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The text on her screen seemed to buy in to the sense of dissatisfaction she had been feeling recently, that life was not just beginning to pass her by but had decided to catch the first public transport to another star-system.

That no such means of travel existed did not ease her sense of dissatisfaction with her lot, but it wasn’t until she stumbled on the purportedly “Real Life” section of a website lauding female-led relationships – and specifically marriage – that she felt the first real stirring of interest she had felt in her day-to-day since...

Throwing her arms wife to the empty spare-room doubling as her husband’s office and housing her own laptop when no example suggested itself, she wracked her brains trying to track one down and soon gave up.

The fact she needed to wrack them at all, she told herself, making any further thought on past events where she had felt at least a little galvanised a waste of her effort.

Absentmindedly laying a hand over the skirt covering her needy pussy, she again turned to the text on her screen and prayed its first few paragraphs were not a false dawn and that her initial sense of having stumbled across something likely to dilute her feelings of disengagement in her life, her surroundings, and her husband.

And especially the latter of the triad!
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“...If  your situation is anything like my own when I first decided to change it, then you’ll be feeling de-energised, de-motivated and de-bloody-spondent.

That was me to a tee only four years ago before I met the woman hosting this site who took me under her wing to show me that any trap I felt I was being imprisoned in was in fact of my making.

Not because I’d fashioned the thing for myself, you understand, but because I was the one who’d allowed it to be fashioned for me and was validating the thing by allowing it to keep me captive.

And that’s the nub of the whole problem:

As women we are so concerned with society’s expectations of us and how others see us we tend to latch on to stereotypes rather than go with our own ideas of who we’d like to be and how we go about achieving it. 

When it comes to a choice of toeing the old familiar line and having family, friends, neighbours and colleagues, who are too conditioned to break-the-mould respect us; or going with our own fantasies and that way of life most like to satisfy our desires while running the risk of losing that respect; there are very few of us – though the numbers are growing – willing to gamble the dull grind of respectable but safe homogeneity for something  more exciting and substantial our conditioned minds tell us is beyond our ability to achieve anyway.

This is wrong and I am living proof that when a married woman – no matter how unpromising her domestic situation – puts her mind to achieving her ends and goes about it with purpose and determination anything is possible.

Four years ago I was just another suburban and middle-aged housewife. You all know the type and even as you read this you’ll likely be seeing yourself in my position. Kids at university or away enjoying their lives – as it should be; husband more interested in his silly bloody golf with the overgrown adolescents passing as his pals; sex about as fulfilling as a crappy Chinese take-away when you just know for a fact there are cordon bleu restaurants within walking distance.

That was me.

At least until I took the same route I suspect you’re taking now and found myself stumbling across this self-same website hosted by the wise woman mentioned above.

The stories in the Real-Life section (I’ve met our host on many occasions now and know she only posts experiences she knows and has verified as authentic; though there are plenty of fantasies in the story section if you’re looking for idea) really did change my life and they did by first changing my outlook:

‘Unfulfilled?  Then stop with the hand-wringing and do something about it. If your life is leaving you dissatisfied then change it for yourself. Because nothing and nobody else will. Not a smarter car, a bigger house, or all the chocolates and flowers your husband can buy you as a substitute for the reality you’re looking for he knows – albeit subconsciously – he’s unable to provide.’

Unable, that is, unless you give him no choice.

Yes, yes. I can hear the question bursting past your lips as if I was sitting next to you as you read.

‘And just how do I give him no choice?’

An understandable question. For though the choice you need to make might be similar in general terms to the choices all of us who take this route have had to make, there will undoubtedly be circumstances that differentiate the route you take from that of the others who’ve gone before you.

Others like me.

Bear with me, though, and I’ll tell you exactly how my husband went from being an inattentive golf-playing bore and a sexually uninteresting partner to a domesticated and thoroughly obedient manservant who knows  - at least if he ever expects to whack a ball from the tee with his juvenile pals again (even househusbands need motivation) – his superior and commanding wife had better be satisfied with his behaviour and performance.

And forgive me for neglecting to add a ‘COMPLETELY’ before ‘satisfied’...
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...The more the still attractive wife in her thirties read the more... energised ...she became at her core as her epiphany-cum-road-to-Damascus moment played out.

As her oblivious husband slept in their double-bed along the hallway, he could not be blamed for having no idea that his life had just undergone a fundamental change and that even if it didn’t make itself known to him during the next day, week, or even month, there would be no stopping his becoming acquainted with that change soon.

As soon, in fact, as his re-motivated and galvanised wife got her ducks in a suitable and inescapable row...    
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“I sense a woman with very special desires, Helen. A woman very much like me.” 

The black woman uttering these words to the white thirty-something was sat opposite her at a corner table of a busy Starbucks, voice kept low that an adjoining table of boisterous students, doing their best to eke out the one Cappuccino or luxury hot-chocolate to which their meagre funds would run, might not overhear. 

That she was about to dispense with advice on a subject unlikely to ever feature on a university syllabus was not immediately obvious to a bunch of young men more intent upon the raging of first flush hormones than in-depth personal observation. But that was certainly what she was about to do. Making their raucous but not offensive interaction with each other a welcome cover for her words.

“I see so many women of your age – especially white women - who realise just how much potential they have to get so much more of what they want, that you must trust me when I tell you that what you’re looking for is already partly in your hands.” 

Helen Drayton, the woman in question, was in her mid-thirties with shoulder length blonde hair and an hourglass figure that, while not fat, could not be described as slim either. Facially she was composed of those sharp angles that hinted at severity and came nowhere close to being described as “beautiful”, even if that “severity” was counter-balanced somewhat by sensuous and full lips. A sensuousness that, as the black woman had already referenced, had decided to kick into life with a vengeance and whose existence had led to their meeting.

A kick-starting for which the English wife herself gave thanks to the website she had stumbled upon some two months prior to this meeting.

A meeting suggested and arranged by the woman the website belonged to after they had corresponded and then met with.

A woman in her late-sixties who was now a widow and had no problem admitting to the fact that she ran the website simply for the second-hand thrills it gave her when hearing of the successes of her followers in putting in place the kind of marriage she’d had with her late-husband. 

Though it had taken many weeks of emails between the two before Helen’s coffee companion had been convinced enough by the sincerity of the older woman’s need to consent to seeing her face-to-face.

“Time wasters” were not, she had insisted, something she countenanced; be they of a male or female variety.

And now, after having jumped through all the hoops, Helen Drayton was ain listening to her new... “mentor” ...as she bolstered her belief in her ability to achieve her aims when it came to the husband she had waiting at home. 

“You already have everything in place,” the black woman who had introduced herself as Mariah continued. “The failure of your husband’s business and the fact it is now your salary as an executive P.A. that keeps him is a massive plus in your favour.”

Helen nodded, knowing how badly his bankruptcy had effected not just Trevor’s belief in his own much-vaunted business acumen but, with every failed application for positions with more successful companies, his confidence of ever landing employment suitable for a man of his knowledge and background diminished further.

His wife’s face contorted into a sardonic yet amused grimace:

That he still felt such a way after running his business into the ground with a series of bad decisions indicated his ego was still a long way from being as minimised as his confidence and self-belief.  

Though she was at least grateful for his foresightedness in one area and the fact that, knowing his company would be going under long before it did, he transferred ownership of the house into her name alone.

The above fact one Mariah was holding sway about at that moment:

“...In my considerable experience of these matters,” she pronounced in her rich velvety tones, “having all the economic cards at your disposal normally proves to be vital and plays a huge part in bring the man in question to heel.”

The man in question on this occasion, of course, being the husband Helen had once loved and saw now – thanks to the website and, increasingly, Mariah – as a tool she could use to make her life more... interesting. 

Her coffee companion – in skin tone as well as choice of beverage - saw how her “heel” metaphor reacted upon the white woman’s heightened desires in this regard, but could see she was worried that what she wanted to undertake would be a walk in the park:

“Unless, of course, the man in question happens to be worthy of such a description and refuses his collar.”

Helen Drayton’s eyes had crinkled, not quite taking her meaning, though the ‘collar’ reference had fetched a spark to her eyes.

“By that,” Mariah brought her up to speed, “I mean the description of your husband as a ‘man’.”

The blonde woman mouthed an, ‘Oh!”.

“If that is the case and he is indeed not just a man but a certain intransigent type of the breed,” Mariah went on, “then I have to tell you that what you see as your... future... together is most unlikely to become a reality.”

Helen Drayton was thoughtful but Mariah liked this, it denoted she was not impulsive and rash but gave due consideration of a circumspect kind to the tasks she undertook.

A bonus, given the nature of the course she intended to embark upon in respect of her older husband.

Her response, when it came, was clear and precise:

“Yes. I imagine that would prove the case were the subject in question a certain type of the ‘breed’, as you say.”

The brief smile that flashed across the table to the black woman was nothing if not certain of itself and its cause:

“He is not,” she added with heavy emphasis. “Though I do believe he has always seen himself that way and, despite his current situation, still does.” 

Mariah nodded, “Then that is all to the good, then, but if you are to go on the one thing you must be sure of before we go ahead is that this is what you want.”

Helen had sighed internally. She had already spent weeks assuring the woman via their emails that this is what she wanted – and for good. Now, it appeared, she was going to be required to do so again, even though she would be the one paying for the woman’s services.

Except she wasn’t required to do so again.

“I only mention this again,” the woman had gone on, because your husband is obviously smitten with you still and what you want for him is so... drastic.”

She paused a moment, then added:

“And irreversible. Once done it cannot be taken back and, whether the outcome be good or bad, will have to be lived with.” 

Helen gave a “so what?” shrug, as Mariah added:

“By both of you. The effect will be irrevocable and you will never see him as the man you married again. While Trevor will never again see you as the young bride he fell in love with.”

The shrug this elicited, if anything, became more pronounced and the white wife and Personal-Assistant seemed totally untroubled by any misgivings in respect of what she had in mind for both her husband and herself.

Trevor, her fortysomething partner, had been boring her for a good few years since those first heady days when his good looks – though they at least were still intact – had swept her feet from under her when doing business with the man who had been her boss at the time. 

The fact someone so handsome could find her interesting – even come to love her – both puzzled and flattered her and, for a while, she found herself returning the compliment with a passion strong enough for her to be led down the aisle and into an existence as a housewife she had always insisted was not for her – though she did, in deceitful ways, manage to stay true to her intention not to be burdened with the children he had always insisted he wanted. 

However, and despite that intention, after leaving her job she had – amazing herself in the process – settled down into domesticity.

But certainly not motherhood.

Before that is – and it did not take long – she realised the day-to-day of a housewife was everything she had always believed it would be:

Soul destroying, life-sapping, and mind-numbingly boring. 

Into the bargain, the sex with her handsome, if somewhat selfish, husband soon became tame as the novelty of having such a man desire her wore off and his limitations in the bedroom became more glaring.

The possibility of a twice weekly “Missionary” was not something that worked her into a frenzy of passion.

Thus her forays onto the Internet during his days at the office and her exploration of sexual desires and situations that were new and... thrilling... to her.

Explorations that had, eventually, led her to the Real-Life pages of the website and from there to emails and meetings with the black woman drawing covetous looks from the boisterous and hormone-fed undergrads at the table next to theirs in yet another run-of-the-mill Starbucks. 

“What I’m trying to say is, and to coin a cliché,” that same black woman with the velvet tones went on,  “is that there is no going back once you start down this road.” 

Helen Drayton’s expression was mildly impatient, English being her native tongue and having instigated what was going down between them in the first place, it was hardly credible she would not understand a facile observation that was at odds with the sound practical sense the younger black woman had offered until now.

The woman’s dusky voice was still low and she looked for all the world as if she, along with Helen – who had done just that - had stepped out of one of the finance houses lining London’s Leadenhall Street, her professional garb a mirror of Helen’s in stark grey and white, even if a pair of unmistakably huge breasts were not.

Breasts the undergrads at the next table had certainly not missed and could be seen, had the two ladies been at all interested in them, sneaking covert and covetous looks in their direction whenever they felt they could do so without being caught by the two sexy and somewhat... imposing... ladies. 

“The moment we leave each other this lunchtime, and if you have agreed to go ahead and placed the necessary advance in my account, events will have been set in motion and your marriage as you once knew it will be over. I will not stop even if you have a change of heart.”

The woman called Mariah paused and Helen knew she expected a response of some kind to what was, in effect, a warning.

“There will be no change of heart, Mariah,” she said emphatically before flicking a glance at the students and lowering her own voice. “I intend to get what I want and, having met you, feel confident you are going to be able to provide me with just that. I’ve thought it all through very carefully, just the way you said, and I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. So, while I thank you for the warning, you’ll understand if I’m not too troubled by it.”

Or even at all, Mariah thought as she made what would be her final attempt at allowing the woman wishing to employ her a way out:

“Even though you will find it impossible to ever see him as a man again once you get it?”

Helen Drayton was already shaking her head before the final attempt had been completed and looked, in fact, a tad irritable:

“Mariah, I have read everything you had couriered over to my place of work and all of it was a match with my desires and what I intend my relationship with my husband to be from now on. You of all people should know that my not seeing him as a man and treating him accordingly is a massive part of the attraction for me.”

The black woman allowed herself a brief smile. Pleased. She had seen the pictures of her prospective client’s husband and they had affected her instantly.

This was a man she would love getting to grips with.

And more than that.

There was something about him that played in to a desire of her own she had been harbouring for a long time now.

A desire for something more... permanent.

Though she felt she owed it to the woman to point out all the pitfalls of the course of action she would be committing to, she knew she would be truly disappointed if that same woman was actually influenced by them and decided against going ahead.

She needn’t have worried:

“In fact, and while we are on the subject of doubts,” a serious-faced Helen Drayton picked it up, “my main concern is not that it will be the right move for me but that you can actually deliver on what you’re promising.”

The black woman’s “Hmmph!” was both indignant and dismissive.

“Don’t be in any doubt of that, Helen. Remember all those questions I insisted you answer about your husband? The ones you found so tiresome?”

Helen nodded, recalling how she couldn’t see the relevance of most of them.

“Well, they resulted in exactly the kind of male profile that led me to be persuaded to take your case on... Should,” she added, “you persuade me this is exactly what you want and I see the necessary commitment.

A long-suffering sigh was her answer.

“You can sigh as much as you like, Helen. But this will not happen until I am persuaded. “THIS-IS-NOT-A-GAME.”

Helen smiled at this, unperturbed. Amused, in fact, at the somewhat obvious way the woman tried to maintain the upper-hand and even more entertained at the way she described the undeniably perverse and immoral task she was about to undertake for her. 

“A game?”

Could the woman possibly believe, after all the trouble she had gone to, that she was looking at all this as a prelude to some trivial little sex game between herself and her husband?

Right now, it seemed to her as if Mariah were talking about the situation  as if she had been engaged in the capacity of a marital counsellor of some kind.

The above rather than the catalyst who would lead her into a female-led marriage and her husband into what she intended to be a lifetime of physical and domestic servitude.

A “servitude” she knew he would find as hateful as he would find it humiliating and, hopefully, inescapable.

“Mariah,” she began, voice softening and laying a startlingly white hand over the brown skin of her coffee companion, “there are only so many times and so many ways I can keep assuring you I’m serious. Please, can we just take my commitment as read and get on with it? I’m willing to pay the asking price from my own personal savings and I won’t be asking for it back.”

Their eyes held each other’s.

Then:

“Whether you’re successful or not,” Helen added.

A few moments later they both laughed.

“Well, you certainly got that last bit right,” Mariah told her. “But then I won’t be unsuccessful anyway.”

You’re that sure?”

The answering nod was emphatic. 

“Everything, you told me about him,” Mariah went on, “from his working and financial situation to his self-regard and overbearing, if not abusive, manner in the home, to the importance he places on maintaining his manly reputation with your joint friends; this, along with his two sisters’ somewhat... nauseating... hero worship of him and his need to maintain it; tells me he is as perfect for what you intend and I can deliver you as the other men I’ve... re-educated... for their wives.”

“I sincerely hope you’re right,” Helen told her with a wistful breath.

The black woman’s somewhat bored expression told the white wife she was hearing nothing she hadn’t heard many times before.

“Let us review the facts, Mariah answered, ticking them off one by one on her fingers as she ran them past Helen for verification:

“One: he has no employment at a time of recession when jobs are near impossible to come by and his age and bankruptcy make it even more unlikely he will be able to land one... 

“Two: he has no credit cards and no credit-rating enabling him to get any...

“Three: the home is in your name and if he leaves he has nowhere to go; given his sisters both live in Florida and as a bankrupt with a criminal record – albeit a minor and driving related one - he has absolutely no chance of being allowed entry into the States...”

Helen listened, enjoying the recital of those factors that... could... deliver her husband to her.

“Four: You are working and he is taking care of the home while you do so.”

“Grudgingly,” Helen reminded her. “Until ‘something comes up for him’. And I pretty much have to redo everything he does. So, you could say, for the moment I effectively have two jobs.”

Mariah laughed:

“Yes. It all follows a pattern. Trust me, his delusions will be the last to go. But, even before you ensure they vanish forever, he will soon be doing his chores and a whole host of other duties you will determine to your complete satisfaction.”

The expression of pure pleasure crossing the blonde woman’s face at this told Mariah, not that she needed telling by this point, that this was indeed a very serious and, more importantly from her perspective, committed wife.

“At the moment he acts as if he’s doing me a favour,” Helen said, almost to herself, expression morphing instantly into a not very happy one. “As if, despite everything you’ve just said, he is still the breadwinner and head of the household and me the little wife grateful for his guidance.”

Again the black woman laughed:

“That, Helen, is a state of affairs that will not exist for too much longer.”

“I hope you’re right. I can’t wait for the day when I can actually order him to do what I want rather than have to make a polite request.”

Her snort of disgust was both genuine and of a kind, Mariah laughed to herself, which boded no good to her currently unwitting husband.

“And then, if and after he has been good enough to consent, do the chore in question again.”

Mariah’s voice now carried nothing of warning or admonition but was, despite its sensuous huskiness, chocolate smooth and reassuring:

“A little more patience and you will not have to wait much longer,” Mariah assured her. “And if I continue to repeat myself, Helen, you must understand it is for your benefit and not mine... Though it is true I have no desire to involve myself with time-wasters who like the idea of what I can offer them only to bleat like sheep when they realise it is, utterly and completely... real.”

Helen gave her an offended look:

“I can assure you I’m neither a time-waster nor some bleating sheep.”

At this, the Mariah woman could not help but smile and Helen, after a moment to savour her little outburst, could not help but smile along with her.

Until, finally:

“Then I think it is time we moved things forward,” Mariah told her.
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It had been four days after the disastrous tryst in a London hotel during which he had cheated on the woman he loved that Trevor Drayton signed electronically on his own doorstep for what turned out to be the pictures from an unknowing and habitually disinterested UPS courier.

To say he was horrified would be to understate big-time. 

The pictures of him being... fucked... appeared to have been printed from a video and clearly and unmistakably showed him on all-fours taking a massive black cock into a previously virgin arse. What they did not show were the handcuffs securing his wrists and ankles that kept him in place. The pictures were very graphic and left nothing to the imagination. 

When he came to the photo of him taking that massive black tool into his mouth and sucking, his face turned white and for a moment he felt he must pass out.

Inside the envelope he discovered a typed note and, placing the sheaf of pictures back, he read what it said: 

“Trevor,

I know last Monday was a shock to you and this will probably seem worse but, if you value the life you have with your wife you need to read all of this through and come to the only sensible conclusion. I expect my instructions to be followed to the letter and if you don’t the pictures of you taking a black-shemale’s cock into your arse in a hotel room will go to your wife at her place of work. I don’t want money from you – I’ve checked you out and know you haven’t any – but I do want complete obedience if your wife is to remain ignorant of your love of black cock. There is a full video of you taking my erect prick in your arse and I’ve no doubt that your wife would be devastated if she saw her pervert of a husband in action.

I really would not advise you trying to talk your way out of this with your wife by showing her this letter as evidence of your being coerced as she will only think you’ve written it to cover yourself anyway. And, besides, what would she think of being married to a man who could allow another... man... to use him in such a way?...” 

He paused in his reading, mind almost completely numb; though not so devoid of memory he could not remember the pain as that cock was slid into him and the way it changed into...

He cut his thoughts off, unwilling to acknowledge the affront to his masculinity and returned his attention to the letter.

"This can't be happening,” he cried out loud, thankful Helen was out doing a job he was now quite incapable of finding. 

Monday had been but the latest in a long line of disasters that had wrecked a life he had loved and placed him in a position of financial dependence upon his wife. 

Now this!

That “dependence” being something he hated and was careful to keep from his friends, together with his sisters and nephews and nieces in Florida, that they might continue to see him as the successful businessman and strong husband they knew him to be. 

A dependence he sensed, from little signs of exasperation in her, that Helen was growing tired of also – not to mention the lack of sex his situation and the demoralisation that had set in when it was obvious finding a well-paid career – or even a job – would take a long-haul if he were to be successful.

If!

All the above explaining why the email inviting him to the Langham Hotel in Lower Regent Street to attend a job interview had lifted his spirits.

He had been, it seemed, headhunted.

The email had informed him that he would be one of a very small number of candidates for the position of Sales Director for a large German company opening operations in England and that, should he wish to be considered, he should make himself known at the hotel reception from where he would be directed to where the interview would take place.

He, of course, checked the German company out on Google and they did indeed turn out to be large. 

Very large. 

They were, in fact, the largest suppliers of leathers, hides and acrylics to the automotive industry and he himself had done some business with them when his company dealing in the same area had been up and running; the reason, no doubt, he had been contacted he told himself.

Doing his best to conceal his high spirits for this seeming turnaround in his fortunes from his wife, this that he may surprise her with the good news should the interview prove successful, he had once again donned a suit and tie and made his way from their Oxted home in Surrey to the heart of London for the meeting that might just end his recent run of ill-fortune.

The “Ms Hettie Muller” he had contacted to accept the invitation to the interview had not attracted his undue suspicion, despite having contacted him via a Gmail address – so delighted was he at the chance of employment –and Monday had seen him upon the fourth floor off the Langham being welcomed into a suite by a black woman who looked and sounded nothing like a “Ms Muller”.  

The woman had, though, possessed an incredible body below a feline face.

And her tits – notwithstanding his recent lack of interest in sex - had been truly amazing.

She had also been utterly professional and asked him all kinds of relevant and necessary questions before, at interview’s end, stunning him by making an offer of the position.

“Just like that?” he couldn’t prevent himself from blurting out, and supplying himself a mental kick when he did, grateful that she did not seem perturbed by what might be seen as a lack of gratitude on his part or, worse, a lack of confidence in his own abilities.

“You would not have been invited to this interview, Mr Drayton, had we not been fully aware of your abilities and what they can bring to our company.”

His spirits, so low recently, soared at this confirmation of his “abilities”.

“Our meeting was necessary simply that I might gain an idea of you in the flesh and that you were of the personable and intelligent type our company prefer to represent them.”

“And?” he asked, starved of approval, or good news, he couldn’t resist fishing for more.

She was firm, if not stern.

At least, not yet.

“I believe my offering the position to you has already supplied an answer to that question,” she told him, eyes and magnificent breasts holding his. “All that remains is for you to either decline or accept.”

Trevor Drayton’s smile, as he pictured telling Helen of his new position on her return from the office, was huge.  

How could he refuse such an offer?

The offer of a glass of Chilean Merlot to seal the deal when, still marveling at his good fortune, he accepted was not be sniffed at either.

Before the bottle had been emptied - and in his elation he had neglected to ask himself why she did not appear to be touching her own drink as he allowed his excitement to let him down his more swiftly than he would have normally – he was naked and shackled and upon all fours on the carpet as his erstwhile interviewer dropped a sober skirt to reveal thighs equally as shapely as the calves below before presenting his befuddled eyes with...

A cock!

And a cock that looked to his suddenly blurry and disorientated gaze at least twice as thick and long as his own.

And felt twice as big again when it entered where no cock or like implement had been before.

Not more than an hour later, she had replaced her skirt and left the room with him still in it after telling him the keys to his shackles were on the table.

A man who was no longer the same one who had entered.

What self-regarded lady’s man and heterosexual, after all, could be after having just had his arse pummelled to submission by eleven inches of another man’s ramrod stiff cock?

That man being a shemale with an hourglass shape and magnificent breasts or not.

It had been almost another hour later that he felt able to dress himself, groaning as he did so at the pain in his abused rear, and make a groggy passage from the hotel to the underground and Victoria Station for a befuddled and uncomprehending journey home to Oxted, Any thoughts of complaint or involving the Police brushed aside. The less anyone knew of his ordeal the better he would like it.

Now, though he was no longer befuddled and the disappointment of not finding himself in receipt of a job he could present to Helen still rankled, even more than what had been done to him – he remained unable to comprehend why this... thing... had chosen him as a victim.

That she had known his email address and certain other pieces of his personal information, and just how she had come by them, had not occurred to him.

Yet.

His insides were turning over, hands visibly shaking, as he continued reading:

“On Saturday, at precisely 12 o'clock, I will be outside the supermarket at the back of Oxted Station in my red Audi soft-top – if you don’t see it immediately I’d advise you to make a very thorough search as I expect you to come to me the instant you do, get into the car, and do not say a word.

I want your eyes low as a sign that you recognise your situation and the power I have to ruin your life. You will be gone for at least two hours so you’ll need an excuse for your wife. I would, though, advise you not to tell her or anyone else about this. If I detect even the slightest hint that you have or if you do not follow my instructions to the letter then I assure you that the life you know will become infinitely worse.

“Remember, nobody has any idea who I am and it will cost me nothing to ruin what’s left of your life.”

He read the message and its instructions again
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