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Leaning back against the yellow silk cushions, Gerda von Rinnlingen crossed her legs and smoked a cigarette lazily, blowing the smoke out through her nose … No-one noticed little Herr Friedemann, and no-one saw that he had eyes only for Frau von Rinnlingen. There was no hope in those eyes, scarcely even pain, only a look of dull, helpless surrender. After long minutes of this, Frau von Rinnlingen rose suddenly to her feet and then, as if she’d known he’d been watching her all the time, walked straight over to him. He stood quickly, and looked up at her, hearing her say, ‘Would you like to accompany me into the garden, Herr Friedemann?’ (‘Little Herr Friedemann’ by Thomas Mann.)


The Adoration of Adele Adams – Part Two

’Look at me,’ she said, sensing his shame, and wanting to deepen it.

NOW THAT Adele had made Joseph confess to being her slave the balance of power in their marriage shifted irreversibly in her favour.

‘We’ve opened Pandora’s dirty little box,’ she said to him one evening, the flame of mischief dancing in her lovely, intelligent eyes as she watched him kneel to take off her shoes and massage her feet. She’d had a long and tiring day at work, and it felt wonderful to be pampered like this. More than that, it was the perfect way to exert her new authority over her husband.

’Look at you,’ she said, reclining in her chair and pressing her foot against his mouth so that he had no choice but to lavish kisses on her nylon-clad sole, ‘I’m beginning to believe you really are my slave, and there’s nothing you won’t do for me.’

Too overwhelmed to speak, Joseph gave a helpless groan and kissed her pretty little foot with even greater devotion.

Always before in their marriage, Joseph had felt relaxed and happy in Adele’s company, considering himself her equal partner despite her freedom to take lovers, but nowadays he experienced a strange anxiety in her presence, an uneasiness that verged on dread for deep down he knew she was right - there really was nothing he wouldn’t do for her - and he lived in fear of her putting that to the test.

Adele sensed his dread for it hung between them like the promise of a kiss, and she longed to taste that kiss, and explore the limits of her power. She was never cruel to him, at least not to begin with, but she enjoyed her casual dominance. It made her feel strong and alive. And, for all his fear and dread, Joseph enjoyed it too. It made Adele seem remote to him, aloof and beyond his reach so that, even when they had sex, he felt he was paying homage to her, enjoying a favour granted by a superior being, a privilege that might at any moment be withdrawn.

Their working lives also conspired to deepen Joseph’s enslavement. While it suited his reserved nature to work from home, it also meant that he fell naturally into the role of cook, cleaner and housekeeper which made him feel he truly had become his wife’s servant. Every evening Adele came home to a delicious meal, and a tidy house with all her washing and ironing done for her - a luxury she appreciated all the more now she’d become so busy at work. She did spend the occasional day at home writing up her articles, but mostly she liked to go out and meet chefs, delicatessen and restaurant owners, and sample their food and wines, often writing her articles at a corner-table in their restaurants and cafés. That way she gained a wider sense of the food industry, and her witty, sharply written articles began to appear regularly in national newspapers. She also guested on radio shows two or three times a month, and an agent had been in touch, promising to get her on day-time television as a food and wine critic. All in all, Adele had every reason to be pleased with the way her career was progressing.

Joseph continued to work steadily as an illustrator and, while he was happy to see his wife do well, from time to time he felt overshadowed by her success. This feeling was exacerbated by the fact that Emma, his editor at the publishing company he worked for, was a friend of Adele’s. They frequently had lunch together, and he knew they talked about him, which made him feel uncomfortable, as if he was somehow their junior, and a subordinate of his wife as well as of Emma.

Emma loved Joseph’s illustrations, only calling him into the office once a fortnight to go over schedules and storyboards along with her other artists and writers. Her only gripe was with his slowness. He often missed deadlines, not because he was lazy - on the contrary he was a perfectionist who worked many more hours than he was paid for - but the quality of his work invariably got him off the hook. All his work was strong, but his women in particular were astonishingly well-drawn, not only elegant but also characterful and full of life whether moving, or sitting alone, or simply arranging a fold in their skirt. Quite literally, the women he drew seemed to leap off the page, and more than once Emma told Adele how much his drawings of women looked like her.

‘It’s as if he can’t get you out of his head, the poor boy,’ she’d say which always made Adele laugh.

Excited by her growing power over Joseph, and sweetly aroused by it, Adele took to issuing audacious commands, partly for the sheer fun of it, but also to discover where they might lead.

One evening when she was sitting at table drinking wine while he tidied up after their meal, Adele watched him through half-closed eyes thinking how slim and feminine he looked in tight black jeans and white linen shirt, and with his long, shining hair tied back in a pony-tail. If she hadn’t known better, she really could have mistaken him for a young woman.

‘Take off your clothes, Joseph,’ she said, seized by a sudden desire to take charge of her dainty husband. ‘All of them.’

‘What did you say?’ he said, startled, his heart leaping in his chest.

‘You heard,’ she said, unfairly angry with him.

‘Why?’ he said.

‘Don’t answer back,’ she replied. ‘When I tell you to do something I expect you to do it straightaway, and without asking stupid questions.’

She’d never spoken to him this coldly before, and she found that it excited her, and made her want to push things further.

‘Have I made myself clear?’ she said, making her voice clipped and impatient. ‘Well, have I?’

‘Yes, Adele,’ he said, strangely elated.

He’d intended to say ‘No,’ and refuse her ridiculous command, but what he willed himself to do so far as Adele was concerned no longer seemed to count for anything.

‘Then what are you waiting for? Get on with it.’

She smiled to see his cheeks flush as he undressed, and she liked the servile way he placed his clothes neatly on a chair until he stood before her in just a pair of dark blue boxer shorts.

‘All of them,’ she reminded him sternly.

His blush deepened as he took off his boxer shorts, and put them with his other clothes.

‘So you are a boy after all,’ said Adele, pleased by the sight of his helpless arousal. ‘You’re so slim and delicate sometimes I have to remind myself.’

Feeling shamed and very exposed, Joseph covered his nakedness with his hands.

‘Take your hands away,’ she commanded him.

Wincing at her sharp tone, he did as he’d been told.

‘That’s better,’ said Adele, liking his way his erection reared up flat against his stomach.

‘Turn around, but do it slowly. I like to look at you.’

He turned around several times, feeling like a figurine in a music-box.

‘You really are the loveliest creature,’ said Adele, admiring her husband’s exquisite face and slender form. ‘You’re not a man at all, you’re an angel sent down from above to remind us of the beauty in the world. Now, come over here.’

Immediately he stepped closer, keeping his eyes down. He was still very ashamed of his subservience to his wife, and of how much it aroused him, and he found it painful to meet her gaze which he knew would be both amused and scornful.

’Look at me,’ she said, sensing his shame, and wanting to deepen it.

His soul quaking, he lifted his head and saw the secret knowledge in her steady brown eyes. He trembled at the sight, and fell deeper under her spell. It was as if she knew with absolute certainty that his life was now controlled by his longing for her dominance, and she was waiting patiently, but with mounting excitement, for his fate to unfold.

‘What have we here, I wonder?’ she said, looking directly into his eyes and taking hold of his erection, daring him to back away, and tormenting him with lazy little flicks of her wrist, as if she was bored with him, and wanted to be somewhere else.

Joseph gasped in surprise, and bent forwards, fearing he might come there and then just from the touch of her fingers.

‘Stand up straight,’ she instructed him, his instant obedience bringing her a rush of arousal. ‘And don’t dare come unless you want to be in my bad books.’

His head spinning, he stood as straight as a soldier on parade, and strove with all his strength not to come in her hand.

‘How hard you are for me,’ she murmured approvingly, still gazing into his eyes, her hand working him a little harder. ‘I like that, Joseph, really I do. It’s a sign of your love and adoration, and you do adore me, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he said, sucking in air through his teeth.

‘I beg your pardon.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said quickly.

‘More like it,’ she said, amused to see that one of his legs had begun to shake.

Ever since he’d confessed his enslavement, Adele had him call her Madame whenever she took charge of him. It was a piece of nonsense, she knew that perfectly well, but it made her feel powerful nonetheless, as if she truly was the Mistress, and he her slave. And she insisted he always use the French pronunciation, not only because it sounded more theatrical and decadent than the English ‘Madam,’ but because she knew it reminded him of her lover who was French and lived in Paris. It gave her a delicious feeling to torment Joseph with Laurent’s existence, and remind him she had another man in her life. And Joseph liked it too, for all the pain it brought him. She’d felt him pulse in her hand as he’d called her Madame, and she’d experienced an answering excitement of her own. She knew there was a strongly theatrical element to their new Mistress-Slave marriage - in many ways the freedom to play was what she liked about it most of all - and character names added credibility to the drama.

And so Madame she was.

Madame Adele Adams, Mistress of the house, of her marriage and, when she felt like this, of the entire universe.

‘It gives me such a nice feeling to have you naked while I’m dressed,’ she told him. ‘It makes me feel stronger than you, more important, more free and easy, which is only right given the way things are these days, don’t you think?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he gasped, his pleasure mounting dangerously.

‘In that case I’m going to do this more often,’ she declared, rubbing him harder, the little bracelets on her wrist making a pretty tinkling sound. ’Have you go naked while I’m dressed. Perhaps every evening for the rest of your life, who can say? Certainly it creates a very pleasing distinction between us, don’t you think, helps keep things clear? There’ll be no silly arguments about who’s in charge when you’re naked and I’m dressed. Oh, no, arguments like that will become a thing of the past. There’ll be no more need for discussion or debate. Everything will simply proceed as it should with me as your Mistress and you as my slave, isn’t that a lovely thought? I could let you wear my french knickers, I suppose, I know how much you like wearing them, or I could put you in a dress every now and then. You could be my housewife instead of my husband. I have a feeling you might like that.’

‘P-please, no …’ he stammered, so aroused he feared his legs might give way beneath him.

‘What’s the matter, Joseph?’ Adele said with faux innocence, and struggling not to laugh. ‘You’re trembling like a leaf. Are you ill? Have you caught a fever of some kind?’

‘Oh, God, I‘m going … I’m going to …’

‘You’re going to come?’ she enquired, her strokes quicker now. ’Is that what you’re trying to tell me? Well, I very much hope you’re not going to come,’ she taunted him, very aroused to wield such power over him. ‘Not after I expressly forbade you from doing any such thing.’

‘Oh, God …’ he moaned, beginning to thrust into her hand.

’If you do come,’ she said, sensing how close he was, ‘then I’ll have to punish you. I can’t have the slave taking his pleasure whenever it suits him, and without the slightest regard for his Mistress’ wishes. That wouldn’t do at all, but I wonder how I’ll punish you, Joseph. I don’t have a whip or a crop, but I could use my bare hand, I suppose, or one of your belts. I could put you over my knee and spank you till you cried. How would you like that?’

Once more she felt him pulse in her hand, and Adele decided it would be fun to make him come, and then punish him in the way she’d described. She’d never beaten Joseph before, or anyone else for that matter, although a number of her lovers had enjoyed being tied up, but the novelty of it excited her, the prospect of having Joseph so fully under her control. And she understood vaguely, if she was truly to become his Mistress, that such a preposterous act would be required of her somewhere down the line. She’d always thought the idea of a woman whipping a man to be a foolish s&m cliché that only happened in jokes and cartoons, but now she wasn’t so sure. She sensed an energy rising inside her like a tide, bringing with it an understanding of her authority and sexual power, and of the heavenly pleasure such ascendancy could bring her.

’But you won’t do that, will you?’ she said, knowing that forbidding him would only push him closer to the edge. ‘You won’t disobey your Mistress. You won’t come in her hand like a silly schoolboy, you’re much too well-behaved and obedient, of course you are. You won’t make your little mess all over her pretty skirt. That would be too shameful even for a slave.’

She knew with a sweet certainty that he was about to come, and she kept up the remorseless rhythm of her strokes but, just as he closed his eyes and gave a long sigh of surrender, her phone rang with its distinctive ring-tone of church bells tolling in the distance. Lost in her own arousal, she was tempted to ignore it, but she knew who it would be, and she let go of Joseph, saying, ‘Perhaps another time.’

She laughed to see his cock dance with helpless need, desperate for her to take hold of it again.

‘That will be Laurent,’ she announced happily, a new excitement in her eyes. He’d taken to calling her every evening, and his calls had become the high-point of her day.

’Haven’t you got housework to get on with?’ she said as if her husband was no longer of the slightest importance, leaping up from her chair with her phone in her hand, and running to another room where she could talk to her lover in private.

Cruelly abandoned, Joseph gave a sob of distress and leaned against the armchair to stop himself from falling. Tormented by arousal, he thought of bringing himself to orgasm, and freeing himself from desire. Why shouldn’t he? What was there to stop him? But he knew the answers to those questions only too well. He didn’t want to be free of Adele, or of his desire for her, and he lacked the strength to stand against her. Rage burned in his heart, but the flames only fed his arousal, bringing him a dark, narcotic pleasure like no other. He made himself take long, deep breaths and then, strangely calm, he stood from the chair and went into the hall where he descended the stairs to the laundry room, Adele’s laughter sounding faintly from the sitting-room. To his despair, but no longer to his surprise, he was looking forward to performing his household duties while Adele talked and laughed with her lover. Still naked, he would press and fold her clean laundry, and then take it upstairs and put it neatly away. He would do his work diligently and well. He would be a good maid for his Mistress.

This was his life now, and he’d just have to get used to it.

A WEEK later, in a taxi home after appearing on a radio show, Adele entertained herself by texting Joseph -

‘Home soon. I expect to find you naked and on your knees by the door. It will be a mark of your respect for your Mistress.’

Laughing at her audacity, and sweetly aroused by it, she added to the text -

‘Keep your eyes to the floor when I come in, and don’t speak unless spoken to. I’m serious about this. Do not reply, just obey.’

She was on the verge of adding the row of kisses she usually ended her texts to him with, but she stopped herself. Kisses seemed much too affectionate now she was his Mistress, and she pressed send, experiencing a lovely wildness between her legs at the thought of how her text would startle and confound Joseph, and impose her authority over him from afar.

After she’d paid the taxi-driver and stood searching in her bag for her house-keys, she made up her mind that Joseph wouldn’t have obeyed her preposterous commands. It simply wasn’t possible. No man would make a fool of himself in such a way, she told herself, but when she turned her key in the lock, and pushed open the heavy door, there he was, naked and on his hands and knees on the cold tiles, his hopeful erection straining towards her, and his head bowed and eyes down just as she’d instructed him. The reality of his submission shocked her. She thought he looked like a well-trained dog awaiting his Mistress’ command.

‘You’re doing it,’ she said, unable to keep the surprise from her voice. ‘You’re really doing it.’

He lifted his head to speak, a lost, dreamy look in his eyes, but she instantly scolded him for his presumption.

‘Eyes down and keep quiet,’ she commanded him. ‘I’ll tell you when you can look at me or speak. I made that perfectly clear in my text.’

Immediately Joseph lowered his gaze, and remained silently on all fours at his wife’s feet gazing at her shapely ankles and neat little high-heeled shoes. He felt indescribably foolish, and yet he experienced a delight that verged on spiritual joy, a delight that had flared inside him the moment he’d read her text. Being forbidden to speak had removed the compulsion to stand up for himself, to ‘be a man,’ and what remained of his pride dissolved like mist, sending him into a submissive rapture that thrilled him to the depths of his being. A strange energy pulsed inside him, making him feel like some supernatural creature, a sprite or catamite, the prisoner of a beautiful witch. It was as if his life as an ordinary man had ended and been replaced by an entirely new existence.

Adele stood looking down on Joseph, letting her arousal grow along with her desire to impose her authority over him even more fiercely. A part of her felt truly contemptuous of his weakness - how could he expect her to respect him when he gave in to her so easily? And yet the contempt she felt for her husband set off a delightful fluttering in the pit of her stomach that made her recall the dreams of flying she’d experienced as a child.

Sunlight filled with motes of dust streamed in from the little stained-glass window above the door. The light fell on Joseph’s pale skin and long, shining hair, blessing him, giving him the look of a holy supplicant. From outside they heard the sound of traffic, and of footsteps passing the house. The brisk clip of a woman’s high-heeled shoes came and went, delighting their overheated senses. Every now and then they heard indistinct chatter, and wondered what these strangers would think if they knew what was happening just behind the walls of the ordinary looking house they were passing. Did other people behave like this? Did other husbands and wives dare to release the demons of sex and power into their marriages?

‘Now that you’re down there,’ said Adele, putting the contempt she felt for him into her voice, and sliding her foot closer to his bowed head, ’I suppose you’d better kiss my shoe, hadn’t you?’

Absurdly grateful for the instruction, Joseph immediately bent his head lower and lavished kisses on her dainty little shoe, tasting dirt and shoe-polish, and basking in the warm breeze of her perfume that came from under her dress - a heady bouquet that deepened his arousal.

Excited by his servitude, but also angered by it, Adele felt an even stronger urge to shame Joseph. She knew it was unfair of her, and yet she longed to punish him for being so unmanly, and for submitting so completely to her female power, but she couldn’t think of what else to do. What could be more humiliating for a man than to kneel naked at a woman’s feet and kiss her shoe?

‘That’s the way,’ she said, in the hope that speaking cruelly to him might ease her hunger. ‘Kiss my shoes, lick them clean. That’s what slaves do. It’s all they’re good for.’

But when Joseph gave a groan of desire, and licked his tongue slavishly across the shiny leather of her shoe, Adele’s hunger only grew stronger. Desperate to earth her arousal, she gave in to instinct, turning from him and flipping up the hem of her pretty dress, and saying in a voice heavy with lust, ‘Kiss my bottom. Hurry up and do it! Do it now!’

Joseph didn’t obey immediately. He’d never kissed her in that way before, and he gazed in wonder at her lovely, pert bottom, its curves encased so sweetly in white panties and sheer, dusky hose.

‘Hurry up, I mean it,’ she said, bending forwards and pushing her bottom closer to his face. ‘This is how a slave should greet his Mistress.’

Aroused by her dominance, Joseph pressed his mouth softly but with a trembling fervour against his wife’s lovely curves.

As soon as she felt his kisses, Adele knew this was what she wanted. Having him perform such a subordinate act answered perfectly her need to dominate him, and put him in a place far beneath her.

’Oh, God,’ she gasped. ‘That’s what I want, what I need … Oh, God … Oh, God.’

Thrilled by his wife’s arousal, Joseph kissed her bottom adoringly through the silky gauze of her underwear, the tip of his erection touching lightly against the backs of her knees. And Adele, who had never taken control of Joseph so brazenly, gave thanks for the wave of pleasure that swelled inside her, and laughed out loud at the sheer boldness of her behaviour. Still laughing, she wiggled her bottom to deepen his shame, and enslave him further, before reaching behind her to pull his mouth even tighter against her, saying, ‘That’s good, Joseph … So good.’

‘I love you,’ he gasped, gripping her nylon-sheathed thighs and pushing his mouth against her bottom with desperate hunger.

Longing for more, Adele reached up under her dress and tugged down her tights, pushing her panty-clad bottom against his mouth.

‘Kiss my panties,’ she commanded, her eyes closing in delight. ‘Lick them, worship them.’

Very aroused to be used so selfishly, Joseph pressed his tongue against the thin silk of her panties, pushing it deep between her glorious buttocks.

‘Harder,’ she gasped, caring nothing for his pride or comfort, and caring only for her own pleasure, and the delicious feeling of power growing so sweetly inside her.

‘You like my panties, don’t you?’ she said.

For an answer he kissed them with even greater fervour.

‘Will I take them down for you?’ she teased him. ‘Would you like that, Joseph?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered in between kisses, thirsting for the treasure that lay beneath.

‘Say please,’ she taunted him.

‘Please,’ he beseeched her, dizzy with desire.

She’d planned to deny him, pull up her hose and walk away with her dress swaying around her legs and leave him helpless in her wake, but desire got the better of her, making her tug down her panties, and thrust her naked bottom shamelessly against his mouth.

‘Hurry,’ she commanded, leaning against the hanging coats and jackets for support. ’Do it.’

He hesitated for a moment, wary of kissing her in such a forbidden place but then, overwhelmed by her haughty manner and lovely woman’s scent, he pushed his tongue deep between her buttocks, kissing and licking with all his pent-up hunger.

It felt wonderful to kneel behind the woman he loved and worship her in such a way, and he discovered, greatly to his surprise, that he loved the heavier, saltier tang of this most intimate of kisses. As he worshipped, driven on by Adele’s gasps of delight, and despite his own fierce arousal, a feeling of tranquility and inner freedom settled over him as if at last he’d found his true place in the world.

Thrilled by his ardour, Adele cried out in joy and pushed her face deeper into the coats and jackets, raising her bottom and guiding Joseph’s flickering tongue down to her cunt where he worshipped with an endless passion.

She was soaking wet, and the evidence that dominating him like this aroused her so much only deepened his submission, and he licked and kissed for all he was worth, giving in utterly to her beauty and power.

Animals now, their minds empty of thought, they lost themselves in sex. Driven by instinct, Joseph stood upright on trembling legs and thrust his cock deep inside Adele’s lovely, wet cunt.

‘Yes, God, yes,’ Adele groaned as he moved inside her, his hands sliding up under her dress to cup her breasts through the flimsy lace of her bra. Finding her nipples hard beneath the lace, he pushed up her bra so that he fondled her naked breasts, loving the way they filled his hands.

‘Yes,’ Adele said again, her insides melting with delight.

‘I love you,’ he gasped, pressing his face into her lovely hair as his thrusts grew harder and faster. He told himself to slow down, but he was already too far gone, swept away by her beauty, and his burning desire for her.

Adele pushed back against him, welcoming his greedy rhythm, her own desire growing urgent until suddenly, when Joseph let go of her breasts and gripped her by her hips, finding the perfect angle for his thrusts, delight shot through her like an electrical current and she surrendered to the bliss of orgasm. Her surrender flicked a switch in Joseph’s brain, and then he was coming too, coming and coming with a force so strong he uttered a loud cry of joy as they slid to the floor, dragging coats and scarves down about them, and lying under them in a heap like vagrants in their own home.

‘That’s what I call a welcome,’ Adele said once she’d recovered her breath.

‘You’re lovely,’ he said, pulling her close and holding her tight. ‘Lovelier than I can say.’

‘What am I going to do with you?’ she asked tenderly, feeling the deepest fondness for him.

‘Whatever you like,’ he said, still enthralled by the warmth and shape of her.

‘What are you, my husband or my slave?’

‘I don’t care. All I know is that I love you.’

‘I love you too,’ she said truthfully, her thoughts already turning to the other man in her life.

ADELE COULDN’T deny that her handsome French lover had become a central figure in her life, and her growing fondness for Laurent both troubled and delighted her. Their nightly phone conversations kept him ever-present in her mind, and more and more she longed to be with him in the flesh. But she also experienced a deeper sea-change in her moods and personal morality. Strangely, she began to feel guilty, not when she exchanged erotic promises with Laurent over the phone, often touching herself while they talked, and bringing herself, and him, to orgasm, but when she made love to her lawful, wedded husband. That was when guilt took hold of her. It was sex with Joseph that had come to feel like the act of betrayal, while her relationship with Laurent grew slowly but surely into the dominant force in her life. It was an entirely unjust and improper way to feel, she knew that, and it was not a connection she had looked for or expected, but it was how she felt all the same, and there was little she could do about it short of ending her relationship with Laurent, and that was something she had no intention of doing. She still loved Joseph, and still made love with him, enjoying his submissive ardour, but it was Laurent she wanted in her bed, it was Laurent she dreamed of, and it was Laurent she longed to be with.

She knew things couldn’t continue this way much longer. She hated pretending to Joseph that Laurent was just another of her casual lovers when she longed to see so much more of him, visit him in Paris, go on holiday with him, take the time to really get to know him, but that wasn’t the worst of it. What she wanted most of all was to invite Laurent to her house, and sleep with him in cruel preference to Joseph. She dreamed of waking up with him in the morning, knowing that her scorned husband was longing helplessly for her in another room. Such thoughts and dreams made her dislike herself, and suffer strong feelings of guilt, yet the guilt only inflamed her arousal. It seemed that it was the very wickedness of her desires that gave them such a hold over her imagination. Had she really grown so cruel and selfish? Had she become a sadistic woman, the kind of person who derives pleasure from inflicting pain on another? She could see no way of denying it, but then she’d ask herself another question. What if the pain she inflicted brought pleasure to her victim? Was her sadism not then an act of the deepest kindness and love? She could only conclude that her love for Joseph was riddled with contradictions, and all she knew for certain was that the thought of cuckolding Joseph so openly woke in her a primitive excitement so deep and fierce she couldn’t help but wonder if it might be possible to harness Joseph’s submissive sexuality to her needs, and make him accept, perhaps even welcome, an even more subordinate role in their marriage. After all, wasn’t she the Mistress now? Wasn’t her word law, and what was the point of holding the reins in her marriage if she didn’t drive the horses on? Perhaps she’d simply instruct Joseph to welcome Laurent into their home as her lover, and accept him as his master in the same way he accepted her as his Mistress. It was such a wickedly alluring thought it soon took on the force of an obsession, and there were times when she felt it would be the easiest, most natural thing in the world. Yet, at other times, she felt certain it was an impossibly cruel and hurtful demand to make of him, and she dismissed the notion from her mind, telling herself she had to live in the real world, and not in a fantasy. Most of all, she truly didn’t want to lose Joseph, or break his gentle heart. Nothing would be worth the pain of that.

And yet her desire to have her husband and lover under the same roof grew stronger by the day until she told Laurent of her desire in one of their nightly phone conversations.

’Yes, I’d like that too,’ Laurent said calmly, unsurprised by her confession. ‘I don’t want to hurt him, but I want to take you from him, make you mine in whatever way I can. It’s not kind of me, I know, but I can’t help it. It’s how I feel about you.’

‘Oh, God,’ said Adele, very aroused by his words. ‘Why’s that so fucking sexy?’

‘It just is,’ said Laurent, a shrug in his voice. ‘It’s the way of the world, and, if he’s anything like Mimi, he’ll probably like it.’

‘You taking me from him?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you think that’s possible?’

‘Why not?’ Laurent answered in his deep, warm voice. ‘I’ve never met him, and I can’t say for sure, but he’s your slave, isn’t he? Why wouldn’t he like giving you what you want? Why shouldn’t he want to give up his pride for your pleasure?’

‘I don’t think it’s that simple.’

‘Maybe not,’ said Laurent, ‘but you won’t find out unless you try.’

‘He’s so gentle and kind, and I love him. Not the way I love you, but I love him all the same.’

‘I know you do,’ said Laurent gently, ‘so why don’t you just ask him?’

‘Ask him?’

‘Yes, tell him you want me to come and spend the night with you next time I’m in London, and ask him to agree. Tell him it’s what you want, and that you’d like me to meet him, and get to know him a little. I can’t see the harm in that?’

‘What if he refuses?’

‘He will refuse, but only to begin with. You can be very persuasive.’

‘I can’t do it. I haven’t the nerve, and besides, it’s a step too far.’

‘It’s up to you. No one is forcing you.’

‘He’s not just my husband, he’s my best friend, and he’s already put up with so much from me. I can’t ask him for more, really I can’t.’

‘Yes, but what if he wants you to.’

‘Do you think he might?’

‘Actually, yes, I do.’

‘You can’t know for sure.’

‘No,’ he said. ‘I can’t.’

‘You’re not a submissive man.’

‘I’m not, but if I was I think it’s what I’d want.’

‘To see your wife with another man in your own home?’

‘Yes, I think so. He already likes knowing about us, and hearing you tell him about our sex together, so maybe he’s ready for the next step.’

‘What if he can’t take it? What if it breaks him?’

‘There’s always that risk, and you shouldn’t forget it, but it’s the risk, I think, that makes it exciting not only for him, but for us also.’

‘It’s so unfair. He’s been such a good husband to me, and I’ve been such a bad wife to him.’

‘I’m sure that’s not what he thinks.’

‘I’m terrified of losing him.’

‘He’s your slave, Adele, you’ll never lose him, and any pain you cause him he’s likely to experience as pleasure, you need to trust that.’

‘Maybe I shouldn’t ask his permission. Just tell him what I want. Give him no choice.’

‘Maybe that’s exactly what you should do.’

‘Really be his Mistress, make him obey, take what I want.’

‘Yes.’

‘It might be kinder that way.’

‘It might.’

‘But I’d feel easier if he accepted it for his own reasons, and I didn’t have to force him.’

‘That’s because you’re a kind and loving woman.’

‘I’m not so sure.’

‘But I am. Very sure.’

’When are you coming to London?’ she said, her heart opening to him.

‘Possibly next week, but nothing’s fixed. I’ll come as soon as I can. I hate being apart from you.’

‘I want you all the time. It’s driving me crazy.’

‘It’s the same for me. I see you in my dreams.’

‘Then I’ll do it. I’ll talk to him, make him give me what I want.’

‘It can’t be helped,’ said Laurent, longing for her.

‘It can’t,’ said Adele.

SHE TESTED the water the very next day. It was a Saturday and they were strolling arm in arm through the park.

‘I spoke to Laurent last night,’ she told him.

‘I know,’ he said.

‘I mean, I spoke to him about you, about us.’

Joseph looked away, and took his arm from hers, but she just took it right back, and leaned her head against his shoulder as they walked.

‘Don’t be a grouch,’ she said.

‘I’m not,’ he said, ‘I just don’t want to talk about him.’

‘Yes, but I do,’ she said, ‘and what I say goes.’

He glanced at her, hating her pretty smirk, but also captivated by it.

She led him to a bench and sat down, waiting for him to join her, but he remained standing, looking into the distance.

‘Sit down,’ she said, ‘and I’ll tell you what we talked about.’

With a weary sigh, and still not looking at her, he sat on the bench beside her.

She just came right out with it.

‘Next time Laurent’s in London I’d like him to come to the house and stay the night.’

‘No, I’ve told you …’

‘Keep quiet and listen,’ Adele said firmly, looking to bring her dominance to bear.

He frowned, and folded his arms, a familiar, bitter-sweet rage building inside him, but he remained silent.

‘Better,’ she said, turning to face him, pressing her leg against his and putting a hand on his knee. ‘I’d like you to meet him, get to know him better, and he’d like that too.’

‘I don’t need to know him, it’s not me who’s fucking him.’

‘Don’t speak like that,’ she said, taken aback by his language. ‘It’s not like you.’

‘What do you expect? You speak to him every night and now you want to sleep with him in our house. It’s crazy, you know it is.’

‘Just listen to me.’

‘I can’t, Addie, really I can’t.’

‘Just for a few moments more, and then I’ll be done, okay?’

He made an angry sound, then tipped his head back and gazed up at the sky. Adele took one of his hands and squeezed it gently, and sat with him like that for long moments before saying what she had to say.

‘I love you, Joseph, you need to remember that, I love you very much, but we’re not like other couples so what I’m going to say is not really crazy at all, not if we’re honest with each other.’

She gave his hand another squeeze, and waited a while before going on.

‘Laurent has become a very important part of my life, I think you know that, and I’d like to share that part of my life with you. I think it’s time, really I do.’

He began to speak but she put her finger over his mouth, and said, ‘Let me finish.’

She looked at him until he gave an unhappy nod of acceptance.

‘It’s got to the point where I can’t keep the two of you apart any longer,’ she continued. ‘It’s driving me mad, and I don’t want to do it any more. Now, Joseph, what I’m about to say may hurt you a great deal, perhaps even shock you, but I’m just going to say it.’

He gazed at her with such loving, fearful eyes she almost lost her nerve, but she made herself speak.

‘I know how much you like to submit to me and, God knows, I love taking charge of you, but what excites me more than anything is the thought of inviting Laurent to our house as my lover. I know it will hurt you very much, but I want you to suffer it for me. There, it’s said, and it can’t be unsaid. The idea of dominating you in that way, of having sex with Laurent and treating you openly as my slave in front of him turns me on more than anything I know, and I think it’s the same for Laurent. If that’s cruel then please believe me when I say it’s only to be kind for I think you may like to be treated like that, Joseph, really I do. I think there’s something in you that makes me behave this way, that wants me to be cruel and, crazy as it may seem, I believe it may actually make you happy. Perhaps I’m just trying to justify my selfishness, and make up reasons to get what I want, but it’s what I believe all the same.’

He gave a heavy sigh, and sat forward with his head in his hands. He looked as he was carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders, and Adele felt very sorry for him.

‘I don’t mean to upset you, Joseph,’ she said, wondering anew why it pleased her so much to be cruel to this lovely man, ’but we’ve always been honest with each other, and I don’t see why this should be any different.’

He rubbed his hands vigorously, almost angrily, against his face, and then through his hair, as if trying to wake himself from a deep sleep.

‘Can I invite him?’ she asked in a soft voice. ‘It’s what I want, and I think it’s what you want too. What do you think? Can I, Joseph, can I invite him?’

‘You’ll be the death of me, you know that?’ he said, looking at her with a dark hunger in his eyes before getting suddenly to his feet and running off across the grass. He was a lovely runner, graceful and lightning quick.

Startled, Adele watched him go, fearing he was running away from her for good, but then she saw him join a queue at an ice-cream van, and she sat back with a sense of relief. She’d said it at last, a little more bluntly than she’d intended, but she’d got it out into the open and, given how nervous she’d been about raising the subject with him, it had gone as well as she could have expected. He hadn’t said yes, that was true, but he hadn’t said no either, and she’d seen the hunger in his eyes, the need to surrender.

‘Base Camp One,’ she told herself, confident of success, and looking forward to her ice-cream.

ADELE ESTABLISHED her second base camp the very next day. She’d invited Eve to come for a Sunday evening meal. Her partner Peter, or Ivor as Eve called him, had been in London for a week but had flown back to America that morning, and Adele didn’t want Eve to feel lonely on her first night without him. And, moreover, Adele wanted to use her friend’s visit to deepen her dominance over Joseph.

While Joseph busied himself preparing a fish pie, Adele slipped upstairs to make her preparations, and she could hardly keep the smile off her face when she came back down to the kitchen where Joseph was just putting his pie into the oven.

‘Come upstairs,’ she told him.

‘What for?’ he said.

‘It’s a surprise.’

‘I don’t like surprises.’

‘You have to get changed into nicer clothes.’

‘Why?’

‘Just because.’

‘It’s only Eve,’ he said. ‘It’s not the Queen.’

‘She’ll be sad after saying goodbye to Ivor, and I want to cheer her up. That’s why you’re going to wear a dress in her honour.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ he said, trying to sound cool and untroubled.

‘It’s not silly.’

‘Adele?’ he said, a warning edge in his voice he thought would put an end to her nonsense.

‘What?’ said Adele, taking him by the hand, and smiling her most innocent smile as she walked backwards, pulling him step by step out of the kitchen. ‘You know Eve wants to see you in a dress again, and so do I. You looked so lovely as a girl at her party.’

‘I’m not doing that ever again.’

‘Don’t be a spoilsport.’

‘I’m not wearing a dress,’ he said, telling himself he meant it.

‘That’s what you think,’ she said.

‘Yes, that’s exactly what I think.’

‘Then you’ll just have to unthink it.’

‘I’m not doing it,’ he said. ‘I’m serious.’

‘So am I,’ she said. ‘Now come with me.’

Charmed by her, and infected by a strangely pleasing anxiety deep in his gut, he allowed her to take him upstairs, and into their bedroom where he saw some woman’s clothes laid out on the bed. The sight of them made him feel dizzy, as if she’d drugged him.

‘I’ve already decided what you’ll wear,’ she told him, ‘so you don’t have to worry.’

He swallowed hard and stared in fearful excitement.

On the bed he saw a dark blue polka dot dress alongside a short, white petticoat with an abundant lace trim, and a pair of white panties with some tan-coloured hose. Next to the hose, he saw the shoes she’d selected for him, a pair of neat little ballet flats.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘what do you think?’

‘I can’t wear those,’ he said, his heart hammering, and his mouth suddenly dry.

‘Of course you can,’ she said in a casual, matter-of-fact way that thrilled him.

‘No, Adele, I can’t,’ he insisted. ‘I won’t.’

‘I don’t think you understand, Joseph,’ she said, her voice hardening a little. ‘This is not a request. Very far from it. You’re being given an instruction, and so you’ll undress and put on the clothes I’ve looked out for you, and you’ll do it this minute.’

‘Adele, please …’ he began to protest.

‘Oh, stop it,’ she said, her voice sharp with scorn. ‘I know you want to, so stop pretending and get on with it.’

But he stood stock still as if lost in a dream.

‘I mean it Joseph, I’m warning you. You’re my slave, and you’ll do what you’re told or face the consequences.’

Still he didn’t move, and Adele had almost given up hope of getting her way when at last he began to undo the buttons on his shirt.

‘Just as well for you,’ she said as if she had some terrible punishment in mind for him had he failed to obey her. ‘And get a move on, for heaven’s sake. Eve will be here any minute.’

His movements slow and dream-like, Joseph took off his shirt and then his shoes and socks before unfastening his jeans and taking them off along with his boxer shorts.

‘Good boy,’ she said, taking his jeans from him. ‘Your watch too.’

He took off his wrist-watch and placed it on the bedside table, feeling a pang of loss. It had belonged to his father, and had always been an important part of his masculine identity.

‘On you go, then,’ said Adele. ‘Knickers first.’

His hand trembling, his cock growing partly erect, he took up the little lace panties from the bed and stepped into them, pulling them up his slender, almost hairless legs.

‘Pretty,’ Adele said approvingly. ‘Now the tights. You’ll find it easier if you sit to put them on.’

A fever in his soul, Joseph sat obediently on the bed where he gathered up the silky hose in his fingers and put them on, one leg then the other, before standing and pulling them up over his panties in a way that made him feel delightfully imprisoned.

‘Well done,’ said Adele, excited as much by his submission as his feminised appearance. ‘Your petticoat next. I’ll hold it for you if you like.’

Taking the waist petticoat from the bed, she held it open for him.

‘Step into it,’ she said, ‘I’m waiting,’ but Joseph just stared at the petticoat in fascination, terrified of its frilly, feminine power.

‘D-do I have to?’ he managed to say.

‘Yes, I’m afraid you do,’ said Adele, giving the petticoat a little shake to hurry him along.

His head spinning, Joseph stepped into the petticoat, experiencing a surge of submissive arousal when she pulled it up to his waist.

‘You don’t really need a petticoat,’ she said, fluffing out its pretty hem, ‘but I think you’ll find it gives shape and body to your dress. Let’s find out, shall we?’

Lifting the dress, she held it up for him, saying, ‘Arms up.’

Enchanted, he held up his arms, the feeling of surrender unbearably sweet as she slipped the dress over his head and arms, and then down his trembling body before pulling it into place around his shoulders and waist with impatient little tugs of her clever woman’s hands.

‘Bend forward a little,’ she told him. ‘I’ll do up your zip.’

He obeyed without hesitation, holding his pony-tail out of the way so that she could do up the back of the dress.

He sound of the zip being done up made him shiver, and the sudden tightening across his chest added greatly to his feelings of helplessness. The dress felt so restrictive, and the zip so high up his back and hard to reach, he worried he’d never be able to undo it without Adele’s help, and the thought of being permanently imprisoned in such a way sent another wave of arousal coursing through his blood.

‘It fits perfectly,’ said Adele, delighted by the way the summery dress showed off his slim waist and bare, girlish arms. ‘Just the shoes and then we’re done.’

Joseph put on the neat little ballet pumps which were tight but bearably so, and stood before his wife, his head bowed, staring at the floor, utterly enslaved.

‘Oh, Joseph,’ she said, laughter in her voice. ‘You don’t have to look so miserable. Certainly not when you look so pretty in your dress.’

He opened his mouth to speak but made no sound.

‘Walk up and down for me,’ she said. ‘I want to watch you.’

Holding back tears of shame, and with his cheeks blushing as red as rouge, Joseph walked up and down for his Mistress, his petticoat making a feminine rustling sound as he suffered Adele’s little sounds of approval and delight.

‘Head up, and take smaller steps,’ she instructed him before stepping forward to give his dress a little shake, fluffing it out so that it hung more flatteringly over the petticoat.

‘There,’ she said. ‘As pretty as a picture.’

‘P-please, Addie,’ he stammered. ‘Don’t do this.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she replied, giving his dress another shake. ‘We can’t go back now. Look at yourself in the mirror.’

He looked at his reflection in the wardrobe mirror and felt crushed by what he saw. He didn’t look like a girl. It was much worse than that. He looked like a pretty man trapped in an ultra-feminine dress, a helpless sissy, a fool who deserved only to be scorned and laughed at.

‘Please,’ he begged. ‘I’ll stay up here, you can eat with Eve.’

‘Absolutely not,’ said Adele. ‘Eve’s your friend as much as mine, and besides, she’d only wonder where you were. No, Joseph, there’s no escape, I’m afraid. You’re coming downstairs with me to face the music, but a little perfume first, I think,’ she added, taking a bottle of Amarige de Givenchy from her dressing-table and spraying it on his throat and arms, and behind his knees. It was a perfume Adele frequently wore, and its warm, heavy scent drugged his senses, and he knew immediately it would act as a permanent reminder of her hold over him.

‘Let me quickly do your hair,’ she said, taking off the shoelace he used to tie his pony-tail, and replacing it with a length of chiffon in the same shade as his dress.

‘Even prettier,’ she said. ‘What a shame your ears aren’t pierced, I could have put you in earrings. Never mind, I’ll give you some bracelets instead.’

She selected four little bracelets in silver and gold from her jewellery box, and slipped them onto his wrist. They went on easily over his small hand, and looked extremely pretty on his wrist. When he moved his arm they made a soft and very feminine jangling sound that made him feel weak at the knees.

‘Perfect,’ Adele declared. ‘Just wait till Eve sees you.’

They hadn’t even reached the kitchen when the doorbell rang.

‘That’ll be her now,’ said Adele, laughing with excitement and taking his hand before saying, ‘Come on, and we’ll let her in.’

Unable to resist, Joseph followed her downstairs, his heart hammering, and his dress moving and rustling around his knees. Watching Adele go towards the front-door, he felt dazed and breathless as if he might faint.

‘Please, Addie,’ he gasped, making one last plea for mercy, but she just said, ‘no, Joseph,’ and pulled open the front-door, embracing Eve and pulling her into the hall.

Eve was too busy hugging and chatting with Adele to notice Joseph at first and, when she did, she stared at him for long moments before turning to Adele in amazement, and saying, ‘My God, Addie, is that who I think it is?’

‘It most certainly is,’ said Adele, beaming at her friend’s astonishment, and stepping aside to close the front-door, and give Eve a better view of her befrocked husband.

‘Look at you!’ Eve exclaimed in delight, throwing her ams around Joseph. ‘You’re beautiful, truly you are. You even smell lovely,’ she said, inhaling his scent, and kissing him on the cheek. ‘Is that Amarige?’

‘It is,’ said Adele, answering for him.

‘Lovely perfume for a lovely girl,’ Eve said, stepping back to get a better look at him. ‘Such a slim figure,’ she said. ‘Just look at those lovely arms and shapely legs, and what a tiny waist he has. Is he wearing a corset?’

‘Of course not,’ laughed Adele. ‘It’s just the way he is.’

‘But the way the dress flares out from his waist,’ said Eve. ‘It’s to die for. He must be wearing a petticoat under it.’

‘Oh, he is,’ said Adele, enjoying herself hugely, ‘he’s fully pantied and petticoated.’

‘Can I see?’ said Eve, picking up on Adele’s mischievous tone.

‘Of course you can,’ said Adele. ‘You heard, Joseph, show Eve what you’re wearing under your dress.’

Joseph stared at his wife, stunned by her cruelty, and so shaken by it he feared he might burst into tears.

‘Do what you’re told, Joseph,’ she said. ‘Don’t keep Eve waiting.’

Wishing he could die, Joseph slowly raised the hem of his polka-dot dress, and showed Eve his petticoat.

‘How lovely,’ said Eve, noticing that tears were misting his eyes. ‘It’s the prettiest petticoat I’ve ever seen. What a lucky girl you are, let me give you another hug.’

She held him tight, amazed at how slim and feminine he felt in her arms, and at how violently he was trembling.

‘There now,’ Eve said, feeling suddenly very protective of him. ‘Don’t be frightened. I’m here now, and you know I’m your friend. I’ll protect you from your cruel and terrible wife.’

‘Oh, don’t do that,’ said Adele with a wicked smile. ‘He doesn’t want to be protected. He likes me to be cruel.’

Sensing Joseph needed some time to recover, Eve took Adele by the arm and walked with her up the stairs, telling her about Ivor, and how terrible it had been to say goodbye to him that morning. Joseph followed slowly behind them, gazing up at his beautiful Mistresses. They were both wearing jeans and tight fitting tops with knee high boots. The tightly stretched denim showed off their lovely figures to great effect, but it also made Joseph, the only one of them wearing a dress, feel even more dainty and feminine. It was abundantly clear who wore the trousers in this house.

In the kitchen Adele and Eve chatted and drank wine while Joseph fussed around them, preparing the rest of their meal, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment, and his lovely dress swaying prettily around his knees. Eve told Adele that in his polka-dot dress he looked exactly like a French housewife from the 1950s, and Adele laughed at the description, saying that from now on she’d think of Joseph as her housewife, and never again as her husband.

Watching Joseph set the table for three, Adele thought about forbidding him to eat with them, and making him serve instead as their waitress - it would be a delicious way to remind him of his new place in their marriage - but she thought that might be a step too far for Eve, and she allowed him to eat with them, although she made sure he did all the fetching and carrying.

The fish pie and fresh vegetables were delicious and Adele and Eve ate with hearty appetites, having second helpings and praising Joseph’s skill as a cook, but Joseph only picked at his food, and made no attempt to join in with Adele and Eve’s lively conversation. He felt overwhelmed by what Adele had done to him, crippled by shame as well as by the dark and shadowy arousal he felt at being so enslaved. For all he hated wearing the dress, something about it felt like a dream come true.

He was such a tempting and easy target they couldn’t help teasing him. ‘Eat up, Joseph,’ said Eve. ‘You’ve hardly touched your food.’

‘Well, he’s only a little thing,’ said Adele, joining in the game, ‘and he wants to look good in his dresses.’

‘He already looks wonderful,’ said Eve, smiling at Joseph and hoping he’d smile back. ‘He wouldn’t look out of place on a cat-walk.’

But Joseph didn’t smile back, he just hung his head and looked distraught, and both women, suddenly sorry for him, reached over to reassure him, Eve putting her hand on his hand, and Adele stroking his arm.

‘Don’t be sad,’ Adele said gently, ‘it’s only a bit of fun.’

‘That’s right,’ said Eve, ‘and it’s only me so you don’t have to worry. You can wear anything you like and I won’t care a bit. I’m your friend, Joseph, and I know what you’re like, so cheer up, or you’ll make me sad too.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he said in a small voice, moved by their kindness. ‘It just feels so strange to be dressed like this.’

‘Strange in a good or a bad way?’ Eve asked him.

‘Both,’ he said.

‘Try and go with the good,’ said Eve. ‘I love seeing you like this. You look so cute it’s ridiculous. I’ve wanted to see you in a dress again ever since you came to my party as Addie’s moll, but you’ve always refused. I think perhaps a boy as pretty as you was born to wear a dress, at least for some of the time, and I don’t think you should fight it. I’m so glad you’ve changed your mind, Joseph. It may feel strange, but it seems so right, honestly, it does.’

‘Thank-you,’ he said, managing a smile.

‘That’s more like it,’ said Adele, rubbing his arm fondly.

‘How did you get him to agree?’ Eve asked Adele.

‘I didn’t,’ said Adele.

‘What do you mean?’

‘He didn’t agree,’ Adele explained. ‘I made him do it. I chose his clothes and made him put them on. He tried to refuse but I didn’t let him, told him a slave has no choice but to obey his Mistress. He didn’t want to wear a dress - or at least he said he didn’t - but I insisted.’

‘You put your foot down,’ said Eve.

‘I did,’ said Adele.

‘Delicious,’ said Eve.

‘It was,’ said Adele.

‘Well, there you are, Joseph,’ Eve said, smiling at him and giving his hand a squeeze. ‘The game’s up, you really are Addie’s slave, and you may as well roll over with your legs in the air.’

He just looked at her with wide, frightened eyes.

‘Oh, don’t look at me like that,’ Eve said fondly. ‘I’m sure you’ll be happy living like this, serving the woman you love. It’s in your nature, and there’s nothing to be ashamed of, but you’d better be careful all the same. If you’ll do this for Addie, there’s no saying what else you’ll do.’

Adele sipped her wine and smiled in secret satisfaction. She was sure Eve was right, and that forcibly feminising Joseph would weaken his resolve, and allow her to have her way with Laurent. The thought excited her, and she clenched the tops of her thighs together to catch the sweet wave of arousal.

‘Is she very strict with you?’ Eve asked Joseph, her smile both wicked and kindly.

He opened his mouth to reply but once more he made no sound.

‘Actually, I am quite strict with him,’ said Adele. ’Not only strict, but lazy, stuck-up and bossy. The full package, you could say. Recently he’s been seeing a very different side of me. I can be a real hell-bunny when I want.’

‘I know you can,’ said Eve. ‘I remember what you did to that poor Spanish boy at Sophie’s wedding.’

‘Well, he was asking for it, the way he treated Linda.’

‘That’s true, he was asking for it,’ said Eve, ‘and I’m sure he’ll never forget it.’

‘I hope he never does,’ said Adele. ‘The world will be a safer place.’

After they’d finished eating dessert, Adele and Eve took their wine through to the sitting-room, leaving Joseph to tidy up in the kitchen. ‘You can come through when you’ve finished in here,’ Adele told him as she left the room. ‘I expect everything to be spotless.’

‘Aren’t you being a little hard on him?’ Eve said as she sat with Adele on the couch, both of them very full and contented after their meal.

‘Very probably,’ said Adele, ‘but it doesn’t really work unless you lay it on thick. I’m sure there are books as long as the Bible about sex and the psychology of power, but a Mistress has to be crude from time to time, and not be afraid to wield her power. I’m still very new to this, but I know how to play the part. I can feel it in my bones, and besides, it’s like a drug, I can’t stop myself.’

‘He looks so lost and crushed in his dress,’ said Eve.

‘He does, but that’s sexy, isn’t it?’

‘It is, but you should go a little easier on him all the same.’

‘I should,’ said Adele, ‘but I don’t know if I will.’

‘Are you still seeing Laurent?’

‘Not nearly enough. He’s hardly ever in London, but he calls every night.’

‘You like him, don’t you?’

‘Yes, very much.’

‘More than the others?’

‘Much more.’

‘That must complicate things.’

‘It does.’

‘Have you spoken to him today?’

‘Not yet. I told him you were coming round, and he’ll ring later. God, I miss him.’

‘It’s that bad?’

‘You’ve no idea, it’s driving me crazy.’

‘So it really isn’t just a fling?’

‘That’s how it started, but it’s more than that now. I’m not sure I can live without him.’

‘Does Joseph know how serious it is?’

‘I think he does, yes, but he’s too frightened to talk about it.’

‘I don’t blame him.’

‘Neither do I.’

‘You’re playing with fire, Addie, I’m warning you.’

‘I know, but all this Mistress and Slave nonsense has gone to my head, and I want them both in my life, my lover and my slave. I’ve asked Joseph if I can bring Laurent to the house.’

‘You have not!’

‘I have.’

’My God, what did he say?’

‘He didn’t say yes, but he didn’t say no either.’

‘He’ll never agree.’

‘Why not?’

‘He just won’t.’

‘He didn’t want to wear a dress either.’

‘Yes, but this is different.’

‘Is it?’

‘Of course it is.’

‘I’m not so sure,’ said Adele, strangely sure of herself. ‘If he likes having a Mistress, maybe he’ll like having a Master too, who knows? I’m flying by instinct, but I’m going to keep working on him. I have a feeling he’ll come round soon enough,’ she added, a gleam of mischief in her eyes. ‘He usually gives me what I want.’

‘You’re a wicked women, Adele Adams. You’ll never go to heaven.’

‘I won’t,’ said Adele, smiling at her friend, grateful for her humour and open-mindedness. ‘But enough of me, tell me about your week with Ivor. It must have been lovely to see him.’

‘It was, and we had a wonderful time, except something happened this morning that upset me.’

‘What was it?’

‘It was a stupid thing. He was getting ready to leave for the airport, and I called him Ivor by mistake.’

‘By mistake?’

‘Yes,’

‘But you always call him that.’

‘To you, yes, and to everyone else, but never to him, never to his face, and he had no idea I called him that. I tried to explain it to him, tell him it was just an affectionate nick-name, Ivor The Diver, but it didn’t do any good. I could see that I’d hurt him. “I don’t know if you truly love someone if you call them by a silly name,” he said before he left.’

‘I’m sure it’s nothing,’ said Adele gently. ‘He’ll have forgotten all about it.’

‘Probably,’ said Eve, ‘but all the same, it’s left a bad taste in my mouth.’

At that moment Joseph came in, fetchingly meek and pretty in his dress.

‘Ah, that’s better,’ said Eve, genuinely pleased to see him. ‘It’s like a bunch of daffodils has come into the room.’

‘Have you finished in the kitchen?’ said Adele, sticking to her stern demeanour.

‘Yes, Madame,’ said Joseph before he could stop himself.

‘Did he just call you Madame?’ said Eve.

‘He did,’ said Adele, grinning widely. ‘It’s a little trick I use to keep him in his place.’

‘You’re married to a monster,’ Eve said to Joseph, moving apart from Adele on the couch. ‘Come and sit by me and I’ll give you a hug.’

Joseph sat between the two woman, acutely aware of their lovely figures and alluring scents. As he sat, his dress rode up a little revealing the snow-white lace of his petticoat. He tried to push it back under his dress, but it sprang right back up again, and remained stubbornly in view.

‘Now you see the kinds of problems we girls have to put up with,’ said Adele.

‘It’s not a problem at all,’ said Eve, putting her hand on his knee under his petticoat. ‘Not when it’s so soft and pretty. It’s a little piece of heaven, that’s what it is.’

‘You’re right,’ said Adele, leaning her head sleepily on Joseph’s shoulder, ‘and he’s the loveliest of the angels.’

‘He is,’ said Eve, laying her head on Joseph’s other shoulder, and closing her eyes. ‘The angel Gabriel.’

‘Michael,’ Adele murmured sleepily. ‘Raphael.’

Joseph stared straight ahead, trapped between his lovely tormentors, and listened to their soft breathing.

It was warm in the room. Stomachs were full, Joseph felt wrung out by what Adele had put him through and before long the three of them dozed off, pretty maids all in a row.

They didn’t doze for long, no more than a few minutes, and they seemed to wake as one, but Adele was the first to speak.

‘Eve, your glass is empty, I’ll send Joseph for another bottle.’

‘I’d love to but I can’t,’ said Eve, stretching her arms above her head. ‘I’ve got a very early start. I need to be in Oxford for seven o’clock. It’s another of those pre-war TV dramas set in a country house. I’m doing the lead actresses’ hair, the Duchess and her two daughters, and what a bloody carry-on that is. The BBC’s still trapped by its longing for the good old days which of course were never good in the first place. Why doesn’t someone tell them that everything was shit except for the rich?’

‘There’s a conspiracy,’ said Adele. ‘We’re all supposed to aspire to be rich and forget about everything else.’

‘We are,’ said Eve, ‘and dream of returning to the days of Empire when Britain robbed the world blind, and called itself ‘Great’ to cover up the theft.’

‘And now the government rob the poor to give to the rich and call it austerity,’ said Adele, ‘although life in a big house might have suited Joseph rather well, don’t you think?’

‘In what way?’

‘He could have been a butler running after his Master and Mistress, serving their every wish.’

‘More like a maid or under-maid,’ said Eve, giving Joseph’s shapely little knee a pinch to show she wasn’t being serious.

‘That’s right,’ said Adele, visualising her husband in a neat maid’s uniform, and smiling at the idea. ‘He’d be a busy little maid working below stairs while we’d be spoiled ladies living high above him, drinking champagne in our elegant gowns. We’d go for long rides on our chestnut mares, and he’d run our baths for us when we came home, lay out our clothes and underwear on the bed, then do our hair and help us get dressed, do up our stays and kneel at our feet to fasten our stockings. Something tells me he’d be a very happy little maid.’

‘And at night,’ said Eve, ‘we’d take our rich and handsome lovers to bed.’

‘Oh, we would,’ said Adele. ‘And little Joseph would polish their boots and press their shirts for the morning.’

‘Yes,’ said Eve, ‘and wash out our stockings and lingerie by hand.’

‘I think he’d like that,’ said Adele.

‘I’m sure he would,’ said Eve.

‘Do you hear, Joseph?’ Adele said to her husband. ‘No sooner have you become my housewife than you’ve been demoted to under-maid. How much further can you sink, I wonder?’

‘What are we like?’ Eve said to him, stroking his nylon-clad knee and kissing him on the corner of his mouth. ‘You’re so meek and pretty we can’t help being bad to you, but I’ll have to love you and leave you, I’m afraid,’ she added with a sigh, getting up from the sofa.

Adele and Joseph also rose to their feet, and went downstairs with Eve to say goodbye to her.

‘Thank-you for a lovely evening,’ said Eve, kissing and hugging them both. ‘And thank-you for dressing so nicely, Joseph. I hope you wear a dress every time I come. You look lovely as a girl, truly you do, but call me if Adele’s too much for you. I’ll come and rescue you, I promise.’

‘You just want to steal him,’ said Adele.

‘I do,’ said Eve.

‘You don’t have to, you can borrow him any time you like.’

‘Don’t tempt me,’ said Eve, laughing with Adele and giving her another hug.

‘Take care of yourself,’ said Adele tenderly, opening the front-door.

‘I will,’ said Eve, stepping out onto the street, and calling back to them over her shoulder, ‘be kind to each other.’

Suddenly alone, Adele and Joseph experienced a momentary awkwardness as if they were strangers to each other, but Adele just laughed it off, and took possession of Joseph once more by kissing him warmly and deeply.

‘There,’ she said. ‘That’s for being such a good and obedient husband. I couldn’t be more pleased with you. Eve had a wonderful time, and so did I. The food was delicious and it was lovely to tease and torment you in your pretty dress. I like having you as my slave, Joseph, truly I do. It makes sense of everything, lets us be who we need to be.’

‘I love you,’ he said helplessly, lifted by her praise. More than anything, he realised, he wanted to make her happy.

‘Of course you do,’ she said, her eyes sparkling, ‘and you enjoyed yourself too, I know you did,’ but he lowered his eyes modestly, and wouldn’t confess to such a sin. ‘Go on, admit it,’ she said, laughing at his confusion. ‘You loved wearing your dress and running after two Mistresses. You loved being our little housewife for the evening. You did, didn’t you?’

‘Y-yes,’ he confessed, his heart missing a beat.

‘Then what do you say?’

‘Thank-you.’

‘I beg your pardon.’

‘Thank-you, Madame.’

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said through laughter. ‘Just think how much more you’ll like it when Laurent comes to the house.’

’N-no,’ he stammered, turning suddenly very pale, ‘I don’t want …’

‘Sssh, now,’ said Adele, silencing him with another kiss, thrilled by the soft tremble that ran through him. ‘You can cook for us, and I have lots of dresses you can choose from, slips and panties too.’

‘Please, I don’t …’

‘Is that the time?’ said Adele, glancing at her watch and talking over him. ‘Laurent will call soon. Come upstairs and keep me company until he does.’

She sent him up the stairs before her so she could remark on how pretty his legs looked in his hose and dainty shoes, and when she led him back into the sitting-room, she pulled him down on the sofa beside her.

‘I love this,’ she said, slipping her hand under his dress and caressing his thigh. ‘You’re so pretty I can’t keep my hands off you, really I can’t. Kiss me, Joseph, a gentle, woman’s kiss.’

They kissed tenderly, Adele’s hand slipping higher until she felt the bulge beneath his panties. He was only partly erect which for some reason excited her, but she couldn’t stop herself from making him harder.

‘What a lovely surprise to find under a dress,’ she murmured, rubbing him through his underwear. ‘But it’s not very big, is it?’ she added, ‘I’m sure you can do better than that.’

She laughed her lovely laugh when she felt him stir and harden, and push up past the waist-band of his panties but not of his hose. His cock was good-sized, and not little at all, but she liked to tell him it was. It was one more way to shame him, and keep him under her heel.

‘There now,’ she said, infected once more by a dreamy sensuality, ‘that’s the way I like you. All hard for your Mistress.’

The words to an old nursery rhyme came into her head, and she recited them slowly, her caresses never ceasing for a moment.

‘I’ll have a little husband

No bigger than my thumb.

I’ll put him in a pint-pot,

And there I’ll bid him drum.’

Amazed that the words came back to her so easily, she continued with the second verse.

‘I’ll have a little horse

To gallop up and down.

I’ll bridle him and saddle him

And ride him out of town.’

Adele thought of the horse as Laurent, her ‘out-of town’ lover, and she found the idea very arousing, but the last verse made her think of her husband again.

‘I’ll give him some garters

To garter up his hose

And a little handkerchief

To wipe his pretty nose.’

Joseph groaned with arousal. Adele’s warm, slow voice and the strangely taunting words of the rhyme had lulled him, and cast an even darker spell over his senses.

Adele smiled to hear him groan and, when she felt him push up against her hand, she knew he was hers, and completely at her mercy.

‘It’s alright, Joseph,’ she told him softly. ‘You don’t have to worry. I’ll take care of you, I’ll take care of everything.’

At that moment her phone rang, and she sat up with excitement, longing to speak to her lover.

Finding her phone, she saw that Joseph had got to his feet in readiness to leave the room.

‘It’s alright, Joseph,’ she told him, ‘you can stay this time. I’d like you to.’

Troubled by her unusual request, Joseph remained standing by the door, watching warily as Adele answered the call.

To his distress, she couldn’t hide her delight at Laurent’s call, and her voice took on the low and loving tone he remembered from when they’d first gone out together. It wounded him deeply to discover she now used this voice with another man, and yet what did he expect? He’d allowed her the freedom to take lovers, and now he must pay the price. He had only himself to blame.

He could hear Laurent’s deep male voice as they exchanged greetings, but he could only make out some of what he was saying. He must have asked Adele about her evening because she was telling him all about it, her scornful eyes raking Joseph as she spoke.

‘Yes, Eve was here,’ she said. ‘We had a lovely time. Joseph cooked us a delicious meal, a fish pie, one of his specialities, and he did all the serving and clearing-up. He wore a nice, neat dress as well, which made it a very special evening … That’s right, a dress, and a very pretty one at that. He was our housewife for the evening, our charming hostess.’

Joseph stared at his wife in horror, utterly dismayed that she’d told her lover such a thing, and yet, despite his fury, a lightning bolt of arousal shocked his senses.

Adele saw his angry look, but she just smiled at him, and answered her lover’s question. ’A polka-dot dress with a petticoat underneath to give it body. Eve was delighted with him, and so was I. Eve said he looked like a French housewife from the 1950s.’

Joseph thought he heard Laurent say, ‘He’s learning his place,’ to which Adele replied, ‘Oh yes, I believe he is, and he’s still here, by the way … Yes, he’s in the room with me … I know that’s not usual, but this time I wanted him to be with us. I want him to get used to having you in his life. I want him to understand how important you are to me.’

‘How is he?’ Laurent asked, and Adele smiled at Joseph as she replied to her lover.

‘Well, he’s a little pale if you want the truth, but he’s bearing up quite well, I suppose, all things considered. Oh, but you should have seen his face when he heard me tell you about his dress. He looked like he’d been shot, and he’s still giving me a very funny look. I wish you were here to see it.’

They both laughed, the sound a torment to Joseph, and Laurent asked if he was still wearing his dress, and Adele replied, ’Yes, he’s still wearing it. He won’t take it off unless I give him permission.’ Laurent asked another question, and Adele answered, ‘He’s standing over by the door, why?’

Whatever Laurent said in reply, it made Adele laugh in surprise, and then speak directly to Joseph. ‘Laurent thinks that, seeing as I’m your Mistress and you’re my slave, you shouldn’t be standing. He thinks you should be kneeling instead, and I must say I agree with him. So what are you waiting for?’ she said, beckoning him towards her with her finger. ‘On your knees, Joseph, hurry now.’

He didn’t even try to refuse such was her power over him, yet he made a faint, whimpering sound as he kneeled at her feet, and a biting pain gripped his heart and seemed to choke him. The pain intensified when he looked down and saw the white hem of his petticoat peeping out from beneath his dress. He tried to tell himself he was dreaming, but it did no good for he knew this was no dream. Submission to Adele had become an inescapable fact of his life, it had never been clearer.

Seeing him kneel, Adele laughed gaily as if his surrender was of no real consequence, and entirely to be expected, and spoke again to her lover.

‘He’s doing it,’ she told Laurent, a note of triumph in her voice. ‘He’s on his knees, staring at my boots and shaking as if he’s caught a fever, the poor thing, and he can’t look me in the eyes … Yes, I’m sure he is upset, and very ashamed of himself too, I imagine, but sometimes I think it’s the shame he likes best … Yes, that’s right, everything’s topsy-turvy with a man like him. What other men hate, he likes best of all. He’ll do anything for me when he’s like this. He’d jump out the window if I told him to.’

She listened for a few moments, then said, ‘No, he still hasn’t agreed to you coming to the house. I’m sure he wants it to happen, but he’s too scared to admit it … Yes, it is a lot to ask, but I expect him to agree all the same. He’s my slave, after all, it’s his duty to suffer for my pleasure.’

‘You don’t need his permission,’ Joseph heard Laurent say.

‘I don’t,’ said Adele, still smiling at Joseph, and pushing the sole of her boot against his face, tapping his cheek with it in a way that he found delightfully careless of his pride. ‘He knows I could invite you without his permission, but it would be too easy if I made the decision for him. I want him to agree, I want him to admit he needs it to happen as much as I do. For some reason I think it will be better that way, if he agrees of his own free will.’

Laurent said something that made Adele laugh again.

‘You’re right,’ she said, ‘free is hardly the right word, but you know what I mean. I want him to admit that this is part of our marriage, and as much for his pleasure as mine. Of course, if he doesn’t come round, then I’ll simply overrule him. He knows I can do that. This evening he didn’t want to wear a dress, but I insisted, and here he is, my pretty husband all dressed in panties and petticoat. So he knows it’s going to happen one way or the other, but I’m still hoping he’ll agree before too long.’

She pushed the sole of her boot against his mouth, and smiled to see him kiss it, and take hold of her booted calf and press his cheek, red with shame, against her shapely ankle. She noticed that his hands were shaking, and Adele’s confidence that she’d get her way grew stronger.

‘In fact,’ Adele said, ‘I think he’s coming round to the idea even as we speak. But tell me, Laurent, when are you coming to London? Please tell me it’s soon. I’ll go mad if I don’t see you.’

When Laurent replied, Adele almost shouted in excitement, ‘Thursday? This Thursday?’

He said ‘yes’ and Adele exclaimed, ‘That’s wonderful, but how will I get through the next four days? I won’t know what to do with myself.’

‘You know how,’ said Laurent.

‘I do,’ said Adele, undoing her jeans and sliding a hand down between her legs. ‘But it’s not the same, you know it’s not.’

She listened for a while, touching herself, very aroused by Laurent’s endearments. ‘I love you too,’ she said, sending an arrow deep into Joseph’s heart. Blinking back tears, he gazed up at her in wonder, enchanted by her cruel beauty, but she wasn’t even looking at him. It was as if he’d ceased to exist, and was of no more importance to her than a footstool. All her thoughts were with her lover, and he saw how her face flushed with excitement as she listened to him. He also saw her eyes close in delight as she pleasured herself, and her lovely, moist lips part with a sigh as she imagined her lover’s kiss. Joseph’s shame deepened painfully at the sight, and yet so did his love for her. He felt as if he was caught in a whirlpool, and a part of him longed to be pulled under. Then at last he’d be free from the chains of dignity and pride, and he could give himself without reserve to the woman he adored.

‘If you listen I’ll tell you,’ Adele said into her phone, her voice low and coquettish. ‘I’ll wear stockings again, I think … Yes, those same black stockings with lace tops, and a very short skirt or dress. I won’t bother with panties unless you’d like me to … Alright then, I will … Yes, my prettiest pair. I’ll let Joseph choose them for me. He always likes to help me get dressed for my dates with you. He can be a very attentive lady’s-maid when he tries.’

She listened again, laughing every now and then, and lifting Joseph’s dress and petticoat with the toe of her boot, and kicking him between his legs. Little taps rather than kicks, her blows were more demeaning than painful, and Joseph made no move to escape them but, to his despair, he discovered that he wanted her to kick him harder, much harder. He wanted her cruelty to be remorseless and unending. It was insane, but he longed for her to really hurt him, and take pleasure in his suffering. Lost in submission, he felt that suffering for Adele had become the sole purpose of his existence and, as he knelt at her feet while she kicked him, and sweet-talked her lover, he believed he would die for her if that was what she wished.

‘I’ll tell you more,’ Adele told Laurent, ‘but only if you do the same as me and undo your trousers … Oh, yes, mine have been undone for quite some time, couldn’t you tell?’ She gave a sultry laugh, and said, ‘Well, are you sitting comfortably?’

‘Yes,’ Laurent replied.

Joseph thought he could hear the desire in his voice, and he felt a strange connection with his rival.

‘Wait a moment,’ Adele said before speaking to her husband.

‘You can go now, Joseph,’ she told him, her lovely eyes coldly mocking. ‘Laurent and I want some time to ourselves. Wait for me upstairs, but keep your dress on in bed. That way you won’t be my husband, you’ll be my wife. Off you go now. Do what you’re told.’

Joseph stood slowly on shaking legs, muttering, ‘Yes, Madame,’ and turned to leave, shamefully aroused to be dismissed in such a way.

As soon as he was out of the room, he slumped against the wall, his senses reeling, and his breathing coming in ragged gasps. He heard Adele’s laughter from behind the door, and he had to lean forward with his hands on his knees to stop his head spinning. He heard another peal of laughter and, overwhelmed by shame, he fled upstairs, desperate to escape the scene of his humiliation. As he ran up the stairs, his dress and petticoat flared out around his knees, making him feel like a teenage girl fleeing to her room after seeing her boyfriend with another girl.

But the bedroom gave him no refuge. His heart hammering, and with tears of shame glistening in his eyes, he paced up and down, but it did little good. If anything, it added to his distress by making him feel like a trapped animal, and he made himself stop, and take slow, deep breaths. He felt his panic ease a little but, as he looked around the room, all he could see were Adele’s clothes and possessions. There was her kimono and her little blue nightdress hanging on the back of the door, and there was her hairbrush and make-up on her dressing-table along with her little box of jewellery. One of the drawers was open in her chest-of-drawers, and inside it he could see the jumble of her slips and nightdresses. For a moment he wished he was the size of his thumb, like the husband in Adele’s nursery-rhyme, and he could live forever in that drawer, buried in a sea of silk and lace that bore the fragrance of his lovely Mistress. He dragged his eyes from the drawer, but then the sight of the lipstick marked wipes in the little wicker basket by the dressing-table set his heart on fire again. Even her used tissues aroused him! What was wrong with him? Had he finally lost his mind? And then he saw her shoe-rack by the wardrobe and he felt a violent stab of arousal deep in his gut. Driven by a need he couldn’t control, he went over to the rack and took up one of her high-heeled shoes. He admired its pretty shape for a few moments, and then held its opening over his nose and mouth, pressing it tight, and inhaling its scent of shoe-leather and sweat with great, heaving breaths, an addict feeding his habit.

But it wasn’t enough. Even as he breathed in the scents from her shoe, his eyes searched the room for a stronger fix, something that might bring him a greater semblance of peace. Seeing the laundry basket, he almost ran towards it, still holding the shoe over his face as he rummaged through the contents with his other hand. Under one of Adele’s blouses he found what he was looking for - her balled-up panties and hose. Dropping the shoe, he held the silken bundle to his nose and breathed in her glorious woman’s scent. To his relief, her scent did bring him peace, but not for long. He made the mistake of looking up, and catching sight of his reflection in the dressing-table mirror. He froze in horror at what he saw, and yet he didn’t take her underwear from his nose, or his eyes from his absurd reflection. Instead, he stared in horrified fascination, barely able to take in how foolish he looked in the dress, and with the bracelets on his wrist, and the soft ribbon tying back his hair. He shivered in fear and shame, which made his dress shake with him, and his heart leap at the way his petticoat hem flashed white, and the dress swayed around his nylon-clad knees. He hated how he looked - no man should ever look like this - and yet he loved it too, grateful to the dress for making him feel so weak and helpless.

He told himself to take off his dress and underwear and put on his male clothes, but he knew he wouldn’t do that. Adele had cast too strong a spell, and the lovely scent from her panties and hose, so soft against his face, stole away what remained of his will. He recalled kneeling at Adele’s feet while she talked to her lover, and felt again the terrible shame of her telling Laurent he was wearing a dress but, instead of waking him from his trance, the memories sharpened his submissive arousal. Utterly bewitched, he could only do what Adele had commanded him to do, and so he took off his shoes and kept on his dress as he got into bed, curling up under the duvet, his knees against his chest, and her panties and hose still tight against his nose. He felt very hot, and yet he shivered, and his heart beat with a leaping, irregular rhythm. As he lay there, imprisoned by submissive desire, he told himself that he had not yet agreed to Laurent coming to the house. He could put up with most things, he told himself, but he would not put up with that.

It was over an hour before Adele came upstairs.

‘There you are, my angel,’ she said, sitting on the bed to take off her boots. ‘It’s been quite a night for you, but don’t worry. I’m going to make everything alright, just you wait.’

She took off her top and unclipped her bra, dropping them on the floor by the bed, and then she took off her jeans. Joseph peered at her over the duvet, taking in her lovely breasts, and seeing that she was wearing sheer black tights under her jeans. For some reason, it always excited him when she wore hose under her jeans, and a new wave of arousal swept through him.

Suddenly aware that he was still clutching her panties and hose, and not wanting her to catch him in such a shameful act, he tried to drop them onto the floor without her noticing, but Adele saw him, and took hold of her underwear.

‘What’s this?’ she said, ‘have you been playing with my undies? You have, haven’t you?’ But she just laughed, and said, ‘I don’t mind, you know, you can play with my panties any time you like, but you’d better still be wearing your dress,’ she said, peeling back the duvet to check. ‘You are,’ she said approvingly. ‘In that case, I’ll keep my tights on and we can be girls together.’

She slipped into bed beside him, and wrapped him in a loving embrace, holding her worn panties against his nose, and entwining her legs with his, the nylon of their hose slip-sliding together in a way that thrilled them both.

‘There, you see,’ she whispered in his ear, ‘there are so many lovely things girls can get up to.’

She kissed the corner of his mouth, placing one of his hands over her worn panties so that he’d keep them in place, and then she slid her hand under his petticoat, caressing his nylon-sheathed thigh for a few moments before reaching higher and touching him through his panties, delighted to discover he was erect.

With a long moan, Joseph surrendered to her caresses, shamefully aroused by the lovely scent and softness of her panties, and by the way his dress and petticoat had rucked up around his waist. He felt like a small child sent to bed with his comforter to keep the night terrors at bay, and yet the thought itself was terrifying.

Terrifying, but also deeply, insanely arousing.

‘Sweet Joseph,’ Adele said softly. ‘It’s so lovely to speak to Laurent and then come upstairs and find you like this, all pretty and helpless for me. And it’s so lovely of you to let me have Laurent in my life. You’re so good to me, and he’s so strong and handsome, sometimes I think I’m the luckiest woman in the world.’

He groaned in distress, and tensed as if he getting ready to put up a fight, but she felt him harden under her hand, and she pressed on with her plan.

‘Please don’t worry about Laurent coming to the house,’ she said. ‘It’s just one of those things that has to happen, I’m sure you feel that too, so there’s no point in getting in a state about it.’

‘No, please,’ he gasped, struggling against her silken trap.

‘I know, I know,’ she said soothingly, silencing him with a kiss, and making her caresses harder and faster. ’Everything’s going too fast. We’re passengers on a runaway train speeding through the night into a land where nothing will ever be the same again. It’s frightening, of course it is, but that’s what makes it exciting, don’t you think? That’s what makes it fun.’

She kissed him again before he could answer, and slid her thigh between his, pressing it down on him, letting him feel its glorious weight and warmth.

‘We’re not like other people,’ she whispered, pushing her face into that lovely place just beneath his chin, loving the warmth of him, the smell of his skin. ‘We don’t have to play by the rules, we’re done with that, and the best thing is to be brave, and stay aboard the train. And you will be brave for me, Joseph, I know you will.’

He started to speak, but Adele interrupted him, saying firmly, ‘Don’t speak, just listen.’

She felt the tremor shake him as her dominance took effect, and her own arousal deepened into delight. She was going to get what she wanted, she was sure of it.

‘It’s Sunday now, and Laurent won’t arrive in London until Thursday, but I promised to let him know if he can stay here by Wednesday, so you’ve got three whole days to make up your mind. That’s plenty of time, but you can tell me your decision any time you like. You can tell me now if you want, then it would be all over and done with. Would you like to tell me now?’

He almost gave in there and then, but he summoned what remained of his strength, and said ‘No’ with a firmness that surprised him, but Adele didn’t seem at all put out.

‘That’s alright,’ she said, sliding her thigh slyly against his to weaken his resolve. ‘You’ll tell me soon enough, and then we’ll get ready for his visit. I’ll buy a new dress. You can help me choose it if you like, and you can wear a dress too if you want. The one you’re wearing now might do nicely since it fits you so well, but there are plenty of others you could try. All you have to do is ask.’

‘No, Adele,’ he said, but she just talked over him.

‘You might feel happier in a dress, you know,’ she said calmly as if it was a perfectly normal remark for a wife to make to her husband. ‘Then you won’t have to pretend to Laurent that you’re a man. You can be a happy little housewife, and do whatever we tell you. Think of that over the next few days while you make up your mind.’

‘Please,’ he groaned, sinking deeper into the quicksand. ‘Please, don’t.’

‘I know we usually make love at times like this,’ she murmured, ignoring his pleas, ‘but Laurent has asked something of me. He’s asked me not to make love to you any more - at least not in the way a woman normally makes love to a man - and I’m afraid I’ve agreed to his request.’

Crushed by her words, he moaned in pain, and bucked against her, but she held him tight in her strong, slender arms, and pressed her supple body harder against him. She had him where she wanted, and she wasn’t going to let him go. Not now. Not when the prize was so close.

‘I know that must seem terribly unfair,’ she whispered, ‘but it’s only right now you’re my slave, and Laurent’s the man in my life. And it’s lovely to think he wants me all to himself - that means a lot to a woman - but that doesn’t mean we can’t have our fun. Oh, no, there are lots of lovely things we can do. Like this,’ she said, sliding on top of him. ‘We can be girls together, doesn’t that feel good?’

She rocked against him, her smooth hose against his, his pantied erection trapped exquisitely beneath her.

‘You’re going to come in your panties, Joseph,’ she whispered. ‘I’m going to make you, and I’m going to come with you.’

Joseph’s arousal grew urgent but he fought against it. He didn’t want to come without penetrating her, without asserting his maleness, but her movements were relentless, their silken friction irresistibly sweet. ’It’s going to be wonderful,’ she gasped, driven by sex now, and barely aware of what she was saying. ‘I won’t let you fuck me but you’ll kiss me, worship me with your tongue, cook for me, clean for me, wear my panties and dresses whenever I say. You’ll be mine,’ she said, bearing down on him, loving the feel of his slippy hardness through their underwear. ‘You’re my slave,’ she gasped. ‘You’ll serve me for the rest of my life … Do whatever I tell you … Come now,’ she commanded him as if to prove her power to him. ‘Come for your Mistress.’

She felt his surrender, laughing in triumph to feel his trapped erection pulse so helplessly against her, but suddenly she wasn’t laughing. She was crying out in delight as they plunged over the cliff together, and crashed down into the sea below.

‘Don’t worry, my love,’ she murmured as they drifted into a dreamless sleep. ‘I’ll take care of you … I’ll take care of everything …’

THE NEXT morning at breakfast, Adele made no mention of the night before, but her knowing smile said more than any words could. Joseph also said nothing, but he felt overwhelmed by her presence. He was wearing his own clothes again, a pair of old jeans and a black shirt, but he felt neither manly nor strong. The mischief in her eyes captivated him, and she looked more beautiful than ever. When she raised her coffee cup to her mouth the little bracelets on her wrist made their sweet music, and she arched her eyebrows in a way he found insolent yet deeply, endlessly alluring. Once more she didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. He knew she was thinking of the night before when he’d worn the very same bracelets, and surrendered to her so completely in his dress and petticoat.

‘I have to go,’ she said, rising from the table to get her coat and bag. ‘Be good, and work hard. You have a lot of thinking to do.’

And then, with a kiss and another smile, she was gone, leaving him in a very troubled and anxious state. The anxiety stayed with him all morning. He tried to lose himself in work, but the scene he was drawing featured a femme fatale in a court-room scene, and sketching her proud features and slim figure only put him in mind of Adele, and kept him under her spell. He felt very aroused, but not in a healthy or normal way. He wasn’t erect, but the constant anxiety spread a submissive arousal through his blood, and he feared he was suffering some kind of breakdown. He barely ate at lunch-time and, as the afternoon wore on, he was driven upstairs to their bedroom where he held his polka-dot dress in his arms as if it was his lover, and whispered to it, ‘Please help me. I love her with all my heart, and I don’t know what to do.’

Adele came home earlier than usual, and rushed into the room where Joseph was working.

‘Come here,’ she said, tearing off her coat and dropping it on the floor. Joseph stood in surprise, but she threw her arms around him and kissed him hungrily, forcing him down onto the carpet.

‘I need this,’ she said, tugging her dress up past her hips, ‘Oh, God, I need this.’

Standing astride him, she took down her panties and hose and, without further ado, squatted on his face, and rode his mouth, using him for her pleasure without the slightest regard for his.

‘Kiss me,’ she gasped. ‘Worship me.’

Stunned by the speed of her advances, Joseph could only obey, her crude dominance offering a release to the anxiety he’d suffered all day. Rewarded by her groans of pleasure, he gave himself up to her. She’d pinned his arms with her knees which added greatly to his feelings of helplessness and, somewhere in his addled brain, he knew he was exactly where he wanted to be.

‘I’d like to fuck you,’ she gasped, ‘but that’s not for you any more … That’s for real men not for slaves … Not for pretty boys who wear dresses … But this is lovely … Oh, God, it’s lovely …’

With a loud cry and a deep shudder that thrilled her slave, Adele came powerfully, and collapsed on the floor beside him.

‘Do you think I’ve gone mad?’ she said once she’d caught her breath.

Joseph said nothing, just gazed at her in wonder.

‘Well, if I have,’ she said, stroking his hair, ‘I never want to be sane again.’

ON TUESDAY Joseph felt a little stronger, and more confident he’d find the strength to forbid Laurent from coming to the house. He didn’t know why he felt this way, but he was very glad that he did. He made good progress with his work, took a long walk in the park, and didn’t go upstairs to their bedroom, not even once. As he ate his lunch, he made up his mind to tell Adele that Laurent wouldn’t be spending the night on Thursday. He’d insist she stick to their routine and meet Laurent in his hotel room as usual, and come home alone by midnight. His decision brought him a huge sense of relief, and he told himself he had every right to refuse her. Adele had taken things much too far, and let power go to her head. It was up to him to put things right, and re-establish the tried and trusted order. He would save them from themselves, he told himself. It was his duty as Adele’s husband, and as the man of the house.

But his confidence vanished as soon as Adele arrived home. She came running up the stairs and into the kitchen with all the excitement of a child on Christmas morning.

‘I’ve bought a dress,’ she said, reaching inside the bag she was carrying. ‘For when Laurent comes … The most perfect dress, wait till you see it.’

She took out a flame red dress made from a shiny material he assumed was silk or satin, and draped it over a chair while she took off her skirt and blouse.

‘I know I said you could help me chose it,’ she said as she undressed, ‘but I saw it in a window and just had to buy it.’

She hurriedly slipped the dress over her head, and pulled it into place around her shoulders and hips.

‘Well,’ she said, performing a quick turn for him, the dress flaring out prettily, ’what do you think?’

Joseph thought the dress looked wonderful on her, somehow both sweetly innocent and elegantly sexy, and the knowledge that she’d bought it, not for him, but for Laurent, gave the dress a tormenting power.

‘I’m not telling you what I paid for it,‘ she said, ‘but I wanted to mark the occasion with something special. It feels lovely on, but you haven’t said anything, Joseph. Don’t you like it?’

‘It’s lovely,’ he said weakly.

‘You’re not just saying that?’

‘No.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘But what about Laurent?’ she said, performing another charming little turn, this time holding the hem of her dress as she spun round, like a dancer might, Joseph thought. ‘Do you think he’ll like it?’

‘I’m s-sure he will,’ Joseph stammered.

‘I hope he does,’ she said.

Joseph became aware that she was gazing at him with that knowing look in her eyes, and the lightly mocking smile at the corners of her mouth. It was the expression she wore when she knew he could deny her nothing.

His heart gave a heavy thump, and he started to speak. He had to tell her his decision now, or he’d fall once more under her spell, and all would be lost.

‘I’ve been thinking,’ he began, ‘and I’ve come to a decision. I really can’t allow …’

She gave a sniff of derision, and her eyes hardened, but the smile remained around her mouth.

The sudden chill in her expression made him think of the strange word she’d used to describe herself to Eve.

Hell-bunny.

He felt his resolve weaken, but he made himself continue.

‘I know it’s not what you want to hear, but I really can’t allow it. We need to step back a little, take time to …’

‘Oh, not now Joseph,’ she interrupted him. ‘I’m going upstairs to try on some shoes. There are two pairs I think might go with my dress. If they don’t, I’ll buy a new pair tomorrow. And, by the way, ‘allow’ is not a word a slave should say to his Mistress. Not ever.’

And then she was gone, leaving him winded, and very uncertain that he could stand in her way. By habit, he picked up her discarded skirt and blouse from the floor, and took them down to the laundry-room. As he carried them downstairs he could still feel the warmth from her body in her clothes.

Several times over the course of the evening he tried to talk to her about Laurent, but somehow the time was never right. And then Laurent called, and she disappeared upstairs with her phone for the rest of the evening.

After her call, she didn’t come back down. Instead, she ran a bath, and he was in bed when she came into the bedroom, drying her hair, and sitting on the bed.

‘By the way, Laurent’s asking for you,’ she said casually. ‘He’s looking forward to meeting you, and I told him you feel the same.’

‘But I don’t …’ he began, but Adele didn’t let him finish, and slipped quickly into bed beside him, saying, ‘I’ve got a surprise for you, a lovely surprise.’

She held up the worn panties she’d been hiding in her hand, and held them to his nose.

‘There, now, that’s what you want, I know it is.’

He took a breath, and her lovely woman’s scent sedated him in an instant. Hungry for more, he quickly took another breath, and then another, a delightful lassitude spreading to every part of him.

‘That’s it,’ she said approvingly. ‘Deep breaths, Joseph, as deep as you can. When I caught you with my panties last night I saw how much you liked it, and so we’ll be doing this a lot more … Panty-sex, that’s what we’ll call it … Panty-sex for a panty-boy.’

She laughed softly at his groan of surrender, and whispered in his ear, ‘Touch yourself, Joseph … Do it now, I want you to … Make yourself come … This is how we’ll do it from now on … You want to fuck me, I know you do, and I’d like that too, but those days are gone … Laurent’s the man in my life now, you’re only my husband … My husband and my slave … This is how we’ll do it from now on.’

He knew he should put up a fight, but she’d taken his strength, and her words no longer seemed cruel to him. On the contrary, they seemed truthful, almost kind, and even as the orgasm tore through him, leaving him weak and helpless, he felt grateful for her kindness.

In the morning Adele rose early and left before Joseph could speak to her. He showered and drank three cups of strong black coffee, but he ate nothing. He opened his computer and tried to do some work, but he couldn’t concentrate. He went out and walked blindly through the city, but he felt weak and miserable, and so he returned home and lay in a stupor on the sofa. He tried to think clearly, but his anxiety only grew stronger. To his despair, he found himself thinking about what he’d cook for Laurent and Adele. Glad to find a purpose, even if it was a troubling one, he went back out and walked to the best butcher-shop in the area. It was the shop he always used when he wanted to cook something special for Adele. He planned to buy three of their best fillet steaks, but when he reached the head of the queue, he asked only for two. Somewhere in his submissive soul he knew he shouldn’t expect to eat with Adele and her lover. He was only a slave, and had no place at their table.

When he got home, he hid the steaks at the back of the fridge, telling himself that buying them didn’t mean he’d let Laurent come to the house. He’d wait until the week-end and cook the steaks for himself and Adele. He clung to that delusion for the rest of the afternoon and, even when he heard the front-door open, and Adele’s nimble little steps on the stairs, he planned to refuse her, but the moment he saw her his resistance crumbled, and he rushed to her, saying, ‘Yes, yes, I agree, he can come, he can come.’

Delighted with him, and laughing at his frenzy, she put her arms around him, saying softly, ‘It’s alright, I knew you’d come round. Sweet Joseph, you always give me what I want, and you want it too, don’t you?’

‘Don’t make me say it,’ he said, his limbs shaking, and his heart beating so fast he feared it might burst out of his chest.

‘It’s okay,’ she said, that smile on her face, her eyes warm but slightly pitying. ‘I’m your wife, you can tell me anything.’

‘Then, yes,’ he said, almost shouting. ‘I want it. God help me, I want him to come.’

‘Calm down, you’ll be fine, I know you will.’

‘I’m terrified about this, Adele, I’m warning you, I’m out of my mind with it.’

‘That’s only to be expected, and I’m frightened too,’ said Adele. ‘I might not show it, but I am.’

‘I think I’m having a heart attack.’

‘You’re not having a heart-attack,’ she said, laughing and hugging him again. ‘We’ll be frightened together, and help each other through it, just you wait and see. We’ll love each other more than ever. Oh, Joseph, I’m so happy with you … So happy.’

To celebrate his decision, and in an attempt to calm him, Adele took him down to the pub on the corner. She drank red wine, and Joseph downed a Guinness too quickly, and immediately bought another. While they drank, she held his hand, stroking her fingers lightly across his palm, and telling him how much she loved him, and how lucky she was to have him in her life. When he was half way through his second Guinness, she asked him what he might want to cook for Laurent, keeping her voice casual as if it was a matter of little or no importance. He suggested steaks, but didn’t tell her he’d already bought them.

‘That will be lovely,’ she said, squeezing his hand affectionately. ‘Will you eat with us, do you think? Or would it be better if you served at table?’

‘God knows,’ he said.

‘What would you like to do?’

‘You decide,’ he said, the hunger to submit gripping him painfully.

‘In that case,’ she said, regarding him gently, ‘it might be better if you didn’t eat with us. I think I’d prefer that. It’ll make more sense if you cook for us, and pour our drinks, and act as our slave for the night. We both know that’s what we’re talking about. We do, don’t we?’

‘Yes,’ he said, darkly excited. ‘We do.’

‘You’ll do that for me?’

‘I will,’ he said.

‘Be my slave?’

‘Yes.’

‘For Laurent too?’

He hesitated, but then said, ‘Yes.’

‘So we’re agreed?’

‘We are.’

‘I’m so glad, Joseph,’ she said. ‘These things are supposed to be consensual.’

‘It’s hardly that,’ he said with a bitter laugh.

‘No, I suppose it’s not,’ she said, laughing with him. ‘At least, not entirely, but you won’t be angry with me?’

‘I’ll try not to be.’

‘I need you always to love me, no matter what.’

‘I’ll do anything for you.’

‘Yes, but I have I feeling I’ll be cruel to you, Joseph,’ she said gravely. ‘Perhaps very cruel. I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself.’

‘I know,’ he said.

‘I’m not sure this works unless I’m cruel, unless I treat you as if you’re nothing.’

‘An insect under your shoe?’

‘Yes. There’s something very sexy about that.’

‘I know that too.’

‘You’re lovely,’ she said, her gaze warm and loving.

‘I’m a fool.’

‘A lovely fool.’

‘God, is this really happening?’

‘It is, and it won’t be a game, Joseph. You really will be my slave, and I’ll be your Mistress.’

‘My cruel Mistress?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m dreaming, I must be.’

‘It’s no dream, I’m warning you,’ she told him. ‘Tell me you’ll forgive me, tell me you’ll still love me.’

‘I’ll always love you,’ he said, the hunger possessing him.

‘I don’t deserve you, Joseph,’ she said, tears of gratitude in her eyes.

‘You’re my Mistress,’ he said. ‘You deserve everything you want.’

JOSEPH FELT surprisingly calm for most of Thursday, a condemned man resigned to his fate, but that changed when he carried out the housework Adele had requested of him. Putting clean sheets on their bed brought home the sheer extremity of what was about to happen, and washing the vegetables and preparing the steaks reminded him painfully that he would soon be nothing but a servant in his own home. And his disquiet only grew deeper when Adele came home early to shower and change in readiness for Laurent’s arrival. To his surprise, she seemed upset, almost tearful with nerves.

‘It’s too much for me,’ she said, letting Joseph hold her, as if the ordeal to come was hers to suffer, not his. ‘Feel my heart,’ she said, holding his hand to her breast. ‘It won’t slow down, and there’s no air, I can’t breathe.’ Glancing at her watch, she said, ‘He’ll be here by six, and it’s nearly five now. God, Joseph, what am I doing? I must be out of my mind.’

Her panic allowed him to forget his for a few moments, and he hugged her, saying, ‘You’re beautiful, the most beautiful woman in the world.’

‘I wish that was true,’ she said unhappily, unconvinced by his words. ‘Come upstairs with me and help me get changed. I need your help, Joseph, really I do.’

While she showered, he sought refuge in servitude. He took her new red dress from its hanger, and laid it on the bed. Then he found a pair of black stay-up stockings and laid them beside the dress and then, his heart thumping, he opened her knicker drawer and found a lovely pair of black lace panties. She had other pairs just as lovely, but none lovelier, and he placed them beside her dress. Then he found a bra in the same black lace as her panties, and her outfit for the evening was complete.

Taking a clean bath towel from the cupboard, he went into the shower room and wrapped Adele in it as soon as she stepped out of the shower.

‘You’re wonderful,’ she said. ‘What would I do without you?’

When she came into the bedroom, she glanced at the clothes on the bed, and said, ‘Lovely, Joseph, thank-you. The plain black heels go best with the dress. I’ve left them out by the wardrobe.’

Delighted to serve her, he fetched the shoes and placed them by the bed.

‘But what about you?’ she said, rubbing her hair with the towel. ‘Would you like to wear a dress like you did with Eve? I won’t mind if you do, and I’m sure Laurent won’t mind either.’

‘I d-don’t … I’m not …’ he stammered, unable to finish his sentence. He honestly didn’t know what he wanted. A part of him longed to wear a dress - he knew it would help him escape his male identity and the pride that came with it - but another part of him was terrified at the thought of being dressed like that in front of another man.

‘I know,’ she said gently, seeing his confusion. ’It might be a bit much on Laurent’s first visit, so let’s compromise, shall we? Take off your jeans, Joseph, your boxers too, but keep on the rest of your clothes.’ As he obeyed, she told him, ‘You’re going to wear my panties under your jeans, my worn panties, that way you’ll feel me close all the time, and you’ll know that I love you and own you no matter what. On you go, you’ll find them on the floor in the shower-room.’

She clicked on her hair-drier and turned to the mirror, and he went obediently into the shower-room. He found her panties and hose beneath her blouse, and he picked them up, marvelling at the power they held over him. Disentangling the panties from her tights, he saw they were in a dusty pink colour which only deepened their feminine allure. Feeling a familiar arousal, he stepped into them and pulled them up his legs. They were small and silky, and barely contained his cock and balls, particularly when he hardened and strained against them.

When he came back into the bedroom, Adele was still drying her hair with the drier, and she smiled and winked at him in approval. He hurried to put on his jeans and hide his panties while Adele switched off the drier, and sat at her dressing-table to put on make-up, complaining incessantly that she looked terrible - ‘Look at me,’ she said, peering into the mirror, ‘I’m like Coco The Clown, and my hair’s a mess’ - but Joseph thought she looked lovely beyond words. When he knelt to help her into her stockings and panties he felt like a maid-of-honour dressing her for her wedding.

‘One kiss,’ she said, standing from her dressing-table stool to let him pull up her panties, ’to give me your blessing.’

His heart leaping, he raised his head and pressed his lips adoringly to the front of her panties, and then she was gone, hurrying to the bed to put on her bra and dress, and her high-heeled shoes.

‘Well,’ she said, frowning at her reflection in the mirror, ‘will I do?’

He tried to speak, and tell her how lovely she looked, but a lump rose in his throat, and his eyes filled with tears.

‘I’m sorry, Joseph,’ she said, ‘but it’s too late for tears.’

He nodded sadly to show that he understood.

‘This won’t be easy,’ she said, putting a hand to his cheek. ‘You need to be brave.’

Once more he nodded, and they went downstairs to the kitchen where Joseph opened a bottle of wine and poured Adele a glass.

‘No wine for you tonight,’ she told him, taking a sip. ‘Slaves aren’t alllowed wine.’

Her words stung him, but he was glad of her dominance. It calmed him, and made him feel safe.

She kept watch for Laurent out of the window and, when she wasn’t doing that, she paced anxiously, drinking her wine too quickly.

‘This is killing me,’ she said, but she no longer let her eyes rest on Joseph, and he could tell she’d stopped thinking about him. He knew he was on his own now, and would just have to survive as best he could.

‘I need to do something,’ she said, hurrying through to the front-room in a gust of perfume, and putting on some loud music. It was Stereo Total, one of her favourite bands and, looking to earth her nervous excitement, she danced in quick succession to ‘A L’Amour Comme a La Guerre,’ ‘Amo Amor a Tres,’ and ‘Crazy Horse.’

Enthralled, Joseph watched as she danced with the energy of a dervish, singing along to the French lyrics, her hair flying, and her dress lifting and spinning as she danced, showing her stocking-tops and panties. Her eyes were closed and her cheeks were flushed, and Joseph knew she’d become lost in a trance of sex and desire, and had given herself up to whatever the life-force held in store for her.

They only just heard the ring of the doorbell above the music, and Adele gave a cry of joy and ran downstairs to answer the door, leaving Joseph to switch off the music.

Trembling now, and sick with nerves, Joseph had no idea what to do with himself. Should he go down and welcome Laurent, or leave them to themselves? The thought of meeting Laurent terrified him, and he couldn’t bring himself to go downstairs. Instead, he went through to the kitchen to check everything was ready for their meal. He’d already prepared the salad, and peeled and washed the vegetables and put them in pots of water, and it would only take a few minutes to grill the steaks. There was nothing for him to do, but he straightened the already straight cutlery like a lost soul, trying to ward off the demons of fear and shame. The sound of laughter from downstairs cut into him, and suddenly he felt dizzy, and clammy with sweat.

It was happening, it was really happening. Adele’s lover was in the house, and soon he would have to meet him. And then he heard their footsteps on the stairs, and their happy voices growing closer, and he felt his demons exult, and claim his soul for their own. Pale and trembling, he clung onto the breakfast-bar when Adele and her lover came into the kitchen. They were talking and laughing, and gazing into each other’s eyes, and so they didn’t see him for a few moments, but Joseph stared helplessly at his successful rival.

In the flesh, Laurent was almost too real and vivid to take in, yet Joseph saw that he was neither as tall nor as handsome as he’d feared, but that he was a rugged, pleasant-looking man all the same, his sturdy frame, and manly bearing shown to advantage by his dark blue suit and white, open-necked shirt. The bottle of red wine he was holding, and the leather bag over his shoulder, gave him a casual, carefree air.

‘Well, Laurent,’ said Adele, turning to face her husband, ‘this, at long last, is Joseph.’

‘Hullo, Joseph,’ said Laurent, regarding him openly and with no apparent awkwardness. ‘I’m heard a lot about you, and I’m very glad to meet you at long last.’

He didn’t smile, or offer to shake Joseph by the hand, and Joseph understood he was letting him know that he considered him beneath such a greeting. Equals smiled and shook hands, not masters and slaves. The slight, along with Laurent’s calm assurance, deepened Joseph’s feelings of inferiority.

‘H-hullo …’ he stammered, hating how weak he sounded. He took a trembling breath and tried to speak again, but he couldn’t find the words.

‘The poor thing, he doesn’t know what to call you,’ Adele said to Laurent, clinging fondly to his arm. ‘What would you like him to call you?’

‘I don’t care,’ Laurent answered with a very French shrug. ‘Anything he likes. Laurent will be fine.’

‘Oh, no,’ said Adele, looking at Joseph with fire in her eyes. ‘That won’t do at all. I think Monsieur Gauvin will be much better, don’t you?’

‘If you like,’ said Laurent putting his arm around Adele’s waist, and holding her close.

Now he smiled at Joseph. It wasn’t a cold smile, but neither was it a smile of friendship.

‘There you are, then, Joseph,’ said Adele. ‘Say hullo to Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Hullo, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph, wishing he could die.

‘Good,’ said Adele. ‘Now take Laurent’s bag upstairs, and put it in the bedroom.’

Laurent put his bottle of wine on the counter, slipped off his shoulder-bag, and handed it to Joseph who accepted it from him without hesitation.

‘And then we’d like drinks in the sitting-room,’ said Adele. ‘Another glass of wine for me, and what about you, Laurent? Would you like a beer?’

‘Yes, beer would be good,’ said Laurent.

Joseph nodded, but they’d gone back to laughing, and gazing into each other’s eyes, and they left the kitchen without wasting any more time on their slave.

His legs felt heavy as he took Laurent’s bag upstairs, and coming into the bedroom sent a chill down his spine. The sight of the freshly made-up bed reminded him painfully that he wouldn’t be sleeping there tonight with Adele. That pleasure would be Laurent’s, and his alone. He placed Laurent’s leather shoulder-bag on the blanket-box by the wardrobe and stood looking at it. It was worn and sturdy, like its owner, Joseph thought, and its presence claimed the room as Laurent’s territory.

Finding it difficult to breathe, he went back downstairs. He stopped outside the sitting-room door and listened, but heard nothing. They must be kissing, he thought with a shiver, making himself go into the kitchen. Seeing Adele’s wine glass on the counter, he filled it from the bottle he’d opened earlier, and then took a bottle of Budvar lager from the fridge. He knew the famous Czech beer was delicious, and anger at Laurent’s good fortune flared in his heart as he opened the bottle and yet, possessed by a dark excitement, and suddenly very aware of the panties he was wearing beneath his jeans, he carried the drinks dutifully into the hall where he stood outside the sitting-room, too frightened to enter. He waited there like a fool until he could wait no longer, and then he knocked quietly on the door. Hearing no answer, he knocked again, a little more loudly, but still he received no answer. Finally, as terrified as a suicide leaping from a bridge, he opened the door and went inside.

The sight that met his eyes was as terrible as he’d imagined. They were locked together in a passionate kiss, Adele slender and doll-like in his strong arms, and leaning backwards as if he was feasting on her. Joseph felt a surge of rage, a need to attack Laurent, and pull him from his wife, and yet he did nothing. Instead, his hands shaking violently, he put down the drinks before he spilled them. The sound disturbed Laurent and he looked round, anger flashing in his eyes.

‘What do you want?’ he said coldly.

‘I b-brought your drinks,’ Joseph said.

He didn’t recognise his voice. It was as if someone else had spoken.

‘Well, you’ve brought them,’ said Laurent. ‘Now go.’

Utterly crushed, Joseph turned to leave, but he heard Adele say to her lover, ‘No, make him stay.’

‘Are you sure?’ Laurent said tenderly, gentle with her in a way that pierced Joseph’s heart.

‘Yes,’ said Adele, her voice low and husky with desire. ‘I want him to stay. Make him do it.’

‘You heard,’ Laurent told Joseph, not hiding his scorn for his defeated rival. He knew from his times with Mimi the power of scorn. ’Go over by the lamp and stand facing the wall. Don’t move or make a sound until you’re given permission.’

‘Oh, God,’ Adele gasped, hugely thrilled by her lover’s dominance over her husband.

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ Joseph said meekly, but he remained rooted to the spot, unable to move.

‘What are you waiting for?’ said Laurent.

‘Do what Laurent tells you,’ Adele said, her eyes blazing, and her voice even more scornful than Laurent’s had been.

A part of him still astonished by his compliance, Joseph somehow made himself obey. A cramping tightness in his chest, his movements as stiff and mechanical as a wind-up toy’s, he went over to the floor-lamp, and stood beside it, facing the wall as he’d been told to.

‘God, that’s sexy,’ Adele said, darkly aroused by their power over Joseph, but Laurent just gave an easy laugh, and kissed her again, pushing his leg between her thighs.

Staring at the wall, his breath coming in convulsive gasps, Joseph listened to their love-making, the sounds of their kisses turning to groans of desire, and muttered, throaty endearments. Then he heard the rustle of clothing being undone, and of the old sofa creaking as it took their weight. He knew from Adele’s loud cry that Laurent had pushed inside her, and when her cries quickly grew louder as if he was hurting her, Joseph almost went to her rescue, but then her cries softened into moans of pleasure, and Laurent began to make sounds too, his voice low and deep.

‘Comme tu es belle,’ he kept saying. ‘Comme tu es belle.’

‘I’ve wanted this,’ Adele gasped. ‘I’ve wanted this so much.’

His forehead pressed painfully against the wall, and tears gathering in his eyes, Joseph suffered the sounds of their passion, of skin slapping against skin as Laurent’s thrusts grew harder and faster until at last he heard the unmistakable cries and groans of their climax. Their murmured endearments soon turned to a contented silence, and the only sound Joseph could hear then was the frantic beating of his heart.

He stayed in that limbo for long minutes, trapped between heaven and hell, and then he heard the sound of them whispering and laughing, and sitting up on the sofa.

‘You can turn round now,’ said Adele.

With a sob of pain, Joseph turned and gazed at his beautiful tormentors. They were sitting lazily on the sofa with their hands clasped together, and their knees touching. Laurent was still wearing his suit jacket and shirt, but his trousers lay around his large black shoes. Joseph took in his strong thighs covered in hairs so thick it was like black grass, and he was grateful that his hanging shirt prevented him from seeing anything else. Adele too lazed contentedly, her panties lying on the floor at her feet, her hair mussed, and her dress up around her thighs. He could see her stocking-tops, and the pale flesh above them, but no higher. She smiled at her husband, her gaze warm and kindly. She seemed herself again, all the nervous anxiety she’d shown before Laurent’s arrival eased and swept away by the joy of sex.

‘Is he trying to look up your dress?’ said Laurent.

‘I think he is,’ said Adele, picking up instantly on Laurent’s game.

‘Have you given him permission?’ said Laurent with mock gravity.

‘I certainly have not,’ said Adele.

‘He should know better.’

‘He should.’

‘He needs to be taught a lesson for looking without permission.’

‘He does,’ said Adele. ‘In fact, he needs to be punished.’

‘He does,’ said Laurent.

‘Will you do it for me?’

‘Would you like me to?’

‘Oh, yes,’ said Adele, gazing at her slave with her lovely, mocking eyes. ‘How will you do it?’

‘I’ll put him over that chair and take down his trousers, and then I’ll beat him with a cane or a whip.’

‘He’s wearing a pair of my panties, you know, under his jeans. A pretty pink pair.’

‘Then I’ll see his panties.’

‘He’ll hate that.’

‘All the better.’

‘Will you beat him hard?’

‘Yes, very hard.’

‘Will you leave marks on his skin?’

‘Yes.’

‘Red marks?’

‘Yes.’

‘Will you make him cry?’

‘I imagine so.’

‘Will you stop when he begins to cry?’

‘No.’

‘You’ll beat him harder?’

‘Yes.’

‘For being so weak?’

‘Yes.’

‘For not standing up to you?’

‘Yes.’

‘For letting you fuck me?’

‘Yes.’

‘It’s what he deserves.’

‘It is.’

‘What a shame I don’t have a cane or a whip.’

‘I could bring one the next time I come to visit.’

‘Will you do that?’

‘With pleasure.’

‘Will you show me how to do it?’

‘Beat him?’

‘Yes.’

‘I will.’

‘And then will you do it yourself?’

‘Beat him?’

‘Yes.’

‘Beat him hard?’

‘I’ve told you, yes, very hard.’

‘Make him cry?’

‘Yes.’

‘And then will you fuck me?’

‘Yes.’

‘In front of him?’

‘Yes.’

’While he’s still crying?’

‘Yes.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘God, I want that,’ said Adele, very aroused by their game.

‘Then you shall have it,’ said Laurent, coming erect again under his shirt-front.

‘Look at him,’ said Adele, gazing at her husband with scorn. ‘He’s trembling.’

‘Is he frightened?’ said Laurent.

‘I think he must be,’ said Adele. ‘But he’s quite pretty when he’s frightened, don’t you think?

‘He is,’ Laurent replied. ‘I’m only sorry he’s not wearing a dress.’

‘I know,’ sighed Adele, ‘but I thought it would be too much on your first visit. I’ll make sure he’s wearing a dress next time you come, the prettiest one I can find. In fact, I’ll insist on it.’

‘With a petticoat underneath?’

‘Of course.’

‘He’ll wear it when we punish him.’

‘He will,’ laughed Adele, delighted at the prospect. ‘He’ll lie over the chair and I’ll lift his dress and petticoat, and take down his pretty panties and hose.’

‘And then I’ll beat him.’

‘You will,’ said Adele, very aroused by the thought of Laurent beating her husband. ‘I’ll whisper in his ear and tell him to be brave while you turn his little bottom as pink as his panties.’

‘Irène and Sabine used to make Mimi wear a uniform when they beat him. They said it helped remind him of his place.’

‘I imagine it would,’ said Adele. ’What kind of uniform?’

‘A maid’s uniform.’

‘What a wonderful idea,’ said Adele, amused to see that Joseph’s trembling had grown worse. ‘A silly, flouncy one or a real working uniform?’

‘I remember it was quite plain and neat,’ said Laurent, ‘so I imagine it was a real working uniform.’

‘Then I’ll see if I can find such a thing for Joseph. I’m sure he’ll like dressing as our maid. You will, won’t you, Joseph?’

‘Y-yes, Madame,’ Joseph stammered, utterly at their mercy.

‘Then ask me to buy you a maid’s uniform,’ she instructed him cruelly. ‘Ask nicely.’

‘P-please buy me a maid’s uniform,’ he said, tears of shame glinting in his eyes.

‘Very well, I will,’ said Adele. ‘Now thank Monsieur Gauvin for suggesting it.’

‘Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph meekly, both thrilled and appalled by his weakness.

‘You’re very welcome,’ said Laurent. ‘I’m sure you’ll look lovely in your uniform.’

‘I’m hungry now,’ said Adele, stretching like a cat. ‘And I’m sure Laurent is too. You may go through to the kitchen, Joseph, and cook our steaks. We’ll expect to eat in twenty minutes.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said helplessly, turning to go, longing to escape the room.

’Before you go, Joseph,’ said Laurent, ‘isn’t there something you’re forgetting?’

Joseph turned, and looked at Laurent in confusion. He had no idea what he’d meant, or what he was supposed to have forgotten. He looked to Adele for guidance but saw that she too seemed confused.

‘Are you not Adele’s slave?’ said Laurent, gazing arrogantly at Joseph.

‘Y-es,’ Joseph stammered.

‘Yes, who?’ said Adele, experiencing a surge of arousal at joining forces with her lover against her husband.

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph, both hating and loving their dominance.

‘In that case,’ said Laurent, ‘do you really intend to let your Mistress come to table without attending to her needs, without first assisting with her toilette?’

Adele was the first to understand what he meant, and she gave a gasp of shock, yet she opened her legs a little wider, her hand falling to her stocking-tops where she played idly with the hem of her dress, nearly but never quite showing Joseph her nakedness so that he longed to see it with every part of his being.

‘You’re quite right, Laurent,’ said Adele calmly, enjoying this new level of dominance, ‘and thank-you for reminding him. I’m not always as firm with him as I should be.’

Now Joseph understood, and he stared in horror, the quicksand of his surrender rising up past his chest, and pulling him down to his death.

‘Well, Joseph,’ said Adele, her eyes hard again, ‘I’m afraid I do rather need to freshen up before coming to table, and you’ll be happy to help with that, I’m sure. Well, won’t you?’

He tried to speak, but only made a sound like a cough which made them both laugh.

‘I didn’t hear that, and so I’ll ask again,’ said Adele. ‘You’ll be happy to help me with that, won’t you?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said, the room spinning around him.

‘Very good,’ she said, her voice low and taunting. ‘Then what are you waiting for?’

Joseph approached her on shaking legs, and knelt at her feet in a daze of submission, gazing in wonder as his wife raised the hem of her dress to let him see her nakedness. He felt both fear and arousal at what he saw. Her lovely cunt, anointed with her lover’s seed, glistened from their lovemaking. He couldn’t kiss her now, he mustn’t, not after she’d been with another man, and yet a dark hunger rose in his chest, and his mouth moved ever closer to her most sacred place.

‘Good, Joseph,’ he heard her say. ‘This is what I want, what I need.’

Adele started at the touch of his mouth. The pleasure was too sharp and raw, and it was such a shocking demonstration of her power, that she gasped and pulled away a little, but then she surrendered to his adoring tongue, giving a long groan of delight as she pushed against his mouth, and luxuriated in his worship, and in her naked female power.

Excited by her arousal, Laurent leaned over and kissed Adele deeply, his hand fondling her breasts through the lace of her bra while all the time Joseph worshipped between her legs. It was a deliciously decadent kiss that rekindled their passion, and with it, their sense of mischief and power.

Joseph detested the taste and smell of his rival, yet he gloried in his subjugation, and felt a sense of loss when Adele finally pushed his head away, and said, ‘That’s enough, thank-you, Joseph. You’ve cleaned me very nicely.’

‘You can go and cook for us now,’ said Laurent.

‘Not just yet,’ said Adele, a strange gleam in her eyes.

‘What is it?’ said Laurent, already guessing, and smiling at her nerve.

‘You know perfectly well,’ she replied before turning to her slave, and looking down at him with a very superior look on her face.

‘It’s hardly fair to clean your Mistress and not your Master,’ said Adele, her voice cruelly taunting.

‘No,’ gasped Laurent, a new and much greater terror gripping his heart.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Adele.

‘No,’ Laurent said again, his eyes wide with fear.

‘You’re forgetting yourself, Joseph,’ she said, shocked but also very aroused by what she was about to make him do. The idea had only just come to her, but taking charge of him in this way felt inevitable, as if it had been in their stars for a very long time. ’There’s no such word as no, at least not for a slave, I thought you might have learned that by now.’

A shiver ran through him, but Adele just laughed and said, ‘Don’t be frightened, Joseph. It’s easy when you know how, even quite enjoyable. Let me show you.’

She leaned down into Laurent’s lap, and pulled up the front of his shirt, revealing his heavy, dangling balls and eager erection. Adele knew that Laurent wasn’t that much bigger than Joseph, but she also knew that he’d seem huge in the eyes of her slave.

‘See how lovely he is,’ said Adele, running her fingers up and down Laurent’s silky hardness.

Joseph stared helplessly, appalled by his rival’s vigour and vitality.

‘Touch it,’ she commanded her husband.

When he made no move to obey, she reached and took his hand, and led it to Laurent’s cock, making him touch it.

’There, that’s not so bad, is it?’ she said softly, her voice warm and reasonable. ‘Now move your hand up and down, and don’t worry, he won’t bite.’

Fearing his heart would stop, Joseph did as he was told, touching Laurent’s cock as fearfully as if it was a snake, and moving his hand up and down obediently.

‘That’s it,’ said Adele, ‘slowly to begin with, tease him a little, he likes that,’ but Joseph let go immediately when the snake gave a leap, and stretched upwards.

‘It’s just gone up a size,’ said Adele, laughing at Joseph’s shocked and fearful expression. ‘But don’t worry, that just means he likes it, so don’t be silly, and put your hand back.’

His hand trembling, he took hold of his rival’s erection, and once more began to move his hand up and down. After a few moments his terrible panic eased a little, and he even felt a faint sense of pride when Laurent gave a groan of pleasure.

‘Did you hear that?’ said Adele encouragingly, a tutor praising her pupil. ‘That means you’re making him happy, but now we’re going to make him even happier, but don’t worry, my love, we’ll do it together.’

She leaned across to Joseph and kissed him deeply, her hot little tongue darting between his lips, and flicking against his teeth. ‘This way,’ she said, pulling his head between Laurent’s thighs. ‘Come a little closer, and watch how I do it.’

First she lavished little kisses on Laurent’s cock, then she licked her tongue up and down its length before smiling at Joseph, and kissing him and saying, ‘Your luck’s in, Joseph, he even tastes of me. Come on,’ she urged him, pulling him closer so that his mouth was almost touching Laurent’s cock. ’Your turn now,’ she whispered, but he made no move to obey her. ‘In that case, we really will do it together,’ Adele murmured in her most seductive voice, kissing Joseph’s mouth, then Laurent’s cock, and then Joseph’s mouth again until, with a thrill of fear and revulsion, Joseph was kissing and licking his rival’s cock.

‘See how easy it is,’ said Adele, her kisses mingling with his.

Deep inside Joseph felt some mechanism he had no name for wind down and break asunder, and he surrendered utterly, almost joyfully to his fate, loving the taste of his wife on his rival’s cock. He was deep under the quicksand now, and there was nothing he could do except surrender to his fate, and please his Mistress in whatever way he could. She possessed him now, body and soul, and could do with him as she liked.

‘That’s the way,’ said Adele softly, moving her head away so that he alone was kissing Laurent’s cock. ‘Such sweet and eager kisses, Joseph, I’m very pleased with you, really I am. I wanted to show you how lovely he is, why I need him so much, and now you know, my love, now you know.’

She wound her fingers tenderly into his long, shining hair to reward him for his obedience, but also to hold his mouth against Laurent’s cock. She had him where she wanted and wasn’t going to let him go.

‘You know what to do next,’ she whispered in his ear. ‘You don’t need me to help you … Go on, Joseph, show me you can do it. … Don’t be a coward … Do it, do it now.’

Never had Joseph dreamed he’d do such a thing - he’d only ever wanted sex with a woman - and yet, thrilled beyond measure by the depth of his submission, and by the power of the forbidden, he placed his lips over the head of Laurent’s cock, and took it deep into his mouth.

Holding him by his hair, Adele moved his head up and down, helping him find a rhythm. ‘That’s it,’ she commanded him fiercely, ‘and don’t you dare stop, don’t you dare!’

Lost in submission, Joseph moved his head up and down, his tongue swirling around the tip of Laurent’s cock. Huge in his mouth, it made him gag, and he felt trapped in an oven of shame, yet he kept going eagerly, driven on by his submissive longing to please his Mistress and her lover.

Delighted that Joseph was behaving so well, Adele turned her attention to Laurent. Raising her head to his, she gave a warm chuckle, kissing his wide mouth, and looking into his eyes, but what she saw disappointed her. She’d expected him to be surprised, perhaps even shocked, by what she’d made Joseph do, but he regarded her with an amused look that bordered on indifference.

‘You’ve done this before, haven’t you?’ she said.

‘A few times,’ he answered. ‘Irène wanted Mimi to submit to a man, not just to her and Sabine, and so I let him do it. I even came to quite like it.’

‘Irène sounds like quite a woman,’ said Adele, suddenly jealous of his ex-wife.

‘She is,’ said Laurent. ‘I think you’d like her.’

‘But I wonder,’ said Adele, her eyes flashing, ‘did she ever do this?’

With a sudden movement, she swung her thigh over Joseph’s head, and sat astride his neck, trapping him beneath her, and holding him against her lover’s cock, and then, with a slow rocking motion, she took charge of both men.

‘Well?’ she asked Laurent, smiling into his eyes, triumphantly sure of her power, ‘did she?’

‘No,’ he answered, less arrogant now, a new hunger in his eyes. ‘She never did.’

‘You like this, don’t you?’ she said, pleased to have surprised her experienced lover.

‘Yes,’ Laurent gasped, his pleasure mounting.

‘How much do you like it?’ she teased him, her movements a little faster now, loving the feel of Joseph’s slim neck between her legs.

‘Very much,’ Laurent said, gripping her tightly, pressing his face between her lace-covered breasts as she ground against her husband’s neck, forcing him to worship his cock even more fervently.

‘I like it too,’ she murmured, sensing he was close, ‘but what I’d really like is to make you come in his mouth. Will you do that for me, Laurent, will you?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, his orgasm already on its way. ‘Oh, God, yes.’

‘Then do it,’ she said, following him into bliss. ‘Teach him a lesson … Show him, Laurent … Show him who’s Master.’

The burst of pleasure was so great that they lost all sense of themselves, and when they came back to the world, Joseph was kneeling alone with his head down, not daring to look at them. Adele felt pity for him, and impatient with herself for taking things too far too quickly, but she sensed that any display of regret would only make him feel worse. It would be better and kinder, she thought, to keep him under her heel.

‘Go and tidy yourself up,’ she said curtly. ‘And then prepare our meal. We’ll be through in thirty minutes.’

He stood without looking at her, muttering, ‘Yes, Madame,’ and quickly fled the room.

‘Well, we’ve done it now,’ said Laurent.

‘We have,’ said Adele, kissing him, wondering at her lack of guilt or remorse.

JOSEPH RUSHED to the bathroom where he rinsed his mouth several times with mouthwash, desperate to rid himself of the taste of Laurent’s oily seed. Feeling sick, he lurched over to the toilet bowl, but he fought back the wave of nausea, and then returned to the sink where he splashed his face again and again with cold water. Scarcely able to believe what had happened, he stared at his pale, drawn face in the mirror, thinking himself a pitiful excuse for a man. But what now? What could he do, where could he go? To his despair, he discovered that his compulsion to serve Adele, and suffer for her pleasure, was stronger now than ever. Far from waking him to rebellion, her cruel dominance, and the terrible humiliation she’d inflicted on him, had deepened and darkened his submission. And so, shaken to his core, and barely able to think, he went to the kitchen and began to cook their meal.

As they ate, Adele and Laurent said little to their slave apart from the occasional instruction to fill their glasses, or take away their plates, but they talked happily between themselves as if nothing out of the ordinary had taken place. Dazedly, Joseph waited by the sink, listening to their chatter about work and friends, and how lovely it would be if Adele were to visit Laurent in Paris. That they took his service so utterly for granted made him burn with anger, and yet it thrilled him to his core.

‘Perhaps you could combine your visit with work,’ Laurent said to Adele, placing his hand on hers. ‘The best restaurants in the world are in Paris.’

When they’d finished dessert, they stood from the table and Adele instructed her husband, ‘We’ll take coffee in the sitting-room, thank-you, Joseph.’

She’d spoken to him exactly as if he was her servant, and they turned to leave before he could reply.

He made the coffee, and set the cafetière and coffee cups on a tray with a tiny bowl of brown sugar, and carried it through to them. When he came into the room they were once again sitting close together on the sofa, but they weren’t kissing, and they were still fully dressed, although Adele’s red dress had once more ridden up her legs, allowing him a glimpse of her stocking-tops.

‘Put the coffee on the table, thank-you, Joseph,’ said Adele, regarding her slave with amusement. Once he’d obeyed, he stood awkwardly, unsure what to do next, and Adele let the silence linger, enjoying his uncertainty. Laurent, also looking at him, began to hum softly, a tune which Adele recognised but couldn’t place. Enjoying the slow melody, Adele felt a deep, warm happiness settle over her. It was lovely to have two men in her power like this, and she was very glad she’d led Joseph to this new level of submission. Women shouldn’t be afraid of their sexual power, she told herself. They should learn to embrace it.

Finally, she broke the silence, telling Joseph, ‘Go and clean up in the kitchen. We’ll call if we need anything.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said so quietly she barely heard him.

‘Then on you go,’ she said, kissing Laurent as Joseph left the room.

Joseph went back through to the kitchen and stood by the table without moving. He rubbed the back of his neck, remembering how it had felt to be trapped beneath Adele’s exquisite weight, and yet he no longer experienced the twisted arousal he’d felt at the time. Instead, a strange hollowness opened up inside him, and he felt stunned, stupefied, as if his brain had been removed from his head. Even in this state it didn’t take him long to tidy up their plates, load the dishwasher, and clean the pots and wipe down the surfaces. When he’d finished, he didn’t look to see what time it was. He just switched off the light, and waited as he’d been told to, listening in case they called for him.

He had no idea how long he waited like this, an hour, perhaps much longer, and he felt numb when at last he heard the door to the sitting-room open, and Adele and Laurent come out into the hallway. He can’t have been entirely numb for he felt a frisson of excitement at the sounds, and found himself hoping they’d go upstairs to bed, and ask no more of him. But it wasn’t to be. Adele came into the kitchen and switched on the light. Laurent stood behind her, watching him over her shoulder.

‘There you are, Joseph,’ she said. ‘The house is so quiet we thought we were alone.’

He said nothing in reply, and he thought he saw a glimmer of doubt in her eyes, but she spoke with her customary assurance.

‘We’re going up to bed now,’ she said. ‘It might be better if you sleep down here, on the sofa in the sitting-room perhaps.’

The cruelty of the suggestion cut through his stupor, and made his blood race again.

‘Laurent has a meeting in the morning,’ she told him, ‘and he’s booked on the Euro-Star to Paris at two o’clock. I’ll leave with him in the morning, then meet him for lunch, and see him onto his train.’

He stared at her, waiting for her to finish.

‘So breakfast at eight prompt,’ she instructed him. ‘I trust that will be alright.’

When once more he said nothing, Adele felt she had to correct his manner.

‘I asked you a question,’ she said coldly, ‘and I expect you to answer.’

‘Breakfast at eight, of course, Madame,’ he said, his tone neutral, neither submissive nor impudent.

‘Goodnight, then, Joseph.’

‘Goodnight, Madame.’

She looked at him as if she might say more, but Laurent took her by the hand and led her upstairs.

Joseph had a miserable, disturbed night. He couldn’t bring himself to go anywhere near the sofa, and he went into the study and lay on the floor by the window, leaving it open so he could get some air. He barely slept, but when he did, he dreamed of Adele as she’d been when they’d first met, and fell in love with her all over again. But, when he woke, and remembered what had happened a few hours ago, his heart ached with such sadness and pain he had to get up from the floor, and walk up and down, muttering to himself like a lost soul.

He was grateful when dawn broke, and the hands of his father’s old watch crawled past seven o’clock. He went into the kitchen where he emptied and refilled the coffee machine, and then took sausages and bacon from the fridge, and whisked some eggs to make into scrambled eggs. He took the butter from the fridge so it would be soft and easy to spread by the time they came downstairs. Then he took the loaf from the bread-bin, and cut it into slices for toast.

He’d decided what he was going to do, and told himself he felt better for making up his mind, but drops of liquid fell onto the cooker as he prepared breakfast. He looked up to see where they were coming from, and realised that he was weeping. They were his tears falling onto the counter, and he hadn’t even known he was crying.

Hearing the sound of voices and footsteps from upstairs, he wiped his eyes and tried to control his emotions. His submissive arousal of the night before had vanished, and been replaced by something close to hatred, and yet he welcomed Adele and Laurent cheerfully when they came into the kitchen, and served them a delicious breakfast.

As they ate, Joseph saw how happy they were, chatting easily as they buttered toast and poured coffee. Just like newlyweds, he thought.

When the time came for them to go, Joseph thought he’d be happy, but instead he experienced a profound sadness.

‘Thank-you, Joseph,’ Laurent said, his bag over his shoulder, ready to leave. ‘You’ve made me very welcome, and I am very much looking forward to my next visit.’

Joseph looked for mockery in his eyes but, to his surprise, saw only kindness.

Not trusting himself to speak, he just nodded his head.

‘I’ll see you tonight when I get back,’ said Adele, kissing him on the cheek, and hurrying to find her coat and bag. ‘You’ve been wonderful, take care of yourself.’

And then they were gone, laughing at something as they went down the stairs.

All that morning Adele experienced a happiness close to elation. It felt wonderful to have pushed beyond the bounds of convention, and her happiness only increased when she met Laurent for lunch. Even the sorrow she felt walking with him into St.Pancras station felt sweetly romantic, and when she kissed him, and waved him onto his train, she felt like the heroine in an epic film.

She’d planned to attend the opening of a new restaurant that afternoon, but she went home instead. She longed to be with Joseph, to tease him, and cherish him, and assure him of her never-ending love, but the house was silent when she went inside. She called out his name as she went upstairs, but received no answer.

She told herself not to worry, and that he must have gone out for something, but she felt uneasy, and went up to their bedroom. The bed was unmade, and the sight of her red dress and stockings lying on the floor made her feel cheap and sad. Then she saw that a drawer was open and some of Joseph’s clothes were missing, and her uneasiness turned to fear. Praying it wasn’t true, she ran back down to the ground floor, almost falling in her haste, and looked at the row of hanging coats and jackets.

His faded leather jacket, the one he always wore, wasn’t on its peg, and neither was his small blue rucksack.

It was true.

Joseph was gone.

Her wonderful, endlessly devoted husband, had left her.

End of Part Two
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