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Could this year get any worse, at the beginning of the year  I caught my boyfriend with his secretary, turns out they been sleeping together since she started working for him the middle of last year, and every time I tried to initiate sex, he wasn't in the mood, something had changed, now I knew what, and it wasn't me, as he and many of our friends had said. Seems they all knew about his infidelity, and none of these so called friends gave me a hint to clue me in. The betrayal of him and our friends hit hard, having sat watching Netflix alone, every romantic comedy I flicked to I saw him, and his smooth words, digging the knife in the back deeper, and all with a tub of chocolate chip ice cream, and a bottle of red wine for company, not my finest hour I must admit. In the morning, I knew I had to get away from everyone, needing a fresh start in a new city, where no one knew me, and no one knew my ex. I hated that I shed tears over him, not because I missed him, if he got hit by a bus I didn't care, but because of his betrayal, our friend's betrayal. I closed all my social media accounts, I didn't want to see or hear about any of them ever again.

In revenge, and out of anger, I may have signed him up to some popular gay dating sites, using all the best photos I had of him on my phone, and based on the emails I received, he would be very busy after I gave everyone his phone number. I may have also embellished a little by giving him a couple of extra inches, I mean, we want the boys to be attracted to him.

Then a month later in my new city, my car engine blew a nice big cloud of smoke. As I sat in my car on the verge of a breakdown, a gorgeous man stopped to help me. He introduced himself, but I was too far in my meltdown to hear him speak. He even told me what was wrong, but it didn't register. I sat beside him in the cab of his truck, my car lifted onto two wheels as I babbled away how pathetic my life had become. After looking at the damage under the hood, it was clear it wasn't a quick fix and the tow truck driver recommended a friend to rebuild the engine. The mechanic was gracious enough to let me pay him off over three months, because I had to use all my savings to put down as a deposit on a new apartment and get some basic furniture. Basic because I like things simple, and it was all I could afford.

After making the final payment on the engine rebuild and the mechanic had to tighten a few bolts for a knocking sound, on my way home I had to swerve and ramped the pavement to avoid hitting an animal making a mad dash across the street, the bumper was loose, tyres and rims were shot. Of course there was no knight in shining armour to assist me, I looked hopeful into the rear view mirror, hoping to see a tow truck pulling up behind me, tears welling in my eyes when I realised I was alone, and the only person I knew in the city was the mechanic. When I called him, his first thought was the engine had died, but when I told him about having to swerve to avoid an animal there was silence, and the phone went dead. I thought how rude it was that he hung up, and tried to call him back, that is when I realised my phone had died, letting out a huge sigh in frustration at myself, at my situation, at karma, at the world conspiring against me. All I could hear was the irritating smug sound on my ex in my ears telling me to keep my phone charged in case of emergency. That was enough to motivate me, to prove to the world and karma itself I was capable and didn't need a man.

Looking in the trunk I managed to pull out the spare tyre, my hands were black which I managed to smear on my cheeks. I must have looked ridiculous when headlights lit up the street, I could have kissed whoever it was coming, hoping they would stop, hooray a cheer went up in my head, it was the mechanic that had come looking for me.

“You need a boyfriend” I turned to look at the girl who had gotten out of the passenger side of the truck, she walked up to me, handing me a soda, “He's mine and I don't like sharing” shocked that this girl would think that I did this on purpose, she smiled and I frowned back at her, she was teasing, this was all I needed, was a jealous girl thinking I am after her man. I managed to tell her I wouldn't try to take him away, the woman laughed and shook her head, “Honey, I was kidding, if he tried cheating on me, I would chop off his man bits, and he knows it.” Before long the couple were heading to their truck. “Thank him for me.” I don't know why I called that out, but they stopped, and shared the most possessive kiss I have ever witnessed. Then the way he spanked her butt before she climbed into the cab, deep down it awakened a longing and desire inside of me, with no one in my life to scratch the itch, except my trusty vibrator.

The following day at the recommendation of the mechanic, I replaced the front rims, I looked in the rear view mirror at myself, and told karma that enough was enough now. The rims and tyres were bought on credit, and any more drama I wouldn't know what else to do, thankfully the mechanic told me about this place that offered me credit.

A month ago I had to replace my tyres, thankfully the mechanic got me back on the road. I was sorry he didn't have to call the tow truck driver, I couldn't get him out of my dreams. I finally met him at a bdsm club when I was exploring a beginners' night from a flyer I picked up at the tyre place. There were thankfully other singles, some had read about the lifestyle, others had watched movies, or porn, for me it was that kiss and spanking I witnessed, yes and some of the novels I have on my kindle next to my bed, I wanted that. Wearing a light blue corset and matching coloured thong, my hair was pulled back, and to save myself from complete mortification, I wore a simple eye mask with holes for my eyes, submissives weren't allowed to wear shoes, and the doorman said I would probably end up wearing less by the end of the night.

I scoffed at him with disgust, as if ever I would undress for anyone at the snap of his fingers. His smile was unnerving, he didn't take my scoff as a sign of being bratty or rude, and when I walked past, he told me to enjoy the evening.

I'd come this far, but suddenly my nerves ramped up. It made me a little uneasy and doubts rose on why I was there. ‘Would they try to break me, or change me?’ Fears based on the latest novel I was reading. In the story, she was bound to a bench and being whipped, and thankfully for her someone saw her safe word before the monster forced a gag into her mouth and she called for help, it didn't end well for that bastard, there was a zero tolerance policy for abusive monsters. Before I could turn and run, a hand gripped my arm and held my arm to steady me, turning to look at him, my insides fluttering, my body trembling, his smile eased me a little, “You’re safe here, remember this, everything stops if you use your safe word, red also works.” His deep voice reminded me of someone, but I couldn't quite place it with all the turmoil going on inside my head and the endless fluttering of butterflies. He lifted his chin to give encouragement and also to tell me to continue inside.

The beginners group came to a stop at the next raised platform. A woman is suspended from the ceiling by ropes, she is immobile, the man beside her holds a candle, dripping the wax all over her body, her nipples are encased by the cooling wax, he waits for her body to relax before he drizzles more down to her belly, he chuckles as her cries are muffled, I can only imagine the curses that would be coming out my mouth, you can barely hear the soft murmurs of his voice, he walks between her legs, the girl next to me who had attended the class before, looks at me, “I don't know why, but this always excites me.” He is no longer holding a candle, but an ice cube, and he is dripping the ice onto the poor girls privates, she is trying to squirm but can't move, a phallus shaped ice cube is then pressed inside her, and then he seals it inside the girls vagina with candle wax, which hardens immediately as it cools on impact. Next he removes the ball gag and kisses her passionately, pulling her out of the zone she went into, her moans are loud, her panting is ragged, he stares into her eyes, “Are you ready for more?”

Adjusting the ropes, her eyes widen as she realises the position he adjusts her into, she is bent like a bow, her head is lower than any part of her body, her waist is drawn upwards, her legs bowing backwards, her drags his fingers down her sides, she glares at him, which makes him smile, her mouth is used by him as his erect cock pumps in and out, the girl has drool coming out her mouth and covering his cock, she is breathless when he stops. I for one can almost feel what she is feeling, wishing it was me strung up like that, taken like that by my partner, helpless and used, but safe.

He is now holding a flogger, and uses it to remove the wax on her left breast, her moans turn to cries as leather hits flesh, his mouth covers her nipple until she is moaning again. He walks around, repeating the dose to her right nipple. After suckling on her right nipple, each of her nipples are hard peaks, he attaches clamps to them and tightens them until she hisses from the bite. He instructs her to hold the chain attachment in her mouth, and not to drop it, she nods, each blow to remove the wax down her body, her head jerks back, which in turn is pulling on her nipples.

Even as she tries to look at him, she can't, he is between her legs, staring at her wax encased sex, he strips the wax away using the flogger, she cries out, the melted ice leaks out her sex, his mouth covers her sex as he drinks from her fountain of youth, and she is moaning with pleasure, an ice cube easily melts on her sex, he teases around her hard erect nub, his tongue licks away the moisture, sucking her clit into his mouth, his finger inside her, massaging her special spot until she reaches a climax and orgasms. The flogger beats down on her pussy as the orgasm continues, the exquisite pain mixed with pleasure. An ice cube is pressed inside her back hole, she is thrashing against her bonds, then he takes her hard, she is clamping down on the ice cube inside her anus, which in turn clamps down on his cock inside her.
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I couldn't get her out of my mind, from the day her car had broken down and I happened to be driving past and saw the cloud envelop her car. Her water bottle had cracked, and water had leaked out the radiator, which caused one of her piston rings to seize. I wanted to help her but it wasn't an easy fix, in the cab with her car in tow, she told me how her life was unravelling, her boyfriend had cheated on her, she found out when she went to his office after work, he said he was working late, and she said she always had fantasised about making love in his office, so with dinner in hand, she went over, wearing her short black skirt, white blouse and black bra, she explained it was her boyfriend's idea of sexy office wear.

She was surprised that the building was quiet, given how important the deadlines for tax season were. Security knew her so she was allowed into the building. On the eighth floor she stepped out the elevator, again for the deadlines that were so important the floor was empty, but her boyfriend was a partner, so he handled big accounts, the others who sat in the open plan office were associates, she gave herself a mental shrug and figured her boyfriend was working on an important account.

At this point I stopped her, and said she should stop calling him her boyfriend, she bit her bottom lip nervously
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Leaving the past behind meant opening
her heart to an unexpected detour.
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