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Miss Strict







HE HAD ARRIVED to keep his appointment with Miss Strict half an hour before he stood on the gallows. She was dressed demurely in a blouse and a long pleated skirt; only six-inch stilettos hinted at her profession. They had exchanged smiles as she opened the front door in answer to the jangling bell. No matter how often he came to this house he always had butterflies in the pit of his stomach. And he always made sure he had no identification on him, although she probably knew who he was.


Her bosom was a bra-buster. But it was her wide hips and backside that always caught his eye. He followed her along the familiar passage, transfixed by the swing of the pleats. This time she was wearing a heavy fringed wig and black framed glasses which semi masked her face. Usually her hair was scraped back into a severe bun, and usually she wore thin framed, half moon spectacles perched half way down her nose to look like an archetypal schoolmistress.


‘Honey is with me today. You can have both of us for the same price.’


He gave her an envelope. She opened it, fanned the pound notes inside and did a cursory count.


‘I don’t think I’ve met Honey.’


‘You will like her. I will be back in a minute. Make yourself at home.’


The small room was furnished like a gentleman’s club; heavy flock wallpaper, antique-leather furniture, a mahogany bookcase, a Persian carpet and hunting prints on the wall. He poured a malt whisky into a cut glass tumbler and sat with a first edition of Astrid Cane. 


Miss Strict returned before he had finished chapter one. She was now wearing elbow length gloves and carrying a large, crocodile-leather handbag. He had not seen her with a handbag before, or wear gloves before.


‘Finish your drink and follow me.’


He gulped his drink and followed her rump down the brightly lit stairs to the basement. He knew there were three rooms, each with a name-plate on the door; schoolroom, boudoir and dungeon. He walked towards the schoolroom door.


‘Go into the dungeon.’


‘I usually get caned in the schoolroom.’


‘I’ve decided I find men acting like school kids unpleasing. Open the dungeon door.’ He was about to say that, at the end of the day—or afternoon—he was the paying punter, and the choice should be his. But one glance over his shoulder at the pursed, scarlet lipstick made him think it would be advisable to follow orders. He opened the door to the dungeon. The heavy door made a grating noise as it opened which gave him an even greater sense of foreboding. He paused in the doorway. The dungeon was in darkness. Her palm, placed squarely in the small of his back, shoved him forward and he stumbled over the threshold. She didn’t usually treat him like this. He didn’t want to be treated like this. He didn’t think he would come again. A light switch clicked. Simulated flame torches flickered, casting sinister shadows on mock granite walls.


‘I don’t think you’ve been in here before.’


He didn’t answer. He was staring at the gibbet. ‘This is not really my scene,’ he said, after swallowing hard; relieved that there was no noose attached to the beam. He looked around, expecting to see coiled rope, but there was none in evidence.


‘Take off your clothes.’


He turned to face her. ‘I think I’ve changed my mind. A dungeon like this might be fun, if you’re a history buff, and I’m sure Honey is very beautiful, but ….’ He tailed off.


She had opened her handbag and produced a handgun which she pointed at his stomach.


‘It is real. And loaded. And I don’t need the silencer. The basement is soundproofed.’


He swallowed hard. ‘Look….’


‘Do as you are told or I will shoot you.’ The tone of her voice, and the slight wave of her gun, emphasised that she meant the threat.


‘What is this about? Do you want more money?’


‘No. Take off your clothes.’ The gun waved at him again to emphasise the instruction. He undressed to his underpants and socks, leaving his clothes in a pile on the floor. ‘Those off too.’ The gun pointed at his underpants. ‘You can keep on your socks. We don’t want you to get cold feet.’ This was said without a trace of humour.


He had to step out of his shorts with care. He should be pissing himself, but his penis was having a rush of blood to its head. He stared down as if to say to it ‘what the hell are you doing!’ 


‘Kneel.’ He knelt on the fake-flagstone floor. ‘Lay on your front, full length, with your wrists behind your back.’ He obeyed. The floor was cold on the side of his face. He felt and heard metal handcuffs or manacles fastened around his wrists, and around his ankles. ‘Now stand.’ He rolled over onto his knees and stood, with difficulty as his ankles were now fastened with a length of chain. ‘Face me.’ He turned. The gun pointed at the base of his stomach. His erect penis pointed back at the gun.


‘Wow! The last time I saw anything that big it was on a donkey.’


He looked towards the new voice. A very fat girl stood posed in the doorway. She was naked except for high heeled boots and gauntlets.


‘I’m Honey. Honey Von Trapp. I do anything sexy for money except fuck and sing Edelweiss.’ She was blond and pretty, with dimpled cheeks and a cherubic mouth. He had always found big girls sexually attractive; especially if they were as pretty as Honey Von Trapp. 


She was holding a leather whip in her right hand. He could not see what she had in her left hand as her left arm was behind her back. But slowly, and with an evil grin, she brought her left arm forward. His eyes became ‘saucers’. She held coiled rope. The rope was birthday-ribbon pink and ended in a hangman’s noose. ‘What’s your favour colour? Mine’s pink.’


He didn’t answer. Honey was now standing close to him with her cheeky face looking up to his. Her rounded stomach pushed against his groin. His penis had subsided, probably through fear. But now stirred itself again. Honey glanced down. ‘Fancies a plump girl, does it?’


‘Darling, we haven’t got time,’ Miss Strict said, holding a cine-camera.


Honey laughed. ‘You’re about to star in a movie.’ She clamped the whip handle under her armpit, and squeezed his testicles with her right hand. The penis stiffened in response. She was still holding the noose in her left hand.


‘How much do you weigh?’ Honey asked him, as Miss Strict inserted a roll of film into the camera. ‘I would guess about fifteen stone,’ Honey, said, answering her own question.


‘Are you going to hang me?’


She squeezed harder. It was now as soft as putty. ‘I might not if this gets stiff and is nice to me. Lay on your back.’


‘Where?’ 


‘On the rack-thing.’ He looked towards the antique torture rack on which victims were stretched to breaking, and he paled. ‘It’s alright, I’m not going to make you taller. That thing isn’t real; it’s only for show. The gallows are real, though.’


‘We haven’t got time,’ Miss Strict said, sounding exasperated.


‘Yes, I have.’


Despite being very much younger than Miss Strict, and, on the face of it, the more easy going personality, he realised Honey was the more dangerous of the two. So he did as Honey ordered and went over to the low rack and lay on his back. Honey dropped the noose and whip on the floor, and grinning down at him, straddled him with her knees on either side of his chest. She reached behind her back, clutched his penis, shook it hard, and inserted it into her. Her vagina slid down the shaft. He came straight away. If there was such a thing as a Richter scale of orgasmic experience it would have hit magnitude ten. And then he quaked.


‘Fuck! You haven’t!’ She was annoyed at the speed of his delivery. The ever present smile had disappeared. She stood up, glowering down at him. ‘I’ll come when I hang you. Stand up.’ As he rose slowly from the rack she picked up the pink rope. He watched her walk up the five wooden steps to the gallows platform with the coiled rope and throw the noose over the beam. The pink noose dangled in readiness for its victim.


‘Darling, I was supposed to film you doing that,’ Miss Strict said.


‘I’ll do it again,’ Honey said, and un-looped the noose from over the gallows arm. Then, looking grumpily towards the camera, she threw it up and over the arm again as Miss Strict filmed her. She then tied the end of the rope to a ring on the gallows post as the noose swung like a pendulum. He thought he had remained out of shot. If Honey was going to execute him he wondered why she was making no attempt to disguise herself. She was heavily made up with rouge and powder and black eyeliner and fluttering, false eyelashes, and her hair was dyed blond. But he would recognise her again: her bum, if not her face; assuming he lived. Anybody who watched the film could also identify her. He could not understand why she did not wear a mask. Killing him was murder. The death penalty had only been suspended that year for an experimental period of five years. If they killed him and were caught, Honey and Miss Strict would not be hanged, but they would get life in prison.


‘You’ll go to prison for life if you kill me.’


‘So we’ll make sure we don’t get caught,’ Honey said.


‘Actually, he’s right, darling. There’s a hood on that hook. You’d better wear it. We don’t know who’s going to see this film,’ Miss Strict said. He was getting the impression they had almost a mother-daughter relationship.


‘Or better still, I’ll be the executioner and you do the filming.’


‘No, I’ll wear a hood. I rather like being a hangwoman.’ Miss Strict had pointed to a hook at the back of the gallows post. Honey took the leather hood from the hook and donned it. ‘How do I look?’


‘You look the part, darling,’ Miss Strict said. ‘Now, could you hang him please. We’re running out of time.’


‘Why are you doing this to me?’


‘Money,’ Miss Strict said. ‘You’ve made a lot of enemies. One of them hates you enough to pay us a lot of money to hang you and to film the hanging.’


‘Who?’


‘We don’t know who.’


‘I’ll pay you more to let me go.’


‘Not interested. Go up and stand next to Honey.’


He looked towards Honey, who was standing on the gallows waiting for him, her gloved hand impatiently swinging the noose. ‘Come on, darling. Don’t hang about,’ Honey called out with a giggle. ‘My head’s hot in this hood, but the rest of me is chilly. But not as cold as you’re going to be.’ He stood stock still at the foot of the short flight of stairs; his body frozen with fear. The eyes in the hood viewed him. 


‘Do as I say or I’ll come down and cuts your balls off and then hang you,’ Honey called out to him; her voice muffled by the hood. ‘With a rusty knife,’ she added.


‘She will,’ Miss Strict confirmed.


Resigned to his fate and with tears welling up and inhibited by the chain linking his ankles he walked unsteadily towards the gallows and hobbled up the wooden steps to stand in front of Honey.


‘Turn around with your back to me.’


He turned.


‘Stand in the middle of the trap door.’


He looked down and obediently shuffled his feet to stand where she had told him.


‘Chin up.’


The pink noose was now swinging gently in front of his face. He stared at it, fascinated by what was going to kill him. The rope was thick, but smooth like a tasselled bell-pull. It might even have been silk.


Miss Strict adjusted the camera focus and angle of shot and called ‘action’.


Honey looped the noose over his head, adjusted it around his neck, and tightened the noose behind his left ear. ‘Weren’t we supposed to lock his cock in a chastity restraint?’ she called out to Miss Strict.


‘Yes. I forgot that bit. I’ll get one next door.’ Miss Strict put the camera down on the mock-stone floor and went out of the dungeon.


‘This hood’s bloody hot,’ Honey complained as they waited for Miss Strict to re-appear.


‘My heart bleeds for you,’ he said.


‘Sorry to keep you waiting,’ Honey said, almost whispering in his ear, ‘but we need to stick to the script we were given.’


‘Who gave it to you?’


‘No idea. The only thing I know is that someone called Bess phoned Miss Strict.’


He cast his befuddled mind amongst his enemies, like an angler on the banks of the Amazon fishing for a single piranha called Bess. ‘I don’t know anyone called Bess. How much is she paying?’


‘I’m getting a year’s money, that’s all I know.’


‘I’ll pay you two years if you let me go.’


‘She has an organisation behind her. She made it clear they would kill Miss Strict and me if we screwed them.’


‘You two having a tête-à-tête?’ Miss Strict had returned.


‘He’s trying to persuade us to let him go by paying double.’


‘Nice try. But no deal. Put this on him. It’s shrunk enough now.’


Miss Strict filmed as Honey fitted the penis restraint. ‘Is there a key to this thing?’ Honey asked, as she clicked the lock. 


‘He won’t need it.’ Miss Strict laughed.


‘I guess not. It’ll be as dead as a dodo soon. I forgot to ask, got a last request?’


‘I need a pee’.


‘You can pee when you hang,’ She said as she went behind him and strapped his elbows together and then knelt on one knee and strapped his ankles. ‘There! All trussed up and ready for the drop.’


‘What are you going to do with my body?’


‘Leave it hanging.’


‘You’ll get caught.’


‘No, we won’t. We’re not going to leave prints. That’s why we’re wearing gloves.’


‘Darling, can you forget the chit-chat and hurry up and pull the lever.’


Honey’s hand reached forward. He tensed. But, in the nick of time, he was saved by a bell. Honey’s hand jerked away from the leaver as an ear-splitting bell rang in the basement corridor.


Miss Strict and Honey both looked startled.


‘Front door alarm. Someone’s here who shouldn’t be. Could be his lot. We need to get out the back way. Come on,’ Miss Strict shouted to Honey, both as alarmed as the bell.


‘What about him?’


‘Another time. Come on, let’s go.’


‘What about my clothes?’


‘Come on!’


Eyes wide open and hardly daring to breathe, he watched Miss Strict grab the camera and her handbag, and Honey grab a holdall. Then Miss Strict’s pleated rump ran through the door, followed close behind by Honey’s naked, wobbling rump. They didn’t bother to close the door behind them.


He could not be sure how long the bell rang. His wrists were manacled behind him so he could not see his watch. But he had never heard a sound as wonderful as that discordant sound; not even a lark singing or a Bach cantata or waves lapping against his boat. He felt an overwhelming sense of relief and his heart stopped thumping. He had been within a second of it not thumping ever again. The bell stopped. An eerie silence descended. He worried that Miss Strict and Honey might return. His legs felt weak. If he collapsed he would hang himself. He had to stay standing. And he really did need a pee. He stood for what seemed an eternity thinking he had very nearly been launched into eternity. Then he heard a metallic clank. It sounded as if someone, in the corridor, had kicked a bucket. 








Modesty Pinkerton Enters






A FOOT in a plimsoll pushed a metal bucket, full of soapy water, sliding and spilling into the dungeon followed by a long-handled mop. A black woman in overalls was attached to the mop. She looked startled when she saw Sexton Darke standing pinioned on the gallows with a noose around his neck.


‘Hi.’ Sexton said, blushing with embarrassment and relief.


The black woman was ever so shapely even in her baggy overalls. ‘What you doing up there, Bigboy?’


‘Just hanging about.’


The black woman giggled at the weak joke. She propped the mop against the door frame and approached the gallows and mounted the stairs to stand in front of him.


‘I don’t suppose you could untie the end of the rope from the ring on the post.’


He watched her untie the rope from the ring with a massive sense of relief.


‘Now, if you’d be ever so kind as to loosen the noose around my neck. But whatever you do don’t touch the lever near the post.’


She came within lip-brushing distance of his chin and he had an almost unstoppable urge to kiss her wide, thick lips, and push his tongue into her mouth. And not just because she was releasing him. Basically, Sexton fancied this woman like mad. It was just as well that he was still wearing the chastity-restraint.


‘Somebody being trying to lynch you, Bigboy?’ The accent was African.


‘You could say that.’


‘Fun and games, yeah?’


‘Not too much fun, really. What’s your name?’


‘Prudence.’


‘I really am very grateful to you, Prudence. I could kiss you,’ he added, truthfully.


Her eyes widened in a provocative manner. ‘I wouldn’t mind lynching you any time, Bigboy.’ She looked down at his groin as she said this. ‘I assume it’s big like your feet.’


‘It will be when it’s released. I don’t suppose you could look for keys to the cuffs first.’ He turned his back to show the metal circling his wrists.


‘Come here, Bigboy.’ She stood behind him, fiddled with the cuffs, and they flicked open.


‘How did you do that?’ he asked, rubbing his wrists. 


‘You don’t need keys for these. They’re toy handcuffs. Playthings for the bedroom. You could have released yourself anytime. Did you think they were real?’ He didn’t answer. ‘Want me to take off your codpiece for you?’


‘Yes, please.’


She squatted in front of his groin, and examined the restraint. Then looked up at him with an air of disappointment. ‘Fraid this is real. Needs a key.’


‘Shit!’ The expletive reminded him he needed the lavatory .


‘I need to go to the loo.’


‘There’s one to the left in the corridor. Don’t leave a puddle on the floor. I’ve just cleaned it. I’ll look for a key while you’re gone.’


Sitting on the toilet, he had time for reflection. He did some of his best deducting in the privacy of a cubicle. He felt extremely grateful to the young, black girl, whose shape would not have looked out of place on the cover of Playboy; not wearing her overalls. But the more he thought about Prudence; poised, confident, obviously intelligent, and stunningly beautiful, beneath the spotted handkerchief knotted into a headscarf; the more he worried about her. The soapy water in her bucket was clean, and the mop-head, although sopping wet, had no dirt on it. The mop had not just cleaned the toilet. The toilet—and everywhere else, including the dungeon—was always clean and dust-free. It was a high-class establishment. Miss Strict was high-class. The punters did not expect dirt. Smut; yes. But what had really given the game away was the Cartier watch which had peeped out from her sleeve when she took the noose from around his neck. And he had a nose for expensive perfumes, having brought many bottles as peace offerings. He recognised Chanel No 5 when he smelt it. He glanced down at the penis-restraint. Did it need a key? He pressed a small knob on the metal restraining his large knob. There was a click, and the restraint sprang open. Possibly Prudence was part of a scheme to blackmail him? And whatever Prudence was; she was not a cleaner. He needed to watch his back with her. But most of all he needed to get out of this building, and home. 


She was standing on the gallows examining the noose when he returned to the dungeon. He stood at the foot of the short flight of stairs and looked up at her. ‘Who are you Prudence? You’re not a cleaner.’


‘Pink is a funny colour for a noose. And it nearly turned you a funny colour.’ She giggled at her own joke and then smiled down at him. ‘Sorry about the deception. Failed actress; failed cleaner. At least I remembered my name was Prudence.’ The accent was now high-society English; the sort of accent acquired at an expensive school for the offspring of wealthy parents.


‘And is it?’


‘Is it what, Bigboy?’


‘Is your name Prudence?’


‘No. Modesty. Modesty Pinkerton. Modesty by name; modesty by nature.’


‘That probably isn’t your real name either.’


‘No. But it’s the one I use most often.’


She came down the steps from the platform, and towards him, hips swaying like a model on a catwalk. ‘Mr Piddler seems to be enjoying his freedom.’


He glanced down at his penis. It was semi-stiff. And was getting stiffer the closer she came. She paused a foot away from him. ‘I won’t come any closer if you don’t mind.’


‘So who sent you?’


‘Nobody sent me. My car’s parked in the next street. If you come back with me I’ll explain everything.’


‘Back to where?’


‘My place.’


‘I could be walking into a trap.’


‘Chance you’ll have to take. Are you coming with me or not?’ 


Five minutes later, modestly dressed, he was standing on the pavement next to a parked E-Type Jaguar.


‘Don’t bother remembering the number plate. It’s false,’ Modesty said, opening the driver’s door.


‘I could tell the police.’


‘And I could tell them where I found you. Get in.’


She had divested herself of her overalls to reveal leopard skin jeans and a silk blouse, and had left her cleaning equipment in the passage outside the dungeon.


‘Where are we going?’


‘My place. Like I said.’


‘Why?’


‘Tell you when we get there. Switch on the radio for me..’


It was evident that she liked raucous pop. He preferred jazz or classical and he had a headache by the time she swung the long bonnet into a cul-de-sac in Notting Hill. She parked outside the last house in the dead end street. 


Notting Hill had been populated by West Indians arriving in London in the Fifties and there were many black faces on the streets. A carnival, organised by West Indians, had taken place there in the preceding August and it was hoped that it would become an annual event. 


This was an area that Modesty blended into. People with money were starting to move into the area and renovate the big Georgian and Victorian houses which had once been crammed with poor black families. The house Modesty took him into was in the process of being renovated. She was a person with access to money. 


‘I take it this address is not false.’


‘Not in my name. Rented from a company in the Virgin Islands. I’m also a virgin.’


He tried to work out from her smile whether she was joking.


‘Want a conducted tour?’


‘I’ll follow you.’


Downstairs, the kitchen was smaller than he expected, and then he realised why. This place was being set up and furnished as the working-address of a dominant-female.


‘Dungeon’s in the basement. Your sort of scene. Want to have a look?’


‘I can guess what’s down there.’


‘There’s no gallows if that’s what you’re worried about. That will be in the loft.’


‘I’d be interested in seeing one of the bedrooms.’


‘I’ll show you up.’


‘Is there anyone else here?’


‘Just the two of us. This way.’ She led him up a flight of stairs to a landing. The bedroom was furnished expensively with a four-poster bed. Manacles dangling from the four posts and from the headboard. She sat on the edge of the bed. He stood admiring the scene.


‘Very nice. Is it true you’re a virgin?’


‘Yes. I’ve never let a man fuck me. The only man that I will let fuck me will be the man I marry.’


‘Could I marry you?’


‘I guess you could.’ She smiled her provocative smile.


Without being invited to, he took of his shoes and his pullover shirt and vest, unbuttoned his fly, pushed down his trousers and carefully pushed down his underpants to expose his penis reaching for the ceiling.


She looked amused. ‘Is that hoping to marry me?’


‘It’s got to the point of no return.’


‘So, if I say “no” you’re going to insist we have sex.’


He smiled but didn’t reply.


‘I don’t think it’s very nice to rape somebody. Especially somebody who’s just saved your life.’


She looked at his determined face and shrugged her shoulders with an air of resignation. Then she stood up, unlaced her plimsolls, took off her blouse and bra, stepped out of her leopard skin pants and knickers, and stood facing him, hands on hips, totally naked.


He stared hard. ‘I’ve never seen anything as sexy as you.’


‘Nice of you to say so, sir. Are you thinking of chaining me to the bed? And maybe whipping me.’ Her head nodded slightly in the direction of the single-tailed whip which lay on a pillow.


‘I might do after I’ve fucked you a few times.’


She came closer to him. 


‘I guess quite a few white men fantasise about whipping the back and arse of a big, black girl. Fantasising, maybe, that they’re slave-drivers on a plantation in the Deep South before the Civil War.’ She was smiling as though she liked the idea herself. What happened next took his breath away. Her rigid left palm smashed into his kidney; her right fist hit him hard in the solar plexus; the fingertips of her left hand jabbed into his testicles; and her right knee crashed into his groin. She did not need to do any more. He crumpled to his knees, clutching his groin, and vomited.


‘Shit! That rug’s new.’ She watched in anger as he continued to retch.


He was trained in basic unarmed combat; how to break up a fight in a pub or quell a rioter in the street. But he had not been trained to deal with a practitioner in Combato; some say, the deadliest form of martial art known to man—or woman. 


‘Get up,’ she demanded.


He clutched at one of the bed-posts, and used it to lever himself painfully to his feet, bile dripping from his mouth.


‘Want me to hit you again?’


‘No’.


‘You’ll do everything I tell you to do?’


‘Yes.’


‘I can kill you any time with my bare hands, Bigboy. You can start by cleaning up the mess you’ve made on the carpet. The vomit stinks. There’s cleaning stuff in the kitchen; go and fetch it. Oh, and have a cold shower on the way. And be quick.’


Ten minutes later, he came naked into the room sheepishly, smelling of soap, and carrying a basin full of soapy water and a scrubbing brush. She was sitting on the edge of the bed in her leopard skin pants and silk blouse. She had changed her shoes and was now wearing stilettos. The whip, which had been on the pillow, was in her lap.


‘Get to it.’ She flicked him with the whip.


He sank to his knees and started scrubbing at the carpet.


‘I might as well tell you now why I was pretending to be a cleaner.’


‘I can guess. You were getting ideas from one of your competitors.’


‘I don’t class Miss Strict as much of a competitor. Although, she does have some important clients and I wanted their names.’


‘So you rifled her office.’


‘Took pictures of relevant documents with a spy camera. Left everything else in place.’


‘Very clever. No one thinks to look twice at a cleaner.’


‘Exactly. And I’m not going to look twice at you, Bigboy. You and I will never see each other again after I’ve finished whipping you. Regretfully, I have to turn down your proposal of marriage. By the way, if ever we do meet again, after I let you go, I’ll kill you.’


She rose from the sofa and inspected his cleaning. ‘You make a better cleaner than I did. That’s enough. Stand up and face the bed with your hands raised to your shoulder and your legs apart.’


He stood as instructed. Coming close to his side, she chained his wrists and ankles so that he was spreadeagled between the posts. She flexed the whip behind him, making the air whistle. ‘It is true I am still a virgin. No man has ever fucked me. I get my orgasms from whipping men. Especially white men. But then it is usually for money; using fluffy whips that don’t hurt much. This time—with you—I’m doing it for my fun; with a proper whip that will take the skin off your back. Blood is going to run down to your heels. And I’m going to have the biggest orgasms I’ve ever had. How’s your arithmetic, Bigboy? Can you count to a hundred?’


‘Look, I’m sorry I threatened to rape you…Aaagh!’ 


The whip slashed against his back, and ten slashes followed in quick succession. His knees buckled and he would have been kneeling but for the chaining holding him up by the wrists. She paused. He gasped for breath.


‘Please no more.’


Ten more slashes crossed his back.


‘How many was that, Bigboy? In total.’


‘I don’t know’. He was crying.


‘Oh, dear! We’ll have to start again.’


‘No, please.’


The whip cut across his back again.


‘That was one. If I have to count I’ll have count to two hundred.’


‘One’, he almost screamed, tears rolling down his cheeks.


She stood to his side; grasped the hair at the back of his head and swivelled his face towards her. His eyes were screwed tight as if he was too terrified to look at her.


‘I think its traditional to add “thank you madam”. In my case, you can say “thank you princess”. As I am a princess in my home country.’


‘One, thank you, Princess.’


‘Just another ninety nine











