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My prey was all the more charming for being, I knew, ill-suited to the kind of life in which my fantasies pictured him.

But then, despite my youth, I at least had enough savvy and self-awareness to know that most men would be ill-suited and unwilling to submit to a life of the kind I envisaged for them at my side.

Most men in possession of even the minutest amount of pride, that is.

The man of my fantasies, I can say without fear of being contradicted, not least by the long-suffering wife in the process of removing him from her life, possessing amounts of that self-regard far too great to be described as... “Minute”.

Opposite me, the flames from my fireplace flickering across his chiselled and troubled features, he sat.

My neighbour.

My ideal.

And, soon, my complete and utter underling.

Should his circumstances – and the unwavering power of my own precocious and unnatural desires – so dictate.

“Desires” I had long ago conceded to be such – and especially when residing in the breast of one so young.

He sat in an armchair and before a gas driven fire whose reflection ran in red flames over his pale and troubled face and the white of eyes that seemed to be forever searching for an answer to his current problems in the rug of mine beneath his feet. And yet, despite the dead stony eyes – perhaps because of them, my fantasy burned bright. Brighter than ever, in fact.

The complete and entirely enduring control of a man.

A handsome man over twice my own tender years who was about to be shocked when he discovered the strength of my desires in his regard and the lengths I was willing to go experience them.

As he sat before me, eyes absorbed by the dark liquid he was swirling in the tumbler I had just served him, my thoughts ran riot and it was all I could do not to excuse myself to go and relieve the sensations inspired by his presence.

Sensations translated from imagery of the most soul-destroying and sexually emasculating kind for a man of his kind.

That he was sexually uninterested in me at this point was immaterial to me. Despite my flaming red-hair and my full and youthful breasts he showed a fleeting interest in, I was neither his type and nor was I in the age-range from whom he chose his illicit and sexual partners. 

An oversight on his part I would soon be correcting if I played my hand right and he proved as ultimately weak as I was beginning to sense him to be.

“How much longer do you have?” I asked in a croaky voice that nonetheless managed to sound full of understanding and concern, when truly my only motive was to keep the sorry nature of his plight to the forefront of his thoughts – and how best I might utilise his desperation for my own ends.

It worked perfectly, if the sombre expression – even more sombre expression, I should say – he adopted spoke truly.

“Less than two weeks now,” he answered, the deep, formerly manly and deceptively self-reliant tones answered; tones so much more attractive to me now they were so... needy. 

“You poor man. So little time. You must be worried out of your mind?” I remarked, aware that such words must seem terribly patronising.

He shrugged, no doubt finding it difficult to confess to such weakness, given his hostess had only recently arrived at her twentieth year while he was fast approaching the midway mark in his forties. He, and the wife in the process of divorcing him, had been neighbours to myself and my late parents for some fourteen years now and, in truth, I could not remember a time when they – more especially he had not been in my day to day life. Or, even more especially in regard of him in my adolescent schoolgirl fantasies that, far from waning as I entered my teens and onwards, seemed to grow in strength to such an extent I could do no more than confess I was obsessed by him.

“I can’t believe she is taking such a hard line on this,” I marvelled, having no such trouble with incredulity and grateful that his wife had gone nuclear on him after discovering his dalliance with a local barmaid. This in the village some two miles inland from the secluded promontory overlooking the sea upon which stood both our houses. Her reaction and subsequent departure, along with the aforementioned seclusion of our two homes, actually spurring me into giving serious thoughts to my fantasy and the possibility that, if approached in a sensible and suitably intransigent way on my part, I could actually find myself in receipt of that of which I had long dreamed.

“You’re a handsome man,” I told him, brushing unfettered red hair from my shoulders before speaking again, simply in order to allow the sincere compliment to complete its effect upon his vanity. “Surely she could forgive you one little lapse, knowing all the temptation that’s put your way.”

The quick way he averted his eyes told me what I, and my late-parents before me, had long suspected was roving eye and a willingness to indulge it on his part – though he had not been so quick to look away that I hadn’t spotted the interest he took from hearing me describe him in such a way being stored for later use.

Something to be used in his cause.

And exactly as I intended him to use it.

To try, anyway.

As my parents had suspected, the event precipitating his fall from marital grace had been no one-time error, and his homely looking wife had reached the end of her tether and used the clout gifted her by a position of financial superiority and an iron-clad pre-nuptial to cause him some serious anxiety.

Suddenly lost in his own thoughts, aforementioned anxiety uppermost, he shook his handsome and self-pitying head before taking another sip of my late father’s Napoleon brandy. The same “favourite French tipple” that had lain untouched in the drinks cabinet since the brain tumour had taken him. My father having passed some six months before and not two months after my mother herself had succumbed in a car accident.

Leaving yours truly, 20-years old and their only child, in receipt of the family home on a windswept but picturesque Kent promontory and with enough money to be able to indulge her somewhat reclusive ways and not have to work, if such was her choice.

And such, most definitely, was.

My compassion and understanding were, as per my intention, making him feel a little sorry for himself – as if his cheating upon a wife with all the financial power in their marriage and backed-up with the cast-iron pre-nup mentioned above was somebody else’s fault and his wife was being totally cruel and unreasonable by moving into their/her apartment in London and placing their/her Kent home up for sale.

“I can’t believe she won’t forgive me,” he all but wailed. “It... It was just the once and I’d been drinking.”  

It did not take a psychic to guess the above estimate was no more than a bald lie, but I was more interested to see a weakness in him I had not seen before and was beginning to believe the long dreamed of and unbelievable was... possible.

Could the life I fantasised over with this handsome and unattainable older man actually be possible?

Could I, the bullied plain-Jane of the playground and a bookish Janey-no-friends, just embarking upon her second decade, possibly make such a man my compliant and utterly abject lover? 

My dependent?

My slave?

I clamped my thighs tight together – the same thighs I had always had mocked for being chunky; even if I knew from my reading that there were men who found matronly but shapely legs such as mine a turn on. Clamping required in order to subdue and control my own arousal. At least enough to think half clearly. 

That the hiss of my navy pantyhose had not been missed by him was evident in the little start he gave and filled me with yet more optimism that my conquest of this handsome older man was possible.

Flushed by the excitement of knowing he had just paid me some – minute, I admit – attention of the sexual kind for the first time, I reined my arousal in.

Even if it was difficult.

If I were going to lay the ground work in my scheme to become the new woman in his life – the only woman - then I needed to stick to my plan without diversions.

And a young and voracious pussy flooding my panties was what I called the very definition of exactly that.

Besides, if all went to plan and he was as weak as I hoped him to be, there would be plenty of time to have that handsome head and the tongue within it take care of my... needs.

On the other hand, if he was not as weak and desperate as I hoped and was disgusted by the prospect of what I had to offer?

Well, he would be leaving soon and I wouldn’t have to face his disgust again.

Though my disappointment would be absolutely boundless.

“Where will you live, Stephen?” I asked, already knowing that he was having trouble securing accommodation for himself as a direct result of his having no work – other than the writing in which Patty, his wife, had indulged him and which paid little or nothing; and mostly nothing. He had been looking for both work and accommodation since the boom had been lowered on him and the barmaid and had been incredibly successful... in being unsuccessful. 

Consequently, he was now less than two weeks away from being homeless and jobless and being thrown upon the mercy of that nice Mr Osborne and his “I’m alright Jack” approach to the welfare-state.

If I was right, given he had always known of my attraction to him – if not its true nature, and the hospitality and sympathy I had offered since his wife lowered the boom, he would be thinking what I wanted him to think right about now.

But I needed him to be the one to ask.

Any offer on my part would not set the right tone at all, you see. 

“I’m still working on it,” he told me. “Afraid I’ve been so busy writing these past few years that the bank-account isn’t what it was and my credit-rating’s about non-existent given I don’t do a normal nine-to-five job.”

It was nonsense and I knew it. 

I might not be a writer but I was a voracious reader and I was pretty certain from my conversations with him that he didn’t have anywhere near the self-awareness or imagination required to write anything anyone would want to read – let alone buy. 

Even if he did have a facility with language markedly absent in his speech on this occasion.

No. What he had wanted from his once devoted and comfortably off wife had been a free-ride. A life without responsibility and a woman who, while not a looker in common with yours truly, took over the role of housekeeper, banker, and available sex-toy if no other outlet were forthcoming and trusted to be secretive.

In short, his lack of funds, job, and barely existent credit-rating, had nothing to do whatsoever with his desire to write and everything to do with a fundamental idleness and a tendency to rely on his looks to get him what he wanted.

Youth though, does not have to be unobservant.

And lust – my variation of it, at least, and differing from his ill-used and long-suffering wife – did not have to make one... compliant.

That lust, together with the love she had wasted upon him, one reason that his well-off wife had been willing to indulge him in his... fecklessness. 

All of which, to my mind, made him ripe for what I intended.

Should I go about it in the right way, that is.  

Crossing my prematurely matronly legs with their strong and over-defined calf-muscles, I tested the waters to check that his first reaction had not been just that... a reaction.

It wasn’t.

Armed with yet more tenuous evidence that if my “Pocket-battleship of a body”, as I had heard it described, was not his playground of choice - full and self-supporting breasts notwithstanding – I continued to subtly lead him: 

“And what will you do if, when the two weeks are up, you still haven’t found somewhere? Not to mention finding the employment necessary if you’re to pay for it.”

He took another, larger, gulp of the brandy and I thrilled to think I was manipulating this handsome, older, and far more worldly man. I was also coming to understand, now that I was seeing him in the new light of my comfortable position and his more desperate and needy situation, that he was neither as intelligent nor articulate as my more accepting younger years had believed. In fact, I was certain that not only was I better read then the would-be writer but brighter also.

Mentally stronger, too.

Perhaps.

None of which made him any less desirable to me.

Quite the opposite, I should point out, sick puppy that I am - acknowledging the self-evident fact before you decide it’s time to bring it to my attention.

The man sitting crestfallen in an armchair by the fire in my home was the epitome of all that I desired in a partner and even in these early skirmishes in which I began to lead and manipulate him for the first time I could feel I would not be disappointed at the joys awaiting me as I set about overmastering my older and more desirable neighbour.

Though he did not know it yet, I no longer regarded him as my equal and had no intention of ever allowing him to think of himself as such agai...

Forgive me. My intentions and how I intended to achieve them will be far more explicable – if, I’m sure, no less shocking to you – for being revealed gradually. Rather than revealed to you all in one great burst of expositional prose that will surely save great swathes of text but will likely kill much or all of the perverse joy my fellow travellers will take from our shared journey. Save it to say, that the joys promised by my voracious reading on the subject of female supremacy over the male promised every likelihood of being as incredible and fulfilling as the text of various authors on the subject promised. 

“I... I don’t know,” he answered in a voice inviting my sympathy, not knowing he would win it, and my indulgence, only at a cost. “Neither jobs nor homes fall off trees. And even if they did I’d be right at the back of the queue of those needing them.”

Another sip of daddy’s brandy attempted fortification.

And failed miserably.

“If I’m honest, I’m bloody terrified,” he added before raising the tumbler to his lips again.

It was a big admission for a man of his age and looks to make before a girl less than half his years - for whom I was sure he had not once possessed either a lecherous or even a covetous thought.

Until now, that is, if his reaction to the hiss of my hose spoke truly.

Sexual interest on his part something I swore I would do my best to nourish, if and when I managed to manoeuvre him into a position of full dependency.

“But surely you have relatives who...?”

He was, as I knew he would be, already shaking his head.

“Friends then. Surely one of them can...?”

“Seems, Corinne, the people I thought were my friends were really only friends to Patty.”

I’m “Corinne” by the way.

Corinne Blackstock.

“But surely,” I began, “there must be someone who...?”

“Afraid not,” he cut in, looking to my delight as if he were on the verge of tears.

“And you’re certain you can’t persuade Patty to forgive you?”

“It’s a bit difficult when she’ll only speak to me through her solicitors,” he answered before throwing me a hopeful look. “I don’t suppose you’ve spoken to her or know how to contact her?”

I nodded and he looked at me expectantly.

“I’m sorry, Stephen,” I told him truthfully. “I have spoken to Patty and I am in contact with her. But she promised me upon pain of never talking to me again not to give you her new number at the London flat.”

“Is that where she is then?” he asked, suddenly alert.

“Stephen, I’ve already said more than I should have,” I told him as I prepared to make his situation seem even more hopeless.

“What?” he asked, seeing from my expression I was on the verge of adding something – oh, how I adored leading him!

“Well, and not to sound brutal, but after what she told me I really can’t see how you speaking with her will change the situation.”

“What did she say?”

“Are...? Are you sure you want to hear it?”

He gave me a hesitant nod and I could tell he was not sure at all.

With an apologetic shrug, as if it would prove as painful for me to say as it would for him to listen, I supplied enlightenment: 

“She told me that she wasted the best years of her life upon you. That you were a parasite, a cheat, and a leech.”

More brandy was taken and his expression was truly pained as I tried to keep my own expression sympathetic.

This as I incinerated any last hopes he might have of winning her back.

“She also said – sorry, but I think you need to hear it – that she had met up with one of her old boyfriends and that she had feelings for him. She said his name was Piers and that they...”

I pretended to hesitate.

“It’s okay, Corinne,” he assured me, soldier that he was, the moistness of his eyes inspired more by his own self-pity than for any sense of regret at the treatment of his soon-to-be ex-wife; though I had no doubt the village barmaid was no longer looking as beddable as she had before Patty had lowered the boom.

I was also in no doubt that, in common with most people, he would be missing the wife who had decided she was no longer his.

“She told me they were going to get together and that it still wasn’t too late for her to have the children your...”

I allowed my expression to become apologetic and regretful.

“That it wasn’t too late for her to have the children your selfishness and her blind love for you prevented her from having.”

I let him dwell on this for a few moments, then:

“I’m sorry, Stephen.”

He waved my apology away with a hand, unwilling to let me see his pain – even if his pain was for himself and not the woman his faithlessness had alienated.

“It’s not your fault,” he assured me; not that I needed it. “She was with Piers when I first met her. I was the one who took her from him.”

His laugh was bitter and not at all attractive.

“It seems he’s returned the compliment.”

“With a massive bit of assistance from you,” I wanted to tell him, but my words had already achieved their objective and I knew any lingering hopes he had of her coming back were no more than ashes he was in the process of using brandy to swallow back.  

“I hate to be the one to have to tell you, Stephen. But she’s not coming back.”

He stared at me for a long moment and I saw resignation forming in his eyes that would soon be replaced by a pragmatic approach to easing his fears.

“Not your fault, Corinne,” he began, playing the great man who, though his heel had finally found him out, fully intended to endure his agony with dignity.

I fought back a laugh as he continued:

“From her words and actions since finding out about my, hmm, drunken indiscretion, I was already about as certain as I could be that nothing I could say would change her mind.” 

After delivering what was music to my ears, his eyes returned to the rug as if it might somehow have a solution to his crisis. 

It was not forthcoming.

Though, to my inexpressible joy, the solution I had wanted him to pursue – and prayed he might do so – suddenly sprang to his mind and, as self-interested as I had suspected and now knew him to be, I got the impression it truly was doing so for the first time.

When he raised his head and his eyes met mine, I could see he had finally realised what had been under his nose the whole time.

Namely:

A young girl with a long-time crush on him who just happened to have inherited her late-parents comfortable home and was, into the bargain, financially comfortable.

Perfect!

And the mercenary bastard did not disappoint.

In full charm mode and playing upon the vulnerability he thought made me vulnerable in turn, he gave me a hopeful smile mixed with sadness and acted upon this new avenue that might lead to at least his temporary salvation.

“Corinne, I don’t suppose...?”

He allowed his voice to trail off, knowing it would come across all the better if he made me work for his intent.

Happy to oblige him, I accepted the role his need and opportunism were scripting for me.

“What is it, Stephen?”

“No. Forget it. It was just a thought.”

I almost laughed, so pathetically transparent was he in his supposed subterfuge and the attempt to... draw me in.

“Stephen, I’ve known you since I was a child. I’d like to think that now I’m an adult we can...”

Now it was my turn to leave his script and introduce my own:

“...I’d like to think that we could, sort of, get to know each other, hmm, better.”

The flash photography of opportunity exploding behind his eyes would have come with a government health warning had it been of the visible variety and I knew I had used exactly the right lure to draw him in.

Older or not, he was no more than a self-centred predator.

And self-centred predators were not exactly difficult to manipulate.

Even to a girl of my tender years whose life-experience came almost entirely from books and not the experience granted to those with the requisite... looks.

Life-experience that came entirely from books when it came to sex with a partner.

“Thanks, Corinne,” he said in his small and ‘ever so humble’ voice. “That means a lot to me. I... I know I’m a lot older than you but... But I always thought we had a connection.”

I smiled and nodded.

He didn’t, after all, have to be told what connection I had in mind at this point. Did he?

“And god knows I need a friend right now.”

I gave him a smile of understanding and hoped he saw before him a young girl he was manipulating, rather than a ruthless and determined – some might say “perverted” – young woman intent upon being the manipulator.

“What were you going to ask me, Stephen?” I reminded him in a soft and inviting voice.

He attempted a look of embarrassment, as if this were his last resort and he hated asking.

Then:

“I was just wondering, Corinne – and I know it’s a lot to ask – but...”

“Go on,” I urged, less than impressed with what was less than an acting masterclass on his part but determined to make him think I was buying it.

“Well... Look, Corinne, how would you feel about letting me stay in one of your guest-rooms for a while?”

I didn’t answer but, instead, adopted a thoughtful but non-committal expression that I knew would serve to increase his agitation.

“I mean,” he went on. “It’s not as if you’d be letting a stranger or a would-be Hanibal Lecter into the house would it?”

I didn’t acknowledge his clumsy attempt at humour and simply pursed my lips as if I were thinking about it and coming down on the negative side.

“I could pay you something as well,” he began quickly – almost desperately - but blushed red when my eyes grew quizzical.

“You know, when I... when I... you know?... Sign-on for... You know? The dole.”

That, I knew, was not going to happen, but there was no point telling him that and exactly why it wasn’t going to at this moment in time.

My continued silence must have unnerved him because he placed his glass down and reached across to take my hands in his.

Earnestly.

Beseechingly.

This as I imagined that handsome head lowering to place its lips upon the toes of the reclusive loner with the matronly legs.

“I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t desperate, Corinne. You know that. Please. Say I can stay for a while.”

Then, when I still remained in my thoughtful silence, he uttered the words providing me with exactly the opening I had been looking for – though I would make him spend another night sleepless with worry in the home from, which he was shortly to be evicted before utilising it.

“I mean, this is a big house for you to keep by yourself and I’m sure I could be a big help to you?”

At this point I decided to give him some small encouragement and allowed myself a nod as if I were thinking his suggestion over, his hands still clutching mine as if making a promise of further... contact... should I be persuaded.

Finally:

“Look, Stephen, I’ve... I’ve always liked you. But...”

The look of terror on his face at that “But” literally thrilled me to my core and for the first time I really believed that all the fantasies I’d masturbated to over the friendless years of my teens could actually be brought to life.

“I’m not saying no, Stephen,” I told him before adding some vinegar to the mix. “But I’m not saying yes, either.”

His face was a picture of bemusement.

“I... I’m not with you Corinne.”

“What I’m trying to say, Stephen, is that I need to think about it.”

He was bitterly disappointed, I could tell, but he struggled to remain courteous and understanding of my position.

Well, what other choice did he have?

“You know I’ve always been on the solitary side. Even when my mum and dad were alive I spent most of the time in my own room with my books and the computer. Then, when I... lost them... I really got used to having my own space and not having to share it. There... There’s a lot about me you don’t know.”

“But Corinne, I promise I wouldn’t...”

I held up a hand to forestall him and felt an incredible rush of power when, amazingly, this handsome man some twenty-five years my senior fell silent.

“I said I’ll think about it and I will,” I told him, injecting just a soupcon of authority into my tone. “But for now I need you to go back to your house and let me get on with it.”
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A large dark fur flows down to my heels as he stands dumbfounded and stares at me in amazement.

I see an indescribable fear pass over him he takes flight.

To no avail.

I am a power he can no longer deny. 

Irresistible! 

Unstoppable! 

Imperious!

As he turns aside into one of the green walks I am already there, awaiting him upon a stone bench, a goddess of love who derives her power not from her youthful but matronly looks but the authority of her self-confidence and her knowledge of man’s shortcomings.

My white gown shimmers in the moonlight and from youthful and alabaster shoulders the dark fur flows. My lips are the deepest red and contrast with the pale angularity of my cheeks. I train two diabolical green rays out of my eyes upon him and then I laugh.

My laughter seems somehow mysterious to this older and attractive man and seems to take his breath away with its power and, as I delight in the trappings of authority over him my mere presence guarantees, I watch him attempt to flee yet again. Pausing after every few steps to take breath, so great is his fear of me as my mocking laughter pursues him through the dark leafy paths. Across light open spaces and through the thicket where only single moonbeams can pierce. 

He can no longer find his way and wanders utterly confused as cold drops of perspiration ripple across a now furrowed forehead.

“Donkey!” I say to him as I approach, his legs no longer capable of flight, so transfixed is he by the young woman he senses will soon be his master.

This word exercises a remarkable effect, like a magic formula, and I watch as tears spring to his eyes.

So ecstatic am I with my effect, I repeat: 

“Donkey!”

And then:

“My donkey.”

As I stand bathed in moonlight, I feel for the first time in my young life that my hourglass but prematurely matronly body is full of the poetry and grace of which power is the source.

Power over men.

And this man especially!

He is staring at my red-hair now and I see it increases his terror for some reason apparent to him but not me.

Why?

No matter. In this instance the effect is all. Do the reasons inspiring a thirst place us in greater need of the refreshing chalice?

Perhaps it is the naturalness of my crown that disconcerts my donkey. For that crown is most certainly red. As red as the womanly growth at the apex of my matronly legs I am at such pains to have removed at regular intervals that it might feel more... sensitive. 

My eyes meet his in an effect of green lightning and he shivers from their power.

And then, delight of delights, he bows to me. 

To me!

From the neck down and on into the waist, as if by this servile act he will avoid some unnamed punishment he feels sure I must inflict.

I move closer and give out with a contemptuous snort of derision for his submission before, with surprising courage, he asks of my name.

Impertinent donkey!

Impertinent or not, it is important to me that I answer him and define the coming nature of our relations:

“My equals know me as Corinne Blackstock,” I told him. 

Then:

“And to you, donkey, I am to be addressed as ‘Ms Corinne’.”

Thus our new acquaintance begins.

“Do you want to be my slave, donkey, for it is all that I offer an animal such as you?”

He replied in the negative, the prospect alien to him, even if he remained in terror of my... femininity.

“Love will never be an option between us, if you think that by winning me over in such a way you might soften my rule of you. For even in love there is no equality,” I told him solemnly. “Our only choice is whether we allow ourselves to rule or be ruled.”

He protested in a stammering voice that he possessed no love for me but even as his lips moved I could tell he knew such a pronouncement would serve him about as much good as it would to deny the authority I was already in the process of wielding over him.

“Though you question it now, you will be servile to me because it is your nature, and the inclination of the weak is to follow the strong. For one such as you it is necessary to be the chattel and possession of a woman, no matter the tenderness of her years or be she beautiful or, simply... matronly. Your need – the need you are only now beginning to acknowledge – is to bend your knee to the woman who knows how to rule with self-confidence which awareness, while sometimes necessarily harsh, ensures she rule by sheer force of superiority rather than gaining her power by means of shrewish and petty nagging?”

To this he had no answer and I truly believe he could read his future in the green eyes that held him captive.

“I, for instance,” I went on. “I have a real talent for sexual and domestic despotism – even if I have yet to wield it - and it is only my due right to have a donkey of my own to serve as an outlet for these... growing... desires.”

The horror he felt at being thought of as just such a beast of burden was almost humorous to me, but my own needs were too great at this point to share levity with a man who was, after all, soon to be my underling.

“YOU,” I told him with heavy emphasis, “are the donkey of choice for this particular goddess and will remain so until the end of your servile but abjectly useful life.”

He was still shaking his head and mumbling no when with a slashing and vicious cut my quirt made contact with the side of his neck and he squealed before finding a slither of back bone that enabled him to blaze into my eyes with hatred before he succumbed to their superior power and turned his gaze to the paving stone upon which I stood.

“You may now kneel and pledge yourself to me by placing your lips with seemly reverence and servility upon my bare instep...” 

––––––––
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...My sheets were sodden as my dream lover pressed his unwilling lips to my toes in his first act of submission and the power of my own orgasm as it went beyond crisis brought me to a screaming wakefulness.

The closer I came to my ideal, it seemed, the greater the strength of my nocturnal wanderings.

​
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Terrified did just not cut it.

I was beyond terror and, for the first time in my life, was facing a future without a home and a woman.

Unless...

I was jobless and about to be made homeless. The cast-iron pre-nup Patty’s parents had insisted upon – bastards both of them! – leaving me with nothing but what I came brought into the marriage. Which was pretty much nothing save for some nice clothes still in my wardrobe Patty had either forgotten to requisition or couldn’t be bothered about. Even my car had been taken, but then, given it was in Patty’s name and she had kept up the insurance, road-tax, and just about everything connected with my Alfa other than driving it, that was not so much of a surprise.

Everything lost.

And for what?

A few romps in the hay with a barmaid in receipt of bounteous mammaries and a willingness to... play.

I was an imbecile after the event. Only now seeing the consequences. An easy and pressure-free life in tatters, simply because I couldn’t resist dipping the old Tompkins wick into a less familiar receptacle.

Cunt, cunt, cunt!

But then, I’d done it so many times with so many other willing bed partners without Patty catching on, how could I have known that she had known from the start and this was one fuck-partner too many.

The incriminating pictures and audio gathered by her “Man” all she needed to enforce that pre-nup and turn my life into a terrifying war-zone.

So here I was, a semi-serious writer who had never come close to having something published, no work-skills to speak of and pretty much unemployable. Unemployed as well as homeless. No funds, fewer friends and family, and about as fucked as a man in his forties could be without being a complete and utter derelict.

Another image taking my terror into new and uncharted war-zones.

All the above my future.

Unless...

Of course, I knew young Corinne had been in awe of me for some time now – for about as long as I’d known her, in fact. Even Patty used to make jokes about my “infatuated admirer”. But I had – I’m might be a lot of things but I’m no paedophile and can’t stand the bastards – no desire for her even when she reached her mid-teens and began to fill out.

Though I will say that her incredible young breasts could certainly take the attention from her angular and oh, so, serious features and the chunky, if not unwomanly shaped, body below them.

Just the same, she was too young, too chunky, and too serious for my tastes. Even her speech was something from another period and was no doubt explained by the fact she was a bit of a loner who had been the butt of the cool kids at school and had found solace in the books of other ages and more refined times in terms of language. She was also, by dint of her mother and father’s death’s one shortly after the other, a mini heiress who owned her own secluded house opposite mine – sorry, my wife’s – and was set-up for life by the various trusts left by her parents for just that purpose.

One young woman who would never know the agonies of uncertainty and fear for the future making my days and nights a waking or sleeping nightmare.

But she was besotted by me.

I knew it.

Patty had known it.

And infatuation is a useful tool for the one who is the object of such... yearning.

So I was feeling just a little more upbeat after returning across the grassland separating our two houses atop the promontory. Return to the house that would soon no longer be mine to live in made after having accepted young Corinne’s offer of a drink. And I had not missed that my young neighbour had eschewed her usual jeans and a tee-shirt for heeled shoes and navy hose below a shortish black skirt; while a figure hugging black turtle neck that enhanced her two best features completed the outfit.

After leading her on and eliciting her sympathy, mindful of how she kept crossing and re-crossing a pair of legs that reminded me of certain librarians from my own youth, I had tentatively suggested the possibility she might let me stay with her for a while.

My suggestion was not met with the enthusiasm I expected; even though I sensed she was thrilled by the possibility of having me so close.

In fact, I felt sure her reason for telling me she needed to think about it was some immature need on her part not to have me see just how thrilled she was.

Buoyed by the first sniff of good news since Patty had lowered the boom on me, I even managed some sleep that night.

Which was just as well, given what the little bitch laid on me the following evening.  
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“Have you lost your mind,” cried my soon to be ex-neighbour, Stephen Tompkins.

“It’s your choice, Stephen, I told him, my dream of the previous night in which I had truly made him my ‘Donkey’, together with the fact he was still seated opposite me in my kitchen, shoring up both my resolve and my confidence.

What had I to lose, after all?

Unlike him.

Having sensed his interest in my hosed legs the night before I had dressed similarly for our encounter. Black hose this time, leading down from another black skirt that, this time, ended a few inches above the knee and a ribbed and body-sculpted top that placed even more emphasis on the breasts beneath it I had chosen to remain bare and un-supported.

This time, though, for once wishing to make my angular features appear even more harsh and, hopefully, authoritative, I had scraped my long red-hair from my face and tied it at the back as I set about explaining what it would mean for him and what I would expect if I were to allow him to take advantage of my... “Sanctuary”.  

He was shaking his head sadly, eyes looking into mine as if I had ripped the heart from him. “Last night you told me you saw me as a friend,” he reminded me. “And now you...”

He threw up his arms with despair and disbelief and, this time, I knew he was being sincere.

“Can you really hate me that much?” he asked.

“If I hated you, Stephen, I wouldn’t be giving you this opportunity.”

His mouth, were it fall open any wider, would have made a sinkhole of the promontory hosting my house and the one his ex-wife was selling out from under him.

“A...? An opportunity?” he marvelled once the facility of speech had been returned to him. “You call what you just described to me an opportunity?” 

His features hardened.

“I call it a fu...”

I came in at this point, interrupting him before he gained a head of steam that might persuade him, in his temper, to leave; and also because by doing so it placed me in the superior position.

“Whether you like it or not, Stephen, you are a supplicant,” I went on, relishing my somewhat Victorian description of him. “You need me, whereas I have no need for you at all, should it come to it.”

Those of you who have read this far will know this to be not entirely true. Yes, my life would go on without any visible depreciation were he not to be in it – as explained by my “should it come to it”. But with his departure would vanish any possibility of turning my long-held fantasy in regard of him into reality. I was also aware that, if I misjudged the depths of his weakness under that veneer of handsome and manly bravado, and that he was made of more principled raw materials than I thought, he would be exiting my door never to return but a few seconds after I let him know what it was I expected from him if he were to know the sanctuary and security of my home.

That he was still opposite me, even if the coffee he asked for from me was now ignored as if it did not exist, encouraged me.

Despite acknowledging to myself that I had a long, long way to go.

“If my honesty troubles you, then so be it. But I have no intention to follow your lead after seeing how dishonesty has ruined what was for you a comfortable life.”

He seemed affronted by this observation.

“Surely you can see how your own deceit has led you to where you are now? If you hadn’t been cheating on your wife you would still be in a home and a relationship with a woman who not only looked after your needs but genuinely cared for you as a person.”

“You speak as if I didn’t – don’t – genuinely care for Patty too,” he snapped, the offensiveness of my earlier suggestion regarding what I wanted from him if I was to allow him to stay forgotten – at least for the moment.

My answer was neither long nor difficult to form:

“Fucking a slut of a barmaid behind her back, and on numerous occasions, seems an unusual way to express this care. Not to mention the gratitude she was owed for having carried you for so long.”

The shock of hearing such language exit my lips for the first time, despite the fragility of his current condition and together with the knowledge I was his best, perhaps only, hope of easing it - seemed to absent his situation from his mind temporarily.

Just from his expression, I could tell he was about to... “Man-up”.

“And yet, there you sit,” he observed with a half-smile, half-scowl. “A hypocrite in waiting, ready to take advantage of my treatment of a good woman and what it’s costing me simply to ease a perverted little itch of your own.”

He leaned across the table to bring his face closer to mine and I found the anger I could see written there thrilling.

Thrilling because I had placed it there and felt confident I could just as easily replace it with something more akin to... fear.

“Since when, and how, did a young woman of your age, get to become such a nasty little deviant.”

If he thought his closeness as he rasped his bile into my face would faze me, then the look of utter and unimpressed contempt I gave him must instantly have set him to a revision.

Though not before he added another observation intended to shame me and which only served to make me more determined to reduce him to the servility and instant obedience, both sexual and domestic, of which I had long dreamed:

“What I did was just sex. Wrong and hurtful to a wife who didn’t deserve such treatment. But not a mistake people haven’t been making since Eve first eyed the apple and bribed Adam into giving it to her. He was weak, I was weak, and men will go on being weak. Not much of a defence, I agree, but at least a human example.”

If this was a sample of what he considered eloquence, then I didn’t hold out much hope for his writing and declared my thoughts unsurprised he had yet to be published.

“But you,” he went on. “What possible defence can you put forward to try and humanise what you just asked of me?”

He leaned back in his chair, arms going wide:

“And how on earth did I not realise there was such a... a... pervert hiding underneath your bookish and oh, so, old-fashioned, exterior?”

To my surprise, I felt totally calm in the face of his outburst and, in truth, it had been no more than I had been expecting.

In fairness to the man of my – perverted – dreams, how could he have reacted any other way to the bombshell I had dropped on him that, were he to accept it, would place our relationship on the same footing as an arrival from Africa to the antebellum plantation owner who had just purchased his, to put it politely, indenture. 

And intended that indenture to become more far reaching than my initial words on the subject conveyed.

The little he had heard of my expectations enough to incense and repulse him, but not quite to the point, it seemed, of simply upping and leaving.

As I say: my confidence was growing by the second.

“If you can stop acting like a petulant child long enough for me to answer, I shall endeavour to do so,” I told his shocked face and revelled in the sensation of overmastering this man so many years my senior for whom I had long pined.

“This should be interesting,” he harrumphed, though I could tell it was the humiliation of my speaking down to him in such a way had struck home and pricked his masculinity into bravado.

“You know already how I love to read,” I reminded him as his eyes stared to the side and the view of the English Channel as it made its way into the Thames Estuary. This rather than meet mine. The flush of his cheeks more evidence of his surprise and deep humiliation at my request of him as his continued presence at my table and in my home underpinned what I knew to be his terror of what awaited him without a job and a home of his own.

And Cameron and Osborne’s UK was no place to be a homeless and unemployed writer.

And an unpublished one at that.

“You also know that I particularly love the classics of the past which explains what you once remarked upon as my ‘curiously old fashioned speech’,” I went on.

He sighed with feigned boredom, unable to accept that I was impervious to all his petty little tricks that were meant to place me upon the backfoot and make me feel as if I were no more than a fanciful adolescent behaving badly in front of an adult superior.

“Have you read Sacher Masoch?” I asked.

His sigh was even louder this time.

“More specifically,” I continued unfazed, “have you read his ‘Venus in Furs’ – ‘im Peltz’, if you understand the German?”

His intellect, and his own erroneously high opinion of it, was pricked.

“I’d hardly call it a classic,” he said, half sneeringly.

“Really?” I asked, feigning surprise. “A book that was written almost a hundred-and-fifty-years ago and is still being read, analysed, and made into plays and films today? A book so famous for its subject the author’s surname has become a word known throughout the educated world to describe those of a... submissive... nature?”

He was staring at me, annoyed that I appeared to be talking down to him.

“A book capable of having such an enduring effect upon succeeding generations, not a classic?”

“Yeah, well, I’m sure it’s top of the classical reading list for those sad bastards who can only get off when a woman treats them like shit. But I’m not one of their number and I can’t believe anyone – especially a girl of your age – could find such a prospect or such a man exciting when it boils
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