
        
            [image: cover]
        


Madame Dark Parts 1-3: Casting The
Spell,Lured Back To The Lair, A Night To Remember by Daniella
Donati

 


 


 


 


All three parts in the erotic short-story
series Madame Dark.

 


 


 


 


 


All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to
other works of fiction, is purely coincidental. All sexual acts
depicted are between consenting adults aged eighteen and over.

 


 


The author specifically disclaims any
responsibility for any liability, loss or risk, which is incurred
as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and
application of any of the contents of this book.

 


 


 


 


 


Copyright@2013 Daniella Donati at
Smashwords.

All Rights Reserved.

 


 


Table of Contents


Madame Dark Part 1 : Casting The Spell

Madame Dark Part 2: Lured Back To The
Lair...

Madame Dark Part 3: A Night To Remember

 


 


 


Madame Dark Part 1 : Casting The Spell


 


Nathan was 23, somewhat sexually
inexperienced compared to his friends, but more curious than any of
them. He'd had a few experiences with women his age but had found
them unsatisfying, and disliked their clinginess. Since his early
teens however, he'd found himself attracted to older women, first
his female teachers at school, then as he got older, his lecturers
at university and even a few of his mother's friends.

 


He'd not explored this fascination as he felt
it rather psychologically unhealthy to be attracted to women his
mother's age, particularly her friends knowing that if something
happened with them, she might find out. He had a recurring
nightmare where his mother would come home and find him in bed with
her best friend Harriet, who was 46 but still very attractive. In
real life, he enjoyed flirting with her, but that's as far as it
went and would ever go.

 


Like many frustrated and curious young men,
he found himself spending his evenings browsing the internet,
exploring his curiosity further. Dating sites had lost their stigma
as only for the desperate, and after trying a few of the general
sites, he signed up to a site called Toyboy Town. After setting up
his profile, he began perusing the women, feeling a thrill of
childlike excitement that he was on what was a rather seedy site,
with some seedy looking women.

 


He was enjoying himself without anyone
grabbing his attention, but then he clicked on a profile with the
name Venus in Furs, and felt immediately drawn to her. She'd put up
a few pictures, all alluring and subtly erotic, never showing all
her face, though Nathan could tell she was highly attractive. Her
hair was the darkest black, contrasted by ivory skin, her lips
painted with a dark red lipstick, a shade that Nathan had not seen
before. She had an almost gothic look about her, a mysteriousness
that intrigued him.

 


Her profile said her name was Jeanette and
that she belonged to the night, that she required a young man who
would worship at her altar, someone innocent and boyishly handsome
whom she could enjoy corrupting and introducing to her nefarious
nocturnal world. Nathan's mouth went dry when he read that, he felt
his heart palpitating and wondered if she'd be interested in
someone like him. He smiled and thought she'd probably just ignore
him, there were hundreds of young guys on the site.

 


Then again, his mother's friends were always
saying how boyish he looked and was generally regarded as good
looking. He was certainly innocent, that was for sure. He
deliberated for a while, then took the plunge and signed up for the
site. He reasoned that the best thing about the net was that it was
anonymous and rejection could be easily shrugged off and soon
forgotten. He uploaded his best pictures and tried to describe
himself honestly.

 


After signing up to become a member, he
messaged Jeanette with his heart in his mouth, wondering if she
would even give him a second glance. He spent the evening checking
his inbox, seeing if she'd replied, but nothing. He went to bed
feeling deflated and rather silly.

 


He woke the next day and absent-mindedly
logged in over his morning toast and coffee. To his surprise, there
was a message from her and he clicked the box repeatedly in
excitement. 'Please upgrade your account to view this message' came
up on the screen and his forehead creased in irritation, digging in
his jeans for his card wallet. He signed up for a month, and
finally clicked on her message.

 


It contained one word...'Intriguing'....he
looked away, baffled. Had he really just paid his hard-earned money
on one word? She might not even be a real person....all the women
could be fake, he'd heard about that. After another cup of coffee
he decided to at least reply, to see if she was at least vaguely
interested. He wrote back with honesty, saying it was his first
time on a site like this and had no idea how to approach it.

 


Jeanette, meanwhile, received this message
with interest as she sat in her study with her Siamese cat Fifi on
her knee, looking for attention.Jeanette had been on the site a few
weeks, but none of the younger men she'd perused particularly
interested her.She was dominant by nature, so looked for
vulnerability, reticence and a curious gleam in the eye, all of
which Nathan had.

 


She decided she had reeled him in, and left
him to hang for a few hours before replying to his message, leaving
the house for a few hours after feeding Fifi. Nathan was feeling
pathetic as he refreshed his screen every couple of minutes
awaiting her response. He noticed that she lived only twenty miles
away which intrigued him all the more...if she liked him, they
could actually meet...this idea kept him glued to his computer till
the evening.

 


Around eight o' clock, Jeanette arrived back
home, and still seeing Nathan logged in, decided to put the poor
boy out of his misery. She messaged him briefly once again, saying
just 'Let's meet...ring me', then leaving her mobile number at the
bottom. Nathan by this point had become dejected and was barely
concentrating on the screen when his inbox declared 1 unread
message.

 


He jumped in his seat and clicked on the
message, his heart pounding in his chest as he read it, and reached
for his mobile, keying in her number before it disappeared off the
screen. He could ring her now....no...best calm down and have a
drink....don't want to appear nervous, he thought to himself. Two
hours later, he was still deliberating and only the clock on the
wall announcing ten 'o clock made him make up his mind to call. He
selected her number on his phone with sweaty palms, and breathed in
deeply to calm his nerves.

 


The phone rang several times before she
answered, and he managed to get his name out at least. 'Hi...it's
Nathan' he stammered, his youthful inexperience betraying him and
he cringed. She was the opposite and spoke calmly in a demure,
quite deep voice: 'Hello Nathan...I'm glad you called. You seem a
nice young man, I think we should meet up next week. Let's skip all
the drinks and chit-chat...you can come to my house, it's not far
from you at all. After all, that's what we're both looking for
isn't it?' she asked, almost rhetorically, already knowing the
answer.

 


Nathan cleared his throat and replied
'Well...yes...definitely'. She replied instantly, impatient with
his nervousness: 'Good. Wednesday evening is good for me, I'll
expect you at 8pm.I will message you my address. Goodbye..' and
hung up, without giving him a chance to reply. He needed a moment
to take it all in, then sat down at his computer and saw another
message for him. It was her address, he knew where it was, not far
away but quite a remote area, up in the hills. He imagined her
living alone in some huge mansion, luring young men like himself
into her web like a black widow spider. He imagined her turning out
to be like the Kathy Bates character in the horror film
Misery....

 


He could just not go, he told himself. For
some reason, this idea frightened him more than going. The thought
of standing her up, incurring her wrath, terrified him even though
she didn't know where he lived. She just seemed to have an aura
about her, a powerful charisma that was effortless for her and that
you somehow couldn't deny. He decided he would go, at least she
would have no reason to be angry with him, whatever she had in
store for him.

 


The next two days passed in a blur, Nathan
constantly thinking about what to wear, how to act. He suddenly
felt out of his depth, and kept wanting to ring her and call it
off, but every time he picked up the phone he just put it down
again, irritated by his own capriciousness. Wednesday arrived after
a fitful night's sleep, including a dream about Misery, which was
all he needed. He nervously got dressed and made breakfast, pleased
his student flatmate had already left the house.

 


Jeanette, meanwhile, was waking up slowly,
acclimatizing to the light and stretching out her arms, wondering
what the evening might bring, with a smile playing on her lips.
After breakfast, she opened her wardrobe and instantly pulled out a
black evening dress that she intended to wear with black stockings
and heels, offset by some sparkling jewellery. She wanted to
overwhelm him, seduce him entirely in body and spirit, and she knew
exactly how to do it.

 


By contrast, Nathan spent the early evening
going back and forth to his rather more lean looking wardrobe, and
restlessly deciding on something, then changing his mind again. He
finally settled on a dark blue shirt and black jeans, casual but
sophisticated, not scruffy. He even polished his shoes, the smart
black shoes that he'd worn for his graduation ceremony. He glanced
at the clock, almost seven, time he got going in case he got lost
on the way.

 


Jeanette was a superb cook and had made a
chicken risotto to be enjoyed with a bottle or two of ruby
cabernet, which was to be ready upon his arrival and looked to be
on schedule as she checked on it. Nathan had left in his car and
was making headway himself, the butterflies in his stomach keeping
him alert to where he was going. He took a left off the main road,
and began driving up long, narrow lanes that seemed to go on
forever.

 


He was getting near, and there weren't any
houses to be seen, which wasn't exactly comforting to him. He was
grateful for the sat nav otherwise he knew he would be lost by now,
and it was already twenty to eight, not helped by the slow, anxious
pace of his driving.

 


He was so uptight that he took the wrong turn
and it was only the sat nav's prompt that made him realize his
error. He frantically turned the car round in the narrow lane and
turned back. After another winding road, he saw a rather large
house overlooking a lake with the lights on and knew that must be
her house, there were no others to be seen. Not quite a mansion, he
thought to himself, but not far off either.

 


Jeanette was looking at the clock on the
wall, she'd timed the meal to perfection, just needed to warm the
plates, but no sign of him yet.

 


'Oh I do hope he is punctual' she said to
Fifi, in the eccentric manner in which people talk to their pets
when they've lived alone in the country for a while. She saw a
flash of headlights through the gaps in the trees outside and
smiled, knowing she wasn't going to be stood up, not that she ever
had been. She checked her hair in the mirror and went to let him
in. He parked up, his palms sweating, wondering what he was about
to let himself in for.

 


He approached the huge front door and was
immediately taken aback as it opened without him having to knock.
Jeanette greeted him with a guarded smile and said in her deep,
demure voice "I hope you're hungry, I've made us a chicken
risotto". Nathan smiled and tried to relax. "That...sounds
delicious" he managed to say.

 


Inviting him in with a hand gesture, she
replied "Am glad you are as tall as you said you were on your
profile. Younger men have a habit of sometimes adding on imaginary
inches, as if I wouldn't notice...", her voice falling away so that
the double entendre was not lost on Nathan. He laughed nervously
and said 'Oh, I don't see the point in being anything but totally
honest'. She herself was somewhat smaller than him, 5ft 6 compared
to his 6ft 1, but she had such presence and charisma that somehow
she seemed bigger than him.

 


She turned on her heel and said 'Yes, that's
what struck me about you...you seemed so sweetly innocent and
vulnerable, very appealing...this is your first time meeting an
older woman through the internet, isn't it?', leading them into the
dining room. 'Yes, first time meeting anyone through the net...but
have been drawn to older women for a while' he said, pleased that
he was starting to relax as she poured him a glass of wine. They
both sat down and were face to face properly for the first
time.

 


"That's good to know...some just see older
women as a way of getting their first notch on the bedpost, or just
messing about out of curiosity...I could tell you're not like them
straight away. You seemed different from the rest..."."I hope so..I
know the way most guys my age think of women" he replied with a
gentle smile. She thought to herself that he seemed perfect, ripe
for development.

 


Sensitive, intelligent and clearly sexually
curious, and as attractive as he appeared on his profile. He was
feeling rather overwhelmed by her, but was managing to enjoy
himself and relax, aided by the copious wine, his glass refilled
every time he drank halfway down. She wanted to get him reasonably
drunk, the food would stop him from getting stupidly drunk, she
just wanted to break down his inhibitions and natural defences,
make him more pliable....

 


She told him she had been divorced for ten
years, married to a wealthy businessman that sounded to Nathan like
a marriage of convenience rather than one based on love. She said
he found himself a younger model and so she did well out of the
divorce settlement, hence the house. After a couple of years alone,
she decided to explore her sexuality more, and started dating
younger men.

 


'Something clicked for me, and I've not
bothered with men my age ever since'
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