. “The only people I want following me and my boots around are people prepared to kiss them for me.” 

That felt good – the fucking arrogant, big-cocked, cheating worm. 

“Yeah, well, I don’t really do grovelling,” he says, with a mane toss. His Big-Man attitude is too innate to stop this reply. Immediately he blinks fast, realising that I’m not impressed. He has just dropped the prize and he senses it. 

“Fuck off then, Samson,” I say coldly, now feeling like a true dominatrix, ready to go in for the kill. “Would you like to kiss my boots, Lionel?” 

He shrugs a bit and then nods avidly. 

“Oui, Madame,” he says. “Sure.”

And with that off I go with the Swiss big cheese trailing behind me. I have no plan and this is utterly spontaneous and so I have to think on my feet. My bladder is pressing, which is why I wanted to make an exit, and that’s not going to go away just because I have a gagging foreigner in tow. I can’t aim for the main bathrooms if I want to avoid being disturbed. Fortunately, I know this house like my own and thus where the guest suites are – often made up by our faultless host in case anyone gets too inebriated to even make it out to their car at party’s end. I aim for those. I choose a room I have stayed in a couple of times myself. Closing the door behind us silences the noise of the crowd. Leading him through to the en suite and locking that door assures us of privacy. I have isolated us. It is just him and me now: his will versus mine; his desire versus my resolve. I act before he can lunge.

“Turn and face the door,” I tell him. “Do not move until I tell you.”

He does it, no questions asked. My smile is almost a snarl of gritted teeth triumph, although my mind is a little jumbled. Why won’t the thoughts come clearly? Think anticipation; make his head whir for me. I slowly drag my skirt up. He will recognise the sound. I ease down my panties, down my thighs, over the boots to drop to my ankles. It’s a good visual, this little scrap of purple, dampened lace above the sharpness of my heels and against the shining black latex. Soft against hard; impenetrable versus already yielded. He’ll see that, if I give him the chance. It feels good simply to be this exposed in the presence of a man, knowing he can only glimpse you if you tell him so. He could simply turn but he won’t, since patience and obedience could net him so much more. 

I try to avoid other people’s toilets whenever possible, but this is Pippa’s house, so it will be cleaner than new. I raise the lid. It is another unmistakeable sound. The softness of the boots at my knees means I can sit down without having to adopt too awkward a position. I have my ankles close and my knees wide. My hand is already down there, seemingly of its own accord. The power feels like electricity inside of me now; the joy of languidly stroking myself while this man yearns for my command to let him turn and see me. 

“My cunt is bare, Lionel.” My voice sounds sultry. I don’t know where it came from but I’m glad it did. “I am touching it. The juices are like warm silk and my lips are all swollen and desperate to be kissed by someone who adores them. Could you give my pussy the adoration she needs, Lionel?” 

His hands go out for support and his forehead rests flat to the door. I hear his shallow breaths. I think I have him. 

“Mine is a very soft cunt, Lionel, and very hot too. I think she might scald any cock or fingers she took inside her.”

He shifts again. He wants to turn but he hangs on. His blood is up and his prick will be filling. The thought of his erection almost has me hurrying but I fight it and control myself. The next bit is something I didn’t even do in front of my husband, but men are dirty-minded and crudeness in girls slays them. 

“I’m holding myself open, Lionel,” I say, and I am. “Listen.”

For one fleeting moment I think bashfulness might seize control of my muscles but happily I’m feeling way too nasty for this. I let go my stream. It’s another unmistakable sound and I see his fingers almost clawing at the door. It goes on. His cock will be fully hard now. I know he wants to plunge it into me right now, even before I’m finished. The last drops come. I even feel sexy wiping myself, doing this so-private act with him this close and yet unable to see. I think about pulling my dress back down but I’ve already gone too far for that. Instead I stay with my knees apart and place my left hand over my puss, feeling the emanating heat. This is all the cover I will give myself.

“I am going to tell you to turn around in a moment, Lionel,” I say, “but first you must realise that if you don’t do exactly as I tell you then I will end this immediately. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he says, almost before my last word is out. 

“Do you like my boots, Lionel?”

“Yes.”

“Show me. Take out your cock so that I can see just how much you like them.”

Without a moment’s pause a hand slides off the door so that it can see to his zip. I can tell by the way his butt sticks out towards me that he is pulling out a fully grown erection. 

“Stroke it for me, Lionel. Imagine being allowed to kiss all the way up my boots, right up my soft, bare thighs and to my open, naked cunt. Imagine sinking your tongue right up inside me and feeling my cream flowing out into your mouth. Slow down, Lionel – your cum belongs to me, remember, not to that door.”

He does temper his pace slightly but lust is clearly taking over and I’m already thinking that he might not have the kind of self-discipline I need.

“Turn around for me now, Lionel. Let me see.” 

He obeys, his stare immediately on the hand between my legs. His eyes widen. I half expect to be met with a flurry of wanking and a premature burst but instead he proudly grips his swollen pole, presenting it to me, the skin drawn back from the glistening head. It is quite fat, but not particularly long. The sight still has me salivating, but for some reason there is a twinge of anger in there too. 

“You want me to suck that cock, don’t you, Lionel?”

“Yes.”

“First you have to get on your knees and kiss my boots.”

It is difficult to fathom why this part is pleasurable. He certainly looks less appealing drooling at my feet, with tongue and lips all over the latex and down the heel. I don’t think he genuinely likes the boots as much as Samson seems too – it’s more the thought of me in them that gets him. I think he might even be playing an act with his slavish slavering and depraved sniffing at my panties, but, whatever, he is obeying me despite his urges – a man who probably doesn’t take any instructions from anyone else; a man whose reputed bonus last year was in the region of two million. And that’s the turn-on: having this much sway over a man who thinks he is king. He moves upwards, up the calves, picking my right leg to concentrate on, lips and tongue still all go, up towards the knee, eyes fixed on the hand that covers my crotch. He has pure lust in that stare and might lose control now he is so close to the prize. Time, I think, to rein him in again. 

“Lie on your back,” I command. He looks momentarily put out, ready to disobey, but I raise my eyebrows questioningly and he does as instructed. I have him drag down his pants and underwear so the whole lot is exposed, and pull up his shirt so that his erection can lie upon bare midriff. I press the flat of my right sole upon the underside of his cock and then start to rub it gently from side to side, that one hand of mine still hiding from him the honeypot between my legs. He breathes hard. The stimulation is working even if it is not the more welcome grip of my closed fist. 

“Do you really think I should touch this with my bare hands?” I ask. “Does it deserve to go in my pretty mouth? I think you need to show me you can do exactly as I say first.”

I doubt anyone other than a real foot fetishist could get true pleasure from this improvised masturbation but it’s all part of the tease. Indeed, ‘shoe-job’ must be one of the least sexy-sounding of all sexual practices, but I have studied many videos online in order to gain tips on technique. It is about slight pressure and friction. The movement of sole on shaft draws out the seed and stimulates the exposed glans as it dances on the belly. Every now and then I place the spiked heel of my boot either to shaft or ball sack, pressing gently, just to give him that extra sensation and hit of panic. At one point as I press down the red cloud starts to form in my mind but I fight it. I doubt I can bring him off this way, but it is something he will surely remember me for. Anyway, I don’t want him finished before I get what I want. He does well not to grab himself and take matters into his own hands, so I should reward him.

“Stand up,” I command. As he rises I sink to my knees, careful not to give him even a glimpse of the honeypot he craves. The prick bobs in front of my face. I clasp it with my free hand, feeling that gorgeous heat and rigidity. I must wear gloves next time. It will rob me of the feel, plus my painted nails do look good on him, but nowhere near as sexy as black latex would. I am aware that he only has pre-come for lubrication so I lean forward to deliver a blob of spit to the head of it. He gasps at my whore vulgarity. I work it in slowly, gliding the foreskin back and forth. I have to press harder at my crotch, so insistent is my puss becoming. I must be patient too. 

“Keep your hands behind your back,” I tell him. I stroke up and down, gaining a rhythm, feeling the pulse of blood through him. Then it is too much for me and I am on him, that meat filling my mouth, my lips sliding greedily in my own spit up and down his length. He gasps an oath in French, his hands momentarily coming to his sides before he checks himself and clasps them behind him again. It takes all my willpower to resist frigging myself silly. I come off him but my blood is raging. My hand pumps and I look up to see his eyes screwed shut. This hot solid meat is going in me. I should ride him to control the thrusts. I want him deep inside but the feel in my hands and in my mouth is just so good. Then, as quickly as that, I’ve lost it. 

He starts to wriggle as I pump him and I realise he has been overtaken by need. I stop but his hand is already there to replace mine. He’s gone.

“Suck it!” he is gasping. “Let me come in your mouth!”

He can’t stop. His knees are going and he’s emitting a long, low moan.

“Give me your mouth!’ he commands, sounding frantic. His hand goes to my head, trying to force me back down upon him. I slap it away, the fire burning inside me.

“Get your filthy hands off me!” I snap, pushing him backwards two steps. Still he claps his cock but the pumping fist has stopped. His face is one of surprise, anger and desperate need. I should kick him in those churning balls for this but I am not quite finished with this man yet, even if this battle has been lost. I might still have him on my terms. I turn. I don’t know from where I summon the hussy instinct but I do it. My hand stays on my crotch to prevent him driving into me but I present my bare rump to him, all stuck out and inviting.

“Spurt on my ass!” I order him.

His gasp is like a little yelp at the sight of me. Immediately I feel the sticky end of his cock pressed at me and the smack of his fist again and again at my buttocks. His tip is pressed right at my little prone opening, enough so that it might have to yield if any forward thrust comes. But then the heat of his spurts is there instead: three, four, five of them, right on my rude asshole and dripping down my crack onto my fingers. It is only then that I realise he will see the line laid down earlier by the cane, and he will know I can be made a slave of. My head is all fuzzy with raging shame and lust, and it only begins to clear when his grunts have subsided. I straighten and turn, pulling my skirt back down quickly to hide the red line upon my skin, still careful not to let him see my puss, although this feels like a shallow victory. I kick off my underwear and lift one boot to take them off the toe. I go to him and push the damp scrap of lace into his still-open mouth. I hate him for not showing discipline and myself for displaying such visual evidence of weakness. My cheeks are flushed and I am smarting, but it’s not over yet. I have lost here and I need to win this war. I already know how to do so. 

“If you ever think you are man enough to do exactly as I say,” I tell him as I unlock the door, “then you go ahead and give me a call.” 

Then I’m out of there, out of the guest suite and heading towards the front door. Samson gets there before I do.

“I’ve been looking for you,” he says, an expression of annoyance on his face, like I owe him any of my time.

“I was doing something that didn’t need your assistance,” I tell him, and push past.

“You’re a fucking tease, Anoushka. I’ll teach you one day soon!” 

I’m almost out of the door, desire and humiliation still bubbling my blood, a flashing image of that big cock of his teaching me exactly what a naughty tease I am, and then I stop and face him.

“That cabin you said we could go to one afternoon,” I say, looking him right in the eye. “Maybe I would like to see it.” 

He practically comes in his pants – in fact he might actually be doing precisely that, I’m just not sticking around to see it. Off I go into the night, squirming in the Maserati’s seat with the vindictive itch in my cunt and the smart in my backside. I hate just about everything and I need to come. I am swearing at my bleeping phone before I’ve even read the new message. My profanity becomes a flurry, escalating to a scream of fury and unsated need when I look at my phone screen and see the words there. They say: You are going to take every last inch of my cock in your mouth.

It is a struggle to make it home without crashing but somehow I manage it. The house is dark because it’s only me now – unless you count Bertrand, who lives in the grounds in the one-bed lodge next to the old stable block. But he never seems to be here after dark anyway, presumably always creeping around streets elsewhere, doing whatever dirty things he does in his own time. I feel manic with need. My hand is pressing fruitlessly at my crotch before the door has even swung shut. I must look drunk, stumbling half out of my mind with this urgency to make myself come, practically bouncing off the walls in my preoccupation. I flick switches to flood the space with light as I make my way upstairs. Darkness is usually my friend but for some reason I don’t want to hide in it now. I put on all the lights in the bedroom. I need to see myself. My dress is pulled off with no care taken to avoid ripping it. I can’t think of such things now. I am left naked but for the boots and the black choker at my neck. 

And there I am, in the mirror, cheeks flushed, knees bent and hips thrust forward, fingers already rubbing in circles. It’s like it’s not even me, this wanton bitch in reflection, snarling with desire and frigging so nastily. The fingers plunge in to make my knees buckle. The juice pours out of me. I pinch my nipples hard with my free hand, pulling mercilessly at the flesh until it makes me squeal. I need a toy inside me but I can neither face stopping nor leaving the dirty sight of myself in the mirror. I should have had elbow-length gloves on – think how they would have looked! I feel utterly feral, like the stray street cat from the rough side of town I once was and swore I’d never be again. I never should have let that Swiss bastard off so lightly. I must use ties next time. Think of that cock in me. Think of Samson’s too, even bigger. Think of them both at once! 

I’m going to collapse when this one hits. The red mist is already there, bringing that collage of nasty images. I can feel the cocks in me, the sting of the palm and the cane. I’m nearly there when a security light goes on outside, flooding the lawn, lighting up the hole Bertrand has been excavating for my pond. It makes me jump. With the lights on and the room reflected in the floor-to-ceiling front window it is hard to see outside, but I caught the shadow ducking behind the digger left there overnight. It wasn’t a fox or a cat. It was a man. There is someone in my garden who has been creeping around watching me do this to myself. And I haven’t stopped. My fingers just won’t cease. The rapture is building and will not let go, even if that horrible pervert Bertrand is out there seeing me like this, no doubt with horrible cock in hand. 

I’m not just rubbing frantically. I am walking too, away from the mirror and towards the full glass wall that looks out onto my lawns, catching my reflection there instead. I am taking the filthy, wanton sight of me right to that disgusting pervert. It’s like I am possessed. I’m there in all my bean-flicking glory, practically pressed to the glass, giving that creepy peeping Tom the best eyeful I possibly can, two fingers of one hand slapping in and out whilst the other hand sees to my desperate clit. Lord knows how often he spies on me but I simply don’t care. He will be a slave to the sight of me. I want to display, to show him my all. I want him to see just how fucking dirty I can be. So I turn, to give him the same sight that finished the last man I was with. The release finally hits me and I come, shrieking, with my round ass squashed against the window, all stuck out, just as it was for that cheating Swiss – and doubtless Bertrand is tugging his spunking cock just as feverishly. Consequences can go fuck themselves. I don’t care what I’m doing or how I look because I am a goddess with the power to rip all these bastard men to shreds if I so choose – and that is exactly what I am going to do. 


Chapter Eight

Spot The Indifference

I have passion; don’t ever think otherwise. Sometimes it almost devours me, gathering rapidly and mushrooming inside, clouding my thoughts and threatening to wrest away all self-control. Other times I simply do not give even the slightest damn, not about anything. This has been the case since I was young but now it is growing stronger almost by the day. It is the essential trait that will allow me to blossom. Your grandmamma has died? I’m afraid I really couldn’t care less. You might potentially lose a leg to cancer? So? You’ve got another one! Your son has just had his spleen removed following some dreadful accident that saw him impaled upon railings? Yawn. Got any pictures? My coldness doesn’t even bother me. It means I am stronger and better protected against this life. I have passion where it matters and the rest is nothing to me. 

And so there is no shame when I next see Bertrand, shovelling around in the very spot he had been when he spied upon me. My indifference surprises me but I am glad of it. I am becoming ever more bullet-proof. He wears that insolent hint of a sneer that he so favours, since he is one of those horrible urchins who unfathomably believes he is above everyone. However, he only has power over me if I am ashamed at what he saw, and I am not. I don’t give a shit. I know he wants more of the same, and will do what I tell him if he thinks it will come. And I see now that he is unsettled because I’m not all stammering and red-faced and apologetic in his presence. There is even grudging respect to replace that sneer, realising that I am become this shameless hussy now that his master has gone. 

“I have need of you inside, Bertrand,” I tell him. “Come to my bedroom in precisely fifteen minutes.”

That’s a quarter of an hour for him to think on it, to have his mind racing, to feel the swell of blood down below and have the excitement seeping. I’m not going to be doing anything for those minutes. I just want him to sweat for a while and ponder my words. I chose them carefully to stoke his fire. The scumbag will hurry away to prepare with his mind whirring, and then he will come to me bang on time, expectant but meek. He will do as I say. Actually, it isn’t going to be quite the excitement he thinks it will be but that’s all part of the fun. 

“I want you to fix a hook from the ceiling,” I tell him when he comes, “to hang this.”

There are a couple of thick oak beams running the entire width of my ceiling, standing proud, helping support the weight where it opens up higher to the central skylight. They could have been made for hanging heavy things from. The ‘this’ in question is an intricate black leather harness with multiple straps to either recline in, to aid a range of unusual sexual positions, or to have one’s slave restrained in, to take advantage of. Bertrand might not be getting exactly what he thought was coming but he is going to be no less avid about completing his task. Even if he never gets to put me in this sling himself, he knows he will have the benefit of seeing whatever it is used for when darkness comes. It is the first of many pieces of new equipment I intend to deck this room with. I have in mind a dungeon – but one of light, no less, of glass and exposure, where secrets are kept only when no one is lurking outside to see them. 

There is no mistaking my intent with this piece of sex furniture, but I stand there brazenly whilst Bertrand studies where best to mount the hooks. It turns me on knowing I am this free with my wantonness in front of a nasty bastard like him. I don’t care what he thinks because I don’t care what anyone thinks. This is me now. Fuck you if you don’t like it. Indifference is my strength, which is why I feel nothing for Heidi knowing that I am going to meet her husband for an afternoon of very adult fun. In fact, I feel a sense of triumph. She makes me frig myself over thoughts of her yet patently wouldn’t ever allow it to happen in real life, so she deserves to be paid back for the torment she gives me. 

I have thought long and hard about the items I need to pack. Every good dominatrix should put this much effort in, to picture how it will go and what will be needed to make it run as planned. No detail should be missed. Lie there with one’s eyes closed, one’s hands idly down between parted naked thighs, and play out the scene in real time so that no intricacies are overlooked. Give the brain time to expand its fantasy and bring forth new ideas. That’s how you do it. Test the newly-arrived apparatus to ensure it works as envisaged. Try not to get lost in thoughts of that big cock sinking into you – think only of what’s on the end of it. I already have one notion of how to bring the arrogant mane-tossing Samson down a big fat peg. It’s a hell of a thing to do to him but I’m all about being unforgettable now, so I pack the item of equipment necessary to bring it about. 

I have attained his work number because I am clever like that. I don’t want to be leaving traces of me on his cell phone. A pseudo-posh receptionist answers. 

“He’s busy,” she replies tersely, the cheeky bitch. He probably fucks her all around the office and she thinks that gives her status by association.

“Un-busy him then, you ridiculous tart,” I hiss. “Tell him it is the girl about the cabin. I will hold for two minutes. After that his chance will have gone. Tell him.” 

He is less than one minute. He is all schmoozing charm, apologies and graciousness. He wants me and that is my advantage to use. I cut straight to the chase and get him to divulge the exact location of where we are to meet, along with directions, since I wish to go there under my own steam. It sounds nice and isolated. I set the time. He tries to change it for something more convenient for him. I reiterate what time I am prepared to come. He takes it. My puss enjoys a tingle. All he asks is that I wear some of my sexy boots. Well, yes, I think I can do that. 

“Oh, and Samson,” I say, “you understand that I am only doing this under the express understanding that I have complete control over what goes on? In case it hasn’t become patently obvious to you, since being on my own I have delighted in becoming a kinky sex goddess who likes nothing more than to instil the best kind of discipline in her conquests.”

I can’t believe how easy those words came – so much easier over the phone than face to face. But now that they have I feel unstoppable. The force of them bubbles through me. They must have hit him like a sledgehammer. I can picture the wide eyes and open mouth on that usually so composed face. This is what I can do to him. I can hear the breaths coming heavier down the phone. His pulse will be racing, the mind spinning with rude images. It is like backing beaten prey into the corner and there is nothing to stop me pressing on.

“Have you ever been spanked, Samson?” I intone, slowly and clearly, with stern self-assurance in my voice. “Have you ever had a beauty like me sting your bare ass with her palm, just before she sucks your cock rigid?”

There is a brief pause. He is waiting for more. The dirty words from someone as supposedly proper as me are slaying him. He might be sinking to his knees. I can already sense that the monster in his boxers is stirring. 

“I have not had that pleasure,” he manages, his voice husky with instant desire. 

“And has that gorgeous shaft ever been stroked by a goddess wearing a strap-on toy that could reach the very heart of you? Has she ever softly run a gloved middle finger around your rim to work in the grease, pressed to breach you and make you ready, slid it all the way in, all the while gripping you and stroking you and feeling the blood pumping in that delicious hard cock of yours? Have you ever been truly fucked by a goddess as beautiful as me, Samson?” 

He sounds like that cock of his might be out already, getting jerked as the visions pour through his mind. But his clumsy fist will merely be a mocking substitute for the delicate grip of my fingers that he is now undoubtedly longing for. He is hooked. I just have to keep on reeling. The breaths coming down the line are faltering and heavy with longing. 

“I have not,” he says again, the lust cracking his voice. 

“Then today might be your lucky day, if you act correctly. I want absolute obedience, Samson. I want signs of worship from the moment I walk through the door. You are to do everything I say without question. You are to give yourself over to me entirely. If you do so, I will have you begging for me. And do not think these are idle words, mere vocal foreplay. You might have consigned all those past floosies and all those fucks to memory – nothing more than quick, effortless fun to pass the time – but for me you will need effort, and then you will find out how truly unforgettable I am. I will give you the most mind-blowing, scintillating, wrenchingly pleasurable time of your life. It will make a nonsense of all the things you thought were gratifying before. After me, you will not be able to think of anyone else, of any other pleasure. I mean it. These are no empty promises. But you will need to play your part. You need to come to me intent on doing as I say. If I get one hint that this is not the case it will be over, instantly. To have me or any part of me, ever, you have to be willing to come to me as my slave. Do you understand?” 

There is another brief pause at his end. I can picture him eyes closed, cock in hand, thinking that this is just getting better and better.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” he breathes.

“That is correct. You won’t. Any failure for you to do this will end it absolutely. Bear that in mind and I will see you at two.”

I ring off before he has a chance to answer. I wonder if I’ve already forced him past the point of no return and he is now feverishly bringing himself off, justifying it as a means to affording better staying power later, for my benefit. He won’t want to disappoint me like Lionel did. Too late I realise it was a chance to use my power gone a-begging. I should have ordered him not to touch his cock until I told him otherwise. Still, I can’t beat myself up over this. Finally, finally, I feel like I have truly found my strength. I am in control and raging to hammer this home. I know this control, this unassailable strength, will stay with me now. I can simply let my imagination and desire take me where it will.

He has three hours for my words to sink in, three hours to grasp that there is sex coming to him different to any he has had in his pleasure-filled life. In his dreams he probably has me bent over in nothing more than my spiked heels. He probably grips me by the hair, spanks my jiggling ass, forces himself within and comes inside it, all with me weeping with adoration and gratitude. Now he has to contemplate being on the end of such rough stuff. Three hours is more than enough time to ponder the excitement of my attire, to try and guess at the thrill of being spanked, to bask in the excitement of knowing that he might unexpectedly get to come inside a woman he has fantasised over. I can dimly remember that exhilarating inner glow when you realise that you are most definitely going to have sex with someone new. I have it now. All of him inside me and I won’t have to suffer any of his bragging conceit. I can view him with complete detachment, just someone I wish to use.

I go there without hesitancy, without scruple. I loved a man for twenty years and never saw his mind and body as separate things; he was always one complete entity. I am going to Samson for his body only. Men have been going this way to women forever. I don’t want that brash, conceited mind of his. I want his broad chest, his muscular arms, his huge cock. He is handsome but people who are, and who haughtily know it, are ugly because of this. Thus I don’t particularly want his face, or anything that comes out of that big mouth other than a silent, obedient tongue. 

This attitude does not demean me. The fact that I do not particularly like Samson doesn’t mean I shouldn’t take what parts of him I can like and use them for my pleasure. He will never have me. I will have him. For all the people he has trampled on and used down the years, I will be the one alone to reverse the trend. I will be the one he will not forget. His mind will scuttle to some secret thrilling place whenever he thinks of me, which will be often. He will cherish the memory yet hold it as a dark secret that could unpick him in a second if any got to hear of it. I will hold this over him always. He might even hate himself for yielding to me but that is good, because he is hateable. He will love me for it, of that I am certain. I feel stronger than ever, ruder. Twenty years I waited for what was given to me, accepted it when things were withheld. Now I will do the taking, and I won’t hold back on anything. 

I go with thigh-high boots, since they bowl him over so effectively. The heel is four inches but there is no platform to the sole. There are in soft black leather, not patent this time; more a classy, classical look. The design is sleek and hugging, following the lines of the calf and thigh, and with laces all the way up the back. They almost had me playing with myself in front of that big bedroom window again. It is the kind of boot I picture worn by a gorgeous French aristocrat of the revolutionary age as she gallops away from the chasing peasants – assuming that high heels were compatible with riding, which in truth I’ve never found to be the case. Still, don’t spoil the image. 

After much consideration I go without tights or stockings. The skin on my thighs is such a pale and inviting contrast. I am smooth and softly opulent there, that’s my way of thinking. This is no time for self-consciousness. Overrule it. He is a creature of greedy lust. Naked flesh will snag him instantly. I go with a skater dress in matching soft leather. The shortness and flare gives a greater view of bare thigh, and would indeed give a good glimpse of my zipped-front rubber panties if I performed a sudden triple Salchow, which seems hardly likely. The front strap fastening reveals some belly and a fair amount of cleavage but one must be bold. It’s a look that will have his knees weakening. I am partially exposed but I feel completely invulnerable. It buoys my strength and confidence even further. Turn the doubts into weapons to use on him. Elbow gloves are an essential not to be forgotten this time but I retouch my painted nails anyway, since the Black Widow is all about perfection. Last but not least I choose the Evoque, since I want my journey there to be low-key, and that’s one thing Maseratis are not. 

I smile at the shallowness of my quest. I smile at how easily he will fall. He thinks it is all about his release, about him getting what he lusts after. No doubt he harbours sly thoughts of getting one over my husband, even if he is too dead to know about it. Arrogant, cheating Samson has no idea how little it is about him, how I wouldn’t entertain a second of his company for sexual purposes if not for his cock. I want him because of his size, nothing more. He might think this is something to feel triumphant about but he is wrong. The last cock I took was uncomfortably large but I rode it with glee, almost like I was punishing myself for accepting only what my husband had to offer all those years. I yearn for more of that same punishment. I want to tame all wild, vast cocks. I want to milk the last drops of pride from their owners, leave them broken and desperate for me. The triumph is going to be all mine. 

The wooden cabin is sited down a long private track, one of a run dotted up the bank of a fishing lake, each one hidden from the other by trees. It is wonderfully isolated and unquestionably a romantic setting. I like lakes. They are places of quiet, dark mystery. 

“Welcome to my bolt-hole,” beams Samson, killing the romance stone dead. Bolt hole equals sex den. This is where his wife will be so regularly betrayed, with such indifference. It probably stopped registering to him years back. It is certainly not troubling him now, not if his expression of ogling greedy lust is anything to go by. His eyes feast on me shamelessly, as if I am on this earth for his pleasure alone. Madam Destiny has the right idea making her slaves cast their eyes to the floor. He gushes compliments about my attire and in particular my boots, but I shall spare you the saccharine nausea of them. There is nothing said about my gorgeous eyes or the porcelain nature of my skin. He is in an open-necked pure white shirt and narrow suit trousers. I like the glimpse of his chest. I know he spends as much time in the gym as my husband used to. The shoulders aren’t as wide as Patrick’s but not by much. What’s down below will compensate. The brown brogues are good. You can’t buy class, they say, but those shoes are classy, and he bought them. 

He smells clean, so maybe he has showered since speeding from his office to get here. The cologne is inviting, not too strong. I mustn’t smell of it when I leave. His mane looks to have been recently addressed. He must spend more time grooming it per day than his wife does on hers. He thinks the lustre and copiousness of it signals his great wealth, his vivacity, virility and success. Should I tell him now that his hair fucking annoys me? Not just the way it bells out from the centre of his forehead, hanging carefully coiffed past the ears, but the way he flicks and tosses his head all the time to keep it off his face. He thinks this to be attractive. It isn’t. 

The cabin is no more than the entrance hall, a small kitchenette, a compact toilet with shower, plus a larger main room with floor to ceiling glass looking out over the lake. We wealthy people like our views. They let us oversee domains like royalty. In the similar cabins along this stretch I have no doubt the main room is used as a lounge. Samson has it as a bedroom. On the wide double bed are satin sheets and a single red rose. That is not the only weak effort he has made to show the worship I asked for. There is champagne – not one bottle but four, all lounging ready in their own ice bucket at points around the bed, in case we are too lazy to shuffle far to refill our glasses. Still, four bottles seems excessive, even with me around. 

It brings to mind the third anonymous text I received, in which the author delighted in telling me he wished to fill me with bubbly before fucking me. Enough, I can’t help thinking, has been provided today to spare for this. Such a specifically tailored message had me sure the filthy pervert sender must be someone who knows me well and knows champagne is as close to my heart as it so often is to my liver. Samson knows this well. I can see from the foil and the portrait badge on the necks that all are Veuve Cliquot, so he got that bit right. This has been my favourite brand for years, way before I became a veuve myself; a widow. The foil also tells me that two are pink and two white. Maybe I should whip him if he cannot tell which one I would prefer today. 

“Can I pour the beautiful lady a drink?” he smiles, still schmoozing, still not unabashed. 

“This is not about you seducing me, Samson, I thought I made that clear earlier. I am here to enjoy your cock. If you want this to happen then you stay quiet and do exactly as I say. I have a bag in the boot of my car. Fetch it in for me and do not look inside.”

He raises his eyebrows and gives me a little smirk before doing as he is told. Drummond would have been bowing and scraping to obey my command, crawling past me on all fours. Slaves must be made. I point to where I want the bag placed. He still has that knowing smirk on his face and by rights I should kick him in the nuts, but my pussy is itching and expectant. It is becoming increasingly impatient at leaving such situations frustrated. It is not prepared to take any more. It needs to be served and in that sense I am just as much the slave here. 

“I came here, Samson, to give you your ultimate sexual experience. In this bag are things that will help me do this. You have two choices. You can either bitch about this, in which case we can go our separate ways now. Or you can keep your mouth shut and secretly thrill at every new item I bring out. If you want the latter, I suggest you show your intent by removing your shirt and pants. You have about a minute to decide, and I’m only giving you this long because you are wearing cufflinks and these can be fiddly.” 

Good boy. No more words come. The buttons at his shirt front are immediately being undone. He has no body shame, only pride. He swells the chest out to show his brawn. The hair there is blond, soft. The fizzle is inside me but I don’t think it showed – maybe just a slight flutter of the eyelids. Don’t betray yourself now. Remember he is the one all about betrayal. Don’t stroke that chest and bring about memories of tender times before the bubble burst. Stay strong and focussed. The expensive brogues are kicked off and the pants drop to display crisp white boxers. There is a bulge in there but it will get much bigger. Don’t hold it however much you want to feel that expansion into something you have masturbated feverishly over. Rein yourself in and make his wait excruciating. 

He stands in his underwear, looking unfazed. The socks have stayed on, which is particularly unsexy, but in fairness I didn’t tell him to remove them and so, as a stickler for specifics, I should be glad he followed my word to the letter. I hold his gaze as I drop to my knees. I see his breath catch. I rummage in the bag and bring out the neoprene restraints. They are so simple: bands that fasten with Velcro around the thigh and then around the wrist, securing the arms by the side. They seem non-threatening, such is the simplicity of them, but the slave cannot break free. He tugs a little to test this. This is when trust is most in peril. I rise up onto my feet again. I look him in the eye and allow my smile of triumph to spread slowly. He is full of lust for sure, but that instinctive arrogance has been subdued just a little. 

I could go to town on him here but strangely the instinct is for teasing gentleness. I bend at the waist and lean forward until I am close enough to smell the skin of his chest. I don’t touch him with my fingers, only the tongue, and only the very tip of it. It runs wetly across those taut pecs of his. I feel the muscles below twitch. My tongue flicks across one nipple. He sighs and I detect the immediate swell of him here. I have not done this to anyone before. My husband thought this too emasculating. Still, I don’t have to worry about what he thinks now, or anyone for that matter other than myself. I can immerse myself in me. 

The other nipple gets the same teasing treatment. I gently blow too, which will increase the itch in his hardened flesh. He will want the warmth of my mouth. Silently he begs for it. I make him wait a little longer and use rapid flicks of the tongue to drive his need. Then I suck and he exhales in a sigh. Then the suck turns to a gentle nip, the flesh held between top and bottom teeth and tugged just a little. He breathes a profanity to show how much he likes it. He seems to taste of iron, of blood. This vulnerable little morsel at my mercy could have the red cloud forming and I need to fight this before I lose myself.

“Go on your knees,” I tell him. 

His eyes open. The expression is serious now, the habitual leer gone. He knows this is more than idle role play. Down he sinks to bring his face in line with my groin. My hand is already there, up under the pointless hem of my dress, pushing down inside the waistband of those rubber panties. His eyes widen at the sight. Such a treat for him: this utter pervert who sends me anonymous texts that have me frigging like a mad woman. My fingers are constricted but I can manage to slide one up along my slit and then press. This one stroke threatens to be all it takes but I draw in my breath and steel myself. Get control back. Don’t lose yourself like you did that night with horrible Bertrand watching. This witness must wait. 

“You said at the party that kissing boots was not something you did. I wonder if you wish to change your mind now.” 

“Yes,” he says, almost without pause.

“Say ‘yes, Mistress’.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Well, go on then, fuckweed. Get down there and show me.” 

I think he might baulk but he does not. With his arms still restrained he has to go down with caution to avoid a face-plant straight into my toes, but he manages it. I’m actually quite warming to the sight of men kissing my boots. I’m forced to press harder at my crotch because of the twinge there. It is a thing to relish: arrogant Samson, at my mercy. I let him continue as I locate the studded collar and lead from the bag. I tell him he is my pet and he just keeps on licking like a good dog as I fasten the collar. I release his wrists from their binds but put his arms immediately into other action, leading him around the room on all fours. Humiliating him is good. I don’t feel vulnerable at all. He does as he is told, without making a joke of it. He could rise up now if he wanted but he instead wants what is to follow, even when I remark upon his rump and how ripe it looks for punishment. The promise of me is enough to bind him.

Saying that, having bent him over the bed, I remember how I would have protected myself if allowed to by Madam Destiny. I remember how Lionel took matters into his own hands. I bring out the metal cuffs and Samson looks momentarily reluctant to comply. 

“Trust me, you won’t want to stop me,” I tell him. 

He holds still and lets me snap the clasps shut around his wrists. A renewed surge of triumph fizzes through me. Then I am upon that rump, gloved hands clawing at the thin material of his boxers. I pull them down but not all the way, exposing maybe only half of his prone backside. The cheeks are relaxed in this stance. Nails on it would have been good. I know how Madam Destiny’s felt on me. Still, you can’t have it all ways, and I’m not sure I could have done what I do next without the gloves on. 

“You thought I would be just another pushover falling into your bed, didn’t you, Samson? You thought me too straight-laced for all this, despite my beauty. You never imagined being at my mercy, unable to stop me doing things like this.”

I have only deposited a cursory amount of saliva onto my middle finger but I slide my hand down his boxers anyway. I run along where he is most vulnerable, down the crease, following that little line of raised skin to where the balls are scrunched together between his closed thighs. This is real control, to see his little jerks as the tickle gets him, the instinctive defensive tautening of the buttocks. This ass is used to slamming his prick home with macho disdain. I know his mind is racing. My husband thought admitting to liking any attention here tantamount to admitting to homosexual tendencies. I wonder if Samson is feeling his own masculine pride about to crumble. I stroke and tease, eventually allowing my fingertip to stay pressed at his hole, defenceless as it is with him being open, bent loosely across the bed. I give a pause for him to contemplate how I am going to make his ass mine, and then I am pushing on until I am inside him up to my first knuckle. Strange: be asked to do this and you could feel dirty and used; do it of your own volition and you feel like a queen of sexual potency. He gasps and uses God’s name in vain.

“Goddess, actually,” I inform him. I work the digit within him, wiggling it, pushing on. I privately railed about the fact that my husband never did such dirty things to me and yet this is the first time I have given the favour to any man – and they have glands up there that positively yearn for such attentions. I know Samson’s prize cock will have swelled further, even if he thought it was already at its hardest. I so want to reach around and grab it at last. I want to rip down his underwear and have it spring out to be grasped and stroked and feasted upon. But I must wait. Bondage is all about taking patience to the limit – the Master’s as well as the slave’s. The joy will be ever greater the longer I can restrain myself. 

I take the paddle from the bag. I thought about using my hand first but I want to explode against those more muscular male buttocks. The memory of that first impact on my own backside is crystal clear: the shock and the joy and the sear of it. It was as defining a moment as losing one’s virginity. He will never have known anything like this. The fire is in me and I deliver two sharp strikes to each cheek in turn. He shouts and jerks, wriggles from side to side swearing, even turning onto his back with eyes blazing. They don’t blaze as bright as mine. I am on the bed, wielding the paddle over him and his cuffed wrists held up in defence. I am grabbing his silly hair, cursing him through gritted teeth, commanding him to get back onto his front. He obeys. 

This time I press my hand to the back of his neck to force his face down as I unleash the next flurry of strikes. He wails into the bed covers but his cock will be pulsing. The boxers are spanked further down to expose him all. I can see glimpses of his shaved balls, so full for me. The ass goes scarlet but he does not try to turn again; that burn I remember so well needs easing, and only more smacks will do that. I keep going, using all my willpower to remain in control and temper the weight of my strikes. You will never know such a feeling of satisfaction to compare with the one you get from spanking a man like Samson. It is almost an orgasm in itself. The red cloud looms again but I fend it off, measuring my speed, dragging out his joyful suffering until the endorphin rush finally breaks over him and his wriggling ceases. I have dealt him unforgettable bliss. Right now every ounce of pain felt is converting into unwavering adoration that will have him desperate for just one more second of me. His hurt has turned to undying love. The sting will return as the natural drugs wear off but I will be drawing other pleasures from him by then. 

My reward is going to be his cock. I wanted to wait longer but I cannot. Now he is in rapture it will be fuller and harder than ever, a sight to halt my breath. The saliva is pooling in my mouth. My pussy is almost screaming for it. I drag him over onto his back and see the bulge hidden in the fold of his boxers. I actually close my eyes, a way to delay the moment as long as possible. I pull his underwear completely off and then feel my way blindly back so that I am over him, my face just above his crotch so that the monster fills my sight as soon as I open my eyes. Then there it is. It is rock hard. It has a nice curve. It is not as smooth as my husband’s was. Worse, much worse, it is no bigger either. The fucking cunt has cheated me! I feel like my insides have been pulled out. 

For a few moments I don’t know what to do. Lucky there is no cut-throat razor lying open like there was on the chest of the last man I fucked, or this room would be painted red right now. Then animal greed takes over and I am sucking him, deep, as if hiding the evidence will kill my disappointment. He writhes and gasps as I go to work, his cuffed hands even going to my head to hold me there and try to manoeuvre me up and down. That can only enrage me more. The saliva pours thick from my ravenous mouth and my pussy cries out for her turn but the mind demons want their say first. He has to pay. 

He does as I want because he is putty in my hands after what I have just given him. He feels only rapture and adoration, sees nothing more than head-exploding pleasures on the horizon. I undo his cuffs and reapply them with his hands behind his back. He doesn’t flinch at all, such is the trust garnered. I seek out the nearest electrical socket, handily on the skirting board a few feet from the bed. I plug in the specially selected device. Which other Mistress carries hair clippers? 

“Cocks look bigger when there is no hair around them, Samson,” I tell him to assuage any sudden nerves. I am down on my knees, that disappointment of rigid muscle bobbing close to my still hungry mouth. I can’t help but give him a few more sucks. Naughty mouth! Then the clippers are at work, pressed to his groin to take off the thick locks of mousy pubic hair, taking it right back to a light stubble. It does indeed make his prick look bigger, and more attractive, despite all the veins. However, it doesn’t stop the fact that his cock lied to me to get me here, so I reach into the bag for the blindfold and put it on him. It is best he doesn’t see what is to follow. 

I get him to his knees again, that cheating prick stood upright from his closed thighs. I loop the handle of the dog lead around the post at the foot of the bed. Then I put my foot in his back, and press forward. The collar bites and he coughs and starts to choke. I get down behind him, using my weight to hold him at the extent of the leash. Then I reach around to grasp his cock and slowly stroke it up and down. He is half-choking but he remains static. 

“Have you heard of asphyxiophilia, Samson?” I coo in his ear. “I have made quite a study of it. As well as being a fabulous Scrabble word, it is also the practise of restricting oxygen to the brain to increase sexual gratification. Some say it gives the most intense orgasm possible. Many who try it become addicted. Can you feel how much your cock is pulsing? I certainly can. It feels hard enough to go anywhere – even into that tight virgin butt of mine. Would you like that, Samson?”

He chokes something in the affirmative and I ease some of the pressure on his back. He gasps but makes no complaints. He would have given anything for me to have kept stroking that stupid, lying prick of his. My teeth are gritted and the red is clouding my vision. I slide the button and the clippers buzz alive again. They sound like a vibrator. Behind his blindfold he must be thinking he is in line for further dirty, mortifyingly delicious butt treats. As it happens he is simply about to live up to his name – and just think, if he had been Christened Henry or William or whatever, I never would have thought to do this to him. 

I run the clippers from his nape to his crown and the strip of cut hair falls down the back of my glove and onto the floor. It takes him a couple of seconds to gather what is going on but then he starts screaming and twisting. I just apply the pressure into his back so that the collar bites once more. That keeps him still. He can do nothing but frantically gasp obscenities and threats as I go about my task, shaving off that golden stupid fucking mane to a tight skinhead. I think he will look much better; far less of an arrogant cunt.

“You fucking maniac bitch!” He half-chokes, half-squeals, “I’m going to kill you for this! I am going to rip out your hair and rip off you face! I’ll fucking KILL YOU!”

Well, that’s not very nice, is it? I’m doing him a favour. Then a clear thought breaks through the head cloud and it dawns on me that he is right: killing solves a lot, does it not? All that disappointment, that shame of being tricked into fucking him, that all gets wiped away. The secret dies with him. 

“Oh, be quiet, Samson – you look a hell of a lot better now, attractive even. Now be a good boy and stay quiet because my pussy wants your cock.”

She does indeed. It’s not a lie. He can’t really argue. I take the door restraint from the bag. It’s another piece of very simple bedroom bondage. Each of two straps has a loop at one end and a bung at the other. Secure the wrists in the loops, raise the arms, place the straps over the top of the door and then close it. The bungs keep the straps from pulling loose. He is perhaps not yet in quite the frame of mind to see the wonderful simplicity of them but he cannot help shuffle on his knees across the room because I am pulling him by the lead. Just as I am noticing the big metal coat hook sticking out of the door at head height, one of the ice buckets gets knocked over, taking another with it so that there are ice cubes sliding everywhere and glugging champagne fizzing over the wooden floor. 

I right the bottles and chide him with more smacks to his bare behind. He snarls but that cock of his is still rock hard. I push him back against the door and my suspicions are proved correct. The metal hook jams into the back of his head and forces it uncomfortably forward. Maybe the door restraints won’t work and I am boiling over inside because my pussy is practically crazed now. In the end I can only order him not to move and hope he obeys. In his current mood, he might not. 

I sink to my knees to give him encouragement to do as I ask, guzzling on that cock no bigger than the one I knew for all those wasted years. My pussy won’t wait. I unzip the panties and feel the pool of juice there run out onto my bare thighs. I back into him. I am molten and ready. He cries out as I thrust back onto him. He goes half inside. I screech with desperate rage. I am slightly too tall in these heels to give him smooth access. They took ten minutes to put on. I don’t have ten minutes to take them off – my pussy will have murdered me by then. Then the red cloud delivers another clear thought. I delve into the bag and find the delightful dildo with harness set, still in their hinged presentation box. I have him stand on it, sucking his cock greedily in between giving instructions, to keep him obedient and to sate my craving. 

The box is short by less than two inches. The mist behind my eyes is getting thicker as my torment rises. It sees the possibility. I have him step off it again. I gather the ice cubes strewing the floor around me and frantically build a foundation for the box and place it on top. I have him step up onto it again. It is more unsteady but the height is perfect. By sliding the dog collar up I can ease it over the top of the clothes hook so that he is looped over it around his neck. This will keep him in place. I turn and this time, despite my urgency, I hold my desire and ease back onto him, feeling the gorgeous sink inside. God, for just two or three more inches of him, to have him spear me right to my centre. 

I fuck him like this, my eyes closed, my fingers pinching my nipples hard through the rubber of my dress. I go as slowly as I can at the start but my flood is drenching my inner thighs. Soon I am slapping back against him, wailing like a lost bitch, jamming his restrained hands against the door. I want those hands grasping me, pinching and stretching me, thickly invading my tighter hole, but if I let him loose now he will only struggle for freedom or strangle me, giving me a taste of my own medicine. 

I don’t sound like a goddess in full control, more like a nympho getting her first fuck ever. I want him deeper. I want him everywhere, this fucking cheat who has tricked me into giving myself to him. He feels absolutely rigid, fit to burst, even though the gurgles come from his throat. I can feel that the in-and-out slide is being compromised. I can see the growing pool of melted ice around my sexy boots. I have to bend my knees more and this has me panicking. I rush, forcing myself back ever faster while I still can. My fingers come down to aid my climax, squeezing harshly there as I try to force it out. I think for one horrible moment that it will not come at all but then in a flurry it does, fuzzing my ears with the blood rush, the pleasure billowing through me. With my last energy I thrust back and feel his seed spurting hard inside me. It will be the most intense ejaculation he has ever known. 

I slide off him, immediately feeling too empty. His gasps are barely audible, the bliss and the lack of oxygen combining to send him towards unconsciousness. I pull up his blindfold to see his disbelieving eyes, wide and wild. He can no longer form words. The downward pressure of his body is melting the ice quicker than the heat of the room alone does. His feet are barely in contact with the box. They struggle to get purchase against the door but just slide off – should have taken your socks off, Dumbo! He has maybe only a couple of minutes. I know I have to undo his collar right now. The game has gone beyond the extremely pleasurable and into the realms of the very, very scary. In the nick of time I reach up and release him, the poor baldy. 

Not really! I did, after all, say that I would give him his ultimate sexual experience, and who am I to break my word? I mean, killing solves so much, does it not? No shame for me. No need to worry about what happens when I remove his cuffs. Who knows I am here? Only him. Who knows what a dirty desperate bitch I can be? Only him. And I am not sated yet. That prick of his refuses to die, even after his massive release. 

“Do you know, Samson,” I say, “that a third of all men who are hanged die with an erection?”

I can’t help but hold it, kiss it, suck it. I can’t help but wish it were bigger. I lie there on my back, legs spread apart, seeing his wide eyes upon me, his toes desperately wiggling in thin air now as the pool beneath the box spreads. I can’t help but thrust my fingers in. He could still be saved but I have more important things to think of. I have Inspector Stark on my mind: that cruel stare of his, that cruel, hard cock at least a third bigger than skinhead Samson’s here. He spanks me, that nasty detective. He fingers my tight hole. He spits me and pierces me to my belly. The champagne floods me, the bottle neck forced inside and used like a dildo. The cold bubbles fizz within and have me jerking and wailing. His prick bobs, still stretching out pleadingly towards me, but it is too late for it to get in amongst the bubbles. My fingers are a blur, a mind of their own as they rub the next huge climax out of me and leave me quaking and whimpering and leaching champers. What a treat for any man to behold. I wonder how much of it Samson saw. 

So, I pack the bag carefully, returning the now sodden box with the brand new toy still unused inside it. Next time, surely. He stares at me silently, the brightness gone from his eyes. His hair definitely looks better like that. I will need to take both champagne flutes and throw them in the lake. Other than that I am traceless. When he is found they will see four champagne bottles but nothing to drink them from. They will find much of it spilled on the floor. Maybe they will find traces of water where the cubes have melted. It won’t explain how this man came to be hanging off the back of his door and why his hair had been shaved off first. It looks like some kinky practice gone tragically wrong. 

I find his wallet in his trousers and empty it of cash, swapping it in my purse for a few of the business cards of whores that I have been collecting from phone boxes on my trips to town, along with one of the ones I took from Madam Destiny’s house. If this enquiry needs a prime suspect, I don’t see why the police shouldn’t look there. 

“That will teach you to send me dirty messages, Samson, old boy,” I say as I leave. And then, as I’m driving home with a wide smile across my face and a delightful buzz between my legs, who should text me but Mr Anonymous!

I am going to scald your throat with my spunk says his message. 

Well bugger me – it wasn’t silly Samson after all! Oops! 


Chapter Nine

Heididdly Hi!

Guilt is for the guilty and those who secretly crave defeat. That’s not me. For three days I’ve been rather basking in the thrill of what happened. Patrick might be next. I don’t see why Pippa should have to put up with him, not now I know how easily he is prepared to cheat on her. Maybe it’s him sending me those filthy texts. Bertrand got a bit of a show last night. I couldn’t help myself. I saw the shadowy form hunkered behind the bushes where he still hasn’t finished excavating for the pond yet, the useless gimp. 

I get a surprise phone call from Inspector Stark and the fizzling, thrilling adrenaline unloads through my veins. At first I think he is going to crack and tell me he needs me and will do anything to serve me, but actually he is only ringing on business. 

“I’m afraid I have some bad news to deliver to your friend,” he tells me, sounding neither seductive nor like one who wishes to become my human property. “You might wish to be there to comfort her when I do so. I shall be at hers by ten.”

Strange that he specifically asked me to be by Heidi’s side, and that by doing so he has effectively told me of Samson’s demise before revealing it to her. Perhaps he is trying to gauge whether I am already aware of it. Strange too that he has set a time for going round there, rather than rushing to put her out of her misery, since she has been utterly beside herself since her husband went ‘missing’. Still, I suppose ten o’clock gives him time to get a quick coffee first, maybe scan some of the morning headlines – and it’s all priorities, isn’t it? I forgot to sound too concerned on the phone. I was trying to sound enigmatic instead, hinting that I might indeed be there for my friend when he calls, just to keep him guessing and hoping. 

I choose a pair of electric blue ankle boots with a sexy buckle design and nice sharp heels to go with my skinny wet-look jeans. I don’t want to go overboard given the circumstances, but then I need to give the inspector something to focus upon and keep his mind on me. Naturally I don’t tell Heidi of the impending police visit. I go there as if coincidentally, merely showing up to lend a friend some support. She looks a bit rough, as it happens. It will be much harder to fantasise over her like I did last night now I have seen her like this. Most inconsiderate! 

We are silently sipping tea in the conservatory when the housekeeper shows the detective in. Heidi turns even paler at the sight of him. He has an ‘I’m afraid it’s bad news’ face on. Yes, the more I see, the more I am convinced he could indeed be classed as handsome. Perhaps the manner and bearing add to the sharp looks. He shows fleeting delight at seeing me in my boots but he is a pro and quickly gets his serious face back on. Heidi doesn’t take the news of her husband’s demise well. I do offer a consoling arm around her shoulder but I would be lying if I said I was concentrating on this more than on the folds of trouser at Inspector Stark’s crotch. What is he hiding in there? 

It transpires that Samson was spotted by a fisherman on the far bank of the lake, who was doing a bit of bird watching whilst waiting for the trout to bite. His binoculars ‘accidentally’ scanned past the large front window of the cabin and he realised with a start that the bulky overcoat hanging off the door was in fact a naked human body – one sporting a blue face and an erection, no doubt. I chew on the inside of my cheeks to suppress a smile at this thought. Heidi literally screams. It’s rather embarrassing as it happens, a bit off-putting, and goes on long enough for me to have time to cast Inspector Stark a bit of a ‘what the fuck?’ look. 

He has the difficult job of informing her, while she is still on her knees on the floor wailing in an undignified fashion, that although his cause of death is known, the circumstances leading up to it remain a mystery, very possibly suspicious. However, certain enquiries are already being made. It gives him no pleasure, or so he claims, to have to inform her that these lines of enquiry involve call girls who specialise in bondage practices. I smirk inwardly at the thought of Pauline Destiny being led away in cuffs – oh, the irony! He manages to ascertain that Heidi did not know of her husband’s whereabouts that day, or indeed even that he owned the cabin he was found in. He has a knowing expression for me. I too had a husband who kept similar dirty secrets from me, and look what happened to him. Tellingly, the good Inspector doesn’t ask if there is anything he can do for her, as he did for me. He doesn’t seek to imply that they have any other business beyond this. Such extras are clearly reserved only for me, the thought of which instils warmth inside. 

“May I have a word in private, Mrs Van Peer?” he says, rising from his chair to signal me towards a corner. Ah, our little game is back on now this new death has come to light. He is going to try and grill me. He will use words like ‘coincidence’ in a sarcastic manner to try and smoke me out. I will tell him that coincidence is not something I have much time to ponder whilst trying to cope with the loss of a partner of twenty years. He steers me out of earshot of the blubbing Heidi. Strangely, I like the feel of being gently impelled by his hand at my back. I don’t dig my heels in. Imagine him doing it right here, regardless of present wailing company, just forcing me over in the corner and using his hand on me, roughly pulling down my jeans and thong despite my protests. 

He leans in and I smell him, that same cologne. My brain flashes comfort and gladness at its recognition. He seems to be closer than he needs to be, since my friend will hear nothing over her own tiresome sobs. He speaks and the words breeze across the tiny hairs at the side of my face and ear, making them stand up. Grill me then, you big-cocked detective. If you want information, pump away and see how I yield. 

“I’m afraid,” he says, “that I am not making much headway finding the sender of your abusive texts. Difficult when different non-contract phones are being used – difficult but not impossible, so give me time.” 

The last bit is said with his mouth almost at my ear and it makes me a little weak-kneed. 

“I will,” I say. 

“That is, if the problem still exists.”

“It does. I received another message just the other day.”

“Then it is best I see all messages. I shall call upon you sometime soon.”

Will you now? How presumptuous of you to assume I will let you in! I particularly like the fact that he seems more concerned with my little problem than that of the distraught woman clawing at the carpet of this very room. 

“And what of her?” I ask, still in low tones, nodding towards my friend. “Do you think you will get to the bottom of her husband’s death?”

The simple word ‘bottom’, said between me and him, gives me a thigh-clenching tingle between them.

“We may never know if it was an accident or if foul play was involved. Another person or persons were most likely there on or around the time of death. The scene was awash with different sets of fingerprints, none of which we have yet to find a match for on file. If it was murder, and the murderer was known to him, we have a chance of finding that perpetrator. If it was a random killing, those chances lessen dramatically.” 

That is the second time he has made this point. Perhaps it is something all murder detectives trot out to those known to the victim, just to dim the expectations of anyone ever being brought to justice, but it almost seems like he is trying to tell me something. 

“So she just has to live with the uncertainty?”

“Killers always leave traces, Mrs Van Peer. The question is whether we have the time, the resources and, most importantly, the clues to know where to look for those traces. At the moment those clues are very thin on the ground. At the moment, the person most conspicuous in all of this happens to be you.”

Another adrenaline burst erupts within but he made a mistake: he was too close to my ear to see my eyelids flicker at his words. Here we go – this is where he talks about the link between the two recent deaths of cheating husbands in the neighbourhood, how I seem to be the one common denominator. Does he really think I can be flushed out this simply? 

“And why is that, Inspector Stark?” I say in challenging tones, my voice back at normal volume.

“Because, Mrs Van Peer,” he says, still close, “as her friend, it will be up to you to get her through this most difficult time. No one will know of her pain quite as well as you.”

That is his parting shot. He likes to leave with things still expectant, with thoughts flying around the mind. I go to poor Heidi and scrape her off the floor. In all the years I have never held her so tightly outside of fantasy, felt her hot breath at my neck, had my lips on her skin. She really will need me now, this crumpled friend of mine, so I still can’t quite fathom why less than two hours after Inspector Stark left I find myself not with Heidi, but sitting with Madam Destiny in her front room. Perhaps it was just to see if Stark was there, grilling her over the business card found in the possession of the deceased. I must have phoned her almost immediately. In truth I rather insisted upon the emergency appointment, since she said she would be busy with clients. She hesitantly agreed to let me be a part of it.

“Bondage is about restraint, Anoushka,” she informs me. Well, whoopee-do, thanks for that bombshell! To think I’m paying cold, hard cash for this. “I don’t just mean physical restraint. More important even than this is mental restraint, of the Master or the Mistress.”

I see, tell me more. She is all in red today, all in latex, apart from a fishnet body stocking that goes beneath tiny hot pants and a zip-fronted top not much larger than a bra. Chunky platform-soled boots give her height. On her head is a Catwoman-style mask, but in bright red and with horns instead of ears – and devilishly gorgeous she looks too. She speaks of tempering one’s desire, of building slowly as an artist builds paint upon a canvas. Never concentrate on one area for too long; never rush to finish that bit when the rest of the canvas remains blank.

It is hard to concentrate on her words with the others in the room. One is Drummond, head bowed and of zero consequence. The other two males are more interesting. They are maybe mid-twenties. They are tall and slender, pale, smooth-faced and attractive in a pouty way, like models can be. At first they look like clones but longer inspection shows differences. They are leather and rubber-clad, one with chaps that expose pertly muscular, smooth buttocks and a studded, nicely bulging codpiece. The other is bare-chested but for thick chrome neck chains under his tailored jacket. Both have heavy eye make-up and jet-black, wedge-cut hairstyles like those beloved of New Romantic electro groups of the 80’s. 

Indeed, these boys are in a band, although that is all Madam Destiny says on this matter so I don’t know if they are globally renowned or most likely to be seen playing in front of half a dozen misguided devotees in some grotty church hall. 

“This is Castor,” says our host, signalling only vaguely towards the one with the codpiece, so perhaps she is also unsure, “and this is Pollux. They are the only men outside of my marriage that I will let inside me. Sometimes my husband needs to be reminded how easily he can be cuckolded.” 

Drummond squirms in his seat at this but I rather think it is less out of distress and more out of keen anticipation for what is to follow. 

“They might look like brothers,” Pauline Destiny continues, “but they are related only by marriage, their wives being identical twins. Castor is also the second cousin of these twins.”

She says the last bit with raised eyebrows and an enigmatic half-smile, as if the fact equals some kind of mystic eroticism rather than simply sounding plain kinky bordering on the incestuous. 

“If they are married,” I say, maybe a tad coldly, “then why are they here?” 

“To serve their Goddess,” snaps Madam Destiny. “To give her what she wishes.” 

Well, I can’t say I would never wish for such things. My puss feels empty. It niggles me always, calling for attention. So often now it yearns for something to fill it. It drives me towards this excitement. I have no way to stop it. Once there were other duties and assumed satisfaction to keep my mind off kinky thoughts. Now that my husband has gone it is like my puss insists on making up for the loss – not just the immediate one, but the years it lost knowing only him when he did not deserve that loyalty. The hot, demanding rushes from my naughty hole come from anger and vengefulness as well as lust. The sight of two youngish sex-minded males, albeit strange and white-skinned ones, is therefore beyond welcome. This potentially has ‘fantasy of a lifetime’ written all over it. Never once after putting on that wedding ring did I believe my existence would include such moments in reality rather than in dreams. No need for that ring now – that’s what I keep telling myself in order to not feel the void. 

“Mental restraint, Anoushka,” she reminds me. “If you wish to stay you will have to do as I ordain. You may leave at any time. There are no binds other than your own force of will, your own self-discipline. You will position yourself as I tell you. There will be no touching – of either us or yourself. There will be no talking. Do as I say and I shall reward you at the end. Finished painting or partially blank canvas: you decide.”

I must say, she does the dominatrix speeches very well. I almost can’t wait to find out what my reward will be. I could well do without Drummond’s unnerving presence but there are two young cocks here and their owners look coldly self-assured in that detached way artists of any medium can, like they are masters of the world. There’s no way they aren’t going to be packing outsized stiffies. Seven-inchers, I reckon, minimum. I’m salivating again. 

“We shall begin here and then commence to the dungeon,” Madam Destiny informs us. I’m not sure I’m the type to ‘commence’ anywhere but I will gladly go along with whatever she has to say right now. Drummond and I are instructed to remain in our seats and keep our hands at our sides. The guys are told to join her on the wide leather sofa. They sit flanking her and she parts her thighs. I assume she will put each guy in turn across her lap but instead they get kisses: hungry, open-mouthed ones with swirling tongues and bitten lips. 

Back and forth she goes between them, leaving her chin and cheeks glistening. Surprisingly, I find it no less of a turn-on than a spanking would have been. Two handsome studs to sit between; the thoughts of what they could do once stiff and raring after this wet passion – what is not to like? Without instruction, almost telepathically, they both put hands that squeeze to her breasts. She does not baulk. There is no censure at all, no interruption of the kissing. Castor, he of the codpiece, slides a sneaky hand down, right between her open thighs, and presses his middle finger against her tightly-covered crotch. I immediately want pressure at my own. My hands almost do it of their own accord but I remember rewards and the stupidity of losing them over such trifles. 

Pollux unzips her top to free her breasts – the first time I have ever seen them, this girl who has given me orgasms on two separate occasions. Tiny dark nipples that I instantly adore poke out from the netting of her stocking. Both lovers are immediately drawn. Lips still wet from hers close over the little points of hardened flesh and cheeks hollow with the sucking. My own nipples harden in sympathetic longing, aching to be free as they press into my tightly laced bodice. I could spill my tits out with practically once deft movement but that would see the end of this show. I steadfastly keep my hands clutching at the seat cushion like she told me to. Teeth that caught her lips between them now nip at her little teats; tongues swirl around them to have her gasping. 

I need to frig myself. I almost shout it out so that she will feel my need and allow it. Except that she would simply laugh at how easily I caved. I would be banished. This is meant to be a lesson in self-discipline and I am practically beaten before it has hardly started. Drummond, sat alongside of me, is making a much better fist of it. He has barely flinched although he is sporting an eye-popping bulge at his groin. How can such a one as he come to pack such a weapon? I’m practically dribbling – I nearly have to punch him for causing this mortifying reaction of my salivary glands! 

Madam Destiny drags them from her bosom by the hair, ordering them to their feet as she stays sitting before them. They stand with backs to me, Castor’s dimpled butt giving me a taunting lengthways grin. She is visible to me between those two sets of male thighs, licking at her lips, her eyes bright with desire. The thong-back of Castor’s codpiece loops outwards from his crack as his underwear is tugged down. Her smile of delight is wide, almost feral. Pollux is next. Within seconds I see that he has not troubled to don underwear. His tight trousers get swiftly undone and seized at the sides so they may be hauled past his erection. I see her flinch slightly as it springs out at her face. Her near-gurgles of pleasure tell me these are no standard stiff cocks side by side, inches from her joyously open mouth. Oh, let me see them! 

Her hands come up and I can see that she is stroking them both at once, sizing them up, ready to feast. God, to just be able see how wide her grip has to be on their solid lengths of thick meat! I have umpteen times gawped with delight at porn-star cocks on my computer screen and I know my face then looks like hers does now. Castor is the chosen one. Her face goes out of view, blocked by his backside as she leans across to him. Her ecstatic, full-mouthed moan and the slight sinking of his knees tell me that she has engulfed him with deep greed. His hands clench but stay at his side. That weak fuck Lionel couldn’t manage this simple self-discipline, nor could Samson. She gorges but she is in control. 

Pollux does not have to wait long for his turn and her moan of delight is just as loud. I need to see. I need to watch them stuff her dirty mouth. I want to see their shafts thick-wet with her spit and red-smeared from her lipstick. What would it gain me to break rank now? I’d get the sight of them but not the feel inside. I would be sent away. What if I overruled her; merely kicked her aside and ordered them to dance to my tune? But these are no snivelling slaves like Drummond, easy to abuse and shape. They know how to play a composed game, a longer game that brings the rewards. Don’t any of these fuckers understand what I’m capable of? 

“Close your eyes, Anoushka,” says the Mistress, her face once more appearing between the guys’ thighs, a dribble of wet down her chin, “and then come towards me. When I say stop you are to kneel. Keep your eyes closed until I tell you or it will be over.” 

I’m obeying her pronto, sliding from my seat and shuffling forward on my knees, forgetting in my urgency to prowl their way like a sexy, in-control cougar. She stops me – at a guess, since my eyes are obediently closed – mere feet from where she sits. I can smell the leather and latex of the guys’ outfits. Their bare cocks will be within reach. My heart is pounding. I hear her rise and then feel her kneel beside me to my right, our shoulders touching. 

“Remember, keep those eyes tight shut, Anoushka. I will be watching. And keep that mouth closed too. Press your lips together and keep them like that.”

I am almost quivering with need. Spent air comes in quick blasts from my nostrils. I don’t sound like a goddess. I doubt I look much like one either. In my mind’s eye we girls each have a ready cock right in front of us. I am sure I can smell the scent of leaching prick. The spit gathers in readiness behind my pressed-together lips. 

“Rub your cock all over her face,” she says. I don’t know who this is to but if the guys have not swapped places I imagine it is Castor. I’m still thinking this when it hits my cheek. It shocks me but I manage to keep eyes and mouth shut. I have never been slapped by a cock before. It comes again, crushing the inside of my cheek to my teeth and causing a light, dirty-sounding slap. Then the press stays, warm to my skin. I can feel the pulse of him, the heat of pumping blood. I can feel the utter stiffness. I have to say, although it is wonderful, this shaft pressed to me, it doesn’t feel huge. It doesn’t feel like the Queen of Pleasure made flesh pressing at me.

Then I hear her greedy guzzling again, her moans of satisfaction. I don’t have to look to know that she is not getting the same teasing treatment as me. She has Pollux in her mouth. Her slurps are not subtle. The prick at my face is guided methodically across it, a wet tip sliding in its own pre-come trail over my lips, up over my nose and across each eye, across my forehead and over the cheeks in turn, trying not to let any bit of skin go untouched. All the while I long for it, driven crazy with hunger by her slurps and moans. I used to fellate my husband with some enthusiasm. I never thought I would see the day when I was willing to beg to gorge upon a cock. 

Then the press at my shoulder goes and before I know it I have both erections at my face, two tips tracing journeys, two stiff lengths slapping my cheeks and lips. Again, this new one feels swollen enough to burst but not massive. How is it that Drummond seems to be the only man alive to pack the kind of cock I see so often on my computer screen? Still, it takes everything – everything – to keep my hands beneath me and not reach up to grasp them, to tug them furiously, to force them one at a time and even together into my begging mouth. I am almost screaming my frustration when she orders them off me. 

I hear movement around me – perhaps more clothes coming off, I’m not sure. I sense someone back beside me although there is no contact this time. Then I hear the slurps of delicious cock-sucking again. She is insatiable! But could I stop myself? She hasn’t had Castor yet and he will certainly need a turn. The noises are so rude. They give a perfect mental picture of deeply sucked prick. His sighs tell of her good technique. 

“Open your eyes now, Anoushka,” she purrs. 

I obey instantly and my mouth falls open too. She is pressed cheek to cheek with Pollux but it is his mouth engulfing half of Castor’s prick. The sight almost has me coming. It is a bigger threat to my ability to restrain myself even than the feel of a cock sliding across my lips. The slave does it with huge enthusiasm and the erection looks delicious, with the pronounced upward curve of the shaft and the exposed smooth head, all covered in glistening saliva and rigid fit to burst. She makes me watch. She takes turns herself and keeps her taunting, lust-bright eyes on mine all the time. If she gave me permission to frig now, if she teasingly waved a dildo at me and told me that using it would mean foregoing the bliss of these cocks inside me later, I’m still not sure I could stop myself from taking it, even with Drummond in the room. I am at the very point of giving in to my fingers when she orders a change. 

“Worm, take her downstairs to the dungeon and put her in the box with you. Anoushka, go with my husband now.”

That’s all she says. I am almost in a trance of longing as I get off my knees and allow her pathetic, massively crotch-bulging husband to show me downstairs. I can’t even register that I’m to be put inside a box. She could have told him to set me on fire and I’d still have gone down there with him. The box is a rectangular one in clear Perspex. It is maybe three feet high and wide and double that in length. It has three circles a foot in diameter cut in spaces lengthways in the top plane. This is for heads to poke out of, or for rude things to be stuck through; there is always good reason for any feature of specialist BDSM equipment. 

Spotlights shine on the box leaving the periphery of the dungeon in darkness. All the action will happen here. I can’t think of any other situation when I would be willing to get in there with this horrible man but I am doing it. The whole side facing me opens as a door and I crouch down and ease myself in, feet first. He follows behind and closes up. There is just enough room to sit side by side but I instead use my spiked heels to force him into as little space at the other end as he can fit into. I hear his wife’s heels on the stairs. Thank heavens she hasn’t made me wait long, although constriction in here might see me driven mad before those cocks can get inside me. 

I already know much of what could happen here and tremble because of it. I’ve watched the videos. Two men, at least one of whom shows bisexual tendencies, plus one woman: it gets the imagination racing. I cannot turn easily to witness their arrival but they come round so that they are visible in front of me. Clothes have been removed in readiness. Madam Destiny has shed her hot pants and top to stand in boots and body stocking. I have my first view of her juicy, vulgarly fat-lipped cunt. It is gorgeous. You could eat it for hours. The body-stocking is crotchless so there would be nothing to hinder you. Again, I don’t know how I stop myself from sliding my hand down my skin-tight leggings. The boys are still proudly cock-swollen. Pollux is nude whilst Castor retains his chaps and boots. Both have chrome bars through their nipples. Both are going to let me watch them have the time of their lives. 

“Remember, you do not touch any of us. You do not make a sound,” threatens the stern-faced Mistress, bending forward across the box so that her breasts, held back by the stocking, hang through the central hole cut in the top. She is serious now because a fucking is coming her way. Castor is behind her immediately, reaching down between her thighs. Her face tells me his fingers have found her wet snatch. Pollux is there too, sucking upon index and middle finger and reaching behind her too. She gasps and curses and I know these too have slid home. 

I won’t be able to see much of this, clear Perspex or otherwise. Angles will prevent it. Hard boxes are not the best or most comfortable places for sex. My imagination will have to conjure the images and it will do, for sure. It will be as much about the sounds, the faces screwed up from the extreme sensations, the rapture. She is fucked first by Castor, bent over like this. If I crouch down I can see his balls swinging back and forth and slapping against her. There is going to be no modesty from me. I will gawp with the best of them, fight Drummond for the optimum position, however it makes me look. When Castor has had his fair share he pulls out to give his bandmate a turn, climbing up to sit atop the box, his bare ass through the circle above where my head has just been and will now be again. He is right there. I want to do the rudest thing I can think of doing – something so beneath any goddess. I want to lick him there. I want to take his hanging balls into my mouth and suck on them but I daren’t, because then I will be ejected and thus miss what I know is coming. 

She sucks him. I see his balls churn in their sack. He sucks him. Then he repositions, sliding on his back so that the butt now pops through the central cut-out. She clambers up, squatting astride him. I can see the spiked heels of her shoes from below. I can’t see the entry but I hear her long, low moan. My hips are bucking involuntarily, my puss silently shrieking for such fulfillment. She rides him, gasping and cursing with joy. Drummond’s face is puce. I might almost feel sorry for him if I gave even the tiniest fuck. 

She comes off him and I catch a glimpse of her cunt, open and saturated. Then Pollux climbs on and I can’t help but let loose a whimper. I hadn’t expected quite this, quite so soon. My heart is almost running out of my chest. He does just as his Mistress did, squatting and forcing himself down onto the erection, the pain and thrill etched onto his face. He places hands on his friend’s chest and rises and falls, riding that stiff, curved cock. Madam Destiny is there to smile cruelly down at me. She has got me beaten and beside myself again, there are no two ways about it. 

So the fantasy is made real, right above me. I can press an eye right to the top of the box so that only half an inch of Perspex separates me from their fuck. I can poke my head out as she lies there on her back with legs apart and smell her cum flowing from her. I can smell her again as that sexy backside drops down through the hole at the end. I get to partially see them sinking their cocks into her: Pollux in the conventional hole, Castor in the tighter one, taking turns. I get to see them both inside her at once, stretching her to limits I cannot begin to imagine. I get to see Pollux face down, cock and balls stuck inside the box through the central cut-out as Castor lies on top and enters him. I nearly suck on that cock. I think Drummond nearly does too.

I get to see her with a long, thin strap-on making Castor take some of his own medicine – first merely bent over the box, then when he is lying atop his friend, inside him. Then there is a variation of this with her in the middle. I am almost delirious by this point. My puss feels as melted as the ice beneath Samson’s feet the day he died. I don’t think she cares about me anyway. The box was here for Drummond and I just happened to muscle my way in. She just played along and let me see how powerless I am in comparison to her. She climaxes over and over again and I am not even allowed to touch myself. I daren’t now for fear of missing out, which might kill me on the spot. 

The one saving grace is that the guys are not yet spent. She must be finished soon; they have fucked every bit of strength out of her, demonstrating incredible resilience. And then suddenly it is happening. With a grunt, Castor slides out of her behind and forces his erection down through the hole at the centre. The cuckolded husband, hunched where I pushed him, must know what is required of him and quickly goes onto all fours, right into the firing line, eyes closed tight, taking the copious bursts of seed to the face. With it still dripping off his chin, the Mistress uses her last strength to deliver him the ultimate blow, doing something I did not think a goddess would deign to agree to and allowing Pollux to finish in her mouth. 

She sits slumped against the box, her chest heaving, her head turned so I can see the delirium there. I am edgy, panicked, fearing for what is left for me, but then I have never gone from this place without her giving me a huge climax. The men will recover. I just have to hang on. They are going, picking themselves up to get a drink perhaps, to get hard at the thought of using me next in the same way. She rises and goes into the shadows briefly. I can barely see her. Then her voice is behind me, still throaty with lust. 

“Drummond, you are to stay in the box and not look at Anoushka. You are not to move until you are sure she has left the dungeon. Do you understand? When you do you may come to see me in my private chamber. Anoushka, you have done exceedingly well. I never thought you could show such self-restraint. Here is your reward.”

A single dull thud comes from a swift, hard contact against the side of the box I’m leaning back upon. I swivel round to see but I can’t quite tell what is going on and in the end I crawl out of the box and onto weak legs to register what she has done for me. The answer almost has me shrieking. Suckered to the door of the plastic box is a dildo. That is all I get: one fattish but slightly limp latex cock to ride. She knows of the indignity of having to do such a thing, how ungoddess-like it would be to be so full of unquenched lust to have to pull down my rubber leggings and force myself back onto this toy, riding it like a wanton bitch whilst her husband squatted a few feet away. I mean, how the hell could she think I could bring myself to do it? I could frickin kill her for this, for the insult and the trickery! 

I do it, of course – ride the dildo I mean, not kill her. I can’t prevent it happening, despite the shame burning me. It is inside me before the sound of her heels on the stairs has left my ears. She has done me again but there is no way around it. I just have to hope Drummond does what he is told and keeps his eyes shut. But would you? I can’t even see him, bare ass stuck out towards him as I am, whimpering and trembling as the thick rubber fills me and the nasty red cloud takes me over. I daren’t look over my shoulder to confirm what I know no one would be strong enough to avoid doing. 

“You better not look at me, you fucking shrimp,” I warned him, but my leggings were already round my thighs and the dildo at my entrance and I was forcing myself back upon it. My noises shame me further. I sound more wantonly desperate than ever, more like a fuck-pig. Even if he had wanted to obey his wife the sounds coming from both ends of me will force him to look my way. He will see it all. I am showing him my everything. 

“Don’t you fucking look,” I gasp, pointlessly. “I’m going to make you pay for looking. I’m going to take you away from that bitch wife of yours and show you what it is to be fucked by a true goddess! You are going to give yourself to me for having the audacity to see me like this!”

I am gabbling, and in my mind the shame is only slightly eased with the thought of Stark watching me, not Drummond. The reality is going to bring me more dreadful memories than I think I can bear. Thankfully, all of it is soon to be blotted out anyway, because another huge orgasm under this roof is about to break over me, and all my words dry up as I ready myself for the hit and hope I can keep on slapping my backside against the Perspex box with the dildo stuck to it. Will I ever reach orgasm in this house without my cheeks burning and all my dignity scattered? 

I don’t even speak to Madam Destiny on my way out. I have to crawl up the stairs as soon as I can find strength to pull my leggings back up and get out of there with something like a clear head. I don’t look at Drummond. I tell myself he has spontaneously combusted and will take this secret to an early grave. Death solves so much. She is in her private chamber waiting to give him whatever reward he earned for seeing her fucked to kingdom come. The pale average-cocked bandmates have slunk off to be bisexual elsewhere, but they will undoubtedly be doing it with less humiliation running through them than I have. I get in my car, my legs almost too weak to press the pedals, my hands almost too shaky to start the engine. Just as I do, my phone bleeps from the passenger seat, informing me of a message received. I already know it is Mr Anonymous. I have barely any adrenaline left to give but I manage some. 

I am going to beat your arse with my long, stiff cock, his message reads. I am almost crying with shame and a desire I cannot seem to sate.


Chapter Ten

Hot Yacht Action

The wake is held on a luxury yacht moored in the swankiest of marinas. It meant the bereaved having to drag ourselves an hour through traffic from the church to get here, which doesn’t smack of convenience. The whole thing was shanghaied by a senior partner at Samson’s firm, apparently to aid in giving the deceased the send-off he deserved, but more likely so that the senior partner could show off what a tremendously wealthy and tasteful fuckstrocity he truly is. There is no champagne here, goddamit – maybe adjudged a tad too celebratory for a funeral. I settle for vin of the blanc variety since they aren’t even doing cocktails. What kind of a shitmungus party is this senior partner throwing?

Heidi looks gaunt and ashen, nothing like the girl I have in mind when I lie in bed. I sincerely hope she gets herself back to normality soon. This current ugly phase is most distracting. If she is not going to be the pussy-itcher I have come to know and love, what will be the point of her as a friend? Indeed, there are others around our circle with the same wicked sense of humour – that haughty Persian lady married to Gregor, for instance, with her nice plump ass built for spanking. She does have quite a big nose, though. Is this something I could make myself look beyond? 

Pippa is all of a fluster, hands clenching at her sides, constantly gripping thin air. She wants to be involved because it’s a social function and that’s what she does. She probably can’t believe they haven’t smuggled some champers on board either. They should have a secret stash up in the quarterdeck, whatever the fuck one of those is. She has no words for Heidi to help remove that look of brokenness. She just wants to absorb herself in either busyness or fizzy alcohol to fend off the bigger picture, to avoid having to ponder the internal void funerals give to so many, forcing a forlorn search for answers to that burning question raised by death: what meaning do any of our lives have? 

The answer is, of course, SEX. Look no further. We are here to procreate, that is all, to ensure the continuation of our species. This is why nature made the feelings we get from sex the most intensely enjoyable that we can know. It makes us want to do it. Nature makes no bones about this. Anyone who ever uses the phrase ‘better than sex’ is not doing it right at all. Some might argue that we are also here to appreciate nature in its other forms – beauty, music, art and such like, that we are here to appreciate emotion, particularly love and happiness. However, these appreciative abilities known only to mankind are merely a by-product of the most advanced brain on the planet. As is boredom – the thing that underpins our need to find things such as music and art to appreciate. No one needs anything to appreciate sex. It is a gratification beyond all others that we know, there for us all.

Love, incidentally, is merely nature’s way of setting your sights on someone it wishes you to have sex with. It is its way of fooling us into staying with someone in order to briefly create a stable environment to afford any children sired the best protection and nurturing, so that they may grow to create more children. It is nothing higher than that – a chemical dupe. It fooled me for sure; over half my life it fooled me, but now I know better. Nature cannot discern between sex for procreation and sex for recreation, nor does it care. That is our look-out. It just drives the need to ensure it happens. And, because we have such fabulously developed brains, we can add whatever eroticism we like, enhancing limitlessly the already wonderful feelings that nature has gifted us. 

Money is an invention of those who knew how best to profit from it. Morals are an invention of those able to use their greater intelligence to stay above those of lesser intelligence. The rich and powerful are in the minority so they found ways to keep themselves above the sea of jealousy below. Do not kill me or rob from me, or you will pay in spades. Keep your hands off any woman I tell you to, keeping them clean for me. Don’t even think about coveting my ox, for just the thought is punishable too. Just stay as you are, without complaint, and let me get on unhindered with my far superior life. Dream, by all means, of greater rewards for suffering in silence. Think of bigger pictures whilst I happily gorge. 

Life has no meaning; we are just intelligent enough to believe that it must have, to make sense of us having this intelligence in the first place. But that intelligence is just a by-product of us striving to maintain ourselves as a species. Odd that it hasn’t given so many of us the intelligence to realise that all we are here for is procreation. Emotion, appreciation of aesthetics, art and music, the ability to philosophise – these are just add-ons allowable because of our developed brains. Life isn’t even about love – and there was me thinking that it was. If you want a meaning then make it about mankind’s ability to create and enjoy happiness in all its forms, even the ones supposed to be sinful. Make it about our almost magical ability to enjoy sex way beyond its primary function. 

Look for higher reasons if you must, but you will just be here looking as defeated as Heidi, searching for any meaning to one’s life other than to be an excuse for a get-together with some drinks when you die. I’m telling you sex is our reason to be. If when someone died you had the right to fuck his wife at the funeral – or, if she was too old, her daughter, or her niece, or that hunky nephew of hers – if someone’s passing was the signal for a free-for-all for everyone to fuck spouses or relatives of the deceased, then I promise you they would be sought-after events. There would be none of this weird maudlin searching incomprehension that goes on now, no tears. People would be sizing up your tasty relatives just waiting for you to pop your clogs. People would be meeting fatal ‘accidents’ all over the place. No one would get past forty, less still reach the age when they were no longer capable of doing what we are here to do. If society deemed that funerals were merely to grant anyone who had dreamt of sex with the beautiful wife or husband of the just departed free rein to do just that, you see how much of a fuck people gave for sorrow then. 

I can’t see Heidi maintaining that slapped-ass visage if four or five of the well-dressed sporty hunks here were stood in a line with huge erections in hand, waiting to give them to her. They would too. There must be half a dozen, ten, twenty men here, even those supposedly happily married, who would gladly get inside her if she was looking as good as I have seen her and if they thought they could get away with it. That is their way, their instinct. They can love you and forget you in a moment if someone else seems better for them at any given time. They know this from the start, even when they say their vows. Keeping him happy might not even be enough.

The extent of a man’s love is bounded by how much you fit his ideal. You can try to be the best for him but that might not be good enough, nor will he tell you what his idea of ‘best’ is. A female might think that love is a gift to give to the deserving and to never be squandered, but a man has an urge to procreate. Once unfaithful you are already doomed. He is tainted always, bound to do the same; in spirit he does it constantly. His love becomes mere fondness and dependence – and that won’t keep his cock in his pants. Females have to fight just to stop this indifferent eye-wandering from their male. Are they worth this? To keep their eyes on you it seems you must rule them, dominate them, force them to look nowhere beyond you. If they cannot be ruled our dream of them is gone, and what use are they to us then? 

Death solves so much. But I shouldn’t myself to wallow in such thoughts whilst surrounded by all these people trying to have a good time. I am prone to them and they weaken me. I let the resentment boil towards those who would take my one life and make a charade of it; who run when they could stay and make it right, make me right. That is the meaning of life if you want one: to go against all self-serving human instinct and exist entirely for someone else, always, to let them know what it is that makes them such a magnet, that will keep you wanting to be there always and never look beyond them. Devote yourself only to another and mankind becomes a species fitting to dominate this incredible planet. Putting yourself first makes you just part of the problem, and it is a problem that needs to be eradicated. 

Speaking of people being there, I spy Lionel, that avid collector of Swiss francs. I get a little flutter inside, plus a now familiar tingle in the cooch department, despite our less than glorious one sexual encounter. Still, my character is nothing if not contradictory. He is good-looking in a debonair way and more importantly he is making eyes at me, demonstrating that I am his sole focus. He is in a smart black suit but his shirt is open at the neck and there is no tie, black or otherwise. I didn’t see him during the service. It takes a special kind of disregard to not make a funeral but manage to be there for the wake. I like his style. 

However, he still needs a lesson in control. There must be countless places on this yacht I could take him and fuck him without interruption. Gripping chrome railings whilst being serviced from behind, for instance, the calm water glinting below you. Riding atop the stainless steel surfaces of the galley; washed rude fruit and vegetables abounding and the finest oils in tall glass pourers always within reach; utensils hanging or sheathed in blocks to be grabbed and used upon prone flesh; the juicy swollen clit to suck of one of the maids, lest she face being thrown overboard. Lashed to the deck over some canvas-covered hatch and under the sun; rough binds at the wrists and ankles; all those coils around you and knots that you cannot begin to fathom; bodies emerging one after another from down below. 

My mind fills with these things, swirling around like an internal whirlwind. Why are they not being done? Everyone is here in their finery, upholding their pretence of respect. But alcohol is being absorbed and delicious bites taken and naughty asides are going on, leers given. A celebration of life they say, so why not stop this nonsense and celebrate by showing that one grasps the meaning of this life? A martini glass in one hand, held at the stem between delicate, painted-nail fingers; a rigid cock in the other, hot against the palm, straining the grip; scarlet-red lips open and wet, dying to guzzle upon each in turn. That should be everywhere. This room, each room of this plush shagging vessel, should be hot and steamy and smelling of sex right now, filled with squelches and moans and the wonderful sounds of slapping flesh. That is the truest way to send off a man who used to fuck without any semblance of regard or regret. 

I move away from Heidi so that Lionel can make an approach. He does so immediately. 

“You knew Samson well enough to go to his wake but not well enough to wear a tie?” I ask. 

“I confess I did not know him that well. I have been on business elsewhere, and took the opportunity to drop by. I flew in only this morning. I needed to meet with Patrick. Patrick was here; I came here. Samson was a pleasant enough fellow but I can’t pretend I have enough feeling for him to mourn.”

“I admire your honesty. If you had given me any bullshit about what a great guy the deceased was I might have had to slap you.”

“You like the thought of slapping, I think,” he says with a thin smile. Last time he saw me he saw the mark of Madam Destiny’s cane upon my rump.

“I like the thought of men doing what I tell them,” I snap back. “If I remember rightly, you proved something of a disappointment.” 

That last word is going to jar him for sure. Men like him don’t enjoy having their macho pride dented. I see his eyes flicker a little, a sign that I hit home. He breathes in and considers his come-back, trying to look unbowed. 

“I was perhaps overcome by your beauty, Madame.”

That’s not bad. Humility and flattery rolled into one. No bristling ego. Maybe he understands now what I want from him. 

“Last time I saw you I said that when you are prepared to do exactly what I want then you should call me. I haven’t received any call.”

“I have not been in this country until now, Madame. More importantly, you did not give me a number to call, or I would have.”

That’s much better. There is sincerity in the eyes, no smirk to suggest he thinks this is a game that will end up with him gripping me by the hair and spurting into my mouth. 

“Obedience is a state of mind, Lionel. I don’t think you have it in you to apply yourself the way I require.”

“Remember, you are addressing a man who happily kissed your boots,” he says, in French this time, to thwart eavesdroppers. 

“The thought of me in stiletto heels still dominates your thoughts?”

“It does, Madame.”

“And the thought of my bare ass bent over in front of you has you wanting to be my slave?” I have joined him speaking his mother tongue now so that I can do it plainly and avoid whispering. 

“It does, Madame.” 

“Then perhaps I need a visit from you very soon.”

“Regrettably I have a flight out at eight this evening. I have a meeting in Frankfurt tomorrow that cannot be missed.”

“That still gives you this afternoon. The airport is easily within an hour of my house. You will be flying business class, no doubt, so you need not be there much before your departure time. What else were you planning to do today?”

“I was going to stay here, talk with Patrick. We have things it would be convenient to discuss.”

I have to think on my feet but my mind is alive and diamond in its clarity. 

“Where is your luggage and how did you get here?” I ask. 

“I hired a car at the airport which is parked outside. My case is in the car.” 

“Then you will talk to Patrick now. You will not tell him of our proposed meeting. As soon as you are done you will leave and check into the Quay Hotel opposite. It is very exclusive so you needn’t worry. You will freshen up there and then make your way to Patrick’s house. Be there by four. My man will be waiting outside for you. If I am satisfied that you have not mentioned anything about this to Patrick – and believe me I will easily find out – then my man will escort you back to mine. I will give you the fuck of your life and then we will eat. Then you can go catch your plane, if you still think that meeting so important.”

He gives me wry smile.

“That is quite a set of instructions. Would it not be simpler if we both spent the afternoon at the Quay Hotel?”

I put my serious face back on, flashing some anger his way. 

“Simpler for you, Monsieur, but this is not about your convenience. This is a test to see if you are willing to follow my instructions to the letter. I am someone you must earn. You have your phone on you, I presume?”

“Madame, I always have my phone on me.”

“Then give it to me.”

“With respect, I am a man of business and much of my business is done via my phone.”

“Then it will be an incentive for you to come and get it from me later. I am going to use your phone to film myself sticking my fingers deep inside my luscious, hot cunt. It will be something for you to watch when you are pining for me. You have yet to see my cunt, as I recall. I guarantee you it is not to be missed.”

I see the flush in his cheeks as he wordlessly reaches inside his jacket to produce his phone. 

“No indeed, Madame,” he says, the desire for me written all over his face.

“Four o’clock outside Patrick’s. Don’t be late.” 

I ought to be back by Heidi’s side in her hour of need but one cannot say dramatically sexy things like that to a man and then stick around. Anyway, I need to prepare. I leave without making my excuses and head down the gang plank and back onto dry land. I am pointing the key at the Maserati when Inspector Stark comes out of nowhere. I’m not sure if the fizz inside is just shock at seeing him or a pang of subconscious delight. 

“I didn’t have you down as one to skulk in car parks,” I tell him. He doesn’t offer me a smile of greeting. He has that usual searching, intense look in his eyes, as if ready to undo me should I let my guard down for a second. It makes my legs tremble a little, and I thought I was so strong now. 

“I was at the funeral but didn’t wish to intrude,” he tells me, his voice deep and clear, penetrating and going to the heart of me as it always does. “There is still an element of suspicion hanging over the death so I wanted to make sure everything and everyone was OK – you included, Mrs Van Peer. I followed on down here since I will need to have words with your friend at some point. You are leaving?”

“Yes. There is only so much grief and solemnity I can take at present. Fresh wounds and so forth.”

“I understand. I should like to talk with you soon too, if possible.” 

I feel caught out and edgy, no doubt because of my plans for Lionel. However, there is an urge to stay with this man rather than run.

“Yes, of course,” I smile as if nonchalant, “but could we not do it somewhere a little more salubrious than the docks – perhaps over a coffee or a drink or some such?”

“As enchanting as that sounds, I am afraid it would be considered most unprofessional of me to fraternise socially with anyone considered a suspect in a murder enquiry.”

Has he just given me the brush off? The bastard! 

“I am a suspect?”

“Everybody who is on that boat is a suspect. Anybody who has any connection with the dead man and who cannot account for their whereabouts on the afternoon of Friday 12th is a suspect. Can you account for your whereabouts that afternoon, Mrs Van Peer?”

“I have no idea what I was doing.”

“Then that’s not much of an alibi, is it?” 

“Well I do apologise, Inspector, but I wasn’t aware I would need an alibi. If you could be so kind as to ring me in advance of any murders being committed within your jurisdiction then I shall make sure to have one, just in case I am asked. Otherwise you detectives shall have to understand that I do not go about making detailed notes of all my activities and precisely when they took place, just on the off-chance that I might be asked what I was doing at any given time. My life is not structured for that. Also, as a single woman, I am often in places, doing things that cannot be corroborated by anyone else. Where were you last night after you left work?” 

“This is not about where I was at any time.”

“Why not? Is there no such thing as a corrupt policeman?”

“I was at home.”

“All evening, all night?”

“Yes.”

“Can anyone corroborate this?”

“No, they cannot.” 

“Does it make you a liar?”

“It makes me more difficult to eliminate from any ongoing murder enquiries regarding that time.”

I don’t care about murder enquiries. I’m more interested in the fact that he was alone. 

“So what about the night before, and the night before that?”

“What of them?”

“Were you alone then too?”

“Yes, Mrs Van Peer, I was alone.”

“And the night before, and the night before that?”

“You point is well made, Mrs Van Peer. It seems we are neither of us doing a very good job of eliminating ourselves from any enquiries.” 

The flutter inside is turning to a persistent buzz. This is different from talking to the likes of Lionel. With the Swiss I feel in control now. I feel surges of joy from the power I can wield. This detective inspires a different set of emotions. With him there is always uncertainty, always a sizzle of nerves. It makes me feel somehow young. It enlivens the spirit. 

“Clearly, Inspector, we are both in need of someone with us at these times to help corroborate our story.” 

My eyebrows are raised saucily as I say this. He nods gently, as if giving the words due consideration.

“It has to be someone trustworthy, though,” he says. “It would have to be a person whose word could be trusted implicitly.”

“Like a policeman’s?” 

There is a pause, just the merest flicker of a smile.

“Well, that is certainly one option.”

He tries not to let that smile show in his eyes, show he is opening up to me. My belly is alive with excitement. I feel like I have him again.

“Ah, Inspector Stark, if only it wasn’t frowned upon for you to fraternise with suspects, I think it could have solved our little problem for the both of us. Now, I really must be going.”

And I am! It’s my turn to deal out the brush-offs and I’m wearing a face of triumph, although my pussy is snarling at the rest of me and calling me a stupid, selfish bitch. Yes, this control thing can be fun, but it can feel desperately counter-productive too. Still – things to do, Lionels to tame. I zoom off, leaving the policeman standing for once. I sight him in my rear-view, monitoring my departure. The former clarity of my mind has been compromised by this second conversation. My brain fuzzes and clouds, throbs a little. Thoughts of the sharp man threaten to dominate when I need them to go away. I pull into a lay-by to try and clear my head of him. 

For some reason I know Lionel’s phone will help regain my focus. The messages have been stacking up for him even in the short time I have been in possession of it. Fortunately, he had the grace to switch it to silent during the wake, so I have not been pestered by constant beeping. That might have equalled a phone versus open-car-window losing battle. Most of the texts are business-related. But there are others too, from single-named females and of an amorous nature, some in languages I don’t know well enough to get the precise detail, just the hint of them. One arrives even as I am studying the phone, from a female texting in German. If I sprechen-ed my Deutsch any more proficiently I would have replied to her in very uncompromising terms. She is who he will be seeing tomorrow, no doubt. 

It is a special kind of jealousy to not particularly have much feeling for someone other than basic physical attraction, yet to feel a burn inside from knowing they will be sleeping with someone other than you very soon. It makes me want to hate him yet triumph over all these unknown others at the same time. It is almost unbearable that he hasn’t come on his hands and knees to me and forsaken all others to declare himself my slave. Totally unreasonable, since we have had such little contact, but nonetheless a resentment that is difficult to shift. 

I had already begun forming my plan whilst talking to Lionel so I build on this and gradually force Inspector Stark almost entirely from my mind. Best he stay in there somewhere, though, just to remind me of the consequences for not thinking everything through with absolute precision. I phone ahead to Bertrand, telling him to be at the house on my return. He is. I go to my safe and take out a thick wad of notes. I always have cash in fair quantities in the house now, since it is the currency of those wishing to remain untraceable. I explain Bertrand’s mission to him in plain terms, as if I am merely asking him to go buy me some fruit. Actually, what I tell him is he must take the Evoque and escort a certain Swiss gentleman back here and then go straight out again to find himself a prostitute. 

“You have association with such girls, I trust?” I ask him, without any sign of judgment on my face. He just looks back at me in that same rather surly, mocking, offensive way of his. Of course he has association with such girls. Do flamingos crap prawns? His job is to find a red-head, specifically one who is not shaved down below. He is to take her to any room he wishes and use Lionel’s phone to film her masturbating. He is not to capture her face or any parts of her body that might lead to identification – tattoos and so forth. She is not to speak, merely to masturbate while he films her for a good minute or so. After that he can do as he wishes and get his money’s worth. He takes the phone and secretes it in his pocket and leaves me without another word. No questions asked, not even a questioning look. It strikes me that in him I have not just a handyman but a henchman. 

I guess there isn’t much need to quiz me since there isn’t much to know – simply that while Lionel is with me in the throes of my passion, his phone will be elsewhere filming mystery girls who might be anyone. Anyone with ginger hair, that is. Well, Inspector Stark did make quite a big thing about having an alibi and things like this can’t hurt, can they? I wonder what the detective would make of my bedroom now, with the harness hanging ready to receive its first guest. I have tried it, obviously. I have suspended myself and tested the possibilities. I have done it naked but for fabulous stiletto heels, at night, with the lights of the room on full and glaring. You can lose yourself to fantasy so easily when held within it. You can push your limits of self-discipline to those that would impress even Madam Destiny – and my, what rapture when you finally give yourself your treat.

Lionel needs to be slayed immediately. Mentally, I mean, not actually. He is perhaps the richest man I can count as a proper acquaintance, not that he particularly knows me at all; at least I had the grace to Google him. He is used to bedding gorgeous women. His instincts are predatory and passion to him is ruthless. He finds me sexy for sure but this will always be a tenuous grip. To strengthen it one must capture his mind. He has come on me but not in me and that will be the thing that drives him here today. That will be my chance to seize. I have to force all those other girls from his thoughts in that instant. Doing so will mean he will come back to me, that he will jet from wherever just for the chance of an hour at my feet. That is when you know you are the best, when you know that the likes of German Lottie of the racy texts – who may be half my age for all I know and with the tightest, cutest pussy on the planet – are nothing in his mind compared to you. 

The Catwoman costume it must be. Inspired by Madam Destiny’s devil suit it is all shining PVC and with a full head mask so that the hair is concealed. This was always the wise choice. Stray hairs can be left behind. It doesn’t matter here at home but it was just plain foolish to go to Sampson’s bolt-hole and potentially leave such evidence. The boots I’ve chosen to partner it are extreme, in shining black that finishes at the ankle, and with huge platforms and heels. They are proper fetish works of cordwaining art, no question. They must give me half a foot extra in height and I certainly won’t be sprinting anywhere in them. Fortunately, I need only to teeter around my bedroom, looking unforgettable. Lionel is going to come in his Calvin’s when he sees me, which might mean he can keep better control of himself this time. 

The catsuit gives me a sense of impenetrability. The dildo I wear strapped to my waist will imbue him with quite the opposite feeling. What else happens I am yet to decide. There won’t be much romance going on but does any rich man care for such things other than as a tedious aside to getting his target into bed? And what of me – what am I hoping to get from all this? I was once all for romance but that smacks of a hollow charade now. I have had the beauty and exhilaration of it ripped from me. There won’t be any candles lit around my room, although the instinct is to do so. There might not even be any kissing. He is handsome, fit of body and wears wonderfully tailored suits, but I only have the urge to bypass this. It’s like I want to screw up and throw away all the good parts I used to love about being in love because it just reminds me of the lie. I just want to jump straight into the fire, in case I am hoodwinked again. Afterwards the fire must be dowsed instantly, as if it never burnt at all, driven quickly from the mind to stop it catching hold. 

So he comes to me and I swell with the pride. There is no Esmerelda today so Bertrand shows him to my room before leaving to find himself an alibi whore. My slave’s expression doesn’t betray him too much, barely a flicker as he takes in the harness hanging from my ceiling and the ready-greased dildo at my waist, but then the best businessmen always possess the best poker faces. I can see the eyes are bright with desire, so I know I have him where I want him. I have taken the trouble to pour us a glass of cognac each, but this will be all that counts as a pleasantry. My body feels like I am plugged into the mains. The anticipation of fucking him, of possessing him and leaving him utterly breathless, is going to overtake me like wildfire. 

This is the mood that will drive the moment: this feeling of urgency and potency; this need to almost burst into flames of dirty passion. This will wipe out those years of patient, loyal tenderness wasted. This will make me sure he never has eyes for any other woman again – not even the velvet-cunted Lottie who purrs in German for his attentions. 

“Drink your drink, Lionel. Let the warmth of it slide down your throat. You look like you have come here to do exactly as I ask.”

“I have, Madame.”

“But you want to be inside me, I can tell.”

“Oui, Madame, I cannot lie.” 

“I give that reward only to people who have earned it,” I say. 

And to people who betray me and use me and let me down with impunity, but I won’t tell him that.

“I understand this, Madame.”

“I will have been inside you before you get to be in me. If this is something your male pride cannot countenance, then leave now. I shall give you this one and only chance.” 

I feel weak-legged, having not really planned this bit of brinkmanship, but he is standing his ground and looking earnestly into my eyes. 

“Perhaps Madame should order me to silence, so that my male pride is overruled and can give no objection.”

Now that, my unashamed Swiss cheat, is a very good idea, and one I should have thought of. Madam Destiny would have, the patronising bitch! 

“I will commit you to silence when I am ready. First of all, I want you to tell me something. I want you tell me what your most memorable sexual experience has been.”

I don’t know where this comes from. My subconscious clearly wants to hear him say that this, now, is already the most exciting time of his sex-stuffed life. I am almost daring him to say otherwise. 

“Madame is asking me for something I may not be able to give. Many experiences have been memorable – I am not sure there is one that stands above all the rest.” 

“Pick one.” 

His eyes stay on mine. I think I spotted a flash of annoyance there, or at least impatience, but it is not acted upon. He ponders instead. To be in his head now; to be able to see that collage of dirty memories that have coloured his adult life. I need to obliterate all this so that he is left only with me. 

“Once I ejaculated so hard it almost had me passing out. It was in Amsterdam.”

Now that would be something to be remembered for. 

“I have a cock ring for you to wear, which will help with the strength of your erection. It has an attached pouch to confine the balls, which is apparently guaranteed to increase the force of the ejaculation. Tell me more about Amsterdam. It was with your wife I presume?”

“On this occasion it was not.”

No, of course it wasn’t. 

“But it was the most memorable nonetheless?” 

“She was beautiful. She was under me, both of us face down. I stayed still and she rode me from beneath, thrusting upwards into me with incredible stamina. The feel was sensational, both inside her and against me.”

Well, I could do that, for a while at least. Perhaps the stamina is the key. I like forcing this conversation from him, going close enough to clutch him, feeling the growth of his cock within his clothes, knowing he wants it unleashed but forcing him to wait. 

“That doesn’t sound very out of the ordinary,” I say. “Is that the best you can do?”

“The memory was made for me, Madame. It is not one my fantasy contrived. She was an African girl with the most incredible jut to her derrière. It was the colour of a conker, so wonderfully defined and yet softer than any flesh I have felt before or since. I have never witnessed anything more sexually alluring. She was a virgin, the daughter of a tribal leader, and insisted I did not take her flower but entered her anally. She had me pour a mix of honey and warm oils inside her before I penetrated her. I have not had quite this same bliss since. This was the first time I had ever used a girl in this way and I was very impressionable at that young age.”

Well, that’s no good is it? The ass thing I have more than a fancy to do but one thing I cannot be is a beautiful African. I feel decidedly ratty now and shouldn’t have opened this can of worms. I open his zip instead. 

“I don’t want to hear another word from you now, Lionel. Not when I am spanking you or torturing your nipples or using you with this dildo at my waist.”

I can sense the red cloud gathering. I turn and bend in front of him, the shiny fabric like shrink-wrap on my behind. I instruct him to rub his cock against me to get it hard. He presses into my bottom until the blood starts to stiffen him and then finishes the job by sliding his cock in the crack so well defined by my tight costume. This must look fabulous to him. I stay as I am and order him to strip. He hurriedly complies. Gorgeous women in catsuits with their hands on their knees and their round bums stuck out are not to be disobeyed! I get to my knees licking my painted lips but I’m not going to gobble him now however much he sticks his prick out for me. I put the cock ring on him and tighten it enough to see the pulse in his erection. He gasps as I cram his balls into the pouch. I can feel the throb of them against my palm. 

Eagerness grips me and we haven’t got too long anyway, not if he wants to catch his flight. With the lights of my bedroom trained upon him and the gloom of the winter’s evening descending outside, he goes into the harness back first, so that his prick is standing up at me. I put his wrists and ankles through the loops and secure them to prevent him from pulling free. He won’t need to rely on willpower as I did. He is toned and handsome in his nudity, and all mine. The hair at his chest is black but soft, just like my husband’s used to be. I would stroke it while he dozed, once he had used me. Hair smacks of maleness and perhaps all slaves should be shaved, but this is no time to do a Samson on him, not with that ass of his so at my mercy. 

I am sure Madam Destiny would have made this bit last for ages, but then she gets paid by the hour. She would have described in detail all that was about to follow. I find the desire taking me over. I cannot find the control to speak. I am too hungry for that. The foreplay becomes a blur that I am not sure I have much control of. I cannot rake him with my nails because of my gloves, so I pinch instead. I use the cat o’nine tails on his chest and legs, tempering my weight to enliven the skin more than sting it. I use the cane for the first time too, tapping sharply upwards across both his buttocks as they hang down prone. He twists and grunts with each stroke, but he doesn’t speak or show dissention. His cock looks like it might burst. 

I use flicks of my tongue-tip on him. He will see the saliva practically pouring out of my mouth and he will know I am nothing but a desperate hussy bitch. He will always know this about me now, and can use it against me – just like he knows I have been caned before. He must be able to see how hard it is for me not to engulf him now as deeply as I have taken anyone before. But I don’t. My sane side fights against the cloud and gives me just a semblance of clarity. I smother his beating cock with warm lubricant so that my hand slides up and down with almost no friction at all. I smear greased fingers around his crack and then I am in him, forcing a finger up to the last knuckle to wriggle inside. My tongue and hot breath stay at that straining purple tip of his. In his mind he must be screaming for me to sink my open mouth upon him, but still I don’t. 

I readjust his straps and have him bend his knees and bring them upwards. His body moves forward, his undefended ass open for me. I have the dildo in my grip and I guide it to him. The red cloud would have me spit him at once but my softer side recognises that this is a first to be savoured. I do it as if it were the first time it was done for me. I ease forward, imagining the press there, the tightening in defence and then the capitulation. I see in his grimace the white pain of that first breach, as searing and as shiver-inducing as the first hard spank you ever receive. Then the open-mouthed, closed-eye awe of the slow slide; petrifying yet delicious all at once, tingling nerves you never knew you had. Deep and deeper still, right to the heart of you, opening you up, immersing you in dirty rapture. 

The thrill of fucking a man is difficult to equate to anything else. That Lionel is so richly potent and so attractive can only accentuate this. It is easy to go slow and relish every moment. I stroke his hard cock as I do it, that unhurried glide across his oiled skin no more than a feather touch. It is driving him wild. That African girl, as incomparably-assed as she was, never did this to him. I can’t imagine his wife, the love of his non-business related life, has either. If my husband had let me do this to him, if I had forced it upon him, would he ever have looked elsewhere I wonder? 

He follows my lead as I have him turn within the harness. He is in no mind to stop whatever I have planned for him. I liked the sight of my gloved hand stroking his cock but face down I must have him. Positioned like this is certainly when I feel most at another’s mercy, most rude and accepting, when my behind is there on a plate for them, filling their vision. The urge to drive straight back inside him nearly wins, but I just about remember to delve into my toy bag for the collar and the other thing. I put them both on him. He gasps and squirms at the tightness of the collar but one reach-around feel of his prick tells me it is even more swollen than before, if that were possible. 

I just about remember to deliver a quick flurry of slaps to those taut buttocks but my self-discipline is failing and I want more of what I’ve just had. I would be losing points at Dom School but the hunger is taking me over. Inside him I go again and this time it will be hard and fast, just as he would do to me if given my butt. Every slapping thrust takes a little bit of his power away and adds it to mine. I stroke him like an expert, my hand swift on his shaft to match the pace of my thrusts. Those balls of his must be aching, screaming to be free to unload. If he can stay conscious through the release I give him then it will be one to trump all others. My hand goes to the collar to pull it tighter still. Harder and faster I go, babbling filth at him, the red cloud totally in control. Lucky he is my slave now because I have no idea how I would be able to face the normal Lionel again. 

I am possessed but the devil in me knows precisely how to time it. With him close to delirium I unleash his balls from the pouch and take them in my grasp. Immediately his body tenses and I let go his balls and jerk him off with blurring speed. His cock feels like a fire hose in my hands, shooting great streams of hot cum all over my floor, wave after wave of it. I cannot even wait to ensure the last drops have been dragged from him. My pussy, enraged that I have not seen to her first, calls for my fingers, for anything that can act as a substitute until he has hardened again. Off comes the harness at my waist, the dildo still inside him. Down comes the zip at the front of my catsuit to have me spilling out. Down goes my hand and my fingers are immediately there, slapping at me, delving forcefully inside, feeling not like my own at all, like Stark’s perhaps, cruel and harsh but exactly what I need. 

“You are the most beautiful girl I have ever known,” I hear him say though my muffled ears. “That was the most memorable fuck I will ever have.” 

Not really! Actually, he is silent. Still, it is hard to speak when you have a bag over your head and no oxygen in your lungs. I vaguely see the vapour cloud in front of his mouth, the hooded eyes pointing towards the heavens, the weak cling of the clear plastic to his lips as his air runs out. But I am already being taken over by my own climax, and he will just have to wait for me to come back down again. 

I am lying on my back when I come to, the catsuit gathered below my open knees. I appear to be sat in a pool of liquid, like I have wet myself. I don’t remember doing that. Bertrand enters without even knocking. He makes no effort to remove himself. He just stands there ogling my nudity, his hand grasping his crotch. He doesn’t seem interested in Lionel at all. In truth I make no effort to cover myself. The red cloud hasn’t quite gone and the more it appears the less it seems to ever subside. I rise onto weak knees and crawl across towards the bed, hauling myself up to sit on its edge. Bertrand has his prick out and it is erect; a fat venous brute of a stiffy. I feel the electric surge go through me again.

“If you ever want to get that thing inside me then you shall have to learn to do as I say, starting now.” I tell him, and feel no shame whatsoever. “It will not be today but you can go a long way to making it happen. There is a gold vibrator in that bag that I want you to use on me. If you make me come, then I will permit you to come on me. Then I think my guest here needs to be put in the hole you have been digging for my Japanese water garden. After that there is a hire car that needs returning to the airport. I trust you have done what I asked this afternoon?”

He nods and brings out Lionel’s phone and holds it up as if this is proof enough. 

“Good,” I smile. “That can be left in the car. I will follow you in the Evoque to bring you back afterwards.” 

And it will be as simple as that. I lie back upon the bed, my gloved fingers stroking at my wet slit to ensnare him. I feel filthy, nasty, dangerous and godless. I’m not sure I have ever felt more fabulous. 


Chapter Eleven

Magnet For Human Hearts

So my Japanese water garden is going to have to move over a few feet. Bertrand is already on the job, spending all day digging next to the bit that’s been partially back-filled. The hire car was left locked in the airport car park, the Swiss businessman who hired it apparently vanishing into thin air, leaving his luggage and phone inside it and boarding no plane. The phone was wiped clean of henchman fingerprints. Before Lionel was installed as part of the pond foundations his cold hands were borrowed to reapply the prints a forensic team would expect to find. A man who gets paid as much as Lionel is going to be missed but they won’t be finding his body any time soon. A mystery he will be. There is nothing particularly to link him to me. Bertrand aside, the only other person who knows that anything went on between me and the Swiss is already six feet under, sporting a newly shaved head. I got rather a big kick out of his last afternoon alive and it has cost me nothing, so I should be feeling pretty pleased with myself.

Why, then, am I sulking? Well, partly because I thought it time to expand my sexual horizons into the world of the female body, especially since part of me thinks I need to at least be thinking of developing some kind of lasting, more involved relationships and I’m not sure I could do this with any man, certainly without it ending rather abruptly. I thought the obvious answer to my female hankerings was Madam Destiny, since it would merely involve an appointment, plus I could get a few pointers thrown into the bargain. 

“I am neither a lesbian nor a prostitute, Anoushka,” she primly informed me over the phone. “I will occasionally take female slaves but none will have the pleasure of my body. This is for two reasons. Firstly, I am primarily attracted to males. Secondly, my husband does not get off on watching other females give me pleasure.” 

What, so that worm Drummond is calling the shots here? Seriously, that bitch Pauline Destiny can be so condescending at times it makes me want to punch her in the tits. So why am I at her house again, not with fists flailing but instead sat in tame submission? You see, for all the looking down her nose she does, I can’t help but turn to her to help solve the confusion that reigns in my head. I have no other but her. Heidi is unapproachable and in the pits of despair, which isn’t very helpful. Pippa is mute and solemn and closed because her two best friends have husbands who have died and she can’t get on with organising parties, which is straining her already tenuous grip on reality. Who else can one talk to about their bondage fantasies? Inspector Stark seems like the only one I could feel comfortable with, discussing the wilder side of life, since he has seen it all. But he is perhaps the main contributor to my confusion. 

Madam Destiny is behaving like a reluctant agony aunt. I think she is a bit pissed off with me since I always phone her and demand to come round, even when she is busy, and I don’t listen to her refusals. I don’t care if it is ‘Drummond Time’, whatever the sweet Fanny Fuckmunch that is. As far as I am concerned it is evening time, that is all – and darkness should be where fun lies. I’ve eaten but I am still empty. I’ve been possessed with the dirtiest fantasies all day, and now I want to do something about it. She has told me that this is the last time that she will see me, although how she can stop me barging in is anyone’s guess. 

I slap the wad of notes on the side and tell her I need to talk but she says I shall have to be part of what she has planned for her husband if I want to stay. Well, I do want to stay so she has him stand in the corner whilst she sits me on the special high seat in her dungeon, with wrists and ankles secured, and tells me she is going to subject me to electro-stimulation. It’s not really the kind of thing that sounds conducive to deep conversation so perhaps I will simply have to muse as she goes about her business and try to eke out some answers here and there. Drummond better keep his eyes off my pussy, mind. 

So, here is the conundrum as I see it. I love the world of bondage – or the thought of it at least. I want to sink right into its warm embrace. I love the secret naughtiness of it, the endless potential. I love the thought of having the guilt and responsibility taken away. I adore the clothes, especially on the women, especially on me. They make me feel like an omnipotent goddess. They make me think I could compete with anyone. In them I feel unconquerable, like a magnet for human hearts. 

Men are cunts. They deserve to be thrashed. They need to be strapped down, humiliated and stripped of their pride and macho instincts. They need to be bound so that they cannot stray. They need to have burned into them the ethos of unwavering love and loyalty. The thought that this still wouldn’t have it sinking in brings forth my red cloud. Much as this thrills me at the time, this cannot go on. It neither sates my raging desire nor quenches my thirst for justice, revenge, whatever you want to call it. And I can’t keep killing every man I meet, it’s just not polite. 

Turning to women did seem like a potential solution. They have a different attitude to betrayal than men. However, like Pauline here, I am not a lesbian. The idea of naked females makes me wet but it would not stop this seething hunger for cocks. I don’t know why I am suddenly obsessed with the biggest male member I can find. Maybe because I think to conquer and tame it would be to bring the whole of maledom under my thumb. But how could I trust any man not to walk out on me again? My father left just because I was a little difficult. Imagine how difficult a dominatrix would be. My husband cheated just because he fancied spurting inside a new model from time to time. I cannot now be new. How could I trust myself not to let the red cloud take over, knowing any man could have desires away from me, no matter what I did for him?

So, if spanking the loyalty into them is still not potentially full-proof, the other alternative, if I want to stay immersed in this delicious world of BDSM without being overcome by the urge to murder each new partner, is to embody the M part of it. How, though, can that possibly be lasting? Only tying people down keeps them with you. Being tied means you cannot go after them. Taking their pain means they are only after giving you more of it, in all forms. Slaves can be fooled, used, discarded. I can grow delirious at the thought of Stark’s hand turning my bottom red, of him beating me with his huge cock and using it in me any way he wants, but what keeps him here when he is done? What rope binds us? His eyes are everywhere. I have seen this. He is always looking for more. What slave can truly be a magnet for their Master’s heart? Slaves are there to be hurt and I couldn’t bear the heartache. They can be left at any time, with no power to follow. This is everything I fear. No one must ever run from me again. 

‘Ow! Fucking HELL!’ 

Madam Destiny has just zapped my tits. I guess I knew it was coming because not only has she got a range of hand-held wands designed to shock you with, she also has electrodes attached to my now very hard and tingling nipples. 

“I want you to stay silent, Anoushka.”

“You shouldn’t pass current through the chest area,” I chide her, since I have read all about this and know my stuff. “It can cause arrhythmia in some and even lead to death.”

She uses one of the wands to zap the delicate flesh of my inner thigh, far too close to my wet puss for comfort.

“I said I want you to remain silent.”

She plans to zap the will to come visiting her from me, of that I am sure. I thought I was protected in a catsuit but unlike the one I wore for Lionel this one is all zips and she has opened me up like a split fruit now that my limbs have been secured. Drummond is as always not supposed to look at me but although she has him in the corner behind her, she hasn’t made him face the wall. He could see me if he chose to sneak a peek. I seem to walk into this most withering of humiliations every time. I thought I was safe to go through life without having the likes of feeble Drummond perving over my nudity and my slavery to lust. 

It is more a lasting tingle than a single shock, but the extra-sensitive areas like the genitals heighten the feel. When a surge of current is fed in it can feel more like a throb. Often the muscle contractions can make it seem like a mini-shock that can cause momentary panic and the suggestion of pain, but it always transfers into warm pleasure. Your skin cringes from the next contact, just like it does with a spanking. You cannot help this. The nerves are alive and on edge. Sensitivity continues to increase and this means your defences seem ever lower. Just like a spanking I can quickly see how this can easily lead to orgasm. As ever, it is about being receptive to it. I didn’t ask her to do this to me but surprise, surprise, once under her spell, I give in so easily. 

Drummond sports a cock ring and ball sack pouch very similar to the one I put on Lionel, but his is also wired so that she can send electric thrills through his sensitive parts at various intervals. It is the first time Madam Destiny has deigned to let me observe her husband’s genitals and I have to say she was not lying when she claimed he was well endowed. The current has made his prick stand rigid. The sight has my heart banging, my breath catching. It has me shuddering. Towards me it stretches like a brutish flesh weapon. It is not particularly nice to look at but it is fat and very long, and that alone thrills the really debauched part of me that hungers for such things. The rest of me thinks it must be disgusting because it’s not pretty and it’s attached to him, but the bit that likes it is the bit that gives me orgasms and thus the bit that often holds sway. 

Having being chastised for sticking the electrodes to my nipples, Madam Destiny sticks them instead to my butt cheeks, and fires off a series of rippling bursts. However, I think she secretly wishes she had induced a cardiac arrest that could have been put down to a tragic accident. She has smeared lube all over the exposed parts of me, so I know the current can be applied anywhere. The wand is used all around my thighs and belly. She even has me stick out my tongue and has me yelping with just one prickle touch of the wand. Every now and then she skims nearer to my puss to have me tensing. It will come there, for sure, but only when she is ready. All the while she tells me she has wands to put inside me. It makes me tremble and gasp, even begin to plead against it, but I know I can’t wait for it either. 

“You want to slurp upon my luscious cunt, don’t you, Anoushka? You want to suck upon my perfect tits and even push your face into my gorgeous bum and lick me there.”

God, yes. The first touches at my labia come from the wand and have me wailing. Drummond will hear my pitiful sounds. Surely he will not be able to resist a look? Another shock comes and I cry out. Just like a spanking, even as your pulse races and your brain fights to manage the assault on your nervous system, you are already silently begging for the next contact. 

“But you will never know what it is to taste me, Anoushka. You will never have my velvet cream slipping down your throat. You will never feel the heat of me inside, the softness of me.”

Her lubed fingers are creeping between my thighs, pushing at my wet opening and sliding in so easily, stirring around as I whimper to coat me and make me ready for any electric toy she wishes to put here.

“That joy is reserved only for my loyal husband, Anoushka. And for my darling boys, Castor and Pollux – and only them to remind my husband how easily I could leave him if he thought for one second he might disobey me.”

It is desperate jealousy I feel now, along with the bliss of her fingers. It’s hatred of those that have feasted upon her, been inside her. She knows this animosity is just making me quiver more. Drummond can hear all this. His mind will be racing with the images of what I look like, of the pictures she creates. His prick is so swollen, so fearsome. His spunk let fly now would be like a bullet. One look at me might send it shooting, but he keeps his eyes to the ground, however much this rips at him. The wand she eventually chooses for insertion is the thinnest she can find. At first I think it must be for my bottom, with a much fatter one chosen to stretch my begging puss, but no. She knows I need fatness so she gives me the opposite. 

The current inside me is the gentlest her machine will supply. It is no more than the feel of the champagne bubbles within me that day Samson met his end. It has me shaking and wailing and begging for, well, for anything. 

“I told you to stay silent, Anoushka,” she says, like I am a naughty child.

“Please let me have it,” I say, my self-discipline shot, not even knowing what ‘it’ is. I know somewhere in my mind is the vision of the Queen of Pleasure. 

“What – you want my husband’s cock? You want to feel all of him up inside you?”

That does silence me. I can’t shriek my objections because my mouth simply won’t let me. Although it cannot bring itself to say yes, it also refuses to say no. I almost cry at this, with the desperate need I have for a release and the mortifying thought that it might be Drummond that makes it happen. Imagine him hearing how hard he has made me come. I could never look at anyone again, not least myself. It is going to happen, though. She has gone to him with a blindfold. She is leading him across to me, his eyes covered and looking ridiculous in an ancient, off-white T and naked below this apart from grey socks. Ridiculous apart from that monster prick, of course. 

She guides him right to me, has him step within the under-frame and slide in to perch upon the lower struts designed specifically to hold the weight of a person, for just such eventualities. I am suspended above him in my seat, legs held apart and pussy open. He will be able to smell me. His cock stretches up from his lap, so great in length I might be able to feel the heat of its head on my puss if I wasn’t already like a furnace there. 

“This chair is fitted with hydraulics, Anoushka. At the press of a button I can make it fall to its lowest level. It will drop you right onto my husband. All of his prick will go inside you at once. You are too wet and slippery to stop it. Imagine him filling you in an instant, more than you have ever taken in your life. It is big, isn’t it, Anoushka? I did warn you but you just would not stay away. Other buttons make it rise and fall, more slowly. It is designed for this. I can make you fuck my husband even if it is the last thing in the world you think you want. When I am satisfied you have taken enough in your pussy I can have him fuck your bum too. Can you imagine all that meat filling your tight bum, Anoushka? You might never walk again. Something has to make you stay away and leave us alone. This will break you. Once you have been made to take my husband inside you there is no way you could muster any pride to think of yourself as a goddess. I am going to finish you, Anoushka, in all senses. I am going to count down from five. Five...”

Alarm is all through me, vying with my desire. 

“Four...”

I don’t know what she wants me to do. All I can see is Drummond there, his face not much below mine – that stupid face and those ridiculous grey socks that will never leave my mind once that cock has been inside me. That cock!

“Three...”

Am I supposed to beg for freedom? She hasn’t asked, or told me my choices. She has just started a countdown. She is just adding that expectation as she always does, so that when the time comes you are at your limit of endurance. 

“Two...”

Just say no! Just make your mouth work and say the word! I’m paying for this so if I don’t want it I just have to let her know!

“One...”

Too late. 

I close my eyes. The burst comes right at my clit and I almost scream, such is the joy there. I buck and wriggle and the orgasm racks my body, buoyed by the current passing through my most sensitive place. The chair did not drop at all, of that I am dimly aware. A large chunk of me feels robbed by this. My insides are screaming to be filled but the climax goes on nonetheless, enough to have me wracking with joy and shame. For maximum cruelty she could remove the wand now and leave me still needing more but, ever the professional, ever one to want to be unforgettable, she keeps it pressed to me, keeps the pulses coming, keeps me coming. For the most incredible feeling ever she could drop me onto her husband now, whilst my empty puss clenches and contracts. The shame would burn briefly but it would be no matter because the bliss would kill me anyway. Death solves so much.

I am left in the chair for I know not how long. Not more than mere minutes because this is Drummond Time and her attention needs to be put back on him, especially since he thought he was to have his cock engulfed by my lovely puss. I was, yet again, little more than a passing distraction to aid her husband’s teasing. I was, yet again, left speechless with pleasure and totally beholden to her. She really is good, I can’t deny it. I am already untied and thus free to zip myself up and leave, assuming my legs will work. I feel bitterness and massive gratitude, all rolled into one. She possesses my mind and has me coming with the slightest of touches every time. I love her for it. I hate her absolutely. 

“I do not want you to come here again, Anoushka,” she tells me. “There is no more I can do to help you. It is time you found your own way.”

I nod, weakly and meekly. I have found my own way, as it happens. It is a way that produces confusion and red clouds in me, and cuts the life-expectancy of certain men dramatically. This is why I came to her in the first place, to show me a precise direction. But all she does is confuse me more. She teaches me nothing about being a goddess and everything about being a slave. She sends me away so humiliated and wretched that all I can think of is lashing out to try and regain some self-worth. She uses me and mocks me and has me masturbating furiously to thoughts of gorging upon her. Worse still, she has me masturbating to thoughts of taking pleasure from that worm of a husband of hers – and that, Madam Smug Bitch Destiny, will never do at all. 

I am going to press a vibrator to your clit whilst you suck my balls and lick my arse.

That is the text message awaiting me from Mr Anonymous when I get outside. I am close to shrieking with my outrage and frustration and desire. It isn’t just the text message, or even this latest rejection. It is everything from all the years. It is all the bullying and abuse and the being cast aside and the fighting and the sexual restrictions and heart-aching missed opportunity and the shattered dream. Nothing seems capable of giving me a release. If I could just cry now maybe that would help, but I haven’t done that since I pulled my mother up off her knees having watched my father drive away. 

Mr Anonymous is clearly Bertrand. The reference to pressing buzzing sex toys to me is just too obvious, what with me having made him do it to me so recently. To think I let that scumbag in. I let him see me as I am, share in me. I should let all my ire crash over him but he is part of my secret now and needed because of it. He knows how to excite my dark side, as unthinkable as letting him closer is. I need him though I hate him, just like with Madam Destiny. Her rejection of me has pulled my insides out. I thought we would revere each other as goddesses, with her as the teacher at the start but always a little in awe of me. 

I thought I would become essential to her. I imagined us ruling over our own little kingdom, sating our dirtiest desires within our dungeons and then retreating back to each other’s arms. I thought she would show me how to collect slaves who knew only devotion to their Mistress, and I would eventually be able to pick the one I loved best and return to something like normality, except with the knowledge that I would not be let down this time. Instead she wants me nowhere near her or her husband. They are probably smirking now, thinking of how easy I am to play and dupe and humiliate. He is laughing at me. She hurts me and I go back to her and she hurts me again, then she casts me adrift. It’s maybe just jealousy on her part but it feels like cold indifference. Can’t she appreciate what I could have been for her? Why is my value always so invisible? 

I pull into the blackness of the drive, only one long rectangle of light cast over the gravel from above the door. It is cold and the house is unwelcoming emptiness. My head is a maelstrom. I am going to burn everything, just for the light and warmth it will throw over me. I might kill the next person I come across. I don’t even see the BMW parked there since my eyes have no focus. I let out a weird shocked warble as I walk straight into the solidity of him. His height is a clue but I know him as much by the smell of his cologne as from anything else. We have not quite fallen into each other’s arms, more tried to avert this happening, so our hands rest on each other’s forearms, mine gripping tight with the residual shock. 

“Mrs Van Peer?” says my detective in a tone that shows he realises all is not well with me. It feels like all this inside me might burst out simply from the comfort of being near him. I imagine all his suspects feel similar just prior to confessing all. 

“I’ve had another text!” I exclaim, as if that is the reason behind my woes. 

“It’s OK, it’s OK,” he quietly assures me, “I will make them stop.” 

If I could cry now, surely this hold of ours would be converted to an embrace? He would take me into his comforting arms and hold me tight. But I cannot. My eyes can well up but the dam won’t burst. That part of me is broken. Instead I am being led towards my front door and instructed to search my bag for the keys. He hasn’t asked me why I am dressed in a skin-tight catsuit and wobbling on the highest of high heels. It’s like he knows this should be normal for me. Then I have been sat upon a chair in my drawing room and handed a whisky so large it might constitute an eighth of a whole bottle. 

He sits opposite me, suited and booted and handsome as always, that face showing the warmth of concern. He could take me either of two ways at this very moment. He could use dominant action to take advantage of my befuddlement, seizing the initiative and issuing commands I have no ability to refuse. It would have me bending to his will before I had a chance to clear my head. Or he could ease me into him, soothing me, making my guard slip, making him my saviour. Either way would see me under his rule, unable to regain the higher ground. I must hold out, hold out. As much as my dreams of him increasingly have me as his slave, I cannot see how this can tie him down. I cannot see how it would stop him from walking away. 

But I can’t stop myself from wanting it. He sits there leaning forward towards me, as if ready to gather me in if I start to crumble, and all I want him to do is take out his stiff cock and order me to guzzle upon it. I want him to put me on all fours and spit me upon it, in whichever hole he chooses. 

“Can you tell me about this last message?” he says, still quietly. 

“No, no – it is too rude!” says me in my catsuit. 

“I can find who is doing it but I need your help.”

I know who is doing it. That horrible handyman/gardener/henchman who spies on me at night whilst I have my fantasies is doing it. I could tell all if not for the fact that the accused could simply point at the trench he is digging outside and tell them to have a proper look in it. 

“I can’t help,” I say, truthfully.

Forget the texts. Think of now, think of what we could be doing. Think what I could mean to you. 

“You can help. The phones used are different and essentially untraceable but that doesn’t mean you don’t know who is sending these foul messages. We know they have your number. It is too specific to be someone who doesn’t know you well enough to at least talk to you from time to time. Also, it started recently. That means it was either spurred on by your husband’s death or, more likely, because you only gave out your number at that time. So think. Think who you have given out your number to recently.” 

“I can’t think of anything like that at the moment.”

No, all I can think about is you taking me, doing whatever you want with me. Why can’t you see this? 

“Look, Mrs Van Peer, I am sorry to leave you like this but I have to go. Other duty calls. Please try to think. It is vitally important.” 

Don’t leave me. Stay and fuck me. Forget that calling of other duty; never put anything above me, ever. We have had our first almost-embrace so it has started. I am too mixed up at the moment to make it happen so I give you your chance. Don’t lose this moment, make it go on. I have no defences to stop you. I am in fetish-wear that can unzip to expose me in a second and my pussy is wetter than you can imagine. Take me and do with me whatever you will, just don’t leave me. 

So he does. I want to leap up and grab him but my legs won’t work. I am still shell-shocked and trembling inside, all this frustration and aimless desire, this injustice. 

“Anything you can remember will help,” he says, although I am barely listening. “Concentrate and cast your mind back. Think of who has had your number since your husband died.”

Then he has gone and I am rooted to my seat, unable to follow because of weak legs and the part of me that resists capitulating to him. I try to think of any way I could have used this brief time to bring him under my control, but it is always him forcing the thoughts. Even now I am still pondering his last instruction although I already have an answer for him: Bertrand. Well, that’s not exactly true. I had my horrible handyman’s number stored in my phone but I’d never used it. My husband did all that. I couldn’t bring myself to get involved in a chat with him, even in text format. My husband died so I had to. That first text would have given him my number. He has been snidely responding since, helping make my nights feverish. I rarely give my number out to anyone except close friends, not even those add-ons to our social circle, so I know the truth. Since my husband died I have not given my number to anyone except Bertrand. 

Hold on. Yes, I have. No, wait – that is also not entirely true. I didn’t give it out but somehow they had it anyway. The memory is suddenly clear, dug out by Stark’s prompting. I recall trying to work out how my number had been found. I needed to think very clearly at the time as all details were vital. There were few people who knew of what had happened, so few people my number could have been gleaned from. My conclusion was that my newly dead husband’s phone had been looked at, and my number found stored there. I remember wondering if it was just for this reason the snooper had looked, or whether it was just a by-product of a search for evidence. I didn’t give the person my number but he obtained it anyway, through crafty means. And that person, who is now seemingly intent on having me remember this, was none other than Detective Inspector Stark. 


Chapter Twelve

Make Mine A Double

There is nothing else for it but to attempt to regain the ascendency. There is nothing for it but to go clubbing. My head won’t stop spinning. There is the all-consuming anger and bitterness at the way I’ve been rejected by my Mistress tutor, not to mention my failure under her to ascend to any kind of status as a dominatrix. Then there are all the questions. Why would he send me the filthy texts? Why would he want me to know it was him? How could it have been him when the messages were often so specific to me? The more all this whirls around my head the less I think I can even begin to focus and try to find the answers. I need gorgeous people in wonderful fetish-wear to distract me. I need loud music with heavy bass beats to make me feel youthful and hopeful, and to drive this turbulent mish-mash of thoughts away. 

I resent the texts because they confuse me with thoughts of submissiveness. They give me torrid nights when I am a slave to my own fingers and wild imagination. If it is him behind them he has already practically defeated me. I could accept it when I thought it was Samson. It was just the kind of pervy trick I would expect from him. Even when I thought it might be Patrick, I could find some acceptance. I was always sure a man like him would not make do with a semi-nutcase wallflower like Pippa. It almost gave me a buzz of warmth knowing I had been chosen over her, even if the seduction was as vulgar as one could imagine. 

Bertrand too – when it became obvious it must be him, I absorbed the shudder-inducing enormity and didn’t allow it to wither me. I understood that the whole thing surrounding my horrible henchman – the almost helpless displays to him and the intimacy I’ve allowed – must be some form of self-loathing that I must recognise and defeat if I am to become a goddess above all. For Stark to be behind it he must have seen things he couldn’t have seen. I mean that literally. I spent time searching my bedroom for tiny cameras he might have secreted whilst here on the pretext of examining the scene of my husband’s death. How could he possibly do it unseen and how could the pictures get beamed remotely to somewhere away from here for him to watch? I don’t know the technology but it was surely impossible. 

And yet the message about using the vibrator on me was too close to home to be a coincidence, too soon after it had happened for real. Only Bertrand could have known. So, unless Stark has some hold over my handyman, enough to have him spilling the most secret of beans, then no detective work, no lucky guesses, could have led to that text. He would have to be doing more than just detecting. He would have to be spying on me. But that would make no sense whatsoever because the harness would also have been seen and in it was a Swiss businessman now so missing he has made the news. There is no conceivable way a senior police officer could have failed to notice this. None of it was adding up anymore. 

I have been back to the club a handful of times. I can’t claim any of these visits have been anything like a resounding success in terms of putting myself out there as a goddess to bring others to their knees. I have stayed on the fringes and observed. I have dipped my toes but have never been close to fully immersing myself. Not once have I been here and come out with a slave in tow to do my bidding for the night. Part of it is because I want control over that slave but do not know if I can retain control of myself for them to still be breathing in the morning. Part of it is just simple trepidation about getting it wrong, about shooting my bolt before I am ready for such things, thus spoiling everything. Madam Destiny would spot a target and know exactly how to bring them instantly under her spell. I do not posses that power as yet, much to my bitter frustration. 

It enrages me that it still just won’t come naturally. In the outside world, amongst the likes of Samson and Lionel, I feel strong because my fetish-wear makes me so and they are slaves to how I look because it is so overtly sexy compared to anything the other girls in our social circle wear. Here, everyone is doing it and have been for years. They have the confidence of knowing the game, of knowing how to act. They seem like professional BDSM freaks, and I am merely the amateur. I don’t know how to gain their secrets. I have no partner to learn with, never had. All the confidence I go in with can be stripped away because my brain clouds and stops me from finding my instincts to dominate. That’s why I sought guidance from my tutor in the first place, so that she could instil the attitude I would need, but she just chewed me up and spat me out. 

I come back here in the hope that it might suddenly click, just like it clicked that night I put Samson in his place and took Lionel off to have him kiss my boots in private. I captured them both in those few moments. So far that same instinct has not overtaken me in these surroundings. I have even seen Madam Pauline Destiny turn up on one occasion and thought briefly that I could sneak a peek at her and witness how she went about doing things. What I actually did was make a hasty exit straight out the door, scared that she might see me. I guessed that, rather than introduce me as an equal who deserved only the very best of slaves, she would somehow get me into another compromising and helpless position that humiliated me in front of a whole crowd of clubbers, assuring I could never set foot in there again with any kind of pretensions to play the dominatrix. It seems she wins every time.

My Bitch Senses are on high alert now because I have spotted her two favourites, Castor and Pollux, which might mean she too is around. The memory of them simmers my blood. My puss itches and demands I get them for her. It would be something out of my wildest dreams. It would make me. I scope them out in secret for a long while, looking for signs of her. If she is to come she is leaving it late. The more she does not appear the more my puss insists I seize the chance, the more my brain colludes by allowing the memory of the both of them inside my nemesis former tutor to pour through it. There is just something about the two of them, and I cannot see past this now. 

They are lauded by many but retain the haughtiness that sets them apart. You could slap them, you really could. As attractive as they are, it is another thing to be so arrogant about it. They have seen me shamed and used, stuffed into a box and denied the pleasure of them. They witnessed my open desire and smirked about it. They are able to plunder their Mistress whilst she doesn’t even think me fit to touch her. They could have overruled her and freed me to have them, as befits a goddess like me. I would even have stayed quiet if they simply used me as they wished, but they did neither. They just walked. They left me there with my mortification without even a backwards glance. That is a status quo that needs to be reversed. 

I am up before I have begun to fully think through my move. This is my opportunity. These heels mean I cannot hurry, so my approach at least looks measured if not entirely assured. They are seated at a table in a booth, so I will tower over them initially and be able to look down my nose at them. They don’t seem too bothered by this. They note my approach and give each other a quick glance, telepathically sharing thoughts. Now they just sit impassively, trying out various Zoolander faces for the crowd they think watching their every move. It angers me but at the same time has me on the cusp of folding. That bitch had me in a box last time I saw these two, and that isn’t going to garner instant respect. I have this one chance to grasp and change all that. I am looking delicious enough to eat, more than a match for Pauline Destiny. I need to remember what I am capable of. I need to remember all those molten pussy-making fantasies of two men inside me and understand that this is a real chance to make them come true, not just now but whenever I choose. 

Still they do nonchalant faces to the crowd as if I am not here. I could either start swinging punches or I could use words to ensnare them. My growing annoyance might demand the former but, since we are in a side room away from the dance floor, at least I could attempt the latter without having to yell over the music. I decide that talk is the best opening gambit.

“I need cocks to fuck me tonight,” I say, regarding them in turn with my steeliest of expressions. “I have chosen yours.” 

They don’t look at each other. They don’t have to. If they always come as a pair there must have been a fair few women stood before them as I do now, asking to have their rudest fantasy made real. They look me up and down, still with expressions that suggest they are in charge. They inspect me without disdain but they aren’t going to let me think I have anything over them. Eventually Castor speaks. I know it is him because he has a thick chrome C hanging from a ring through one nipple. I guess it could stand for something else but I will go with the obvious, since his friend wears a similar P in the same place. 

“We only have one Mistress,” he says, and then looks away, as if our business here is done. He is the stronger of the pair, that’s my guess. I certainly got that impression when I saw them in action. It is probably him that insists, without a single thought for their wives at home, that they entertain certain other females, when his pseudo-twin would probably be happy if it was always just the two of them. He would have been the one to decide that they sport those matching haircuts beloved of 80’s pop stars, swooping over one eye and dyed jet black. He is the one who would have ordained that they dress identically tonight, in black PVC shirts open nearly all the way down, and leather trousers cut away to expose the groin and buttock area so that the codpiece below is on view. He does love a codpiece, our Castor. 

I feel like sweeping the cocktail glasses off the table, leaping upon it and booting him full in that smug face of his, but that might cause a rumpus. I can’t see that getting me what I want. I need to remember the joy of them in tandem, the beauty of their pale bodies, the aloofness when they take you that makes it so scintillating. I want them. I want to take them away from that bitch they call Mistress. She needs to know what it is to be second best. Their indifference sent the burst of anger through me but it is the thought of my supposed tutor’s mocking face that spurs me into action. 

I keep my eyes on Castor but shove my champagne glass towards Pollux, forcing him to take it off me. I lean over the table, right across it so that my face is inches from that of the more dominant twin. I see surprise in his eyes. He has seen the fire in mine, and the curl of my lip to expose teeth barred with fury. He will smell the sweetness of me, belying my anger. He will see my cleavage, huddled and invitingly bulging at the circle cut in my top, so softly at odds with the hardness of my expression. I am on the verge of erupting, apparently ready to tear this effete poser apart in front of all those that hold him in such high regard, and I could. He thinks he has only one Mistress?

“That Mistress is me.” I am almost snarling as I speak, my words deliberately slow so that they can sink in. “Tonight you become mine.” 

His eyelids flutter and I know he is rattled. My painted lips alone could render him inert. He tries to remain composed, perhaps glad no one else can overhear us. From the back it might look like I am whispering entreaties to him, begging for his attention. I lean away from him again, my threat delivered, but my eyes still burn his. 

“Well, we had no other plans,” he says, then looks away again, as if not under my influence. I could force him to look at me, but I have already triumphed and I will get my dream tonight. That initial burst of ire is swept away by the elation of knowing I will be taking them both home any minute. I almost want to clap and hug him, thank him for being so generous – which wouldn’t be very goddess-like behaviour. Still, I must remember that even with my enemy Madam Destiny, they never fully bow to her. 

“From now on,” I say, still trying to be stern although the bubbling excitement inside me is defeating this, “I will take precedence over anything that you are doing. My word will be the one you obey. Next time any other plans you had won’t even enter your head. Do you understand?”

He peruses his cocktail glass a moment, snatches a glance at his partner in crime. I can tell he is on the verge of denouncing his former Mistress and proclaiming them both mine to do with as I wish. I am going to win. My curvier curves and more professionally applied make-up have seen me victorious. My bottomless pit of no-expense-spared footwear and outfits has no match anywhere. There is not the slightest trace remaining of the lost, beaten and unloved urchin I unfairly became in my childhood. I was always born for this. The likes of Pauline Destiny have nothing on me. His next words will signal his desire to switch their allegiance to me, forever. 

“We will give you this one for free,” he casually informs me. “But next time you will have to pay – double what we pay to Madam Destiny, because of your insolence towards her.”

I am hit with another jolt. It is ire and incredulousness, panic and doubt, all mixed into one. 

“You want me to pay for you?’ I say, my snarl back again. “In that case you can take your no-bigger-than-average pale cocks and stick them up each other’s assholes!”

Not really! What I actually say is, “Then you had better make it good enough for me to want to pay for a next time.”

I can feel the heat in my cheeks but my pussy is hotter and she will win the day. I am shamed but it is only a slight humiliation. The rewards will outstrip this. I need them and I cannot make a stand against this so I have to suck it up and play along, even when Pollux grows some balls and decides to chip in. 

“We say this time will be free but we will expect you to cover the cost of one of the private rooms here,” he says, with a bit of a sneer. 

I bite my lip. I can still get this on my terms. They want to fuck me every bit as much as I want to fuck them. Now it is just about posturing and negotiating for power, about who gives what ground. 

“I want to do it in private, at my house,” I tell them, and I know I won’t be moved on this. “I want you to see how much better my dungeon is than anything you have been in. I have new ceiling hooks and a crucifix I want to use to hang you from whilst I suck your cocks. That is my fantasy. After that you may do as you will with me. I will drive you there and make sure you are taken care of afterwards.” 

The part about the crucifix and the cock sucking is certainly true. I want it in the comfort and security of my own bedroom, not in the clinical surroundings of the dark private rooms available here, waiting my turn for one to become free, the clock always counting the time permitted inside. They look at each other. There is a kind of smug telepathy going between them and they think they have yet another victory coming their way in the form of yet another deliciously wanton older woman who wants them to have their way with her and treat them into the bargain. They look back at me and nod to show they agree with my proposal. Easy meat, they are thinking. 

I tell them to be outside in ten minutes and they make me wait five too many, emerging in matching ankle-length leather coats to hide any flesh their outfits leave naked. They look the part and they know it. We drive fast through the night. It seems almost dreamlike; the blur of lights and shapes in my periphery; the complete silence between us despite the air we share being thick with a palpable lust that seems to demand a thousand dirty words. I am glad I brought the Maserati because it smacks of power and it means Pollux has to squash ungracefully in the back, which is no more than the leggy fucker deserves. I am glad too that my dungeon is starting to look good enough to boast about. It’s not your standard dingy hell-hole. It is chic and with flexible lighting. I have put in art works as well as equipment of torture. Full-length pictures in worship of the curvy female form adorn each wall. There is a bronze on a stand of a naked female bottom as if bent over, life-sized and incredibly detailed. It makes me salivate whenever I study it. My new crucifix is also like a piece of art and stands in pride of place in the centre of the room, towards the big front window.

It is a complex piece of equipment in flat, brushed stainless steel. From the front aspect it is like a tall X, leaning backwards and supported along the floor by long flat struts, so that from the side aspect it is like a Z without the top stroke. There are shackles to restrain the ankles once the legs are splayed apart. Better still there are shackles for the wrists on a chain mechanism, so a handle can be turned behind the centre of the cross, which plays out or tightens the chain. As little or as much slack as required can be given, so that your slave can be brought forward and suspended all the way to the horizontal, dropped like a human drawbridge for ease of getting to parts that might need to be teased or punished. The man currently squashed on the back seat of my car is going onto this. 

With Bertrand’s help it was positioned with care, opposite one of the new rings he has embedded in the wooden roof beam, from which tonight a bar on chains hangs, where Castor will also hang tonight. I can see they are impressed with the house, as if the car didn’t already tell them that I was wealthier than any other female they will meet at that club. I don’t offer them a tour. I’m leading them straight up towards my dungeon bedroom, them behind me so that they can watch my butt wiggling from side to side within my very tight latex shorts as I climb the stairs. Things like this can’t hurt. 

I have the lights all individually pre-set, so that when I clap they all come on as planned, with spotlights on various key places and others off completely, to dim the background. I doubt my husband had such things in mind when he put this system in. He had some uses after all. I have taken to secreting a decanter each of cognac and single malt in a box upon a chest of drawers. I have flighty notions of one day coming home and switching on the light to find Detective Stark casually sat in the leather chair in the corner. I wouldn’t want to break the moment and ruin my air of sophistication by having to immediately totter off downstairs again to get him his favourite tipple. I pour us all large measures and instruct them to drink. I want them to taste the divine luxury only I bring. I want inhibitions lost immediately. 

I should know what to do now, it being my dungeon filled with my toys. However, these guys are different to the likes of Samson. Laying down the law from the start might backfire. It’s a sad but true fact that I have to look to Madam Destiny for plans on how best to deal with them. She directed the action but it was kisses to start, not hard discipline, and they did not wait for instructions on when to get their hands busy upon her body. In all honesty, I am quite glad of the chance to be more passionate. I miss it. I miss not having to lead. In my fantasies it is often me lying between them, all naked, the warmth of their press felt as fingertips glide over my tingling body. It isn’t all whips and strapped-on sex toys. I need to learn when tenderness is better than hard domineering, and how to use a softer side without yielding power. I keep thinking I could let these guys simply take over and do what they want with me, but that won’t necessarily get them coming back for more – not when I demand it, anyway.

So, kisses it will be, ones tasting of the sweetest brandy; all of us standing, Castor to the front of me and Pollux close at my back with lips brushing my nape. In one of my dreams I am like this, impaled upon them both, my legs held up behind the ankles. I am in their hands, able to move only through them. We stand on a sheepskin rug in front of a huge open fire somewhere other than here. Lips are always on mine; warm breath always at my neck. I am eased gently towards my overwhelming finish, under their control, completely full of them and enraptured. I could buy the sheepskin but one cannot buy the tenderness; so difficult to find true affection between strangers, beyond mere desire. 

They have yet to even remove their coats, as if that might be seen as an indication of submission, since their backsides will be exposed to me. Experienced hands come around from behind and squeeze partially bare flesh at my chest, sliding and finding a way into the circle cut to display my cleavage. My nipples are already hard before the fingertips pinch them. Other hands are down below, grasping at my rear and rubbing the crotch above the skin-tight latex. These men are hungry for me. I bite a tongue when it probes too deep. For my troubles I get a hard clutch between my legs that makes me gasp and robs my legs of strength. My control here is wafer thin. 

My shorts are being tugged down over my fishnet tights. They cannot drop far because of the boots that come all the way up to mid-thigh. Too-eager fingers are trying to breach the holes in the netting, trying to get to my holes beneath, looking to make me ready for what we all know will come. I clench my buttocks and push forward in defence, but I can go only inches before a codpiece housing a solid bar of cock arrests my movement. I could give in, right now. I could allow the ravishment. I could let fingers tear away material to get to my nakedness, get inside me. In my fantasies I never feel out of my depth, even when in their arms. Here I am scared I might lose the ability to speak. I’m scared they might so easily blow away the veneer of the dominatrix and discover a girl who has never even had a man’s finger in her behind, let alone his stiff cock. How am I going to take him when the time comes, and not look and sound and behave like the greenhorn that I am? How will I make slaves of them then?

They need to be tied. It is much sooner than I had planned but it is the only way to bring us all under control. If I stay like this for even another minute it will be my pussy calling the shots – and she doesn’t give a stuff about psychological games and power and such like. She realises that the longer she is made to wait the better it can be, but she is a greedy cunt and has no self-restraint. I take a hold of the crotch-pouch to my front and squeeze. Holding it is the best way to grab his attention. I thrust outwards with my backside to force away the hands there and I make my break, leading Castor by the cock. 

“First I tie you and have my fantasy. Then I untie you and you do me all over this room – all over this house if you wish.” 

I say it but I’m not actually sure I see it like this. It’s more just a way to ensure they allow themselves to be bound. Castor does not need showing. He unhurriedly takes off his coat and has it drop to the floor. I hadn’t even thought to command this, forgetting that its removal allows so much greater access to him. He has a confident sneer on his face as he relents all control and reaches up to grasp the bar hanging off chains from the roof. Still he thinks he is in charge. My heels are colossal tonight and ensure I can easily reach up to shackle his wrists. I kiss him and catch first his tongue and then his lip between my teeth. I let my smile spread, feeling the immediate electric warmth of having him bound and at my mercy. Pollux will be putty in my hands too, now that his ringleader is restrained. 

I stand behind this weaker one, slipping his coat off his shoulders so that it falls at my feet. I reach around and slide my gloved hand down into his pouch. God, I would love to feel the warmth of him on my bare palm. I get the hardness though, there is no masking that. I encircle his girth, assessing the size of him and how I will manage to take it in my virgin bum. His is the marginally thinner one, but Castor is the twin I like best, and it is him I see behind me and on top in my fantasies, doing so expertly what I saw him do to his Mistress as well as to his friend here. I wonder if, in the heat of it, I will even get to choose. 

I bare the stiff cock and run my closed fist slowly up and down it, watching Castor watching me. I can see that codpiece of his filled with the stiffness of his lovely curving erection. The saliva is almost dribbling out of my mouth at the thought of it – my word, what a hussy I have become! I am leading Pollux forward by his prick now, taking him around behind his supposed twin. Castor can move upon his chains to a certain degree but he nonetheless stays still as I instruct Pollux to get down onto his knees.

“You will bite his ass cheeks, I say. “Do it hard but not hard enough to draw blood.”

I stay to adjudicate for a while, witnessing Pollux administer a series of sharp nips across both buttocks that cause his lover to gasp and jerk at his shackles. Bigger mouthfuls are taken and this does nothing to abate the saliva pooling in my mouth. In truth I want to be there doing this, but in my state how can I ensure I won’t just keep sinking my teeth in until I come away with a chunk of butt? I leave my charge going about his business and go to find a cat o’ nine tails whip. I have tried this one out on myself and it is more about a tingle than a sting. He needs to be tenderised rather than set on fire. If this is something that his Mistress doesn’t do it will be something to remember me for. 

I drape the whip tails down the naked chest of the bound twin, just to give him a feel. Then I too am down on my knees, showing that where there is pain, pleasure will always come too. I pull down the codpiece and have that lovely cock spring out, right in my face. The head is exposed and shining, asking to be sucked. It gets its way. I go gently, closing my warm, wet mouth over the whole head, gently running my tongue across the underside. I don’t use my hand. There is a way to go yet. I tease rather than gobble – such gentle treatment in contrast to the hard nips at his behind that sometimes have him jerking forward deeper into me. 

My hands go around, pushing the lesser twin’s face away so that he can witness my gloved fingers digging into his lover’s hard, pale buttocks, prising them apart. I empty my mouth, leaving only a thread of saliva connecting me to the cock. 

“Lick him,” I say, and he knows what I mean. I sink back down onto the cock as Pollux does my bidding. I can feel the extra tautness of the head at my tongue, feel the twitches and jerks of pleasure, hear the grunts and sighs. It’s all good! I have the one behind reach around and stroke his friend’s cock, which he does with practiced skill. Then I have Pollux come around front and suck upon his friend’s smooth ball sack whilst I slurp away as before. I have them stand side by side and suck them in turn. I whip Castor lightly, all over, just letting him taste the potential torture I could bestow, whilst his cock is tasted by his friend – just tongue-tip flicks, no lips or mouth allowed just yet. 

The world is my oyster but sadly the oyster is not particularly yielding pearls. I don’t really know what to do. I could let my imagination run riot but my head is clouded with urgent desire, put there by my impatient, no-good pussy. The thing is, such bondage games are about all those involved. Either I give them what they want or I force them to want what I give them. Both ways are supposed to be about mutual pleasure. Roles may be played, boundaries pushed, apparent helplessness imposed, but everyone is meant to love it, so you have to play to certain rules. 

These rules can be intrusive. I love the clothes and the attitude, and where else but a BDSM club could one go and find two studs that you could take home and fuck with little more than a few words? These places are dream-granters. The whole scene is a fantasy fulfiller. But do it wrong and the whole scenario you immerse yourself in can be shattered. I could do anything to these guys but the truth is I just want them to fuck me with abandon, and for that I must submit to them. I could order it but they are not totally submissive by nature, so they wouldn’t obey. They would just use their power over me to do as they wished. I would not come out of it as their goddess, merely another plaything. They would not revere me like they do their Mistress. What has she got over them? To keep them in check I have to keep them bound up, and that stops me from having the unhindered closeness that I want. Strange, they made rules at the altar which they have no qualms about utterly disregarding, yet the rules that apply to their sex games are hard and fast. It frustrates the shit out of me that they cannot simply be what I want them to be, on my command. 

I have been whipping Castor harder as my ire built, so I check myself. I could probably lose it and go on until he was red raw, just from the fucking way he looks at me sometimes. I take Pollux off his knees and strap him to the crucifix, his cock straight out in front of him, ready and waiting, just a few feet from his friend’s own straining stiffy opposite. I could stand between them, reach out either side of me and clasp each of them, tossing them off furiously to wrenching climaxes. Neither would care that I got so little from it. They have no pretensions to serve me. How can I change that? They think it should be me paying them for this privilege. These bastards, both of them, tied up but knowing I need to make a slut of myself to them. 

And I cannot resist. I do what Pollux failed to achieve and rip the netting of my stockings so that my backside is completely bare. In my dreams I have these two at both ends and that is what will happen. The red cloud is starting to fill my head and wrest control. That naughty pussy of mine just will not let me think! I back into Castor, reaching behind to find his cock and guide it to my wet hole. My puss practically sucks him in with her greed! I should tease him with the slowest of slides but I want to feel taken, so I slam back onto him and have him all in a second. The thrill all but has me coming. I know I sound like a desperate trollop but I cannot care. 

My eyes close to blot out the sneer on the face of the weaker twin opposite me. I ease myself along the curve of that lovely prick inside me and then slap my ass back onto it, filling myself with his meat. I do it again and again, hands on my thighs, mouth open and wailing. Stars shoot through the red cloud. My whole body trembles, the dam ready to burst. I am faintly aware, sensing rather than seeing, of him outside in the black night, gripping his pulsing fat cock as he watches another shamelessly dirty display of mine. The thought has the excitement speeding quicker upon me. I could finish now but I just about hold on, fighting back the tide of my orgasm until I can bend further forward and get that other cock into my mouth. All the bliss of my fantasies comes over me at once. I can barely even begin to suck before I am thrusting backwards and being taken over by my climax. Mixed in with the triumph is some degree of shame at being so easily taken to my finish. I can picture them smiling at each other at what an easy to please bitch I am, one who is going to have to pay them through the nose to ever feel this incomparable pleasure again. 

I am on hands and knees between them, slipped off their solid cocks like a bit of meat from a skewer. I do not look at them. A strong Mistress would know what to do next but my head is still scrambled and my pussy is already demanding more. I have to regain my control. It would be best not done on hands and knees but my jelly legs do not allow me to stand, so I crawl around behind the crucifix. My face hidden, I start to crank the handle that plays out the chain securing the shackles at the weaker twin’s wrists. Down he goes, made slow by me as I get my breath back and try to unscramble my brain. When I feel strong enough I appear at the side, to watch as I turn the handle and drop Pollux towards his lover’s waiting cock. 

He opens up to take it and I command him to suck. I don’t think I have ever seen a mouth and tongue so avid. It almost puts me to shame. The red cloud only thickens at the sight. The sheer guzzling dirtiness of these two men together makes it so. I have lost one battle and might yet lose another, but before I do I will fight for some semblance of dominance. I can usurp their Mistress yet. I have feint ideas. I am already making my way over to my racks of whips and my chest of toys. They will provide the inspiration. While he sucks I will whip him. Maybe I will pour burning candle wax on his back, maybe use one of the electric plugs up his lover’s ass whilst he is being sucked. I am going to lubricate myself and make them watch me go onto all fours and finger my own backside, making it ready for them. I don’t care how I look. I no longer care what they want. I never should have, the fuckers. I must simply impose myself and show them I know how to give pleasure like no other. But do I? 

Castor’s gasps behind me become a series of grunts and Pollux joins in with moans of delight. The adrenaline fires through me because the sounds are unmistakable. I turn, aghast to watch the final throes of Castor’s climax, the face of his lover ever more delighted at each next hot spurt of seed. I stand aghast and powerless as the sucks take every last drop from Castor’s trembling body, keeping on until the once proud and curving cock drops limp and useless from the lover’s contented mouth. Then the rage hits me like a train.

“You fuck!” I almost scream. “You fucking fuck! I didn’t tell you to make him come!” 

“You didn’t tell me I couldn’t,” says Pollux, casually snide. I can see him smiling up at his happy partner in crime. 

“I didn’t tell you that you could come!” I now shriek at Castor. My pussy is ready to wage war on these selfish pricks. 

“If you want to pay,” he replies languidly, through half-closed, unapologetic eyes, “maybe you can make some rules. But I only have one Mistress I obey.”

I am practically on fire inside now, my legs shaking.

“I told you that I was your Mistress now. And I didn’t tell you that you could come!”

“It’s not my fault,” says a sneering Castor, “that he is better than you.”

And that’s it. I chuck down the benign whip I’m holding because there is something more potent ready and waiting behind the door of my wardrobe. I go to it, my vision blurring with my anger. Fortunately, it is just about good enough to see – and not just what I am going to do, but the reaction on the face of Castor as he witnesses me about to do it. The grin melts instantly, the mouth dropping open to try to emit a squeal as the eyes widen to saucer size. He perhaps hopes to entreat me to stop but it is way too fucking late for that. I pull the trigger and in the blink of an eye the bolt is lodged deep in his body, right in the heart. I’m a good shot, I’ll give myself that. Few are better at my club. The bows and arrows are fine for there but the crossbow I keep at home is far better for this kind of work. 

Pollux is already gibbering, trying hard from his horizontal angle to peer up and see what is going on. He doesn’t see me reload. I go to him and do the decent thing, winding him back upright so that he can have a good look. His face goes even paler than before, if that is possible. His prick, so recently rigid with the delights of having his ex-lover’s come spurting, is now on the wane, which I simply cannot have. Down I go onto my knees, one hand clasping his drooping little fellah to force it back to life, the other still clutching my crossbow. I suck upon him and feel the instant swell, despite the horror inside of him. Sexual organs are just so treacherous! 

When he is hard again I tell him to shut the fuck up. I back against him, feeding him into me, filling myself once more. He is kind-of squeaking with the fear and enforced pleasure. I could silence him but I rather enjoy it, hearing the feeble pleas of one so recently cocksure. 

“When you come, it is over,” I tell him. 

He hasn’t a chance, no matter what dread grips him. His cock is wired to its own pleasure system and even without help from the brain the feeling of my hot, slippery cunt sliding back and forth upon him is going to draw the pleasure out. My finish will take much longer this time and I can bask in the wonderful feel of him inside me, mixed with the triumph of showing him that I can milk him as I please, on and on, keeping myself in check to build my climax and make it huge, drawing out his own agony mixed with the need of his selfish, treacherous balls to unload. 

I finally take my pleasure, shivering and jerking against him and not shy about the force of it or the dirty tirade I let loose to accompany it. I am grinning as I let the bliss go on, diminishing by fractions with me still thrusting back against him whilst his lover hangs lifeless a few feet to our front. He is wailing loudly at the mix of his building pleasure and helplessness. I am able to speed up, taking over again, thrusting back like a twerking world champion, grinding and pumping my lovely, soft, bare ass into him so that he has no chance. His wail becomes even more high-pitched as he has to let go and give into fate. I feel the wonderfully dirty heat of his spurt within me and I thrust right back to have him as deep as possible. When his last gasp comes and his eyes open pleadingly I simply smile back at him, support the weight of the crossbow over my crooked elbow, and fire behind me straight to his heart. My back gets spattered with his warm blood.

“Oh, you horrible fuck-weasel!” I spit as I slide off him, but I’m not entirely convinced he’s listening. At such close range it’s made a bit of a mess, which I am going to need Bertrand’s help in clearing up. Still, it shall have to wait until morning because I’m still hot and in no mood to be disturbed! 

My henchman isn’t entirely ecstatic at being summoned at this early hour but you can’t leave evidence like this hanging around indefinitely. He surveys the scene with his usual mildly pissed-off frown, but that’s all the emotion it brings from him. However, I spot the flash across his eyes, the indication of a brain going into whir mode at the sighting of an opportunity. I will need to be wary of this slimy bastard. Nonchalance is the key. No hint must be given that I am beholden to him in any way. 

“That trench outside needs digging big enough for two,” I say, hands on hips. I can already tell he is not going to let this pass so easily. 

“My cock is already big enough for one right now. It needs your attention.”

His bluntness surprises me but I don’t think I flinched. I need to think quickly and play this right. 

“It will earn it,” I tell him. “Dig the trench and I will think about rewards.”

“Thinking about it is not good enough.”

He looks like he won’t be moved. His open leering at my body is creepy, but I always had him down as a shiver-inducer. 

“Then you will get what you want as soon as you are done.”

“What I want is to fuck you in your tight, fat arse.”

That actually sends a raised-hair sweep all over my body, head to toe. It makes me tremble, as does his expression, his unabashed frown. He thinks I will concede but I will not. I must not. 

“The hole needs digging first,” I say, fixing him with my most assured stare. 

“The hole can wait.”

“Then you will be waiting on my holes indefinitely.”

“I have secrets to tell.”

That’s better. That bolsters my confidence at handling this sticky situation. I give a little smile because I wondered when this was coming. In TV dramas you are given unfortunate semi-likeable characters who do something silly and get seen, then get blackmailed by hard, horrible men just like Bertrand. Their situation appears inescapably bleak. “Give me ten grand or I will tell your secret,” the horrible man says in his most threatening way. The semi-likeable character pleads aimlessly and looks forlorn, crumbling and beaten, wondering aloud where he might stump up this impossible amount of cash. That is not the hard man’s problem, as his victim is duly informed. 

Be aware that should this ever happen to you, the mumbling pleas are not the way to go. There is a simple answer and it is this, said uncompromisingly: “It would be cheaper to have you killed.” It certainly would have been on the estate I found myself unfairly living in briefly during my groundless youth. It was a place that instiled much in me. A fifth of that amount would have seen the job done and done well. Now I have learned it is cheaper still to cut out the middle man. I know now how to trump anyone. Let me tell you, death solves so much. 

“So tell your secrets then,” I say, not even flickering. He didn’t expect this. Uncertainty enters his eyes. The power shifts in that instant. 

“You realise that mess like this and digging more trenches outside will raise suspicion? Esmerelda has already been asking questions.”

“Then you had better dig the trench big enough for three, and I will see about getting myself some less inquisitive domestic help.”

The wicked sneer spreads slowly across his face. His desire has been put on hold, just for now. Esmerelda is always bad-mouthing him, always trying to have his mucky hands and boots barred from her spotless house. The thought of shutting her up has him doing my bidding with no further word. Moving the bodies is heavy work but Bertrand goes about it like a pro, even going to the garage for my absent eldest son’s sled, to make it easier to drag them across the garden. I patiently watch him cover them over with help from the digger and then set about doing a spot more excavation to give room for another, as requested. I even pitch in to help. I must have looked rather weird stood there with my short skirt and high heels and shovel in hand. 

I guess if my horrible henchman did have to pick a way to die it wouldn’t necessarily be this, although he could hardly deny there was one more fitting. I let the red cloud rule, whacking him on the back of the head with the shovel as he was climbing down from the digger. He sprawled a bit and then went down. I bound his wrists behind him and his ankles too, using the thin rope he had pegged out to mark his line of digging. I doubt he fully regained consciousness, judging by the weak efforts to writhe and get free. The lack of air would have sapped him of strength and clarity of thought. Hopefully he had some grasp of what was going on as his lifeblood ran out. It wasn’t the tightest seal so I had to ensure I stayed there long enough for all oxygen to have been used up. Well, he said he wanted my fat arse and so I gave it to him, all bare and soft and smothering, right on his face. A full fifteen minutes I sat there, giving him that final treat, wriggling upon him as the dirty thoughts swirled within the cloud. 

Without much fuss I could roll and kick him into the grave he had just dug for himself. I could fill it a lot quicker than I could with the shovel alone, having paid close attention to how he had operated the digger. My full-on Japanese water garden was going to have to be forgotten but the trench in-filled rather neatly and there was a long, narrow pond I’d seen in a magazine, all brushed chrome surrounds and with coloured solar lighting built in, very smart and only about a foot deep but still enough for small coy. I had already thought it might be a nicer alternative. I’d need to find someone to help me with this but everything is solvable if you put your mind to it. I can’t say I was going to miss my handyman, and the horrible ways he had me losing my mind and playing with myself. 

I am all showered and clean when I hear the buzz of my phone from atop the bed. I know what kind of text will be awaiting me. My belly is already feeling those familiar butterflies. 

I am going to make you mine, it says.

It takes me aback, the lack of vulgarity. Just fleetingly it leaves me a little empty. Then I feel the power of the message coming through, the statement of intent. 

It sounds domineering, the designating someone as your property. But it also sounds romantic, warming. Even if I hadn’t just buried Bertrand to confirm it, I know such a message could never have come from him. Then I am doing what I had never thought to do before. Always I had thrown the phone down after getting these messages as if they were contagious or liable to burn me. I had tentatively only allowed myself to study them nervously some time after, as if hoping their potency had by then somewhat diminished. This time I have replied to it. 

I know who you are. 

I press send and the shivers are all through me. I have broken the boundary. I have entered into conversation which means I am acknowledging the sender, inviting a rejoinder. I thought I had picked my words carefully so that it looked like I held all the aces and had the power. It felt like I had taken control, gained the initiative. It felt like I could send my mysterious message-sender scurrying, now that I knew their truth. However, I know there will be no silence. An answer will come because people who wish to dominate always have an answer for everything. I know my control over this has already been lost because I will wait with baited breath for that answer, checking my phone constantly even when it hasn’t signalled a message received. He knows this too, which is why he makes me wait and wait, getting me ever more agitated, frustrated, ever more likely to send another message to try and force his reply. It is two in the morning when the beep pulls me from my semi-slumber and sends loose the butterflies within. The phone screen is starkly bright in the dimness of my bedroom. The text reads simply:

Then soon it will be time.


Chapter Thirteen

A Shocking Conclusion 

Just recently I would have been inside her house, waiting on her. Now I have to resort to sitting outside it in the Evoque, the less noticeable of my cars. I don’t really know why I am here. Unfinished business, I guess, but my brain won’t be clear on this. I always came here muddled and left even more mixed up. I came here for answers and resolution and clarity, to be shown and taught. She showed me all right, but not in the way I had envisaged. I wanted her to give me focus but she just left me blurred. This fire in me, she could have shown me how to control it, direct it, turn it up when necessary and dowse it again afterwards. She could have made me incredible if only she had felt even the slightest regard for me, recognised me as a protégé to proudly mould into one that could stand above all. She just saw me as a threat; nothing beautiful in me to nurture at all. I fell for her a little bit, I cannot deny. Now, as so often happens, the lovesickness has turned all bitter. 

I have been there nigh on half an hour and I am never a patient woman. In the end the growing angry frustration inside me almost wills her out of her house. She is as oblivious of my presence as she is about the demise of her two pale-skinned favourites. I’m not sure why this wasn’t enough for me but it just hasn’t proved to be. The fury just won’t abate. Every time I think of them, of her, I get that same gnawing reminder of the humiliations she dealt me, the utter rejection. I wasn’t good enough to touch her, not good enough even to be fucked by her scrawny worm of a husband. I went to her ready to adore and be adored and came away feeling like I had the day my father left me. Well, I cannot do anything about what happened in my childhood but I can do something about her. 

By the yellow glow of the streetlamp, I can just about make out that she is in some kind of tight, black costume. Then she is in her car and driving away. She will be visiting a client, because she is nothing but a whore, however she dresses it up. She might give her body away only seldom, and under her own strict rules, but she essentially sells sex every time. She thought I wanted to do the same! She, who thinks she has this innate ability to get into the minds of all who come to her, couldn’t even see that this was never my desire. She couldn’t see my vision, or help me form it properly. She just assumed I was there to take business away from her. 

In that sense it is all her fault. If she could have seen me for what I am then certain people would still be alive today. She wouldn’t have lost the ones so precious to her. All it takes is a little regard, a little consideration for others, an understanding that your life shines the brightest when you put aside its importance and choose instead to think only of cherished ones. If we all did this, if we forgot about ourselves and concentrated only on the happiness of certain others, and could rely implicitly on them giving us all the love and trust and closeness that our soul needed to always be buoyed, then this world of ours would work. 

Her husband is shocked to see me on her doorstep. It’s not too often a beauty in a catwoman mask comes a-calling. 

“She’s not in!” he says in a kind of panicked squeal.

Poor Drummond, it’s not easy for him. He’s not even supposed to look at me but it is very difficult to keep your eyes fixed on the floor whilst also trying to stop me barging past into the hallway when sporting the kind of cleavage I’ve got for him tonight.

“It’s not her I came to see,” I tell him, closing the door behind me. I swoosh off down the hall into the lounge with him trailing behind, telling me I cannot stay. The TV is on showing some banal pre-watershed shit. It was just a normal evening for him; sat here alone whilst wifey goes out to whip and maybe fuck the ass off some random sissy-boy. 

“Last time I was here,” I say to him, noting his gawp upon my bosom, “I wanted your cock inside me. Why did you not give it to me?’

He looks like he might faint. He drags his eyes up to mine, his face aghast.

“I couldn’t! You know I could never. She won’t...”

“So you wanted to, you just weren’t allowed to.”

“No, no – I never said that! I would never disobey her!”

I smile because he is flustered and stammering and unable to show any kind of assertion in his own house to defend against me. I can already sense my victory. I slip off the full-length leather overcoat that until very recently belonged to a certain effeminate pop star with an 80’s haircut. Beneath I am wearing a teddy in the softest black rubber, cut in a wide, deep V to display as much ample cleavage as one could wish for without luscious tits spilling out. Beneath this I have crotchless netted tights, which I always think look good on me. The boots are mid-thigh, similar to those I wore on the night Castor and Pollux popped round to get sucked off and die. These have less of a platform sole and a higher heel. Drummond ought to be flattered that I took such an effort in picking out this costume for him. The rapidly growing bulge in the crotch of his trousers suggests my time was well spent. 

I sit myself down on his sofa, just to show him I have no intention of leaving, however much he implores it. I open my legs wide, my gloved fingers immediately down at my crotch as if my pussy has an urgent need for attention. In truth, this bit needs no play-acting. 

“I know you want to be inside me, Drummond,” I taunt as I stroke myself.

“No, my Mistress is...”

“Your Mistress is a bitch who fucks others but won’t let you do the same. I want your big cock inside me and I will not be refused.”

“You have to leave!”

He sounds like he is on helium. I almost have to laugh. Instead I simply un-pop the press studs at my crotch and the rubber pings free, leaving my puss in all its glory for him to see. His shocked face says it all. There is no way he can avert his gaze. He tries to keep his eyes down but up they keep coming until his willpower has gone. So I hold myself open for him as a reward. It doesn’t bother me that I am behaving like this for him. None of it matters, only the goal. It fills me with hot, bubbling excitement that I can be this dirty and not have to care of any consequences, of what he thinks of me. I slip one finger inside and sigh with the joy of it. 

“Your Mistress claims you would never betray her but you will, happily, because I am more beautiful than her and the best fuck you could ever imagine.”

“I can’t,” he says, but it is a barely audible croak and he is mesmerised by the sight of my fingers going slowly and oh-so lewdly in and out of me. I haven’t even brought out the big guns yet and he is already folding, all those years of rigid loyalty and steel-heartedness, all about to be blown away because no man can resist the right temptation. It just isn’t in them to do so. In his heart he has probably already cheated on her a thousand times. Anyway, about those big guns...

“Your Mistress likes to fuck your ass, doesn’t she Drummond? Well, I am going to do that for you too. But does she ever have you return the favour? Does she value you enough for that?” 

I slip off my seat and turn so that I am now bent over it. I pull up my garment to ensure he has the best view of my round, stuck-out rump. He looks like he has three-quarters of a rolling pin housed in his pants. 

“I am going to have you kiss my sweet ass, Drummond. I am going to have you kiss it and use your tongue. You are going to lick my ass and finger my ass, and then I am going to have you put your cock in it, every last inch of it. Does your selfish Mistress ever do such things for you?”

“No,” he kind-of gulps. 

“Take your clothes off, Drummond. Do it now.”

And he is doing it. The fizz of triumph is all through me. The slippers are kicked off and in resignation he drops his pants and underwear, unleashing the monster. Off comes his shirt revealing the greying vest top beneath, his calling card. Who the fuck wears a vest top in this day and age? He even keeps it on, as if he knows this is all part of the wretchedness of him that has to be retained to make the scenario work. I call him to me, my backside still out. I tell him to kneel behind me. I tell him to run his huge erect cock all over my behind and then press it to the crack to make a hot dog of it. I can feel him shaking. I can feel my own tremble too. I tell him to hold his cock and touch the tip to my tight, sweetly puckered hole. I keep him like that for a few moments, both of us breathing hard, quivering, eyes closed. 

Such a good slave. Samson, Lionel, Castor, Bertrand – all would have been in me by now, grasping me, ravishing me. Such a good slave is he that he will wait. I reach back to take hold of his cock. How I wish I didn’t need these gloves on. The feel is like an iron bar. I turn, hearing his anguish and knowing it will also be a secret pleasure to him to have the treat of my bum suddenly taken from him. I press his cock to my bare thigh to feel the warmth and pulse of it. I lean down and touch it to my cheek. I spit on the tip to give him the lubrication he needs as I stroke it up and down. I won’t suck on it though. That is not something I want. I know that the scrawny nastiness of him, the horrible vest top, it all gives that skin-crawling feel that actually enlivens your body. The self-loathing at manhandling him buzzes your insides. It withers and shames you to have to touch him and to have such lust for that cock at the same time. Sucking him is a disgrace I don’t want to experience but I know I do want that cock inside me, however much it burns. 

On top is the best way to take it, giving me control. I love the stretch of it, the fullness I feel, but it brings detachment too. I cannot take all of it, so there is no meeting of our bodies. I shouldn’t want this with him, not with my hands gripping that nasty vest top of his as a reminder of who is giving me this pleasure, but I do. I am thinking of others, of Stark, not this man. I wanted the fire and passion of two bodies together but I feel more like I have fallen from the sky and landed on a ship’s mast. There isn’t even a sense of using him, since I cannot take him all. It still makes me come though, and with a huge shudder, because my pussy is such a selfish, needy hussy and she doesn’t have to care for passion or closeness. 

I don’t look at him now. I don’t want to see even a hint of triumph at the pleasure I took from him. I have no doubt he will have his best slavish, meek air about him because he has played his character for so long it is totally instinctive. Still, I don’t look at him. I order him to follow me down to the dungeon and stand in wait for me. The spanking frame is fortuitously there for him to climb onto when I am ready, but we have some time to kill before that. I remember from the initial tour I was given where his wife keeps much of her equipment. I find some lube and apply it thickly to his still erect cock, taking it in hand as if I hadn’t just been at its mercy. I work the grease in liberally, much like I assume any man would do if he wanted to have a really good, protracted wank. The grease covers his balls too, and beyond, working into that horrible crack of his. I pull off the vest top to grease the whole of him like a pig ready to roast. 

“Before you have my ass, Drummond, I think it is fitting that I have yours, since that is what you like best. It isn’t just your wife who can give you this treat. I want you to go now and find whichever dildo you want me to fuck you with. I don’t care whether it is as thin as twine or the Queen of Pleasure herself. You choose, and bring it ready in a harness for me to wear.”

Of course, he comes back with the Queen of Pleasure. What else? I have him stroke it and fellate it and I call him a dirty cock-lover. It mortifies him but to serve is his greatest desire. In his head I rule now. I have broken him. All those other oaths and bonds lie in tatters. Strength of heart and will is no match for a burst of hormones. I let him watch me step into the harness and tighten it around my waist, and then I have him climb onto the spanking frame with his bare behind prone for me. I want to whip him or cane him but I know I will lose myself to the red cloud. My hatred of him, his wife, this place, is already taking me over. I spank him a little, to vent some of that pent-up fury. He whimpers and begs but he likes it. I put my thumb in him, then two fingers. I press the head of the Queen to his entrance but do not press further. I want him to know how good I am. I want his brain to be imprinted with the thought that his betrayal was well worth it, because it was me who forced it. 

I let him wait. I leave him to go put the power boxes and electro probes on the trolley and wheel it around. I place the electrodes at various points on his greased body so that I can deliver shocks as I see fit. He has them on his buttocks, his cock, scrotum, back, nipples, tongue, everywhere. I fit a ball gag although he won’t make a sound unless I say he can – he is way too good a slave for that. I could use the wrist shackles at the side of the frame but instead I use the long leather tongue from a whip, binding it around both wrists and the centre of the frame, like one might do for themselves, with the final bit of tightening done by teeth. I tie it loosely but one quick burst of electricity on his balls has him jerking and pulling the knot tight. 

“I am going to fill you up now, Drummond,” I say. “I want you to think of my body and my beauty all the while I am doing it. I want you to realise this is not a dream but a reality. I will let you suck these gorgeous tits and lick my beautiful cunt. I am going to let you kiss and fuck my delicious ass. I am not like any Mistress you have known. I want you in my mind for the rest of your life.”

I present the toy to his begging backside once more. I select the random settings on the power boxes so that shocks will be given intermittently and automatically, so I won’t have to concentrate on anything other than the job in hand. I can feel the anticipation and wanting emanating from him. I know he is holding his breath. This is clearly the moment of his adult life, beyond all other scintillation. And so, with him like a sacrificial lamb, ready for the most unforgettable episode of his life, one that will burn him and rip his conscience apart and yet see him exalted forever, I simply leave him there, trembling and weeping, to be discovered by his returning wife, who stupidly thinks he would never, ever betray her. 

Not really! It would be good if I could, because that would be what a really brilliant Mistress of Discipline would do. It would leave him shattered, destroying him in the eyes of his beloved, but still he would yearn for me. This opportunity snatched away would eat at him for all his waking hours, even in his dreams. But I don’t do it because I can’t. I am not so in control. I am every bit as much a slave to this moment, this nastiness and raging lust. It is a shocking conclusion to arrive at, since I was so sure I would be the best there could be, that I’m not actually getting much better at being a dominatrix. When the desire sweeps over me I lose myself. Even with a perfect slave like Drummond to work on I cannot temper it. My willpower to draw it out, to make every second an agony of wanting for us both, is so easily defeated. I hurry and end it badly for all. I get nothing close to the body-wracking rapture that this man’s wife gives me when she has me under her control. 

For just a moment I don’t think he can possibly take the toy at my waist but he does. I let him rest once it is all the way in, watching him take shocks here and there on his body to bring the whole of him alive. I know he is enraptured. His shame at his weak betrayal will make his blood bubble. For as long as he lives he will know that he had me give him this bliss. I am the Empress behind the Queen of Pleasure. I fuck him and exalt in my mastery, wondering why, in this day and age, there is no female equivalent of that word. I reach around and find his swollen cock, even harder now than when inside me, swollen fit to burst. The slippery lube smothering it allows my hand to become a blur upon it without bringing him off. I tell him quietly not to come and I know he will obey.

I slide the toy from him and ease in a slimmer probe, designed for electro stimulation of the prostate, or so the box claims. Well, stimulate this gland it surely does, much to Drummond’s whimpering delight. I can feel the pulse of his pleasure in my grip. The thing about electricity and humans is that the former has a tendency to kill the latter, especially when way too much is applied at once, and certain safety measures are by-passed. Just like Samson before him, he dies with his erection as rigid as it has ever been – a lasting and unequivocal testament to the rapture I have given him. It might be that his death is seen as a tragic accident; just one more masturbation mishap of a desperate fellow searching for greater kicks. The ties that hold him suggest he did it all himself. Then there are the power boxes set to random, as they would be for one getting their shocking thrills alone. The Queen of Pleasure carries his fresh fingerprints and no other. If I took it from its harness and left it on the trolley it would seem like it was just part of his solo games. 

But I don’t. I leave it in its harness and put it back on the table away from him, still smothered in lube. I want her to know. I want her to know every inch of his betrayal. I want her to see that rock-hard erection and know it was given to him by someone other than her. Maybe a detective as clever as Stark would spot the Queen and realise that it would not be in a harness unless someone else had been there, fucking him. Maybe Pauline Destiny will end up as the chief suspect, especially since her business card had been found in the wallet of another recently deceased gentleman. There will be nothing she can say to stop the spotlight falling on her. I leave no clues to my involvement. I slip from the scene of the crime as easily as the electric probe that helped kill him slipped into the grateful backside of her husband. I predict jail for that bitch – years to regret not simply doing for me what I asked, not falling for me. To think she thought herself above me! 

I drive home hot, my pussy still not sated. It’s as if, after all, it is emotion and not just sensation that can satisfy me. I feel dirty but elated and I can’t quite determine the root of either. I know I have defeated Madam Destiny. I said all men would cheat if given the chance and I have been proved right. Perhaps I was secretly wishing he would prove me wrong, to give me hope and put an end to this. I do not know if this triumph means I can stop now or whether the red cloud will just keep on coming, fuelled by the thought of betrayal in every man I meet. I do know that I had Drummond at my mercy, a man who would truly do anything I asked, take whatever I gave, and yet still the reality had nothing on the promise of my fantasies. I have no idea what will make it so. 

I feel empty. I even did when I had Drummond inside me. I will go home, run straight to my bedroom and try to satisfy this torturous itch. I will masturbate frantically and noisily and rue the fact that Bertrand isn’t out there somewhere to see me. Then I will sleep alone, telling myself I am glad I don’t have to share a sham life with anyone, although I am not sure if all of me will be convinced. I flick on the light in the hall and clunk up the stairs on these ridiculously high heels, sashaying for nobody. I switch on the lights in my bedroom and emit a very un-goddess-like yelp because sat in the leather chair in the corner, just as he sometimes does in my fantasy, is Detective Inspector Stark.

“Forgive the intrusion,” he says before I have a chance to demand how the hell he got in. “I needed to see you. The door was open when I arrived.”

Oh no it wasn’t. Why would he be sat in the dark in my bedroom if this were so? The last anonymous text I received declared that soon it would be time. This, presumably, is time. I’m still shaking and my thoughts are scrambled, which is no state to be in with him present. I am raging with hot desire after my trip to the Destiny household and now this. 

“What did you need to see me about?” I manage, as if it is perfectly acceptable to find him lying in wait in my room. It cannot be a police matter. Drummond is still warm and the 80’s Twins are safely interred in my back garden, not even making the news. No, this time it is the long-awaited visit for personal reasons. He is going to tell me he has come to offer his body up. If he had wanted to ravish me he would have hidden behind the door. I am going to get him tonight, now. My heart races faster still, my head clouding to almost have me swooning. 

“I am investigating the disappearance of one Lionel Bossard, a Swiss businessman,” he says. “I have information that suggests you spoke to him on the day he died. Perhaps you were even the last person to speak with him.” 

My heart sinks and my head spins faster. I am almost incensed that he has come for this. For this! Who gives a shit about Lionel now anyway – he’s dead! What the hell has brought him to me about this? Who told him I had any dealings with Lionel at all? That fuck-face Patrick, I don’t doubt. I’m going to kill him when I see him. 

“I hardly know the man,” I reply. My voice cracks as I say it. 

“You don’t have to know someone well to kill them, Mrs Van Peer.”

I try not to bat an eyelid at his accusation. 

“Who says he is dead?”

I reckon that’s quite clever of me, not falling into his trap of assuming the worst when the body has yet to been found. Still, my nerves are running free.

“Perhaps you spoke to Samson Kyle the day he died too. You never could tell me of your whereabouts that day. Perhaps in my mind I should be calling you not Mrs Van Peer but Mrs Vam Peer, the Night Stalker? I know you are keeping secrets from me.”

“And I know it is you,” I snap back. It is my only form of defence. He has me rattled when I thought I could not be so. My eyelids do now flutter and I cannot stop them. My heart bangs, although this isn’t the first time this has happened in his company. I try to keep up my strong exterior but my insides are already packing up ready to flee. 

“You know what is me?” he replies, calm as ever.

“The filthy texts. You are sending them.”

He studies me, always unflappable, taking time to consider his answer.

“You think I would do that, just as an excuse to keep seeing you? I guess I wasn’t to know all these murders would keep cropping up which I would need to speak to you about.”

He is feeding me his motive for doing it without admitting his guilt, like I should be so honoured that he wanted to keep seeing me I should overlook the dirty methods for doing so.

“I think you are a pervert.” 

I say it with disdain but inside the fizzing adrenaline spikes on the last word. 

“No, Mrs Van Peer. I shall tell you what would have happened if I was truly the pervert you think me to be. I would have visited the scene of your husband’s death. I would have thought it odd but not necessarily suspicious. Then I would have seen the picture of you by his bedside. Being a pervert I would have been instantly smitten, you being such a strikingly beautiful woman, those eyes of yours telling of hidden dark thoughts. Perhaps I would wish to know more about you, get a feel of you. I might have wanted to know how such a woman dressed, since this would be such a turn-on for me. I might have had a particular weakness for women’s footwear and wondered what shoes she wore when dressed up. If I was the pervert you say I am, what would you imagine I would do next?”

“Check my underwear drawer for a look and a sniff, no doubt.”

My eyes are blazing at him but inside I am melting away, all power seeping. 

“Or I might simply slide back the wardrobe door. I imagine I would see all sorts of things to swell my pervert heart, not least pair after pair of the most fabulous stiletto-heeled shoes, all neatly placed in rows, so adored by the owner, so alluring for the viewer. I would notice the gold handbag apparently idly thrown onto them. It would seem a little out of place against the neatness of the shoes but I would think nothing more of it, distracted as I am.”

“Well, that shows how wrong you can be,” I crow back at him, glad of his mistake, “I don’t own a gold handbag, Inspector Columbo. Do I look like the kind of woman who does?”

“Then I would meet you in the flesh, spiked boots and all, even more captivating than in your photo. I might be even more enchanted, my mind raging with dirty thoughts of you in just your curves and those stiletto heels. Perhaps my kinky, black heart would contrive to pretend you were under suspicion, just to give me another chance to make more enquiries and see you again.”

“My husband was killed by a goose, Inspector, as you well know.”

“Then maybe I would sense mutual attraction, despite the circumstances. No doubt this would make me think that keeping you under suspicion was cruel and unfair. I would accept that you had a right not to regret the death of a husband you had found to be a cheat. I might decide I must find another way to see you again. Maybe it would cloud my concentration and keep me from seeing the details – the gold handbag, for instance.”

“I’ve told you I don’t own...”

“Because it would only be afterwards, when I was long gone, that it might find a way back through my pervert thoughts and seem strange to me, the odd way it alone had been so un-neatly thrown down upon such neatly laid out shoes. And the look and shape of it – oddly baggy and gaudy, which was so totally unlike the woman I had met. Then it might dawn on me: it was not a handbag at all but a carrying case, for that hideous gold bowling ball trophy I saw sat upon a shelf in your bedroom. It belonged to your husband, so why was the case hidden in your wardrobe?”

Oh fuck – the bowling ball case! I barely remember throwing it in there but I must have done. Shut safely behind a wardrobe door away from prying eyes, although not, it seems, safe from a pervert’s eyes. Trust my luck to get the kinkiest detective on the force! I am trying to look defiant, disinterested, aghast, innocent even – anything that won’t make me look how I feel inside, which is standing on the very edge of panic. Keep calm, don’t go to pieces as he expects. 

“Would it have been hidden, Inspector, or might the cleaning lady have put it in there, not knowing where else it was to go?”

I might be clutching at straws but it sounds like a rebuttal worthy of any brilliant lawyer. 

“But why, thinks any perverse-minded detective, would it be out in the first place, other than to carry the ball? Maybe it was used to carry the ball up some stairs, or a ladder. I would wonder if I had thought to look outside up on the roof on the day of the tragedy, I might have seen heel marks in the bitumen that would arouse my suspicions. Perhaps the ball was intentionally dropped through the skylight onto an unsuspecting sleeper in the bed below, who was fresh from making love to a mistress? Maybe he was even watched in action before he was killed. Now that really would excite my kinky mind, if I was as you think me to be. Of course, without a warrant I could not now go back upstairs and check the roof. I could not seize the bowling ball and check for fragments of glass upon it. But maybe my suspicions would be aroused to the point where I thought I must delve deeper, even if just the thought of seeing you again was not enough. I would probably think I needed to follow you.” 

“It would be a twisted mind, Inspector, that could dream up all this out of nothing.”

“I might follow you at night, all down country roads for nearly an hour. Imagine my pervert delight when I saw you were visiting a fetish club, dressed to kill.”

“Then I would have seen your headlamps behind me and realised you were following me.”

But I did. I am trying to look like his game is not fazing me but the more he reveals, the deeper into the pit I fall. I remember the headlights, the similarity in shape to the ones I saw on his car outside my house. That is how come he knew he could visit me so late that night. I was too wrapped up in my own lusts and red cloud to think more of it and to ponder implications. Nerves are turning to dread. Coldness is all through me. 

“Maybe I would imagine a scene,” he goes on, still without any sense of crowing victory in his voice, “knowing now that you also had a kinky secret, along with the ability to slay men’s hearts with ease. I might imagine that you had gone to the hidden cabin by the side of the fishing lake with Samson Kyle the day he died. I could picture him walking in with a hold-all of yours, containing all the new toys to ply your dirty deeds.”

He has been following me! He’s fucking-well got me! This crafty, sneaky bastard has me on the hook! The freeze is still inside me, the sickening lurch of dread, but there is admiration too. I thought I was way above him but he had me pinned from the start.

“That is quite some flight of fancy, Inspector.” 

“Maybe I would picture you coming out all alone, carrying this hold-all which hid the evidence, taking it home as Samson Kyle hung dead upon the back of the door. The pervert policeman would know that if he could find this hold-all it would still have the fingerprints of the deceased upon it, which would be hard for you to explain. So, twisted as I am, I would go to your house to look for a chance to get in and pry. I would go in through the rear, so as not to be seen. But imagine if this were so, what I might come across? You, lost in dark lusts, naked but for heels, parading at your bedroom window, going further, even though it seemed you had spotted me there, displaying to me.”

Hold on – I thought that was Bertrand! I am so gobsmacked I almost say this out loud. I opened up to my handyman after this, thinking it was him. I let him into my world, let him see me at my rudest. 

“What kind of twisted bastard would spy like that?” I say, but there is no conviction in my voice now.

“The worst kind: the kind that would come again on other nights to see you there. The kind that might witness bodies strapped into harnesses or hanging bleeding from crucifixes if you were indeed the black heart he took you for.”

He has seen it all. Nothing was missed, and I thought I was being so clever. It is like being hit by a train. There is nothing left for me to do except unravel. And yet he is here, with me, not facing me across the desk of an interview room. He is not reaching for handcuffs. In fact, now I come to realise it, he is sharing with me his own culpability. He knew and yet he let me go on. He has even given me pointers on certain evidence I might now get rid of, before warrants can be arranged. Most of this evidence he gathered illegally or at least through motives that would see his reputation and career in jeopardy. 

“So why would this pervert detective not arrest me, if he had such damning evidence?” 

“Maybe he would think prison no place for a woman who wore high heels so well. Maybe he didn’t want to waste her beauty and her darkness. Maybe he wanted to experience it for himself.”

It has come down to simple blackmail but my heart still soars. The heat starts to flood back through me. I can have him where I want him after all. He has gone for the lure of my killer heels and didn’t run once he had found me out completely. There is nothing for me to hide so nothing we need hold back on. It could be a match made in heaven. The crush of it is that he knows too much – way too much for me to ever be safe. I cannot ensure my secrets are not spilled, however much I rule over him. Even the staunchest of men can be easily broken, as big-cocked Drummond proved. But the thought of big cocks still has me thinking that this is a moment I mustn’t lose. I won’t be able to stop myself from making this happen, now that the dread has subsided and the red cloud starts to form. I will have him, I know that. I simply have to, even though I know what will come over me and how it will end. I will tie him, spank him and fuck him. I will make him mine and have his big cock inside me and then I will silence him for all time. The loss might well be the heaviest I ever have to bear. 

“I think it is time, Inspector,” I say, “that we put this bedroom dungeon of mine to its proper use.” 


Chapter Fourteen

A Beginning & An End

So I nonchalantly cross to the sex wardrobe. He remains seated, watching me with those eyes that miss nothing. He is probably thinking that everyone should have a sex wardrobe, and he’d be right. Mine is in gloss black with an ornate curved top, and opens out to reveal hanging space and a rack for whips and such like, plus a chest below for all the sex toys a budding Goddess of Discipline should need. It is totally at odds with the other sleek, square items of furniture in the room but that is the point. I had Bertrand put in for me before I had to kill him. Strange, I have no such urges now. It must happen though, as emptying a feeling as this is. Where is the red cloud now I need it to obliterate all other thoughts? 

Opening the robe reveals a surprise. A certain detective has already examined the interior and left three items atop the chest. First is what I imagine to be a pair of genuine police-issue handcuffs. There’s certainly no fluffy pink fur stuck to them anyway! Second is a long, very thin cane, in black. The sight of it has my skin shrinking and buttocks tensing. It has my heart racing faster still. Thirdly, already housed in a black harness that is bunched up beneath it, is a purple dildo. It has been liberally pre-smeared with clear lubricant and glistens invitingly. It is rather slim, not particularly long, and it’s not one of mine. He has brought all three items specifically. Here then, is him revealed. The red cloud does not billow at the sight of these objects, as it so often does when my toys come out. In truth there is a sense of something I didn’t expect. I want and need to put these to use on him, to dominate him absolutely, so why do I feel disappointment? 

The cane is incisive and deadly like him. I always was attracted to those wits of his, the sharpness. He is a breed apart from the men I have known. There is no brash arrogance with him, no talking loudly to get a point across, no hateful greed. His knowledge and brilliance comes from searching out the truth, from seeing and evaluating the evidence. He is all about external matters, about what is to be seen in others. He is not about himself. I know almost nothing about him other than his nights are generally as lonely now as mine, and that he is a pervert with a fetish for high heels. But I am also a pervert with a fetish for high heels, which pretty much means we would have been made for each other, if not for my grisly little secrets and the fact that he is a policeman. 

The cuffs mean he is giving himself to me, entirely. He knows what this might mean for him, what it must mean for him, but still he does it. The dildo in its harness is perhaps the biggest source of my disappointment. It is the sign of capitulation, despite the diminutive dimensions. To have a man this way is to have his total surrender, to own him completely. I don’t see him as someone who capitulates. I see him always there still standing at the end, unruffled and quietly victorious. It is the ultimate flattery that he has relented to me, fallen for my looks and my high heels but, in this man alone, I don’t feel my surge of triumph overtaking all. 

I take up the handcuffs and return to the centre of the room. Without a word he rises up from the leather chair, eyes on mine, still searching. He slowly removes his jacket and folds it neatly, placing it on the seat behind him. He removes his shoes one at a time. I like his shoes; so classy, so him. The black socks come off too. Even these are held up and folded in half before being put on the chair. The tie follows: thin and dark blue. Then comes the spotlessly white, crisp and creaseless shirt. He is particularly unhurried with this, with the removal and the folding. The wait has me trembling. 

The trousers and underwear stay on. I am glad about this. I didn’t want him all white and wirily naked in front of me. It would have stripped him of his potency. He comes to me, slowly. My heart bangs. He stops one pace before me and turns. His hands come behind his back, held out with wrists together for me to secure. He quietly instructs me how to snap the cuffs against his wrists to lock them. I’ve seen such things on TV before. I never thought I would be the one doing it in real life. 

So he is mine. I go back around to face him and he maintains his passive look, with that slight frown that always shows his mind to be active, evaluating everything so nothing is missed. I keep my eyes on his as I reach down to undo his belt. I should be wearing my most triumphant expression but for some reason the confidence just won’t fill me, even now. The hunger is rising though. I let the pants drop. I run my hands lightly down his chest. It is no good. The gloves have to come off. I run my fingertips down his sides, down towards the waistband of his cotton briefs. I slide inside this last line of his defence and ease the underwear down. I don’t let them drop. Instead I take them all the way, slowly, going down to my knees so that I can release his ankles and feet from the restriction of his clothes. 

The nerves are fluttering in my chest, making my breath falter. His cock is right there before me, swollen but not yet rising. One cannot really tell but it may prove to be a little fatter than my husband’s was, perhaps a similar length. This is good. It means we will fit perfectly. I am glad it might not grow and engorge to be the monster of my dreams. By now the red cloud has usually got me guzzling on any cock so close to my mouth. For him I somehow manage restraint, just a slow tongue-tip journey along the underside of the head, up to flit once so lightly over the exposed tip. It gives me just a taste of him. It makes him sigh and sink just a little at the knees. This is how a goddess would do it. 

Back up I come to snatch the moment away from him. I know his heart is going now. I can see the swell beginning to lift him. I step back and remove the coat that belonged to one of the dead men buried out in my garden. I stand in my teddy and fishnets and boots. That is all I should give him for now. I can see his eyes full of desire for more. He looks more handsome now than ever before. I step in before silly games defeat instinct and I kiss him. It is passionate, although less so because his arms cannot go around me. The fire starts to burn me and I catch his tongue between my teeth; just a little reminder of how much control I have over him. 

I step back. Always leave them wanting more. I’m not sure who needs it most – him or me! I move in again, feigning to kiss him again but going instead to put my mouth at his ear. 

“I am going to spank you, Inspector,” I whisper, then give his earlobe a quick sharp nip with my teeth, just for good measure. 

“Could I ask one thing first?” he says, forgetting to address me as ‘Mistress’. “Could I kiss you, on your neck? I want to show you there is something of softness about me, before what is to come.”

It seems only reasonable. I imagined there might have been something of a romantic in him, although buried very deep. 

“Kiss away,” I tell him. 

“On your nape,” he says. I shouldn’t allow him to dictate anything but my nape thinks it’s a brilliant notion and I’m already turning to face away from my captive. The feel of his lips there has me resting back into him and the breath in me escaping in a long sigh. He is gentle. I half-expected him to sink his teeth into me, vampire-style. The light, warm contact has the hairs rising up all over my body. I can feel the press of his crotch at my backside, the swell of him. He runs his lips up to my ear and whispers. 

“Hold me,” he says. “Reach back and feel it grow.”

Again I shouldn’t allow this but it is such a good idea I am doing it. My right hand goes back to find him. My heart races as my fingers encircle his girth and I feel the pulse of his swell on my palm. 

“Both hands, please,” he whispers. “Feel how ready I am for you.”

Well, he did say ‘please’, so how can I refuse? My left hand goes back too, and I crouch slightly to get down and gather in his smoothly shaven balls. I can feel the heat of them, the rise and fall. His lips are back at my neck, his cock growing wonderfully hard for me. I don’t even have to rub him, just hold him. Then there is a sharp contact at the underside of my right wrist, completely unfamiliar. My brain is whirring, processing the ongoing information. I don’t know how or when he released himself from his cuffs but that is the point: they are his cuffs and he clearly knows how to do these things. He also knows how to put them on me, quick as a flash so that I don’t even register exactly what has happened before it is done. 

I expect a whoop of triumph, a victory dance. Instead it is his mouth on my neck again, melting me. Then I am turned and our lips are together, and this time his arms do go around to draw me close. We stay kissing until I think my knees might give way. I don’t think I can remember such a connection. I have only vague panic that my wrists are secured behind me, but that just further enlivens my body. His hands run down my back to my behind and grasp it roughly, pulling me into him so I can feel his hardness. 

“You said you were going to spank me,” he says into my ear.

“Yes,” I say, but it is barely more than a breath. 

One hand is delving lower, right down behind me, the fingers rummaging, pulling. Then there is the pop of press studs at my crotch and the garment springs apart, baring me. He gathers the rubber up with his fingers, leaving my backside with just the protection of my netted tights. He kisses me, still with passion but never too much. He is pressing his hand to my open palm, forcing me to hold the rubber of my now-ineffectual garment clear of my bottom. He still kisses me but I know what is coming. His hand comes down sharply on my left buttock, causing me to yelp into his mouth. 

A new flurry of smacks land, all stinging. The sound cracks around the room. My legs buckle but he holds me up against him, not allowing our kiss to break. Both hands are behind me now, finding the hole in the crotch of the tights and ripping outwards from there, leaving my round butt totally exposed in one go. He digs his fingertips into the flesh, pinching hard. Then the smacks come again, all sharp, one cheek and then the other. I writhe and pant, press hard to him, and still our kiss goes on. 

He finally breaks free of me, his hands immediately at the V of my garment, nails and then teeth trying to rent the rubber. It tears so easily, just splits apart all the way down to have my breasts springing free. He is on them in a flash, sucking hard, gorging upon mouthfuls as if famished by desire. He pinches both my nipples, pulls me towards the bed by them, steering me around and pushing me backwards onto it. I bounce on the soft mattress and he regards me with that same look of utter sexual hunger, his cock upright and rigid – such promise for my begging puss. I think he is going to pounce but he does not. I can’t bear any break in our closeness but anticipation is, of course, the key. 

He goes to the robe and my heart bangs. He returns not with either of the items he placed in readiness, but a restraint from my collection, to hold both wrists at once from a single line that ties to the bars of my headboard. He means to swap the ties holding me and that gives me a chance. My legs and sharp heels are now in play to defend myself and strike out should I wish. I never even begin to struggle. He is already on me, hauling me up the bed, turning me onto my side to undo the cuffs that spring open with ridiculous ease. I’m sure I could have gotten free at any time. He puts me flat on my back again, already with one wrist secured in the new cuff.

“Do you need that?” I say, softly. He looks down at me and a grin flickers over that handsome, mean face of his. 

“You are a woman who keeps a crossbow in her wardrobe. I shall always need to restrain you.”

So he does, and I do nothing to prevent it. I am held with wrists together and arms above my head, no scope to move them but able to be flipped onto my front should he wish. I am powerless but my heart is not racing through fear. This man is a pervert but no more than me. The dildo in its harness was no more than a ruse to make me feel in control. I already know, even before he is on me and kissing me once more, that the cane will not be used on me either – not today at least. He could do anything that he pleases but it is all about being close at last. When the time comes he will be an expert, I can already tell. He will use every dirty, wonderful trick in the book upon me. But for now it is all about building that one thing that binds us bondage freaks so unbreakably together – implicit trust.

Down he goes on me and I almost scream with the joy of what is to follow. He splays my thighs apart. He takes in every detail of me there and I see those eyes of his ravenous with lust. Then his face is in me and he is feasting once more. The gentleness of his kisses is lost in favour of gluttony. The tongue laps long and wet, and delves deep. I see my juice smeared all over his face. I buck and writhe and press to him. The slight stubble of his evening shadow pricks and tingles at my delicate bareness. He has his hands behind my knees, forcing my legs up to get deeper into me. Those heels of mine that he so loves are at either side of his head. There is no Samson-like slavering over them, though. It is not so much the shoes that turn him on. It is me in the shoes. I am the one he cannot leave alone. 

He could make me come with his tongue but he flips me over, pulling my hips up off the bed and sinking his teeth into one buttock and then the next. He sucks in more huge mouthfuls. His tongue is everywhere, lapping and probing, causing me to whimper and my cheeks to flush. Fingers go into me and I am so, so wet. He bites and licks and frigs me as I writhe. Then more smacks are coming and I am flapping around but shrieking “Yes!” with every one that lands. There is no denying what I am. I might have the looks and the body and the power to slay but I would be on my knees for this man with just one glance from him. 

Then I am turned onto my back once more and he is not just on me but in me, slipping in and driving all the way home, filling me in one nerve-bursting moment. He doesn’t wait. He pumps me fast with hard, slapping thrusts that has my climax battering down the doors, threatening to pour all through me. Then he has stopped and is out of me, leaving me wailing and clenching upon emptiness and bucking my hips vainly upwards into thin air. I know how I must look but it is no matter. This is me now, new-defined: a wretched, desperate slave to him. 

Off he goes, back to the robe. Maybe it will be the electrodes he comes back with, maybe something to stop my breath. I am a problem he cannot ignore: a murderess he has failed to stop. Whatever, it will be an incomparable bliss that no amount of living could ever compare to. I watch his approach through bleary eyes but at least my mind is clear. The red cloud barely began to gather before he sent it away. He wears the dildo. I hadn’t studied it properly so I didn’t see the harness was built for him, not for me. The purple rubber prick sticks out just above his solid flesh one, held in place by a strap around his waist and a chrome ring around his cock and balls. I thought in fantasy I had envisaged every single bit of bondage equipment, every sex toy available, but this is something new. 

“Oh fuck!” I hear myself saying. 

The whole of my body feels like I have been plugged into the mains. He is mounting the bed again, a measured approach this time. He wears a knowing expression, just the tiniest hint of a smile. He is above me, between my legs. I spread as wide as I can for him. My chest is heaving. I know my face is flushed with desire and I look like the most wanton, pleading bitch he will ever set eyes upon. Into me he goes, the slide so torturously slow this time. He goes to the hilt, so I can feel those balls of his, thrust forward by the chrome ring, pressed to me where my juices run so freely. Out he goes, just as slowly, making me quake. Then in again, every centimetre of the penetration felt, the wicked smile spreading across his face. The dildo slides over my lips and beyond, slippery with my juice and the lube he covered it in. It makes my clit fizzle, almost too much to take and still remain conscious. 

He won’t let my climax fully hit, although I feel almost delirious with bliss anyway. He moves me back onto my front, making me rise onto my hands and knees. I know what it is coming. It feels almost like it must be happening to someone else, or in a dream. I just stay still and quiet, waiting for him to do it, to give me this unique joy. I am about to lose my virginity, of sorts. This is something I have fantasised over so often. It was so easy for it to happen, as long as you had the right person. I didn’t but now I do. I am glad I waited for him. He will be right for me in every way. 

He does it expertly, slick hands allowing the twin penetration to occur without a hitch. He goes slow, easing in, opening me and sending the ecstasy all through me. There isn’t even the white pain I always imagine in my dreams. I bite my lip but it is all sublime, all the hurt immediately pleasurable as he opens and fills me, all the way. He lets me rest and relax before starting to move in and out again. One day he will fuck me there with that cock of his and I will feel that wonderful white pain and I will yell out for more, for him. Right now I just have to hang on and try to keep from collapsing as he builds and builds, faster and faster, giving me as much pleasure and possibly even more than Madam Destiny ever managed to. I am screaming. 

When, I wonder, do you become the person you are supposed to be? Are you destined for all you do or will other influences shape you at every turn, melding with your own nature to form you seemingly beyond your will? Is someone else always due thanks or blame for every new chapter you begin? Since you do not choose what turns you on, can you ever fully have control over what shapes you? At least I have a semblance of my true self; the person I am most comfortable with. It is an odd mix – one that had me confused me for so long and still will. I cannot say I am nice or even deserving of a place in this world but I am what I am. I don’t think I even chose to be this way.

In him I have a new beginning. In him I have foundations to build upon. He understands and doesn’t judge me. He allows me the freedom to work myself out, to be fulfilled by lust after all. I will always be a contradiction and complex, but aren’t we all, to a greater or lesser degree? He gives me a relevance that I could never truly say I’ve had in my life before. What an odd way to have it discovered! He knows my secret. That will be his power over me. He will come to me whenever he wishes and use me any way he chooses. Worse, he will allow my secret to grow. He is not stopping me from committing my sinful acts. He wants them to go on, to give him more power over me, more reasons to stalk me and spy on me at work and fuel his own depraved desires. He will use his position to keep me above suspicion. Maybe he will even give tips on how to leave no clues, how to become the best there ever was. We will be bound by this secret. I am a slave to him, he a slave to the incomparable lusts I can arouse. We are unique; joined by the darkest passions but joined indefinitely. He is the one who won’t leave me. He can’t – no one else could ever match me in this. 

So I am in one of the private rooms of the fetish club, waiting. I know how to do this now. Via the telephone I have told my amenable host, Mr Slick, to organise the sending of a gorgeous bitch willing to serve only me. It is high time my lusts spread to women as well as to men. Maybe there will be a different outcome this time, maybe not. The room is dimly grey with a couple of bright spotlights the only comfort. There is an upright rack, a spanking bench and a queening stool. There is one wall and a flat surface below it bedecked in apparatus for using on the defenceless flesh of enslaved bodies. There are no cameras in this room. What can go on here is bound only by the limits of one’s imagination. 

I hear the door open behind me. I think to have an instrument of torture in my hand as I turn but that will give my new bitch instant recognition of what is coming her way. Why decide that now? Why do that when I could spend ages running my hand over various whips, paddles and canes whilst she squirms and whimpers into her ball-gag? So, empty-handed I turn to see her. She had better be beautiful or Mr Slick is going to get it, terminally. The sight of her sends the jolt instantly through me. Not so much because she is indeed beautiful, and this I cannot deny, but because of the familiarity of that face, and all that it means to me. I am alone in the room not with an unknown slave but with Madam Destiny. 

She approaches me slowly, steadily. She wants me to see the curl of her lip and the fire in her eyes. She wants me to recognise that this comes from hatred, from bitterness and revenge. Somehow she must know that I am connected with her husband’s demise. Her coldness goes through me, freezes me. While my empty hands hang powerless at my sides, one of hers is in a fist. The other is behind her back, concealing something. It will be a knife. Not a snide, thin one like Stark would use to assassinate you, but a frighteningly large-bladed carving knife to sink shocking deep, over and over. My dirty mind holds out hope that it might be the Queen of Pleasure she is hiding from me. Whatever it is in her grip, she plans to plunge it into me without mercy. 

I could grab something to defend myself if I could only unfreeze my limbs. Into me she comes, her form blocking out the light behind her, close enough to hear her breaths, to smell that familiar sweet perfume. There are no words. Her look says it all. Up comes her arm above us, ready to drive downwards at me. I cannot take my eyes off hers, cannot bear to see what she holds. I can neither dodge nor defend myself. And I thought I would always be stronger than her. I thought I was the only one capable of this deadly power. I thought I had this killer instinct over her, but I am wrong. She is more like me than I ever realised. This is no attempt to scare me or to get me cowering and begging to use me however she pleases. She means to actually do it, to end me. I can see it in those eyes. She always was merciless towards me and now I am going to feel the ultimate expression of this. I cannot stop her and she is not going to stop herself. Her arm begins its swift descent towards me and it ain’t no dildo she is holding. No, she most definitely, definitely intends to kill me.

Not really!
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