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    ‘If you can’t be a good and faithful wife – then be The Devil!’ (Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, ‘Venus in Furs’ – 1870) 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘What you longed for has come to pass. Henceforth you are unmanned and mine in earnest, a thing under the yoke. Now for your punishment frock. You shall shed your male garments and don the short silk luxuriously rustling over head and shoulders and quickly too.’ (James Joyce, ‘Ulysses’ – 1922) 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A NEW DEVOTION 
 
      
 
      
 
    ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘A real man would never submit to a woman, he knew that in his blood. It wasn’t in the natural order of things. But now that his secret was out it carried all the force of a long-buried hunger.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘I’LL DRY myself,’ Catherine informed her husband as she stepped from the shower. James handed her the towel and stood there like a fool. After twenty years of marriage he found Catherine more beautiful than ever. With her gently mocking smile and steady brown eyes he’d always thought of her as The Cinnamon Girl from Neil Young’s wonderful song.  
 
    They’d met when he was twenty-three and she was eighteen, but his Cinnamon Girl was forty-one now. She’d grown lovelier with age and, when she took charge of him like this, he found her irresistible. 
 
    ‘What are you waiting for?’ she asked impatiently, rubbing her hair with the towel. ‘Have you looked out my clothes?’ 
 
    ‘No, Catherine,’ he mumbled. 
 
    ‘For heaven’s sake, show some initiative.’ 
 
    James felt a stab of anger. How could he have looked out her clothes? She hadn’t told him what she wanted to wear, but he quickly reminded himself that he’d given up any right to fair treatment.  
 
    For tonight at least, her word was law. 
 
    ‘I’ll wear my pleated skirt with my cashmere top,’ Catherine told him. ‘Don’t forget clean panties and bra, and I’ll need tights and my black boots. Lay them out on the bed for me. And be quick about it. I’m being picked up in twenty minutes.’ 
 
    He stood gazing at her like a man in a dream. 
 
    ‘I’m warning you, James, when I tell you to do something I expect you to do it.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Catherine,’ he said, ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    Catherine smiled as he hurried from the shower room. She’d learned in the past months how much he liked it when she spoke down to him as if he was her slave, but it still came as a surprise to see this side of her husband.  
 
    James was a good-looking as well as a clever and successful man. He’d recently sold the specialist software firm he’d started up fourteen years ago, and done well from the sale. He was considering other offers of work, but for now he was enjoying some time at home before making his decision. He knew how good he was, and he was waiting for an offer that matched his talents.  
 
    He was an exceptionally proud man who strived to be the best in his field. Status and dignity were of the utmost importance to him.  
 
    Perhaps, Catherine reflected with a smile, that was why he liked it so much when she took them away. 
 
    But it wasn’t just James who liked their game. Catherine may have respected him as her devoted husband, and the father of their children Brendan and Kate, both away at university, but she’d discovered a surprising pleasure in treating him cruelly, with an indifference that bordered on contempt. Playing the role of his stern mistress intrigued her, and awakened her sexuality.  
 
    A whole new world was opening up to her.  
 
    They only played their little game on Friday nights so where was the harm? There was a preposterous fun to be had in taking up the reins in her marriage, and it brought mischief to their well-ordered lives. 
 
    It brought a sense of freedom too. 
 
    Catherine had never been grateful for her good looks. Since her teenage years she’d found them more of a burden than a blessing. Women often resented her while men viewed her as an object of desire and, first as a girl, and then as a schoolteacher and a wife and mother, she’d felt oppressed by her sexuality, keeping it hidden beneath a cloak of respectability.  
 
    She possessed something other people wanted, something she didn’t know what to do with herself. 
 
    But tonight, as undisputed mistress of the household, she could flaunt her good looks, set her sexuality free to take its natural place in her life and marriage.  
 
    Catherine wiped the moisture from the mirror and looked at her reflection. She was still smiling and there was a gleam in her eyes. She looked younger. There was no doubt about it, these ‘mistress-nights’ as she’d come to think of them, were doing her good. She looked forward to them all week, a sweet sensuality building inside her as the week-end approached. At first she’d been nervous, guilty and ill-at-ease about speaking down to James in the way their game demanded, but she’d grown used to it, and now she enjoyed taking charge of him, watching the shame and wonder come into his eyes as she bent him to her will.               
 
    Taking charge of him made her feel daring and transgressive. Decent, respectable wives shouldn’t treat their husbands this way, it went against everything they’d been taught, but that knowledge only heightened the pleasure she found in her female authority. It excited her, and a new strength and confidence bloomed within her.  
 
      
 
      
 
    HANDLING CATHERINE’S pretty underwear always made James anxious and ashamed. It wasn’t manly to touch such flimsy garments, and find pleasure in the way they felt in his hand. Her soft panties and bras and her weightless hose and stockings took on a life of their own in his clumsy fingers, and he was blushing as he selected Catherine’s underwear from her dressing-table drawer. 
 
    He chose an elegant white silk bra with matching panties and a pair of sheer, dark tights and laid them carefully on Catherine’s side of the bed. He wondered if she planned to wear a slip under her clothes. She often did, and he took an elegant white slip from the little drawer where she kept her slips and nightdresses, and placed it on the bed beside the other lingerie he’d chosen for her to wear on her night out. 
 
    She was going to a club with three of her women friends from work. It was the same club they’d go to on most Friday nights. Often a blues band would be playing, other times a jazz or reggae band. They’d drink wine and laugh and dance, mostly together as women often do, but sometimes with men who found the courage to ask them up onto the crowded dance-floor. Catherine was never short of offers and lately she’d taken to telling her husband about these men. 
 
     James hated it when she did this. A dark hollowness opened up inside him, and a searing jealousy tore at his heart, yet it aroused him in ways he’d never known to hear her talk of their advances, and the pleasure she took in their desire for her.  
 
    Catherine was a clever and perceptive woman. She’d seen how much her tales of going with other men confounded and aroused James. It was all just another of her acts, of course, another way of wounding his pride in the way she now knew he craved. She hadn’t the slightest intention of having sex with these men, and had never done anything with them except dance, and tell them politely that she was married, and would be going home with her friends at the end of the evening, but it pleased her to pretend she was free to take a lover whenever she pleased. 
 
     After all, wasn’t it her right and prerogative as the Mistress in their marriage? 
 
    Was a true Mistress not free to do as she pleased? 
 
    And she liked to torment James. She found a strange, dreamy pleasure in taunting him and stripping away his dignity and pride. She didn’t know why, but it was the truth and she was too honest to deny it. 
 
    One Friday night, when she’d come home later than usual, she’d taunted James when they were making love, whispering in his ear that she’d been with a man after the club, a real man who knew what a woman wanted. James had cried out in loss and pain, yet his cry only inflamed their ardour so that she tugged his hair and bit his lip as she kissed him.  
 
    ‘Stronger than you,’ she’d whispered as his thrusts grew frenzied, ‘so much stronger and better … Oh, God, so much better …’ 
 
    James had come inside her as she whispered her sweet lies, and Catherine had come too, thrilled by her imagined betrayal and her freedom to confess it. Afterwards, they’d fallen asleep, drugged by sex, and Catherine never made mention of such dark matters until Friday nights came round again. 
 
    This was the part of the game she didn’t understand. She was a good and faithful wife who loved and respected her husband, and yet the thought of betraying him brought her intense pleasure. Often, in the depths of the night, she’d lie awake, touching herself at the thought of being with a stranger.  
 
    He was always a tall, shadowy figure in a dark suit who had no interest in her as a person, no desire to talk to her or listen to the little stories from her life. Hardly original, she knew, but fantasies seldom were. He was her dream lover, Catherine assumed, the midnight caller she shared with millions of other women. 
 
    Of course, she would put up a fight, a show of surprise and outrage, but it never did any good. He was too strong for her. Too hungry. She was helpless in his arms. He did what he liked with her, and it felt glorious to be overwhelmed in the way she craved. 
 
    These were the fancies she entertained in the middle of the night, all the more powerful because of the guilt that accompanied them. Catherine didn’t approve of such submissive desires – she was an independent, strong-willed woman – but her disapproval couldn’t keep them out of her head. On the contrary, it only gave them greater welcome. 
 
    And he never fucked her in a bed.  
 
    He’d take her against a wall, or over a table or the bonnet of a car, sometimes in a parking lot at night while others watched from their cars, bright headlights exposing her abandon for all to see. He’d barely make a sound while she cried out in ecstacy. This wasn’t lovemaking. Nothing like it. He’d pull up her little dress and take her from behind, a powerful animal using her for his pleasure, caring nothing for hers.  
 
    As James slept beside her, and her pleasure mounted, Catherine imagined James witnessing her wanton lust. 
 
    She’d imagine him inside the car they were fucking on, watching them through the windscreen, his eyes wide with hurt. 
 
    The hurt he craved. The hurt she longed to inflict. 
 
    ‘This is what I want,’ she’d throw at him in her fantasy as she came with frightening power, fearful she’d wake her husband asleep by her side. ‘See how good it is, see how good! Oh God, this is what I want!’ 
 
    It was a wild, intoxicating pleasure, but she knew she could never do such a thing, at least never in the real world.  
 
    Such dark and dangerous passions were best kept as fantasy.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES OPENED his wife’s wardrobe and searched through the dangling dresses and skirts until he found her pleated skirt. It was dark blue, almost black in certain lights. He knew it came to just above knee length on Catherine, making the most of her naturally good legs. Surprisingly heavy as he took it from the wardrobe, it swayed dreamily on its hanger and he couldn’t help but imagine the way it would drape and sway around her lovely knees.  
 
    The men at the club wouldn’t be able to take their eyes off her.  
 
    To his dismay, he felt his cock stir and harden at the thought. 
 
    He couldn’t believe he was really doing this, running around after Catherine like her little maid. He felt a part of his being separate from himself and look down in amazement at the strange new creature he had become. 
 
     In their twenty years of marriage he‘d always longed to be Catherine’s slave, to bow to her will and accept her rule, but he’d never, until they’d watched that film together, had the courage to tell her. He’d been brought up to succeed in life and work, to be a strong husband and good provider. As a younger man, he’d been a talented rugby player, an admired warrior in a hard man’s game. 
 
    He liked to win.  
 
    A real man would never submit to a woman, he knew that in his blood. It wasn’t in the natural order of things. But now that his secret was out it carried all the force of a long-buried hunger. He lacked the strength to stand against it, and he found a dizzying pleasure in submitting to his wife.  
 
    ‘Don’t forget my boots.’ 
 
    James jumped in surprise as Catherine came into the room. He was standing by the bed holding her little cashmere cardigan. He placed it beside her skirt and slip and went to the shoe-rack to fetch her black knee-length boots. 
 
    Catherine switched on the hair-dryer and began drying her hair. James turned to see her standing naked by the dressing-table. She gazed at him with a knowing look in her eyes, her familiar mocking smile playing around the corners of her mouth. Unable to hold her gaze, he looked down at his feet like a schoolboy. 
 
    Suddenly Catherine switched off the hair-dryer. 
 
    ‘You’ve forgotten something,’ she told him. 
 
    He glanced at the clothes on the bed to see what he’d forgotten. 
 
    ‘Not my clothes,’ she said. ‘Yours.’ 
 
    He looked at her in confusion. 
 
    ‘Last week you weren’t wearing any clothes when you helped me dress. I liked that, and I said I wanted you naked whenever you dress me. Don’t you remember?’ 
 
    He nodded meekly, saying, ‘Yes, Catherine.’ 
 
    He did remember, but he’d felt so weak and helpless without his clothes while Catherine’s power seemed to grow in front of his eyes as she’d put on her pretty underwear and elegant dress.  
 
    He didn’t want to feel that weak again.  
 
    Or so he told himself. 
 
    ‘Well, what are you waiting for?’ she asked him. ‘Get a move on.’ 
 
    She switched the dryer on and went back to drying her hair,  watching with amusement as he did as he was told.  
 
    James put down her boots by the bed and slowly undressed, placing his clothes on the wicker chair by the wardrobe. Once he was naked Catherine clicked off the dryer, and commanded him in a clear voice. 
 
    ‘Come here,’ she told him. 
 
    He hesitated, looking at her with something like fear in his eyes. 
 
    She liked seeing that look come into his eyes. 
 
    ‘This minute,’ she said briskly.  
 
    He quickly obeyed and, smiling at his eagerness, Catherine took his cock in her hand. 
 
    ‘I thought you’d be harder,’ she said, putting disappointment in her voice. ‘A slave should always be hard for his mistress.’ 
 
    She pulled him closer and began to move her hand up and down his growing erection, the little bracelets she always wore making a jingling sound in time to her movements. 
 
    The feminine, tinkling sound taunted and enslaved him, making him moan as he grew hard, filling her hand in the way that always thrilled her. 
 
    ‘That’s better,’ she said approvingly, ‘much better. You like that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he managed to say under his breath. 
 
    ‘Well, then, what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Catherine.’  
 
    ‘I beg your pardon?’ she said, handling him with such casual indifference he feared he would come in her hand. 
 
    ‘Mistress,’ he gasped, thrilled by her correction, ‘thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right, I’m your Mistress, and don’t ever forget it.’ 
 
    Catherine had to stop herself from laughing out loud.  
 
    She knew it was ridiculous to make him call her Mistress, but she hadn’t been able to think of a better name, and insisting he call her by that name made him feel weak and foolish which increased her control over him. 
 
     Besides, it was enjoyable to be called Mistress by her proud and handsome husband, a man accustomed to being very much in charge of his day-to-day life. Ridiculous as it may be, hearing him call her Mistress aroused her and made her believe the power she held over him was real and far from imaginary. The authority bestowed by the silly title gave her permission to be as arrogant and selfish as she liked.  
 
    And so ‘Mistress’ it was.  
 
    Mistress Catherine Dempsey. 
 
    ‘But there’s one other thing you’ve forgotten, isn’t there, James?’ said Catherine, venturing deeper into the dark forest. 
 
    There was, but James had hoped she wouldn’t remember. 
 
    ‘Well, isn’t there?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he quickly answered, stung by her sharp tone.  
 
    ‘You weren’t completely naked last week, were you?’ Catherine reminded him. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress, ’ he answered. 
 
    She felt him pulse and grow harder in her hand. It truly was a wonder to her how much cruelty and shame could arouse him. 
 
    ‘Or the week before that?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘What were you wearing? Tell me.’ 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak but the words stuck in his throat. 
 
    ‘Come on, James,’ she insisted, stroking him faster with deft little flicks of her wrist, ‘it’s a simple enough question. What were you wearing?’ 
 
    The jingle-jangle of her bracelets echoed in his head. 
 
    ‘Your panties,’ he muttered in a voice so quiet she barely heard him. 
 
    ‘That’s right, but what kind of panties?’ she goaded him, ‘I’m sure you remember.’ 
 
    ‘Your w-orn panties,’ he answered, dying of shame yet so aroused he began to thrust against her hand. 
 
    Catherine let go of him to punish his presumption, and show him exactly who was in charge.  
 
    She watched with amusement as his cock leapt and pulsed of its own accord, beseeching her hand to take it back. 
 
    ‘That’s right, James, my worn panties,’ said Catherine, tapping a finger against his eager cock and smiling as it swayed from side to side. ‘My dirty panties, and you looked very pretty in them, didn’t you? So pretty I told you to always ask for them when you’re helping me get ready to go out. Isn’t that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Didn’t you like wearing my panties?’ she asked, giving his cock a little smack before going over to the bed. ‘Come on, now, the truth.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘So why didn’t you ask for them?’ 
 
    His head was spinning. He couldn’t think of an answer. 
 
    ‘Am I really so unreasonable you can’t ask for what you want?’ Catherine asked, staring at him with her hands on her hips in the bossy way that delighted his trembling heart. 
 
    Anger shone in her eyes. 
 
    Or was it contempt?  
 
    His brain swam with arousal and he felt weak at the knees. He longed to bow before her, and suffer the lash of her scorn. 
 
    ‘I asked you a question, James, and I expect an answer. Am I unreasonable?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, mistress … You’re beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t ask if I was beautiful. I asked if I was unreasonable.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress … I was shy, that’s all, frightened …’ 
 
    ‘Frightened?’ she said incredulously, stepping into her clean panties and pulling them up her lovely legs. ‘Of what? A pair of panties?’  
 
    Once again, he couldn’t speak. To his horror, he felt one of his legs begin to tremble. 
 
    Catherine sat neatly on the edge of the bed, gathering up a leg of her tights in her agile fingers. James watched, bewitched by her quick, feminine movements. 
 
    ‘For heaven’s sake, James, you’re shaking.’ 
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘So you should be. It’s pathetic. A grown man frightened of a pair of panties.’ 
 
    Catherine was enjoying herself. 
 
    Knowing she had the power to make him tremble like this delighted her, and made her want to torment him all the more. What did he expect? It served him right for being so weak, she told herself, for not being man enough to stand up to her. 
 
    ‘Honestly, James, you’re such a coward.’ 
 
    He watched as she slid the sheer nylon over her leg, and began to gather up the other leg of her hose. 
 
    ‘I’m not a coward,’ he protested. 
 
    ‘Then prove it,’ she said, standing to pull her tights over her pretty white panties which showed beguilingly through the silky gauze of the hose. ‘Ask me for what you want. Come on, let me hear you.’ 
 
    The more power she had, the more she wanted. 
 
    Last week she’d instructed him to put on her worn panties.  
 
    This week she’d make him ask for them himself.  
 
    She’d always been a quick learner, and she knew this would deepen his shame and tighten her hold over him. 
 
    Catherine gazed at him coldly as she picked up her bra from the bed, quickly slipping her arms through its straps and fitting the lace cups over her full breasts before reaching behind her back to fasten its clasp. James had seen her do this countless times before, yet he couldn’t help but wonder at the astonishing speed and grace of the manoeuvre. 
 
    ‘Come on, James, I’m waiting. Prove to me you’re not a coward.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress … Please may I wear your panties.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of panties?’ 
 
    ‘Your w-worn panties,’ he replied, in an agony of shame. 
 
    ‘My dirty panties?’ 
 
    ‘Yes … Your dirty panties … Please may I wear your dirty panties?’ 
 
    ‘Well, that really is quite a request, James,’ said Catherine, delighting in the mischievous pretence that his request had come as a complete surprise to her. ‘I’ll have to give it some thought. It’s not exactly something a real man would want, is it? A proper manly man?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he answered, drowning in ignominy. 
 
    ‘No, I can’t imagine it is, but I imagine for a man like you it would be quite an honour, wearing my dirty panties.’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then beg me.’ 
 
    James couldn’t speak. He gazed at her with a lost look in his eyes. 
 
    ‘You heard me. Beg me if you want them so much. Beg for my dirty panties.’ 
 
    A knot twisted tighter in his stomach as James lowered his gaze and begged. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, I beg you, please may I …’ 
 
    ‘Not like that,’ she interrupted. ‘On your knees. It’s not real begging unless you’re on your knees.’ 
 
    James looked at his wife pleadingly, searching for some sign of mercy. She’d never taken things this far before and he wondered how much further she would go. 
 
    Amusement glinted in her eyes, but it was a hard amusement that offered no hope of a reprieve. 
 
    Fearing he might die of shame, James sank down slowly to his knees. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, I beg you,’ he pleaded, ‘please may I wear your dirty panties?’ 
 
    ‘Of course you may,’ Catherine answered lightly as if she couldn’t see what all the fuss was about. ‘See how easy it is. All you had to do was ask. Go and get them. Hurry up. They’re on the floor in the shower-room.’ 
 
    James got to his feet and went into the shower-room, his heart hammering and his legs trembling. He saw Catherine’s clothes and shoes scattered on the floor where she’d left them for him to pick up. 
 
     He looked under her blouse but found nothing, then lifted her grey tweed pencil skirt to find her balled-up panties and tights beneath. Before he could stop himself, he held the soft bundle to his nose. The scent electrified his senses, and his cock gave a leap, touching against his flat belly. From her hose he could smell the tangy scent of sweat and shoe leather and, from her panties, perfume and detergent as well as her heavenly woman’s scent.   
 
    Fearful he might be caught in such a shameful act, he quickly untangled the pretty panties from her tights, and carried them obediently back to the bedroom. 
 
    Catherine had put on her slip and was seated in front of the dressing-table, peering into the mirror, putting on make-up with quick strokes of a mascara brush. He loved seeing her in the slip. Its sleek nylon and pretty lace hem, and its delicate straps over her slim shoulders, made her look irresistibly feminine and desirable, yet as imperious and unobtainable as a film star. 
 
    Her eyes found his in the mirror. 
 
    ‘Well, then, what are you waiting for? Hurry up and put them on,’ she commanded.  
 
    Bending to obey, he stepped clumsily into her worn panties which were white and silky with a little lace trim around their edge. As he pulled them up his legs he noticed they were lightly stained at the crotch, but this only made them all the more precious to his slavish heart.  
 
    They were small on him, and his jutting cock stretched beyond the flimsy waistband. 
 
    This time Catherine couldn’t stop herself from laughing.  
 
    ‘Oh, James, to let yourelf be bossed around like this. Honestly, if you could see yourself. What a sight you are.’ 
 
    He could think of nothing to say. Blushing at the knowledge of how foolish he must look, he looked down at his feet. 
 
    Catherine had never seen him so defeated. He looked utterly lost and helpless in her little panties. To her they were just a pair of dirty knickers she’d taken off without a moment’s thought, but for him she knew they held an almost magical power. 
 
    The fondness she normally felt for her husband was replaced by a sudden and very real contempt, a scorn that made her lose respect for him. 
 
    To her surprise, it was an intensely pleasurable feeling. 
 
    ‘I like seeing you in panties,’ she told him. ‘It makes it clear you’re not a real man any more. But if you’re not a real man,’ she said idly, concentrating on her make-up, ‘I wonder what you really are. What would you call yourself, James?‘ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, come on. You must have some idea. What would you call a man wearing his wife’s lacy panties? I’d like to hear.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ he said again, an edge of annoyance coming into his voice. 
 
    Catherine heard his annoyance, and decided to punish him for it. 
 
    ‘Well, if you won’t tell me, I’ll have to tell you, won’t I?’ 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    She glanced at him in the mirror and saw how his mouth had tightened in anger. 
 
    ‘It’s perfectly clear what you are, James,’ said Catherine. ‘You’re a sissy.’ 
 
    She saw the hurt come into his eyes. It was what she wanted to see. He deserved to be hurt for his show of anger and annoyance. 
 
    ‘Don’t you think that’s what you are? A sissy?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he insisted, hating the petulance in his voice. 
 
    ‘No? Then tell me, James, if some of our friends were to see you standing here like this, wearing my panties and helping me get dressed to go out, what would they think you were?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not … I don’t …’  
 
    ‘They’d think you were a sissy,’ she declared as if it was obvious, ‘of course they would. What else could they think? A man who wears his wife’s panties is a sissy, no more no less. Neither a man nor a woman but something in between. Sissy is the only word for it. Don’t you agree?’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine …’ 
 
    ‘I asked if you agreed,’ she said sternly. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said James, sinking deeper under her spell with a delightful drowning feeling, ‘I agree.’ 
 
    ‘Then let me hear you say it – I’m not a man any more, I’m a sissy who wears my wife’s panties.’ 
 
    She looked at his reflection in her dressing-table mirror and saw him wince. Feeling the tell-tale dampness between her legs, she pressed the tops of her thighs together to catch the sweet wave of excitement. 
 
    ‘Come on, James, I’m waiting.’ 
 
    ‘Please …’ 
 
    ‘I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not a man any more …’ he said, his voice trailing away into silence. 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she insisted, ‘the second part.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a sissy who wears my wife’s panties,’ James said, feeling a shame so sickening he felt sure he must be dreaming. This wasn’t him. He couldn’t be saying such things. His dear, lovely wife would never be this cruel. 
 
    ‘Very good,’ said Catherine, ‘I’m glad that’s settled. Besides, my panties quite suit you,’ she added, turning to look at him, the scorn in her eyes making it quite clear what she really thought.  
 
    They didn’t suit him at all, at least not in the way he liked clothes to suit him. With his slim, boyish figure, they made him look weak and effeminate, and terribly ill-at-ease, but that was how she wanted him to look. 
 
    It was a simple equation, Catherine reflected. 
 
    The more foolish he looked the more powerful she felt. 
 
    ‘They make you look very sweet and biddable, James,’ said Catherine, going back to her make-up, ‘just the way a slave ought to look. That’s what you are now. My sissy and my slave. Little sissy Jamie, that’s what I’ll call you? Would you like that?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, real pain in his voice. 
 
    ‘Why not? I think it suits you.’ 
 
    ‘Please don’t call me that,’ he beseeched her. 
 
    Catherine had heard the pain in his voice and she remembered him telling her how, when he was eight or nine years old, a gang of older boys at primary school had picked on him every day for a whole term. They’d called him ‘Little Jamie’ and since then he’d always hated the name. All the more reason to use it, Catherine reflected, surprised at how cruelly her mind worked. In her day-to-day life she utterly despised any form of cruelty, and did all she could to stamp out bullying at school but, as a Mistress, she took increasing delight in  tormenting her slave. 
 
    ‘I’m being very cruel, I know, but someone seems to like it,’ she goaded him, touching the tip of his cock with her mascara brush. ‘Someone seems to like it very much.’ 
 
    He tried to speak but could only make a coughing sound. 
 
    ‘It’s all right, James,’ she said soothingly, ‘all you have to do is tell the truth. You’re my slave, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re my sissy?’ 
 
    He hesitated for a moment, and when he spoke it felt as if someone else was speaking. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Sissy Jamie?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, hating the name, the way it sent a dark arousal rushing through his veins. 
 
    ‘You can’t fight this, can you, Jamie?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll agree to anything I say like a good little sissy?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then let me hear you say it. Let me hear you say your name.’ 
 
    ‘S-sissy Jamie,’ he said, feeling the room spin around him. 
 
    ‘There, now, that’s better, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, a tremor in his voice. He thought he was going to cry like he had all those years ago when his tormentors had thrown his school-bag from the bridge. And yet he wanted to thank his Mistress for her cruelty.  
 
    He wanted to kneel at her feet and tell her he would love and adore her until the end of time. 
 
    ‘It’s important to tell the truth, isn’t it, Jamie?’ she asked him in her warm, hypnotic voice. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘To know how things really are?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m warning you, you’d better get used to it.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’  
 
    ‘No more pretending to be a man. You’re my little sissy, and you’ll be wearing my panties more and more from now on. My dirty panties. I’m going to insist on it.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said before he could stop himself. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ said Catherine with a derisive laugh. 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ James said helplessly with tears of love in his eyes.  
 
    Catherine saw his tears and felt another thrill of arousal. Once again she pressed the tops of her thighs together, savouring the secret pleasure it gave her. 
 
    ‘I know you love me,’ she said, ‘and I’m very glad that you do. That’s why I can do what I like with you.’ 
 
    James feared he might faint of the love he felt for her. 
 
    ‘You’re lovely. Mistress … Beautiful … I couldn’t live without you …’ 
 
    ‘Poor baby,’ she said gently. ‘Come and kneel beside me. Come on, now, don’t be shy. I know it’s what you want.’ 
 
    He went to her and sank gratefully to his knees, leaning his head against the divine place where the lace hem of her slip stretched around her thighs.  
 
    He felt the sheer nylon against his cheek, the warmth of her flesh beneath. 
 
    ‘You’ve longed for this,’ she said softly, placing her hand on his head and gently ruffling his hair, ‘dreamed about it – to kneel at my feet where you belong.’  
 
    He made a soft groaning sound as if he was in pain, and pressed his cheek harder against her thigh.  
 
    ‘And now it’s come true,’ she whispered. ‘What a lucky man you are.’  
 
    In a frenzy he started to tell her how beautiful she was, and how much he adored her. 
 
    ‘Sssh,’ she said, ‘don’t speak.’  
 
    Immediately he fell silent.  
 
    ‘You don’t have to speak, you don’t have to do anything at all except kneel at my feet and listen while I tell you your duties for the night.’ 
 
    Her matter-of-fact tone, her absolute certainty that he would do as he was told, sent a heavenly lassitude through his senses. A comforting peace settled in his soul, and he felt as he had as a child when his mother told him stories at bed-time. 
 
    ‘Pick up my clothes from the shower-room,’ she instructed him, ‘take them downstairs with the rest of the laundry and put on a wash. Make sure you separate the whites and delicates from the colours. You should be getting the hang of that by now so I won’t expect any mistakes. Then tidy the kitchen, put on the dishwasher, and mop the floor like a good little maid.’  
 
    Not trusting himself to speak, he gave an obedient nod.  
 
    ‘Are you listening?’ she asked, just to hear him answer. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied meekly. 
 
    She felt his cheek nuzzle against her knee through her slip. Smiling at this sign of devotion, she put down her make-up brush, and selected a lipstick, twisting it open. 
 
    Catherine wore very little make-up, just enough to bring colour and definition to her proud features. 
 
    ‘When you’ve finished in the kitchen,’ she said, speaking while she applied her lipstick, ‘I want you to do something else for me. I’ve decided to apply for the Head Teacher’s post at Ashton High School.’ 
 
    James was bewildered by this sudden intrusion of the real world. He recalled her mentioning the post a few days ago but, with less than a year’s experience as a Depute Principal in her current school, she’d felt she wasn’t ready to take the next step up. Ashton High was a new build, only four years old, and the flagship school in the area. And she was a woman. There wasn’t a single female Head Teacher in any of the other seventeen high schools in the region. 
 
    ‘I’ve completed a draft of the application form. I’ve left it open on the computer in my study.’ 
 
    James heard how she’d referred to his study as ‘my’ study.  
 
    It stung his pride in just the way she intended. 
 
    ‘You know I’ve never been any good with forms,’ Catherine said. ‘As far as I can see they just ask for the same information over and over again. Boast in box 1, boast in box 2, boast some more in box 3, and now write a personal statement telling us how great you are and why we should choose you over all other members of the human race. I can’t bear it. I get bored with myself. I need you to work your magic. I’m sure I only got my interview last year because of your help.’ 
 
    Although it was Catherine who had a degree in English Literature, and James in Mathematics and Computing Technology, his use of English was wonderfully clear and precise. Running his own business had taught him a great deal about hiring and firing, about what impressed an employer, and made a candidate stand out from the pack. Catherine knew his help could make all the difference. 
 
    ‘The Inspectorate’s Report is on the desk by the printer,’ she continued. ‘Don’t read the whole thing, you’d lose the will to live, just have a look at the conclusions, and see if you can weave some kind of response to them into my application. You know the kind of thing – how I’ll shake things up, but without frightening the horses.’ 
 
    James had gone very still. Catherine looked down at him and laughed. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ she asked, rolling her lips together to put the finishing touch to her lipstick. ‘Have I confused my little sissy, talking about work when he wants to play?’  
 
    Turning to face him, she said, ‘I know what you like.’ She opened her legs a little so that the hem of her slip rode up her thighs. ‘There you are. You can look up my underskirt if you want. That’s what you like best, isn’t it, kneeling at my feet, looking up my skirt?’ 
 
    James told himself to look away.  
 
    It was too much to be mocked like this, and yet she was right. It was what he wanted. Unable to resist, he lifted his gaze and saw what he longed to see – her smooth nylon-clad thighs leading to the sweet valley where her panties showed through her hose. It was a tormentingly arousing sight which made him feel as helpless as a schoolboy. 
 
    ‘Are you looking at my panties?’ Catherine asked in a tone of mock outrage. 
 
    ‘Y-yes.’ 
 
    ‘But they’re not for sissies to look at, are they?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘They’re for real men to see, not sissies.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then this is a special privilege for you, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Well, what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he answered, his senses reeling. 
 
    ‘Poor little Jamie,’ she said, laughing as she got to her feet. ‘I think all sissies love to look up their mistress’ skirts. What do you think, Jamie? Do you think that’s true?’ 
 
    He gazed up at her, silenced by her imperious beauty. 
 
    ‘You do, don’t you?’ she said, looking down at him. ‘You love kneeling at my feet and looking up my skirt?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘That’s good, Jamie. I like it when you’re honest. It helps me understand you better, get to know how this really works. After all, knowledge is power,’ she said, smiling down at him as she slid the hem of her slip up to the tops of her thighs.  
 
    ‘As a special reward, after you’ve worked on my application, you can go online and buy me some new underwear. A pretty bra with matching panties would be nice. I prefer white or black, perhaps blue if you feel like a change. Nothing too fancy but not plain either.’ 
 
    James had bought underwear for Catherine before and he knew she liked elegant, well-made lingerie, sensual rather than overtly sexy, by such brands as Chantelle, Lejaby and Gossard. Even the names cast a spell over his senses.  
 
    ‘You know my sizes,’ Catherine continued, ‘and buy me some new tights or stay-ups for my nights out.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You like buying underwear for me, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Making me pretty for my dates.’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Come on then, a quick kiss, since you’re being such a good boy,’ she said, touching the little panel of darker nylon where her hose stretched over her panties. ‘Would you like to kiss me here?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘How much would you like it?’ 
 
    ‘M-more … More than anything,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘Even though I’m going out?’ she asked, her fingers playing over her sweetest place. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Going out and leaving you all alone?’  
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘All alone with work to do for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘While I’m out drinking and dancing?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re wearing my dirty panties?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And I’ll be looking for other men?’ 
 
    He hesitated, a cloud of anxiety crossing his face. 
 
    Catherine savoured a delicious moment of anticipation. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said finally, his voice heavy with a new devotion. 
 
    Thrilled by his surrender, her fingers fluttering against her panties, Catherine experienced a spasm of the sweetest delight. After a quivering breath, she asked him, ‘Better men than you, stronger men, real men?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I wonder if you knew I’d be so cruel,’ said Catherine, ‘but this is what you want, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, looking up at her taunting smile 
 
    ‘Then you may kiss me here,’ she said, touching herself to show him exactly where. ‘But just one kiss, and gently, so gently.’ 
 
    James knelt up and kissed her adoringly, the smooth nylon covering her panties warm and silky against his lips.  
 
    The air in the room seemed to move. 
 
    He felt himself surrender to her, body and soul. 
 
    And then she was gone, striding over to the bed where she took up her little cashmere cardigan and put it on, tugging it into place, and nimbly doing up its row of tiny buttons.  
 
    ‘Hand me my skirt,’ she told him briskly. 
 
    He got dazedly to his feet, and picked up her skirt from the bed. He wasn’t sure how she meant him to help her with it.  
 
    ‘Kneel and hold it open for me.’ 
 
    He did as he was told, and she stepped into the skirt. As he pulled it up her lovely legs it made a delightful rasping sound against her tights and slip. She took hold of her skirt impatiently, quickly fastening the zip at her waist.  
 
    ‘My boots,’ she said, looking him in the eyes as if daring him to disobey.  
 
    He knelt once more and held her boots for her as she pushed her feet into the soft black leather. Each foot gave a soft whisper as it slipped into place. With a heavy ache of desire, he pulled up the zips on the insides of her calves. 
 
    Suddenly, on impulse, she kicked him between his legs, not hard enough to really hurt him, but hard enough to make him fear another kick. He gave a loud gasp of shock and pain.  
 
    Catherine had never struck him before, but recently she’d found herself daydreaming about how it might feel to cane or whip him, to wield her authority over him until he cried for mercy. 
 
    A mercy that might never come. 
 
    If only she had a cane or a whip. 
 
    ‘Well, what do you expect?’ she said as he cowered before her. ‘A Mistress can punish her slave if she wants to, can’t she?’ 
 
    He gave no answer and gazed up at her with a hurt, accusing look which irritated her. 
 
    ‘I asked you a question, and I haven’t heard an answer.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said fearfully, his hands protecting him from another blow. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, what?’ she demanded to know. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, you can punish me if you want to,’ he quickly answered. 
 
    ‘Then move your hands away,’ she instructed him, ‘this instant.’ 
 
    He hesitated but she glared at him until he obeyed, and then she kicked him, and kicked him again.  
 
    Catherine liked the feeling of power it gave her and, to her surprise, she didn’t feel she was being in any way harsh or cruel. On the contrary, she felt as if she was bestowing a gift or a blessing upon him. Treating him so harshly felt perfectly natural. She felt he deserved to be punished for his weakness, for surrendering so abjectly to her feminine power, and she noted with interest how he didn’t retreat from her blows, and how his cock stayed partly erect. 
 
    ‘You can expect to be punished from now on,’ she told him in the matter-of-fact voice she liked to use on him, ‘whenever the mood takes me. I’m not sure how I’ll punish you, but it will be painful, you can be sure of that. Perhaps I’ll buy a strap or a cane. There’s no point in a punishment unless it hurts, is there?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he replied, wondering again if he was dreaming. 
 
    ‘Good, then, I’ll look forward to it. Now, bring me my pearls.’ 
 
    James got to his feet and hurried to fetch the pearls he’d bought Catherine for a twentieth anniversary gift. He opened the little leather box and offered it to her. She smiled at him as she took the string of pearls and fastened them around her lovely neck. Elegant and stylish against her black cashmere top, they gave her a haughty, aristocratic air which made her seem all the more powerful. James found her so beautiful it made his heart ache to look at her. 
 
    Catherine strode over to the mirror, pleasantly aware of James watching her pleated skirt swaying around her knees. She turned from front to side, frowning at her reflection as if she might pick a fight with herself. 
 
    ‘Well, how do I look?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘You’re beautiful, Mistress,’ he said, beginning to dread the moment when she would go out and leave him. 
 
    ‘I want to look my best,’ she said, ‘I’m on the look-out, after all, and a Mistress can fuck whoever she likes.’ 
 
    She looked at him, a darker cruelty in her eyes. She didn’t normally use such language, and her crude words stung him harder than any blow. 
 
    ‘You do know that, don’t you?’ she said, driving home her advantage. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly enthralled. 
 
    She gave another laugh, a flash of contempt in her eye. 
 
    James felt his aching heart miss a beat. It was ridiculous, a desire beyond understanding or explanation, but he craved her contempt. He craved it more than love or respect. At times like this he craved it more than life itself. 
 
    ‘Just so long as you know how things stand,’ Catherine said, putting on perfume before spraying some on James. ‘There,’ she said, ‘you’ll be able to smell me even when I’m out. Don’t say I’m not kind to you. Now, come downstairs and help me on with my coat.’  
 
     James reached for his jeans and shirt. 
 
    ‘No. Stay like this until I’ve gone,’ she commanded. ‘You can get dressed once I’ve left, but keep your panties on under your jeans. I like to think of you wearing my pretty panties while I’m out enjoying myself.’ 
 
    She held the door open for him.  
 
    ‘After you.’ 
 
    As he dreaded she would, she patted him on his pantied bottom as he passed through the door. 
 
    Even though he knew there was no-one else in the house, he felt horribly exposed walking in front of her down the stairs into the hallway. For a terrible moment he imagined the large hall full of friends and family gazing up at him in surprise and amusement as he descended in shame, the helpless slave of his sternly glamorous wife and mistress.  
 
    Catherine, on the other hand, felt a heady and deeply pleasurable sense of power. With his trim, athletic physique James was nice to look at, and she was pleased to have such a good-looking slave. The panties really did suit him after all, she decided. 
 
    ‘My black overcoat,’ she said in a bored voice when they reached the hall, ‘hop to it.’ 
 
    He went into the cloakroom by the front-door and found her long black overcoat. He brought it to her and held it open behind her. Catherine smiled graciously as she put her arms into the sleeves of her coat. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Jamie,’ she said, flicking her thick, dark hair over the collar of her coat before doing up the buttons, ‘you’re really getting quite good at this. With a little more training, I might decide to keep you on in a full-time capacity.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, winning another smile from his beautiful tormentress. 
 
    ‘I mean it,’ she continued, ‘I like things this way. I like it so much I might want to keep it like this, and I see you like it too,’ she said, taking hold of his cock. 
 
    ‘Oh dear, Jamie,’ she said conspiringly, ‘what would all our friends say if they saw you like this? So pretty in your panties while I go out drinking and dancing with other men. But you’ve only got yourself to blame, haven’t you? After all, what kind of man lets his wife dress him in her dirty panties. Not a real man, surely?’ 
 
    ‘N-no,’ he mumbled helplessly. 
 
    ‘No,’ she repeated in a long-suffering tone, rubbing her thumb slowly around the tip of his erection, ‘we’ve already agreed that, haven’t we? But, who knows? Perhaps tonight I’ll get lucky, perhaps I’ll meet a man who’ll take off my panties without wanting to wear them.’  
 
    James’ face burned bright red as Catherine smiled and squeezed his cock through the silky material of his panties. 
 
    ‘I hope I do, James, and you hope so too, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘God, Catherine,’ he said, lashed by jealousy, yet longing to fall at her feet and kiss her shining boots. 
 
    ‘You do love me, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘You know I do.’ 
 
    ‘Always?’ 
 
    ‘Always and always.’ 
 
    ‘And you want me to be happy?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You want me to have what I want?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, oh God, yes.’ 
 
    ‘You want me to find another man, a man who can give me what I want?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Then, tell me,’ Catherine commanded. ‘I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you want.’ 
 
    She’d teased him about other men before, but never spoken so brazenly about finding a lover, and she was curious to see how he’d respond. For a few moments she thought she’d gone too far, but then he sank to his knees and pushed his head through the opening of her coat, as if to hide his shame in the perfumed darkness. 
 
    His voice when it came was quiet and softly trembling. 
 
    ‘I want you to find another man … A man who’ll give you what you want.’  
 
    A shiver passed through his body as he spoke the shameful words, and Catherine shivered in response, feeling a wildness between her legs. 
 
    She looked down at the man hiding beneath her coat, her devoted husband and the father of her children, but she felt no pity for him, only a kind of lazy contempt which fed her blood with a desire as rich and strong as a nutrient. 
 
    She knew in that moment this could be much more than a game. 
 
    This was power, real power, a life-force strong enough to change their lives forever. 
 
    ‘Say please,’ she commanded. 
 
    ‘P-please,’ he said, shamed and aroused beyond endurance. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, find another man.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, find another man,’ he repeated, fearful his heart might stop. 
 
    ‘A better man.’ 
 
    ‘A better man.’ 
 
    ‘A real man.’ 
 
    ‘A real man,’ he repeated, feeling the last of his pride vanish like mist. 
 
    ‘Very well, James, I’ll see what I can do,’ she declared.  
 
    She felt him cringe against her leg. 
 
    ‘This is how it should be,’ Catherine told herself, luxuriating in her power over her slave, ‘this is how a mistress should conduct her affairs.’ 
 
    Her gaze fell on a photograph on the wall of her daughter Kate on a pony. Kate was only nine or ten years old in the photograph, still mad about horses. Catherine remembered fondly how she would drive to the stables every Saturday morning, and sit reading the newspaper in her car until Kate’s lesson was over. Then she’d hire a horse of her own and go trekking with her daughter across the fields. 
 
    But the photograph prompted another less wholesome memory. She remembered having a brown leather riding-crop her aunt had passed down to her. She hadn’t seen it in years but she felt sure she hadn’t given it away, it was too much of an heirloom.  
 
    She remembered its strong leather smell, and the way it had felt in the hand. She decided she’d like to hold it in her hand once more. 
 
    ‘I’ve got another job for you while I’m out,’ she told her kneeling husband. ‘I used to have a riding-crop when I went trekking with Kate, do you remember? An old brown leather crop Aunt Eva gave me? I’m sure it’s in the house somewhere. Have a look for it when I’m out. Try the garage first. If it’s not there, have a look in the cellar.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’  
 
    ‘If you find it, I won’t have to buy a cane or a strap, will I?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    His servile compliance irritated her, as did the needy way he pressed his cheek against her knee. An image of making him bend over a chair or table came into her mind. She saw herself undoing his belt and pulling down his jeans and underpants, running the tongue of her crop slowly up his thighs and across his bare buttocks. She felt her arm lifting the crop high into the air. Once again she felt a delicious wildness between her legs.  
 
    Catherine very much hoped he’d find her crop. She hadn’t the slightest doubt she’d put it to good use if he did. 
 
    It would be the next step towards taking charge of her life and marriage. She wondered idly if, once she’d beaten him, she’d ever be able to think of him as her husband again.  
 
    Perhaps she’d only be able to think of him as her slave. 
 
    A car could be heard driving up the short driveway to their house. 
 
    ‘That’s Amy, it’s her turn to drive,’ said Catherine. 
 
    James got dazedly to his feet, struggling to take back his place in the normal world. Amy was a close friend of Catherine’s.  
 
    She never rang the doorbell.  
 
    She always walked in unannounced. 
 
    ‘She’ll see me,’ he said, seized by panic. 
 
    ‘Ssssh,’ Catherine whispered, ‘maybe it’s time people saw … Time people knew about little sissy Jamie.’ 
 
    He heard a car door opening and closing, and footsteps on the gravel. 
 
    He tried to turn away, but Catherine gripped his arm and kissed him, drugging him with the taste of her lipstick, and the mockery sparkling in her eyes. 
 
    ‘It’s all right, darling. I want her to see. I want her to know.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine, for God’s sake!’ 
 
    ‘I want her to see how you look in your panties.’ 
 
    He could hear footsteps on the front steps. 
 
    ‘No!’ 
 
    As the front door opened, she pushed him into the cloakroom with only its open door between him and Amy. 
 
    Catherine smiled at him before turning to greet Amy. Exchanging pleasantries, and taking her handbag from the hall table, she left immediately with her friend, pulling the heavy front door closed behind them. 
 
    Overcome with fear and relief, James fell back into the cloakroom, the jackets and raincoats cold against his bare skin. His whole body was trembling. He’d been a split second away from being seen, from being exposed as his wife’s helpless sissy and slave. 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he said under his ragged breath. ‘I love you.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    NO SOONER was she in the car, listening to Amy’s tales of her new grandson, than Catherine regretted her stunt in the hallway. Amy was a good friend and an old-fashioned wife and mother who would have been deeply embarrassed to discover James in such a state. Catherine gave herself a stern warning. She shouldn’t have risked inflicting her unusual sex-life on someone else, an innocent and valued friend. It had been careless and selfish of her, but she’d learned a valuable lesson. She understood that wielding such power over her husband was a potent and dangerous brew. It had gone to her head, and impaired her judgement. She had no intention of giving up her newfound authority over James, it brought her too much pleasure, but from now on she would be sure to keep her games safely private. She owed it to her friends and family. 
 
    James felt calmer once he’d put on his clothes. As Catherine had instructed, he gathered up her discarded clothes and took them with the rest of the dirty washing down to the laundry-room where he sorted them into piles of whites and mixed colours, and started a wash.  
 
    Sorting through Catherine’s clothes deepened his feelings of submission, as did the intoxicating scent of the perfume she’d sprayed on him. He was no longer erect but, trapped in her little panties, his cock felt deeply aroused, weighed down by a heavy ache of yearning. 
 
    In the three months since he’d sold his business he’d taken over most of the cooking and cleaning. It only seemed fair with Catherine so busy at work. He even made a fresh salad for her every day so she had something to look forward to at lunch-times. He was a fastidious man who took the same pride in housework as he’d taken in running his business, and he felt genuine pleasure at how the kitchen looked once he’d loaded the dishwasher, wiped clean the cooker and work-tops, and mopped the floor.  
 
    He hoped Catherine would praise him for his work. But then he thought he might prefer it if she found fault with his labours, and scolded him for not meeting her standards. The thought aroused him and he immediately remembered her instruction to look for her riding-crop. 
 
    He knew it wouldn’t be in the garage. He’d tidied it recently to make space for a delivery of logs and he would have found the crop in the clear-out. So he went straight down to the cellar which was cluttered with old furniture, boxes of books and blankets, and old clothes and sports equipment. He searched for more than half an hour without any success, and then he found it in a little side-room in an old suitcase, lying on top of a pair of Catherine’s jodhpurs. 
 
    With mingled feelings of dread and excitement he took it from the suitcase and flicked it through the air to hear its deadly whiplash sound. His cock hardened at the sound, and he wondered if Catherine would really use it on him.  
 
    He thought of her lovely arms. They were slim, but supple and strong, and when Catherine did something she liked to do it well.  He knew she could really hurt him if she put her mind to it. The knowledge, alarming as it was, frightened him less than his growing understanding that he wanted her to hurt him. 
 
    He remembered her saying that she planned to punish him, and he recalled the way she’d looked standing with her hands on her hips, with anger and contempt flashing in her eyes. He remembered too how she’d kicked him between his legs, and how he’d done nothing to stop her.  
 
    He’d just taken it from her without a word of complaint. God, he’d even moved his hands away when she’d told him to. 
 
    Only a few weeks ago the thought of surrendering to her in such a way would have been inconceivable. 
 
    But she could do what she liked with him now, it was clear, even punish him if she wanted, kick him like a dog. 
 
    He felt a tingle of fear run down his spine, and he told himself to put a stop to their games before they went any further, yet the tingling in his spine only brought to mind a vivid and disturbing dream he’d had a few nights before.  
 
    He and Catherine were walking in the country, crossing a stretch of open moorland at the end of a long hike. Stumbling, James had slipped from the narrow track and stepped into boggy ground. In seconds the clinging mud was up to his knees, and he couldn’t pull himself free. 
 
    ‘Catherine,’ he called out, feeling a little foolish to be so quickly in trouble, ‘I need some help.’ 
 
    ‘Trust you,’ Catherine said companionably, turning back to help him but, instead of pulling him out, she sat by the edge of the path where she opened her flask and took a drink of water. 
 
    ‘Help me, Catherine,’ he said, reaching an arm out to her, ‘take my hand.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, there’s plenty of time,’ Catherine said, a smile in her eyes, her lovely hair blowing in the breeze. 
 
    But he’d already sunk up to his thighs. 
 
    She was wearing a loose cotton walking-skirt. She adjusted it at her knees with a little shake of her hand and he caught a glimpse of her thighs and white panties. 
 
    ‘Catherine,’ he said, his voice more urgent, ‘please help me.’ 
 
    ‘Honestly, James,’ she said, her voice lazy and untroubled, ‘why do you always have to be such a worrier?’ 
 
    The mud clutched at him, and pulled him down. He could smell sheep droppings from the path and hear the bleating of lambs in the distance. The sun was going down behind Catherine. He couldn’t make out the expression on her face, but she seemed to be smiling. 
 
    Once more she adjusted her skirt and once more he glimpsed her thighs and panties. Despite his growing unease, he felt a powerful jolt of arousal. 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine,’ he said, the swamp rising above his waist, ‘You have to help me.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve told you, James,’ she said calmly, ‘there’s plenty of time.’ 
 
    She put her head back to enjoy the evening sun, humming a pop song they’d heard on the car radio earlier that day, and he suddenly knew, with a stronger jolt of fear and arousal, that she wasn’t going to help him. 
 
    ‘God, Catherine, please,’ he cried. 
 
    ‘Listen to you,’ she said, ‘always making a fuss.’ 
 
    ‘There’s no time,’ he pleaded, trying to grip the sparse, wet grass by the side of the path, ‘you’ve got to help me.’  
 
    The grass came loose in his hands. 
 
    Catherine watched him struggle for a few moments before saying, ‘Yes, you’re quite right, James, there’s no time. Even if I tried I wouldn’t be able to get you out.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine,’ he called out in fear. ‘Help me.’ 
 
    ‘It’s too late,’ she said, getting to her feet, brushing dirt from her walking-skirt and screwing down the lid of her flask, ‘but it’s been a lovely day, and such a beautiful walk, really it has. Thank-you for arranging it.’ 
 
    ‘Help me,’ he cried, but she didn’t seem to hear him. 
 
    ‘I can’t wait to get back to the inn,’ she said, stretching sleepily before bending to pick up her little blue rucksack, ‘I’m looking forward to a hot meal and a nice, warm bath.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine, please!’ he cried in terror as the swamp slowly closed over his head, but she was smiling down at him, the amusement in her eyes sweet yet scornful. 
 
    The breeze lifted her cotton skirt, allowing him one last glimpse of her lovely legs and pretty white panties. 
 
    ‘It will be so good to start again,’ he heard her say as he sank into darkness. 
 
    He’d woken from his dream at that moment, terror clutching his heart and his cock fiercely erect. 
 
    There was no doubt about it, James decided, looking down at the riding-crop in his hand, their games had already gone too far. They had even begun to haunt his dreams. He put the riding-crop back in the suitcase, and slid the suitcase behind an old bedstead.  
 
    He wished he’d never found it, and hoped Catherine would forget all about it.  
 
    As he climbed the stairs from the cellar, James made up his mind to speak to Catherine in the morning once they’d resumed their normal roles as man and wife. He really did need to put a stop to their games. In the coming week, he’d follow up some of his contacts, find a job, and forget all about these dark and dangerous desires. 
 
    He shook his head to clear his brain as he went into his study, or ‘my’ study as Catherine had called it earlier. He wasn’t looking forward to working on her application. It would be a lengthy and onerous task. He thought about pouring himself a whisky and he was reaching for his bottle of Jamesons when his mobile rang.  
 
    It was a text from Catherine. 
 
    She must be a witch, he decided, laughing as he read her text – ‘Have a whisky after you’ve done my form. Then buy me pretty panties like the ones you’re wearing. Having a great time. May be late. Mistress C xxx.’  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Wasn’t it the next step to freedom and supremacy in her marriage? Wasn’t it truly her right as a dominant wife and Mistress? What was to stop her going with this warm and lovely man?’  
 
      
 
      
 
    TRUTHFULLY CATHERINE wasn’t having a great time.  
 
    A jazz band was playing, and the solos taken by the guitarist and sax player were loud and interminable. She wasn’t a serious jazz fan, but she knew and loved Miles Davis’ wonderful ‘A Kind of Blue’ and she listened to Nina Simone and Frank Sinatra, as well as Louis Armstrong in a wonderful album of duets with Ella Fitzgerald. James often played Charlie Mingus last thing at night before bed, and the wit and surging drive in his music had grown on her, particularly on an extraordinary album called ‘Ah Um.’  
 
    When it came to jazz she believed she could at least tell the good from the bad, and this wasn’t good. She looked around the table at the three friends she’d come with. Amy, Marion and Fran were all watching and listening with serious looks on their faces, and so Catherine took her glass of wine and her handbag containing her cigarettes, and went outside to the car park for a smoke. 
 
    Light rain was falling but the club had put up a shelter for smokers. Catherine was trying to stop and she lit up with mixed feelings of pleasure and guilt. She thought idly about sending James another text. Perhaps she’d instruct him to be waiting for her on his knees in the hall when she returned. Or perhaps she’d ask him if he’d found her riding-crop.  
 
    She was smiling at the thought when the shadowy figure of a man came into the shelter. The dim light in the roof cast only a faint glow and she couldn’t make out his features, but she could see that he was tall and slim with broad shoulders. He was wearing a dark suit with a white shirt open at the neck. She watched him out of the corner of her eye as he took a packet of tobacco from his pocket and rolled a cigarette. When he turned to look at her she recognised him as the good-looking man she’d seen at the club a number of times before, always in the company of pretty young women with long hair and very short skirts. She wondered if he had such a young woman waiting for him inside. 
 
    She felt a flutter of excitement when he spoke. 
 
    ‘Can I trouble you for a light?’ 
 
    A deep, warm voice with the trace of an Irish accent. 
 
    ‘Yes, of course.’ 
 
    Suddenly clumsy, she couldn’t manage her wine-glass and hand-bag. 
 
    He took her glass as she reached into her bag and found her lighter. She held it up and clicked it twice but it wouldn’t light. He took it from her, lit his roll-up, and gave her back her lighter and her glass of wine. 
 
    Their fingers touched in the way they always do in silly romantic books. 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ he said, smiling at her. Then he looked out at the rain and stood contentedly by her side, enjoying his smoke. 
 
    ‘Smokers,’ said Catherine, filling the silence, ‘what are we like?’ 
 
    ‘Better than being in there with those tossers.’  
 
    ‘Don’t you like jazz?’ 
 
    ‘That’s the trouble, I do.’ 
 
    Catherine laughed and, indicating the overflowing ash-bucket, said, ‘Isn’t that a lovely sight? Makes me want to stop all the more. I’m down to a packet a week.’ 
 
    ‘It’s easy to stop,’ he said in a slow Irish rhythm that reminded Catherine of her late father, ‘I’ve done it hundreds of times.’ 
 
    ‘Ah well,’ she said through laughter, ‘that must be down to the sheer force of your willpower.’ 
 
    ‘It surely must,’ he said. 
 
    He was smiling at her again, and she smiled back.  
 
    He had a broad, manly face with laughter lines at the sides of his eyes and mouth. His dark hair, even though it was cut short, was thick and unruly. He had an air of kindness and strength about him. 
 
    Catherine thought him a remarkably attractive man. 
 
    ‘I know you,’ he said thoughtfully, ‘You’re Catherine Dempsey.’ 
 
    Catherine looked at him in surprise. 
 
    ‘How do you know that?’ 
 
    ‘Ah, now, I have my sources.’ 
 
    ‘No, really, how do you know?’ 
 
    ‘I was at school with you.’ 
 
    ‘You can’t have been.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘You’re far too young.’ 
 
    He gave a quiet laugh. Catherine found it such a pleasant sound she immediately wanted to hear it again. 
 
    ‘I was in third year when you left,’ he told her. 
 
    Catherine was amazed. 
 
    ‘That means you must be thirty-seven or thirty-eight.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be thirty-eight next week.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t look a day over fifty,’ she said, a smile in her voice. 
 
    ‘I could say the same about you.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, now, flattery will get you everywhere.’ 
 
    ‘I hope so.’ 
 
    Suddenly he looked angry with himself. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, he said, ‘that was a stupid thing to say.’ 
 
    ‘You’re forgiven.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ he said, sounding genuinely grateful. ‘I’m Tom. Tom Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t remember you, I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all right. You always remember the kids above you at school, not below. I went about in a gang, all boys. You were all we talked about, you and football. You were like a goddess to us.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly.’ 
 
    ‘It’s true,’ he said. ‘We had a nickname for you – La Belle Dame.’ 
 
    ‘La Belle Dame Sans Merci?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Exactly,’ he said. ‘You didn’t even know we existed which made you entirely without mercy.’ 
 
    ‘You’re making it up.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not,’ he said in a serious tone. ‘You always seemed like a woman to us, far beyond our reach. We used to keep a record of your sightings.’ 
 
    ‘You did not,’ she exclaimed, amazed at the very idea. 
 
    ‘Oh, we did, I promise you,’ he insisted. ‘Catherine Dempsey walking with friends. Catherine Dempsey walking alone. Catherine Dempsey running the relay. Catherine Dempsey eating lunch. Worst of all, Catherine Dempsey with a boy.’ 
 
    ‘That’s ridiculous,’ Catherine said, flattered nonetheless. 
 
    ‘It may be ridiculous, but it’s true. We’d wait at the bus stop in the morning to follow La Belle Dame up the hill to school. And then do the same at the end of the day. Except on Thursdays.’ 
 
    ‘I had choir practice after school on Thursdays.’ 
 
    ‘You did. It ruined my day.’ 
 
    ‘You could have joined the choir.’ 
 
    ‘Believe it or not, it crossed my mind.’ 
 
    She smiled at him, but he was looking at her with such a piercing gaze she had to look away. 
 
    ‘When did you come over from Ireland?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘Is it that obvious?’ 
 
    ‘If you’re Irish it is. I was born here, but my father came over as a young man with my mother who was a nurse from Donegal. So I’m Irish through and through.’ 
 
    ‘I never knew my father. My mother came to England when I was ten.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think of yourself as English or Irish?’ 
 
    ‘Irish, every time.’ 
 
    ‘I’m the same, even though I was born here. It’s a strange thing.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not so strange,’ he said quietly. ‘The most beautiful women are always Irish.’ 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ said Catherine, putting out her cigarette and blushing like a schoolgirl, ‘I’d better be going in.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, I’ve embarrassed you.’ 
 
    ‘Not at all. I’ve enjoyed talking to you.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine, before you go, can I ask you something?’ 
 
    He’d spoken in a very grave voice. 
 
    ‘That sounds ominous.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose it is in a way. I wanted to ask …’ He stopped and looked away. ‘It’s stupid,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I’m a schoolteacher,’ she replied, ‘I’m used to stupid questions.’ 
 
    ‘And you never make your pupil feel a fool for asking.’ 
 
    ‘Never.’ 
 
    ‘Promise.’ 
 
    ‘Cross my heart and hope to die.’ 
 
    He gave his quiet laugh again, but she could tell he was nervous and she felt a wave of tenderness for him. 
 
    ‘I wanted to ask why you’re still called Dempsey when you’re wearing a wedding ring on your finger.’ 
 
    ‘That’s easy,’ she replied, ‘I’m one of those modern women who kept my own name after I married.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re still married?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Happily?’ 
 
    When she didn’t answer he asked another question. 
 
    ‘And are you one of those modern women who would come for a drink with a man you’d just met?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she wanted to say, ‘yes, yes!’  
 
    ‘It’s kind of you to ask,’ she said, losing her courage, ‘but I don’t think I am.’ 
 
    ‘I know a bar not far from here with good wine and a back room with a fire. We could sit and talk.’ 
 
    Catherine knew that if she went with him they’d do more than talk. 
 
    She thought of her husband at home waiting for her. She’d told him she would find a lover, taunted him with it, seen how it had aroused him. She’d prepared the ground, hadn’t she? It may have been play-acting, but she knew the idea of her taking a lover cast a primitive spell over James, and a part of her longed to have sex with another man. Wasn’t it the next step to freedom and supremacy in her marriage? Wasn’t it truly her right as a dominant wife and Mistress? What was to stop her going with this warm and lovely man? Nothing, she told herself, nothing except cowardice and bourgeois timidity. 
 
    ‘To hell with it,’ she told herself, ‘I’ll go with him.’ 
 
    ‘So here you are,’ said a woman’s voice from behind her. 
 
    It was her friend Marion. 
 
    Catherine felt a surge of anger at the interruption but it was replaced almost immediately by relief. She’d been on the point of making a terrible mistake, and Marion had given her a way out. 
 
    ‘Marion, this is Tom,’ she said, taking refuge in formalities. 
 
    Catherine watched as they shook hands and said each other’s name, and then Marion lit a cigarette and gave Catherine a knowing smile as if to say, ‘where have you been hiding him?’ 
 
    ‘Tom and I went to school together,’ Catherine said quickly. 
 
    ‘Yes, but she didn’t remember me,’ said Tom, smiling at Catherine. 
 
    ‘Oh, I bet she did,’ Marion said mischievously. 
 
    ‘He was only a boy when I left,’ said Catherine, annoyed at her friend’s silly game. 
 
    The door to the club opened and another smoker came out into the car-park. Catherine suddenly longed to be back inside, free of this dangerous man. 
 
    ‘It was lovely to meet you, Tom,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘You too, Catherine,’ he said, holding his hand out to her. ‘Good luck to you.’  
 
    She took his hand, feeling an ache in her chest at the gentle strength in his grip.  
 
    ‘Perhaps I’ll see you here again,’ he said, gazing at her intently and not letting go of her hand. 
 
    ‘Oh, you’re bound to,’ said Marion before Catherine could reply, ‘we come here all the time.’ 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Tom,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Goodbye,’ he said, a troubled look in his eyes. 
 
    When he let go of her hand she felt a terrible loss. She wanted to take back his hand and squeeze it to give him some kind of signal. 
 
    She felt his eyes on her back as she went into the club. She was glad to feel her skirt swaying around her legs. She hoped he liked what he saw.  
 
    Inside, the band were still playing as she found her way back to her table. Her friends smiled at her and she smiled back but she no longer felt part of their group. When Marion joined them Catherine felt a pang of regret when she saw Tom had not come back in with her. She‘d already persuaded herself that he couldn’t have been as good-looking as she remembered, and she wanted to see him again to make sure. 
 
    She thought of the bar he’d mentioned and she wished she was there with him now. Angry with herself, she drank two more large glasses of Malbec and by the time they were walking to Amy’s car she felt drunker than she’d been in a very long time. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry I interrupted,’ said Marion, walking by Catherine’s side. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ said Catherine, feigning ignorance. 
 
    ‘Your date with Matthew McConaughey in the car park.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly,’ said Catherine. ‘We were only talking, and besides he’s much better looking than Matthew McConaughey.’ 
 
    Marion laughed, and then leaned in close and whispered in Catherine’s ear, ‘I hope you don’t mind, but I gave him your number.’ 
 
    ‘You’re kidding me on,’ said Catherine, suddenly angry. 
 
    ‘I knew it was wrong as soon as I did it,’ said Marion, ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Then why did you do it?’ she asked, genuinely amazed that her friend had done such a thing. 
 
    ‘I don’t know. That voice and those eyes, what was I supposed to do? He practically begged me.’ 
 
    ‘Never mind,‘ said Catherine, pleased despite herself to hear of his eagerness. ‘He’ll never phone anyway. I’m far too old.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, he‘ll phone,’ said Marion with a mischievous look, ‘unless I’m much mistaken.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE didn’t say much in the car home. She managed a cheerful enough farewell when Amy dropped her off, but her feelings were in turmoil. Drunker than she’d been in years, she felt discontented yet aroused, angry with a desire she didn’t know how to satisfy. She didn’t want to be home. She wanted to be anywhere other than home, so long as she was in the company of Tom Shannon. 
 
    She thought of his rangy frame and smiling eyes, and his warm, slow voice. ‘Why didn’t you go with him, you silly fool?’ she asked herself, bitterly regretting her cowardice. 
 
    When James came to greet her in the hall he felt a wave of love for his beautiful Mistress. He’s just finished shopping online where he’d bought her some lovely Chantelle underwear and a pair of black calf length boots, high-heeled yet elegant, which laced up from toe to calf. As he’d bought them for her he’d imagined kneeling at her feet to do up the laces. 
 
    But Catherine didn’t feel at all well-disposed towards her slave. 
 
    ‘Where have you been?’ she demanded frostily. 
 
    ‘In the study,’ James replied warily, seeing her mood, ‘working on your application, buying you some …’ 
 
    ‘When I get home I expect you to come running,’ she snapped. ‘Take my coat. Hurry up.’ 
 
    It felt good to take her frustration out on her husband, her slave. 
 
    James did as he was told, taking off her coat and holding it over his arm like her butler. 
 
    ‘I think you should kiss my boots now. Isn’t that what a slave usually does when he greets his Mistress?’ 
 
    He deserved to be put in his place, Catherine decided, not only because he was her slave, but because he wasn’t Tom Shannon. 
 
    James was surprised to hear the slight slurring in Catherine’s speech. In all the years he’d known her he’d only seen her drunk on two or three occasions. It wasn’t like her, and he wondered if he should put a stop to their game, but she was clear-headed enough to read his thoughts. 
 
    ‘Don’t give me that look,’ Catherine said witheringly. ‘I’ll get drunk if I damned well like. Now get on your knees and kiss my boots.’ 
 
    Her crude dominance annoyed James. He found it vulgar and over-played. He thought how Catherine was always well-mannered and gracefully assured, and how being drunk didn’t suit her, and yet her crudeness aroused him in a way that easily trumped his annoyance. He told himself to refuse her instruction but, enthralled anew, he felt himself sink to his knees on the hard tiles, and press his mouth to the toe of one of her long black boots.  
 
    He tasted leather and dust and shoe polish.  
 
    It tasted like heaven. 
 
    ‘Don’t just kiss,’ Catherine commanded him, ‘lick.’ 
 
    He hesitated for a few moments and then did as he’d been told, worshipping her boots with adoring strokes of his tongue until the smooth black leather glistened with his saliva. He’d never done this before, but he’d dreamed of such a degradation, and he felt a deep gratitude to Catherine for making his dream come true. 
 
    ‘Harder,’ said Catherine imperiously. ‘Lick them clean, lick the dirt from my boots. It’s all you’re fit for.’ 
 
    Her cruel remark stung him and spurred him on to greater efforts so that Catherine laughed with contempt at his eager service before stepping back to deprive him of his new pleasure. 
 
    ‘Did you look for my crop?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he replied. 
 
    ‘Then go and get it,’ she commanded. 
 
    James almost obeyed, but his own brand of cowardice prevented him.  
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, ‘I couldn’t find it.’  
 
    ‘You’d better not be lying,’ she said. ‘Are you lying to me, James?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress, I’m not,’ he lied, part of him longing to tell her the truth. 
 
    ‘If I find out you’re lying,’ she said sternly, ‘you’ll really be in trouble. Do you hear me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied timidly. 
 
    ‘Oh, get up,’ she said, ‘get up onto your feet and try to look like  a man.’ 
 
    James got slowly to his feet, wondering where Catherine’s wild mood was leading. 
 
    ‘Take off your clothes,’ she instructed. ‘I want you naked. I want to see what you’ve got to offer.’ 
 
    James hesitated, held back by shame and modesty.  
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she said with venom in her voice, ‘or you’ll be sorry, I’m warning you.’ 
 
    ‘God, I wish he’d found my crop,’ Catherine thought as James undid his shirt, ‘then I’d really show him who’s in charge.’ Her blood was burning with anger and frustration, and she longed to take her anger out on her slave. 
 
    ‘Do you know what I want, James?’ she asked as she watched him undress. ‘Do you know what I really want?’ 
 
    ‘No, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘I want a man to fuck me, a real man. Can you be that man for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Catherine,’ he said, dropping his shirt on the floor by her coat. 
 
    ‘I hope you can because I need a cock inside me,’ said Catherine, lifting her skirt and slip and touching herself through her underwear. ‘A big, hard cock. Can you give me that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, pulling off his shoes and socks, and undoing his belt. 
 
    He’d never heard her speak like this. For most of their marriage she’d been shy about sex, but a devil was in her now, he could see it in her eyes. 
 
    A wild and hungry devil. 
 
    ‘But I’d forgotten, you’re wearing my knickers,’ she said when he took down his jeans. ‘No, keep them on,’ she instructed him when he went to take them off, ‘I don’t care what you wear as long as you’re not a sissy in bed. That wouldn’t do. That wouldn’t do at all.’  
 
    Staggering a little, she unzipped her boots and and kicked them off, then stepped closer to him, putting a hand on his balls and squeezing them before running her fingers up his erection to where it protruded beyond the waistband of its dainty prison.  
 
    ‘My, what pretty panties,’ she whispered, ‘but I don’t want a sissy in my bed tonight, you know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Catherine,’ he replied, feeling a growing pressure to live up to her demands. 
 
    ‘You won’t disappoint me, will you? You won’t be a sissy in my bed?’ 
 
    ‘No, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘I need a man, a real man.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘Oh God, believe me, I do,’ she said, closing her eyes as a shiver of desire passed through her. ‘You’ll be that man for me, won’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I will, Catherine, I promise.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good, very good’ she said, pulling him into a kiss so hard and hungry it drained him of strength and made him weak at the knees, a kiss that tasted of lipstick and wine and cigarettes, a kiss that promised wild, dirty, beautiful sex. 
 
    ‘Well, what are we waiting for?’ she said, taking him by his cock and leading him across the hall to the stairs. ‘Up we go. Upstairs to bed.’ 
 
    She let go of his cock to climb the stairs ahead of him, swaying her bottom as she went, and undoing the buttons on her little cardigan. Giving up on the tricky buttons, she wrenched it over her head and threw it away. James caught it, savouring the feel of the soft wool still warm from her body, before dropping it on the stairs. He watched in a trance as she undid her pleated skirt and let it slither to the ground, releasing the lovely breeze of her perfume. James hurried to keep up with her, placing a hand on her thigh, thrilled by the feel of the smooth nylon, and the warmth beneath. 
 
    ‘Do you like what you see?’ she asked him over her shoulder when she reached the top of the stairs. 
 
    ‘You’re lovely, Catherine,’ he said, his voice trembling with desire. 
 
    ‘You’ll like this, then,’ she said as she hitched up her slip and stuck out her bottom. 
 
    ‘God, Catherine,’ he said, falling to his knees and pressing his lips to her sweetly curving buttocks. 
 
    With a laugh of triumph, Catherine leaned forward and took hold of the banister, pushing her lovely bottom against his mouth. 
 
    ‘Can you taste me?’ she asked, ‘can you smell me?’ 
 
    His lips roaming over the smooth nylon, he could smell her perfume and the detergent he used to wash her underwear, but he couldn’t smell what he longed to smell – her alluring woman’s scent. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then what are you waiting for?’ she asked, swaying her hips enticingly and pushing the sweet curve of her bottom harder against his mouth. ‘Come on,’ she said impatiently in a voice that seemed to challenge his manliness, his right to be her lover. 
 
    He reached up and tugged down her tights and panties before burying his face in the lovely cleft at the top of her thighs. He heard her sigh, and felt her open for him.  
 
    ‘Yes,’ she gasped, ‘that’s what I want.’ 
 
    The glorious smell and taste of her invaded his senses so that he became the drunken one, his adoring tongue darting and delving into the folds of her lovely, slick cunt. He lost track of time and place. Nothing mattered except her taste, her smell, her pleasure. His soul in heaven, he found peace at last. 
 
    He felt her shiver, and tense, and heard her say, ‘Yes, God, yes,’ and then she stood upright, breaking his trance and saying in an urgent voice, ‘this way, hurry now, bed.’ 
 
    He tried to stand but she placed her hand on his shoulder, keeping him on his knees. ‘No, James, stay down,’ she said, ‘stay down where you belong.’ 
 
    He heard her giggle as he crawled by her side into the bedroom like her faithful dog. When he lagged behind she reached down and took a handful of his hair, tugging him towards the bed. ‘I like you like this,’ she said, ‘on your knees at my feet.’  
 
    He felt the hem of her slip brush against his face, and a rebellious fire grew inside him until he could resist it no more. 
 
    He stood and kissed her, pulling her against him with a hunger that made her cry out in surprise and delight. He unclipped her bra and pulled it free, then bent his head to kiss her full breasts through the lace of her slip. He felt her nipples grow hard in his mouth. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it,’ she said, pulling away from him and lying down lazily on the bed where she pulled off her panties and tights. Longing to taste her again, James lay his head between her legs, grazing once more in her sweet forest of curls, delighting in her sighs of pleasure. She covered him with the duvet, plunging him into darkness, and settled back to enjoy his eager devotions but, quickly impatient, she twisted her fingers in his hair and pulled his mouth over her trembling stomach to her breasts.  
 
    ‘That’s lovely,’ she said, welcoming the feel of his mouth on her breasts, ‘but I need you to fuck me. Oh God, I need you to fuck me.’ 
 
    He slid upwards, kissing her neck and the string of pearls at her throat but, even as he prepared to enter her, he felt a terrible foreboding, and when he pushed against her he knew it had come true.  
 
    He wasn’t hard any more,  he was losing his erection. 
 
    Some devilish switch had gone off in his head and he was useless to her. He felt her delicious wetness against his softening cock, but he could not enter her.  
 
    He pushed again but it was no good.  
 
    He could not give her what she wanted. 
 
    ‘What’s this?’ Catherine demanded to know, a ferocity in her voice as she reached down and felt his shame. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Catherine,’ he mumbled. ‘I love you, I want you …’ 
 
    It was true. He wanted her desperately. His erection had wilted but his desire burned fiercer than ever. He longed to take her, to feel the glorious warmth of her cunt engulf his proud cock, but another part of him was perversely thrilled by his failure, a failure that confirmed his inadequacy as a husband and a man. The memory of pressing impotently against her lovely, open cunt brought with it a delightful wave of submissive arousal, but it did not make him hard. 
 
    ‘You promised,’ she accused him, ‘you promised you’d fuck me like a man.’ 
 
    She tugged roughly at his cock to bring it back to life, but it did no good, and she lay back with an animal groan of distress. 
 
    ‘Well, we know the truth now, don’t we?’ she said, unable to hide her disappointment. ‘You’re not a man, are you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry …’ 
 
    ‘Well, are you?’ she asked, her voice cruel and savage in a way that delighted him. 
 
    ‘God, Catherine …’ 
 
    ‘I asked you a question. Are you a man?’ 
 
    James answered in a daze, suffering exquisite pain and pleasure in equal measure. 
 
    ‘No … I’m not a man … I’m so sorry …’ 
 
    ‘Then this is all you’re good for,’ she said impatiently, suddenly pulling herself up and sitting astride his head in a single flowing motion. ‘Use your mouth,’ she told him, ‘since you can’t fuck me like a man.’ 
 
    Holding onto the headboard, she trapped his arms beneath her knees, and settled over his mouth like an empress. 
 
    His adoring mouth pleased her, but it wasn’t the pleasure she longed for. ‘Harder,’ she cried as she bore down on him, angered by his failure, and wanting to punish him for it.  
 
    ‘Lick me,’ she said as she ground against him. ‘Love me … Love me like a sissy … Soon I’ll find a man to give me what I want … And then I won’t need you … I won’t need you ...’  
 
    Trapped beneath her, James felt the same dark thrill he remembered from his dream of sinking beneath the quicksand. 
 
    As Catherine took her pleasure, Tom Shannon’s broad, handsome face came into her mind. Twisting the knife, she spoke between the little gasps of delight she gave as he worshipped beneath her. 
 
    ‘I’m going to tell you something … It’s important so you’d better listen … I met a man tonight … Such a handsome man, you’ve no idea … A tall man … An Irish man … We stood outside … Talking and smoking … Watching the rain … He liked me, he really liked me … A woman can tell these things … And I liked him … Oh, God, I liked him …’ 
 
    James felt her tremble and push down harder against his mouth. Barely able to breathe, he struggled to free his arms until, overwhelmed by her, he stopped struggling, and worshipped his Mistress with all his heart and soul. 
 
    ‘He asked me to go for a drink … Asked me to go with him …’ Catherine told her helpless slave.  ‘I didn’t go because I’m a coward and a fool … Because I’m a married woman … I came home to my husband like a good little girl … But my husband’s not a man … You know he’s not … He’s no use to me … So I’m going to find that man again … Oh, God I am … I’m going to find him … And let him fuck me … It’s not a story this time … It’s not a game … It’s true, I promise … Oh God, it’s true …‘ 
 
    Driven by instinct and need, Catherine slid downwards, searching out his cock. To her delight she found he was hard again, and she slid her cunt over the sweet ridge, loving the feel of him against her before rocking her hips and taking him deep inside her. 
 
    With a cry of pleasure James reached for her lovely breasts, but she pushed his hands away and gripped them painfully tight, pushing down against them, and throwing her head back as if she might howl like a wolf. He’d never seen her so wild or free and, when she began to ride him with quick, greedy thrusts, he feared he would come there and then. 
 
    He begged her to stop, to give him time to get used to her but, lost in her own pleasure, she only rode him harder and faster, saying in little bursts of words, ‘This doesn’t save you … Not one bit … It’s going to happen … I promise you … You can’t stop it … He’ll be my lover … Oh, God, he’ll be my lover …’ 
 
    Summoning every ounce of willpower, James stopped himself from coming until at last he grew accustomed to the joy of their coupling.  
 
    Catherine began to make the little sound at the back of her throat that told him she was close to coming, and he felt a welcome surge of masculine power. He began to match her thrusts, sure now that he could outlast her, and take charge of her in the way she craved. 
 
    He would show her who was the man in her life. 
 
    He would show her who was in charge of their marriage. 
 
    He would lead her beyond pleasure into rapture. 
 
    But then Catherine began once more to speak between her gasps of pleasure.  
 
    ‘You like this, don’t you? … Your Mistress on top … Your cruel Mistress … Holding you down … Keeping you down … Well, you’d better enjoy it … I’m warning you … Because when I find him … Oh God, when I find him … I won’t need you any more … This might be your last time … Do you hear me? The last time … Oh, God … The last time … The last time I ever let you fuck me.’ 
 
    Her cruel words cut into his soul, sweeping away his dream of manly conquest. Glorying in her ascendancy, he began to move with a passion so urgent he became a mindless animal. 
 
     Feeling the heat of his desire, Catherine matched his hunger, setting a rhythm that drove them far beyond the point of no return until they cried out in ecstacy, and at last lay beached and still, left senseless by pleasure. 
 
    James held her tenderly in his arms as their breathing slowed, loving the feel of her against him, the smell of her hair, the curve of her neck. 
 
    Catherine felt sleep come rushing to claim her but, before she slept, she offered up a silent prayer in her heart.  
 
    ‘Let me see him again,’ she prayed. ‘Let me have him … Let me have Tom Shannon.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
     THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘The hardness in her eyes thrilled him, and he understood that he longed for her cruelty and scorn far more than he wanted love or respect.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE’S FIRST thought when she woke was of Tom Shannon. She lay for a while wondering if she’d dreamed him, and then she remembered how much she’d liked his strong, handsome face and the warmth in his eyes, and the gentle strength in his fingers when he’d shaken her by the hand.  
 
    She lifted her head to peer at the bedside clock. It was 7.53 and she had a hangover. She laid her head back on the pillow and looked at her husband sleeping peacefully beside her. 
 
    His presence made her feel safe and loved, and yet her thoughts were of another man as her hand strayed between her legs. 
 
    It was Saturday and she had no need to get up, but it had become her habit to rise first at the week-end. Ever since they’d begun their Friday night Mistress games, Catherine had redressed the balance in her marriage by immediately resuming her role as the good and obedient wife. She did this by getting up first on Saturday mornings and cooking James breakfast, and then making a fuss of him all day as if to assure him that her stern authority of the night before had been no more than a dream, or a passing scene from a play that had run its course.  
 
    In the evening they’d go out for a meal, usually to a nearby Italian restaurant where they were welcomed as regular customers, or go to the cinema. She’d wear a pretty dress, and later surrender to him in bed so James could feel strong and manly again.  
 
    ‘Look,’ her behaviour was telling him, ‘I’m not really a cruel and selfish woman, that was just a game, a fantasy – I’m your ever-loving and faithful wife.’ 
 
    But the memory of taking charge of him the night before was still fresh in her mind, and arousal dulled the ache of her hangover as she pushed the hem of her slip deeper between her legs, touching herself through its soft lace.  
 
    ‘God, you must have been drunk,’ she told herself, surprised to find she was still wearing her slip and hadn’t taken off her string of pearls. Normally, before coming to bed, she’d unclip her pearls and put them back carefully in their neat little box before changing into a nightdress and cleaning the make-up from her face with cotton wipes. 
 
    The good and respectable wife. 
 
    But not last night.  
 
    Last night she’d kept her slip and pearls on in bed, drunk with wine and desire for another man. 
 
    As her pleasure mounted, Catherine recalled telling James of the handsome man she’d met at the club, the man she wanted so much to see again. 
 
     Had she merely been taunting him in the way she’d done before, she wondered, or was some dark and primal force rising to the surface in their marriage? Certainly, her vow to take a lover had aroused them both very much, the intensity of their lovemaking had made that very clear, and Catherine wondered for the first time if it might be possible to take a lover without losing the love of her husband.  
 
    Catherine would never lie to James by having an affair behind his back. She was an honest, deeply principled woman, and that kind of duplicity was not in her nature, but if she could enslave him with the truth, if she could openly take a lover according to her right and prerogative as his Mistress, and make him accept it as her slave, then she might be able to reconcile her conflicting desires without telling corrosive lies. 
 
    Catherine told herself not to be stupid.  
 
    It was a crazy notion, of course it was, yet her mind wouldn’t let go of the idea. In recent months she’d seen how much James enjoyed submitting to her. Already she’d ruled him in ways she wouldn’t have thought possible. She thought of him kneeling at her feet wearing her panties and the way, only the night before, he’d kissed her boots before lying meekly beneath her while she used him for her pleasure, and told him of her desire for another man. 
 
    And not just any man.  
 
    This man had a name. 
 
    Tom Shannon. 
 
    The name echoed in Catherine’s head as if she’d known it all her days, and somehow they’d grown up together in the same small Irish town. 
 
    This time her dream lover had a face and a name.  
 
    This time he was made of flesh and blood. 
 
    Why couldn’t she use her power to instil a deeper devotion in her husband’s heart, command him to put her pleasure before his dignity and pride? And why should his pride matter anyway? If he was truly her slave then what did his suffering matter compared to his Mistress’ will and desire? Shouldn’t he rejoice in his suffering if it brought her pleasure? 
 
    And yet, she told herself, taking a lover was beyond anything she’d done before, a step far outside the protecting walls of marriage and convention. It would hurt and shame James terribly, she knew that, but wasn’t shame a powerful part of the pleasure he found in his servitude, perhaps even the sweetest part? She’d seen the lost expression in his eyes when she talked down to him, or tormented him about taking a lover.  
 
    It was the look of a helpless, adoring slave, the look of a man who yearned for her cruel authority. 
 
    It wasn’t a look she could easily forget, the hurt and dreamy gaze so full of a longing to suffer in ways neither of them could yet imagine. 
 
    When he surrendered to her, Catherine felt as if she saw into his heart, and understood that his deepest fears and desires were one and the same. 
 
    He craved what he most feared. 
 
    He was terrified of losing her to another man, and so he longed for her to take a lover.  
 
    He needed her to respect him as a strong and manly husband, and so he yearned for her to treat him as a weak and submissive slave. 
 
    All she had to do was give him what he craved. 
 
    ‘It couldn’t be that simple,’ Catherine told herself. ‘It would be too much to ask of him, of any man. Far too much.’  
 
    But of one thing she was sure – she had no wish to return to her life as his good and faithful wife. She’d tasted freedom, and acquired an appetite for power, and she hadn’t the slightest desire to resume her life as the respectable married woman in her handsome detached home.  
 
    No, it was time to push things a little further, she determined, time to venture deeper into the forest, and let the wildness inside her have its head.  
 
    Catherine would remain his stern and demanding mistress for the entire week-end, longer if she so desired.  
 
    It had been decided.  
 
    All she had to do was re-assert her authority over James but, if she was to do that, she’d have to place him once more under her potent woman’s spell.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘GOOD MORNING, sleepy-head,’ James heard as he woke. He smiled at the sound of his wife’s voice and moved to embrace her, but she held him tight in her strong, slim arms.  
 
    ‘Stay where you are,’ she said, cuddling him from behind, ‘I like you like this.’  
 
    One of her hands slid under his neck and began to play with his nipple while her other hand slid down to his cock. She stroked him deftly, pleased to feel him harden so quickly, before letting go of his cock, and cupping his balls through the silky material of the panties he was wearing from the night before. 
 
    She was glad he was still wearing her panties. She knew how much they embarrassed him and undermined his pride. The phrase ‘putty in her hands’ came into her mind, and she smiled as she caressed him through the silky knickers. 
 
    ‘Well, then, James,’ she whispered in his ear, ‘did you enjoy yourself last night?’  
 
    ‘Mmmm,’ he groaned happily, twisting his head to kiss his beloved wife. But his beloved didn’t let him kiss her. Instead she nuzzled his neck, smelling the perfume she’d sprayed on him the night before.  
 
    ‘You smell nice,’ she whispered. ‘Panties and perfume, what a lucky slave you are.’ 
 
    James started fully awake, surprised and embarrassed to find he was still wearing his wife’s panties. He reached immediately to take them off but Catherine tugged his nipple, and his balls even harder, making him cry out in pain and surprise. 
 
    ‘No, James, you’ll keep them on,’ she instructed him calmly. ‘They suit you, and I like the way they feel, so soft and pretty against your cock.’  
 
    Now she leaned over to kiss him, confident in her power, slowly stroking his cock as she pushed her tongue into his mouth. Once more he tried to turn to embrace her, and once more she tugged his nipple and balls, keeping him where he was, wrapped in her warm and wilful coils. 
 
    ‘Are you looking forward to lying in bed while I get up and cook you breakfast?’ Catherine enquired, her thumb slowly circling the tip of his cock. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ James murmured, sure they would make love before Catherine got up to cook breakfast. 
 
    ‘I’ll wear a pretty dress for you,’ said Catherine, ‘that floral dress, I think, the one you like so much with the little net petticoat. And I’ll wear pretty panties and hold-up stockings, I know how much you like that too. Think of it, James, all day long, you can kiss me and put your hand under my dress, feel my stockings, touch me through my panties, take them off if you like so I’m naked under my dress. I won’t wear a bra. You can take down my dress, slide it over my shoulders and kiss my breasts. Any time you like. ’ 
 
    ‘You’re lovely, Catherine,’ he said, his voice laden with desire. 
 
    ‘You can do what you want with me,’ she murmured in his ear, drugging his senses, ‘with my hair, with my mouth, with my dress. What a lucky man you are. I’ll wear a little apron when I’m cooking for you. There’s one in the kitchen drawer. I’m sure you know the one I mean. A pretty little white apron like a maid might wear. I’ll tie it with a big bow at the back, and be your obedient little maid all day long. You’ll be the big, strong man of the house. My lord and master. You’ll like that won’t you?’ 
 
    He gave a groan of arousal and pushed against her hand. 
 
    ‘Yes, I thought so,’ said Catherine, stoking the fire of his hunger. ‘And at night-time I’ll keep my dress on in bed. My stockings too if you want. I’ll let you kiss them, slide your cock against them. So sheer and smooth, you’ll feel them against your legs when you’re fucking me.’ 
 
    ‘God, Catherine,’ he said, his cock pulsing in her hand as he turned to kiss her, but once more she evaded his kiss, laughing mischievously as she nuzzled into his neck. 
 
    ‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’ she said, her breath warm against his ear. 
 
    ‘You know I would,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Well, that’s a pity,’ said Catherine, her voice taking on an impudent tone as she let go of his cock and gripped his balls, ‘because that’s not going to happen.’ 
 
    She couldn’t help smiling when she felt his body stiffen in surprise.  
 
    ‘No, James, that’s not how it’s going to be,’ she continued in a matter-of-fact voice. ‘That’s not how it’s going to be at all. In fact, it’s going to be completely the other way round. We’re going to try something different, move things along a little. After all, we don’t want to get stuck in a rut, do we?’ she said, squeezing his balls through his panties. ‘And so I’m the one who’s going to stay in bed while you get up and cook me breakfast, and do what I tell you all day long like a good little slave.’ 
 
    He started to object but she hissed in his ear, ‘Quiet, James, I mean it now. I didn’t ask your opinion in the matter. Slaves are not consulted, and they shouldn’t have opinions.’ 
 
    ‘Come on, Cathy,’ he said in an aggrieved voice, ‘this has gone far enough.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, has it?’ she said, surprised and more than a little angered by his resistance, and his over-familiar use of ‘Cathy.’ 
 
     ‘And who says so?‘ she asked sharply. 
 
    ‘I do,’ he said, remembering his dream of the quicksand, and his vow to put a stop to their dangerous game. ‘We need to take a break. I mean it. We don’t want things to get out of control.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, don’t we?’ she queried, a steeliness in her voice. 
 
    ‘No, we don’t,’ he said, sounding very sure of himself in a way that irritated Catherine. 
 
    ‘Why not? You like it, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I do,’ he said, ‘I don’t deny it. I like it too much, that’s the trouble.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, it’s only a bit of fun.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not so sure.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, don’t be a scaredy-cat.’ 
 
    ‘That’s easy for you to say.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘You’re not the one who ends up looking like a fool.’ 
 
    ‘You look very sweet in my panties,’ she said, a smile in her voice. 
 
    ‘You know what I mean.’ 
 
    ‘Is that really how you feel? Like a fool?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I feel stupid and ashamed.’ 
 
    ‘But that’s what you like, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘God knows. It’s a twisted bloody thing.’ 
 
    ‘I like it too. Being your mistress, being the one in charge. Having you at my beck and call.’ 
 
    ‘I know you do but when it’s like last night, I feel like I’m drowning, and I’ll never make it back to shore. I feel as if I’ll be your slave forever.’ 
 
    ‘Forever?’ she said, her fingers circling his cock, making him hard again. ’What’s so bad about that?’  
 
    ‘It’s too much, you know it is.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I don’t know, maybe I’d like it,’ she said with a soft laugh. 
 
    ‘I’m sure you would,’ he said, striving to sound light-hearted. 
 
    ‘Having you helpless, under my thumb, doing my bidding,’ she said, her laughter thrilling him. ‘For ever and ever.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t, Catherine. It’s no laughing-matter.’ 
 
    ‘I frighten you, is that it?’ 
 
    ‘Not you, but this thing between us, it frightens me.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know … It’s too strong. I can’t control it.’ 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said with a giggle, rubbing her pretty nose against his neck. 
 
    ‘I’m serious,’ said James, too much on his dignity to laugh along with her. 
 
    ‘I’m serious too,’ Catherine said. ‘I like being your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I want to stop for a while. Maybe for a month or two, and then see how we feel.’ 
 
    ‘A month or two?’ said Catherine, dismayed at the thought and wondering if Tom Shannon was lying in bed thinking about her. 
 
    God, she hoped he was. 
 
    ‘Maybe longer,’ James continued. ‘I don’t know, maybe we should stop for good.’ 
 
    ‘Is that really what you want?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I think it is.’ 
 
    ‘You think? That’s not exactly very decisive of you, James. You’ll need to do better than that.’  
 
    ‘All right,’ he said firmly. ‘I want to stop, and that’s what we’re going to do.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, is it?’ she said, biting the lobe of his ear hard enough to make him gasp, and gripping his erection which, she noted with interest, was harder than ever.  
 
    She felt the tell-tale wetness at its tip.  
 
    All was not lost. 
 
    ‘Stop it,’ he said, anger and impatience in his voice. 
 
    ‘I think you do want to be my slave,’ she said. ‘My little maid and sissy.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t,’ he insisted. ‘This needs to stop, I mean it. I don’t want it any more.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I think you do. I think you want it very much.’’ 
 
    ‘I’ve told you, Catherine, I don’t.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ve got news for you,’ said Catherine, her fingers fluttering delightfully around his cock. ‘What you want is neither here nor there, it’s what I want that matters.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine …’ 
 
    ‘Keep quiet and listen!’ she commanded. ‘You’re being over-ruled, James, it’s as simple as that, and you’ll do as you’re told. Do you hear me?’ 
 
    He sighed wearily as if he was above such nonsense, and she tugged his nipple hard to punish his insolence. 
 
    ‘Mind your manners,’ she said severely, adopting her sternest teacher’s tone. ‘You’ll speak to me respectfully or not at all.  Do you hear me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he quickly replied, her ferocity surprising him and sending a new wave of arousal surging through his defences. 
 
    ‘Yes, who?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped. 
 
    ‘Better,’ she said, ‘much better. And don’t call me Cathy again. I don’t like it. It’s too familiar for a slave. You’ll call me Mistress at all times unless there are other people present, in which case you will call me Catherine. Have I made myself clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Now we’re getting somewhere. All you have to do is listen, do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good. Remember that and we’ll get along just fine. Now, James, here’s what’s going to happen. My mind’s made up and there’ll be no discussion. You’ll be my slave for a while longer. I enjoy being the one in charge. This time one night wasn’t enough for me, so you’ll obey me and do exactly as you’re told, or face the consequences. Is that understood?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but only for one more day,’ he said, striving to have some say in his fate. 
 
    ‘So you’re setting conditions now?’ 
 
    ‘No …’ 
 
    ‘It sounds like that to me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘So you should be. You’re in no position to set conditions. You’re a slave, for heaven’s sake. I’ve never heard anything so ridiculous, and I won’t put up with it,’ she said sternly, tugging the duvet away from him so he lay naked except for his panties. ‘Get up, get up onto your feet.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ he asked, shocked to be so cruelly exposed. 
 
    ‘You heard,’ she said with no hint of mercy. ‘Get up. This minute!’  
 
    She raised her hand and brought it down hard on his bottom. It made a satisfyingly loud smacking sound that echoed in the room. 
 
    James lay utterly still and, for a moment, Catherine thought she’d gone too far and he would refuse to obey, but then he got slowly to his feet and stood dazedly by the bed. 
 
    The shock of his eviction, and her smacking him, had softened his cock, but Catherine liked the way it looked, trapped under the thin material of her knickers, so meek and cowed. She’d always enjoyed the look and feel of his cock, but once more she found herself thinking about Tom Shannon, wondering if his cock would be bigger than her husband’s.  
 
    She hoped it would be, if only for the reason that she couldn’t help wanting her lover’s cock to be bigger than her slave’s. On a primitive, animal level, it would only be right and proper if it was. 
 
    ‘Stand up straight when I’m speaking to you,’ she commanded, aroused anew by her thoughts of another man.  
 
    James straightened his back and shoulders, a guardsman coming to attention for his queen.  
 
    He felt foolish standing by the bed wearing nothing but his wife’s panties, but the powerful feelings of shame and embarrassment aroused him in exactly the way he’d come to crave. He told himself to laugh in her face, and jump back into bed beside her – make a joke of the whole thing – but he couldn’t find the strength, and he stood before her as still as stone, awaiting her command. 
 
    ‘Hands by your side.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, urging himself to refuse yet placing his arms obediently by his side 
 
    ‘Look at me when I’m speaking.’ 
 
    James lowered his gaze and looked into his wife’s eyes, feeling a delightful weakness infect his bones and blood. Catherine was smiling but her eyes were hard and cold. The hardness in her eyes thrilled him, and he understood that he longed for her cruelty and scorn far more than he wanted love or respect. 
 
    ‘Now, James,’ said Catherine, touching herself secretly beneath the duvet, ‘I was planning on only one more day as your Mistress but, since you were presumptuous enough to try and set conditions, your service will now extend for the entire week-end. Only on Monday morning may you consider yourself a free man, and only then if I decide to set you free. Is that understood?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Until that time you will remain under the yoke, and do exactly as I say without question or complaint.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, finding a sweet pleasure in the formal authority of her language. 
 
    ‘Good. So then, are you ready to listen to me as a good and obedient slave should?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I hope for your sake you are,’ she said before going on to give her instructions.  
 
    ‘I’m going to have a lie-in this morning. While I’m sleeping you’ll drive to the supermarket and do the week’s shopping. Then you’ll come straight back home, put away the shopping, and cook me a late breakfast. You won’t eat with me,’ she announced, relishing the new thought. ‘That wouldn’t be appropriate. You’ll serve breakfast to me as my servant. After all, a Mistress shouldn’t be expected to eat at table with her slave, should she?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he agreed, thrilled by her superior manner. 
 
    ‘I’m glad you understand,’ said Catherine, both amused and aroused by her performance, and struggling to keep her face straight.  
 
    She’d never fully understood before just how much fun play-acting could be, and she was going to play her role to the hilt. 
 
    ‘And when I’ve had breakfast,’ she continued like some haughty duchess, ‘I’ll go to my study and read what you’ve come up with for my application. I’ll go through it with you and let you know if you need to do any more work.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘The rest of the week-end, well, I’ll play that by ear. I may stay in, or I may go out on a date. I haven’t made up my mind. Either way, you won’t be consulted, you do know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, feeling the room spin around him. 
 
    ‘After all, why should you be consulted? A slave has no say in the life of his Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress.’ 
 
    Her talk of going on a date frightened and hurt him deeply, yet it enslaved him anew and, to his shame, his cock grew helplessly erect, pushing up beyond the flimsy waistband of his panties, and he blushed to stand so exposed in front of his Mistress’ amused and knowing gaze. 
 
    ‘So there you are, then, James. Two whole days and nights in service to your Mistress. You’ll like that, won’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I can see that you will,’ she said, glancing mischievously at his erection. ‘Touch yourself,’ she commanded, suddenly curious to see what she’d never seen before. 
 
    ‘What?’ he exclaimed, shocked by her command. 
 
    ‘You heard. Hurry up. You’ve been given an instruction.’ 
 
    When he took hold of his cock as she’d commanded, Catherine experienced a sweet spasm of arousal. She stretched lazily and continued to touch herself beneath the bed-covers as he began to pleasure himself. 
 
    ‘Harder,’ she instructed, ‘do whatever you do when you’re alone. I want to see.’ 
 
    Closing his eyes in shame, James held his cock between his thumb and fingers in the way he had since he’d been a boy. Dizzy with arousal, he increased the speed of his strokes until he feared he would come in full and shameful view of his Mistress. 
 
    Catherine enjoyed watching him perform such a private act at her command. It aroused her and made her feel strong and powerful. She felt as if she could make him do whatever she wanted. It was a delicious feeling which convinced her more than ever not to surrender the slightest portion of the power she now held over him. 
 
    ‘Are you my slave, James?’ she asked casually. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise.’ 
 
    ‘Does it make you happy to obey me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Does it make you feel embarrassed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And ashamed’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Very ashamed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘But you like that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then I’ll have to embarrass you much more often, won’t I?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And make you ashamed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Terribly ashamed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You look very pretty in my panties.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said before he could stop himself. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ she said, her derisive laughter thrilling him to the core, and driving him to increase the speed of his strokes. 
 
    ‘Do you want to come, James? You certainly look as if you want to. Do you want to come in front of your Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered helplessly. 
 
    ‘Then you’d better ask my permission, don’t you think?’ 
 
    His rhythm slowed as he opened his eyes and looked at her in confusion. 
 
    ‘After all,’ she continued, ‘a slave can’t just come whenever he wants. He needs to have the blessing of his Mistress. Her permission. So you’d better ask me, James. Hurry up, I’m waiting.’ 
 
    The amusement in her eyes only pushed James closer to the edge. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded, ‘please may I come?’ 
 
    ‘I’m thinking about it, James,’ she said lazily, touching herself under the duvet, ‘I’m giving it serious consideration.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress. I need to come.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never seen you do this before. I’m curious, I really am. Yes, I think I’d like to see you come.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Faster, then, rub yourself faster,’ she commanded. 
 
    With a groan of desire he closed his eyes as his hand became a blur. 
 
    ‘Are you going to come, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me when you’re close.’ 
 
    ‘I’m close, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Very close?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped. ‘I’m going to … Oh, God, I’m going to come.’ 
 
    ‘Then, stop,’ she said in a very firm voice. 
 
    He opened his eyes in shock but his hand kept stroking. 
 
    ‘I said stop,’ she commanded in an even stricter tone, feeling a thrill of arousal when he obeyed, his eager cock leaping and pulsing like a newly caught fish. 
 
     James opened his eyes and gave such a pained and desperate look that she nearly relented, but it brought her a lovely feeling to deny him while her fingers were still so delightfully busy beneath the covers.  
 
    ‘Don’t give me that look,’ she said. ‘I’d love to let you come, James, really I would, but you wouldn’t be so eager to please me if I did, and a slave should always be eager to please his Mistress, don’t you think?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he muttered, choking back his disappointment. 
 
    His voice was sullen and she noticed that he hadn’t called her Mistress. 
 
    ‘You do want to be a good and obedient slave, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he replied, his voice still sullen. 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. His cock, aroused by her correction, leapt again, touching against his stomach. 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ she said with a smile, ‘it seems I’ve done you a favour, then, haven’t I? I’ve been cruel to be kind, wouldn’t you agree?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, her teasing manner turning his despair to twisted arousal. 
 
    ‘Then I think you should thank me,’ said Catherine, pressing home her advantage. ‘Come on, then, let me hear you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, glorying now in his defeat, ‘thank-you for not letting me come.’ 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome, James,’ she said. ‘After all, it’s the least I could do. Now, it’s time you got on with your duties. On you go, then.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, beginning to pull down his panties. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ she asked as if in outrage. 
 
    ‘T-taking off my panties,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘Did I give you permission to take them off?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then you’ll keep them on until I tell you otherwise.’ 
 
    ‘I need to wash … Take a shower.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ she pronounced. ‘Today I want you to smell of sex with your Mistress. Think of it as an honour and a privilege that I even let you have sex with me. Soon I may bestow that honour on a more deserving man. You know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    He looked at her with pain in his eyes but, despite his hurt, perhaps because of it, he felt an excitement so dark and powerful it enchanted him. It frightened him when she spoke of other men, made him fear he may lose her, and yet it aroused him more than he could understand or admit. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said with a shiver of foreboding. 
 
    ‘Good, and don’t forget it,’ Catherine said in her sternest voice. ‘Wearing my dirty panties will remind you of your true position in this household, wouldn’t you agree?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Not a man any more, but a sissy, my sissy-slave.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then thank me for letting you wear my dirty panties,’ said Catherine, enjoying the absurd melodrama of her dominance. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ James mumbled in exquisite shame. ‘Thank-you for letting me wear your dirty panties.’  
 
    ‘Think of them as a gift,’ said Catherine. ‘The day will come when wearing them will be your highest honour and privilege, but I think perhaps you already know that.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, I do,’ he answered in all honesty. 
 
    ‘I’m very pleased to hear it, but one more thing before you go.’ 
 
    He watched in a daze as she slid her shapely leg out from under the duvet. 
 
    ‘You may kiss my foot.’ 
 
    He stood transfixed, gazing at her slim, little foot. 
 
    ‘That’s what slaves do, isn’t it, kiss their Mistress’ feet?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hating the tremor in his voice. 
 
    ‘Just like you kissed my boots last night. Kissed and licked them like a good little slave. Do you remember?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, remembering how she’d made him kneel at her feet and kiss her leather boots. 
 
    ‘Well, what are you waiting for?’ 
 
    Immediately he flung himself to his knees and took her little foot in both hands, covering it with adoring kisses. He heard her laugh at his devotion, but her laughter only fuelled his devout attentions. Wiggling her pretty toes, she stroked the side of his face with her foot before withdrawing her leg beneath the duvet, smiling at the sight of his straining cock, and one of his balls hanging loose from her flimsy panties. 
 
    Catherine also noticed that he was kneeling on her discarded panties and tights. 
 
    ‘You may go now,’ she told him, ‘and take my dirty tights and panties with you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, picking up her dirty underwear as he got to his feet.  
 
    ‘You like tidying up after me, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Picking up my worn tights and panties?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he repeated in a trance, sinking deeper under her spell. 
 
    ‘The way they feel in your hand.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘So soft and light.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘They’re very pretty, aren’t they?’ 
 
    He blushed as he looked at the pretty garments in his hand. He tried to speak but could only make a choking sound. 
 
    ‘If you’re a good slave maybe I’ll let you wear them later. Perhaps this time I’ll let you wear my tights as well. I’m sure you’d like that since you like wearing my panties so much. Think how smooth they’ll feel against your legs. And why stop there? Perhaps I’ll find you a pretty frock or skirt, and some high-heeled shoes to match. You never know your luck.’ 
 
    He glanced at her with fear in his eyes, but quickly looked away again, unable to hold her imperious gaze. 
 
    ‘I think you’d look very nice as a girl,’ said Catherine. ‘You have a slim figure, and very nice legs if I may say so. And it’s good that your hair’s quite long. I’d brush it back in a pony-tail to show off your neck and pretty ears. I even have some old clip-on ear-rings you could wear. You’ll be a proper sissy then, won’t you, James? If you can’t be a man, maybe you’ll be happier as a pretty little sissy.’ 
 
    Once more he made a foolish choking sound, but his cock pulsed and stiffened in his panties. 
 
    ‘What did you say, James, I didn’t hear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, engulfed by another wave of submissive desire. 
 
    ‘I’m glad you agree,’ said Catherine, ‘and I want you to think about being my little girly-slave all the time you’re doing the shopping. Off you go then. You’ll find your boring man’s clothes downstairs in the hall where you left them last night.’ 
 
    James stood stock-still, bewitched by her dominance, and too stunned to move. 
 
    ‘On you go,’ she repeated impatiently, ‘hurry along.’ 
 
    She was sure he gave a little bow of his head before he turned and left the room.  
 
      
 
      
 
    EXHILARATED BY her success, Catherine laughed out loud and hugged herself. Enslaving James anew had been harder than expected but her perseverance had paid off handsomely – she had him exactly where she wanted – and she was looking forward to increasing her dominance over him in the days and weeks ahead. She felt a tingling in her blood at the prospect, and she knew with the certainty of instinct that she’d be very cruel and demanding with him, far crueller than she’d been before. And yet, despite the pleasure she found in enslaving her husband, her thoughts turned immediately to Tom Shannon. 
 
    She waited until she heard James’ car driving away before darting out of bed, and running down the stairs like a child on Christmas morning.  
 
    She searched the hallway for her hand-bag, but there was no sign of it. She saw her clothes from the night before on the chair by the hall table and her black leather boots placed neatly under the chair. James must have picked them up and tidied them away before going out. What a neat and busy little slave he was, but still she couldn’t see her hand-bag. And then she saw it, hanging from its strap over the banister at the foot of the stairs. Hurrying to open it, she rummaged through its clutter, cursing when she couldn’t find what she was searching for. 
 
    ‘It must be in my coat,’ she told herself, but there was no sign of her overcoat. She opened the cloak-room and immediately saw her coat, hanging where James must have put it. She reached into one of the pockets. Nothing. She tried the other pocket and felt a surge of excitement when her hand closed around the smooth shape of her phone.  
 
    She came back into the hallway and switched it on. 
 
    There were two text messages. 
 
    Both were from Tom Shannon. 
 
    Catherine ran upstairs and got back into bed, pulling the duvet up to her neck and holding her phone so close it almost touched her nose. 
 
    Her heart hammering, she opened the first text and read –  
 
    ‘Lovely to meet and talk at long last.’ 
 
    Hardly a declaration of undying love, Catherine thought with disappointment, but at least he’d got in touch, and she liked the sound of ‘at long last.’ It conveyed a sense of yearning, but perhaps the second text would be better. 
 
    She tapped the screen and read – 
 
    ‘Please don’t be angry with your friend for giving me your number. I used all my secret powers to compel her. Forgive us both.’ 
 
    This was much better.  
 
    She liked that he’d thought to protect Marion. It made him seem kind and gallant, but she liked even more his use of the words ‘secret powers,’ ‘compel’ and ‘forgive.’ They were strong, sensual words which evoked passion and desire, and gave Catherine the welcome sense that he was the one who’d felt compelled to get in contact with her. And there was humour there too, which made her remember his warm and easy manner. 
 
    He hadn’t asked to see her again, but he was a grown man, no longer the school-boy who’d worshipped her from afar, and she was a grown woman. He’d expect her to make up her own mind. 
 
    He’d got in touch, that was the important thing, and given her a way to get back in touch with him. 
 
    If she wanted to.  
 
    The thought of replying to his message made her shiver with excitement.  
 
    So much for being a grown woman.  
 
    She considered deleting his messages and forgetting all about him, but she knew she couldn’t do that. He’d already made too strong an impression. She considered various replies, but dismissed them as too silly or needy. She didn’t want to appear too eager, and she settled for the simple response – ‘You’re forgiven.’ 
 
    Happy with her reply, she pressed send and, feeling a warm and lazy contentment, put down her phone and fell fast asleep.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Standing outside the bedroom door, James suffered a sudden attack of nerves. He knew the woman inside was his wife and partner of many years yet he no longer thought of her as an ordinary woman, but as a superior being who existed on a plain far above him.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES HAD never enjoyed shopping in supermarkets, but this morning was different. Acutely aware of his Mistress’ panties beneath his jeans, and still under her potent spell, he found a sweetly submissive delight in searching the aisles for Catherine’s preferred foods, wines and toiletries. He loaded up his trolley with her favourite meats and cheeses, salads and fruits and wine, and he made sure to buy the soap and shampoo she liked best.  
 
    He found a particular pleasure in planning and choosing the ingredients for the delicious lunches he made for her to take to work every day. He imagined her smiling as she opened her lunch box, pleased to see the evidence of his love and devotion.  
 
    And he experienced an even deeper arousal when choosing cleaning products for the house. As he put floor-cleaner and shoe-polish and detergent and fabric conditioner into his trolley he saw himself cleaning the house for his stern Mistress, scrubbing the floors, washing and hanging up her clothes and underwear, and polishing her boots and shoes. 
 
    There was surely something alchemical about this kind of desire, James thought, the way it could transform the daily grind of housework into a rota of erotic delights. 
 
    He even found himself gazing at a special offer for a new steam iron. He already had a perfectly good iron at home, but nonetheless he was tempted by the thought of purchasing a new instrument of servitude. He put the iron into his trolley, lost in a dream of pressing Catherine’s elegant blouses and skirts while she lazed in an armchair reading a book or speaking on her phone, but he quickly came to his senses and put the iron back on its shelf.  
 
    But then he found himself at the hosiery section, transfixed by the mysterious and feminine words ‘sheer’ and ‘denier’ and such brand names as Aristoc and Pretty Polly. His mind filled with images of Catherine’s sleek and lovely legs, and the way they moved so briskly beneath the smart, tight skirts she wore to work and, even though he’d ordered her a pair of luxury Wolford tights and some Girardi Charmeuse hold-up stockings just the night before, he couldn’t resist a pair of twenty denier sheer to waist tights in a shade alluringly described as ‘Vaguely Black.’ 
 
    They looked lovely in their glossy packet, and he knew they’d look wonderful on Catherine’s strong, slim legs, or tangled up with her pretty panties in the wicker basket in the shower-room. 
 
    ‘My God,’ thought James, amazed at himself. ‘What’s happened to you? What illness have you contracted? What kind of man have you become?’ 
 
    He feared he already knew the answers to these question for, deep in his heart, he no longer saw himself as a man in any normal sense. He saw himself, not as Catherine’s husband and equal, but as her helpless slave, and obedient little maid. 
 
    He wheeled the trolley out to the car-park, and loaded the shopping into the back of his dark blue X5 BMW jeep. Even his powerful car did little to restore his sense of manhood. He looked at his watch. It was only 9.50, too early to go home and wake Catherine. He decided to go for a coffee and something to eat since, he remembered anxiously, he would not be permitted to eat breakfast with Catherine. 
 
    He bought a newspaper and went into a café where he tried to find a way back to the real world by reading the sports pages, and eating a croissant and drinking a cup of strong black coffee. But his stomach felt tense and nervous, and he couldn’t concentrate on the stories of transferred players and sacked managers. And, to make matters worse, he was uncomfortably aware of how neat and pretty the waitress looked in her black skirt and white apron. Looking around the busy café he noticed how attractive he found many of the women as they drank their coffee and chatted to their friends.  
 
    He liked the sound of their lively voices and laughter. In that moment, James reflected, any one of them could have commanded him to come home with her to serve as her slave. He doubted he could have found the strength to resist such a command.  
 
    That morning, enslaved by Catherine, he’d become the slave to every woman in the world.  
 
    Leaving the café, he crossed the road and went into a florist’s shop where he bought Catherine a dozen red roses.  
 
    Women smiled approvingly at the handsome man as he carried the bouquet to his car.  
 
    The blood-red roses lay on the passenger seat as he drove home, a reminder of his deep and abiding love for his Mistress.  
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN HE arrived home he carried the bags of shopping into the kitchen and put everything away tidily, making sure to be quiet so he wouldn’t wake Catherine.  
 
    It aroused him to think of her sleeping while he did her bidding.  
 
    He arranged the roses in a vase and put them on the table beside a copy of The Guardian newspaper which Catherine loved to read on Saturday mornings. Then he filled the coffee-maker with Catherine’s favourite dark Italian blend, then whisked up eggs, laid bacon on the grill tray, sliced a tomato and some mushrooms, and put a loaf of freshly baked wholemeal bread by the toaster, remembering to take the butter out the fridge so it would be easy to spread. He looked at his watch. It was 10.58. He didn’t want to start cooking in case the breakfast was ready before Catherine came downstairs, and so he went upstairs to see if his Mistress was awake. 
 
    Standing outside the bedroom door, James suffered a sudden attack of nerves. He knew the woman inside was his wife and partner of many years yet he no longer thought of her as an ordinary woman, but as a superior being who existed on a plain far above him.  
 
    He tapped gently on the door and waited until he heard Catherine say ‘Come in’ before he went inside. 
 
    She lay in bed smiling at him, her hair in tangles and her lovely face flushed from her slumbers. 
 
    ‘What time is it?’ she asked sleepily. 
 
    ‘Nearly eleven,’ James replied, his stomach fluttering with nervous devotion. 
 
    ‘I’m a lazy hound,’ said Catherine, stretching drowsily, ‘but I like that you knocked. A servant should always knock before entering his Mistress’ bedroom. Yes, I liked that. I’ll expect you to knock from now on.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,‘ said James, feeling a narcotic rush of arousal. 
 
    ‘Have you done the shopping already?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And put it away?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘My, you have been busy.’ 
 
    ‘Breakfast will be ready as soon as you come down.’ 
 
    Catherine smiled to herself. She liked the idea of ‘coming down’ for breakfast. It made her feel powerful and aristocratic, very much the lady of the house. 
 
     Just as it should be, she reminded herself. 
 
    ‘I’ll have a shower and get dressed. I’ll be down in ten minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, turning to leave. 
 
    ‘One more thing,’ said Catherine. 
 
    James turned and looked at her. She was so beautiful it hurt to see her. And she had that smile on her face, the mocking smile that always made him feel helpless, and weak at the knees. 
 
    ‘Take off your shirt,’ she told him. 
 
    ‘Mistress?’ he said as if he hadn’t heard her correctly. 
 
    ‘You heard,’ said Catherine, enjoying the power she held over him. 
 
    James did as he was told, taking off his shirt and laying it on the chair by the wardrobe. 
 
    ‘Your shoes and socks as well,’ said Catherine. 
 
    He knelt and took off his shoes and then his socks which he stuffed tidily inside his shoes. He stood up straight, trying to look manly and strong, yet both craving and dreading his next instruction. 
 
     Catherine looked at him for a few moments, the smile still dancing in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Now your jeans,’ she said. ‘And hurry up, it’s not a striptease.’ 
 
    Flushing with embarrassment, he took off his jeans and once more he stood before her wearing nothing but her pretty little panties. 
 
    There was nothing on earth he could do now to look manly or strong. 
 
    ‘There you are,’ she said approvingly, ‘I like to see you like that, my girly little slave all pretty in her panties.’ 
 
    It was true. It did please her to see her clever husband so reduced and exposed. It gave her a delicious sense of power. 
 
    James felt his cock stir and harden, pushing against the silky material. He closed his eyes in shame but Catherine showed no mercy. 
 
    ‘Go over to the dressing-table and open the middle drawer,’ Catherine said, taking note of his arousal. 
 
    James felt his anxiety deepen. The middle drawer was where she kept her slips and nightdresses. He told himself to refuse, to tell her he was calling a halt to their silly game, but her hold over him was too strong, and he went to her dressing-table like a man in a dream, and opened the middle drawer with a trembling hand. 
 
    ‘You’ll find a camisole in there, like a little vest,’ said Catherine. 
 
    James found a pretty full-length slip and a silk nightdress, and then a black camisole. He held it up to show his Mistress. 
 
    ‘No, not that one. A white one. More creamy than white. Keep looking.’ 
 
    James searched in the silky garments, intoxicated by the feel of the soft material, until he pulled out a pretty cream-coloured camisole. 
 
    ‘That’s the one, James,’ said Catherine, ‘now put it on.’ 
 
    ‘I c-can’t,’ said James but, even as he protested, he knew he longed for her to make him wear it. 
 
    ‘Of course you can,’ said Catherine firmly. ‘Hurry up now, don’t be slow.’ 
 
    ‘It’s too small.’ 
 
    ‘Do as you’re told. I’ll decide if it’s too small or not.’ 
 
    James pulled the pretty camisole over his head, fearful he might break the thin shoulder straps. It was tight around his chest which made him feel bound and imprisoned. 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ said Catherine. ‘A little small, but that suits you, and it matches your panties.’ 
 
    James caught sight of his reflection in the dressing-table mirror. He was a ridiculous sight. The camisole did match his panties, and not only in colour. Both were edged with the same pretty lace hem. There was a gap of several inches between the camisole and the waistband of his panties which made him feel all the more foolish and feminine. 
 
    And yet he loved looking so foolish for the amusement of his beautiful Mistress. 
 
    It was the truth and he couldn’t deny it. 
 
    ‘Why do I like this so much?’ he asked himself. ‘Why am I so weak?’  
 
    Unable to answer his own questions, he waited like a condemned man for his next command. 
 
    ‘That’s much better,’ said Catherine, pulling back the duvet and getting out of bed. 
 
    As she walked towards him, James marvelled at her beauty and grace. Her thick, tangled hair hung down to her shoulders, and a strap of her slip had slipped onto her arm, uncovering one of her lovely breasts. She didn’t bother to pull up the strap, and she smiled at her servant, and kissed him, her breath warm and sweet, before whispering in his ear, ‘I’m going for a shower now. Go and make my breakfast like a good little slave. I’ll be down in ten minutes.’ 
 
    Not trusting himself to speak, James gave a little bow of his head, then turned and left the bedroom. As he went downstairs, he tried to think only of preparing breakfast for his Mistress, but all he could see was her knowing smile, and her lovely figure beneath her clinging slip. 
 
     Catherine forgot about her slave as soon as he left the room. Her thoughts turning in an instant to Tom Shannon, she dashed back to bed where she found her phone under a pillow. She gave a little cry of excitement when she saw there was another message from him.  
 
    Sitting on the bed to steady herself, she took a deep breath before opening the text to read – 
 
    ‘The Red Fox on Hill Street. Tonight at 8.’ 
 
    She felt a flash of anger at the command, yet arousal flared inside her.  
 
    He hadn’t asked her to come. 
 
    He’d told her.  
 
    She didn’t like being told what to do, but it excited her all the same. She could always refuse, of course, or just not go, but she was already reminding herself where The Red Fox pub was, at the top of Hill Street near to the town centre, and she was smiling like a fool as she took off her slip and pearls and stepped into the shower.  
 
      
 
      
 
    HIS HEART hammering, James worked in the kitchen like a new maid nervous of displeasing her Mistress.  
 
    The house had a large garden and was set well back from the road, and the kitchen was situated at the rear of the building, so there was no possibility of any passer-by looking in and seeing him in his pretty underwear. All the same, he felt fearful and apprehensive. As he switched on the coffee-maker and slid the bacon under the grill, he reminded himself that the mail had already been delivered that morning, the window-cleaners never came on a Saturday, they were expecting no visitors, and their children had made no arrangements to come home for the week-end. 
 
    Wearing women’s clothes was bad enough, but being seen in them would shame him to death. 
 
    He put butter on a small plate and set it on the table with a pot of marmalade. He set a place with a knife and fork, finding a dark pleasure in the thought of her eating alone at table. She was right, he told himself. He was only a slave, and had no place at table with his Mistress. 
 
     He squeezed four small oranges and set the glass of juice by her place, ready for her when she came down. As the minutes ticked by, he adjusted the vase of roses and the newspaper with devout precision, every sense alert for the sound of Catherine’s footsteps on the stairs. 
 
     When at last he heard her, his whole body began to tremble. In an effort to earth his excitement, he put slices of bread on to toast, turned the bacon under the grill, adding a sliced tomato, and lit the flame under the small pan he used to make scrambled eggs, and the frying-pan for the mushrooms. 
 
    ‘Oh, this is lovely,’ said Catherine as she came into the kitchen. ‘What lovely smells, and you’ve bought me roses. Thank-you, James, that really is very sweet of you.’ 
 
    Her beauty took his breath away. Her hair still slick and shining from her shower, she’d dressed casually in a soft woollen jumper with a loose skirt and dark hose. She was carrying the knee-length black boots she’d worn the night before, and she sat down and put them on with unhurried grace. When she zipped them up, and flicked her skirt over her knees, James felt his heart miss a beat. 
 
    ‘You’ve bought me tights,’ said Catherine, seeing the glossy packet on the work-top by the table. ‘And in a lovely shade too. What a thoughtful slave you are, buying nylons for your Mistress. I may be going out again tonight. If I do, I’ll be sure to wear them. I‘ll enjoy wearing them all the more, knowing you’ve bought them for me.’ 
 
    She smiled at him but he could think of nothing to say. He could only stare at her adoringly, just glad to be in her presence. 
 
    ‘I’m starving,’ Catherine said, coming over to him as he fried the mushrooms and stirred the eggs before turning off the heat so they wouldn’t stick to the pan. ‘There’s only one thing missing,’ she said mysteriously, opening a drawer and rummaging inside. With a triumphant flourish, she produced a flimsy strip of white cloth.  James thought it must be a napkin until she held it at her waist and bent one knee prettily in front of the other in a dainty curtsey. 
 
     The white cloth was a delicate little apron edged with a lace hem. The sight of it alarmed and aroused James in equal measure. 
 
    ‘Well, how do I look?’ Catherine asked, a mischievous gleam in her eyes. 
 
    ‘You look lovely,’ said James.  
 
    And she truly was lovely. The little apron made her look gloriously sweet and feminine. 
 
    ‘I’m glad you like it,’ she said, quickly placing the apron around his waist before pulling it tight and tying it with a large bow. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ James exclaimed in astonishment.  
 
    ‘You really didn’t think I’d be the one wearing this,’ said Catherine, adjusting the bow so that it hung to her satisfaction. 
 
    ‘Please, don’t,’ said James, but with no authority in his voice. 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly. You’ll wear it if I tell you to,’ Catherine insisted, ‘and don’t pretend you don’t like it.’  
 
    ‘I can’t wear it,’ James pleaded, wondering why he didn’t just take it off. 
 
    ‘I’ll hear no more about it,’ said Catherine, enforcing her authority. ‘And you’d better not burn my bacon.’ 
 
    James rushed to take out the grill. Luckily the bacon was cooked in just the way Catherine liked – crisp at the edges but not overdone in the middle. Taking quick, nervous breaths, he buttered a slice of toast, and covered it with the scrambled eggs, then dusted the eggs with freshly ground black pepper, and added the bacon and tomato and mushrooms, before carrying the plate to table. 
 
    Catherine was seated, enjoying her freshly squeezed orange-juice. ‘Don’t forget my coffee,’ she said as he set the plate before her. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ James mumbled, enjoying the sting of her reminder. 
 
    As he fetched the coffee-pot, James was acutely aware of the apron’s bow tickling the backs of his thighs while the lacy hem brushed the fronts of his legs above his knees. A part of him hated the feeling. It demeaned him utterly, made him feel weak and effeminate and yet, to his despair, another, deeper part of him was thrilled by the feeling, and the surge of submissive arousal it brought him.  
 
    He hated to admit it, but he loved being treated like this. He longed for Catherine to tease and torment him, and show him no mercy. 
 
    None at all. 
 
    ‘Oh, I could get used to this,’ said Catherine, eating her breakfast with a hearty appetite. ‘Being run after hand and foot by a pretty little maid, who wouldn’t like it? You’d better be careful, James, I’m warning you. This is an arrangement I may come to like very much. You really had better be careful – very, very careful – or I may just decide to make it permanent.’ 
 
    She smiled up at James as he poured her coffee, and saw that he was concentrating too hard on not spilling to notice her smile.  
 
    ‘My God, he really is my slave,’ Catherine thought in some amazement. ‘I could do it, I really could. There’s nothing to stop me. I could make him into my obedient little slave.’ 
 
    ‘This is delicious, James, truly it is,’ the Mistress told her slave. 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you,’ James stammered, blushing with pleasure at her praise. 
 
    ‘But don’t stand over me,’ Catherine said as she sipped her coffee. ‘I want to read the newspaper and enjoy my breakfast. A good maid has to learn to be invisible.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then go and stand where I can’t see you.’ 
 
    James retreated obediently to the sink and stood in silence, awaiting further commands. Looking down at his pretty apron he began to shiver with excitement. He took deep, slow breaths, and made himself be still. 
 
    Catherine turned the pages of the newspaper, but she couldn’t take anything in. It wasn’t James’ appearance or submission that distracted her, it was the thought of meeting Tom Shannon that  evening.  
 
    A dark and secret excitement burned inside her like a fever. 
 
    And so she remained only dimly aware of her husband’s adoring presence as she ate her breakfast, and dreamed of another man. 
 
    But James’ heart and mind were possessed entirely by his lovely Mistress. Trapped in his pretty apron, he watched her out of the corner of his eye, marvelling at her slim figure, and delighting in the pleasure she took in the food he’d cooked for her. He hated himself for being such a fool, yet he yearned for her to mock and scold him, and crush what was left of his stupid pride. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said when her plate was empty, ‘that was delicious. You can cook me a breakfast like that any time you like. Every morning if you want. I’d certainly like it if you did. Would you like to do that for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered truthfully.  
 
    He could think of nothing he’d like more. 
 
    ‘Well, who knows?’ she said with a smile, ‘perhaps it can be arranged.’ 
 
    She rose from the table and walked towards him. She liked the way he couldn’t hold her gaze, his eyes falling instead to her lovely legs framed enticingly by her swaying skirt. 
 
    Without any ado, she reached under his apron and took hold of his cock as if she owned it, making him gasp in pleasure and surprise. 
 
    ‘It’s alright, little slave,’ she assured him. ‘I’m only rewarding you for buying me flowers and cooking me such a lovely breakfast. I could make you come right now,’ she said, caressing his jutting cock, ‘make you come in your panties and apron. I’m sure you’d enjoy that.’ 
 
    James couldn’t think let alone speak. 
 
    ‘Yes, I’m sure you’d enjoy it very much,’ Catherine said, playing her role to the full. ‘Or I suppose I could let you fuck me. Would you like that? If I bent over the table, and pulled up my skirt and let you fuck me right here and now?’ 
 
    ‘God, yes,’ James gasped, fearful he would come in her hand. 
 
    ‘Well, I’m sorry to disappoint you,’ she said cruelly, her eyes still smiling. ‘I’m afraid I have someone else in mind for that.’ 
 
    She saw him wince as if lashed by her words, but his pain only inflamed her arousal. 
 
    ‘A slave doesn’t fuck his Mistress. Of course he doesn’t. Why should he? She has a real man to do that.’ 
 
    Catherine felt him thrust against her hand. She knew he was about to come, and so she let go of him, enjoying the sound of his despairing groan. 
 
    ‘No, slave, not yet,’ she said in her best bored voice. ‘But perhaps later I’ll let you kneel and look up my skirt. If you’re very good, I might let you kiss my panties. That’s what you like best, isn’t it, kneeling at my feet looking up my skirt? Come on, now, tell the truth.’ 
 
    He made a choking sound mid-way between a cough and a sob. 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon,’ she said, an amused glint in her eyes, ‘I didn’t hear you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, so far under her spell he feared he might drown. 
 
    ‘God help me,’ James thought in a panic, ‘it is what I like best. To kneel at her feet, peering and peeking like a ridiculous fool. She understands me better than I understand myself. I’ve become a weak and foolish man unworthy of her love, and there’s nothing I can do about it.’ 
 
    It was a terrifying revelation, yet it brought him an exquisite thrill of arousal. 
 
    ‘Well, you’ve got that to look forward to, then, haven’t you?‘ said Catherine, a smile on her lips as she kissed him, before patting him on his panty-clad bottom. ‘Run along now, and tidy up in here, then bring me coffee in my study. I’m going to read over the work you’ve done on my application.’ 
 
    And with that she was gone, her pretty cotton skirt swirling around her knees as she left the kitchen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘I’m afraid being sorry is not enough. Not nearly enough.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN JAMES brought her coffee in the room that used to be his study, his panties and camisole, and the little apron tied so tightly around his waist, made him feel like a lady’s-maid. His Mistress didn’t even look up from the screen as he put the coffee cup down beside her, yet her hand slid onto his thigh, stroking him absent-mindedly while she looked over his work from the night before. 
 
    She made the occasional comment as she read, mostly complimentary, only moving her hand from his thigh a few times to type in the appropriate jargon or make a small correction. When she reached the end of the application her hand was rubbing his buttocks through his panties in a lazy, proprietorial fashion. 
 
    ‘Well, James, you’ve outdone yourself, you really have. I can only say thank-you, and well done.’ 
 
    James blushed at her praise. It gave him the greatest satisfaction to know she was pleased with his work. 
 
    And Catherine really was pleased with him.  
 
    Before reading over the application she’d made up her mind not to bother applying – it would be a waste of time – but his crisp, unfussy presentation made her into a strong and progressive candidate for the head-teacher’s post. She still didn’t believe she had the slightest chance of getting the job, but she no longer feared she would embarrass herself by applying.  
 
    He had targeted the two principal areas of criticism in the inspector’s report – the lack of adequate provision for the less able pupils, and the general lack of involvement and success in sports across all age-groups. He’d addressed the first criticism by suggesting that each of the six depute head-teachers should return to the classroom for five periods a week – he knew Catherine believed strongly in senior management continuing to teach, and this would free up money for another support teacher to help struggling pupils – and he’d addressed the second area of criticism by outlining how the school might forge strong relations with the professional rugby and football teams in the town. 
 
    Catherine couldn’t argue with his ideas. In fact, she would be more than happy to implement them if given the chance.  
 
    She noticed a little asterisk in the further information section with the words ‘general’s baton’ beside it. ‘What’s this?’ she asked, pointing to the words on the screen with one hand while continuing to stroke his firm buttocks with the other. 
 
    ‘You don’t need to mention it in your application,‘ James explained, forcing himself to concentrate, ‘but if you get to interview, then the fact that you’re a woman will be the elephant in the room. It might be best not to bring it up at all but, if you do, perhaps you could couch it in terms of Napoleon’s saying, ‘In my army every soldier carries a general’s baton in his knapsack.’ 
 
    ‘I could start by saying I’d expect them to give the job to the strongest candidate regardless of sex,’ Catherine reflected. 
 
    ‘Yes, that would be clever,‘ said James, ‘and then perhaps go on to refer to the general’s baton, making it clear that the appointment of a woman head-teacher would be a timely decision likely to inspire all the other female teachers in the region, who I believe are more than fifty per cent of their staff.’ 
 
    ‘It’s an interesting thought, James, and I’ll certainly bear it in mind,’ Catherine said, deleting the note from her form, and reminding him of his reduced status by patting him on the bottom.  
 
    She knew she should read it all through again, but she hated these forms, and besides, she had other things on her mind.  
 
    ‘To Hell with it,‘ she said, pressing send, ‘nothing ventured, nothing gained.’ 
 
    She felt better now that she‘d sent the application, but the rest of the day stretched ahead of her. What was she going to do with her eager slave? And what was she going to decide about Tom Shannon? 
 
    On impulse she typed ‘Female Domination’ into the search box on the screen and, to her amazement, was immediately offered links to many thousands of websites.  
 
    ‘Well, James,’ said Catherine, who had never made this kind of search before, ‘it seems we’re not alone.’ 
 
    She opened several of the websites to reveal images of cold-faced women wearing stockings and high-heels, and usually brandishing whips.  
 
    ‘Are you attracted to these kinds of women?’ Catherine asked, genuinely curious to hear his answer. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ James replied truthfully. He had looked at such sites but had never found them appealing. He much preferred images of women in elegant, everyday clothes, although he found it arousing when they wore cold and haughty expressions on their faces. Then he could imagine being their lowly servant in the same way he longed to be Catherine’s slave.  
 
    Fashion models often wore the ‘look but don’t touch’ expressions which fitted so well with his submissive desires, and he imagined them treating him coldly as if he wasn’t worthy of their time or respect. And so, on the few occasions when he did search the web for erotic images, he didn’t visit pornographic or fetish sites, he searched for online retailers of expensive ladies fashion and lingerie. Those were the sites where he found, not only images of the kind of elegant, imperious women that haunted his imagination, but where he might from time to time buy gifts worthy of his lovely wife. 
 
    Becoming impatient, Catherine changed her search to ‘Dominant Wives’ only to be presented with sites very similar to those she’d already seen. She was on the point of shutting down the computer when she caught sight of a website called ‘Maitresse’ with the subtitle, ‘for women who dare to take charge.’  
 
    She opened the site, expecting to find more high-heels and whips, but found instead a long list of carefully selected links to both online clothing and fetish stores. She liked the way the ordinary world of women’s fashion co-existed guiltlessly alongside a darker world of fetish and eroticism. It was a union which seemed to mirror her own life. 
 
    The clothing sites included Catherine’s favourites, Hobbs and Jigsaw, where she often bought clothes for work, and the online lingerie sites for Gossard and Wolford. Her curiosity piqued, Catherine clicked on ‘Toys’ and her eye fell on a link intriguingly titled ‘Queening-Stool‘ with a sub-heading which read ‘putting him under.’  
 
    Fascinated, if a little alarmed at what she might find, she clicked on the link and laughed in amazement when she saw the image of a wooden chair cut with a hole in its seat, and an adjustable head-sling beneath, so that the slave could be restrained beneath his Mistress where he would have no choice but to worship her with his mouth and tongue. She found the contraption shocking but oddly exciting in its purpose-built precision. No slave trapped under his Queen and Mistress in such a way would ever again doubt who was in charge of their relationship. 
 
    She scrolled down and found two images of the wicked contraption in use. In the first, a woman sat fully clothed watching television and drinking a glass of wine while her naked slave lay beneath her. In the second, she’d hitched up her skirt and taken down her panties and hose so that her trapped slave had no choice but to worship her nakedness. As she dominated him in this way, she was laughing and talking on her phone as if completely unaware of her worshipper. It was a detail that aroused Catherine, and she clenched the tops of her thighs together, bringing herself a secret pleasure. 
 
    Who could the woman be talking to on her phone? 
 
    Her sister? A friend? Neither, Catherine felt sure. 
 
    She was talking to her lover. 
 
    Catherine scrolled down to see that the queening-stool, despite its high price, had over thirty reviews by purchasers, most of them very favourable. This wasn’t fantasy, she concluded in surprise. This was real. 
 
    ‘What do you think, James?’ said Catherine, reached between his legs and squeezing his balls through his panties. ‘Would you like me to buy you one of these?’ 
 
    He swallowed but didn’t speak which made Catherine smile. She was taking pleasure in her search. She’d always considered such things beneath her, and it came as a real surprise to find so many shops and businesses dedicated to the idea of female supremacy.  
 
    She clicked on the heading ‘Chastity and Restraint’ and the screen immediately offered her a selection of chastity devices for men. ‘God, I’m an ignorant woman,’ Catherine said, more amused now than shocked. ‘I didn’t know such things existed except for the wives of crusaders.’ 
 
    James watched her search in fascinated horror. He sensed a new power and purpose in his wife, a power that could enslave him utterly.  
 
    Many of the restraining cock-rings and cages were fashioned from silicone or plastic, but others were made in polished steel. 
 
     Catherine much preferred the look of the steel devices. Not only were they more appealing to the eye but they also looked as if they truly meant business. There were various statements from Mistresses and wives testifying to the quality of their chosen devices, and their efficiency as a means of reinforcing the submission of their husbands and slaves.  
 
    ‘Listen to this, James,’ Catherine said, before reading aloud one of the testimonies for the highest-rated device, still caressing James through his panties as she read. 
 
    ‘From the moment I fitted my husband with The Jailbird, he became more than my slave. He became my property. He was unhappy at first, but that was only to be expected. He thought it was a game, and I was going to unlock him soon, but I already knew deep down I would never unlock him. It was too much fun to have him in my power, and to be able to tease and torment him whenever I wanted. For a while I had to scold him to stop him begging for release. I even gagged him with my panties, but after about ten days of wearing his cage something changed inside him, and he seemed to accept his fate. I think he understood I was never going to unlock him, or see him as my husband again, as a proper man. ‘This is how it is for you now, David,’ I told him. ‘You’d better get used to it because it’s never going to change.’ He doesn’t think about himself any more, he thinks only of me which is how I like it. I wear my sexiest clothes around the house or when I go out on a date. It’s lovely knowing he can’t get hard in his little cage. He became very good with his tongue which I really enjoyed as he’d never kissed me like that before, but now I don’t even let him worship me like that. Now that I know how much he wants to, it’s much more fun not to let him. He helps me get dressed for my nights out and sometimes he starts to cry when he sees how good I look in my tight dresses and pretty underwear, but I just laugh at him, and I get very angry if he ever tries to touch me. I don’t see him as a man any more, and I can do what I like. The funny thing is, the crueller I am, the more he loves me. He worships the ground I walk on, and does everything in the house. I never have to lift a finger. Think of that, girls. The cooking, the shopping, the laundry. Everything.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like someone I know,’ said Catherine in a wicked aside, before reading on. 
 
    ‘I only let him use the old bathroom in the back of the house where there’s no hot water. The bars of his cage allow him to wash and shower without finding any relief. He doesn’t sleep in my bed any more. Why should he? What use would he be? I make him sleep on a camp-bed in the laundry-room, and I have a little hand-bell for when I need anything. I love to see him come running when I ring it. He waits on me hand and foot, does anything I tell him. I know it’s wicked, but I love the feeling of power it gives me, and my lover likes it too. He’d always been jealous of my husband, but now David’s locked away for good, my lover knows I belong only to him, and he’s become the man in my life. We’ve taken to dressing poor David in my old underwear and dresses, and calling him names. He looks such a fool we can’t help being bad to him. We’ve talked of buying a whip or a cane. I think it’s only a matter of time before we do. Sometimes we let him watch us in bed. It’s lovely making him watch, knowing he can never have what he most wants. There’s no feeling like it. And so, ladies, I can honestly say The Jailbird has changed my life in ways I could never have imagined. Go on, girls. Treat yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Well, James, what do you think?’ said Catherine through laughter. ‘This can’t be real, can it? Surely not.’ 
 
    When James didn’t answer, Catherine looked up from the screen and saw that his face was flushed, and he couldn’t look her in the eye. ‘What’s the matter?’ she asked. ‘Are you all right?’ 
 
    James wasn’t all right.  
 
    His head was spinning and he didn’t know what to say. He knew perfectly well that what Catherine had just read out was the worst kind of nonsense, a preposterous, cooked-up fantasy of female authority and male submission, but nonetheless he’d found it horribly arousing, and he felt profoundly disappointed with himself. He’d always considered himself an intelligent man, strong and successful, but here he was, aroused by a badly written sales pitch for a sex toy.  
 
    It was ridiculous. 
 
    No, it was worse than ridiculous.  
 
    It was completely and utterly shameful. 
 
    Catherine slid her hand under his pretty apron to the erection jutting from his panties. ‘Ah,’ she said knowingly, ’here’s the trouble. Did my little slave like hearing about the cruel lady locking her husband away? Well, did he?’  
 
    ‘I don’t … I’m not …’ James protested, not knowing what he was trying to say. 
 
    ‘You can tell the truth, James,’ Catherine said soothingly, caressing his rigid cock. ‘I won’t mind if you do. In fact, I’d prefer it if you did. It’s best not to have secrets from each other. Would you like it if I locked your cock away so you couldn’t come, so you couldn’t be a proper man any more? Just a slave. My little sissy-slave.’ 
 
    ‘N-no …’ he managed to say. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ Catherine asked, feeling the tell-tale pulsing of his cock. ‘I wouldn’t have any objections, if it’s what you’d like. It might be fun to try something new. Just think, I could lock you up and hide the key. Or wear it on a necklace around my neck so you could see it, but never have it. People would ask me what the key was for, and you’d never know if I was going to tell them the truth or not. Perhaps,’ she said with a smile, ‘I’d say it was the key to my husband’s heart.’ 
 
    ‘I d-don’t … I don’t want that,’ James insisted, terrified of what he really wanted, and the fearful power of his desire. 
 
    ‘But I think I might like it,’ said Catherine.  
 
    She wasn’t really being serious, but she was surprised at how much she’d relished the description of the wife’s dominance and the husband’s chastity, and the image of the wife and lover in bed while her husband looked on helplessly. It struck a chord with her, reminding her of her dream of making love with a handsome stranger in a car-park at night while James looked on. 
 
    And it made her think of Tom Shannon. 
 
    She’d never looked at web-sites like these before – had never thought she ever would – but she was finding a guilty pleasure in the experience. ‘I tell you what, James, if you don’t want to buy it for yourself, then buy it for me. I have a feeling I might enjoy locking you up.’ 
 
    She laughed to see the fear come into his eyes. 
 
    ‘Oh, don’t worry,’ she reassured him, ‘you don’t have to buy it if you don’t want to. It’s not a direct instruction, but if you do buy it, think of it as a present for me. A gift for your Mistress.’ 
 
    James nodded in response, hoping she would change the subject.  
 
    ‘Very good,’ said Catherine, turning back to the screen, but what I’m really looking for is  … Ah, here we are.’  
 
    She’d seen a heading entitled ‘Riding-crops.’  
 
    The web-site was in German, and it displayed a selection of hand-crafted leather riding-crops. It made no mention of sex or dominance, and seemed to be a site for genuine horse-riders. Somehow that made the items on view all the more erotic as if their true purpose was hidden behind a veil of respectability – until Catherine saw the prices. The brown leather crop she was admiring had a price of 250 Euros, and it was by no means the most expensive. 
 
    ‘Dear God,’ said Catherine, ‘do you see how much these cost? I could buy one in the riding-shop in town for a fraction of the price. If only you’d found my old crop.’ 
 
    She felt James shift awkwardly. 
 
    ‘What is it?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘I d-did find it,’ he confessed, suddenly compelled to tell the truth. 
 
    ‘What?’ Catherine asked in amazement.  
 
    James was a scrupulously honest man. She’d never known him tell a lie. 
 
    ‘I found it last night when you were out,’ he said. ‘In an old suitcase in the cellar.’ 
 
    ‘Then why on earth didn’t you tell me?’ Catherine said, curious to hear his answer. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘And so you should be,’ she said, exaggerating her disappointment in his behaviour. ‘Were you frightened, was that it? Frightened I’d hurt you?’ 
 
    ‘I might have been. You seemed so …’ He stopped himself from saying any more. 
 
    ‘What, drunk?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Maybe a little,’ he said meekly, not wishing to say anything against his Mistress. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s true, I was drunk. More than a little. You probably did the right thing. I’ve never beaten anyone before. The state I was in, I’d probably have put you in hospital. But all the same, I’m surprised you lied to me. It’s really not like you, James.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said with genuine contrition.  
 
    He loved and adored his beautiful Mistress, and wanted always to speak the truth to her. 
 
    ‘I’m sure you are, James, but I really can’t let this go. You understand that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, feeling faint with arousal. 
 
    ‘Lying to your Mistress is a very serious offence.’ 
 
    He swallowed, and nodded in agreement.  
 
    ‘I know,’ he said. 
 
    ‘If I let this go there’s no knowing where it might end. I’d never be sure if I could believe you or not. I’m afraid I’m going to have to punish you quite severely. You need to understand that you can never, under any circumstances, tell lies to your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m afraid being sorry is not enough. Not nearly enough.’ 
 
    As she stood from the desk, Catherine barely managed to keep her face straight. Her performance was so preposterous she felt sure they would both dissolve into laughter yet, when she saw the fear and devotion in his eyes, she understood that, for him at least, it was no performance. 
 
    And perhaps it was no performance for her either, for she’d enjoyed saying the word ‘severely’, liked the way it had felt leaving her mouth, and she felt a growing excitement as she led the way out of the study, across the hall and down the narrow stairs to the cellar. 
 
    James followed obediently, feeling foolish in his pretty underwear and apron, yet utterly enchanted by Catherine’s lovely figure, and her slim legs in her black leather boots. 
 
    ‘Well, then, where did you find it?’ she asked as she switched on the lights in the cellar. 
 
    ‘In here,’ James muttered, going into the small side-room off the main cellar. 
 
    While he rummaged in the side-room, Catherine looked round at the chaotic stacks of old furniture and boxes containing so many reminders of her children, and her married life with James. She felt a nostalgic fondness for the bygone years. James had been a loyal, loving husband, and a good provider. It had been a happy marriage, and she’d loved raising her children, but a stronger feeling eclipsed her nostalgia – a longing to move on, to make a fresh start, and begin a new part of her life. 
 
    She’d had all this and it had been good. 
 
    Now she wanted something else. Something new. Something more. 
 
    One thought, one name, filled her mind so that a radiance came into her face. 
 
    Tom Shannon. 
 
    ‘It’s in here,’ said James, carrying a battered suitcase from the side-room. He put it down on an old high chair and snapped open its brass catches. Lifting out the brown leather riding-crop, he handed it to Catherine. 
 
    ‘What a lovely old thing it is,’ said Catherine enjoying the feel of the crop in her hand as she whisked it through the air. ‘And are those my jodhpurs too?’ she said, taking them out of the suitcase and holding them against her. ‘They’ll never fit me now.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure they will,’ said James, remembering how lovely she looked in them. 
 
    ‘Flattery will get you nowhere,’ said Catherine. ‘I’m going to punish you, and there’s no getting out of it, but what was that little room?’ Catherine asked, curious about the side-room with its heavy door and large, rusty key. 
 
    ‘The previous owner kept expensive wines,’ said James. ‘That’s where he stored them.’ 
 
    ‘Under lock and key?’ said Catherine, going into the side-room. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said James, suddenly uneasy. 
 
    ‘I can think of something else I could keep under lock and key,’ said Catherine, a gleam in her eyes as she looked round the room with its bare stone walls. ‘Or perhaps I should say someone. Can you think of who it might be?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he lied. 
 
    ‘Oh, well, I’m sure it will come to you?’ she said archly. ‘Later on today, I want you to clear everything out of here. It shouldn’t take you long.‘  
 
    She tugged at the heavy door. It was jammed open against the wall, and wouldn’t budge an inch.  
 
    ‘And make sure the door works, and the lock too. Oil it if you have to.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Very good. Now, follow me,’ she said, going back into the main cellar and climbing the stairs to the house. ‘I’m sure you’ll want to get this over with as soon as possible.’ 
 
    She tapped the riding-crop against a booted calf as she climbed the stairs. She knew it was a corny thing to do but nonetheless it gave her a thrill of excitement. She was surprised not to feel any nerves at the prospect of beating a man for the first time. On the contrary, she was looking forward to having her husband so cruelly at her mercy. 
 
    James followed her obediently, adoringly. He didn’t know if he was in a wonderful dream or terrifying nightmare. 
 
    ‘Come on, then, let’s be having you,’ Catherine said, leading the way into the sitting-room.  
 
    James came into the room and stood like a fool in his apron and pretty underwear. He couldn’t believe this was happening. He told himself it must truly be a dream, just like his dream of going down in quicksand while Catherine looked on and left him to his fate. 
 
    He began to feel more fearful than aroused, and hoped he would soon wake from his dream. 
 
    Rolling up her sleeve, Catherine flicked the crop through the air, enjoying the hissing sound it made. Impatient to get on with things, she looked round the room for a suitable place of punishment. She thought about ordering him to lie across the arm-rest of the settee or one of the armchairs, but she wanted him in a central position where she could walk around him, and have all parts of him entirely at her mercy. 
 
    She felt her sexual power strongly within her. Just walking aroused her, made her wet between her legs. She’d never beaten James before, never beaten anyone, yet she felt utterly sure of herself, as if this moment had been coming for a long, long time. 
 
    She put her foot on a large leather pouffe and pushed it into the middle of the room. 
 
    ‘Kneel down and lay your chest here,’ Catherine said briskly, tapping the pouffe with the looped tongue of her crop. 
 
    James told himself to refuse. He couldn’t give in to her like this. It was ridiculous, impossible. 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she said, ‘I haven’t got all day.’ 
 
    This time James urged himself to laugh in her face, and yet he felt himself sink slowly to his knees, and lay his chest across the stool as he’d been told, presenting himself for punishment. 
 
    He heard her laugh, a haunting sound that cut his pride like a blade, yet thrilled him to the core. He hated being humbled in this way, but he longed for more of  her cruelty. 
 
    Much more. 
 
    ‘Well, well, James, what a sight you are,’ Catherine said, walking slowly around him, enjoying the feel of her skirt swaying at her knees. ‘If you could see yourself, with your bottom in the air in my pretty little panties. Not to mention your apron tied round your waist.’  
 
    She flicked the apron’s bow out of the way with her crop, giving her a clear view of his panty-clad buttocks, and walked in front of him so he could see her pretty feet and legs in her black boots. 
 
    ‘So here we are, James,’ she said. ‘You on your knees, and me standing over you with a whip in my hand. I suppose it had to come to this one day. We’ve never done anything like it before, and yet it feels like the most natural thing in the world, wouldn’t you agree? All roads lead to Rome, as they say.’ 
 
    She lifted her foot and placed the toe of her boot on the stool a few inches from his mouth. 
 
    ‘I think we discovered last night how much you enjoy kissing my boots. You do remember kissing them, don’t you, James? On your knees in the hall at the foot of the stairs?’ 
 
    James made a strange animal sound which she took to be ‘yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ she said, ‘what are you waiting for?’ 
 
    Catherine smiled to see him stretch forward and place his lips on the toe of her boot. It was a lovely feeling to have him so deeply in her power. 
 
    ‘That’s good, James, but I’d like a longer kiss. Prove to me what a slave you are. Go on. Show me how much you love your Mistress?’ 
 
    He opened his lips and pressed them hungrily against the black leather as if it was the smooth flesh of a beautiful woman. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it,’ she said warmly, welcoming his submission, ‘but don’t just kiss my boot. Lick it. Show me what a slave you really are. Lick it with your tongue.’ 
 
    Utterly enslaved, James worshipped her boot with his tongue, thrilled by the taste of dust and leather.  
 
    It was the taste of shame and degradation, and he adored it. 
 
    ‘Now the other one,’ Catherine said calmly, replacing one object of devotion with another. ‘Make it shine, make it gleam.’ 
 
    His mouth fell on her other boot with even greater hunger so that it soon glistened with his saliva. 
 
    ‘That’s enough,’ she said, withdrawing her boot from his hungry mouth, ‘I think you’re ready now.’  
 
    She walked slowly to one side of him, pleased at the way his gaze followed her boots. 
 
    ‘Are you ready, James?’ she asked. ‘Ready for your punishment?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a tremulous voice. 
 
    ‘Louder,’ she said coldly. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he almost shouted. 
 
    ‘Very good,’ said Catherine, stroking his neck and shoulders with her crop. ‘But you’re still wearing your panties. That won’t do, will it? Should I take them down, or would you like to do that?’ 
 
    Once more he made a sound like a muffled sob. 
 
    ‘I think you should take them down, James. Yes, I think that will be best. It will show me that you accept my discipline and authority, and you’re ready and willing to suffer for your Mistress. Don’t you agree, James?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered, once more feeling the room spin around him. 
 
    ‘Well, then,‘ she said, ‘what are you waiting for? Take down your panties.’ 
 
    It no longer entered his mind to disobey.  
 
    He reached back, hooked his thumbs into the pretty white panties, and pulled them down to his knees. The flimsy waistband caught for a second on his jutting cock, adding to his shame and arousal. 
 
    Catherine smiled at the sight of his erection, pleased to see how excited he was by his surrender. It added to her conviction that she was leading their marriage in the right direction. 
 
    She slipped the tip of her crop under his camisole and pushed its pretty hem up to his shoulders, admiring his smooth skin under the thin straps, and his well-muscled back and buttocks. 
 
    ‘I’m going to punish you now, James,’ she said, laying the crop  across his bare buttocks to steady her aim, ‘and I’m not expecting any cries or tears. Be brave for your Mistress. No whimpering, do you hear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a voice very close to a whimper. 
 
    She lifted the crop and brought it down on her husband’s bare flesh. It made a disappointing sound, more like a slap than the ringing crack she hoped to hear. She delivered four more blows in rapid succession but James gave no reaction. He hardly seemed to feel any pain at all. 
 
    In truth, the blows did sting James, but the pain was far from unbearable and he felt sure he’d be able to endure his punishment in a brave and manly fashion. If he could only do that, he told himself, then he could at least survive the ordeal with some dignity and pride intact. 
 
    Catherine took half a step backwards, and then another full step to the side, until she stood almost level with James’ bare bottom. She made a few practise strokes through the air, swinging the crop harder, and adding a little flick of her wrist at the end of the stroke. As a girl she’d been in the English Schools’ badminton team, and she tried to imagine her crop striking her husband the way her racket used to strike the shuttlecock for a winning slam. 
 
    As with many sports, she told herself, beating her husband would be more a matter of rhythm and timing than brute power. 
 
    She struck him again, and was rewarded not only with a sharp whiplash sound, but also with the pleasing sight of James jumping in pain and surprise.  
 
    This was more like it. 
 
    She lashed him five more times, taking her time over each blow. James did not cry out but his breathing became louder and more ragged, and Catherine saw his fingers dig into the cushioned stool.  
 
    Catherine delivered three more fiery cuts until James began to squirm in agony. At the next blow he lifted his head and looked over his shoulder in pain and alarm. 
 
    ‘Face the front,’ she told him sternly. 
 
    When he obeyed, she struck him four more times until he cried out in pain, and started to lift himself from the stool. 
 
    ‘Did I tell you to move?’ she asked him frostily. 
 
    ‘It really hurts,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘Of course it hurts,’ she said, the indifference in her voice adding to his distress. ‘What did you expect? There’s no point in a punishment unless it hurts.’ 
 
    ‘Please, no more,’ he begged, fearful the pain would cause him to weep. That would be an indignity more than he could bear. 
 
    ‘I’ll decide when to stop,’ said Catherine, losing herself in her role. ‘Lie back down,’ she told him. 
 
    He didn’t move, and Catherine placed the tip of her crop on his neck and spoke fiercely. 
 
    ‘Do what you’re told, James, or you’ll regret it, I promise.’ 
 
    For a few moments he remained where he was, and then he bowed his head and bent his arms, and lowered his chest once more onto his punishment stool. 
 
    Thrilled by his submission, Catherine immediately lifted her arm and brought the crop down on his tender flesh. He cried out in pain, and Catherine felt a dark, forbidden pleasure race through her blood. Wanting more, she laid into him with fiery, flaying strokes that made him cry out like an animal in torment. Yet, lost in her new pleasure, she barely heard his cries, and she had no idea how many more times she’d struck him before she finally stepped away from her quivering slave. 
 
    Trembling with arousal, Catherine took great gulps of air to regain control of herself. On the brink of orgasm, she walked up and down for a few moments before looking down at her slave. She saw with some relief that she hadn’t broken his skin, but his buttocks were criss-crossed with a mass of angry stripes, and his loud cries had died to a low, lingering moan of pain. 
 
    Feeling a delicious wetness between her legs, she stepped in front of him. Even in his deepest pain and degradation, James thrilled to the sight of her pretty legs and boots, and the smell of her scent, and the soft whisper of her skirt against her hose. 
 
    ‘It’s over now,’ she said gently, both moved and aroused by his suffering. ‘You can get up now, James, up onto your feet.’ 
 
    He stood slowly, his panties slipping from his knees to his feet where they lay in a shaming puddle of lace. He could not lift his head, so great was his shame. 
 
    ‘Look at me, James,’ Catherine said, wanting to add to his shame. ‘Look at your Mistress.’ 
 
    He lifted his head and looked into her eyes.  
 
    They were smiling, and she was beautiful.  
 
    It must be a dream, James told himself again.  
 
    Such a lovely, kindly looking woman could never have delivered such a cruel beating. 
 
    It simply wasn’t possible. 
 
    Catherine studied her slave’s face. His top lip was trembling, and there were tears in his eyes, but he was not crying, and she decided to praise him a little. 
 
    ‘I’m very pleased with you, James. You’ve been very brave, but you won’t lie to me again, will you?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he replied, thoroughly chastised. 
 
    ‘Or disobey me?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘In fact, from this moment on, you’ll do whatever I say?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You will think only of my pleasure and comfort at the expense of your own.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll expect that from now on, James, I really will. This is no game, I promise you. It’s how we’re going to live from this moment on. You will be my slave and I will be your Mistress. Make no mistake about it.’ 
 
    He looked at her with an expression almost of wonder in his eyes. His buttocks were still on fire, and his legs were trembling in shock and fear, yet he felt a deep love for her, and an even deeper gratitude for her cruel dominance over him. 
 
    She lifted the hem of his apron with her crop, curious to see if he was still hard after his beating. His cock was very soft and small, almost shrunken, as if hiding from the pain of his beating. She was a little disappointed to see that pain hadn’t aroused him. After all, weren’t slaves and masochists supposed to enjoy pain, particularly when administered by their cruel mistresses or masters? 
 
    Overwhelmed with embarrassment, James pulled down his apron in an attempt to cover his nakedness. 
 
     ‘Hold your apron up,’ Catherine commanded him sternly. When he obeyed, she tapped his shrunken cock lightly with the tip of her crop, and voiced her thoughts. 
 
    ‘I thought you’d be harder. Didn’t you enjoy your beating? I thought slaves liked being beaten by their Mistresses.’  
 
    ‘I’m not … I don’t …’ James stuttered, unable to express his reeling emotions. 
 
    ‘It doesn’t look as if you enjoyed it,’ Catherine said, still tapping his cock with her crop. ‘Maybe deep down you liked it, somewhere down under the pain. Somewhere in your heart and soul. Perhaps you love to surrender more than you hate the pain. Is that possible, I wonder? I’ve a feeling it is. Do you think I’m right, slave?’ 
 
    James’ cock answered for him. Despite his pain, James felt hugely aroused by his wife’s violence. The insolent tap-tap of her crop against his cock, the shameful feel of the apron’s hem in his fingers, and the knowing tone in her voice, struck a chord deep in his senses, and once more his cock grew fully erect under her amused gaze. 
 
    ‘Well, it certainly looks as if I’m right,’ said Catherine, laughing at this unmistakable proof of her female authority, and running the loop of the crop up and down the side of his erection.  
 
    On a sudden impulse she tried to fit the loop over his cock-head, but the loop wasn’t wide enough. Not to be denied, she took the loop between her thumbs and tugged with all her strength. The leather gave a creaking sound as it stretched, and she saw James’ cock twitch with arousal at the sound. Catherine tried once more to fit the loop, and this time it slipped easily onto his cock. Giving the crop a quarter turn, the loop dug tightly into his cock which made James wince, and brought her a delicious feeling of power and control. 
 
    Now she had him so thoroughly under her yoke, Catherine couldn’t resist a further demonstration of her power. ‘Come on, then,’ she said briskly, tugging on the crop, ’let’s go for a little walk.’ 
 
    He gasped in shock as she led him up and down the large living-room. He trotted after her, hunched and cowed, like a prisoner in a chain-gang. ‘That’s it, walk to heel. Good boy,’ she said, walking faster and tugging on  the crop, twisting the loop tighter as she led him around the room like a dog before taking him out into the hallway. 
 
    ‘It’s just as well there’s no-one here, isn’t it, James?’ said Catherine, finding the large hall pleasingly public and exposing. ‘Imagine if we were having a party, and all our friends were standing out here. What would they think to see me leading you around like this?’ 
 
    James was in a place beyond speech. 
 
    ‘They’d see the truth, wouldn’t they? They’d see you were my slave,’ said Catherine, beginning to move the loop up and down on his straining cock. ‘They’d know then, wouldn’t they, James? They’d know you’re not a man any more. They’d know you’re no longer my husband or lover. The other men would like that, knowing I was free and available. I’d see them smiling, looking at my legs and my breasts. Oh yes, they’d like that, and I’d like it too.’ 
 
    James began to moan as she moved the crop faster, discovering to her delight that she could move it up and down at lightning speed with a simple, flickering motion of her wrist.  
 
    The tormentingly quick strokes brought James to the brink of orgasm in a matter of seconds. 
 
    ‘Stop, please,’ he gasped, his eyes wide with shock. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ Catherine asked in a voice both innocent and goading. 
 
    ‘You’ll m-make me come,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘Maybe I’d like you to come,’ said Catherine, increasing the speed of her flicks. ‘It will be your reward for doing the shopping, and bringing me flowers, and cooking breakfast and wearing your panties and apron like a good little slave. Your reward for telling the truth, and taking your punishment like a brave soldier.’ 
 
    To his astonishment, her false praise gave him a feeling close to pride, but the feeling didn’t last long as the lightning fast flicks of the crop rushed him towards climax. He felt his knees tremble, and heard himself begin to moan as if his voice belonged to another man. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, stop,’ he gasped. 
 
    ‘No, James,’ she said, a smile in her voice, ‘I’m not going to stop. I’m going to keep doing this until you come. Right here in front of me. It won’t take very long, unless I’m much mistaken. Hold up your apron. I want to see.’ 
 
    He closed his eyes tight shut, and did as he was told. 
 
    God, he looked a fool, Catherine thought, holding up his little apron as her flickering crop tormented him to the limits of his endurance. 
 
    ‘That’s a good little sissy,’ she said, increasing the speed of the crop until he could hold back no longer. ‘Come now. I want to see you. Come for your Mistress. Now, right now. I want to see you do it. This minute, do you hear me? This minute!’ 
 
    Suddenly, howling with animal pleasure, James bucked and contorted and fell to his knees as an explosive climax struck his senses like a storm. ‘Oh God, oh God!’ he cried in ecstasy as  powerful jets of sperm flew from his cock, narrowly missing Catherine, followed by smaller but no less urgent spurts which landed on the polished tiles close to her feet. Yet Catherine did not slow the speed of her strokes. Some part of her wanting to make him pay for his pleasure, she kept stroking relentlessly even after he’d come, so that his cries of pleasure became cries of pain and distress. 
 
    Only then did she relent, dropping the crop which hung like an abandoned leash from his softening cock. 
 
    ‘Look at the mess you’ve made,’ said Catherine, lacing her voice with scorn.  
 
    As she stood above him, the disdain she felt for her husband gave her an oddly pleasurable sensation. How easy it had been to vanquish him, and bring him to his knees. At her feet, with his head bowed and gasping for breath, she felt he didn’t matter any more, and was no longer of any consequence in her life. She felt bored with him, and besides, she had far more important matters to consider. 
 
    ‘I need some time on my own,’ she told him, ‘to think things through and decide how we go from here. I’m going into town. I’ll be back in a few hours. While I’m gone you can reflect on what’s just happened, and what it means for the future of our marriage.’ 
 
    James was glad to hear her say the word ‘future.’  
 
    He felt so small and useless, he’d half-expected her to talk of divorce. 
 
    ‘Hang the crop on the wall in the laundry-room,’ Catherine went on. ‘It will act as a reminder of the consequences of any idleness or poor behaviour. I’m quite prepared to use it again if I have to, believe me, James, I am. And fold your apron and put it back in the kitchen drawer. I’ll expect you to wear it from now on whenever you’re cooking for me. I like how pretty and feminine it makes you look, how obedient.’ 
 
    She waited for him to lift his head and look at her, but he was too ashamed to meet her gaze.  
 
    ‘Shower and change,’ she instructed him. ‘You can wear your own clothes for the rest of the day. Have something to eat, and then clear out the room in the cellar. I have plans for it. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled.  
 
    Now that he’d come, and was no longer made crazy by desire, his recent surrender seemed impossible. Yet the evidence of his submissive passion streaked the shiny hall tiles and, if his desire had gone, his feelings of shame had increased tenfold. 
 
    ‘Light the fire in the living-room,’ Catherine commanded as she took her coat from the cloak-room. ‘When I come back we’re going to sit down and have a talk. A serious talk.’ 
 
    She opened the front-door and left the house, leaving her husband alone and spent on the hall floor. 
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    ‘After all, she thought, any man weak enough to surrender to a woman in this way deserved a little pain and discomfort. What else could he expect?’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE DROVE into town, and went for a walk along the river-path between the bridges. Had she really just put her husband over a stool and thrashed his bare bottom? Had she truly become a Mistress and turned James into her slave? It didn’t seem possible, and she walked quickly, amazed at what she’d done, but strangely sure of her purpose. Much as she’d enjoyed increasing her control over James, she knew she was really clearing the way to taking a lover.  
 
    She was finding a safe place to put James, a psychological dungeon where she could keep him prisoner while she enjoyed her freedom with another man. It was entirely selfish. She knew that, but she didn’t care. She had gone beyond judging herself, and the rewards were tantalising. 
 
    With James under her spell, she was free to do as she pleased. 
 
    If only she had the courage. 
 
    The thought of such freedom gave her a dizzying sense of vertigo, and she slowed her hurrying stride, and made herself take deep, calming breaths. 
 
    Catherine wasn’t a stupid woman. She knew this may only be a passing fever, a middle-aged woman’s foolish dream. She also knew succumbing to this fever would put her marriage at risk no matter how well she played her hand, and yet her feelings of excitement persisted. 
 
    She sat on a bench where she lit a cigarette and watched the world go by. God, it was good to feel like this again. She loved her husband, but in a quiet, settled way. What possessed her now was passion, a passion to live and love, and break free of the rules that had kept her imprisoned for so long.  
 
    She took out her phone, but there were no more messages from him, and she read his last message again. 
 
    ‘The Red Fox on Hill Street. Tonight at 8.’ 
 
    This time she felt no sudden flaring of arousal. She recalled how tall and handsome he was, and the pretty women she’d seen him with on previous nights at the club, so young and in such short dresses. He was a ladies-man, of course he was, a practised charmer. All his talk of worshipping her from afar as a schoolboy was nothing but Irish blarney, Catherine told herself, a way of making her into another of his conquests. 
 
    And who did she think she was, applying for a head-teacher’s post, and dreaming of another man in her bed? She shook her head at her stupidity, and made up her mind to have no more to do with Tom Shannon.  
 
    Why should she?  
 
    She had all she needed in life. 
 
    She put away her phone, and walked back towards the  shopping centre where she planned to buy some new clothes for work.  
 
    Was it a coincidence that she found herself walking past The Red Fox pub on Hill Street? There were certainly shorter and quicker routes to the town centre. And why was it she ended up buying, not the plain skirt and blouse she’d planned, but an expensive cashmere dress she knew she’d never wear for work? 
 
    She seldom wore high-heeled shoes but she found a pair of three-inch peep-toed heels that she liked the look of, and she bought them and went for a coffee in the mall where she bumped into Libby Jones, the principal teacher of English in Catherine’s school. She’d always liked and respected Libby for the way she worked hard and took no prisoners. Their talk was warm and easy, and Catherine found herself telling Libby about applying for the head-teacher’s post at Ashton High, laughing off her chances of even being interviewed, but Libby admonished her sternly, as was her way. 
 
    ‘Don’t do yourself down,’ said Libby, ‘there are plenty of men out there who’ll do that for you. It’s about time we had a woman head-teacher in the region. It’s a scandal there isn’t one already. More than one, for God’s sake. It’s like we’re living in the 1950s. For what it’s worth, I think you’re an excellent candidate, and I’m not the only one who’ll think that. Go for it, Catherine, and good luck. The only downside would be losing you from our staff. You’re the only human being in the whole bloody management team.’ 
 
    Catherine felt lifted by Libby’s encouragement – the formidable Miss Jones did not give praise easily – and, as she drove home,  Catherine discovered that she’d changed her mind yet again.  
 
    She was going to wear her expensive new dress and shoes, and go to meet Tom Shannon that night in The Red Fox pub.  
 
    The only issue was how James would take the news. As she pulled up at her house, she decided on the simplest course of action – she would tell him her plans, and leave him no choice in the matter. 
 
    Oh, she might appear to ask his permission. He was her husband after all, and must be allowed some small say in such a momentous decision, but Catherine knew, given his current position in their marriage, he could deny her nothing.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES CAME into the hall to welcome her with an anxious, fearful look on his face which pleased Catherine. She noticed there were dust-marks on his jeans and t-shirt, and she surmised he must have been clearing out the cellar-room as she’d commanded. That pleased her too. 
 
    ‘Bring me a glass of water,’ she said as she walked past him towards the living-room. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James with a little bow of his head. She’d been gone for nearly three hours, more than enough time for his submissive desires to re-awaken, and seize control of him once again. 
 
    In the living-room, Catherine put her packages on an armchair and sat on the large settee. The fire was burning in the grate and everything was spotlessly tidy. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d done any housework. She didn’t have to. James did it all. 
 
    ‘He’s really been my slave since he stopped work,’ Catherine reflected. ‘All I have to do is make the position official.’ 
 
    ‘And permanent,’ she thought with a smile. 
 
    When James came in with her glass of water, Catherine noticed he was walking in an odd way, slightly hunched over and with small steps. She thought at first he’d filled the glass too full, and was walking carefully to avoid spilling it, but the water was an inch short of the brim. 
 
    ‘What’s the matter, James?’ she enquired as she took the glass from him. ‘Are you unwell?’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine,’ he replied defensively. 
 
    ‘Well, you don’t look fine.’ 
 
    She recalled how hard and how often she’d struck him with her riding-crop. 
 
    ‘Take down your jeans and show me,’ she instructed him briskly. 
 
    ‘I’m fine,’ he said again in a petulant tone of voice. 
 
    ‘Do what you’re told, James, unless you want another beating. Hurry up, now.’ 
 
    Blushing with shame, James undid his jeans and lowered them to his knees. He was wearing a pair of white cotton boxer shorts. 
 
    ‘Your underpants as well,’ said Catherine curtly. ‘For heaven’s sake, do I have to tell you everything?’ 
 
    He eased his shorts carefully over his buttocks and turned to show his wounds. Catherine winced and sucked in air when she saw the damage she’d inflicted on his pale flesh. The criss-crossing strokes had turned to angry bruises. Several of them had become raised welts, and the bruised skin was broken and seeping in two places.  
 
    ‘Dear me,’ said Catherine, careful not to sound too sympathetic, ‘that does look painful.’  
 
    She made a mental note to use more restraint next time, but she was amazed to discover she felt neither guilt nor remorse for her actions. On the contrary, she felt something akin to pride at the severity of the punishment she’d administered and, underneath that, a dark amusement. 
 
    She couldn’t help thinking there was something ridiculous about a man allowing himself to be beaten on his bare bottom, and that stopped her from viewing it as a serious crime. After all, she thought, any man weak enough to surrender to a woman in this way deserved a little pain and discomfort. What else could he expect? 
 
    ‘You’re a cruel and wicked woman, Catherine Dempsey,’ she told herself, oddly happy at the description. 
 
    ‘Go to the medicine box in the bathroom and bring me some antiseptic cream,’ she said, ‘and don’t be slow.’ 
 
    James pulled up his pants and jeans and left the room. Catherine took another drink of water and closed her eyes. Late afternoon sunshine was streaming in through the window. The warm sunshine and the heat from the fire made her feel sleepy. She looked at her watch. It was only four o’clock. She still had four hours until she was due to meet him.  
 
    Tom Shannon. 
 
    What a lovely name for a lovely man. 
 
    She felt irritated with James when he came back with the cream for his wounds. He handed her the little jar and stood awkwardly by her side.  
 
    ‘I’m not going to have to tell you again, am I?’ she asked impatiently. 
 
    Not looking at her, James took down his jeans and shorts. 
 
    ‘I can’t reach,’ she said, unscrewing the lid of the jar, ‘come closer.’ 
 
    James did as he was told. 
 
    ‘And turn round, for God’s sake, and bend forward.’ 
 
    He obeyed his stern wife, feeling an unwanted arousal as she spread the antiseptic cream over his flayed buttocks.  
 
    James wondered at himself. Even though it was Catherine who had inflicted his wounds, he felt moved almost to tears by her gentle, nursing hands. The cream stung sharply on the broken skin, and yet James had to stop himself from falling to his knees and kissing her feet. 
 
    ‘There, now,’ said Catherine, screwing down the lid and putting the jar on the little table by her glass of water, ‘that’ll stop any infection. Well, then, what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he muttered, thrilled by the injustice of his apology. 
 
    James went to pull up his underpants and jeans, but Catherine forbade him. 
 
    ‘No, James, it’s best to let some air on those cuts. Take off your jeans and pants, and keep them off for the rest of the day.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said dazedly, bending to take off his shoes and socks before removing his jeans and underpants. 
 
    Catherine couldn’t help smiling at the undignified figure he presented, bending over with his bare, beaten bottom in the air. She noticed his cock grow hard again. ‘My, my, James,’ she thought with amusement, ‘you really are a glutton for punishment.’ 
 
    ‘Now, then, it’s time we had that talk I promised,’ she said, patting the settee beside her. ‘Come and sit by me.’  
 
    James moved to obey, but Catherine immediately shrieked in alarm. 
 
    ‘No, no, don’t sit down! What am I thinking about? You’ll leave antiseptic cream all over the couch. You’d better kneel at my feet. It’s the best place for you, and it’ll be kinder on your poor bum.’ 
 
    James sank obediently to his knees where his sight was filled with the glorious vision of his wife’s slim legs in their black leather boots. She adjusted the alluring hem of her skirt with a deft flick. He wondered if she’d done it deliberately to let him glimpse the white heaven of her panties. 
 
    ‘You’re pretty when you kneel,’ said Catherine, ruffling his hair fondly, ‘truly you are.’ 
 
    Grateful for her words, James leaned his forehead adoringly against her nylon-clad knee. 
 
    ‘You don’t have to say anything,’ she said. ‘All you have to do is listen. You can do that, can’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said meekly. 
 
     ‘If I want to hear from you, I’ll ask. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James replied, aroused beyond all sense. 
 
    ‘It can’t have escaped your attention,’ Catherine began, ‘that certain important changes have taken place today. To put it simply, what was a game we played for fun has stopped being a game, and become something else altogether. What was a game has become real. What was fantasy has become reality. I now consider myself in all important aspects to be your Mistress, and you to be my slave. Really and truly I do. Do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I believe the punishment you suffered under my crop made your new status very clear to both of us.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James mumbled. 
 
    ‘I want to make it clear that I’m very happy with this new arrangement. I enjoy it very much, and I want it to continue.’ 
 
    She tapped the dainty toe of her boot, tap-tap-tap, between his legs, making him shiver in delight as his erection bobbed up and down. 
 
    ‘And it seems someone else is very happy too.’ 
 
    James blushed, and pressed his cheek against her knee, but his cock grew even harder. He knew that the more he submitted to her in this way, the more difficult it would be to ever appear as a man in her eyes again, but that knowledge only deepened his desire to submit, and suffer the lash of her scorn. 
 
    ‘If we’re honest about it,’ said Catherine, ‘you’ve really been my slave since you sold your business and stopped going out to work. You can call it being a house-husband if you like, but we both know what’s really been going on. And so I’ll expect you to continue in that way. As before, you’ll do all shopping, cleaning, cooking and laundry, and perform any other tasks I set you such as chauffeuring or dealing with family – and please be aware that our children are never to know about any of this. To them we will always just be Mum and Dad – but from now on I won’t ask you when I want something done, I’ll tell you. I’ll instruct you as a Mistress instructs her slave. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, ascending to a cruel heaven he’d only ever dreamed of finding. 
 
    ‘If any of your work is below par, or if you disobey me, or display any bad temper, then I won’t hesitate to put you over the stool, and you wouldn’t want that again, would you, James?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, acutely aware of the pain he still felt from his beating. 
 
    ‘This morning I told you this new arrangement would last only for the week-end. Well, I’ve changed my mind. The period of time is now indefinite. You will be my slave until such time as I decide otherwise. In other words, this may be a permanent arrangement. I trust that’s understood.’ 
 
    James couldn’t speak, and he felt a tingle of fear down his spine. 
 
    ‘You’re not saying anything, James. Are you all right?’ 
 
    ‘I’m n-not sure,’ said James. ’W-will I really be your slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Catherine, ‘that’s exactly what you’ll be.’ 
 
    ‘You’re serious about this, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m perfectly serious. I’ve told you, James, this is not a game any more, you have my word on that.’ 
 
    Once more James felt a shiver down his spine. 
 
    ‘I take it you have no objections,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘C-can’t we talk about it?’ 
 
    ‘We are talking about it.’ 
 
    ‘But if I’m your slave,’ he stammered, ‘will you still love me?’ 
 
    ‘I really don’t know,’ said Catherine, surprised into laughter by his question. ‘After all, I’ve never had a slave before. Not a real slave.’ 
 
    ‘I need you to love me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure slaves are allowed to have needs,’ said Catherine, ‘but I’m sure I won’t stop caring for you. Perhaps I’ll love you in a different way, as a friend and the father of my children, as my life’s companion, or perhaps as my faithful pet. There are many kinds of love in the world.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t love me as a m-an,’ said James, choking on his words, ‘as a lover?’ 
 
    ‘No, James, I don’t expect I will,’ said Catherine truthfully, touched by the depth of his love for her, and by her memories of their long and happy marriage. 
 
    ‘I don’t know what to say,’ said James, looking at her with fear in his eyes. 
 
    ‘Then answer this question,’ said Catherine, ‘do you want to be my slave?’ 
 
    ‘God knows,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Think of it this way. If I told you I’d never be your Mistress again, never again take charge of you, and we’re going back to being an ordinary man and wife, would you be happy or disappointed?’ 
 
    ‘Honestly?’  
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    ‘I’d be disappointed.’ 
 
    ‘Well, there you are then,’ said Catherine, ‘and so I’ll ask you again. Do you want to be my slave?’ 
 
    ‘If  … If it’s what you want.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, come on, James,’ said Catherine scornfully, ‘don’t play that game with me. We’re not children. I asked what you wanted, and I expect an honest answer. Come on, now. Let me hear it loud and clear, unless you’re afraid to tell the truth.’ 
 
    But James lowered his head and said nothing. 
 
    ‘Are you, James, are you afraid to speak the truth?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said quietly. ‘Yes, I am.’ 
 
    ‘If you don’t answer, I’ll make the decision for you. I’m quite capable of over-ruling you. You found that out this morning. If fact, I rather like the idea of forcing you, of leaving you no choice in the matter. It’s a very sexy feeling, and I think you might like it too. If I forced you. If I made you do what I want.’ 
 
    Once more she tapped her foot between his legs, smiling to see him wince but make no complaint. 
 
    ‘But I think,’ she continued, ‘since this is going to be more of a long-term arrangement, I’d prefer to have your agreement. So, James, are you going to stop being a coward, and tell me what you want.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not a coward,’ he protested. 
 
    ‘So you say,’ she said with a disbelieving laugh, ‘but I’m not so sure.’ 
 
    ‘You know I’m not,’ he said, his face reddening in anger. 
 
    ‘Then prove it,’ said Catherine, smiling as she adjusted the hem of her skirt, allowing him another glimpse of her pretty white panties beneath the smoky gauze of her hose.  
 
    The sight of her panties aroused James deeply. He knew she’d displayed them deliberately to weaken and enslave him, and he should have been angry with her, but he only felt a delicious drowning sensation that pulled him down and down.  
 
    She knew where the power lay, and he was helpless against her. 
 
    ‘I’m going to ask you for the last time. Do you or don’t you want to be my slave? Hurry up, I’m waiting.’ 
 
    ‘Please, don’t do this,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘That’s not an answer,’ she said impatiently.  
 
    ‘Stop, please, it makes me ashamed.’ 
 
    ‘Of course it makes you ashamed,’ she jibed. ‘We both know that’s part of the pleasure. In fact, I sometimes think it’s what you like most of all.’ 
 
    He groaned, and pressed his head against her thigh. 
 
    Catherine knew she almost had him, and she decided to speak more gently.  
 
    ‘It’s time now, James,’ she said softly, running her fingers through his thick brown hair. ‘Sweet James. Time to give me your answer. Will you be my slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said in a whisper so quiet she barely heard him. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ said Catherine, feeling a delightful sense of triumph. ‘I couldn’t be happier, I really couldn’t. But I warn you, it won’t be easy. I’m going to be a very strict Mistress, I won’t lie to you.’ 
 
    He looked at her with such trust and love she felt compelled to lean forward and kiss him on his forehead.  
 
    James shivered, and sighed in pleasure, her sweet, tender kisses easing his troubled soul. 
 
    ‘I will expect you to suffer for me, James,’ she said gently, ‘make no mistake. I’m afraid there’s nothing to be done about that. Your suffering gives me a very special kind of pleasure, I think you know that.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Mistress,’ he said quietly. 
 
    ‘I know you do,‘ said Catherine, ‘that’s why I can be so cruel to you. Now, I’m going to ask something else of you. It will hurt you very much, and test you to the limit, but I’m going to ask it of you all the same. You’ll have to be strong. Very strong and brave. Can you do that for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, dreading what was to come. 
 
    ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise.’ 
 
    ‘Last night I told you I’d met a man, a very handsome man. A man I liked very much. He’s asked me to meet him tonight, and I’ve decided to go.’ 
 
    James winced and gave a little cry of pain. Tears came into his eyes. 
 
    It was what he most dreaded in all the world but, to his despair, it was also what he most desired. 
 
    ‘Poor baby,’ said Catherine as if she meant it. ‘There are tears in your eyes.’  
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry,’ he said, ashamed of his weakness. 
 
    ‘Don’t be sorry,’ she said, stroking his hair, ‘I know how much it hurts, and you’re very brave to suffer it for me. Cry if you like. I won’t mind, really I won’t. Let it all out.’ 
 
    James felt hot tears roll down his cheeks. It was a strange and distressing feeling. He hadn’t cried since he’d been a small boy. 
 
    ‘There now,’ said Catherine, wiping away his tears, ‘you’ll feel all the better for a good cry.’ 
 
    Once more Catherine felt astonished at herself. She’d had to force herself to speak kindly for she felt no pity for her weeping husband.  
 
    None at all.  
 
    She felt only a vague and pleasurable contempt which fuelled her arousal, and made her want to hurt him all the more. 
 
    Was this sadomasochism, or s&m, or whatever they called it? 
 
    She could only imagine that it must be, and she must be a sadistic woman. 
 
    ‘But you must never be angry with me, James,’ she warned him. ‘Angry or jealous. I simply won’t tolerate it. When I go on my date tonight, I’m going to expect a whole new devotion from you. Do you understand?’ 
 
    He nodded his head but didn’t speak. 
 
    ‘Then let me hear you,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I understand, Mistress,‘ he said through tears. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure that you do,’ said Catherine, ‘so let me be very clear. I’ll be free to take a lover whenever I wish while you’ll have no such freedom. You’ll be my servant and slave, and live only for my pleasure. I’ve seen how much you like it when I tell you about other men, but it will be a very different matter when I really take a lover. It will hurt and shame you very much. You’ll feel terrible anger and jealousy, of course you will, but I expect you to suffer those for me just as you suffered under my crop today. Your suffering adds to my pleasure, James, I want you to know that, and take comfort in the thought. I want you to suffer for me. Can you do that?’ 
 
    He nodded his head in surrender. 
 
    ‘Show me a whole new devotion?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a whisper. 
 
    ‘I knew you’d be brave,’ said Catherine. 
 
    Once more her praise brought James a strange kind of pride. He longed to win her respect by suffering in any way she desired of him. 
 
    ‘It’s what I want, and I think it’s what you want too,’ Catherine said, smiling at him fondly. ‘This has been coming for a long time. It’s been in the air between us for months and months. If you’re honest with yourself, you know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘You’re beautiful,’ was all he could say, enchanted by her tender cruelty. 
 
    ‘I will be cruel to you,’ said Catherine, ‘cruel and selfish. What do you have to say about that?’ 
 
    ‘It frightens me,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, I’ll be brave enough for both of us,’ said Catherine, making him smile through his tears. ‘I punished you very harshly today,’ she confessed. ‘I got carried away, and was too hard on you. It’s a strange and lovely feeling having a man at your mercy, and I’m sorry if I hurt you.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not that,’ said James, although the severity of her beating had astonished him. ‘I’m frightened I’ll lose you. I couldn’t bear that.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t lose me,’ said Catherine in a gentle voice. ‘I’ll still be your Mistress. You’ll see me every day, cook and clean for me, look after our children, help me in my work, wash and iron my clothes, polish my shoes, keep the house and garden.  You’ll be closer to me than ever, just in a different way. I think you’ll find there’s a whole new world to be explored as my slave. We can explore it together. Don’t you want that?’ 
 
    ‘God, Cathy, I don’t know.’ 
 
    He’d used her name, and her shortened name at that, but she chose not to rebuke him for it. He was in a very vulnerable state, and she had bigger battles to win. 
 
    Impatient to be done, and sure of her power, she decided to risk all with a single throw. 
 
    ‘All right, then, James,’ she said, suddenly adopting a no-nonsense tone, ‘seeing as you don’t know, I think we should put a stop to this right now.’ 
 
    James looked up, surprised by this new direction. 
 
    ‘Say the word and we’ll stop,‘ she said. ‘I mean it. I won’t be your Mistress any more, and you won’t be my slave. I won’t go out tonight, and we’ll go back to the way we were. Well, what do you say?’ 
 
    James felt a surge of hope. He would be free. He could keep her for his own, never have to share her with another man. He waited to hear himself say, ‘Yes, yes, end this nonsense now. You’re my wife, the woman I love with all my heart, and I‘m your husband, not your slave.’ 
 
    And yet … And yet … 
 
    He swallowed hard. His mouth, suddenly dry, moved as if to speak. 
 
    But he said nothing. 
 
    Nothing at all. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ Catherine said sharply. ‘Do you want this to end? Do you want to stop being my slave?’ 
 
    He lifted his head and looked into her eyes. He’d never seen her look so beautiful and, for a moment, he wondered if she was a mortal woman at all. Such beauty could only belong to an angel or goddess come to claim him for her own. 
 
    ‘You need to answer,’ she told him, ‘and you need to answer honestly. Do you want this to stop?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, a current of fear tingling in his blood. 
 
    ‘You want to be my slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll stop if you want. All you have to do is say the word.’ 
 
    ‘I know.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not forcing you.’  
 
    ‘I know you’re not.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t want it to stop.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘There’ll be no going back.’ 
 
    ‘I know that.’ 
 
    ‘So this is your decision? You agree to be my slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,‘ he said, laying his head on her soft lap, feeling again the exquisite drowning feeling he’d come to crave. 
 
    ‘Even though you know what it will mean?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t be my husband any more. You’ll be my slave and I’ll be free to do as I please. Do you understand that? Really and truly, do you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said from a  place beyond pride.  
 
    ‘Then let me hear you ask for what you want.’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ he begged her, ‘please be my Mistress and make me your slave.’ 
 
    ‘Very well, James,’ she said in a grave voice, ‘I will.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ he said gratefully, kissing the hem of her skirt, and pressing his cheek against her knee. ‘Thank-you, thank-you.’ 
 
    ‘Will you be a good slave?’ she asked in a lighter tone. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’  
 
    ‘How good?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll serve you in every way I can,’ he vowed so earnestly she nearly ruined it all by laughing. 
 
    ‘How will you serve me?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll scrub and clean for you, cook for you, wait on you.’ 
 
    ‘My patient log-man?’ said Catherine, quoting from The Tempest, her favourite play. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said James, marooned on his own magical isle. 
 
    ‘Then it’s settled,’ said Catherine, suddenly feeling very tired. ‘I’m going for a lie-down, and while I’m sleeping we’re going to try something new. Something we’ve never tried before.’ 
 
     With a mysterious smile she rose from her chair and left the room calling out ‘follow me’ over her shoulder.  
 
    Feeling more than naked in just his t-shirt, James followed her down to the cellar. He knew with a helpless ache of desire what she intended to do with him. 
 
    ‘In you go,’ she said, pushing open the door to the little store-room. 
 
    He did as he was told without complaint.  
 
    As he walked past her, she saw again his bruised buttocks, and she saw also his erect cock swaying stiffly as he entered his cell. 
 
    It was cold in the store-room, and Catherine took up a bundle of old blankets from a box in the cellar, and threw them down at his feet.  
 
    Without another word, she closed and locked the heavy door.  
 
    The key turned easily in the oiled lock. 
 
    The light switch was on the wall outside the store-room.  
 
    She flicked the switch and climbed the cellar stairs, leaving him in the darkness of his lonely prison to reflect on the power and glory of his cruel Mistress.  
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN CATHERINE woke from her nap she lay for a few moments not knowing who or where she was, and then she sat up with a start, remembering all. 
 
    How long had she left James in his dark cell? She looked at the bedside clock. It was well after six. He’d been locked away for over two hours. She sprang out of bed and ran downstairs to free him. 
 
    How could she have been so thoughtless? 
 
    And yet, as she descended the stairs, a strange pleasure took possession of her, and she found herself smiling at the thought of James locked in his cell while she’d lain in the comfort of her warm bed. It was an intoxicating pleasure which made her stop at the foot of the stairs and touch herself between her legs.  
 
    He was only a slave after all. Shouldn’t he be expected to suffer for his Mistress?  
 
    She told herself to go down to the cellar and let him out, but she wanted to prolong her arousal, and she turned and slowly climbed the stairs, already looking forward to the joy she would find in taking a long, hot bath knowing her husband lay imprisoned far below her. 
 
    As the taps roared, and she dropped her clothes and underwear on the bathroom floor, Catherine was certain James would be able to hear through the pipes the sound of her bath filling from two floors above. Would he be angry at her for enjoying such comfort while he remained her prisoner? Or would the thought of her selfish cruelty arouse him, and enslave him further? 
 
    She was surprised to discover that she didn’t much care what he thought, although thinking of him being angry aroused her in a strange and dreamy kind of way. Putting him out of her mind, she turned on the radio, and groaned with pleasure as she lay back in the hot, scented water. She listened to a lengthy and heated discussion about the likely collapse of the Labour vote in Scotland in the imminent general election, and the effects that would have on the rest of the UK. She didn’t want Scotland to leave the UK, but she well understood the anger and disillusion of the Scots. She’d been a Labour voter all her life, but she wouldn’t be voting for them again. They’d ceased to be a socialist party under the vain and self-regarding leadership of Tony Blair. She would be voting for the Green party. Climate change had to be given priority, she no longer had any doubt about that, and she believed the Greens would be true to their word. 
 
    The seven o’clock news came and went, and still Catherine luxuriated in her bath. She didn’t let herself think about Tom Shannon. Now that the time of their rendezvous was so close, the prospect of seeing him again was too troublesome to consider and, when at last she stepped out of the bath, she told herself she wouldn’t be going to meet him in The Red Fox Pub on Hill Street at eight o’clock. 
 
    As she put on her make-up she told herself it was only to lift her spirits, and when she slid her new woollen dress over her black underwear and the sheer black tights James had bought for her that morning, she told herself it was only to remind herself how the dress looked. 
 
    She slipped on her new high heeled shoes, liking their pretty peep-toed style, and then turned from side to side in front of the wardrobe mirror, frowning as she always did when she examined her reflection. The heels lengthened her legs, and the heavy wool dress managed both to cling and flow, making the most of her slim figure, and naturally good legs. 
 
    Catherine was pleased with her appearance. Her hair was behaving unusually well, and the dress suited her, she thought, making her look coltishly slim and elegant. 
 
    She put on perfume and went downstairs to the kitchen where she wolfed a sandwich and drank a glass of milk. She glanced at her watch. It was nearly eight o’clock, but what did it matter as she wasn’t going to meet him anyway.  
 
    She’d go for a drive instead, listen to music as she drove. A wonderful Lucinda Williams CD was in her car-player. She liked to sing along with Williams’ slow, sensual drawl in the privacy of her car. As she drove and sang, she’d try to make sense of her strange new life as a dominant woman. 
 
    She went into the hall and took her raincoat from the cloak-room. She put it on and admired her reflection in the hall mirror. Once more, she was pleased with what she saw. Turning up the collar of her coat, she thought she looked like a woman of mystery, a woman with a secret in her life. 
 
    She’d left the house and was going down the front steps when she remembered her slave in the cellar. ‘My God,’ she told herself, laughing in surprise, ‘you’ve forgotten all about him.’ 
 
    For a few moments she considered driving away and leaving him where he was. The thought of poor James listening to her drive away gave her a warm and pleasurable feeling but she relented, and went back inside and descended the stairs to the cellar. 
 
    She turned the key to his prison and pushed open the heavy door. Switching on the light, she saw him huddled under his blankets in a corner, shielding his eyes against the sudden brightness. 
 
    She had no interest in talking to him, or hearing what he had to say.  
 
    ‘Come on, out you come,’ she said in a brisk, no-nonsense voice. 
 
    He got to his feet, shivering with cold and covering his nakedness with the blankets. 
 
    ‘Leave the blankets and come upstairs. Hurry up, I’m going out.’ 
 
    He did as he was told, and walked past her into the main cellar where he stood in a daze, waiting for his Mistress to climb the stairs before him. 
 
    ‘After you,’ said Catherine impatiently. 
 
    As she climbed the stairs behind him she admired the welts and bruises on his buttocks. She really had shown him who was boss, and she wondered how he must feel to climb the stairs ahead of her, so naked and defeated, and knowing she could see the marks of shame on his flesh.  
 
    But she truly no longer cared what he felt. He’d made his choice. She was his Mistress and he was her slave, and must suffer under her yoke. It was as simple as that. 
 
    Now that she’d asserted her authority, their new relationship seemed neither strange nor troubling. It seemed like the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    ‘I don’t know when I’ll be back,’ she said when they reached the front-door. ‘Don’t put on any clothes while I’m gone. I like to think of you naked, and those cuts need to heal.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said meekly. 
 
    She saw his cock begin to harden under her stern authority. 
 
    ‘While I’m gone, you can get on with any housework that needs doing. Pick up my clothes from the bathroom floor, put clean sheets on the bed. My skirts and blouses for next week need ironing. You can get on with that.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    Catherine marvelled at how easy it was to manage her slave. 
 
    ‘When you’ve done your chores, you can go on the internet and buy me a gift. Maybe you could buy that chastity belt we read about. The Jailbird, I think it was called. Will you buy that for me, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ muttered James, terrified yet thrilled to his soul. 
 
    ‘Good, I think I’ll like that,’ said Catherine, pleased to see his cock come fully erect. ‘And no playing with yourself when I’m out. I mean it, James. I know how much you like it when I go on a date, but I want you just as hard when I get back as you are now. Is that understood?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a trembling voice. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s time I was gone. Do you have anything to say before I leave?’ 
 
    ‘I … l-love you,’ he stammered, fearing his heart might stop beating. 
 
    ‘Of course you do,’ Catherine said briskly as she did up the buttons on her coat. ‘I’d expect nothing else.’ 
 
    His cock leapt at this casual belittling of his deepest emotions. 
 
    ‘There’s something you need to do before I go,’ she said, sliding one foot forward and arching it prettily. ‘Well then, what are you waiting for?’ 
 
    Spellbound, James fell to his knees and pressed his lips adoringly against the nylon covered toes peeping from her open-toed shoe. Her arrogance thrilled him, as did her scent, and her red-painted toe-nails, glistening through the silky gauze of her hose, a potent new addition to her witch’s spell. 
 
    ‘And the other one,’ she said, presenting her other foot for his attentions. ‘You’ll be pleased to know these are the tights you bought for me this morning,’ she said as he worshipped her other foot. ‘Thank me for wearing them.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you for wearing them, Mistress,’ he said obediently. 
 
    The thought that he’d helped her look so beautiful for another man only added to his passion. Strangely honoured by her wearing of his gift, he kissed and licked her shoes in renewed frenzy. 
 
    ‘You may be a male,’ Catherine said from a place far above his bowed head, ‘but you’ll never be a man again. A real man. You need to know that, and accept it.’ 
 
    It was a cruel thing to say, but she enjoyed saying it. 
 
    Inflamed by her cruel remark, James began to kiss her lovely ankles and calves, but Catherine, laughing at his eagerness, stepped back, saying, ‘No, James, that’s not for you, you know it’s not. I’m going now.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he gasped, gazing up at her desperately. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I’m late as it is.’ 
 
    ‘Stay,’ he begged. ‘You have to.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly,’ she said, opening the front-door.  
 
    ‘Don’t go,’ he entreated. ‘Please, you can’t.’ 
 
    But all he heard in reply was the sound of the door closing, and her heels tip-tapping prettily down the front steps.  
 
    When he heard the car door open and close, and her car start up and drive away from the house, James felt himself engulfed by a dark, transcendental pleasure stronger than he’d ever known. On his knees, in a limbo between heaven and hell, he bowed his head and kissed the cold tiles where only moments before his cruel and lovely Mistress had stood so proudly above him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SEVEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘She knew this was wrong. It was too much, too soon, not the way a woman should behave with a man she barely knew.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    AS CATHERINE drove into town, she turned up the music and sang along to Lucinda Williams’ moody and sensual ‘Essence.’  
 
    It was fun to imitate the singer’s Louisiana drawl. The song was catchy and erotic, and Catherine wondered if any other country singer had ever sung so well or so honestly about sex. 
 
    She crossed the river, passing the railway station and the concert hall before she turned into Hill Street. Why shouldn’t she? It was as good as any other street to drive down. 
 
    There were plenty of parking places at this time of night, and she pulled in halfway down the steep hill. She sat for a while, then got out, locked her car, and walked back up the hill towards The Red Fox pub. Where was the harm? It was after 8.30.  
 
    He’d be long gone by now. 
 
    Bound to be. 
 
    She took a deep breath and went into the bar. 
 
    The bar was very old but carefully refurbished, and much bigger than it had looked from the outside. It still had the charm of an old English inn without seeming quaint or touristy. Already busy, the horseshoe bar was two deep all the way round. It was always difficult for a woman to come into a bar alone, and Catherine was pleased to see there were almost as many women as men in the bar. All the same, as she searched the room for him, she took care not to make eye-contact with any of the men whose gaze strayed in her direction. 
 
    Trying not to appear lost or alone, she looked in every corner, but there was no sign of him.  
 
    She was too late.  
 
    He’d given up on her. Either that or he hadn’t come at all. 
 
    She was about to leave when a young barmaid carrying a tray came over to her, saying, ‘You must be Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I am,’ said Catherine, wondering how she’d known. 
 
    Seeing her confusion, the young woman smiled and said, ‘He gave me your description.’ 
 
    ‘My description?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes,’ the young woman said, her smile broadening. ‘He said that if a very beautiful woman comes into the bar her name will be Catherine Dempsey, and you must bring her to me right away.’ 
 
    Foolishly pleased by the compliment, Catherine felt her face redden. 
 
    ‘This way,’ the young woman said cheerfully, leading the way through a door marked ‘Private’ and along a corridor lined with beer barrels. Catherine followed her up a short flight of worn stone steps that led to an oak-panelled door.  
 
    The young woman knocked and went in.  
 
    And there he was, sitting behind a wide desk in a large low-ceilinged room that seemed part office and part living-room.  
 
    Tom Shannon. 
 
    Just seeing his broad, handsome face brought Catherine a rush of pleasure. 
 
    ‘Your guest is here,’ the young woman said, smiling at Catherine as she turned and left the room, closing the door behind her. 
 
    ‘Catherine,’ he said, surprise in his voice as he got to his feet. ‘I’m so pleased to see you. I wasn’t sure if you’d come.’ 
 
    ‘Neither was I,’ said Catherine.  
 
    His jacket over the back of his chair, he was wearing an open-necked white shirt and dark suit trousers. The low ceiling made him seem very tall, and the braces against his white shirt made his shoulders appear broader that she remembered. 
 
    He really was an exceptionally good-looking man, and Catherine felt herself shiver in excitement as he came towards her. 
 
    ‘Can I take your coat?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Yes, thank-you,’ said Catherine. 
 
    His fingers brushed her bare arms as he took her coat. He found it hard not to stare at her. Her elegant woollen dress made the most of her lovely figure, and her perfect proportions filled his eye in a way that made him catch his breath.  
 
    ‘I lit a fire,’ he said, bending to put a log on the fire that was burning in the grate, ‘and I’ve opened a bottle of wine. Would you like a glass?’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ Catherine managed to say. 
 
    The room was warm and welcoming with only the light from a desk-lamp and the fire. 
 
    He poured a glass and handed it to her. Their fingers touched as she took it from him. She smiled nervously and took a drink, finding it delicious. 
 
     The way the wine wetted her lips made him want to kiss her. 
 
    ‘So, here I am,’ she said, feeling foolish as soon as she’d said it. 
 
    ‘Here you are,’ he said, gazing at her and feeling just as foolish. 
 
    ‘Are you the manager?’ Catherine asked, looking around the room. 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, ‘Annie’s the manager.’ 
 
    ‘Annie?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘The girl who found you.’ 
 
    ‘I see,’ said Catherine, ‘so who are you?’ 
 
    The question had come out more bluntly that she’d intended. 
 
    ‘I’m the owner,‘ he said, drinking his wine. 
 
    She looked at him, not sure whether to believe him or not, and wondering if he was some kind of gangster. 
 
    ‘It’s true,’ he said, ‘I own this bar and another one by the station, and I’m part-owner of a bar up in Glasgow, and I’m thinking of buying a bar in Madrid, a bar even older than this one called La Fira.’ 
 
    He’d spoken simply, without fuss or boastfulness. 
 
    ‘Perhaps he is a gangster,’ Catherine thought, believing such men often migrated to Spain. 
 
    ‘I worked in La Fira for two years when I was in my twenties,’ he said in his deep, warm voice. ‘I fell in love with it. The owners are old now, looking to sell. They’ve offered me a good price, but I’m still not sure I can afford it.’ 
 
    ‘You should go and see it again,’ said Catherine, ‘find out if you still feel the same.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I should,’ he said, suddenly sure that he would do as she advised, and having to fight the desire to ask her there and then to come with him. 
 
    He barely knew this woman, but he liked everything about her. 
 
    ‘Well, what would you like to do?’ he asked clumsily.  
 
    He wasn’t used to feeling awkward with women but her confident beauty disarmed him, and he still felt a measure of the adoration he’d felt for her as a school-boy. ‘We could go downstairs to the bar. Or we could go out for a meal if you like.’ 
 
    ‘Or we could stay up here by the fire and drink the rest of the wine,’ Catherine said, hoping she hadn’t sounded too forward. 
 
    ‘Is that what you’d like to do?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said, a shy radiance coming into her face, ’I think it is.’ 
 
    Her composure suddenly unravelling, she astonished herself by leaning her head against his shoulder, and putting a hand on his broad chest. She felt the beating of his heart, inhaled his cologne. 
 
    He put a hand gently on her lovely hair, but she pulled away, saying, ‘I’m so sorry, I don’t know what I’m doing.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine,’ he said. ‘Catherine Dempsey, you really are the most beautiful woman in the world.’  
 
    And then he took her in his arms and kissed her.  
 
    He intended it to be a gentle first kiss, but desire swept through him like fire, and his mouth forced her lips apart as he thrust his thigh between her legs. He made himself pull his mouth from hers and look into her eyes, giving her the chance to stop him if she wanted, but she only kissed him again and put her arms around him, pulling him against her with all her strength.  
 
    Lost in the kiss, and her eager passion, his hand slid under her dress, loving the way the heavy wool moved over her nylon-clad legs. Before he could stop himself, his hand went between her legs, cupping her firmly, feeling the heat of her beneath her underwear. She groaned in delight, pushing against his hand, and then she turned from him and leant over his desk, glancing back at him over her shoulder with a look of such shy yet naked desire his heart filled with tenderness for her. 
 
    Yet he did not behave tenderly.  
 
    Bundling the hem of her dress in one hand, he pushed it up her back, running his other hand over the smooth curves of her buttocks. He heard her moan, and felt her push back against his hand, spurring him on. He told himself to slow down, and be gentle, but he loved the feel and scent of her, and the taste of her lipstick in his mouth, and he took hold of her panties and hose and tugged them down to her knees. 
 
    Catherine gasped in shock at being so suddenly exposed. She knew this was wrong. It was too much, too soon, not the way a woman should behave with a man she barely knew.  
 
    But it was what she wanted. 
 
    Oh God, it truly was. 
 
    It was what she had wanted all her life. 
 
    The hot shame Catherine felt at showing herself so lewdly only added to her desire. Unable to stop herself, she hid her face and swayed her hips to make him want her all the more and, when his fingers found her most private place, she bit her lip to stop from crying out in delight.  Soaking wet, the folds of her cunt fluttered and clenched around his fingers as if they had a life of their own. She had never felt this before, never known such a response was possible, and she surrendered to the feeling like an animal in the wild.  
 
    Her body was in charge now.  
 
    She had no say in the matter.  
 
    ‘Love me,’ she said helplessly, ‘love me.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine,’ he answered devoutly, undoing his trousers. She arched her back in welcome but when the tip of his cock pushed inside her, she recoiled in alarm. She wanted him to be big, but this was too much, more than she could bear. 
 
    He heard her cry of distress, saw her eyes close tight in pain. He knew he was hurting her, but he couldn’t stop now. He wanted her too much, and he could feel the heat of her desire. He pushed in half of the way, but she cried out more loudly, and collapsed onto the desk.  
 
    A schoolgirl again, Catherine felt a sense of failure close to despair. He would never fit inside her. It was a physical impossibility. How could something she wanted so much cause such pain? And it was a stinging, fiery pain that brought her close to tears; a pain much worse than her first time, but then a kind of miracle happened. Her insides seemed to liquefy as her body made room for him, and fierce agony was slowly overtaken by a sweet, rising pleasure. 
 
    Feeling her accept him, he thrust inside her. Her body stiffened as the pain returned with greater ferocity, but soon his steady, urgent rhythm brought her such delight she was moving with him, faster and faster, racing away from the pain, imploring him, cursing him, begging him for more. He reached under her dress, and pushed up her flimsy bra, taking hold of her lovely, full breasts, kneading them, tugging her nipples, bringing her closer to orgasm.  
 
    She had never felt so possessed by a man.  
 
    It was an exquisite, heavenly feeling, a delirium she wanted to last forever. 
 
    As one wave of pleasure broke over her, she felt the rise and swell of the next wave and, when it had swept through her, she allowed herself to relax, sure he must have come with her, but still he moved inside her, hard and remorseless, driving her beyond pleasure to bliss.  
 
    Her legs trembled and she surrendered completely, losing all sense of herself, and she wondered if she’d lost consciousness for the next thing she knew he was carrying her in his arms, whispering her name softly, kissing her cheek and saying, ‘It’s all right, girl, it’s all right.’  
 
    He put her down gently on the settee by the fire, and then lay beside her, wrapping her in his arms so that she lay with her head on his chest. 
 
    She felt gloriously safe and cherished, surprised to feel so at ease lying with him in silence. When at last he rose to fetch his glass of wine, she looked down to see she was missing both shoes, and her tights and panties were dangling from one leg while he was still fully dressed. She quickly took off her underwear, hiding it behind her back and adjusting her bra under her dress while he took cigarettes and a lighter from his jacket and lit up a cigarette. He gave her a drink from his glass, then lay back down beside her and shared his cigarette with her, flicking the ash onto the fireplace. He looked at her and saw laughter shining in her eyes. 
 
    ‘What?’ he said, smiling back at her. 
 
    ‘I’m a mess, look at me, but you seem to have managed the astonishing feat of having sex without taking off your trousers.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘it’s a particular skill of mine.’ 
 
    They laughed until tears came into their eyes, astonished at how easy they felt with each other. 
 
    ‘Years of practise, I imagine,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Not at all,’ he said. ‘It’s one of the advantages of wearing braces.’ 
 
    Even as she laughed, her eyes were drawn to the front of his trousers. She could see the shape of him pressing against the dark cloth. She put his hand on him, feeling him harden under his clothes. 
 
    ‘You didn’t come?’ she said, feeling a sudden sorrow that he hadn’t shared her pleasure. 
 
    ‘You beat me to it,’ he said, but in a kind way. 
 
    ‘Can I touch it?’ she asked shyly. 
 
    ‘Of course,’ he said. 
 
    She undid his trousers and pulled down the zip of his fly. His cock was lying at an angle beneath his boxer shorts. She reached timidly under the soft cotton and freed him so that his cock straightened, reaching up beyond his belly button.  
 
    ‘I should have worn a condom,’ he said. 
 
    ‘It’s all right,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ he said, assuming she was taking a contraceptive pill. 
 
    ‘I’m sure,’ she said. 
 
     This wasn’t the time to tell him about the complications after Kate’s birth that had left her unable to have more children. 
 
    ‘I don’t have any diseases,’ he said, ‘except, of course, the very serious one of being Irish.’ 
 
    ‘Ah well,‘ she said through laughter, ‘I’ve already caught that one.’ 
 
    Placing her hand on his cock, she ran her fingers slowly up and down its length, thrilling to its silken feel, gloriously hard and soft at the same time. 
 
    James had a good-sized cock, but this was a ‘log-man’ different in every way to the one she had at home. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry if I hurt you,’ he said dolefully, taking no credit for his size.  
 
    ‘It only hurt at the beginning,’ she said, cupping his balls in her little hand. 
 
    He groaned, and kissed her head, but she gave a sudden yelp. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘It’s just gone up a size,’ she said to make him laugh. 
 
    But he wasn’t laughing any more. A serious look had come into his eyes, and he kissed her, and lay on top of her, claiming her for his own. She cried out as he entered her, but this time the pain turned more quickly to pleasure.  
 
    He moved slowly to start with, wanting to make their joy last, but pleasure quickly overwhelmed him, and their bodies locked into a hungry pounding rhythm that rushed them towards climax. 
 
    She came, and then came again, and still he wasn’t done. She wrapped her arms around him, and tugged his hair in a rage of desire.  
 
    ‘Come,’ she cried in between ragged breaths, ‘come for me!’  
 
    At last she felt something change within him.  
 
    He gasped, and arched his neck, sucking in air through his teeth, and then he kissed her fiercely, blindly, as if he’d passed into another world. His passion triggered her own, and she came with him, digging her nails into his back under his shirt as he called out her name into her mouth like a prayer. 
 
    When at last they lay still by the light of the fire, whispering foolish, half-heard endearments, Catherine felt a peace and contentment such as she’d never know. 
 
    They drank wine, and shared cigarettes, talking about their work, and about his time in Spain, and then they agreed to get dressed and go down to the bar, but he threw another log on the fire and they didn’t move from the place made magical by their passion. 
 
    They didn’t make love again, but from time to time he kissed her breasts and caressed her swollen cunt with strong, gentle fingers as if to heal the hurt he’d done her, and she fondled his balls, which were as big as eggs, and stroked his long, thick cock. 
 
    When she asked him the time, he looked at his watch and told her it was nearly midnight. 
 
    ‘I’d better go,’ she said regretfully, kissing him before rising from the couch and gathering up her underwear. She untangled her panties from her tights and quickly put them on. Suddenly shy to be dressing in front of him, she was glad of the cover provided by her dress, yet she was pleased to feel his eyes on her as she sat on a chair by the window to put on her tights. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry for staring,’ he said, rising from the settee and making himself decent. ‘You’re as pretty as a picture, as lovely dressing as undressing.’ 
 
    He picked up her pretty little shoes and laid them side by side at her feet, smiling fondly as she stood and nimbly slipped them on. He brought her coat and held it for her, kissing the top of her head as she fastened the buttons before taking her in his arms, and holding her tight. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe this has happened,’ he said. ‘It’s like a dream.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you say that to all the girls,’ she said, flicking her hair over the collar of her coat. 
 
    ‘As a matter of fact, I do,’ he said, ‘but I don’t usually mean it.’ 
 
    ‘And now you’re going to tell me again how you worshipped me from afar when you were a schoolboy.’ 
 
    ‘If I’d known you were a cynic.’ 
 
    ‘But you were going to tell me?’ 
 
    ‘How could you know?’ 
 
    ‘I have the gift,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Another Irish thing?’ he said. 
 
    ‘It is,’ she said, kissing his smiling lips. 
 
    ‘It’s perfectly true,’ he said. ‘I did worship you from afar. For years I couldn’t get to sleep for thinking about you.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you weren’t thinking dirty thoughts.’ 
 
    ‘At sixteen what other thoughts are there?’ he said, ‘but I didn’t think that way about you.’ 
 
    ‘Didn’t you?’ she said, curious to know what he had been thinking. 
 
    ‘Really and truly, I didn’t,‘ he said. ‘Oh, I had plenty of dirty thoughts, but not about you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure I believe you,’ she said, suddenly aware he was hard again. 
 
    ‘You were Catherine Dempsey,’ he said. ‘You were different, special – La Belle Dame. I dreamed of rescuing you from burning buildings or kidnappers, driving you to freedom in a jeep. I don’t know how many times I gave up my life for you, died in your grateful arms. All to earn your love and eternal devotion. 
 
    ‘And now?’ she said, smiling as she grazed against him. 
 
    ‘Now,’ he said, looking into her eyes, ‘now I feel exactly the same.’ 
 
    Catherine believed him, but she hid her tender feelings behind humour. 
 
    ‘Oh, you’re good, ‘ she said. ‘You’re very good.’ 
 
    ‘I think so too,’ he said, the skin by his eyes creasing as he smiled. 
 
    ‘The best I’ve seen,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Does that mean you’ll see me again?’ he asked, suddenly serious. 
 
    It was what she wanted to hear, but still she hid behind humour. 
 
    ‘Knowing your reputation, I may have to bring a chaperone.’ 
 
    ‘Aunt Nora?’ he enquired. 
 
    ‘Indeed,’ she agreed with a nod, ‘and Aunt Kathleen, her one-eyed sister.’ 
 
    ‘A fearsome pair, it’s true, but I’d knock them out cold to get at you,’ he said, brushing a strand of hair from her eyes. 
 
    ‘And I’d help you,’ she said, kissing him, and placing a hand fondly on his cheek. ‘Slip them a Mickey Finn.’ 
 
    ‘So you’ll see me again, Catherine?’ he said gently. 
 
    ‘I will,’ she replied. 
 
    ‘I do, of course, have a very busy schedule,’ he said. ‘How about tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘Take my arm, Tom Shannon,’ she said through laughter. ‘Take my arm and walk me to my car.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EIGHT 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘If you’re no longer permitted to eat with me, you can hardly expect to sleep with me.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE DROVE slowly on her way home, not because she’d been drinking – she’d barely consumed as much as a glass of wine – but because she could think only of Tom Shannon. 
 
    And she couldn’t get comfortable in her seat. The sex had been wonderful, but it had left her tender and sore. The tops of her thighs felt weak and shaky, as if she’d been for a long run, and she ached between her legs. 
 
    The term ‘saddle-sore’ came into her mind, making her smile, and think of the wonderful reggae song ‘It Hurt So Good’ by Susan Cadogan. 
 
    Now, at long last, she understood the real meaning of the song. 
 
    When she reached home, she sat in her car for a few minutes, trying to make sense of the evening’s events, but she couldn’t make sense of them. She felt transported, lifted out of her old life. 
 
    She told herself to calm down and try to think of her waiting husband who she knew would be in a state either of deep hurt and anger, or terrified arousal. But she couldn’t bring herself to care about his feelings. He was, after all, only a slave – she had to remember that – and she was his Mistress. 
 
    His feelings, whatever they were, no longer held the slightest importance.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES, PALE-FACED and anxious, came hurrying to meet her as soon as she entered the hall. He’d heard her car pull up outside. When she hadn’t come in straightaway, he’d imagined her kissing and embracing another man in her car, and he was relieved beyond measure to see her come into the house alone. 
 
    All evening, as he’d carried out his chores and bought her gifts online, he’d been haunted by the dread of her bringing her lover home with her, of having to meet his triumphant rival face to face. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ Catherine said when she saw him hurrying to greet her, still naked except for his t-shirt, ‘what have you got to say for yourself?’ 
 
    ‘Welcome home, Mistress,’ he said, already in a fever of submissive arousal. ‘I hope you had an enjoyable evening.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I did, James,’ she said, glad he wasn’t going to be difficult, and smiling to see how small his cock was compared to her lover’s. ‘Thank-you for asking.’ 
 
    ‘C-can I get you anything?’ he stammered, barely able to speak. 
 
    ‘You can hang up my coat,’ she said letting it fall to the floor for him to pick up. ‘And bring me a whisky.’ 
 
    She didn’t normally drink whisky, but she needed something strong to settle her nerves. 
 
    ‘Make it one of your special Jamesons,’ she commanded, knowing how sparing he was with his precious malt. ‘Half and half with water,’ she added, recalling how much he disapproved of adding water, ‘but don’t pour one for yourself. Slaves don’t drink whisky, do they?’ 
 
    ‘No Mistress,’ he agreed, feeling a sting of loss and arousal. 
 
    ‘I’ll have it in the sitting-room,’ she said lazily, already crossing the hall, leaving him to gaze after her adoringly as he bent to pick up her coat. 
 
    Catherine was pleased to see that the fire was still burning in the grate – it had been a day of fires – and she went over to the music player and set it to shuffle. ‘Fair Play’ from Van Morrison’s wonderful ‘Veedon Fleece’ began to play quietly. Its mellow beauty fitted her mood perfectly, and she sat down in the armchair nearest the hearth where she closed her eyes and moved her head in time to the lovely music. She still felt a heavy ache between her legs, yet she thought only with fondness of the man who’d caused it. 
 
    James came in, and gave her the glass of whisky, then stood by her chair, not knowing what to do with himself. Catherine sipped the whisky which was warming and deliciously smooth. 
 
    ‘Your whisky is lovely, James,’ she said. ‘It’s just what I need. I look forward to drinking the rest of it over the next few weeks.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, the pang of loss he felt for his whisky both sharp and sweet. 
 
    ‘Perhaps I’ll have it as a nightcap. They say it’s good for your health.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his submission deepening with every word she said. 
 
    ‘Take off your t-shirt,’ she commanded. ‘I want you naked.’ 
 
    He did as he was told without hesitation, and stood before her awaiting her next command. 
 
    ‘Now go and stand in the corner.’ 
 
    He looked at her in horror. 
 
    ‘You heard,’ she said sharply. ‘Hurry up or I’ll get angry.’ 
 
    He went to the corner, and stood facing it, feeling like a small child being disciplined by his teacher. 
 
    ‘Nose touching the wall,’ she said, ‘and stay like that until I tell you otherwise.’ 
 
    She relaxed now that he was in such a subservient position. She liked having him like this, and thought how she must put him in the corner more often. 
 
    She listened to the music and sipped her whisky, glancing over from time to time at her naked slave with his face to the wall. She looked at his strong back, and at the marks she’d left on his buttocks. The bruises had darkened, and turned blue in places, but the open cuts had closed over and begun to form scabs. 
 
    ‘The cuts are already beginning to heal, you’ll be pleased to know,’ she said lazily, ‘but I think you should stay naked for another day at least, just to be on the safe side.’ 
 
    When he turned to protest, she saw he was fully erect. Before tonight, the sight might have been impressive in its own way, but now it seemed only pretty at best. Catherine felt almost maternal towards him, as if he was a boy, not a man. 
 
    ‘Yes, you’ll go naked tomorrow and perhaps the day after,’ she said, daring him to complain. ‘I’m sure that’s best.’ 
 
    He tried to speak but the words wouldn’t come, and he turned to the wall again to hide his arousal. 
 
    ‘If you’re going to be shy,’ she said scornfully, ’you can wear your pretty apron again, but this time without any panties, at least until the skin heals. That way we’ll be spared the sight of your little cock waving in the air. That’s by far the best solution, I think, don’t you?’ 
 
    A shiver ran though him as if someone had walked on his grave, and he made a choking sound. 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon,’ Catherine said, sipping her whisky, ‘I didn’t hear you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, fearing he might faint. 
 
    ‘Good, I’m glad that’s settled,‘ she said, patting her knee. ‘Now, come over here and sit by me.’ 
 
    James left the corner and sank gratefully to his knees, placing his head helplessly in her lap. She ran her fingers gently through his hair, thinking how nice it was to have a man fall at her feet. 
 
    ‘Now, tell me James,’ she said, ‘have you been busy while I was out?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered quietly. 
 
    ‘Have you been shopping?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Buying me a gift?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    She wondered if he’d really gone back to that website and bought her what she’d asked for? If he had, she’d use it on him, she hadn’t the slightest doubt, lock it on him when she went to her lover, but she decided to let the answer come as a surprise. 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll look forward to receiving it,’ she said with an amused look. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, unable to hold her gaze. 
 
    ‘And have you done all the housework?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘All my ironing for next week?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you’ve done a good job. I hope there are no creases.’ 
 
    ‘I hope so too, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Have you hung my clothes in the wardrobe?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    She was talking to him idly, dreamily, without really listening to his answers.  
 
    Her mind had drifted back to Tom Shannon, to his warm smile, and gentle fingers, and to how lovely it had felt lying with him by the fire. 
 
    She felt a growing arousal at the thought of seeing him again. They were going for lunch tomorrow, at a hotel he knew in the country. 
 
    ‘And have you put clean sheets on the bed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Very good,’ she said, feeling a sudden longing to be in bed between fresh, clean sheets. But then she thought that James would expect to sleep alongside her, and that wouldn’t do. 
 
    That wouldn’t do at all. 
 
    ‘There’s something I need to tell you, James,’ she said, feeling a spasm of arousal when she saw the fear in his eyes. 
 
    ‘I’d like to sleep alone,’ she informed him. 
 
    She smiled to see the tears come into his eyes. 
 
    ‘Not just tonight,’ she said, ‘but every night from now on. You do understand, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Please, you c-can’t …‘ he stammered, his whole body beginning to tremble, but Catherine spoke over him. 
 
    ‘Oh, I can do what I like, James. Don’t you remember this morning, when I told you a slave shouldn’t expect to eat at table with his Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes.’ 
 
    ‘And you understood that, didn’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Then surely you’ll understand the same now applies to our sleeping arrangements. If you’re no longer permitted to eat with me, you can hardly expect to sleep with me.’ 
 
    He gazed at her, a lost look in his eyes, but he said nothing. 
 
    ‘I take it you understand,’ she said, gripping his ear and giving it a tug. ‘A slave can’t sleep with his Mistress, can he?’  
 
    ‘N-no,’ he answered in a whimper. ‘No, he can’t.’ 
 
    ‘It wouldn’t be right. You see that, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘In that case we’ll have to find you somewhere else to sleep, won’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    Their house had four main bedrooms, and Catherine wondered which one would be the most suitable for James in his new position as her slave and domestic servant. 
 
    ‘Of course, there are Brendan and Kate’s rooms,’ said Catherine, sipping the Jamesons, and speaking her thoughts aloud, ‘but I still think of them as their rooms. I don’t want you to sleep in either of those rooms.’ 
 
    Accepting his cruel eviction, James imagined he’d be sleeping in the guest-room, a spacious bedroom with its own television and ensuite bathroom. He’d recently redecorated it, and put in a new shower. He’d miss sleeping with Catherine terribly, but at least he would be comfortable. 
 
    ‘And I don’t think the guest-room’s the right place either,’ said Catherine, reading his thoughts. ‘Not for a slave. It’s much too grand. No, I think you should sleep in the baby’s-room.’ 
 
    James looked at her in disbelief. 
 
    The baby’s-room was their name for the tiny box-room off their master-bedroom. It had a connecting door to their room, and its own door to the upstairs hallway. It had been where the children had slept as babies and toddlers, until they’d grown old enough to have proper bedrooms of their own. 
 
    It was no place for a grown man to sleep. 
 
    But Catherine knew straightaway it would be the perfect place for James. 
 
    ‘Yes, I think the baby’s-room will be best,’ said Catherine. ‘You’ll be out of the way, but able to come and go without disturbing me. And I can call you if I need anything. A glass of water or a back-rub.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t sleep there,’ James protested. 
 
    ‘You’ll do what I say.’ 
 
    ‘I c-can’t.’ 
 
    ‘Are you disobeying me, James?’ she said, a hard edge coming into her voice. ‘I hope for your sake you’re not.’ 
 
    ‘There’s no bed in the baby’s-room,’ he tried to argue. 
 
    ‘Of course there’s a bed,’ she answered sharply. 
 
    ‘It’s not a bed,’ said James. ‘It’s a cot.’ 
 
    ‘That’s true,’ said Catherine, ‘but it’s a child’s cot, not a baby’s cot. It’s quite big really. You might have to curl up your legs a little, but I’m sure you’ll be fine.’ 
 
    ‘Please, anywhere but there.’ 
 
    ‘My mind’s made up, James. You’ll sleep in the baby’s-room from now on, and that’s final. Do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, overwhelmed by his stern Mistress, and wondering how much further he could sink. 
 
    Catherine thought of the cot in the tiny box-room. Not wanting to forget their children as babies, they’d kept the room just as it was. The cot had originally been blue but, when Kate was born, James had painted it pink. Catherine hadn’t wanted him to – she didn’t believe in colour-coding children – but James had insisted.  
 
    Tonight he’d be sleeping in a pink cot. It served him right for disobeying her all those years ago, Catherine thought with some satisfaction. 
 
    Maybe she’d tuck him in. Oh yes, she liked the idea of that. She’d come into his room wearing her prettiest nightdress, the one he’d bought her for Christmas. She’d lean over him and give him a goodnight kiss, let him see what he couldn’t have, and then she’d pull up the bars of his cot, click it shut, and leave him in a prison of his submissive desires. 
 
    Catherine smiled in anticipation. She knew she’d enjoy inflicting this new humiliation on her husband, yet the nagging ache between her legs was still causing her discomfort. 
 
    She shifted in her chair, trying to find some relief from the ache. She looked down to catch James looking guiltily up her dress which had ridden up her thighs, and she knew immediately what she must do. 
 
    It would be the perfect end to a perfect day. 
 
    She sipped her whisky and smiled, a queen on her throne. 
 
    ‘Do you remember, James, earlier today when we talked of a new kind of slavery?’ she asked, tapping him idly between his legs with the open toe of the pretty high-heeled shoes she’d bought to please her lover. ‘Well, do you remember or don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I remember,’ he gasped. 
 
    ‘And do you remember what we called it?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Then tell me.’ 
 
    ‘A n-new … A new devotion.’ 
 
    ‘Very good, James,’ said Catherine, pleased that he’d remembered. ‘Well, I need you to show it now. I need you to show a whole new devotion to your Mistress. Are you ready to do that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, from the depths of his prison. 
 
    ‘Then help me take these off,’ she said, lifting herself from the chair and taking down her tights and panties as far as her knees. ‘On you go, James, you can do the rest.’ 
 
    With trembling hands, he obeyed, gently shucking off her shoes, and pulling the silken bundle of nylon and lace down her long legs. The soft bundle still warm in his hand, he gazed in wonder at the raised hem of her dress, and her lovely thighs. 
 
    ‘I have such an ache,’ said Catherine, slowly pulling up the hem of her cashmere dress. ‘The kind of ache only a woman gets when she’s been with a man, a real man.’ 
 
    She slid the hem to her waist, smiling down at her kneeling slave. She could see the look of alarm in his eyes, but she could also see his hard cock straining hungrily towards her. She had no doubt he would do as she wished. 
 
    ‘I need your devotion, James,’ she said softly. ‘Your new devotion. I need you to kiss away the pain, make it all better.’ 
 
    James gazed at her nakedness, shocked yet enthralled by her shameless display. 
 
    Her lovely cunt, usually so neat and trim, was open and inflamed, ravaged in a way that appalled him. 
 
    He couldn’t believe she’d asked this of him. 
 
    He couldn’t do it. 
 
    Not like this. 
 
    Not after she’d been with another man. 
 
    ‘He hurt me, James,’ Catherine said in a slow, sultry voice. ‘He really hurt me, and I need you to make it better. You can do that, can’t you?’ 
 
    He told himself to refuse this final humiliation, but he already knew he’d do as she wished. Her cruel and savage beauty ruled him with the power of an enchantment, and he leaned forward and pressed his lips against her hot, slick cunt. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ Catherine gasped, thrilled by her victory, ‘but gently, so gently.’ 
 
    He worshipped his Mistress with infinite gentleness, his devotion easing away her pain, and bringing her in its place the sweetest delight. 
 
    Catherine groaned in pleasure, and let her head fall back as she thought of her lovely Irishman. 
 
    ‘That’s good, James, oh God, that’s good,’ she said, closing her eyes and tugging his hair to pull him closer. ‘Show me, show me your new devotion.’ 
 
    James worshipped harder and higher, lost in her beauty, driven on by her selfish joy. 
 
    ‘This is only the beginning,’ Catherine gasped, the delightful feeling rising inside her like a tide. 
 
    ‘I promise you … Oh God, I promise you … This is only the beginning.’ 
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