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The six women seated around the dining-table, attention shared between the stunning views across the river from the penthouse apartment and the even more satisfying repast just served them, each had common ground between them. 

And were, if their hostess had divined their characters correctly, about to find more.

Sex, of course, as it always did when women of a more independent mind-set gathered together, had been more than well-covered by the time they had finished dessert and the handsome man in his early-forties serving it had been the subject of more than one libidinous enquiry from the female guests.

Of the diners, four of their number were women in their early-to-late-twenties and all ran relatively profitable businesses throughout the great metropolis in which all resided.

Their hostesses, by way of a contrast, were of German and African extraction and were both in their mid-thirties.  

All of them, however, shared one thing in common...

They were all women who, while sexually attractive to men, had not proved of a kind that those same men were in any hurry to marry.

“Have sex for lust, but marry for love”, as all of the women, not just the four in question, had heard on many an occasion, was not a sentiment which made much appeal for them – other than the lust element of the phrase, that is.

And, if the truth were known, it was not husband material of the traditional kind in which any of the women present were interested.

A disinterest that had led to their friendship with the hostess and her lover in the first place. 

Strangely enough, given their geographical location, only one amongst them was English-born, while the others ranged from Bilbao in Spain’s Basque country; Zakamensk, on Russia’s Eastern border with Mongolia; and another from the port of Porbanda on India’s Arabian Sea. 

As for their hostess and her lover, provenance could be traced to Northern Europe and to Africa, where Nigeria’s southern coastline recedes into the Gulf of Guinea.

For five of them there was common ground in that each of them had left their homeland to be free of the overbearing influence of the men found in those lands.

The men of England, each of them considered, an entirely different and more easily mastered problem.

It had been this uniting factor which had led their hostess to cultivate their company – of four of them, anyway – and eventually extend tonight’s invitation.

If all went well, she knew, there would be four more converts to her small but passionate group of likeminded women by the morning.  

It was also the first time the four ingenues had met.

For each of them, it was a first visit to the apartment of their hostess, and each of the four were suitably impressed as they ate, drank, and conversed, uncaring of the accented English which marked them as aliens in their adopted land; albeit that each of them spoke their adopted tongue with great fluency.

“I must compliment you once again on your apartment, and I would like to thank you for this evening, Adele,” said Bhavanna Navuluri, the youngest of the six women at twenty-seven and an owner of  a small chain of beauty emporiums that had grown from her first small shop. “The views are simply stunning and it is so much quieter than my own apartment in town.”

“And very tasteful,” added Inessa Sokolov, the Russian who was the oldest and least well-off of the four with a Dry Cleaning company that at least provided her with an acceptable standard of living to go with her much cherished independence. “The pastel colours and the shadows thrown by table-lamps are so... relaxing.”

“But you forget the most outstanding aspect of our most generous hostesses hospitality,” the third of the women reminded her friends; a woman by the name of Consuela López-Fernández, the Spanish woman who was by far the... curviest... of the women around the table.

“I do not think we will have much difficulty guessing what that might be,” smirked Bhavanna Navuluri, gesturing to the empty dessert dishes before the guests.”

There was laughter at this, as Consuela’s helmsman-ship of a late-aunt’s chain of Tapas-Bars bought in to the love of food that showed itself in the flesh covering the curves of her voluptuous body.

“That food was simply divine, Adele... and you too, of course, Nuala.”

The fierce and compelling looking African woman who had yet to speak a word since their arrival responded with a nod and a tight smile.

“I must congratulate the cook you hired if she is still here... If she can cook Tapas in the Spanish way rather than the bastardised slop the English claim to be from my land, I will do my best to employ her.”

“HE is here still,” the hostess had confirmed in the over-precise and somewhat ugly English she had learned in her homeland. “He will shortly be in to clear away the rest of the dishes before the washing and putting away. 

The voluptuous Spaniard’s eyes had raised with increased interest.

“You may give him your compliment give then,” her hostess promised. “I am sure it is happy he will be to hear it – though I doubt it much that you will have any luck in having him accept your job offer.”  

“You mean it was our handsome and sexy waiter who prepared such a sumptuous repast for us?” asked a disbelieving Russian woman who could not hide her delight, coming from the patriarchal region she did, at hearing a male had not only waited on her so obsequiously but had actually cooked the food they had been served.”

And by him!  

Consuela nodded, regretfully, “Then I assume he works for himself. A sensible move. A handsome man who can cook so well is sure to be much in demand to cater events of any kind.”

“A handsome man nature intended to spend much time between a pair of superior Indian legs,” said Bhavanna, a sudden lustfulness rearranging her serious features.

“You are bad, Bhavanna,” giggled Inessa along with the others.

Even her hostesses were amused.

“Perhaps,” answered the Indian woman with a shrug. But I am also truthful. Even as you titter, I see the same pictures in your own heads that are running through mine. That of his handsome English head between our legs as his tongue takes us to paradise and beyond.”

The somewhat giggly silence greeting her statement doing nothing to suggest the Indian lady had called it wrong.

It was at this point, unaware he was the subject under scrutiny, that the man himself entered, footsteps audible upon the expensive wooden flooring.

“Ah, Ollie!” exclaimed their hostess, voice taking an unmistakably authoritative tone towards the handsome Englishman as he approached, his immaculate white linen tunic and tight black trousers leaving the diners in no doubt that he was there to serve – had, that is, they had been in any doubt of the fact.

There to serve them

“My guests were just singing the praises of your culinary efforts,” Adele informed him as he stood, almost to attention, at her side and awaited instruction, looking uncomfortable and ill-at-ease, even as he attempted to put a game face on his obvious sense of humiliation.

Though he did, older than all of the women he was being forced to serve, redden at the cheeks and seem even more uncomfortable in the humble domestic role their two hostesses had seen fir to assign him. 

“Do you not think my guests should be thanked for their compliments, Ollie?” asked Adele in a somewhat peremptory and haughty voice which served only to emphasise the stereotypical world-view of her race.

A haughty tone which prompted her guests to ask themselves if the man was being... chastised.

They would learn the truth very shortly.

“Y-Yes. Of course,” he had spluttered, smooth and youthful face with its burning cheeks all the evidence the women needed to tell how embarrassing he found his current predicament. “My sincere thanks, ladies. I.. I’m pleased you enjoyed your meal.”

His thank you fetched smiles from each of the four... “ladies”.

Smiles that, despite the fact they had just eaten so gloriously and so copiously, remained...hungry.  

“Clear the table and fetch coffee now,” came the terse order and the man, as if under the lash of a whip, hurried to clear the table and scurry back to the kitchen as the four women shared knowing and excited looks.

That terse order made all the more shocking for having come from the African woman at the side of the hostess.

The compelling and fierce African woman with short-cropped hair and the powerful hour-glass shaped figure with musculature to match and conical breasts which put those seeing her for the first time in mind of a particularly warlike queen of the Nubian variety.

The same fierce and seldom smiling Nubian warrior-queen who had yet to utter a word until now.

It was the lone Englishwoman amongst them - Gillian Hawley, a Bridal-Shop owner from Farnborough – who was first to break the shocked yet intrigued silence that ensued:

“You and Nuala between you seem to have your temporary chef and bottle-washer very well trained in such a short time, Adele,” she observed with no small amount of... arousal.

Adele and the African woman had shared conspiratorial looks at this as the other women awaited a response, and it was not until something unspoken travelled the airways between the two hostesses that the German half of the pairing finally deigned them with a reply.

A reply which stunned and aroused the already animated guests to a degree that was almost salivatory.

More than... almost, in fact.

Indeed, by the time Adele had finished explaining exactly how she had achieved the man’s deference and attention to detail and that no time-limit was involved - given he was in her service full-time - shock and arousal, though still present, had turned into outright envy.

Envy that deepened when their hostess explained that, far from being a temporary chef and bottle-washer, this most handsome and deferential of men just happened to be...

...Her husband...
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The day was growing older when he awoke and it was near dark.

Laying on the sofa motionless – or as motionless as one could be when one’s body was shaking uncontrollably – he berated himself for having fallen asleep at all. 

Eyes wide with fear, he lay in the silence of the shadowy living-room, straining to hear some sound, some indication of their – of HER - presence.

So unnerved was he by even the thought of her and the black woman who was never far from her side, he even fancied he could detect the scent of them in his quivering nostrils as they took in the air of his hideaway; almost as if he was descended from the great scouts of the American West and would know if they were in the mere vicinity.

A scent of them he knew, with thanks to the Almighty, that was present in his imagination alone.

To his relief, along with absence of their peculiar aroma, the only sound was the depressing meeting of raindrop against window-pane as a downpour made its way the four-feet or so further earthward to drop upon the pavement below. 

No other sound intruded to heighten his fear and was hardly required to do so given the power of the dread hand squeezing upon his vitals. 

For he knew, without the merest hint of doubt, that SHE was coming for him.

No!

Not SHE.

THEY!

And worse.

He knew also that he had not the slightest defence against either of them.

He shook his head to clear the sleep from his already troubled thoughts as he turned his plight over and over in his mind. 

With the same, singularly unsuccessful, results.

“Why, in god’s name,” he asked himself for the umpteenth time, “could I not see it before?”

He was no more than a game for them to be played.

A sick game.

Depraved.

Most certainly evil.

But no less a sport to the pitiless felines for whom he was playing the nerve-wracked mouse.

It was not an idea that hadn't occurred to him before, but he knew now that, if it had ever been a game, that the game-playing was over. 

SHE wanted him in her possession now. 

And there was no way for him to escape the perverse and emasculating fate she had in mind for him.

Sweat beaded on his back beneath the crumpled shirt he had dozed in as he sat up on the edge of the sofa and waited.

Ears keened.

Listening, for any creak of heel against floor, or any other sound by which a predatory female might give herself away, the perspiration cold upon his forehead as the image of her dominated his thoughts once again.

But why, in the midst of this hunt that might result in the death of him as a man – of a man worthy of the description, anyway – had he allowed himself to sleep?

Is any man, anywhere, less able to defend himself than when in the embrace of Morpheus? 

Exposed. 

Helpless.

Having allowed himself to drift from consciousness and vigilance when every ounce of his attention should have been diverted to the power-play he knew SHE was preparing to play.

Was his subconscious already submitting to her somehow?

His thoughts raced to the visions he recalled from his recent and unwelcome slumbers.

The black woman who was all muscle and sinew and looked as if she would have no trouble mastering him physically, with or without physical help of a male kind, dressed head to foot in brown leather and spiked heels as she walked him naked and on a collar along a crowded thoroughfare; stopping now and then only to insist that he go through the motions of relieving himself in exactly the way of a canine and glorying in the looks of shock and disgust she drew from passing shoppers and office workers taking their lunch...

The German woman with the severe tied-back blonde hair to whom his dog-walker had returned him, just in time for him to bathe her and then dry the magnificent body below her compelling yet somehow... odious ... face. 

The same woman who had snatched a handful of his still thick hair and mashed his face into her denuded womanhood and insisted he use his tongue the way a loyal do g should before forcing him to...

He forced his thoughts from these day-mares of perverse and unnatural sex with no small effort and again cursed his inability to sleep without experiencing the same torments.

But he was fully awake now and, if still afraid, at least focused on the fate she had planned for him and determined to do whatever was required and necessary for him to avoid the plans she had in mind for him.

And not only him.

Even if he was beginning to seriously doubt his ability to escape this demon in female form.

Stealthily, slipping into a cardigan to combat the chills causing him to shake in tandem with his perspiration as it met the unheated air, he sneaked a look through the window into the street beyond.

When nothing untoward met his scoping vision, a great rush of air left his body and it was not until then that he realise he had been holding his breath all the way to the window itself.

The respite from his predicament, he knew, would be short.

But the knowledge made that respite no less welcome.

For where there was respite there was...

His face contorted into a humourless and self-mocking smile as he finished the thought in a way more truthful to those with which he was currently in the process of consoling himself.

...Denial.

Outside, the last of the light was fading and already the street-lights had clicked on and he allowed a wry smile to flitter across his pale and handsome features as he realised that, despite his harried look, he was determined to enjoy what little time remained to him.

Remaining to him before...

The bathroom and toilet into which he voided a suddenly volatile stomach was tiny and windowless.

An absence which at least allowed him to switch on a light, safe in the knowledge it would not be seen from outside.

But did provide respite him from the battered and sunken-cheeked reflection staring back at him from the mirror above the sink.

The forty-one year old in the mental and physical prime of his life Silverton had known himself as prior to this, he thought, was not the careworn individual staring back at him now.

The same cock-sure and deluded man, in fact, secure in the certainty of his own beliefs, who had started out on his ill-fated quest of avoidance what seemed a lifetime ago.

A lifetime ago he knew, in reality, could be measured only in weeks. 

This Oliver Silverton was a being driven by a fear of what he knew would prove inevitable.

SHE, it had turned out, was far too... forewarned ... for him.

Far too, cunning.

Far too...

EVIL.

Still shivering, he turned the shower to hot and undressed, stepping into the spray in the hope it would warm him.

And, after he had dried-off, feeling himself even colder than when he had started.

With distaste; he had rubbed himself down and put himself back in the clothes saturated with his own perspiration.

Deep breaths he sucked in next, attempting to relax himself enough to at least think a little more clearly.

Unsuccessfully.

There was simply no means he knew of by which to banish the terror of what she intended for him. 

A terror diluted no less for him by the knowledge there were certain men – some of his own acquaintance even – who paid good money to be treated by a woman in exactly the way she assured him he would be treated once committed to her service. 

A perversion on behalf of a number of his fellow men, he assured himself, that might at least have made his coming emasculation more... palatable ...to him.

A “perversion”, even had he been in possession of it, that would have made his shame no less keen and destructive.

It was, after all, one thing to hand over cash to a dominatrix in order to be thrashed and mistreated for whatever murky reasons provoked sexual responses of the kind – while, all the time, being in total control of just how much humiliation one required and exactly when it would stop.

Quite another, though, to be under the influence and power of a female who obeyed no such rules and would not stop simply when asked.

A female, moreover, who was neither playing nor simply following a profession likely to keep her in a certain style, but desired complete and total control of a member of the male sex.

And a female who had chosen him, Oliver Silverton, to suffer under her domination.

With that thought, the fear he was trying to hold back again flared into life and burned through his mind.

A montage of the past weeks raced through his thoughts as if they were a wildfire and once again his already sodden clothing knew the moistness of how own sweat as her... scent ...again appeared in his nostrils as if by some by some satanic female alchemy.

Until more sensible reflection ameliorated his lack of clarity and heightened imagination.

Back in the front-room he stood to the side of the window in shadow and scanned the street outside with near unblinking concentration, body as stiff and unyielding as the wall against which he half-leaned.

Nothing!

The house was as still as the tomb, but with every sound from outside his muscles tightened, to lock him in a condition of terror he felt could not be too far removed from rigor mortis itself.

Unable to do anything other than look and listen, he was not reassured any to hear his own breath shallow and rapid in his ears, emitting from his lips as a most geriatric rasp.

So on edge was he, it struck him that he almost – almost - wished something would happen.

Anything!

Kill or be killed.

Or, in this instance, submit or be forced to submit.

Anything but this awful stasis of waiting.

For a moment, he felt he must scream at the sheer unfairness and unbelievability of it all. To rush about the front-room in a fever of destruction smash boot and fist into innocent fittings and furniture. The waiting was killing him and was only made worse by his certainty that what awaited him after that waiting was complete would be – literally – the death of himself as a man who could ever again be worthy of respect and not utter contempt.

The street continued to be empty and he could not see a soul.

At first.

Which was when, a minute or so later, he felt the perspiration on his back take on an even more chilling aspect.

No sooner had his senses alerted him, than a figure turned the corner and made its way into the street.

A familiar figure.

Confident.

Powerful.

Feline.

Had Oliver Silverton not vomited only minutes before he would have been sure to have done so again.

It was HER.

He was sure of it.

Who else would stroll the street in such a way as if she owned it? 

A blond with light brown eyes; he knew her height to be 5' 10", with shapely legs showing beneath the bottom of her fitted calf-length skirt and enhanced by the heels of her shoes. 

Heels which also lifted her derriere and tightened it to an almost perfect replica of a heart-shaped arse. 

Despite his fear and the knowledge of what she was doing here and what she wanted from him, his lips were suddenly dry.

She was well endowed at the chest too, he knew despite the part concealing top-coat and, though he was primarily a leg man, he found he could not tear his eyes from them as they seemed to acknowledge the eyes of her prey running over them and headed in his direction.

In her mid-thirties – and for all her other womanly assets she was not a woman one would describe as a goddess or even beautiful.

There was simply too much in her features that was... wrong ...for either description ever to be applied.

Which, in terms of sexual appeal, still left her with a lot to be going on with.

For the briefest instant those brown eyes turned toward the window and Silverton thought he caught the curl of a derisory lip as his thoughts screamed out for help – even as he knew there could be none. 

There was simply nobody he could trust to provide such assistance to him.

Not, he was sure, a single solitary soul on the whole of this benighted planet – no matter how credulous their mindset.

Not even James (“Jimmy”) Winston, the close friend and criminologist superior who he believed had inadvertently engineered their first meeting. 

For Jimmy Winston, he felt sure, had succumbed to the woman’s unearthly power as completely as he himself was still fighting to avoid it.

And what could be said anyway?

What would anyone say if he told them that there was a woman out in the world – and lord knows how many others – who were...?

His thought halted in their tracks.

Stymied.

How exactly do you step into the reality that was James Winston's office in the centre of a thriving modern metropolis and leave it on the arm of a woman one had only met minutes before?

A woman, moreover, who had claimed he was her soul-partner and would never leave her side again?

Indeed, any man attempting to fob him off with such a story would shortly have been staring down the barrel at his committal papers.

What else would a rational individual make of the claim that there are women who are capable of not only controlling certain men who cross their paths, but actually take sexual pleasure from making them perform to their order and, sometimes, even destroying them.

As mentioned above, it was something Silverton himself knew, despite all he had witnessed to this point, that he himself would have laughed out of town back before he was... educated. 

How also could he explain that his knowledge was nothing more than what he had divined from the thoughts of one woman alone who seemed able to impose the workings of her own mind upon his?

His friend and superior, as he had considered Jimmy Winston to be before all this started, was nothing if not logical and proud of it. 

So how on earth could he have been convinced? 

And especially when the friend he himself had asked to investigate the woman had not one scrap of rational and damning proof save for the conversation with the woman his friend had witnessed in his own office.

How could such a man of logic be persuaded of the metaphysical certainty that this horror of a female was, gradually and insidiously, imposing her will upon his great friend and colleague.

Winston would be certain – and who would blame him - that he had gone mad. 

And, in this, he would not be alone. 

Had not everyone: colleagues, friends, and even family, proclaimed just that when he had tried to persuade him of what was happening with him?

And, besides, he was not even sure of Winston’s own loyalty to him now that he knew his friend had actually met and been acquainted before with...

HER.

No.

He was alone and could neither do anything nor tell anyone.
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