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         I know that all my girlfriends have received my letter. They’re so curious they can barely contain themselves.


“Cannibal Dinner” is what it said on the invitation. It was my idea, but I’ve managed to get three of my best girlfriends to help me implement the plan. Everyone has replied that they’re coming; some have even asked if they can bring other female acquaintances with them. 


I’ve been busy with all the preparations for ages. I’ve written a list: wine, spirits, candles, snacks, wasabi, soya sauce, champagne, oysters, smoked salmon, crab sticks, seaweed and, to put it plainly, everything that’s good when it comes to seafood. 


My Japanese friend, Miko, has taught us how to make sushi. There will be plenty to do... Was it a bad idea, maybe, to make food that has to be eaten with chopsticks? Maybe it’s ok. When the party’s in full swing, something or other will happen...


I’m a woman who has a penchant for sadomasochism; I get turned on by having beginners under my strict control. The best thing is men who are new beginners. It can be quite entertaining to go out on the town with a new slave. Either they can’t say, “Yes, Madam” loud enough, or they hide by playing at being a very formal gentleman in the hope of not being noticed.


What gives me the biggest kick is to get men to obey me out in the real world. Of course, you now think I’m a power-fixated bitch, who only gets off on parading weak men about wearing a collar...


But, no: it’s all about having the power to do or not do something... And, well, with this man, who I’d met by answering a personal ad, it was just so deliciously naughty. His ad had the headline: “If you believe...”


Believe what? That men don’t cry or wash up or... serve women? Yes, yes, yes. Now I sound like my mother. What do you give me...? “If you believe...” I just had to try it. 


He wrote that he wanted to be taught some manners by an experienced mistress. Serious inquiries only! Well, what’s said is as good as done. I answered his ad, and you know what? He replied with thousands of conditions. “I don’t want this or that...”


I decided that he would have to pay for being so insolent; he would have to learn some manners. So, I arranged to meet him in a neutral place to check him out. We were to meet at the outside restaurant at the Botanical Gardens.


His name was Erik, and he was quite ordinary looking. He was young, had fair hair, blue eyes and an athletic body. He wore nice, business-like clothes: a jacket, light-blue shirt, and newly pressed trousers. But he gave the impression that he was trying to prove something, and that was why he’d placed the advert. I quickly decided that I wanted to see if he was something for me.

         “I’m Sonja.” I shook my long black hair off my shoulders and paused dramatically, making it clear I was fully in control of the situation. “I need a man who can wait on a group of very special women at an upcoming dinner,” I said. 


         He frowned. “A girl’s night?”


         “Yes,” I replied. 


It looked like he now clearly recognised that he’d found a really dominant woman – a mistress. He glanced down.

         “And what would I have to do?”


“If you would like the job, you’ve come to the right place, but my patience is running out... Yes or no?” I got up to leave. 


“No, wait!” he exclaimed. “Yes, I... yes, damn it!”

         For the first time, I smiled, using his insecurity to my advantage.

         “Can you drive a car?” I asked.

         “Yes,” he replied.

         

“Yes, what?” I snapped. “Yes, Madam,” I corrected.

         

“Yes, Madam.

         

“Good. So, show me your car then,” I said. 


We went outside, and a brand new, black Mercedes was parked there. I nodded approvingly. 

         “Is that my new car, Slave?”


He was momentarily dumbstruck, then nodded. “Yes, madam. It’s your new car,” he muttered.

         I smiled approvingly. “Excellent! You’re now hired... Your madam is satisfied with you.”


I could see that Erik wanted to say something but, at that moment, a young man came around the corner.

         “Wow! You’ve bought a real stunner!” the man said, seeing Erik. Then he caught sight of me. “Wow!” he said, “Is this your woman?”


Erik was way out or order now and blushed. He looked at me practically in desperation and said just one word: “Madam?”

         I gave him a big smile.

         “No, it’s not Erik’s car anymore. Erik has just given it to me,” I said, adding, “You haven’t even introduced me to your young friend.”


Erik looked down at the ground. “This is Henrik. He is an old childhood friend. Henrik, may I introduce you to my new lady.”
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