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The man had to be crazed.

Why else would he be waiting upon his haunches in the way of a family pet awaiting the return of his owner?

After all, there were no chains or other tangible signs of restraint keeping him there in the hallway of her apartment.

What else could it but either mental imbalance, aberrance, or a mixture of both that not only made him adopt such a position but kept him in it also?

Yet anybody leaping to one or both of these highly understandable conclusions would have been surprised were they told they were wrong.

Spectacularly wrong.

For it neither madness nor aberrance that kept the man in place.

Had they looked closely, they would have seen the beaten eyes in his handsome and still distinguished face watering as the memory of the vibrant man he had once been dominated his thoughts and made his current situation all the harder to bear.

In fact, there were times when he wished he had no memory at all. 

Which torment did not prevent him from seeking solace in the self-same memories he knew would ultimately result only in more pain.

In his forties, he who should have been at the peak of his physical and mental powers and enjoying the rewards a life of hard-work and shrewd business decisions had earned him. 

Yet here he was, on his knees and naked, apart from a collar and the detested cage securing his genitals and lead fastened to that collar that rested in his mouth. 

Naked and by the door in the hallway of an expensive Manhattan apartment with views across the park to the north as he awaited the return of the woman responsible for the train-crash that was now his life.

And not through any choice of his own.

On his haunches in the way of a canine, it was just as his thoughts returned to a picture of himself as he had been not so long ago, that Hilde, the barrel-shaped young woman his owner had brought over from Romania to run the home for her – with his help, of course; when he wasn’t fulfilling his role of human-pet - entered from the kitchen and opened the door to her fellow Slav and employer as she returned from whatever business had required her leaving.

By the look of the bags he could see deposited outside, no doubt by Hall-Porter commandeered to help carry them, it had been a departure made for pleasure rather than business.

The man upon his haunches felt his muscles tense as longing and a familiar anger flowed through him at the sight of... her. 

“There is my good and lovely boy!” she cooed in the perfect English that was slightly inflected with her Eastern European ancestry, this as he dropped the lead in his mouth and lowered his head to slobber – not kiss, but actually slobber, and just as he had been instructed – over her cherry red heels. 

“I hope he has been a good boy for you, Hilde?” she asked hateful, the eyes in her ageless and severe face warning her pet of dire consequences should the opposite prove true.

“He knows better than to misbehave around me,” sneered the short and sturdy girl yet to reach her twenties observed in even more thickly accented English, her fleshy yet still pretty features camouflaging the cess-pit of perversity and cruelty beneath.

Then as his still slobbering lips were pulled from his owner’s shoes:

“He has been a most obedient little doggy and I am looking forward to you giving him a name to go on his pretty collar.”

The woman in control of his lead had flicked back her raven-black hair then, and given it some thought.

Stygian and lustrous, it fell to her shoulders to frame the cruel yet compelling Slavic features with which he was both obsessed and repulsed.

Repulsed to the point of wishing her lasting physical harm... and worse!

A desire made all the more potent for his knowing he would never find the strength of will to even attempt such a thing.

She was dressed in a loose white blouse above tight-fitting pants that clung tenaciously to legs he grudgingly described to himself as shapely when his thoughts were his own, and utterly irresistible on those occasions when she finally allowed his tongue and his fingers to access them. 

“I have given it some thought,” she told the girl, “I think ‘Câine’ is a perfectly good name. In fact, Hilde, I think you should take his collar with you tomorrow when shop and have it engraved.”

“It will be a pleasure, Doamna Andrada,” assured Hilde. “I shall have it done in the morning.”

“Thank you, Hilde. Now if you would be so good as to fetch in my shopping, I find myself a little fatigued from the shops and need to have the obedient tongue of my pet relax me.”

As the younger woman smiled knowingly, the woman known as Andrada Lupei turned on her heel towards the bedroom and tugged upon the lead.

“Come to heel, now, Câine,” she said using his new name for the first time, her face a picture of cruel pleasure as this once independent man quickly crawled to her and placed his nose by the spiked heel of one red-shoe to await her further orders.

“Good boy,” she praised. “Now, crawl after me to the bedroom and use your nice doggy tongue to relax your master.”

As the man once known as Craig Deerborne crawled behind the muscular and shapely legs of his owner to her bedroom, he once again asked himself how being treated in such a way could excite his lust as much as it could ignite his fury to a heat capable of incinerating ten Pompei’s.

And to think that, not so long ago, it had all been so different...
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The ill-conducted noises of the orchestra, led by the dumpy little bastion of self-love who was guest conductor - fresh from the Queen Mary via Southampton and, before that, Munich, where he had made his name as leader of the Bavarian Radio Orchestra - was still in the ears of the bewildered and less than enamoured aficionados of Haydn’s later symphonies when the imposing and voluptuous body of Andrada Lupei made its way from the hall with a handsome man of noble bearing at her side.

The expression of this man in his forties not one of ease and pleasure exactly.

In fact, seemed to hold something of...

What...?

Concern?

Anxiety?

Fear?

It could have been all three, but that at least one of those troubling emotions was present would not have escaped the notice of anyone bothered enough and perceptive enough to take notice.

The smile of the woman named Andrada Lupei was the smile of a conqueror and her stygian hair, dark and Romany, only added gravitas to the unmissable sexual allure of her bearing. Even the faint lines around the sensual and lightly painted slit of her mouth spoke of strength and a powerful and potent sexual appetite to match it. She looked, in fact, exactly what she looked to be to those with the requisite astuteness to notice.

Which was, I hear you ask?

A woman who lived to exercise power over others and had been doing it long enough not to be gainsaid when her fancy was aroused.

A fancy, you must understand, that was not to hold political office or exert influence and sway over huge business interests.

No.

Her passion was to exercise absolute control over a fellow human-being until he - for it was nearly always a man who took that fancy – either died or she grew tired of him.

A reckoning to this point that was pretty much equal.

Fanciful nonsense, your writer hears you scoff.

Think again.

The handsome and wealthy financier at her side, whose name was Craig Deerborne was the latest of these unfortunate swains, though he was, of course, blissfully unaware of it – even if the first budding of suspicion may have explained the first tiny intimations of impending doom flitting across his chiselled features and smooth cheeks.

With the complete confidence born of an equal amount of self-possession, the woman nodded a response to greetings from those who thought they knew her but were, at very best, people she barely considered acquaintances. Though on this occasion she seemed to smile with some small warmth to a man in his mid-thirties whose attention was riveted upon her sensual and knowing face. The look upon his own one that suggested admiration and lust.

Suggested.

For those more positive responses seemed to go hand-in-hand with a desire to do her a lasting and perhaps mortal injury. 

He would not be the first to have felt such emotions towards the Eastern European.

Just as Craig Deerborne was certain not
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