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‘The Life-force has delivered man into woman’s hands and the woman who does not use its power to make him her subject, her slave, her toy, is going against Nature.’ (Leopold von Sacher-Masoch.)


The Adoration of Adele Adams – Part One

‘Don’t be a coward,’ she whispered. ‘Do it.’

‘I’LL WEAR stockings tonight,’ Adele informed her husband, peering at her reflection in the dressing-table mirror as she put on make-up. ‘Fetch them for me. There’s a new pair in my drawer.’

His brain swimming, Joseph went obediently to the chest-of-drawers and with a trembling hand took out the glossy packet of stay-up stockings. Glancing at the packet, he thought how the cover model’s legs were no match for Adele’s. His wife had dancer’s legs, slim yet shapely, not too thin like the model’s legs, and they looked wonderful in the sheer nylons and stylish dresses she wore on her nights out.

Adele knew how much her husband liked helping her get ready to go out, and she’d grown accustomed to his compliance. Serving her in this way cast a spell over his senses, and plunged him into a submissive trance so deep she sometimes feared he’d never wake from it.

‘Well?’ she said, brushing her lovely auburn hair and turning with a smile to face him. ‘Aren’t you going to help me on with them?’

‘Yes, Addie,’ he said, a tremor in his voice. He loved seeing her in stockings but she never wore them for him, only for her other men.

‘Hurry up, then,’ she said, amused by his timidity and feeling very fond of him. ‘I’m meeting him at his hotel, and I don’t want to be late.’

Stung yet aroused by her directness, Joseph opened the packet and took out the stockings, standing like a fool while they dangled from his hands like ribbons of misty air. Beguiled by their weightlessness, he gathered one of them up in readiness to fit on her lovely, outstretched leg.

‘Careful,’ Adele instructed him. ‘I’ll be angry if you ladder them.’

Angry?

My God, you’ve got a nerve, Adele thought with a smile, but then he liked it when she adopted a severe manner, so where was the harm? She would soon be having her fun; it was only fair he had his.

She saw his cheeks redden when he took hold of her ankle. It shamed him to wait on her like this, as if she was his superior and he her lackey, and yet she had no doubt he found pleasure in his shame.

‘Come on, Joe,’ she said. ‘You know it’s easier when you kneel.’

With a sound like a sob, he sank to his knees in front of his wife, and began the gloriously demeaning task of dressing her in stockings for her lover. He could hardly breathe, and jealousy tore at his heart, and yet he felt deeply, insanely happy.

Smiling down at her husband, Adele felt as excited by his submission as by her anticipation of seeing her lover for the first time in almost a month, and she wondered anew at how her marriage to Joseph had taken such an unexpected course.

She’d met Joseph just over two years ago at her friend Emma’s housewarming. He’d started work that week as an illustrator at the graphic novel company where Emma was Senior Editor, and he’d looked pale and lost amidst the noisy throng.

‘Do me a favour and keep an eye on him,’ Emma had asked her. ‘He’s a bit odd, but fine when you get to know him, and his work’s brilliant.’

Always on the lookout for the fun in a situation, Adele had approached Joseph with a mischievous gleam in her eyes, saying, ‘Your luck’s in, Emma’s sent me to look after you.’

She was taken aback by the look he gave her, the look of an animal startled in the wild. With his slim build, and pretty features and long hair, Adele might easily have mistaken him for a girl. And he looked ridiculously young, no more than nineteen or twenty, and she was astonished to discover he was twenty-nine, only two years younger than she was.

They spent the evening together drinking wine and dancing and talking. Adele found him to be intelligent and well read, and she liked the dry humour that hid beneath his shyness, and the way he couldn’t let his eyes rest on her, stealing quick glances instead as if she dazzled him. His shy adoration made her feel strong and desirable, and they left the party early and went to her flat where they had sex. Normally drawn to confident, assertive men, Adele was surprised by his inexperience, but she enjoyed the gentle fervour of his lovemaking, and the sense of companionship that lingered after sex.

Over the next few months, without really admitting it to each other, they became a couple, and when Joseph asked her to marry him, Adele astonished herself by accepting. Happy in her work, she’d never looked for a long-term relationship, or wanted to get married or have children. She’d always enjoyed sex, and over the years had taken many lovers, enjoying the freedom to have affairs whenever and wherever she liked. She loved her mother and father as individuals, but she’d seen how miserable they made each other as man and wife, and she’d never seen the point of marriage, and restricting herself to one sexual partner, but she felt differently about Joseph. He was kind and sweet-natured, and adored her so fervently there was nothing he wouldn’t do for her. Hardly a day went by without him giving her flowers or buying her a pretty item of clothing – he had exquisite taste in clothes – or taking her out to a show, or cooking a lovely meal, and every night in bed he desired her with a sweet and endless devotion.

And then there was his apartment. Was it possible to love a man for his house? Perhaps in London it was. The property was a tall, thin town-house on four floors with a small, paved garden, garage and laundry-room on the ground floor, a large dining-kitchen, sitting-room, study, and bathroom on the first floor, two double bedrooms on the next floor, one with an ensuite shower-room, and an attic-room on the top floor. Best of all, the sitting-room had a good-sized balcony with a view over open parkland. Despite earning a decent, if variable, income as a freelance food and wine writer, Adele had never been able to afford to buy her own flat and, for the nine years she’d lived and worked in London, a huge proportion of her earnings had gone into paying rent. And so, when Joseph first showed her his home, she felt a little like Elizabeth Bennet had felt on seeing Pemberley for the first time, Darcy’s vast and imposing country-house. Joseph’s home enchanted her with its promise of an easier, more luxurious life and, despite her independent spirit and mistrust of marriage, Adele couldn’t help but imagine living as Joseph’s wife in such a house.

Joseph’s parents, now deceased, had bought the house for him, and he owned the property outright. He’d been home-schooled by his mother, an unusual education that had kept him apart from other children, and Adele often wondered if his isolated childhood accounted for his shyness, and his awkwardness with other people. He never talked about money and Adele guessed he must have an inheritance for he never worried about bills, or how much anything cost, and he worked as an illustrator more out of a need to fill his time than necessity. And so, yes, perhaps she had agreed to marry him partly because of his lovely house, but she felt genuinely fond of him, and very glad to have found a loving companion in the hectic and lonely rush of city life.

They’d been married only six months when Adele fell back on her old ways. She ran into an ex-boyfriend at the opening of a restaurant and, after a few drinks, they found a back room behind the kitchens where they enjoyed passionate sex amidst the racks of wine and sacks of rice. Adele knew it didn’t mean anything but nonetheless she felt terrible about what she’d done and when she returned home she made a tearful, semi-drunken confession to Joseph. She thought her heart would break when she saw the tears come into his eyes. He gave a sob of hurt and seemed to buckle against her as she told him how sorry she was, but then he slid to his knees, pushing his tear-streaked face against her knees. Certain she’d dealt a fatal blow to her marriage, Adele stroked his long, brown hair and begged him to forgive her, and then he said something that amazed her.

‘There’s nothing to forgive,’ he mumbled, pushing his face deeper into the folds of her dress.

‘I’ve hurt you, and you don’t deserve that,’ she told him, experiencing a strange and wholly unexpected arousal. ‘You’re the kindest, sweetest husband any girl could want. I’m so sorry, Joseph, sorrier than I can say.’

‘I love you,’ he gasped, kissing her thighs adoringly through the warm, scented cotton of her dress. ‘I love you, I love you, I love you.’

‘I hate myself for what I’ve done,’ she said, ‘and you should hate me too.’

‘I’ll never hate you,’ he said in a trembling voice. ‘I’ll always love you, always and always.’

‘Even after this?’ she asked him.

‘Yes,’ he answered. ‘Even after this.’

In that moment, standing above her husband, Adele came to the understanding, not only that he’d forgiven her, but also that in some extraordinary way he was taking pleasure in her betrayal. Emboldened, Adele slowly raised the hem of her dress letting him glimpse her white panties beneath the smoky gauze of her hose, and whispering, ‘Here, then, if you still want me.’

For an answer, his mouth flew to the heavenly valley between her legs where he kissed her devoutly through her underwear. Adele felt a sudden contempt for his needy ardour, and yet it felt oddly pleasurable to think disdainfully of him. Her strange arousal growing stronger, she sought to ratify her new authority over her husband.

‘You forgive me, don’t you?’ she said, feeling strong and sweetly wicked as she pushed her crotch against his mouth.

‘Yes, God, yes,’ he gasped between kisses.

‘Say it,’ she commanded, daring to tug down her panties and hose. ‘Say you forgive me.’

‘I forgive you,’ he said, awed by her nakedness, fearful of it after she’d so recently been with someone else.

‘Show me,’ she challenged him. ‘Show me how much you forgive me.’

Her command sent a flash of arousal through his blood, and yet he hesitated, repulsed by the musk of her betrayal, the animal scent of her union with another man. He couldn’t kiss her, he mustn’t – it was more than his pride could bear, and she had no right to ask it of him.

‘What are you waiting for?’ she said, risking all by pressing her little forest of curls tauntingly against his mouth.

‘Oh God,’ he gasped, feeling as if he was falling. ‘Oh God, oh God.’

‘Don’t be a coward,’ she whispered. ‘Do it.’

The faint mockery in her voice, and the insolence of her behaviour swept away his disgust, and suddenly he wanted her more than he’d wanted anything in his life. Her scent now infinitely beguiling, he kissed and drank from her with a never-ending thirst.

‘There,’ she gasped, both relieved and hugely aroused by his surrender. ‘That’s for you, all for you.’

Giving a groan of lust, Joseph worshipped his wanton wife with even greater ardour.

‘Lovely,’ she murmured, experiencing a surge of raw, female power, and beginning to imagine a very different kind of marriage. ‘This way,’ she told him, pulling him to his feet, and leading him upstairs to their bedroom. ‘You can do what you like with me – with my hair, my clothes, my mouth … I’m your filthy, loving wife for now and evermore … Kiss me, lick me, fuck me … Do what you like with me …’

Lost in the pain and pleasure of her betrayal, Joseph made love to Adele three times that night, feasting on her faithless flesh, his all-consuming hunger sealing a new understanding in their marriage. From that night on Adele once more enjoyed the freedom to take lovers whenever she wished. It was as if her betrayal had pushed open a secret door and shown them a whole new world. Adele always told Joseph everything, and never went behind his back which was a huge relief to her as she was an honest woman who hated to tell lies. And Joseph embraced his life as a cuckold as if it was the inevitable next stage in his life and marriage. He even took to buying Adele clothes and underwear for her dates, taking a shameful pride in making her beautiful for her lovers – and, when she came home, he loved to hear of her sex with other men. And she enjoyed telling him, her whispered accounts stirring them to passionate, often frenzied love-making. Far from driving them apart, Adele’s brief affairs brought them closer, and strengthened their love.

‘We’re travellers in a new land,’ she’d whisper in his ear before they fell asleep. ‘We’ve found a new form of love, a stronger kind of marriage, and I love you all the more for it, my dearest, darling husband.’

For Adele it was the best of all worlds. She had the freedom to enjoy sex with the handsome and charming men she met through work, while at home she had a devoted husband who loved and cherished her. If she occasionally felt contemptuous of Joseph’s weakness, and his willingness to let her take lovers, she also admired his open-mindedness and lack of selfish pride. She came to think of Joseph more as a girlfriend than her husband, and she felt truly grateful for his friendship, and his acceptance of her need for more assertive, manly men. Often, when she was with a lover, she’d think of Joseph’s gentle, loving eyes and smile a secret smile, looking forward to coming home, and cuddling up in bed with him to tell him of her exploits. Joseph made her feel safe and loved, and Adele gave thanks for her good fortune in finding such a perfect companion.

Joseph set only three hard and fast rules for Adele’s affairs – that, like Cinderella, she always return home by midnight, that she never tell him the identity of her lovers, and that she never, under any circumstances, bring them back to their home. Adele was happy to abide by these rules, even when she was tempted to spend the night with a lover. It was the least she could do given his remarkable forbearance, and besides, the rules gave order to her life, and allowed her to believe she was honouring her marriage and her husband. She came to think of Joseph’s rules as a new, more enlightened set of marriage vows.

‘Thank-you, Joseph, you’ve done that very nicely,’ Adele praised her kneeling husband now he’d fitted the stockings carefully onto her legs. ‘Fetch my shoes. My red ones, I think. You’ll find them in my shoe-rack.’

‘Yes, Addie,’ he muttered, getting to his feet and going to the shoe-rack in the corner by the wardrobe.

Finding the shoes, he carried them back to her as if they were sacred objects before once more kneeling and fitting the sexy high heels onto her feet. He loved how the peep-toed style looked on her feet, the way they showed off her red-painted toenails glistening like jewels beneath the veil of her hose.

‘On you go, then,’ she said, a smile in her voice. ‘I know you want to.’

His head spinning, Joseph leant forward to kiss first her ankle and then the impertinent little toes peeping out of her shoes.

‘My sweet husband,’ Adele said, standing from her dressing-stool and regarding her reflection in the mirror with a pretty frown.

‘Well?’ she asked him. ‘Will I do?’

‘You’re lovely,’ he said, still kneeling, a tight feeling in his chest.

‘Yes, but you’re hardly an objective observer, are you?’ she said, smiling at him in the mirror. ‘But they’re quite pretty knickers, aren’t they?’ She saw him wince in pain, but she knew how much he liked it when she flaunted her underwear.

‘Yes,’ he managed to say, getting slowly to his feet.

‘And the bra’s pretty too,’ she said, turning to admire her profile, adjusting the cups of her bra with quick, impatient fingers. ‘So light and lacy I hardly know I’m wearing it. You bought it for me, didn’t you?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, overwhelmed by her beauty.

‘The knickers too?’

‘Yes.’

‘What a terrible woman I am,’ she said, laughing as she pretended to scold herself. ‘Wearing your pretty undies to look nice for another man. I don’t know why you put up with me.’

He saw the mischief in her smile, the cruelty and the kindness, and it made him love her all the more.

‘Do you mind me wearing them for him?’

She knew how much he minded, how it cut him like a knife, but she also knew he found a dark and delicious pleasure in the pain, and his conflicted feelings intrigued and aroused her.

‘No, Addie, I don’t mind.’

‘You like me to look pretty, don’t you?’ she said, goading him. ‘You like me to look my best on my nights out?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his throat dry.

‘You’re so kind to me,’ she said, going to her wardrobe where she stood rifling through the dangling skirts and dresses, the rattle of the clothes-hangers sweetening his arousal. ‘Far too kind, buying me undies for my nights out, helping me on with my stockings. Do you think he’ll like me in them?’ she asked, adding to the torment she knew he craved.

‘Yes,’ he replied, gazing helplessly at her stocking-clad legs and lovely bottom, so pert and shapely in her black silk panties that he longed to throw himself at her feet and tell her he loved her for all eternity.

‘I hope he does,’ she said, taking a summery floral dress from its hanger and holding it against her before pulling it over her head and tugging it quickly into place around her breasts and hips. ‘I haven’t seen him in a month. I can’t wait to be with him again. He’s such a lovely, sexy man, you’ve no idea. When I think of him I just melt.’

Joseph felt suddenly dizzy as if she’d punched him, and yet he felt himself stir and harden. For reasons he still barely understood nothing aroused him more than Adele telling him of her desire for another man.

‘My zip, Joseph, if you please,’ she said, bending forward and holding the thick, dark bundle of her hair away from her neck. Enchanted by her feminine grace, Joseph did up the zip of her dress with trembling hands. He thought how most men would want to strangle her, and he felt the hot fire of jealousy rage inside him, yet he longed only to caress her, and kiss her exquisite neck.

Adele smiled to herself. It was lovely to be adored like this by her husband, and it was sexy to feel his gentle hands do up her dress so obediently, but it was much sexier to think of Laurent taking down the zip with his large, strong hands, and taking off her dress before carrying her to the bed in his hotel room. They were going out to a restaurant but they always had sex in his room first. That way they could relax and enjoy the rest of their evening together. His hotel was only a short walk from her home and the knowledge that she’d be with him so soon made her shiver with delight, and give welcome to the tell-tale dampness between her legs.

‘I’m going now,’ she said, tossing her hair impatiently as she picked up her coat and bag and hurried to the door, but the lost look on her husband’s face prompted her to make a kinder farewell.

‘Will you be alright?’ she asked, worried by how pale he looked.

‘Yes, of course,’ he said, fearful he’d make an even bigger fool of himself by bursting into tears.

‘Have you got something to do while I’m out?’

‘I’ll find something,’ he said, feeling very sorry for himself, but determined to appear strong.

‘A book to read, a film to watch?’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.’

‘It’s best if you keep occupied.’

‘I know.’

‘It can be a long evening otherwise.’

‘Just go.’

‘You won’t be miserable?’

‘No, Addie, I won’t.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘And try to eat something.’

‘I will.’

He wouldn’t. He never ate when she was out. He hadn’t the stomach for it.

‘Do some housework if you can’t settle,’ she said, not sure if she was being kind or cruel. ‘There’s a pile of my ironing that needs done.’

‘Yes, alright,’ he said, feeling even sorrier for himself yet darkly aroused by the prospect of doing housework while Adele was out with her lover. It made him feel light-headed, as if he was floating above the earth.

‘The laundry basket’s full, put on a wash.’

‘Just go, Addie,’ he said. ‘I’ll be okay.’

‘You don’t look okay,’ she said, touching her hand gently against his cheek, oddly pleased to see the tears misting his eyes. ‘You can play with my clothes if it helps, put on one of my dresses, panties and nylons too, I won’t mind.’

‘I don’t wear dresses,’ he insisted, but he knew that wasn’t strictly true.

At Christmas-time they’d gone to a fancy-dress party at Adele’s best friend Eve Harrison’s flat – Adele as an American gangster in a man’s suit and tie, and Joseph as her moll in make-up and dress. He’d looked sensationally good in a dress, and earned such admiring glances from men and women alike that Adele had never stopped teasing him about how well he suited woman’s clothes. He’d refused to wear a dress since the party, but every now and then Adele persuaded him to put on her pretty silk kimono and a pair of her loose french panties. It seemed to relax him, and she liked how slim and pretty he looked padding around the house in such feminine clothes.

“I could call Eve, ask her to come round to keep an eye on you.’

Eve was the only one of her friends Adele had told about her unusual marriage. She’d felt the need to tell someone and, not only did she like and trust Eve more than any of her other friends, but Joseph liked and trusted her too. An intelligent, free-spirited woman, Eve was drawn to outsiders who lived beyond the rules of conventional society. She didn’t think Joseph weak or strange for allowing Adele to take lovers, and on three occasions she’d spent the evening with him while Adele was out with another man. She sometimes teased him about his subservience and, like Adele, told him he should wear woman’s clothes more often as he’d looked so good in a dress at her party, but a genuine friendship lay beneath her teasing. She liked his shy manners and girlish good looks, and believed fervently that people should be free to live according to their needs and desires.

‘You don’t need to call Eve.’

‘Why not? She likes coming round.’

He knew that was true. The man in Eve’s life was a diver with a multi-national oil company. His name was Peter but Eve had nicknamed him Ivor The Diver. He worked abroad for months at a time, and Eve was often alone, and lonely.

‘I feel better when you’re not alone,’ said Adele, eager to be gone but worried about leaving him. He looked so thin and frail she feared she was hurting him much more than he showed.

‘I’ve told you,’ he said impatiently. ‘I’ll be okay.’

‘If you’re sure.’

‘I’m sure.’

‘I’d hate you to be unhappy.’

‘I won’t be,’ he said, dreading her departure, yet thrilled by the prospect of being abandoned by her.

‘I have to go,’ she said, blushing at her need to be gone. ‘I can’t wait any longer.’

‘Then go,’ he said, her eagerness piercing his heart. ‘Enjoy yourself.’

‘I will,’ she said, the fondness in her eyes making him long for her to stay. ‘Sweet Joe, I love you for this.’

‘So you should,’ he said.

‘Don’t ever forget it,’ she said, kissing him on the cheek, and turning away before her feelings got the better of her.

And then she was gone in a flurry of hair and scent, the door swinging shut behind her.

Suddenly bereft, Joseph felt the familiar humming in his blood and the emptiness in the pit of his stomach. It always came as a shock when she left him like this. He took deep breaths as the hurt intensified, bringing tears to his eyes, and then came the pleasure, the perverse, twisted delight he took in knowing Adele was on her way to another man. Yearning to see her one more time, he rushed from the hall to the window in the kitchen from where he watched Adele cross the street outside his house. Radiant with desire, she walked quickly with her head up as if she couldn’t wait to get to her destination. The hem of her dress flipping and flowing in time to her brisk strides, Joseph thought her the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. Barely able to breathe, he watched her all the way to the end of the street, where she turned the corner and vanished from his view. But she didn’t vanish from his tortured heart. On the contrary, her presence loomed much larger now she was absent, and he kept staring at the corner long after she’d gone, a part of him praying she’d come back to him, another part wanting to suffer the pain of her absence for all eternity.

While he stared, he began to wonder about her current lover, the man she was going to with such eagerness. Joseph knew nothing about him, only that his name was Laurent – he’d overheard Adele call him that in a telephone call – and that the timing and pattern of their meetings were very different to her previous affairs. In the past, she’d go to her new lover two, sometimes three nights in a week and then, her passion spent, she’d end the affair, and remain faithful to Joseph for a few months until another man took her eye. But it wasn’t like that with Laurent. She only saw him once, occasionally twice a month, usually on a week-day evening, but she’d been seeing him since February and it was now late May, and she’d taken no other lovers in that time. Was Laurent also married, and limited in the time he could give to Adele? Or was he French, as his name would suggest, and only infrequently in the country? Whatever the reason, Joseph felt increasingly worried by the longevity of their affair. It threatened him, and made him fear he might lose Adele, not just for a few nights, but from his life.

Shaking his head to clear his brain, he stepped away from the window and began to tidy up the plates and cups in the kitchen. He’d learned that housework helped assuage the shame and jealousy brought about by Adele’s departures. He washed the pots and pans in the sink, loaded the dishwasher and set it going, then wiped down the cooker and work-tops, and swept the floor. He watered the plants on the windowsill, and spent some time retuning the little radio that had lost its automatic settings.

Feeling better, he went into the sitting-room and opened the double doors to the balcony to let in some air, and then he tidied up the notes and magazines Adele always left lying on the sofa, and closed her lap-top and put it in its place on the small table by the bookcase.

Next he went upstairs to their bedroom and began sorting Adele’s dirty laundry into whites and coloureds, cottons and delicates, but the pretty clothes reawakened his longing for her. Handling her panties and bras, blouses and skirts, jeans and jerseys, woke in him a deep and tormenting arousal. Her clothes and underwear, still bearing the trace of her perfume, wielded an almost magical power, and he couldn’t help but think of how they looked on her lovely, slender form. He found himself remembering how she looked putting them on in the morning and taking them off at night. Untangling a pair of her balled-up panties and hose from a pretty white slip, he felt an overpowering desire to bury his face in her underwear and breathe in her glorious scent, but he didn’t give in to the temptation, telling himself he’d sunk low enough already without throwing away what little pride he had left by behaving like a pervert.

But then, wasn’t that exactly what he was – a pervert, a creature so weak and helpless he sought comfort from his wife’s dirty laundry while she enjoyed affairs with other men? Shaken by the thought, he threw down her underwear and began to pace up and down, taking deep breaths to calm himself, but his anxiety and self-disgust only grew stronger until he started to shake as if he was suffering a fit. His brain racing, he attempted to console himself by telling himself the word pervert merely meant someone who deviated from the norm, and didn’t necessarily carry the negative connotations that had become associated with the word, usually when it was used by fools and bigots. That he deviated from the norm he couldn’t deny, but was he ill, was he sick in the head, was his sexuality ‘wrong’ in some basic and fundamental way? Should he fight his sexuality, or accept it, and forgive himself his strange desires? If he did accept it, he wondered, where would it lead? Would he fall deeper and deeper into a pit of shame and degradation? Would he become an object of ridicule, and his life become a joke? Would he lose all sense of pride and identity, and suffer a sort of death in life? And, most worrying of all, why did he find the prospect of such a death so darkly appealing?

Unable to answer these troubling questions, Joseph found himself gazing at Adele’s open wardrobe with its row of dangling skirts and dresses, and remembering her words, ‘You can play with my clothes if it helps, put on one of my dresses, panties and nylons too, I won’t mind.’ One of his hands, as with a mind of its own, had begun to wander through her clothes, making them sway dreamily on their hangers. Enchanted by the soft fabrics and pretty colours, he recalled how lovely Adele had looked doing the same thing, and a crazy part of him wondered if she’d been showing him what to do while she was out. Perhaps she knew him better than he did, he reflected, experiencing a sudden and very powerful urge to put on one of her dresses, and maybe not just a dress. How would it feel to put on a pair of silk panties like the pair she was wearing on her date with Laurent? What would it be like to sit on her dressing-table stool and pull on sheer stay-up stockings? The thought thrilled him. He’d worn tights to the fancy-dress party, but not stockings. How would the little bands of darker nylon feel around his thighs? How would they look with that little gap of flesh at the tops of his legs? And he could try on a pair of her shoes too. Why not? He had small feet for a man, size seven, perhaps her shoes wouldn’t be too tight a fit. What was there to stop him doing all of these forbidden things? Calmed by the thought, his shaking eased a little. Perhaps he wouldn’t feel like such an imposter as a man if he dressed as a woman? Then it might be easier to accept Adele going with more manly men while he waited at home as her little housewife. He’d been teased all his life about his girlish looks and slender frame. Perhaps it was his destiny to dress as a woman, and live as a submissive husband? And yet he stepped away from the wardrobe, and turned his back on temptation. If he put on one of her dresses, let alone her panties and hose, where would it end? Once more he imagined a pit of shame opening up beneath him, and saw himself falling headlong into a life of degradation. Dizzy with anxiety yet plagued by arousal, he leant forward with his hands on his knees until his shaking stopped, and his dizziness passed.

Gathering the dirty washing in his arms, he carried it down to the laundry-room, and put on a cottons wash, and then went back upstairs to the kitchen where he heated a small bowl of chilli and rice in the microwave. He sat down to eat, but he had no appetite, and he emptied the bowl into the bin and washed it up in the sink, staring out the window, and wondering if any of the pedestrians below shared his troubles. Some of them must, he thought, but what good did that do him? Looking at the clock on the cooker, he saw it was just after seven o’clock, and he felt his spirits sink, and his anxiety return. Adele wouldn’t be home for five hours. How could he get through such an eternity? How could he survive the rest of the evening without going stark, staring mad?

He went into the sitting-room and tried to read his book, ‘Lord Jim’ by Joseph Conrad but, haunted by thoughts of Adele, he couldn’t take in a word he was reading. Putting down his book, he switched on the television and began to watch the latest episode of ‘The Bridge.’ He loved the character of the autistic detective Saga Norén, but not even she could hold his attention, and he switched off the television, and began to pace up and down, once more tormented by visions of Adele in the arms of another man. He saw her head thrown back in ecstasy, her lovely face contorted by a passion so fierce she was crying out as if in pain. And then he saw her looking at him over the broad shoulder of her lover, the faint smile in her eyes, and at the edges of her lovely mouth, mocking him for the pleasure she knew he found in her faithlessness.

Desperate to escape these visions, he once more sought distraction in housework. He hurried downstairs and brought the pile of Adele’s ironing up to the kitchen. Setting up the ironing-board, he put on some music – John Coltrane’s wonderful ‘Both Directions at Once, The Lost Album,’ and got on with the ironing. He worked steadily for the best part of an hour, enjoying the music, and making sure he left no creases, but gradually, item by item, the close contact with Adele’s pretty blouses and skirts took its toll until he ached for her with a deep and painful hunger. The knowledge that he was working as her domestic servant while she was out with another man inflicted a particularly sharp and stinging pain, but the pain only inflamed his arousal, and once again he found himself pacing and cursing, unable to escape the spell cast by his absent wife. Did she wield such power when she was present? He couldn’t believe she did. Perhaps that was why he found such pleasure in her absence, he reflected, trying to make sense of his conflicted emotions and poisoned desire.

Looking at the pile of neatly ironed garments, he thought again how lovely it would feel to put on his wife’s pretty clothes. His heart pounding, he carried the pile upstairs to their bedroom, telling himself he’d make do with putting on her kimono and french knickers as he’d done a number of times before for Adele, and once when Eve was with them. The three of them had enjoyed a girly night together, laughing and drinking wine on the couch like teenage girls. Eve had wanted to dress him in heels and nylons too, and put make-up on him, and some of Addie’s perfume, but he hadn’t let her. The memory aroused him as he put away Adele’s ironed clothes, and he thought about masturbating to rid himself of the burden of desire. Perhaps then he could have a quiet night at home, but he’d tried that before, and he knew it would backfire on him. The lonely release of masturbation always left him feeling empty and even more deeply ashamed, an easy prey to the demons of guilt and self-disgust. No, he told himself, it was better to remain aroused. At least that way he felt a sexual connection with Adele, an ache of yearning for her that made him feel alive, and in love, and what better way to remain aroused than to wear her lovely french panties?

As silent as a thief, he crossed the bedroom to the chest-of-drawers where he slid open the drawer containing Adele’s underwear. Experiencing a thrill of guilt, he searched through her panties and slips until he found her french knickers, the pair he now almost thought of as his own. Made of silk and tulle in a rich cream shade, they were beautifully cut with a delicate lace trim so sweetly elegant it made his heart leap. Remembering how lovely they felt against his skin, and how they swung and swayed so loosely around the tops of his legs, he laid them on the bed and began to undo his jeans.

He needed this, he told himself. There was no point trying to pretend he was a normal man. He wasn’t. He was some kind of sissy, it was clear, a half-man, a ridiculous fool-in-love who lived only to please his faithless wife, but then, just as he was taking down his jeans, his phone rang. Starting with guilt, he took the phone from his shirt pocket and answered it.

‘How’s my girl?’

It was Eve Harrison. She often called him ‘girl.’ He’d grown used to it, and barely noticed any more.

‘Hi, Eve,’ he said. In spite of the interruption, he was glad to hear her warm, friendly voice.

‘Addie called me. She’s worried about you, and asked if I’d look in on you.’

‘I’m fine,’ he said.

‘Too late,’ Eve replied. ‘I’m on my way. I’ll be there in five minutes. Open a bottle of wine,’ she added before ending the call.

Joseph looked at the lovely french knickers on the bed and thought about putting them on anyway. After all, Eve had seen him in them before, and she’d enjoy the chance to tease him and treat him as her girlfriend for the evening, but he lost his nerve – it didn’t feel right without Adele being there – and he refastened his jeans and went downstairs to open a bottle of wine.

‘There you are, my lovely,’ Eve said when he let her in, giving him an affectionate hug. ‘Has that cruel wife of yours gone out and left you again?’ she asked, feigning disapproval.

‘She has,’ he said, playing along, happy that she’d come.

‘More fool her,’ said Eve. ‘But quickly, I need wine. I’ve been with The Witch all day, and I’m dying for a drink.’

‘The Witch’ was Eve’s name for the famous American country singer who hired Eve as her hairdresser whenever she was in the UK. Eve worked exclusively for ‘The Witch’ for the duration of her visits, but she was paid handsomely for her trouble. Eve actually liked the singer, but she enjoyed telling stories against her, and making out she was impossible to please. Over the past six years Eve had risen from being a simple hairdresser in a London salon to becoming a kind of stylist to the stars. Nowadays she often worked on film shoots, and a number of famous actresses, and some male actors too, hired her services when they were in London. She’d go to their hotels or apartments, or to their film locations, and often attended press and TV interviews with them, making sure they looked their best. Eve was thirty-six years old but her elfin features, jet black medusa hair, and sparkling, intelligent eyes made her look ten years younger. With her sharp wit and kindly nature, she fitted easily into the world of showbiz, and was greatly in demand.

‘My God,’ she said, smiling at him as he poured the wine. ‘You’re not getting any uglier.’

‘Stop it,’ he said, not much minding. He was used to the dance.

‘I can’t help saying it but …’

‘I know,’ he said, beating her to it. ‘God must have meant me to be a girl.’

‘Well, it’s true.’

‘But I’m not a girl,’ he said, handing her a glass of wine. ‘I’m a boy.’

‘A very lovely boy,’ Eve said fondly, drinking her wine gratefully. ‘Now, come and sit beside me, and I’ll tell you my news.’

They sat together on the sofa, and Eve entertained him with tales of The Witch’s worst excesses, and then she talked of Ivor, and how much she missed him.

‘You love him, don’t you?’ Joseph said.

‘I think I do,’ said Eve, ‘or maybe I just love the idea of him. In a way it suits me, him being away so much. I can get on with my life without a man getting in the way, but I don’t know how long that’s going to last.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘He’s buying a house in California, and he wants me to move to America.’

‘For good?’

‘Yes.’

‘You’d get plenty of work there.’

‘Probably.’

‘Will you go?’

‘I haven’t made up my mind.’

‘Will you marry him?’

‘He hasn’t asked, but I don’t think I’ll marry again.’

Eve had married when she was seventeen, to a boy she’d met at school, her first boyfriend. The marriage had barely lasted a year, but it had left its scars.

‘God, I’d miss you,’ he said.

‘I know,’ she said, leaning her head against his shoulder. ‘Who’d look after you on nights like this, who’d cut your lovely hair?’

‘Tell him to buy a house in London instead.’

‘We’ll see,’ said Eve.

‘Send him round next time he’s back. I’ll forbid him from taking you to America.’

‘You’re sweet,’ said Eve, smiling at the idea of Joseph standing up to her tall, manly diver.

‘I’m strong when I’m angry,’ he said, turning her smile to laughter.

‘But tell me,’ she said once she’d stopped laughing. ‘How are you? Are you still okay with Addie going out like this?’

Adele had sounded worried on the phone, and Eve could see why. Joseph’s angelic face was pale and wan with dark rings under his eyes, and in his tight jeans and t-shirt he looked thinner than usual, too thin to be healthy.

‘I’m fine,’ he said, not looking at her.

‘You don’t look fine.’

‘Don’t I? What’s wrong with me?’

‘You’re too thin for a start. You look like an urchin in a Dickens book.’

‘Ah, yes,’ he said, hoping to silence her by playing her game, ’but I have my figure to think of.’

‘Even the most fashionable among us need a few curves here and there,’ she said. ‘Some flesh,’ she added, nibbling on his bare arm like a squirrel, ‘for our friends to get their teeth into.’

‘Ow,’ he said, pretending her playful bite had hurt. ‘I’ll report you to Addie. Husband abuse.’

‘Maybe I should be reporting her.’

‘It’s not like that,’ he said, suddenly uneasy. ‘You know it’s not.’

‘Then what is it like?’ she said, rubbing his arm where she’d bitten him. She’d joked with him before about Adele taking lovers, but she’d never really talked to him about it, and she was curious to know how their marriage survived, and if he was really okay with it.

‘God knows,’ he said, wishing she’d talk about something else.

‘She still tells you everything?’

‘Yes,’ he said, a warning in his voice.

‘It’s okay,’ she said, sensing his unease. ‘I’m only asking because I want to know you’re alright.’

‘I know that,’ he said.

‘And because I’m a nosy, dirty-minded Welsh bitch.’

‘I know that too,’ he said through laughter.

‘She still has your blessing?’ she asked, glad to hear him laugh.

‘She does.’

‘Everything’s open and above board?’

‘It is.’

‘You still help her get dressed to go out?’

‘I do,’ he said, pain in his eyes.

‘You like doing that, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Did you help her tonight?’

‘Yes.’

‘How did she look?’

‘How do you think?

‘Lovely?’

‘As ever.’

‘Addie’d bring eyesight to the blind.’

‘She would.’

‘That must hurt.’

‘What must?’

‘Helping her look beautiful for someone else.’

‘It hurts like hell,’ he said, ashamed but also relieved to admit it.

‘But you like it when she hurts you?’

‘If you say so.’

‘God, you’re kinky, girl.’

‘Suppose I must be,’ he said, pleased she was smiling. He could talk about this if she kept it light, not if she became serious.

‘No suppose about it,’ she said. ‘Is she your Mistress, is that what this is? Are you her slave, her little serving-girl?’

‘Don’t be stupid,’ he said, shocked by the suggestion, but also stung by the truth of it. ‘Of course not.’

‘It’s okay if you are,’ she said. ‘I’ve known men like that, men who like women to hurt them, walk all over them, treat them like dirt under their feet. It’s more common than you think. There’s nothing to be ashamed of.’

‘I’m not her slave,’ he insisted with a firmness he didn’t feel.

‘The truth, now,’ she said, nudging him playfully in the ribs. ‘I won’t care if you are.’

‘I know you won’t, but I’m not her slave,’ he said, aware that he was protesting too much.

‘Then why do you like it when she hurts you?’

‘How would I know?’ he said, his blood tingling.

‘You must have some idea.’

‘I tell myself it’s because of this, or because of that, but none of it adds up. I’ve given up trying to make sense of it.’

‘Try again.’

‘There’s no point.’

‘For me.’

‘Why?’

‘I’ve told you – because I’m a nosy, dirty-minded Welsh bitch, what other reason do you need?’

‘Alright,’ he said, a part of him wanting to talk. ‘You asked for it.’

‘I did,’ she said, topping up their glasses, and sitting back to listen.

‘The thought of losing Adele,’ he began, ‘of losing her to another man is the worst thing I can imagine, my greatest fear by far. It terrifies me. I wake up in the middle of the night certain she’s gone to him, gone forever, and I want to die. And then, when I see her sleeping by my side, I feel such happiness I think of her as an angel who’s pulled me from the fires of Hell.’

‘So, by letting her go with other men you’re facing up to your worst fear, and by surviving it you’ve looked your fiercest demon in the eye and survived.’

‘Something like that.’

‘A controlled explosion.’

‘Maybe, yes.’

‘I can understand that, I think, but it doesn’t explain why you like being hurt.’

‘No, but it might say something about why I let her do it, and why it makes life more bearable.’

‘Maybe you just like pain.’

‘Maybe I do.’

‘Alright,’ she said. ‘What else?’

‘I love Adele. She’s beautiful and funny and kind and clever. I never thought I’d be with someone like her, not in a million years.’

‘She’s too good for you, is that what you’re saying?’

‘I suppose I am, yes.’

‘She’s my best friend, and I love her too, but that’s idiotic.’

‘It may well be idiotic, but it’s what I feel.’

‘But you shouldn’t.’

‘Forget that for now, there’s something else.’

‘What?’

‘I hate the way husbands view wives as their exclusive property. That doesn’t make sense to me, not on any level. Perhaps if children are involved you’d want to be steady and stable for their sake, but outside of that, no. Adele should be free to live as she likes, not some kind of prisoner.’

‘That’s all very noble, but what about you? You’re happy to be her exclusive property while she does as she likes. You never even look at other women. Doesn’t that make you her prisoner, her slave even?’

‘I don’t care if it does. We’re very different people. Addie’s always had lovers and boyfriends, lots of them, I never have.’

‘Was she your first girlfriend?’

‘I’m not answering that on the grounds that it might incriminate me.’

‘She was, wasn’t she?’

‘Yes.’

‘Your first lover?’

‘The first and only.’

‘My God, how old were you when you met?’

‘Twenty-nine.’

‘That’s so sweet I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.’

‘Best to laugh, that’s always the best option.’

‘You’re from another planet, you must be.’

‘Zodak 9.’

‘Come here,’ she said, laughing and giving him a hug.

‘All I’m saying,’ he said, burying his face in her fragrant hair, ‘is that I hate the idea of Adele being trapped by marriage. By me. It would be like keeping a beautiful animal in a cage.’

‘I love kinky people,’ she said, kissing his cheek and gazing at him fondly. ‘They make the world go round.’

‘What’s so kinky about wanting your wife to be free? Why do we have to live in neat little boxes all our lives? Why does everything have to be about sex?’

‘Because everything is about sex.’

‘I don’t believe that?’

‘Of course you do. You like Addie going with other men because it turns you on like nothing else. You may not know why, but it blows your alien mind, and makes you want to kneel at her feet. You are her slave, of course you are. Deny it all you like, but I won’t believe you.’

‘That’s just silly.’

‘Oh, is it? When was the last time Adele lifted a finger round the house, tell me that? I saw the ironing-board in the kitchen. I know what you’ve been doing while she’s out, and when did she last do her own laundry or clean the kitchen? Why should she when she has a pretty little slave to do it for her, an obedient husband to run after her? Admit it, all Addie has to do is snap her fingers and you come running.’

‘What’s wrong with that?’

‘If there’s nothing wrong, why deny it?’

‘I love her, that’s all.’

‘There are many kinds of love, especially on Zodak 9.’

‘Alright,’ he said, a wall inside him crumbling to dust, ‘I give up, you win.’

‘More like it,’ she said, a gleam in her eye. ‘Now tell me what it is about Addie fucking other men that turns you on so much. No hiding, I’m warning you. I want to know every detail, the dirtier the better.’

‘I don’t know where to start.’

‘The beginning’s as good a place as any.’

‘I don’t think this has a beginning or an end.’

‘Come on, I’m waiting.’

‘When a woman desires a man,’ he said, speaking slowly, trying to dig down to the roots of his condition, ‘she’s at her most beautiful. Watching Addie get ready to go out, I see the excitement grow inside her, and her beauty grow with it, and I find that irresistible, almost more than I can bear. Her hair looks thicker, more lustrous, and her smile’s different, warmer but secretive, a little insolent. Her eyes shine more brightly, but there’s a faraway look in them because she’s thinking of him. Oh, she talks to me, but it’s just idle chatter. I can tell her mind’s elsewhere, and I’m not important anymore, and her voice is deeper, more sensual for in her heart she’s already talking to him, not me. Her walk’s different too, indolent somehow, even when she’s walking quickly, as if her body’s grown heavier, weighed down by desire. Her skin’s clear and smooth but hot to the touch. Her perfume smells sweeter, heated by her blood, and her clothes fit her better. Before she left tonight, she threw on an old dress she’s had for ages, but it fitted beautifully over her breasts, and flowed like a dream around her knees. The witch in her had commanded the dress to make her lovely, I swear that’s the truth. Desire releases the life-force in a woman, turns her into a goddess, and whenever I see that happen to Adele, I think I’m the luckiest man in the world for I have the privilege of seeing her at her most beautiful and most alive.’

‘Because of her desire for another man?’

‘Precisely because of that. If she was faithful to me, she’d become familiar, ordinary, and I’d never see the goddess in her.’

‘And that’s worth the pain?’

‘Yes, not that I have any say in it. The hurt I feel, the pain of her going to another man, crushes me, leaves me helpless, lost and miserable, but also absurdly happy. Crazy, I know, but that’s the truth. The shame I feel stings like fire, but somehow – and don’t ask me why – it also gives me the greatest pleasure. So there you are, I can describe it, but I can’t explain it.’

‘I believe the technical term is masochism.’

‘Very possibly, but that also describes far more than it explains.’

Eve looked at him, amazed by the change in his appearance. Just talking of Adele, and his dark, overheated passion for her, had brought colour to his face, and a sparkle to his eyes, and he no longer looked frail or ill. He shone like a holy person, she thought.

‘You’ve got it bad, girl,’ Eve said gently, moved by his honesty, and the depth of his feelings for Adele.

‘I have,’ he said, laughing but blinking back tears.

‘You really love her, don’t do?’

‘More than I can say.’

‘You’re the sweetest boy I’ve ever known,’ she said, taking one of his hands and kissing it. ‘Addie doesn’t know how lucky she is. If you didn’t love her so much, and if I didn’t love her too, and Ivor, of course, I’d take you upstairs and fuck your kinky brains out.’

‘A nice thought,’ he said.

‘It is,’ she said, but there’s something else that’s far more important.’

‘And what’s that?’

‘Have you eaten?’

‘Eaten?’ he said, thrown by her change of tack. ‘No, why?’

Eve took him to the kitchen where she switched on the radio and sang along to Amy Winehouse’s defiant and sadly prescient ‘Rehab’ while she made toasted cheese thick with melted cheddar covered in black pepper and Lea & Perrins sauce. Going back to the sitting-room, she made him eat every slice while they watched the Scottish comedian Frankie Boyle on TV. They were both admirers of his bleak take on the world, and his fiery distrust of the established order, finding a tenderness beneath his cruelty.

When the programme was over, and they’d finished the rest of the wine, and Eve was getting ready to go home, her phone rang.

‘It’s your Mistress,’ said Eve, glancing at her screen before answering the call, smiling at Joseph as she listened to Adele.

‘He’s been a very good girl, I’m pleased to say,’ Joseph heard her tell his wife. ‘We’ve had a nice, long talk, and he’s had something to eat, and doesn’t look so pale and sorry for himself anymore.’ Eve listened for a few moments, then said, ‘There’s nothing to thank me for. He’s never any trouble, and you know how much I like him. He’s a sweetheart, really he is.’

Joseph listened helplessly, darkly aroused to hear them speak as if Eve was his babysitter for the evening.

‘I’ll do that,’ said Eve, grinning and winking at Joseph. ‘I’ll tell him not to worry, and settle him down for the night … I will enjoy it,’ she said, laughing at something Adele had said. ‘I’m sure he will too. I’ll put him in his prettiest jim-jams, and tuck him in nice and tight.’ Looking at Joseph, her grin grew even wider. ‘He’ll be fine, don’t worry. Yes, I’ll be sure to tell him … Night, night, Addie … Enjoy yourself.’

Eve put down her phone and looked at Joseph with a knowing, slightly superior expression.

‘That was Addie checking in on you,’ she said, as if he didn’t know. ‘Lucky for you, I was able to give her a good report of your behaviour.’

‘Why didn’t she call me?’

‘Why do you think?’

‘Didn’t she ask to speak to me?’

‘Of course not,’ said Eve. ‘Why should a Mistress speak to her slave when she can speak to an equal? But she did ask me to pass on a message to you?’

‘What message?’

‘That she loves you, and she’ll be late home.’

‘Addie’s never late,’ he said, suddenly anxious.

‘Well, she will be tonight,’ said Eve, keeping her expression stern, as if Adele’s time of return was no concern of his. ‘There was a problem with their table at the restaurant, but she said you’re not to worry.’

‘How late?’

‘She didn’t say?’

‘Is she alright?’

‘Oh, yes, she sounded very happy.’

Eve hadn’t told him, but Adele had introduced her to Laurent the last time he’d been in London which had struck her as odd since she’d never met one of Adele’s extra-marital lovers before. It had only been for a quick drink in a pub, but she’d seen how close they were, and how happy Adele seemed in his company. He was French, the exports manager for a wine company, maybe four or five years older than Adele. He’d attended university in England and spoke excellent English, but with a delightful French accent, Eve recalled. He was attractive without being especially handsome. Of above average height, he had broad shoulders and short, dark curly hair, receding a little in a way that showed off his broad, tanned brow. His eyes were warm and kindly, with laughter lines at their corners, and at the sides of his wide, kissable mouth. Maybe he was handsome after all, Eve thought, the kind of man a young girl might dream of marrying one day, and suddenly she felt worried for Joseph, but she decided to say nothing to him about meeting Laurent. She didn’t want to rock the boat and, for all she knew, Adele was about to end the affair as she’d ended all the others.

‘Come on, then,’ said Eve, getting up from the sofa. ‘Time you were in bed.’

‘Don’t be daft.’

‘Beddy-byes,’ she said as if he hadn’t spoken, putting her hands on her hips in the way women do when they expect to be obeyed.

‘I’ll wait up for Addie.’

‘Will you, indeed?’

‘I will,’ he replied, suddenly far from sure.

‘You’ll do what I tell you,’ Eve said, keeping her face straight, and beginning to enjoy herself. ‘And no arguments.’

‘Stop it, you’re not funny.’

‘Addie’s asked me to put you to bed, and that’s what I’m going to do. So, hurry, girl,’ she said, clapping her hands like a schoolmistress. ‘Upstairs to bed, this minute, or I’ll tell Addie you’ve been naughty, and you’ll be in trouble then. She’ll put you over her knee, I’m sure of it, then you’ll be sorry.’

‘Ha-ha,’ he said, amused by her play-acting, but also more than a little aroused by it.

‘I mean it,’ she said, pushing him ahead of her towards the door, and giving him little smacks on his bottom as she chased him into the hall. ’Run along, now. It’s high time little girls were in their beds. They need their beauty sleep.’

‘No more,’ he said, stopping at the foot of the stairs. ‘It’s gone far enough.’

‘I’ll be the judge of that, young lady,’ she said, taking him by the arm and pulling him upstairs. Her grip surprisingly strong, and her manner even more severe, she led him to the bedroom, brooking no resistance, and saying, ‘Hurry, now, it’s well past your bed-time,’ and, when he tried to protest, ‘you’ll do what you’re told, or you’ll make me angry, and that’s not a pretty sight, I promise.’

On the contrary, Joseph thought it would be a very pretty sight. He knew she was only play-acting but she made a very convincing dominatrix, and he found her flashing eyes and stern expression deeply alluring.

‘Have I made myself clear?’

‘Yes, Eve,’ he said meekly, no longer sure what was real and what was play.

‘But what’s this?’ she said, indicating the french knickers lying on the bed, delighted to find such evidence against him. ‘Have you been playing with your Mistress’ undies again?’

Caught out, his cheeks reddening with shame, Joseph made an incoherent, mumbling sound that made Eve laugh with scorn.

‘You have, haven’t you?’ she said folding her arms and gazing at him sternly. ‘And don’t try to deny it, I know what girly-boys are like.’

‘I’m not … I was only …’ he stammered.

‘Oh, be quiet,’ she snapped. ‘I’m not interested in your excuses. It’s perfectly clear what you’ve been up to, and since you like Addie’s knickers so much,’ she said, picking up the french knickers and holding them out to him, ‘you can wear them to bed.’

‘No,’ he managed to say.

‘Yes,’ she insisted, the panties swaying from her finger like a hypnotist’s watch. ‘You’ll wear them to bed as your jim-jams.’

‘I c-can’t,’ he stammered.

‘You most certainly can,’ she said. ‘And I’ll hear no more about it.’

Still holding the knickers out to him, she continued to look at him sternly. Joseph searched her face for some sign of humour or mercy, but he found neither and so, his heart skipping a beat, he took the panties from her.

‘And what do you say?’ she said.

Th-thank-you.’

‘More like it,’ Eve said icily. ‘Now put them on, and be quick about it.’

Bewitched, he undid his jeans, but stopped before taking them down. Eve had seen him in a dress before, and in the knickers he was holding, but she’d never seen him naked. He might have been less shy had he been erect, but inexplicably his cock remained soft. This confounded him as he felt a powerful arousal deep in his gut, but it wasn’t having its usual effect on his body, providing him with further proof that his sexuality had become twisted and unnatural. What kind of man grew smaller when aroused? And then the thought of Eve seeing him at his smallest set another host of butterflies loose in his gut, and panic added spice to his arousal.

‘Please, Eve,’ he beseeched her. ‘Don’t look.’

‘For heaven’s sake,’ she said sharply. ‘What do you think I am, a Sunday school teacher?’ But she turned away, smiling to herself as she listened to him hurrying to undress, and put on his pretty panties.

‘Is it safe to look?’ she said, struggling not to laugh.

‘N-not yet.’

‘You can wear this too,’ she said, taking Adele’s short, silk kimono from the hook on the back of the door, and turning to face him just as he’d pulled up his knickers. ‘Here you are.’

He took the kimono and put it on gratefully, closing it around him to hide his flouncy French knickers.

‘Addie really is lucky, you know,’ she said, struck by how slender and feminine he looked in Adele’s kimono, by how much he suited its deep pinks and greens. ‘You’re the prettiest boy any girl could come home to. This way,’ she added, leading him towards the shower-room.

Joseph told himself to resist, but he followed her meekly into the room.

‘Do you need to pee?’ she asked him, all very brisk and nanny-like.

‘No,’ he replied, very glad that he didn’t.

‘Then brush your teeth, and do them properly.’

He gave her a disbelieving look, but it only deepened her resolve.

‘Hurry,’ she said, ‘I won’t tell you again.’

Feeling like a child scolded by his aunt, Joseph put toothpaste on his brush and commenced cleaning his teeth, acutely aware of Eve watching him in the mirror above the sink, a faint smile on her face. Her arms folded bossily, there was a mocking light in her eyes that struck a chord deep inside him, and made him feel dizzy, as if he might faint.

What was this lovely feeling, he wondered? What did it mean, and how did she know to treat him like this? How did she know the secrets that lay buried so deep in his heart he didn’t even know them himself?

Once he’d rinsed his mouth, and dried his face, she led him to the dressing-table in the bedroom, and sat him down on Adele’s little stool in front of the mirror.

‘Princesses always brush their hair before bed,’ Eve whispered in his ear, brushing out his long, shining hair with Adele’s satin wood brush. ‘What lovely hair you have,’ she said, meeting his gaze in the mirror. ‘As pretty as any girl’s.’

‘Is that true?’ he asked her.

‘It is,’ she told him. ‘And I should know, the number of heads I’ve seen.’

‘Then perhaps you’re right,’ he said dreamily, his male identity slipping further away. ‘Perhaps I should have been a girl.’

‘You’re lovely the way you are,’ she said warmly. ‘So lovely I’d like to steal you away and take you home with me. I’d keep you prisoner in my house for all eternity, lock you up and never let you go.’

‘I’d like that,’ he said, enchanted by her gentle dominance.

‘Yes,’ she said, kissing the top of his head. ‘I think you would.’

‘Would Addie miss me?’

‘Of course she would,’ Eve said, seeing the pain in his eyes, and seeking to reassure him. ‘She loves you, you know she does. She couldn’t live without her pretty little husband.’

‘Really?’

‘Really,’ she said, thinking once more how happy Adele had seemed with Laurent, and how well they seemed to fit as a couple. ‘It’s you she loves, my angel,’ she added for good measure. ‘Don’t you worry about that.’

She brushed his hair until the worry left his eyes, and then she put down the hairbrush, and went over to the wide bed where she turned down the duvet, and said, ‘In you hop, sleepyhead.’

Only too glad to obey, Joseph crossed the room and lay down obediently on the bed, experiencing a delightful feeling of warmth and safety when she tucked the duvet up to his chin.

‘See?’ Eve said, dropping her act for a moment, and rubbing her pretty nose cheekily against his, ‘I told you you were a slave.’

‘I love you,’ he said, moved by her kindness and mischief.

‘And I love you too,’ she said. ‘Now there’s only one more thing I want you to do for me. Are you ready to hear what it is?’

He nodded his head with such innocence she really did feel like a mother with her child.

‘I want you to go straight to sleep. Will you be a good girl and do that for me?’

He gave another nod so sweet and trusting she felt her heart turn over.

‘You know Addie’s going to be late so you mustn’t worry,’ she said, stroking his forehead, smiling to see his eyelids flicker sleepily. ‘She’ll be home soon, very soon, and all you have to do is close your eyes and fall fast sleep … Sweet dreams, my lovely … Sweet dreams.’

As if by her command, Joseph closed his eyes and fell fast asleep. Eve looked down at him for long moments, then pulled shut the heavy curtains, switched off the little lamp, and left him to his slumbers.

HE WOKE with a start and lay staring into darkness, sure he’d heard the sound of the heavy front-door being opened on the ground floor. He listened keenly but heard nothing more save for the hum of traffic. Searching the bed beside him, panic flared in his heart when he found no-one. Adele wasn’t home. Where was she? What time was it? He switched on the bedside lamp and looked at the clock. It was well after one o’clock. Hearing a noise from downstairs, he sprang out of bed and ran into the hall and down the stairs, his kimono flying out behind him like wings - please let it be her! Silent in his bare feet, he sped past the kitchen and descended the stairs to the ground floor but then he heard a sound that made his blood freeze.

It was the sound of voices.

Stopping his descent, he crouched down on the stairs, peering into the downstairs hall. He could only see their legs, Adele’s pretty floral dress pushed up against a man’s dark trousers.

‘You have to go,’ he heard Adele say.

‘I don’t want to,’ the man replied in a deep, accented voice.

‘Well, you have to,’ she said, her voice playful, glad he wanted to stay.

‘Come to my hotel,’ he said. ‘Spend the night with me.’

‘You know I can’t.’

‘I want to wake up with you in the morning.’

‘That would be lovely.’

‘Then come with me.’

‘No,’ she said, regret in her voice, ‘and stop asking.’

‘Comme tu es belle,’ he said.

‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’

They laughed, and then kissed, a deep, passionate kiss that seemed to last forever.

Angry, and tormented by her lover’s presence in his home, Joseph could only watch as the man’s large hands caressed Adele’s lovely bottom through her dress, crushing her against him.

‘When will you be back in London?’ she said once the kiss was over.

‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘Weeks, maybe more.’

‘I’ll still be here.’

‘Can I call you?’

‘Of course.’

‘Every night?’

‘If you like,’ she said, laughing at his eagerness.

‘Come to Paris.’

‘We’ll see.’

‘I want you to.’

‘I know.’

‘Goodnight, Adele.’

‘Goodnight, Laurent,’ she said fondly. ‘And thank-you, I’ve had a wonderful evening.’

And then they kissed once more and he was gone, the front-door closing shut behind him.

Suddenly embarrassed, Joseph told himself to run back upstairs, but he didn’t move. Instead he waited like a cornered animal, enthralled by the elegant clip of Adele’s heels on the stone tiles as she approached the stairs.

‘There you are,’ she said, smiling up at him. ‘Have you been spying on me?’

‘He was here,’ he said, a tremor running through him. ‘He was in the house.’

‘Only for a minute,’ she said.

‘He’s not supposed to come here.’

‘He was being a gentleman, that’s all,’ she said. ‘It was late when we left the restaurant, and he walked me home.’

‘I don’t want him here. It’s not what we agreed.’

‘Would you rather I went out with a man who wasn’t a gentleman?’ she asked with a calmness that infuriated him. She wasn’t slurring her words, but she’d clearly been drinking, and everything about her was free and easy.

‘N-no.’

‘And you want me to be safe, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his head spinning.

‘Then don’t make a fuss,’ she said, climbing the stairs towards him. ‘But look at you in your panties. I’d forgotten how pretty you are in them. Did Eve make you wear them?’

‘Y-yes.’

‘For your jim-jams?’

‘Yes.’

‘How clever of her. Come here and let me hug you.’

She hugged him and kissed him, and then took him by the hand and led him upstairs.

‘Eve called after she’d tucked you in,’ she said as they came into their bedroom. ‘She told me how good you’d been for her. Not just good. Obedient was the word I remember her saying. Yes, I’m sure that’s the word she used.’

Unnerved by het twinkling eyes, he just stared at her, unable to speak.

‘She thinks you’re my slave,’ Adele said with a giggle. ‘Imagine that, and Laurent thinks the same.’

‘Laurent?’ he said, his brain reeling.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘We talked a lot tonight.’

‘About me?’ he said, anxiety feeding his arousal.

‘Yes, about you and our marriage, and about his marriage too.’

‘He’s married?’ he said, feeling a sense of relief.

‘Yes, but if you think our marriage is weird wait till you hear about his,’ she said. ‘But not now, I need to pee.’

Pulling him behind her, she hurried into the shower room where she lifted her dress, tugged down her panties and sat prettily on the toilet seat. While she peed she pulled him close, opening his kimono and nuzzling his hardening cock through his french knickers. Groaning with desire, he took down the zip in the back of her dress and buried his face in her lovely hair, his hands finding their way to her breasts, fondling them through her flimsy bra.

’Sweet boy,’ she murmured, pulling down his knickers and taking him in her mouth.

‘I’ve missed you,’ he gasped. ‘Missed you and missed you.’

She wiped and flushed, then stood and shrugged off her dress that fell in a bundle at her feet. She smiled at him as she took off her bra, freeing her lovely full breasts. He gazed at them in wonder, longing to kiss them.

‘They’re still sore,’ she told him. ‘He sucked them so hard.’

Laughing at his shocked expression, she pulled up her panties and said, ‘We’ll keep our panties on, then we can be girls together. I’ll keep my stockings on too if you like.’

‘Yes,’ he said, his throat dry. ‘And your sh-shoes.’

‘You want me to keep my shoes on in bed?’

‘Yes.’

‘Say please.’

‘Please.’

‘Dirty boy,’ she said, smiling and swaying her hips as she strolled into the bedroom in her stockings and heels, her slave close behind.

‘You won’t need this,’ she said, slipping the kimono from his shoulders, and pulling him down with her onto the bed. ‘I’m home, now,’ she said tenderly, holding him close under the duvet. ‘I’m home.’

They lay in silence, savouring their closeness, Adele snuggling into her favourite place with her head under his chin, and Joseph just holding her, breathing in her warm, womanly scent of perfume and make-up, shampoo and sex.

‘I’ve had a lovely time,’ she said once she sensed he was ready. ‘He was all over me as soon as I got to his room. He didn’t even take my dress off. He kissed me and put his hand between my legs, touched me through my panties, and said I was all he thought about, all he ever dreamed of, and then he lifted me in his arms and carried me to bed. He can last forever but this time he came as soon as he was inside me, but I liked it, that he wanted me so much, and I came too from the sheer joy of it, and then we lay together and talked and kissed a little, waiting for him to get hard again.’

‘Is that when you talked about me?’ he asked, the pain turning to pleasure, and the pleasure to pain.

‘’No, that came later at the restaurant. We just talked about life and work, films we’d seen, books we’d read, ordinary things.’

‘What does he do?’ he asked, angry with himself for wanting to know.

‘He exports wine to the UK,’ she said, caressing him through his knickers, glad he was erect.

‘He’s French?’

‘Yes, although his mother was Spanish. He lives in Paris.’

‘What’s his name?’

‘Laurent Gauvin.’

‘How old is he?’

‘Thirty-seven.’

‘Is he tall?’

‘Yes, quite tall,’ she said, rubbing him harder. ‘And he’s strong. You wouldn’t want to pick a fight with him.’

‘Is he handsome?’

‘I think so, yes.’

‘You’ve broken all our rules tonight.’

‘Have I?’

‘You were late home, you brought him to the house, and you’ve told me who he is.’

‘I’m a bad girl,’ she said, a smile in her voice. ‘Will I tell you how bad?’

‘Yes,’ he said, deeper under her spell.

‘It wasn’t long before he grew hard again,’ she told him, ‘and this time he lasted, oh, how he lasted. We kept it slow and steady at first as if we were riding a rocking-horse in a dream, with him whispering all the time in his lovely French voice, telling me how lovely I was, how much he wanted me, and then, when he’d grown used to being inside me, he fucked me harder and harder.’

‘Did you come?’ he asked, sucking in air through his teeth.

‘Oh, yes,’ she said. ‘I came so hard I thought I’d die of it.’

Feeling him pulse in her hand, she slowed her strokes, touching him lightly with the tips of her fingers, and then cupping his balls through the loose silk of his panties. She didn’t want him to come, at least not yet. She loved having him in her power, and she had more to tell him, much more.

‘I thought he must have come too, but he hadn’t,’ she said, thinking of Laurent with the deepest tenderness. ‘He was still going, harder than ever. I panicked, cried out like a girl on a runaway horse, but he paid no attention, just shut me up with a kiss so deep I gave in to him entirely, gave myself to him body and soul. And that’s when it happened, a connection so strong it carried us away on a giant wave. We must have passed out for, when we woke up, it was over an hour later and we’d missed our table at the restaurant, but we didn’t care. Why should we, after enjoying the best sex of our lives?’

Joseph groaned with arousal, and pushed up against her hand.

‘It was so lovely,’ she told him. ‘Lovelier than I can say.’

‘D-don’t leave me,’ he stammered, deeply aroused, yet terrified of losing her.

‘Why would I leave you,’ she murmured warmly, sliding her leg over his to let him feel her hose against his skin, but digging the sharp heel of her shoe into his calf. ‘Sweet Joe, you let me have everything I want, and I couldn’t be happier. Oh, no, I’m not letting you go, not ever, you can be sure of that.’

‘I love you,’ he vowed pushing his leg against her heel so that it hurt him more.

‘I know you do,’ she said. ‘Will I tell you the rest?’

‘Yes.’

‘I phoned the restaurant and apologised for missing our table. I know the owner, I’ve reviewed his restaurant favourably, and he forgave me and gave us a later time – that’s why I was so late home. Anyway, we weren’t in a rush any more so we washed in the bidet, took our time like lovers do. Laurent was sweet, and got hard again – I think it was the sight of me on the bidet still in my stockings and with my dress round my waist – but in between kisses we got dressed and left the hotel. In the taxi he couldn’t keep his hands off me. All the way to the restaurant he had his hand under my dress, feeling the tops of my stockings, touching me though my panties while I rubbed him through his trousers. And the whole time we kissed like Romeo and Juliet. You’d think we’d have had enough, but we just wanted more.’

‘Did he touch you here?’ he asked, placing his hand on her thigh just above her stocking-top.

‘He did,’ she said, pushing against him. ‘And not just there.’

‘Here?’ he asked, touching her panties, feeling her warmth, and the heavenly shape of her beneath the thin silk.

‘Yes, she gasped, ‘and it felt wonderful.’

‘Did you think of me?’

‘No,’ she said, knowing how much he liked to hear this. ‘I’d forgotten all about you. You didn’t matter in the slightest. It was as if you’d ceased to exist.’

‘Oh, God,’ he groaned, thrusting into her hand, and fingering her through her panties.

‘Not yet,‘ she said, feeling how close he was, and taking away her hand.

‘Oh, God,’ he said again.

‘Be patient,’ she said. ‘I still have more to tell you. Are you ready?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his heart pounding.

‘Then behave yourself,’ she said, trailing the tips of her fingers lightly up and down his erection, ‘or I won’t tell you what we talked about in the restaurant.’

‘Please tell me,’ he gasped.

‘You really want to know, don’t you?’ she said, goading him. ‘You want to know what my lover and I talked about while we enjoyed our delicious meal.’

‘Yes, I want to know. I want to know everything.’

’Then beg me.’

‘I beg you,’ he said at once.

‘Again,’ she said. ‘I like it when you beg.’

‘I beg and beseech you, Addie, please tell me.’

‘I’m tempted not to, just to teach you a lesson.’

‘You have to, please, I’m begging you, by all the love I have for you, by all the stars in the sky.’

‘Very well then,’ she said in a bored voice, her fingers fluttering around his helpless cock. ‘Since you asked so nicely.’

‘Thank-you,’ he gasped, absurdly grateful. ‘Thank-you, thank-you.’

‘It was just after we’d tasted the wine, which was delicious by the way, that Laurent asked about you, what age you were, what you looked like, what you did for work, and I told him that you were thirty-one years old, a talented artist, and a sweet and gentle man who looked as pretty in a dress as any girl.’

Joseph began to protest at being described to her lover in such a way, but Adele just kissed him, and gripped him harder, saying, ‘Well, it’s the truth, isn’t it? You are talented and gentle, and you do look lovely in a dress. You wouldn’t want me to lie to Laurent, would you? Not about my own dear husband?’

’N-no,’ he stammered.

‘Then lie still and listen,’ she instructed him, ‘or I won’t tell you any more.’

‘Yes, Addie,’ he said helplessly.

‘And then he asked if you knew I was seeing him,’ Adele continued, ‘and I said you did know. ”Doesn’t he mind?” he asked. “Oh yes, he minds very much,” I told him, “but he also likes it more than anything in the world. He likes it so much he falls into a trance. He even looks out my underwear for me, and helps me get dressed. This evening he knelt at my feet and helped me on with my stockings and shoes.” Hearing that just made him smile and nod his head. “Ah, so he’s your slave,” he said. “If he is, it’s only a game,” I said back, looking to defend you a little. “Well, in my experience,” he said, “those who play at being a slave usually want it to happen in real life. And then, once it happens, there’s no going back.”’

‘In his experience?’ Joseph said, fearing his heart would stop. ‘What did he mean?’

‘That’s exactly what I asked him.’

‘What did he say?’

‘If you listen I’ll tell you,’ she said, kissing his delicate throat before continuing.

‘It’s a strange story,’ she began. ‘He’s still married to his wife, a doctor called Irène, but they don’t live together anymore. She lives in the apartment above him – they bought both apartments when they got married, one to rent out – but she’s living with the new love of her life, a woman called Sabine, also a doctor, a cancer specialist, I believe. Laurent was very hurt and confused for a while – he had no idea his wife was a lesbian, and nor, she claims, had she – but they seem to have made their peace, and get along now as friends and neighbours. But Sabine also had a husband, and this is where the story really gets interesting. He was a prominent philosophy lecturer, not that philosophy did him much good. He fell apart when Sabine left him for Irène, started drinking heavily, lost his job. He even attempted suicide, and so Sabine and Irène took pity on him and let him move in with them. To begin with they pitied him, looked after him and treated him kindly, but that didn’t last. Before long they grew tired of him, spoke impatiently to him, and told him they expected him to earn his keep.’

‘In what way?’ he asked, utterly captivated.

‘By cleaning their apartment, cooking for them, doing the laundry, by working as their housekeeper.’

‘Did he agree to that?’

‘I don’t think they gave him any choice. From what Laurent told me, they were very strict with him.’

‘Strict?’ he said, his heart hammering.

‘Oh, yes, they beat him if they weren’t happy with his work.’

‘Beat him?’ he said, astonished.

‘Yes, with a riding-crop apparently, and on his bare bottom. Laurent saw them beat him once, and they didn’t go easy on him. They left marks on his skin but, when it was over, he just thanked them and went back to his housework. And they made him sleep in a little box-room and wear a silly uniform to remind him he was only a servant. According to Laurent, the poor man wasn’t allowed to speak unless he was spoken to, and they gave him a silly name to match his uniform. His name was Michel but they called him Mimi while he had to call them Madame at all times, or face the consequences.’

‘Is this true?’

‘I believe so, yes.’

‘Were they always so cruel to him?’

‘Laurent didn’t tell me everything, but I think they were. And the strangest thing is how happy Mimi became living like that. And not just Mimi. Irène and Sabine came to enjoy having him in their lives. They even made him clean for Laurent, and call him Monsieur Gauvin, as if he too was his superior. Laurent was happy to play along, particularly as he got his flat cleaned and his laundry done for him. He said they became quite good friends, although his wife grew angry if he was too friendly with Mimi. She and Sabine expected Laurent to keep him in his place, and treat him as a lowly servant at all times. To them Mimi’s servitude was entirely real, not a fantasy or a game, and they wanted to keep it that way. One time Irène caught Mimi drinking beer with Laurent, and watching football on his television. She flew into a rage, and took poor Mimi upstairs where she and Sabine beat him so hard Laurent could hear his cries from his apartment below. Mimi couldn’t sit down for a week. Oh, yes, they were strict alright, and cruel, but they were also very happy together, or so Laurent told me, and they lived like this for nearly two years. He remembers Mimi telling him he was so content and at peace serving as Sabine and Irène’s housekeeper he sometimes thought he’d died and gone to heaven.’

‘He was happy?’ Joseph said, feigning disbelief.

‘It would appear so.’

‘You said lived, not live.’

‘Yes.’

‘They’re not living like that anymore?’

‘Sadly, no,’ she said, her voice grave. ‘Mimi died last year.’

‘What happened?’

‘That’s strange too. Sabine became ill with cancer. As a specialist she knew it was incurable, and then Mimi became ill too, but with a much less serious form of the disease, and yet it was Sabine who lived and Mimi who died. No-one could explain it.’

‘The poor man.’

‘Yes, and poor you,’ she said, touching him through his knickers, feeling how soft he’d become. ‘All this talk of death has put you off.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he said.

‘Come here, and I’ll make you better.’

Lifting her head, she covered his face in hot little kisses, all the time sliding her nylon-clad leg against his, and digging the heel of her shoe into his flesh so that he groaned in pleasure and pain.

‘That’s better, isn’t it?’ she said, liking the sound of his groans, and the way he’d quickly grown hard again in her hand.

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘So that’s how Laurent knows so much about slaves,’ she said. ‘He lived with one for years, grew used to it. He said it’s amazing how quickly you grow accustomed to ordering someone around, speaking coldly, and giving instructions as if by divine right. Irène and Sabine even asked him to beat Mimi from time to time, to show him what it’s like to be whipped and punished by another man, a strong and manly man, the kind of man Mimi could no longer hope to be. Laurent was astonished at how quickly he became used to doing such a thing, and at how much he came to enjoy it. Apparently, all it takes is a little practice for it to become second nature.’

‘B-but he wasn’t right to say what he did,’ Joseph said, experiencing an arousal so dark and powerful it threatened his sense of himself, his very identity.

‘That you’re my slave?’

‘Yes.’

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ she said, chuckling as she slid her heel up and down his calf. ‘You tell me.’

‘I’m n-not your slave,’ he gasped. ‘I love you, that’s all, and want you to be happy.’

‘If you say so,’ she said, her tone lightly mocking as if she didn’t believe him. ‘But Eve thinks you’re my slave, and so does Laurent. That’s two opinions in one night, both from people I like and respect. That must mean something, don’t you think?’

Suddenly fearful, and longing to prove himself to her, he pulled her into a deep kiss, and went to lie on top of her, but she just pushed him onto his back, and sat astride him, saying, ‘No, Joseph, I think we’re better this way round, really I do.’

Smiling down at him, she pulled her panties to one side, and took the tip of his cock inside her, only the tip.

‘Mmmpf,’ he gasped.

‘Oh, yes,’ she said, ‘it’s better like this, with me on top and you down there, much better.’

He tried to speak but she brushed one of her breasts across his lips, laughing softly when he took her nipple into his mouth, and suckled like an infant.

‘Look at you,’ she said, ‘just like a baby.’

He wanted to speak, deny he was any such thing, but arousal overwhelmed him, and he took her breast deeper into his mouth.

‘Maybe I should make you into my housekeeper,’ she said, her voice husky and slow. ‘I could order you around, buy you a uniform, whip you with a crop. I think you might be happy living like that. I could make you into my very own Mimi, call you Josie or Josephine instead of Joseph, what do you think? Would you like that?’

She took her breast from him so he could speak.

‘N–no,’ he stammered.

‘Oh, I think you would like it,’ she said, taking his cock deeper only to pull away again. ‘I think you’d like it very much, but you’re too scared to admit it.’

‘I’m not scared,’ he gasped, mad for her.

‘Then prove it,’ she whispered. ‘Call me Madame.’

‘No,’ he said.

‘Why not?’

‘I can’t.’

‘Just for fun,’ she said. ‘Just for me.’

‘Please …’

‘Say it.’

‘M-madam,’ he said, his head spinning.

‘Not like that,’ she said, holding her breasts just out of his reach, her lovely hair hanging down around his face, brushing against his mouth and cheeks. ‘Not in the English way. Say it in the French way, it sounds better.’

‘Madame,’ he said helplessly in the French pronunciation.

‘Oh, I like that,’ she said. ‘Madame Adele, say that.’

‘Madame Adele,’ he said, thrilled beyond all sense.

‘Good evening, Madame Adele,’ she coached him. ‘Is there anything you require?’

’Good evening, Madame Adele,’ he repeated obediently, a tremor in his voice. ‘Is there anything you require?’

‘Thank-you, Josephine,’ she said, the sound of his feminine name causing him to moan in arousal.

‘You see,’ she laughed, ‘Laurent was right, you are my slave, but then he’s such a wonderful, clever man.’

He pushed up for her, but she only pulled away again before bearing down on him again, crushing him under her lovely weight, sliding up and down his length so that he cried out as if in pain.

‘You’ll like him, I’m sure,’ she said. ‘Perhaps next time I’ll invite him round, ask him in.’

‘No!’ he exclaimed, seized by a terrible panic.

‘Why not?’ she said, aroused by his alarm. ‘Rules are made only to be broken, I think we’ve learned that tonight. You could make him welcome, cook a meal for us, serve at table. You’re good at that. You could call him Monsieur Gauvin. Let me hear you.’

‘No,’ he protested, his blood turning to water.

‘Oh, come on, it’s only a name.’

‘Monsieur Gauvin,’ he said, so aroused and ashamed he bucked under her like a frightened animal.

‘May I take your coat, Monsieur Gauvin?’ she whispered in his ear, her breath hot against his skin.

‘May I take your coat, Monsieur Gauvin?’ he echoed helplessly.

‘There now,’ she said, speaking gently, kindly, but pressing down on him with all her strength, keeping him under her spell. ‘Sssh, it’s said, and everything’s alright.’

She wanted to leave it at that, but a devil was inside her, and it wouldn’t let her stop.

‘After you’ve served our meal, I’ll send you upstairs to turn down the bed. Laurent and I will sleep in here, in this bed, and you’ll sleep next door, or on the sofa downstairs. Perhaps I’ll have you wash his clothes, and polish his shoes for the morning, show him what a good and obedient slave you are.’

‘No!’

‘Oh, yes, it’s only right that you respect him as my lover, and in the morning you’ll cook us breakfast while Laurent and I make plans for the day. Won’t that be lovely?’

’Oh, God …’

‘Of course it will,’ she said, deeply aroused, wanting her story to be real. ‘You’re my slave, and you like me to be happy.’

‘Please …’

‘Tell me, Joseph, don’t be afraid. Tell me you’re my slave.’

‘God, Addie …’

‘I want you to say it.’

‘I’m your slave,’ he said, a lightning storm in his brain.

‘Sweet Joe,’ she said warmly, taking him deep inside her, claiming him utterly for her own.

‘I love you,’ he moaned, lost in her beauty.

‘I know,’ she said, kissing him with her lovely, mocking mouth, and riding him to the very gates of Heaven.

End of Part One

Also by Molly Sands – Cruel Heaven, The Devlin Woman, A New Devotion, An Obedient Husband, Slave Song, Contessa, Magda, Sacred Days, Serving Sarah.

cover.jpeg
THE
ADORATION
OF
ADELE ADAMS

Part One

MOLLY SANDS






