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In the privacy of her own office, Helen Essendene contemplated her course ahead and thrilled to its possibilities and what it could mean for her personal life going ahead.

It was a feeling she loved above all others and one she had always known would never find itself satisfied by mere role-playing.

Forget male penetration or some other invasion of the physical geography belonging to the female of the species.

Just the thought of allowing a liberty she found so unnatural angered her almost as much as her still lithe and voluptuous 40-year-old body was physically repulsed by the idea of some male animal using her feminine temple in such a way.

Especially as that way was likely to give the beast the idea he was marking her as his own private territory or dominating her after some brutish and antediluvian fashion.

Perish that thought and any others resembling it!

Nothing could be further from either her personal alignment or the dreams and fantasies inspired by it.

Dreams and fantasies she’d held since her childhood and the reading of her father’s copy of Masoch’s eponymous classic that - for reasons she hadn’t managed to work out – was on the bookshelves of his study.

A reading that, with some necessary realistic tweaks, had captured her youthful imagination in a way that was about to become so much more vibrant and intoxicating now that she was finally in a position to experience what she found described between the books covers.
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And experience them in a way entirely of her choosing.

Assuming, that is, the object she had chosen to help her fulfil her long desired fantasy didn’t prove stronger than her assessment of him as a macho poseur and turned out to be just the sheep in ersatz wolf’s clothing her senses assured her he was.

And just how she wanted him to be.

Her entry into the fifth decade of her life, she had promised herself, would begin as she intended it to continue.

By taking control of a mature adult male and gradually increasing the pressure until his obedience to her became total.

And the fact he had a wife and three children was neither here nor there.

At least not to her.

Her earliest memories of childhood, without any practical experience of what she most desired, were heated by fantasies of control and domination.

Fantasies she was picturing right then at the desk in her office that did not lessen with maturity and, if anything, were becoming stronger.

What else could explain the course of action upon which she had set herself? 

A course of action that would, if she were successful, ensure a mature and attractive man – an employee moreover – became the virtually indentured life-companion of whom she had long dreamed...
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An Underling in Waiting
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The assistant temporarily replacing the PA his boss had just lost had left the outer-office for home as he knocked on the door of that same boss’s inner-sanctum and stepped inside to take a seat opposite her. 

It wasn’t the first time he’d sat in Helen Essendene's office to discuss various matters relating to her thriving Software Solutions business. 

As her accountant and Financial Officer for the past five years, Tim Banks had sat opposite her many times to go through matters relating to accounting procedures and financial probity.

But never at such a time and in such a charged atmosphere, feeling more like a naughty schoolboy before a disciplinarian headmistress than a husband and father of forty-nine years of age.

During his years in her employment this was the first time he had been asked to remain in the building after his colleagues had left and meet with her.

A departure from the norm enough in itself to have alarm-bells ringing in his head and the guilt of past transgressions – no matter how well buried he considered them – nagging at his sense of well-being.

Just the unblinking and inflexible expression on a face that was severe enough to begin with had his stomach lurching and he knew he was in serious trouble no sooner than the door clicked shut behind him.

The laptop she turned towards him - and the figures from two years before she indicated he should study - simply confirmed and enflamed his growing anxiety. No longer did he feel the unflappable and in control man of numbers he had always portrayed himself as being in front of his colleagues, And especially those of the female variety – began to desert him.

“You do realise you’re looking at a custodial sentence for embezzling,” she told him?” deeming it, correctly, unnecessary to run him through what he was looking at upon the screen.
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He did indeed know, and had been on tenterhooks for the first three months after he had “borrowed” the money for a gambling debt.

And done so from the company’s business account while hoping he would be able to return in time to prevent an audit from discovering what he had done.

Something he was convinced he had done and explained his shock – terror must go without saying – that she had somehow managed to find his “Temporary loan” and was in the process of showing him on her screen just how ineffective his efforts to cover his tracks had really been.

“I realise,” she went on as the colour drained from his cheeks to give him the look of a particularly distressed revenant; the woman herself, he told himself, about as animated as he had ever seen her look; “that the fact you made good on the money you stole from me will play well with the courts. But not so well you won’t be punished and be unable to work in your profession again... Should, that is, you find yourself unable to convince me not to report it.”

He swallowed with difficulty as the full implications of what she was saying and what it would mean for his career and an already rocky marriage seemed to deprive him of the ability to breathe.

And then what she said about convincing her struck him. 

Helen Essendene leaned back in her chair and clasped her hands over her stomach, eyes never leaving his as they studied the formerly cocksure man she had quaking in his boots with no more than a screenshot and some well-chosen words, looking as calm and untroubled as he felt gut-punched. 

Also, his appalled thoughts told him, she seemed to be taking a certain... pleasure ...from his suffering.

In fact, the thought struck him through his terror; she seemed to look not just more severe and businesslike than usual in her smart and sober business attire but...

Galvanised.

As if there was something in his situation and the power it gave her over him she found thoroughly to her liking.

Tim Banks, husband and father, was not to know that he had assessed her frame of mind perfectly.

And would not be long in discovering how right he was.

“I’m sorry, Helen,” he began, not liking the weakness in his voice but realising it reflected the perilous nature of his predicament. “I... I was in a bad place at the time.”

“Yes,” she agreed. “A gambling addiction is bad enough for a man with a wife and a family to look after.”

Her smile did not reach her eyes as she added:

“Even worse for an accountant in charge of the finances for the company and the woman he works for.”

“It was a one-off and I was desperate. The men I lost the money to at poker were not the kind to just write a debt off – if you know what I mean?”

As much as he had never warmed to her as either an employer or a woman, Tim Banks knew she was possessed of a capacity for plain-speaking and ruthless decision-making and knew instantly that nothing less than honesty would help him.

And in this instance, nothing less than the absolute version of personal transparency.

“It was just the one blemish during my five-years working for you Helen. I’m getting help for my gambling problems and I can promise that if you overlook it this once I’ll be the most diligent and loyal employee any company could have.”

She took his words on board and seemed to mull them over behind cold and unreadable eyes.

Until, finally:

“If,” she began, eyes holding his own, “I decide to give you a chance, there is no possibility you can stay in a position related in any way to either our accounts or our finances.”

Tim Banks felt bile rise to his throat at her words but took some consolation that she hadn’t discounted the possibility of keeping him on.

“Are you
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