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‘And the way she treats her husband! Forever scolding him with those strange eyes of hers, and calling him “mon petit” as if he’s a complete non-entity when anyone can see he’s a fine, upstanding officer and a gentleman. The poor man, I don’t know why he puts up with it!’ (‘Little Herr Friedemann’ by Thomas Mann.)


The Adoration of Adele Adams — Part Four

She knew the end was near, and she wanted his fall to be momentous.

ADELE CALLED Laurent as soon as she and Joseph got home from the restaurant. Now that Joseph had agreed to accompany her to Paris, and live for a time as Irène’s slave, she couldn’t wait to make the arrangements. She wanted to strike while the iron was hot, and allow Joseph no time to change his mind. Possessed by a sweetly arousing selfishness, she was determined to close the trap around him, and have everything her own way.

‘I’m going to call Laurent and give him the good news,’ she told Joseph as he hung up her coat. ‘Go up to bed,’ she instructed him. ‘Put on your nightdress and wait for me, I won’t be long.’

Joseph bowed his head in defeat as he climbed the stairs. Already fearful of what he’d agreed to, and terrified of losing Adele, he nevertheless did as he was told without a murmur of complaint. When he felt like this he could deny Adele nothing, and he took a twisted delight in submitting to her will. A part of him was even looking forward to putting on his nightdress, and freeing himself from the burden of being manly, and having to make his own decisions. Not for the first time he wondered if his masochism was really an escape from life, and the responsibilities of being an adult.

Her stomach fluttering with excitement, Adele took deep breaths to steady her nerves before calling Laurent. She knew Joseph’s agreement to come to Paris marked a sea-change in her marriage, and she felt a little afraid of what she was about to do, and yet she longed to share her excitement with her lover. And his response to her news didn’t disappoint her.

‘Tu es magnifique,’ Laurent said, thrilled by her call and by the prospect of having Adele to himself while Joseph was being schooled in servitude by Irène and Sabine. He told Adele he’d discuss it with Irène, and that he’d be in touch soon to find dates that would suit everyone.

‘I can’t believe we’re doing this,’ she said.

‘But we are,’ he said.

‘We’ve gone mad,’ she said.

‘Mad with love,’ he said.

‘It’s wicked of me, I know it is,’ she said, ‘to take advantage of Joseph the way I do.’

‘Well, it’s only to be expected,’ said Laurent, his voice warm and amused. ‘You’re a wicked woman.’

‘Not too wicked, I hope.’

‘You’re perfect,’ he said. ‘A woman without compare.’

‘I miss you,’ she said. ‘I need to be with you.’

‘You will be,’ he said.

‘Go and tell Irène our news,’ she said. ‘Joseph needs to come to Paris as soon as possible. I want this to happen, Laurent, and I won’t let anything get in the way.’

‘I’ll tell her straightaway,’ he said before lowering his voice and murmuring, ‘I still smell your perfume in my apartment. It haunts me wherever I go.’

‘God, Laurent,’ she said, very aroused.

‘And you left a pair of your stockings drying on the shower-rail in the bathroom.’

‘I did that deliberately to keep you my prisoner.’

‘Well, it’s working.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it.’

‘You’re a sly fox.’

‘I am.’

‘I dream of you,’ he said. ‘Every minute of every day.’

‘I should think you do,’ she said.

‘What a woman you are,’ he said, laughing with her.

‘Goodnight, Laurent,’ she said tenderly. ‘Keep dreaming of me.’

‘I love you, Adele.’

‘I love you too,’ she said, ending the call.

As she went upstairs to bed Adele felt giddy with joy. ‘What have I done to deserve such happiness?’ she reflected, thinking fondly of her handsome French lover, and her devoted husband waiting for her in the bedroom. ‘Two men to love and adore, I must be dreaming.’

But it was no dream.

As soon as she came into the bedroom she saw Joseph in his pretty chemise. He was standing by the bed looking lost and waif-like, his slender frame sweetly androgynous in the silken gown, and his shining hair, released from its pony-tail, falling soft and full to his shoulders.

‘How lovely you are,’ she said, overcome with affection for him. ‘Come here and let me hold you.’

Immediately he went to her, and they hugged as sweetly as girls.

‘Laurent’s very pleased,’ she told him. ‘And so am I. You’re the kindest husband any woman could wish for. You give me everything, Joseph, and I love you for it.’

Knowing that he’d pleased her went some way towards lessening his shame, and he kissed her, saying, ‘Come to bed.’

‘You’d better take my dress off first, don’t you think?’ she said, turning her back to him, and smiling at him over her shoulder. ‘After all, it’s the maid’s duty to undress her Mistress.’

He slowly pulled down the zip in the back of her dress, and kissed her slender neck. Her dress fell to the floor with a whisper of silk, uncovering a short black bra-slip he’d never seen before.

‘Do you like it?’ she said, pushing her lovely bottom against him, smiling to feel his arousal.

‘It’s lovely,’ he said.

‘I bought it in Paris,’ she said. ‘For Laurent. I kept it on in bed for him.’

Groaning with desire, he put his arms around her, cupping her lovely breasts through her slip.

‘You like that, don’t you?’ she said. ‘Knowing I wore it for him?’

‘Yes,’ he said, very aroused.

‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘That’s how you need to be.’

‘I love you,’ he said.

‘That’s good too,’ she said. ‘This wouldn’t work if you didn’t love me.’

He kissed her neck again, and fondled her breasts, loving the feminine way their slips moved and meshed together.

‘Will I keep it on in bed for you?’ she said, aroused by his ardour.

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘Say please,’ she said to tease him, and make him want her all the more.

‘Please,’ he gasped, aching for her.

‘Alright, I will,’ she said. ‘Since you’re being such a well-behaved husband.’

But at that moment her phone rang. It was still in her hand, and she glanced at its screen. It was a number she didn’t recognise, but she had an idea of who it might be and she answered the call.

‘Adele,’ she heard Irène say in her lovely accent. ‘I hope you don’t mind me calling so late.’

‘Not at all,’ said Adele.

‘Laurent’s just told me your news, and I asked him for your number. I wanted to tell you how pleased I am that you’re bringing Joseph to Paris. It really is the most wonderful news.’

‘It is, isn’t it?’ said Adele, smiling impishly at Joseph who was standing so close he could hear what Irène was saying.

‘Did he take much persuading?’ said Irène.

‘Hardly any,’ said Adele, caressing Joseph through his slip, amused to discover that his erection had subsided. ‘He’s a little frightened, but that’s only to be expected. I think deep down it’s what he wants.’

‘I’m sure it is,’ said Irène. ‘Sabine and I are free from the beginning of August, and Laurent can take some time off then too. Shall we say Friday the second of August? How would that suit you?’

‘Perfectly,’ said Adele. It was almost three weeks until that date, longer than Adele would have liked, but it gave her plenty of time to fulfil her work obligations, and prepare Joseph for Paris.

‘And what about your husband?’

‘He’ll be fine,’ said Adele. ‘He’s due some holidays from work, but I don’t consult him about such matters these days. He’ll do as he’s told, I’m sure.’

Adele smiled to see Joseph’s eyes widen in shock at being talked about so dismissively.

‘Just as it should be,’ said Irène through laughter. ‘Please give him my best, and tell him Sabine and I are looking forward to meeting him.’

‘You can tell him yourself if you like,’ Adele said, smiling mischievously at Joseph. ‘He’s standing right here.’

‘Put him on,’ said Irène.

‘Here he is,’ said Adele, holding out her phone to Joseph, but he backed away from her, shaking his head frantically, a look of terror in his eyes.

’Don’t be shy, Joseph,’ she said, putting the phone into his hand. ‘Irène wants to say hullo, that’s all, but remember, she’s to be your new Mistress, and I expect your best behaviour.’

She kept smiling as he put the phone to his ear — the sweetly mocking smile that always put him under her spell, and made him weak at the knees.

‘Hullo?’ he said nervously into the phone, feeling horribly trapped and exposed.

‘Good evening, Joseph,’ said Irène in a lovely French accent that Joseph found both sexy and intimidating. More than that, there was an amusement in her voice, a hint of scorn, that added to his torment. ’I hear you will be coming to stay with us in Paris.’

‘I th-think so,’ he said, wishing he hadn’t stammered.

‘Oh, it’s more than think,’ said Irène. ‘Much more. Adele and I have agreed a date. It’s going to happen, Joseph, isn’t that wonderful?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered helplessly, much to Adele’s amusement.

‘You’ll be made most welcome,’ said Irène. ‘What fun we’ll have, but please don’t be worried. Sabine and I will take good care of you. Perhaps Adele has told you, Sabine’s husband lived with us as our slave for many years and we all found it a happy, not to say convenient, way to lead our lives. After your time with us I’m sure you’ll be a perfect slave and house-servant to your lovely wife, and that’s what you want to be, isn’t it?’

‘I’m not … I don’t …’ he mumbled, his heart in his mouth, and barely able to believe he was having such a conversation.

‘Of course it is,’ Irène said briskly. ‘Your wife is so charming and beautiful how could you want anything else?’

‘Adele is beautiful,’ he said helplessly, tormented by Adele’s smile of pleasure at being so described.

‘We will be strict but fair,’ said Irène. ‘If you work hard and show respect and good manners at all times, then we’ll get along very well. We have no desire to be cruel, we only wish to help you accept your position as Adele’s slave. If you’re good to us, then we will be good to you, it’s really very simple. Do you understand, Joseph?’

‘I understand,’ said Joseph with a shiver of dread.

‘Then I look forward to welcoming you to my home,’ she said. ‘It’s very brave of you to face up to your true nature. Very few people have the courage to do that. Now put Adele back on.’

Bewitched by the firmness in her voice, he obediently handed the phone back to Adele.

‘He sounds lovely,’ he heard Irène say.

‘Oh, he is,’ said Adele. ‘He’s gentle and kind, and very obedient, at least most of the time.’

As she spoke, she continued to smile at Joseph in a slightly spoiled and self-satisfied way that made him feel as if he was falling into a silken trap, a trap he’d never be able to escape from. The thought terrified him, yet it also thrilled him to the centre of his being.

‘I can’t wait to meet him,’ said Irène. ‘I think he’ll be happy here, I really do.’

‘I think so too,’ said Adele. ‘Once he gets over his nerves.’

‘A slave should be nervous,’ said Irène. ‘It keeps him on his toes.’

‘I’m sure you’re right,’ laughed Adele.

‘And you should have seen Laurent when he told me the news. I’ve never seen him so happy, he was like a little boy on Christmas morning.’

‘I’m happy too,’ said Adele, pleased to hear of Laurent’s pleasure.

‘You deserve to be,’ said Irène, ‘for being strong and brave enough to break the rules that keep us prisoner. Of course you should have a lover and a slave. A woman like you can have whatever she wants.’

‘Do you really think so?’

‘I do.’

‘It makes me dizzy.’

‘That’s just vertigo,’ said Irène. ‘You’ll soon get used to living at height.’

‘I’ll do my best.’

‘And Sabine and I will help in any way we can.’

‘Thank-you, you’re very kind.’

‘Until August, then,’ said Irène.

‘Until August,’ Adele replied, ending the call, and looking forward to Paris more than ever.

Glancing at Joseph, she couldn’t help but laugh at his pale, shocked expression.

‘You look as if you’ve seen a ghost,’ she said. ‘If just hearing her voice does that to you, God knows what you’ll be like when you meet her in the flesh. You won’t stand a chance, Joseph, I promise. She’s beautiful, and funny, and she doesn’t suffer fools, believe me, and Sabine’s the same. Think of it — you’ll be the slave to two beautiful, intelligent women. You won’t know what’s hit you.’

‘It’s too much,’ he said, panic seizing hold of him.

‘Of course it’s too much,’ Adele said, sweetly sure of her power over him. ‘That’s what makes it so sexy. And it is sexy, isn’t it?’ she murmured seductively, caressing him through his slip. ‘Go on, admit it.’

‘It is,’ he said, a shiver running through him.

‘You’re trembling,’ she said, aroused by his vulnerability, and by how powerful it made her feel. ‘Honestly, what are you like?’

‘I’m frightened,’ he said in a small voice, his lovely eyes moist and pleading.

‘What of?’ she said as if he was being foolish. ’Going to Paris?’

‘Yes, but not just that,’ he said. ‘I’m afraid of everything … Of you, of me, of where this is going … And of … of … ‘ He couldn’t say the name.

‘Laurent,’ said Adele, taking pleasure in saying her lover’s name, and in the cruel power it held over her husband.

‘Yes,’ said Joseph. ‘He terrifies me.’

‘Maybe that’s how it has to be,’ said Adele, holding her nerve. ‘Maybe a slave should be afraid of his master.’

‘Don’t speak like that.’

‘But what if it’s the truth?’ she said, experiencing a sweet spasm of arousal. It felt lovely to torment him like this. As always, the thought of Laurent taking charge of her husband brought her a deep, primitive joy — a joy so overwhelming she could fight against it no longer. On the contrary, she decided, she’d welcome it into her life, and embrace the power she felt as a dominant woman. It was a delicious prospect that made her feel invulnerable. ’I think you need to be brave, Joseph, and face up to the truth.’

‘How can I?’ he said, a pitiful catch in his voice, ‘when I don’t know what’s true anymore? My God, I don’t even know who I am, and I dread … I dread what I might become.’

‘Dear Joseph,’ she said, putting her arms around him and holding him tight. One part of her truly did feel protective of him, but another part of her wanted to push him deeper into the quicksand. ’Be afraid if you like, but I’ll always be here. I love being your Mistress as much as you love being my slave. It’s just the way we are, and we won’t fight it any longer. We’ll accept it, find a different kind of love. Be true to your nature, Joseph, and a whole new life will open up. You’ll be happy, I know you will.’

‘That’s easy for you to say,’ he said. ‘You’re free, you dress as you like, go where you want. You have a lover, friends, a successful career, but look at me, shaking like a fool, wearing your clothes, wanting you to be cruel.’

‘Everyone’s different,’ she said. ‘And I like being cruel to you, it makes me happy, so try to relax, and stop being so hard on yourself. You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of, I promise.’

‘But I am ashamed,’ he said. ‘Such a deep shame, you’ve no idea. What’s happening to me, Addie? My God, I’m not even a man anymore.’

‘You are to me,’ Adele said gently. ‘A very special kind of man.’

‘You don’t mean that.’

‘I do.’

‘I know I’m standing here talking to you,’ he said, his voice faint and halting, ‘but I feel as if I’m falling through the air … Growing weaker and weaker as I fall … I can’t think straight … What have you done to me?’

‘I’ve cast my spell on you,’ she said with a playful smile, but he didn’t see it.

‘Soon I won’t have any strength at all.’

‘That doesn’t have to be a bad thing, and besides, I’ll be strong enough for the two of us.’

‘This is dangerous, Addie, I know it is. I could go under, I could drown, I’m warning you.’

‘I won’t let you drown, I’ll be your lifeguard.’

‘I’m not sure I believe you.’

‘Well, then, drown if you have to. That way you’ll find out if there’s an afterlife.’

‘God, Addie,’ he said, a crack coming into his voice, ‘I feel so helpless.’

‘Well, what do you expect?’ she said, laughing gently, and rubbing her pretty nose against his. She wanted to make light of things, and stop him from sinking into despair, and yet she didn’t want to let him off the hook, and so she teased him, and reminded him of the pleasure he found in submitting to her. ’You’re my slave and you’re supposed to feel helpless — that’s just how this works — and anyway, it’s your own silly fault for giving in to me.’

‘It’s not funny, Adele.’

‘No, but it is fun,’ she said, pressing her hips against him, and whispering in his ear, ‘besides, you wouldn’t want it any other way.’

He groaned in helpless desire. He truly did feel frightened and very exposed, and yet fear only deepened his arousal.

‘I can feel how much you want it,’ she whispered, lifting the lacy hem of his slip, and taking him in hand. ‘And I want it too,’ she added, kissing the side of his mouth and working his cock with lazy flicks of her wrist. ’Taking charge of you like this is one of the sexiest things I know. It’s nearly as sexy as being with Laurent. It’s so lovely to be the one with all the power, to know I can do whatever I like with you.’

He groaned again, and she kissed him and pushed him down onto the bed.

‘I can’t keep my hands off you,’ she said, reaching under her slip to take down her panties and hose, before sitting astride him and trapping him beneath her.

‘You’re such a fool, Joseph,’ she said, shrugging the straps of her slip from her shoulders so that her lovely breasts swung free, their nipples hard with desire, ‘giving me all this power over you. There’s no knowing what I’ll do with it. It goes to my head, make me cruel and selfish. That’s not how a woman’s supposed to be with her husband, I know, but it feels good … So good. If you had any sense you’d stand up to me and throw me out,’ she murmured, leaning down to feed him one of her breasts, and laughing as he took it into his mouth. ‘But you don’t have any sense, do you? I’ve taken away all your sense just like I’ve taken everything else. But you like that, don’t you?’ she said, pushing down to take the tip of his erection inside her, ‘surrendering to me, being my slave, having nothing while I have everything, growing weak while I grow strong … You like that more than anything else in the world.’

He pushed up in a frenzy of desire, and she let him inside her before settling on him like a queen on her throne, giving a little shake of her hips to show him who was boss.

‘There,’ she said, her voice deep and sultry. ‘This is your reward for agreeing to come to Paris … For being my good and obedient husband … I’m so happy with you,’ she said, her pleasure quickly mounting. ‘It’s so good of you to give me everything I want … So good …’

The thought of being with Laurent deepened her excitement, and she rode her slave eagerly, sitting up to find the angle that brought her greatest pleasure. Joseph gazed up at her as if she was a miracle, taking a breast in each hand, loving the feel of them.

‘I’m your Mistress,’ she gasped.

‘Yes,’ he said helplessly.

‘I own you.’

‘Yes,’ he said again.

Rolling her stiffly pointed nipples in his palms, he thrust up and saw her close her eyes in delight, and then she began to make little gasps and sighs as they rocked together, her pleasure inflaming his arousal so that he quickly teetered on the brink of orgasm.

‘Not yet,’ she said firmly, sensing how close he was. ‘I’ll tell you when.’

She slowed her rhythm, but found a position that took him even deeper, and then threw back her head and moaned in wanton delight.

‘I love … I love this …’ she said between gasps of joy. ‘But I shouldn’t be doing this … Not with the slave … That’s what you are, Joseph … My slave … Laurent’s my lover now, not you … This might be the last time … The last time I let you fuck me … One last time, Joseph … Oh, God, it is … The very last time …’

The prospect of such finality struck a chord deep in Joseph, and wrenched an orgasm from him of such brutal force he almost lost consciousness. And Adele felt it too, the culmination of a deep, animal need to enslave her husband, and make him acknowledge Laurent as his master.

‘Come now,’ she gasped as pleasure engulfed them. ‘Come for your Mistress … One last time.’

Afterwards, as they lay together, she whispered, ‘It’s all going to happen, my love … My poor love … There's nothing you can do to stop it.’

AND ADELE was as good as her word. From that time on she refused to let Joseph make love to her, at least not in the way a husband might expect to make love to his wife. He worshipped her with his tongue almost every night and, once she’d taken her pleasure, she’d give him her worn panties and hose while she whispered erotic stories and fantasies into his ear. Sometimes, while she told him these stories, she’d use Benna to pleasure herself, other times she’d use her fingers, and it aroused her deeply to deny Joseph, and restrict him to the demeaning, adolescent relief of masturbation. She knew how greatly it shamed him to be denied and replaced like this, but she sensed how much it deepened his surrender, and turned his submission into a burning, never-ending need.

‘I know how much you want me,’ she’d say as he made his desperate advances in bed at night. ‘I love you for it, really I do. Every woman wants to be desired, but I’m saving this for Laurent, you know I am. He’s the man in my life now, you’re just my husband. You understand, I know you do,’ she’d add, pushing her worn panties tight against his nose, sedating him with her lovely woman’s scent, and wrapping her silken hose, still warm from her body, around his erection. She wanted him to learn his place and accept Laurent as her lover, and his superior. She wanted him to give in to her entirely.

Adele understood instinctively the lure of erotic stories and fantasies, their power to put Joseph even deeper under her spell, and yet the power of her stories surprised her, and made her wonder, not only about her own sexuality, but about whether she knew herself at all. One night in bed, when she’d given Joseph her worn underwear, a story sprang wholly formed into her head as if it was telling itself without any help from her, and it soon became Joseph’s favourite, a story so wickedly erotic he wanted to hear it again and again such was the power it held over him.

‘I have some news to tell you,’ she whispered that first time into Joseph’s ear. ‘It’s quite shocking news,’ she told him, ‘so you’ll need to be brave. Will you be brave for me, Joseph?’

‘I’ll t-try,’ he stammered.

‘You’ll have to do better than try,’ she taunted him, pushing her panties tighter against his nose. ‘I’ll ask again, will you be brave for me?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his head spinning.

‘I heard from an old friend today,’ she said, going on with her story. ‘Susan Telford.’

Adele had known a girl in Primary School with such a name, but had long since lost all contact with her, but using a real name made her story feel truer and more convincing. It added substance to her fiction, gave her something to weave her yarn around.

’Susan owns a hotel in the countryside,’ she continued, ‘a very busy and successful hotel, but she’s dreadfully short of staff. She was in quite a state, and so I told her you’d be willing to help out. Not your husband? Susan said, very surprised to hear me volunteer you for such a lowly position. Oh, yes, my husband, I replied. He’s very amenable, and terribly good around the house. He could work in housekeeping, in the kitchens, wherever you like really. I’m sure he’ll be delighted to help in any way he can.’

Adele smiled to hear Joseph’s groan of arousal and, liking where her story was going, she continued to weave her spell.

‘You won’t want to go, will you, Joseph?’ she said, making her voice sly and taunting.

‘No,’ he gasped, his eyes closing in anxious delight.

‘You’re far too important to scrub pots and pans, and make beds and clean bathrooms. Well, you are, aren’t you?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered.

‘But it won’t matter how important you are, because I’ll tell you to go, and you won’t disobey me, will you?’

‘No,’ he said, sinking deeper, gratefully, under her spell.

‘How long must I stay, you’ll ask, your voice shaking in that silly way it does when I take charge of you. Let me hear you.’

‘How long must I stay?’ Joseph said obediently, his voice quaking uncontrollably in just the way she’d described.

‘Oh, just for the weekend. It’ll be over in no time.’

‘Do you promise?’ he said, longing for her betrayal.

‘Oh, yes, I promise,’ she replied, a lie in her voice that thrilled him.

‘And so I’ll pack your little bag and drive you to Susan’s hotel in the country. You’ll beg me to turn back, but I’ll just laugh and drive faster. You’ll begin to shake and panic, but I’ll just raise the hem of my dress so you can see the tops of my nylons, and the pretty lace hem of my slip. Look at my legs, Joseph, I’ll tell you. Look at my legs and know I’m your Mistress, and there’s nothing you can do except obey me. And I’ll smile and sing along to the radio while you gaze at my legs and we drive closer and closer to Susan’s hotel.’

‘Please,’ he implored her, inhaling her heavenly scent from her panties, and utterly lost in her wicked story. ‘Don’t take me there. Don’t make me work in the hotel. Please take me home.’

‘But you’re a slave,’ she told him, her own arousal growing. ‘And a slave must work hard and do as he’s told, you know he must.’

‘Oh, God,’ he groaned, ‘I’ll do anything … Don’t make me go there, let me stay with you … Take me home, please … I’ll do anything …’

‘But there’s nothing you can do, Joseph,’ she said, luxuriating in her authority over him. ‘We’ll soon be there, and you’ll be put straight to work in Susan’s hotel. And you’d better work hard. Susan’s a real stickler for discipline, I warn you. She has very high standards, and she’ll punish you if you don’t live up to them.’

‘Punish me?’

‘Yes.’

‘She can’t.’

‘Why not?’

‘You won’t let her.’

‘I’m afraid I will, Joseph,’ she said, really getting into her stride. ‘It’s a five-star hotel, and Susan expects five-star service from her staff. If it takes the occasional punishment to achieve that then so be it. I certainly won’t stand in her way.’

‘H-how will she punish me?’

‘With a riding-crop,’ Adele answered, relishing the freedom to invent and embellish as she pleased. ‘She’ll put you over a table and whip you in front of the other staff — pour encourager les autres — and so I’m warning you, Joseph, you’d better be on your toes.’

And then she told him about their arrival at the hotel, and how Susan would welcome her as an equal with a hug and a smile and a glass of her best wine, but send him straight down to his room in the basement to get changed for work. She delighted in telling him there’d be nothing in his bag except his wash-bag and several pairs of her worn knickers and pantyhose.

‘Where are my clothes?’ he said, feeling as helpless as a baby.

‘These are your clothes,’ she told him. ’You won’t need anything else. You’ll wear my panties and tights under your uniform.’

‘My uniform?’ he said, a tremor running through him.

‘Yes,’ she said, enjoying herself enormously. ‘Susan will provide you with a uniform. She likes her staff to be very smart and neatly turned out at all times.’

‘What k-kind of uniform?’ he asked, trembling with anticipation in a way that made Adele smile. She sensed that this part of her story would put him very deep under her power, and she was looking forward to the pleasure that would bring her.

‘You know perfectly well what kind of uniform,’ she said in an off-hand way.

‘P-please tell me,’ he begged her, beguiled by her story, living inside it now as if it was real.

‘A maid’s uniform, what else?’ she told him, delighting in his moan of shame and distress. ‘And she’ll insist you wear it, particularly when she sees how slim and pretty you are. But don’t worry, it will be a very neat uniform, and you’ll look very smart and busy in it, just like a maid should.’

‘Please, no,’ he gasped.

‘Oh, yes,’ she insisted. ‘You’ll dress as a chamber-maid, and Susan will put you to work straight away. I’ll stay in a luxury room but you’ll have to sleep in one of the maid’s rooms in the basement. Well, it’s only fair, Susan will say, I can’t be seen to have favourites. The other maids wouldn’t stand for it, and he’ll just have to make the best of it.’

‘But it will only be for the week-end?’ he gasped, fearful yet hungry for more.

‘I know that’s what I told you,’ she said, her story unfolding in a way that surprised and aroused her. ‘But once Susan sees what a hard-working and well-behaved maid you are, she’ll ask if you can stay longer, and of course I’ll say yes.’

‘No,’ he gasped, appalled yet thrilled by his captivity.

‘Of course I’ll say yes,’ Adele told him. ‘Why wouldn’t I? I’d want to help Susan, and show off what a good little husband I have. And I really would be proud of your hard work and obedience, and of how smart you look in your pretty black dress with its white collar and cuffs, and its darling little apron. And so, on Sunday evening, you’ll carry my bag out to the car. I’ll give you a little kiss on your cheek, tell you to be good, and then I’ll get into my car, and drive away.’

‘You can’t leave me,’ he gasped, near to tears yet fiercely aroused.

‘I promise you, Joseph, I can.’

‘You can’t.’

‘I can, and I will.’

‘No.’

‘Yes.’

‘No.’

‘Goodbye, Joseph.’

In her first telling of the story, Joseph lost control at this point, and came in her hose with such ferocious intensity he nearly fell out of bed but, in later retellings, he’d control himself in order to hear Adele tell him of even greater cruelties.

‘How long will you leave me?’ he’d ask once he’d recovered from the shock of being abandoned.

‘I don’t know,’ she’d say as if it couldn’t matter less. ‘Quite a long time, I imagine.’

‘How long?’ he’d say, a tight feeling in his chest.

‘You tell me.’

‘A week?’

‘Longer.’

‘How much longer?’

‘That depends.’

‘Two weeks?’ he’d ask. ‘Would you come back for me after two weeks?’

She’d give a dismissive laugh as if two weeks were nothing, and say, ‘I’m not sure if I would, you know.’

‘A month?’ he’d say, his voice rising in panic.

‘Oh, at least,’ she’d say. ‘Probably the whole summer.’

‘No!’

‘I don’t see why not.’

‘I’ll go mad.’

‘Probably.’

‘It’s too long,’ he’d say.

‘That’s my decision, not yours,’ she’d say. ‘I’ll leave you there as long as I like.’

‘Will you call me?’

‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘You won’t have a phone. That will have been taken away from you along with your money and clothes. It’s better that way. You’ll be so busy with your work as a maid you won’t have any time for yourself. You won’t need money or a phone. And besides why would I want to talk to you? You’d only cry and whine and beg me to come and take you home, and I couldn’t be bothered with any of that. I’ll be much too busy with my life to worry about a silly, little maid. You’ll just have to get by as best you can.’

‘Oh, God.’

‘Most of the time I’ll forget all about you, but I’ll call Susan every now and then to ask how you’re getting on.’

‘What w-will she say?’

‘She’ll say you’re hard-working and obedient, and she hardly ever has to reprimand you. All in all she’ll be pleased with your work, and it will be quite a good report, I’m happy to say, but one thing will be worrying her.’

‘What,’ he’d gasp, trapped between heaven and hell.

‘The other girls, Susan will say, the other waitresses and chamber-maids who work alongside your husband, they’ve started to mistreat him, make him do all the hardest and dirtiest jobs. She’ll tell me how they’ve made you into their servant so that, even after a long day working in the hotel, you have to wash out their uniforms and underwear, and clean their shoes and make their beds and run errands for them. Susan will be really quite worried about you. The girls are very bad to him, she’ll tell me. They bully and make fun of him without stop, and he never gets any time to himself. Only this morning I saw him hanging out their uniforms and aprons to dry during his break. Sometimes he bursts into tears but that only makes them worse. I really don’t know what to do about it.’

At this point Adele would pause for a few moments to let his anxiety build before saying, ‘I wouldn’t do anything, Susan. Let him get on with it, he’ll be fine.’

‘No,’ he’d gasp in an ecstasy of torment.

‘Leave things as they are, I’ll say. If he can’t stand up for himself then he deserves all he gets. Anyway, he probably enjoys washing out their uniforms, and being bullied by them. He’s only a slave, after all, and not much of a man. Are you sure you don’t want to come and take him home? Susan will ask me. Perfectly sure, I’ll tell her. He needs to stay where he is, and learn his lesson. It’s the best place for him.’

This was another point in her story when Joseph would sometimes lose control but, if he managed to hold on, Adele’s tale had other, even darker delights in store for him.

‘But don’t worry,’ she’d whisper in his ear. ‘I’ll come to take you home after the summer.’

‘Oh God, thank-you,’ he’d gasp, absurdly grateful. ‘Thank-you, thank-you.’

‘But I won’t come alone,’ she’d say, saving the worst till last, or perhaps it was the best, she sometimes thought.

‘Who will it be?’ he’d say, his voice weak and breathless. ‘Tell me.’

‘You know perfectly well.’

‘I d-don’t,’ he’d protest, knowing exactly who it would be.

‘Of course you know,‘ she’d say. ‘It will be Laurent, who else?’

Just hearing his rival’s name would make him cry out in pain, and convulse in tormented arousal.

‘We’ll feel like a break from London,’ she’d continue, holding him down with her thigh, and pushing her knickers to his nose, ’and Laurent will be curious to see how you’re getting on in your new position. He’ll want to see that you’re gainfully employed, and not getting up to any mischief.’

‘Please, no,’ he’d say, squirming in shame.

‘We’ll take one of the best rooms,’ she’d continue. ‘The VIP suite, and Susan will make you our femme-de-chambre, won’t that be kind of her? You’ll have to turn down our bed and unpack our case, put away my panties and bras carefully in a drawer, and arrange my make-up and perfume neatly on the dressing-table. You’ll hang up Laurent’s suit along with the new dress I’d have bought for our week-end away, the dress I’ll be wearing that evening for Laurent. If I’m feeling kind, I might let you help me get dressed while Laurent’s taking a shower, help me into my stockings and shoes, fasten my pearls and do up my dress, but you’d better do a good job. If I hear a single word of complaint I’ll tell Susan, and ask for you to be punished.’

‘No.’

‘Oh, I will,’ she’d say. ‘It will be such fun to watch Susan take you to task. Or maybe I’ll ask Laurent to do it. He’s very strong, and he wouldn’t spare you, I’m sure. And then I’ll tell you to dry your tears and get back to work. You’re only the maid, I’ll say, and no-one cares what happens to a maid.’

Now that she had him where she wanted, she’d push his hand away and take full control of him, stroking him slowly, slyly to begin with, tormenting him with the smooth nylon of her hose, then gradually increasing her speed, deepening his delirium, luring him inexorably towards the abyss. She knew the end was near, and she wanted his fall to be momentous.

‘But don’t worry, Joseph,’ she’d tell him. ‘Everything will be fine, I promise. You’ll be coming home with me in the morning.’

The first time she told him this Joseph reacted to the news with a heartfelt sigh of gratitude and relief but, in her retellings, once he knew what was coming, he’d give a whine of fear and alarm, a sound that never failed to bring out the devil in Adele.

’That night Susan will assign you to the dining-room,’ she’d tell him. ‘You’ll be our waitress, and serve at our table in your neatest uniform. It will be such fun to have you wait on us, and Laurent and I will find it very sexy to hold such power over you. It will turn us on so much we’ll make love many times that night, our minds filled with thoughts of you serving as our maid. But you like that, don’t you?’ she’d add, increasing the speed of her strokes, ’knowing that your suffering adds to our pleasure.’

‘Yes,’ he’d gasp. ‘Oh, God, yes.’

‘But think how happy you’ll be in the morning,’ she’d tell him. ‘So happy and excited to be going home. At last the nightmare’s over, you’ll think, and I’ll be going back to my own life with my kind and loving wife.’

Beyond speech, he’d groan in helpless arousal.

’In the morning, after you’ve served us breakfast in your neat uniform,’ she’d say, a lovely wildness between her legs, ‘I’ll tell you to go and get ready to come home. You’ll rush downstairs and change into the clothes you arrived in, and pack your panties and wash-bag into your little bag, and hurry upstairs and out into the car-park. Susan will come to say goodbye, and all the maids too, but Laurent and I will be talking over by the car. You’ll come towards us, but I’ll hold up my hand to stop you, and say — I’m sorry, Joseph, there’s been a change of plan.’

‘What do you mean? you’ll say, your pretty eyes filling with tears, and I’ll just go ahead and tell you — Now that Laurent and I have seen what a perfect little maid you are, we’ve decided not to take you home with us. We think it’s better if you stay where you are. What would Susan do without you? And the girls depend on you to do their laundry and tidy their rooms. You’re much more useful here, Joseph, and so here is where you’ll stay.’

He’d cry out in horror, his body and soul wracked with fear and arousal.

‘Yes, Joseph, you’ll cry out just like that,’ Adele would tell him. ‘Such a loud and pitiful cry, but Susan and all the maids will cheer and clap — they’ll be so happy not to lose their little helper. I’ll feel sorry for you, really I will, so sorry I’ll nearly change my mind but Laurent will take my hand and tell me to be strong, and I’ll hold firm, and say — This is who you are now, Joseph, a hotel maid, and this is the best place for you. After all, you’re no use to me anymore. Goodbye, Joseph. You’ll never see me again, but try to think of me kindly. And then we’ll get into the car, Laurent and I. You’ll try to run towards us but the maids will hold you back. You’ll be theirs now to do with as they wish. They’ll have special plans for you that night, to punish you for wanting to leave.’

‘Don’t leave me, you’ll cry out, but I’ll just wave and smile as we drive away. And so there you are, Joseph, you’re a maid now, a pretty little maid for the rest of your life … For ever and ever …’

The unjust and terrifying finality of his fate always drove him wild, sending him into a paroxysm of pain and pleasure so strong she’d have to hold onto him as if he was suffering a fit. But then, once he recovered, she’d hold him as tenderly as if he was her child, and whisper softly, ‘Go to sleep now, Joseph … Dear Joseph … You’ve had your little bed-time story, and nothing matters anymore … Nothing at all … Go to sleep, my love, go to sleep.’

And he’d obey, utterly drained by sex and submission, while Adele lay awake by his side, fascinated and darkly aroused by the strange new marriage she seemed to be willing into existence.

GROWING MORE and more confident in her dominance, Adele made sure that the events in Joseph’s real life were every bit as erotic and beguiling as the events in her story of Susan’s Hotel. He continued to do all the cooking, housework and shopping as a matter of course, and she compounded his surrender by insisting he put on her worn panties every morning. She knew the simple power wearing her panties held over him, the way they took away his manliness and kept him under her feminine rule. And most evenings, once he’d finished his housework, she’d take him upstairs and tie him to the bed, often leaving him bound and gagged for hours at a time, looking in on him from time to time to tease and mock him.

‘There you are,’ she said to him one night when she came into the bedroom, a teasing smile on her lovely face. ‘Exactly where I left you. I’m going to go shopping next week for new clothes and underwear for our trip to Paris. You’ll come with me to carry my parcels, and help me select my underwear. You have such a good eye for panties and bras, I’m sure you’ll help me find the prettiest ones. You can lie here and think about our shopping-trip,’ she said, giving a little wave and blowing him a kiss as she left the bedroom.

On one evening she left him tied to the bed while she had some friends in for drinks. He lay in terror listening to the murmur of voices from downstairs, dreading that someone would come up and discover him tied to the bed in his pretty slip. Adele came up to see him several times in the course of the evening, but she never stayed longer than a few moments.

‘Just checking on you,’ she’d say, a mocking sparkle in her eyes. It aroused her to see him so helpless, and she’d reach under her skirt to touch herself, saying, ‘I love seeing you like this, but I can’t stay long or they’ll wonder where I am.’ And then, with a pretty swirl of her skirt, she’d be gone, leaving him in a fever of unrequited desire. Later, when her friends had gone, she hurried up to the bedroom where she stood by the bed pleasuring herself, her eyes drinking in the sight of her helpless, bound husband. ‘Did you have a good time?’ she said, her hand busy beneath her skirt. ‘Did you like being my prisoner while I was talking and laughing with my friends downstairs? I loved it, Joseph,’ she gasped, her eyes closing in delight, ‘You’ve no idea how much I loved it … I was wet the whole night thinking of you up here … Soaking wet … Oh, God, I love this,’ she cried out as delight swept through her. And then, once she’d come, she left him tied and gagged while she took her time undressing and using the bathroom and getting ready for bed. Only then did she untie him, and give him her sacred panties as a token of her power and grace. ‘That’s all a slave deserves,’ she told him. ‘Panty-sex.’

At another time, when she’d tied him by his collar and leash to the banister in the hall, she walked around him while she made a call to Laurent, giving Joseph no choice but to listen to her sweet-talk her lover, tell him how much she missed him, and how much she was looking forward to seeing him in Paris. The brazen way she flaunted her desire for Laurent hurt Joseph very much, and yet it lit a fire of submissive desire so deep in his blood he feared he was losing his mind. Once she’d ended her call, she unhooked his leash from the banister and led him by it into the sitting-room where she sat on the couch, and hitched up her skirt.

‘It drives me mad talking to Laurent,’ she said, pulling his head between her legs and holding her pretty knickers to one side. ‘Kiss me, Joseph … Show me how much you love me … How much you love your Mistress.’ And he obeyed like the slave he was, thrilled by the pleasure he brought her even though he knew she was thinking of another man.

His boss, Emma, had agreed he could take two weeks holiday from the end of July, but she’d set the condition that he first complete the series of illustrations he was working on. He was a slow but painstaking artist and the deadline was tight. More than that, Emma had very high expectations of his work, and he hated to disappoint her, and so he spent every day-time hour working to please Emma, and his evening and week-end hours serving Adele. The power they held over him was inescapable, making him feel like the servant to two Mistresses. And, to make matters worse, Adele, who was a close friend of Emma’s, would often tease him about his stern and elegant boss.

‘You’d better get your work done in time,’ she’d taunt him, ‘or I’ll tell Emma about you. I’ll invite her round and let her see how pretty you are in your slip. Maybe she’ll bring her husband and you can cook for them, serve them in a pretty dress and apron. I’m sure she won’t mind. Knowing Emma, she’ll probably love it.’

‘Please don’t tell her,’ he’d implore her, a lost part of him wishing she would tell Emma.

‘I won’t if you finish your work on time,’ she’d reply. ‘So if you’re thinking of using work as an excuse to get out of coming to Paris, you can forget all about it.’

Trapped by both his work and his domestic duties, Joseph felt himself being pulled relentlessly towards the end of the month, and towards whatever awaited him in Paris and, while Adele became more cheerful and excited with every hour that passed, Joseph became as quiet and anxious as a mouse. His time of reckoning was approaching at terrifying speed, and he could see no way to escape it.

It was then that Eve threw him a lifeline. Late in the afternoon three days before they were due to leave for Paris, Eve called Adele from California to tell her she’d be staying another month with Peter and, when she asked Adele how she and Joseph were getting on, Adele told her about their planned trip to Paris. Eve was her closest friend, and Adele always told her everything, but the strength of Eve’s disapproval shocked her.

‘You mean you’re giving him to complete strangers?’ Eve said.

‘They’re not strangers,’ Adele replied.

‘They may as well be,’ said Eve.

‘I trust them,’ said Adele.

‘How can you?’ said Eve. ‘You hardly know them.’

‘They’re doctors,’ said Adele.

‘I don’t see what difference that makes,’ Eve replied. ‘And you know what happened the last time Joseph saw you with Laurent.’

‘He won’t see much of us. We’ll be in a separate apartment, and anyway I think we’re ready now, really I do.’

‘You may think so, but how does Joseph feel about it?’

‘He’s fine,’ said Adele, feeling her confidence drain away. ‘He wants to do it.’

‘He’s so mad about you he’ll do anything.’

‘That’s as may be,’ said Adele. ‘But things have moved on. He’s more accepting of himself now, not so afraid of his own desires. It’s what we both want.’

‘Is Joseph there?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then put him on.’

‘Why?’

‘Why do you think?’

‘He’ll just say what I’ve said.’

‘Then you’ve got nothing to worry about, have you?’

‘Why do you have to be such a spoilsport?’

‘Because I’m your friend and I love you both, that’s why. Now, put him on.’

‘What’s this I hear about you going to Paris?’ Eve said to Joseph.

‘It’s nothing,’ Joseph said weakly.

‘It doesn’t sound like nothing to me,’ said Eve. ‘If you need a holiday, come to visit me in America. Let Adele go to Paris on her own.’

‘I’ve said I’ll go with her.’

‘Then unsay it,’ Eve said firmly. ‘It’s a free world, you can change your mind.’

‘I don’t know if I can.’

‘My God, what a pair of fools you are. No sooner do I turn my back than you’re up to your old tricks. Listen to me Joseph — going to Paris is a bad idea, and I think you shouldn’t go, do you hear me?’

‘I hear you.’

‘But you’re still going to go, aren’t you?’ she said, exasperated by his weakness.

‘That’s up to Adele.’

‘No, it’s not up to Adele,’ Eve said angrily. ‘It’s up to you. You have as much of a say in this as she has. Being her slave is just a game, it’s not real.’

‘I’m not so sure.’

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, don’t be stupid.’

‘I love her,’ he said, a catch in his voice.

‘I know you do,’ she said in a gentler tone. ‘Look, just promise me you’ll think about it, talk it over and give yourselves a chance to change your minds. Will you promise me that?’

‘Yes,’ he said, moved by her concern.

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘That’s more like it,’ said Eve. ‘Now, put Adele back on.’

Eve gave Adele an even harder time, telling her she was rushing into something stupid and destructive.

‘What you’ve got with Joseph is very precious,’ Eve said. ‘You need to take care of it.’

‘It may not seem like it,’ said Adele, ‘but that’s what I’m trying to do.’

‘Then why can’t you keep them separate?’ said Eve. ‘Have Joseph at home, and Laurent in hotels or in Paris. Can’t you be happy with that?’

‘I thought I could,’ said Adele, ‘but this kind of sex takes hold of you, makes you want more.’

‘That’s when you need to be strong.’

‘Maybe I’m not strong.’

‘Of course you are,’ said Eve, worried for her friend. ‘You’re the strongest woman I know.’

The line went quiet for long moments, and then Adele said in a very small voice, ‘God knows, Eve, maybe you’re right. I don’t know what to do now, really I don’t.’

‘I’m only trying to help,’ said Eve.

‘I know,’ said Adele.

‘I love you both.’

‘I know that too.’

‘Look, Addie, I’m not going to talk about this anymore. I’m not your bloody nanny. If you’re mad enough to want to do this, then go ahead and do it, but give me the same promise as Joseph — talk it over and give yourselves the chance to change your minds? Will you do that for me?’

‘I will.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘Then let’s leave it at that.’

They talked a while longer about America and work and about whether Eve would move permanently to California, but Eve’s disapproval of them going to Paris hung between them, and Adele ended the call quickly, and with a bad taste in her mouth. She knew Eve had only been trying to help, but all the same she was upset by her interference, and by the way it had darkened her mood, and harmed her confidence.

‘I know she means well,’ Adele said to Joseph, seeming very downcast, ‘but I wish she hadn’t called. She’s upset me, and I don’t know what to do anymore.’

‘Maybe we shouldn’t go?’ said Joseph, his own feelings in turmoil.

‘Maybe we shouldn’t,’ said Adele. She trusted and respected Eve more than anyone else in her life, and she knew the value of her advice. ‘Oh, God, what am I going to tell Laurent and Irène? Everything’s been arranged, I’ll feel such a fool.’

‘You could go on your own,’ said Joseph.

‘I could,’ said Adele, ‘but it won’t be the same, and Irène and Sabine have cancelled the holiday they usually take in August so they’ll be there for you. They’re bound to feel angry and let-down. I can’t bear this,’ she said, looking very small and lost, ‘I’m going for a lie-down.’

While Adele lay on the sofa in the sitting-room, Joseph paced up and down in the kitchen. He felt grateful for Eve’s intervention, and for the opportunity it offered him to escape going to Paris, and yet the thought of not going made him feel empty and dispirited. Adele’s dominance had grown so strong it made him long to go to Paris with her, and take his submission to a deeper and darker place. The prospect terrified him — he’d often wake in the middle of the night tormented by thoughts of Paris and Laurent’s supremacy — but it also thrilled and excited him like nothing else. The thought of being slave to two women he’d never met while Adele lived openly in the apartment below as Laurent’s lover had grown so powerfully in his imagination that he yearned for Paris with the craving of an addict. He fought against his craving, telling himself it was obsessive and dangerous, but it was a fight he couldn’t win. Even now, as he paced up and down, he felt masochism wrap its sly coils around him, waking in him the familiar hollow feeling in the pit of his stomach, the bittersweet, strangely pleasurable anxiety he always felt when his submissive yearnings were at their strongest. He wasn’t erect and yet he felt more tantalisingly aroused than he ever did when he was. He judged this to be a weak and unhealthy form of arousal, and yet he knew from experience that it held an unrivalled power to put him under Adele’s spell, and make him the slave to her will.

He continued to pace up and down, telling himself he must take advantage of the opportunity Eve had given him but, an hour later, he was no closer to knowing what he wanted. Feeling suddenly very alone, he went into the sitting-room and knelt on the floor by Adele and kissed her soft, fragrant hair.

‘I don’t know how,’ she murmured, waking from a doze, ’but I’ve been sleeping.’

‘I love you,’ he whispered, moved by her sleepy innocence.

‘Sweet Joseph,’ she said, stretching like a cat. ‘Well, I’d better do it, I suppose. I’ll call Laurent and tell him we’re not coming.’

He opened his mouth to agree with her, but said something very different instead.

‘No, don’t do that,’ he said, his head spinning. ‘I think we should go.’

‘What did you say?’ she said, sitting up in surprise.

‘We should go.’

‘I’d made up my mind not to,’ she said, frowning in confusion.

‘Yes, but I think we need to go,’ he said, amazed at himself.

‘Need to?’

‘Yes.’

‘Are you sure?’ she said.

‘Not remotely.’

‘Then why say it?’

‘I’ve no idea.’

‘Do you want to go?’

‘No,’ he said, struggling to make sense of his feelings, ‘but I think it has to happen. It scares me to death, I don’t deny it, but how will we feel if we don’t go? Rightly or wrongly, we’ve pushed the door open, and we need to go through it or it will close in our faces and we’ll be trapped in the dark. And I know how much you want to go, and I want you to have what you want, I can’t help it.’

‘I may want to go, but I’m just as scared as you. I just don’t show it, that’s all.’

‘I know that.’

‘What Eve said frightened me, brought me to my senses.’

‘Don’t be afraid.’

‘If I was sure I wouldn’t lose you.’

‘You’ll never lose me.’

‘You say that now.’

‘I say it because I mean it.’

‘You’d really do this for me?’

‘I adore you, I’d do anything for you.’

‘You’re so brave and kind,’ she said, tears coming to her eyes.

‘I don’t feel brave,’ he said. ‘In fact I’m terrified.’

‘It’s only real courage,’ she said tenderly, ‘when you have to overcome fear.’

‘Alright, then, I’m brave.’

‘You are,’ she said, pulling him into an embrace, ‘and I love you for it.’

‘I can’t think when I’m near you,’ he said, breathing in her lovely scent. ‘My brain just stops working.’

‘That’s because all your blood goes somewhere else,’ she said through laughter.

‘It does,’ he said, laughing with her.

‘Are we really going to do this?’ she said.

‘We are,’ he said with a firmness he didn’t feel. ‘If we don’t, we’ll always wonder about ourselves, think ourselves cowards, worry that we’d given in to rules we didn’t make.’

‘I’m warning you, Joseph,’ she said, a grave expression in her eyes. ‘There’s something so wild and strong about this, I’m not sure I’ll be able to control it.’

‘Then don’t,’ he said, swept away by her beauty, and by a desire to set her free. ‘Run into the forest,’ he told her, gazing into her eyes. ‘Be wild and free, let nothing hold you back.’

‘Very well,’ said Adele, her excitement returning, ’but only on one condition.’

‘What?’

‘That you promise not to hate me.’

‘I could never hate you.’

‘Even when you see me with Laurent?’

‘Even then,’ he said, a sudden ache twisting in his gut.

‘Really?’ she said, giving him a very serious look.

‘Really,’ he said, feeling as if he was falling.

‘Then we’ll go,’ she said, her face lighting up with pleasure. ‘But do me one favour, will you?’

‘What is it?’

‘Tell Eve we’re going. I don’t want to go through it all with her again. I love her but she’ll give me a hard time, I know she will.’

‘I’ll text her.’

‘Yes, but do it now,’ said Adele. ‘Get it over with.’

He found his phone, and quickly composed a text to Eve, reading it aloud as he wrote.

‘Thanks for your advice,’ he read out. ‘But we’ve decided to go — and it was my decision not Adele’s. She wanted to take your advice, but I talked her out of it. I can’t explain why, it just feels like we have to do this. We’re not ignoring your advice — we’d never do that — but we’re too far down the road to stop now. It’s crazy I know but for some reason it feels like the next stage in our marriage — for better or for worse. I’m sure we’re fools for not listening to you, but fools can’t help being foolish. Take care and come home soon. We love you, Joseph.’

‘That’s perfect,’ said Adele. ‘Send it.’

Taking a deep breath, he pressed send.

’Come here and let me hold you,’ said Adele.

Feeling suddenly weak, he almost fell into her arms.

‘What would I do without you?’ she said, wondering anew at the nature of their strange love.

‘Have a happy and normal life,’ he said.

‘What’s normal?’ she said, ‘and I am happy, happier than I can say.’

His phone made its message received sound, and he opened it, and they read Eve’s text together.

‘You are fools,’ her text read, ‘but you’re lovely fools, and of course you must do what you wish. Just go carefully, and always be kind to each other. Back in six weeks when I’ll expect to find you still together and happy — or else! xxx’

‘It’s done,’ Adele said happily. ’Now we can get ready for Paris,’ but a violent tremor suddenly passed through Joseph. ‘Are you alright?’ she asked him.

‘God knows,’ he said, shivering as if he’d caught a fever. ‘I think it’s all catching up with me.’

‘Going to Paris?’

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I don’t have any control over what I want anymore. It’s like another person is growing inside me, making me want things I shouldn’t.’

‘Well, whoever he is, I like him.’

‘That’s because he worships the ground you walk on.’

‘True,’ she said, laughing fondly.

‘I love you, Adele,’ he said, his voice trembling with emotion, knowing in his heart that he was nothing without her.

‘You’re so good to me,’ she said, kissing him. ‘How can I be good to you? Go on, tell me and I’ll do it. Whatever you want, it’s the least I can do.’

Now that he’d scorned his chance to escape Paris, a vengeful wave of submissive arousal washed over him, leaving him weak and trembling. The knowledge that he was the architect of his own downfall deepened his submission, and made him long for Adele to exert her fullest authority over him.

‘I’d like you to tie me,’ he said, ashamed of his need, and barely able to look at her.

‘Honestly, there’s no stopping some people,’ she teased him. ‘Is that really what you want?’

‘Yes.’

‘You want to be my prisoner?’

‘Yes.’

‘You want me to put you away somewhere and ignore you?’ she said, a knowing, gently mocking look in her eyes.

‘Yes,’ he said, his stomach churning with sweet anxiety. ‘Don’t be kind to me. Tie me, gag me, be my cruel Mistress, then I’ll be free.’

‘It’s a funny kind of freedom.’

‘It is,’ he said, shivering as he spoke.

‘Then that’s what I’ll do,’ she said, understanding that he needed her to be more than usually stern and cold with him. ‘Strip to your panties,’ she told him in the clipped voice she knew he liked. ‘I’ll go and get my toy-box.’

With trembling hands Joseph undressed to the pretty panties Adele had given him to wear that morning — an ice-blue pair with a lace trim that made him feel owned and ashamed in the strange, sickly way he’d grown to love.

‘Pretty knickers,’ said Adele, coming back with the small, wicker box she used to store her toys. ‘Hands behind your back,’ she told him, taking out his wrist-cuffs. ‘But where will I put you, I wonder?’ she said as she fastened his cuffs. ‘I don’t think tying you to the bed will be enough. The bed’s too good for you. You need a much harsher punishment, don’t you think, for being stupid enough to want to come with me to Paris?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, finding her cruel words and harsh manner sweeter than any lover’s caress.

‘I know what you’re like,’ she said, tuning in to his submissive hunger, and feeling her desire to dominate him grow stronger. ’You need me to be bad to you, don’t you? You need me to really put you in your place?’

‘Yes,’ he said again, loving her with all his heart. He adored her when she was like this, when she knew by unfailing instinct exactly what he wanted.

‘Then this is your lucky day,’ she said, fastening the collar around his neck. ‘You’re going to get exactly what you need. And what do you say?’ she prompted him

‘Th-thank-you.’

‘I beg your pardon,’ she said sharply.

‘Thank-you, Madame,’ he said, aroused beyond measure by her severity.

‘That’s the last I’ll be hearing from you tonight,’ she said, pushing his bit-gag into his mouth, and fastening its little buckle at the back of his head. ‘There,’ she said, standing back to admire her handiwork. ‘I won’t have to put up with any more of your nonsense, or listen to your silly opinions and complaints. I won’t, will I?’

He could only shake his head, his heart pounding, and his eyes staring wildly.

‘This way,’ she said, clipping his leash onto his collar and leading him through to the kitchen where she took out his little white apron and tied it around his waist.

‘Let me look at you,’ she said, stepping back and regarding him with a cruelly mocking gaze.

‘How silly you look,’ she said. ‘But then a slave needs an apron. It makes it clear he’s not a man anymore, although what you are is anybody’s guess. You’re a sissy, I suppose, neither man nor woman, but something in between. Still, at least you’re quite pretty although your legs are so pale. That won’t do at all.’

Kicking off her shoes and reaching under her skirt she tugged down her tights, and advanced on him, pushing him down onto one of the kitchen chairs.

‘You’ll look prettier with tights on,’ she said, crouching and fitting her tights onto his legs with quick practised movements. ‘My little slave needs his pantyhose, doesn’t he? Yes, he does, he needs them to make his legs look smooth and pretty. And they feel good, don’t they, so soft and warm after Mistress has been wearing them? What a lucky sissy you are. Now, stand up,’ she said briskly.

When he obeyed, she tugged his hose firmly up to his waist, pulling them tight in a way that made him feel gloriously trapped and shamed.

‘Very nice,’ she said, a wicked sparkle in her eyes. ‘I should put you in nylons more often, but a little height will make your legs look even nicer. Here,’ she added, bending and placing her shoes in front of him. ‘Put on my shoes.’

Darkly thrilled, he pushed one of his feet into her pretty high-heeled shoe. It felt very tight and he feared his foot would never fit, but she held the shoe steady for him, and said, ‘Push harder,’ and his foot somehow slid into the shoe. ‘Now the other one,’ she said, sounding very pleased with herself.

‘Walk in them,’ she said, tugging him by his leash. ‘Smaller steps,’ she advised as he walked up and down. ‘That’s better,’ she commented as he took, smaller, daintier steps. ‘You’re a sissy now, you need to walk like one.’

He looked at her with something like panic in his eyes, but she just laughed and led him out into the hall.

‘I’m going to lock you in the cleaning cupboard,’ she announced. ‘I know it’s dark and uncomfortable but it’s the best place for a sissy-maid, and I noticed a distinct improvement in your attitude after your last time there. You can sit in the dark beside your friends Hoover and Mop, and think about housework, and all the different ways you can serve me.’

He swallowed hard and gave her a pleading look.

‘It’s just as well I’ve gagged you,’ she said, struggling not to laugh at his preposterous appearance. ‘I don’t have to listen to your silly whining. Now, in you go,’ she commanded, opening the cupboard door.

He tottered inside on his heels, and turned to look at her.

‘I do love you, you know,’ she said with a warm but slightly sorrowful look in her eyes, ‘just in case you’re wondering.’

Normally she enjoyed locking him away like this but she knew she’d miss his company tonight. She’d have liked just to have sat with him on the sofa, cuddling and talking, but she knew this was what he needed, and she wanted to reward him for the kindness and bravery he’d shown about Paris.

‘Enjoy yourself,’ she said, making her voice cold and bored in the way she knew he liked before closing the door and turning the key in the lock.

Joseph just had time to look round the cramped cupboard before Adele flicked the outside switch and plunged him into darkness. His sudden blindness heightened the working of his senses, bringing on an attack of claustrophobia as well as a painfully keen awareness of his bondage. His gag suddenly felt too big for his mouth, and his cuffs and collar as well as his high-heeled shoes felt restrictively tight. He made himself take slower, deeper breaths, and wait for his feelings of panic to subside. The air in the tiny cupboard was warm and musty, and the smell of furniture polish strong and tangy in his nose, but slowly, minute by minute, he grew accustomed to his captivity, and he became less aware of his discomfort and more conscious of the smooth, shaming hug of Adele’s hose against his legs, and the faint caress of the apron hem against the fronts of his thighs. He felt indescribably foolish, and yet a lighting flash of arousal struck his senses causing him to moan in frustrated desire. He longed to reach under his apron and touch himself and he went to do just that but his cuffs held firm in a way that only inflamed his senses all the more. For a few moments he struggled against his cuffs, squirming and tugging with all his strength, but it did no good and he understood with a thrill of defeat that he truly was Adele’s prisoner, and would never be able to free himself. Resigned to his imprisonment, he slumped against the wall and slid slowly downwards until he was sitting on the floor, the tiny crack of light from under the door faintly illuminating his pretty shoes. The sight shamed yet thrilled him, and set off another flash of arousal in his brain. Suddenly he heard the sound of Adele’s bare feet padding past in the hallway outside and his heart lifted in the hope that she was coming to release him, but she went past his door and into the bathroom. After a short time she came out and passed his door again on her way back to the sitting-room. As she passed she was humming to herself in a carefree manner that he knew was intended to torment him — and it did just that, bringing him a thrill of masochistic joy. God, she knew him so well, he reflected, both pained and delighted by her insolence. And then he lay his head back and listened out for sounds of her. Most of the time he heard nothing, just the faint creaking of the house settling around him, but at times he heard her laugh as she talked with someone on her phone, and then music began to play and he heard her singing along to one of her favourite songs, his heart lifting in joy at the sound of her voice. He didn’t know what he wanted most — for her to come and release him, or to be left helplessly imprisoned while she roamed free. And then the music was turned up loud and he knew that she was dancing, something she often did when she wanted to let off steam. She was a lovely dancer, and his mind filled with thoughts of her flying hair and graceful movements as her skirt swirled around her shapely knees. He knew she’d turned up the music to torment him by reminding him of her freedom and his captivity and yet, despite all the anxiety and disquiet and twisted desire that raged within him, a strange calmness flooded through him and, by some miracle, he felt content in his little cupboard, and profoundly at peace.

THE NEXT two days flew by in a frenzy of activity. Their train to Paris was leaving at two o’clock that Friday and by mid-day on Thursday Joseph had completed his illustrations and sent them into Emma, receiving a very warm and praising response, and Adele had written up her articles and reviews and submitted them to the newspapers and web-sites that had commissioned them. Adele took him into town for lunch and then got ready to go for an appointment with her hairdresser, but first she gave him errands to do while she was having her hair done.

‘Buy me new underwear,’ she told him. ‘You’ll like doing that, and it’ll keep you out of mischief. Meet me back here in two hours.’

He started to protest — he loved buying her lingerie but he always shopped online where he didn’t have to suffer the embarrassment of dealing with shop assistants — but Adele just talked over him. ‘You know the kind I like, comfy but pretty, and you know my sizes, and get me some new stay-ups as well. Laurent loves me in stockings.’

And then she kissed him on the cheek and vanished into the salon leaving him no option but to obey. He went into a nearby shopping-mall where he found two small boutiques selling designer lingerie, but he chose a large department store instead, feeling safer in a bigger, more impersonal shop. On the second floor he found a large lingerie section that sold a dizzying array of brands and styles. To his relief, none of the sales assistants approached him as he looked through the racks of delicate items, and he began to relax a little, and concentrate on his choices. The knowledge that Adele would be wearing the lingerie for Laurent and not for him both pained and pleased him, and he took a masochistic delight in selecting only the prettiest and most elegant bras and panties. He chose a matching bra and knicker set in cream by Mari Jo, a black set with red trim by Aubade, and a plainer but very stylish blue set by Empreinte, and then he went to the hosiery counter where he chose two pairs of ultra-sheer nylons in smoky black, one by Cervin and one by Falke, both brands he knew Adele wore often. And the woman on the till was polite and business-like, putting him completely at ease as she slipped his purchases into a carrier-bag. The only unpleasant shock was the cost — he’d paid no attention to the price-tags as he’d shopped — and his bill came to well over four hundred pounds but, even as he paid it, he found a dark excitement in paying for Adele to look good for another man.

When he got back to the salon Adele was waiting outside with a wide smile on her lovely face. She was pleased with her new hairstyle and she had every right to be. The new, slightly shorter style suited the shape of her face, and made her hair look fuller and more lustrous than ever. With a pang of regret, Joseph couldn’t help thinking that Laurent was an exceptionally lucky man.

Possessed by boundless energy, Adele took him by the arm and led him straight back to the mall where she bought two dresses as well as a pair of shoes and some new make-up and scent. ‘All to look nice for Laurent,’ she made a point of telling him, giving him her packages to carry. Then she took him into the Levi’s shop where, without a word of discussion, she bought him a pair of black skinny 501 jeans, three plain black t-shirts in size small so they would show off his slim torso, and a pair of black trainers.

‘What’s with all the black?’ he said as they left the shop. ‘Are we in mourning?’

‘I’ll tell you later,’ she laughed, hailing a taxi. ‘This time tomorrow,’ she whispered as the taxi took them home, ‘we’ll be in Paris.’

Joseph carried the packages upstairs while Adele opened a bottle of wine and took it with two glasses up to the bedroom. They drank a toast to their ‘crazy marriage,’ and then Adele took out her new dresses and laid them, along with her new shoes, beside the pile of her clothes she’d already looked out that morning.

‘Do you like my new dresses?’ she said.

‘They’re lovely,’ said Joseph who’d seen her try them on in the shop. One was very short and revealing and the other knee-length and plain but classically cut, and he remembered how Adele had made the revealing dress look almost respectable, and the plainer dress look indecently sensual. She truly was a beautiful, mesmerising woman, he thought, the pain of jealousy once more clutching at his heart. How could he let her go to another man? What was wrong with him? He must be mad, he told himself — stark, staring mad.

‘Well, what are you waiting for?’ she said, sipping her wine. ‘Show me my new undies.’

With trembling hands, he took out her bra and panty sets, and her stay-up stockings in their flat packets, and laid them on the bed beside her new dresses. He felt a kind of fervour take hold of him as if he was laying out an offering to his Goddess. For a moment he wondered if his Goddess might destroy him if she was unhappy with his offering.

‘Oh, Joseph,’ said Adele, moved by the beauty of the garments, ‘they’re the loveliest undies I’ve ever seen. So stylish and in such lovely shades, they must have cost a fortune. How kind of you, and what exquisite taste you have, and the stockings are lovely too — and they’re my favourite brands. How clever you are. And Laurent will love them too. I’ll be sure to tell him that you bought them for me.’

The mention of her lover’s name hit him like a punch, but he didn’t show his hurt, telling himself he’d have to toughen up, and learn to hear his rival’s name without flinching.

‘I’m afraid your new clothes don’t have quite the same impact,’ she said, laying out his black jeans and t-shirts and black trainers.

It was true, Joseph thought. His clothes did look very plain and austere in comparison to her new dresses and expensive lingerie.

‘Why all the black?’ he asked again.

‘There’s a very simple explanation,’ she replied. ‘I rang Irène this morning just to check everything was still okay, and I asked her out of curiosity what she expected you to wear as her house-servant — I want you to please her, and get off to the best possible start — and she said black jeans and t-shirt would be fine, and black shoes too.’

‘The man in black,’ said Joseph, trying to make light of his impending servitude.

‘I suppose black clothes will mark you out as being different, a little like a waiter in a café or restaurant. She said you won’t need to wear a more formal uniform, at least not to begin with, but I told her I like you to wear my panties, and she thought that was a good idea.’

‘You told her that?’ he said, angry and deeply, mortifyingly ashamed that she’d given away such a personal secret of their marriage.

‘Well, why not?’ said Adele. ‘One way or another she’s going to get to know you very intimately, and a slave shouldn’t have secrets from his Mistress, that’s something you need to learn. And she wasn’t remotely shocked or surprised. Apparently Mimi wore Sabine’s panties all the time.’

‘All the same, I wish you hadn’t told her.’

‘Never mind, I’ll give you my prettiest panties to make up for it.’

‘My God,’ he said, feeling shaken and horribly exposed.

‘I think five pairs will be enough,’ she said, rummaging through her knicker drawer, and picking out the laciest, prettiest knickers she could find, two pairs in pink as well as one each in white, blue and yellow.

‘Five pairs?’ he said in amazement, worried yet aroused by the knickers she’d chosen for him. ‘How long are we staying?’

‘I’m not sure,’ she said. ‘We’ve never really talked about it. I think it’s an open invitation.’

‘Open?’ he said, fear clutching his heart. ‘What does that mean?’

‘It means we can stay as long as we like, but don’t worry,’ she said when she saw his look of horror. ‘I have to be back in London for a radio interview on Wednesday afternoon, so we’ll be leaving on Tuesday afternoon or Wednesday morning at the latest. You can put your mind at rest.’

‘I thought we were only going for the week-end,’ he said, his mind far from at rest.

‘It’s really only a long week-end,’ she said. ‘Four maybe five days at the most, I’m sure you’ll manage that.’

‘I don’t have any choice, do I?’ he said, fearing a silken trap truly was closing around him, the same trap he remembered from Adele’s story of Susan’s hotel.

‘Actually, you don’t,’ she said, smiling as she placed the bundle of lacy knickers on top of his clothes. ‘And I think you should take your nightdress with you.’

‘No,’ he said weakly, fearful of being seen in his nightdress by anyone except Adele.

‘I insist,’ Adele said firmly. ‘I’ve told Irène what you wear in bed and she thinks it’s best if you stick to your routine. And besides, I like to think of you wearing it, and it will help you feel closer to me. Now pack my suitcase, the red one with wheels, and put your clothes in your little blue rucksack. Then come downstairs and cook me something nice for dinner.’

When Adele left the room, Joseph felt so weak and dizzy he had to sit on the bed. Gazing at Adele’s new dresses and underwear, and at the panties she’d looked out for him, so bright and feminine against his black clothing, he told himself he must be dreaming, but Adele’s voice was vibrantly real when she called to him from the hallway. ‘And make sure and pack your razor. Irène expects her servant to be clean-shaven at all times.’

Her command thrilled him, and yet a shudder passed though him as if someone had walked on his grave.

That night Joseph barely slept. He lay in a fever of anxious arousal while Adele slept peacefully by his side, her slow, untroubled breathing irritating him and adding to his anxiety. As the night wore on he fell prey to dark and terrifying visions of a future life as Adele and Laurent’s slave, and he longed to wake Adele and tell her he couldn’t go with her to Paris, and yet a deeper longing prevented him from waking her — his longing to give up his life to Adele, and put himself entirely at her service. He found sleep only when the birds had started to sing, and he woke to the sound of Adele’s lovely voice.

‘Wake up, sleepy-head,’ he heard. ‘It’s late.’

‘What time is it?’ he said, waking with a start.

‘It’s well after ten. By the time you’ve had a shower and eaten some breakfast it’ll be time to leave for the station.’

‘You should have woken me.’

‘You looked so peaceful,’ she said, leaning down and kissing him. ‘I couldn’t bear to wake you.’

He looked at her in wonder, tasting her lipstick. Her hair and make-up done, and wearing a simple floral dress with sheer dark hose, she looked magnificent. Her eyes sparkled with life and mischief, and he felt the warmth from her body, and smelled her perfume and shampoo. Smiling at him fondly, she kissed him again, her soft hair falling around his face.

‘Up you get,’ she said. ‘I’ve laid out your clothes, and given you my panties from yesterday, and I’ve made you some breakfast.’

Even after three cups of black coffee Joseph still felt groggy and only half-awake, and he wondered at Adele’s cheerful energy as she made her last-minute preparations for departure. Finally, at just after mid-day, she put her lap-top into its shoulder bag, checked she had their tickets, then told him to bring their cases down from the bedroom.

‘Hurry,’ she said. ‘The taxi will be here in five minutes.’

When he put down his coffee cup she saw that his hand was shaking.

‘Are you okay?’ she asked him.

‘I don’t know if I am,’ he replied, getting shakily to his feet.

‘Oh, come on,’ she said impatiently. ‘How many people ever do anything like this? We’re explorers,’ she called after him as he climbed the stairs to fetch their bags. ‘Adventurers in a new world.’

When they arrived at St Pancras they had nearly an hour before their train was due to leave, and Adele went into the bookshop and browsed idly before buying ‘The Housekeeper and The Professor’ by Yoko Ogawa, a novel Emma had recommended to her, as well as a fashion magazine containing one of her articles, and then she went into a perfume shop where she bought some expensive cologne as a gift for Laurent. Then she took Joseph into a designer accessories shop to look for gifts for Irène and Sabine.

‘You may be going to work as their servant,’ she told him as she browsed, ‘but you’ll also be their guest and it’s only right you take them each a gift. It’s only good manners, after all.’

She chose two lovely silk scarves, one in blue with yellow flowers for Irène, and one in black with red flowers for Sabine, and sent Joseph to pay for them at the till. As he paid, Joseph once more felt a trap closing around him, a trap as silken as the scarves he’d bought for his unknown Mistresses.

Their carriage on the Eurostar was full but they had a two-seater berth which allowed them the privacy to sit side by side holding hands and with their heads touching like lovers as the train passed through the tunnel and sped down through northern France. They didn’t talk much. Most of the time Joseph had his eyes closed, struggling to hold back the waves of apprehension that threatened to engulf him while Adele read her book, and then her magazine.

An hour or so after the tunnel, Adele closed her magazine, and put her hand gently on Joseph’s knee, and laid her head on his shoulder, loving his clean smell, and thinking how handsome he looked in his black clothes and jacket and with his hair tied back in a pony-tail — like a jazz musician, she thought, or an artist. She felt certain Irène and Sabine would be happy to have such an attractive servant.

‘I need to talk to you,’ she said.

He looked at her without speaking, worried by her sudden gravity.

It was Adele’s turn to feel apprehensive. She’d been planning her speech for days, and worried that she’d say either too much or too little. She wanted to reassure Joseph and show him how much she still loved him even when she was about to give him away to other women while she lived openly with her lover.

‘What we’re doing is certainly dangerous, and probably stupid,’ she began. ‘We both know that, and it might be that we hurt each other and our marriage. I very much hope we don’t, but we can’t control everything, and I need you to know that I love you no matter what.’

Her emotions suddenly getting the better of her, she had to stop for a few moments before going on.

‘When I’m with Laurent I get carried away, and I don’t always behave the way I should. I know we’ve talked about this but there are bound to be times when you feel hurt and lonely no matter how often I look in on you, or how well Irène and Sabine take care of you. And when that happens, I want you to remember this conversation, and think kindly of me. Can you do that, Joseph?’

He couldn’t trust himself to speak, and so he just nodded his head.

‘Thank-you,’ she said. ‘You’ve no idea what that means to me. Now there’s something I want to do that I believe might help you. Give me your hand.’

Curious, he offered her his right hand.

‘Not that one,’ she said. ‘Your left hand.’

He gave her his left hand, and she lifted it to her mouth and kissed his wedding ring before taking the ring from his finger, saying, ‘Now give me your right hand.’ He obeyed, and she said, ‘While we’re in Paris, I’ll belong to Laurent, and so I want you to wear your wedding-ring on this hand, are you alright with that?’

‘Yes,’ he said tears coming into his eyes. He felt she was being cruel and kind to him in equal measure.

‘Oh, don’t cry,’ she said, seeing his tears, ‘or you’ll start me going and what will Laurent think if I arrive in Paris with tears running down my face and my make-up a mess?’

Suddenly he was laughing and crying at the same time, and she laughed along with him, saying, ‘That’s more like it,’ before fitting his ring onto the third finger of his right hand.

‘There it’s done,’ she said softly, giving his hand a squeeze. ’And since I’m going to be a free woman for a few days,’ she added, taking her wedding ring from her left hand and putting it on her right hand, ‘I’ll wear my ring on my right hand too.’

She put the ring to her mouth and kissed it as she’d kissed his, saying, ‘You’ll still be part of me, just not in the same way.’

‘God, this hurts,’ he said.

‘I know it does,’ she said, taking a tiny velvet box from her purse, and giving it to him. ’That’s why I bought you this.’

‘What is it?’

‘Open it and see.’

He opened the box to find a man’s gold ring cast in the form of a braided rope.

‘I remembered your ring-size from when I bought your wedding-ring,’ she said softly.

’It’s lovely,’ he said, taking the ring from the box.

‘I wanted to give you something special,’ she said. ‘The twined rope means it binds you to me, and I want you to think of it as your slave-ring. I’d like you to wear it on your left hand instead of your wedding-ring, and wear it as a mark of your surrender to me. I want it to make you feel owned and loved by me. Please believe me, Joseph, I love you just as much as my slave as my husband. Say you believe me.’

‘I believe you,’ he said, fearful yet deeply moved.

‘Will you wear this ring for me?’

‘I will,’ he said.

‘Then put it on your finger.’

‘Will you put it on for me?’ he said, his lovely eyes moist with tears.

‘I’d be honoured to,’ she said, taking the ring and slipping it onto his finger, delighted by its perfect fit, and seeing it as a good omen.

He gave a soft groan, and leaned his forehead against hers.

‘There,’ she said, a kindly laughter in her voice, ‘I now declare us Mistress and Slave.’

‘I love you,’ he said.

‘If I’m ever cruel to you,’ she said, kissing his slave-ring, ’or if I hurt you more than you can bear, touch this ring and know that, underneath it all, I love you too.’

‘I couldn’t live without you,’ he said, his heart turning over.

‘You’ll never have to.’

At that moment the announcement came over the tannoy that the train would soon be arriving at the Gare Du Nord.

‘Hold onto your hat,’ said Adele, kissing her trembling slave.

LEAVING THE train, Joseph followed Adele along the crowded platform with his rucksack on his back, her lap-top case slung over his shoulder and trailing her red suitcase on its noisy runners. Adele walked quickly with their tickets in her hand, lifting and craning her head to look for Laurent. When she saw him she gave a little cry of joy and broke into a run, weaving between the people in her way. Joseph could only watch with a hollow feeling in the pit of his stomach, bewitched by her flying hair and the hem of her dress flicking around her incomparable legs, and tormented by her eagerness to be with Laurent.

Held up for a few moments at the ticket barrier, she showed her ticket impatiently to a guard, and then rushed past him and into Laurent’s arms. He lifted her off her feet and spun her round and round before putting her down, and pulling her into a kiss so deep and passionate that some passers-by, happy to see such romance in the world, laughed and smiled — one old couple even clapped their approval — but Laurent and Adele didn’t notice so lost were they in their kiss.

They were still kissing when Joseph reached the ticket barrier. Adele had his ticket, and he couldn’t pass without it, and so he had to wait until she came back for him but, when they ended their kiss, they started walking hand-in-hand away from the barrier. They’d forgotten all about him, he realised, experiencing a terrible sense of insignificance and loss. But then, laughing at her forgetfulness, Adele hurried back to the barrier.

‘Forgive me, Joseph,’ she said, handing him his ticket across the barrier but not waiting for him as he passed through with their luggage. She was back with Laurent as he approached them, the rumbling sound of the suitcase runners making him feel even more foolish and subordinate.

Laurent, looking taller and more handsome than he remembered, watched him approach with a steady, neutral gaze while Adele regarded him with a shy, faintly guilty smile on her face.

‘Good,’ Laurent said when he reached them, giving a curt nod of approval. ‘This way.’

Putting his arm around Adele, Laurent turned and walked with her across the busy concourse giving Joseph no choice but to hurry after them as if he was their porter. Stung by the way they talked and laughed with such ease, he followed them out of the station and across a busy street before turning down a narrow side-street to where Laurent had parked his car, a dark red Citroen SUV. Without so much as a glance in Joseph’s direction, they got into the front seats, Laurent first holding the passenger door open for Adele. As Joseph neared the car the rear door released with a loud click — Laurent must have operated it from within — and Joseph put the luggage into the car, looking up to see that Laurent and Adele were locked in another passionate kiss. The sight caused his heart to miss a beat and brought him a painful jolt of jealous anger, but there was pleasure there too, the bittersweet rush of masochistic arousal he’d grown to crave. As if aware of this, Laurent and Adele continued to kiss as he got into the passenger seat behind them where he sat as still and silent as a statue.

‘You’re wonderful,’ Laurent murmured to Adele, nuzzling her hair. ‘I can’t believe you’re here.’

‘I can’t believe it either,’ she said.

‘You’re so beautiful,’ he said.

‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ she said, causing him to laugh.

Laurent started the engine, and leaned his elbow on his seat and glanced back over his shoulder, but not to look at Joseph. He was only reversing his car, and his gaze didn’t rest on Joseph as he checked the way was clear, and drove away. Joseph longed for Adele to look round at him, to smile or say something that might make him feel better, but she paid him no attention.

Being ignored in this way made Joseph feel invisible, as if he’d somehow ceased to exist, but it also brought him another rush of arousal. He was entering a new world, he realised, a world where his will really did count for nothing. Barely able to breathe, he felt himself sink beneath the quicksand.

Laurent drove skilfully through the busy streets, his right hand caressing Adele’s neck and hair as he drove. They talked happily about restaurants he’d take her to, galleries they’d visit, and invitations he’d received from his friends.

‘Everyone wants to see you again,’ he told her. ‘You made a big impression on your last visit. La belle femme anglaise, that’s what they call you.’

‘You’ve made that up.’

‘No, it’s true, I promise.’

‘Then they’re too kind.’

‘There’s a party on Sunday at Baptiste’s. You’ll see them all there.’

‘That will be lovely. I only wish my French was better.’

‘Let them speak English,’ he said with a shrug. ‘They like to show off.’

After about fifteen minutes Laurent drove down a wide tree-lined boulevard, and turned into a private parking area outside his three storey apartment block. They got out of the car, and Laurent waited with Adele while Joseph once more dealt with the luggage. To Joseph’s dismay, he saw that Laurent lived in an exceptionally elegant and stylish area — he’d have much preferred him to live in a poorer part of the city — and the interior was no less impressive with a wide marble stairway winding round a lovely wrought-iron elevator.

‘We hardly ever use the elevator,’ Laurent said as they climbed to his apartment on the second floor. ‘Maybe for furniture, or many bags of shopping. It’s very old, and sometimes gets stuck.’ Unlocking his door, Laurent led them into his home.

‘How lovely to be back,’ said Adele, going over to one of the windows and looking out at the trees and pavement cafés on the far side of the street. Laurent went to her, and embraced her from behind, wrapping her tenderly in his strong arms.

‘It’s lovely to have you back,’ he said, kissing her slender neck.

Joseph stood with the luggage like a fool, crushed and humiliated by the sight of Laurent embracing his wife. Unable to keep watching, he averted his gaze and took in his surroundings through a haze of embarrassment and shame. He became vaguely aware that the apartment was very spacious with high double-doors and handsome window shutters. There were rugs on the varnished wooden floor, and he saw a gleaming open-plan kitchen at one end of the large room. Paintings hung on the wall, and the few items of furniture looked comfortable and expensive. It was very much a man’s apartment, and a successful man’s at that, he thought with another spasm of dismay.

‘We should go up and meet Irène and Sabine,’ he heard Laurent tell Adele. ‘They’ve invited us to eat with them tonight, and they can’t wait to see you again.’

‘Yes, of course, but let me freshen up first,’ said Adele before turning to Joseph and saying, ‘bring my suitcase through to the bedroom, I’ll show you the way.’

Kissing Laurent fondly, she strode past Joseph who hurried after her, glad to get away from Laurent.

The bedroom was as spacious and elegant as the living-room with a wide brass bed between two high windows, and a doorway to an adjoining shower-room.

‘Put my case on the bed,’ said Adele. ‘Open it and find my make-up.’

He unzipped her suitcase and pulled out her make-up bag. She took it from him, and went towards the shower-room.

‘Adele,’ he said, aching to talk to her. ‘I’m not sure if I …’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she said impatiently. ‘There’s no going back now. And there’s no time to talk. Didn’t you hear Laurent? Irène and Sabine will be waiting for us. I’ll be as quick as I can. Go through to Laurent and talk to him. Be brave now, don’t let me down,’ she added with a warning look before vanishing into the shower-room with her make-up bag, and closing the door behind her.

Joseph looked at his wife’s suitcase on another man’s bed, and at her lingerie that had spilled in a silken heap onto the bedcover. It was a tantalisingly erotic sight that reminded him forcefully of his subjugation. He racked his brains for a way to escape his predicament, but he could think of nothing to do except obey Adele and so, making an effort to be brave, he took a deep breath and went through to join his successful rival.

When he came into the main room, Laurent was standing by the sink drinking a glass of water. He looked at Joseph, and seemed on the point of saying something, but then drank some more water instead.

‘Adele won’t be long,’ Joseph said, filling the silence. ‘She’s fixing her make-up.’

Laurent just nodded, then rinsed his glass and put it upside down on the draining-board.

‘Are you thirsty?’ he asked Joseph. ‘I’m sorry, I should have asked.’

‘No, thank-you, I’m fine,’ said Joseph.

They stood without speaking for long moments, and once again it was Joseph who felt the need to break the silence.

‘It’s a lovely apartment,’ he said.

‘I hardly notice anymore,’ Laurent said. ‘Irène and I bought this apartment and the one above when we got married fourteen years ago. We lived in the one upstairs and rented this one out. They’re identical except the one upstairs has a small roof garden, really just a space to sunbathe or lie and look at the stars. Four years ago, when Irène met Sabine, I moved down here and Sabine moved in upstairs with Irène. Not long after that Sabine’s husband Michel, or Mimi as they called him, moved in with them, and so …’

His voice trailed off into silence, but he folded his arms and stared at Joseph as if he was seeing him for the first time.

‘Well, Joseph,’ he said, ‘here you are.’

There was a knowing, slightly amused look in his eyes that intimidated Joseph, and made him want to run from the room. There was also a superiority in his gaze that made Joseph recall with a sharp stab of shame the primal depth of his surrender on that one occasion Adele had brought Laurent home with her. He’d kept the memory locked away in the depths of his subconscious, denying to himself that he’d ever surrendered to Laurent and Adele in such a way, and its sudden emergence shocked his senses, and made his brain reel.

’We hardly know each other,’ Laurent continued, ‘and I won’t see much of you while you’re here, but there’s something I want to say to you, and I’m just going to say it.’

‘What is it?’ said Joseph, holding Laurent’s gaze, and striving to sound as calm and confident as his rival.

‘It suits me well that you are un homme soumis, a man who likes to submit. I don’t judge you for it, and I am used to it from seeing Sabine and Irène with Mimi, and so I will take charge of you, even be cruel to you if that is what it takes.’

Joseph swallowed hard, and felt himself blush. Laurent was speaking far more bluntly than he’d expected, and he didn’t know how to respond.

‘I’ll whip you, laugh at you, make you obey me,’ Laurent said with a shrug, ‘but none of that means anything to me except as a means to an end. It’s Adele I care about. We’ve grown very close, so close I want to be with her all the time, but I know how much she cares for you. She speaks of you always with the greatest love and affection. She wants to keep you in her life, and I am fine with that — but it will be as a slave, not as a free man. You will learn not to think of yourself as her husband. That is why you have come here, we both know that. So, from this moment on, I will think of Adele as my woman and you as her slave. It will not be easy for you, but Irène and Sabine will help you, and you will still have Adele as your Mistress, and you must try to be happy with that. If you are the kind of man I think you are, then I believe such happiness will be possible. There,’ he added with another shrug, ‘it’s said. And now, do you have anything you wish to say to me?’

His brain still reeling, and with a roaring sound in his ears, Joseph struggled to gather his thoughts, and come to terms with Laurent’s directness and honesty. A part of him wanted to yell out at Laurent in defiance, strike him in rage, but another part of him wanted to fall at his feet in surrender, but he gave in to neither of these impulses for, as his brain cleared, he understood that, like Laurent, it was only Adele who mattered to him.

‘You can do what you like with me,’ said Joseph, his voice strong and steady, ‘but don’t ever hurt Adele. If you hurt or betray her, if you harm a single hair on her head, I won’t be a slave then, I promise you. I’ll break your bloody neck.’

Laurent looked at Joseph in surprise and with new respect.

‘That’s well said, Joseph,’ he said. ‘I can see why Adele loves you. You are a good and brave man, I think, for all you are a slave. I give you my word that I will never hurt or betray Adele, or let any harm come to her. I will love and respect her, and put her happiness above mine. Do you accept my word?’

Joseph glared at Laurent, longing to dislike and distrust him, and yet he saw the honesty and decency in him as well as his deep regard for Adele.

‘I accept it,’ said Joseph.

‘Thank-you,’ said Laurent gravely, offering Joseph his hand. ‘I am a man of my word, and I will take the greatest care of Adele.’

Strangely moved, Joseph took Laurent’s hand. For a brief moment both men felt a closeness akin to friendship but, once their handshake was over, they stood apart again, not looking at each other, and once more consumed with awkwardness, and it came as a relief when they heard the brisk clip of Adele’s high-heeled shoes in the hallway.

‘I hope you two have been getting along,’ she said as she came into the room, her smile made even lovelier by freshly applied make-up. ‘I expect you to, you know, if not exactly as friends then at least as comrades of a sort. We’re all in this together, and everything will be much easier if you can like and respect each other a little. Can we agree on that?’

Laurent and Joseph both made vague sounds of agreement, and Adele gave Joseph a hug before going over to Laurent, and taking him by the arm.

‘Very good,’ she said. ’Then lay on, Macduff.’

‘What is MacDuff?’ said Laurent, looking confused.

‘It’s from Shakespeare’s Macbeth,’ Adele said. ‘Don’t they teach you anything in France?’

‘Nothing at all,’ said Laurent. ‘We learn only about wine, food and women.’

‘In that order?’ said Adele.

‘Of course in that order,’ said Laurent, keeping his face straight. ‘What other order would you expect?’

‘You’re a big, French fool,’ said Adele, smiling and smacking him on the arm as they left the room. ‘Bring your bag,’ she called to Joseph without looking back. ‘And don’t forget to give Irène and Sabine their presents.’

With his blue rucksack over his shoulder, Joseph followed Adele and Laurent out of the apartment and up the wide stairway to the third and top floor of the building. He couldn’t help but steal glances at Adele’s slender, nylon-clad legs, so pretty beneath her swaying dress, and at Laurent’s much thicker and stronger thighs, the material of his trouser-legs stretched so tight it looked as if it must burst apart.

Laurent didn’t ring the bell, he just knocked and went in, calling out, ‘C’est moi. Adele est arrivée,’ at which point Irène and Sabine came hurrying out of the main-room, Irène drying her hands with a dish-towel, and saying, ‘Speak English, Laurent, we must make our guests feel at home.’

Joseph hung back in the doorway while Irène and Sabine greeted Adele with kisses and hugs and cheerful words of welcome with Laurent looming above them like a happy giant. Despite his spinning head, Joseph saw immediately that his new Mistresses were as lovely as Adele had described. Irène was slim and petite with a heart-shaped face and quick, flashing eyes, while Sabine was taller and more languid, with proud, steady eyes and long, slow-moving limbs, and beautiful black skin that shone like marble.

When they’d finished kissing and embracing Adele, the two women turned immediately to Joseph, kissing him and fussing over him, and pulling him into their apartment.

‘You told us he was pretty,’ exclaimed Irène, looking Joseph up and down with an appraising eye, ’but you lied to us, Adele. He is not pretty, he is beautiful.’

‘An angel has come to earth,’ said Sabine with a radiant smile. ‘Perhaps it is we who will be his servants.’

‘This must be strange for you,’ said Irène, taking Joseph companionably by the arm and leading him into the main room, ‘but you are very welcome, Joseph, and you will soon get used to us, I promise.’

While Sabine opened a bottle of champagne and Irène set glasses on a tray, Adele indicated to Joseph that he should give Sabine and Irène their gifts. He immediately opened his bag and took out his presents, each in a little gift-bag, and offered them shyly to his lovely hostesses.

They took them graciously, and opened them and took out the silk scarves, exclaiming their pleasure at the sight of the beautiful Hermes scarves.

‘You are too kind,’ said Sabine, holding the silk scarf to her cheek. ‘It is softer than air.’

‘What lovely gifts,’ said Irène, her delight clearly genuine. ‘It is very thoughtful of you, Joseph, and we will wear them with pleasure.’

‘Come,’ said Sabine, carrying the tray with the champagne and glasses out of the room. ‘We’ll drink our champagne on the roof.’

They crossed the hallway, passed through a blue doorway and climbed a narrow and very steep wooden stairway that creaked under their weight before emerging onto a flat space by the chimney stacks with a small table and a two seater all-weather couch and two matching chairs. Irène ushered Adele and Laurent onto the couch, but did not indicate that Joseph should sit down, and he waited on the edge of the group, feeling anxious and excluded. Sabine poured the champagne, and Irène handed Adele and Laurent their glasses. For a moment Joseph feared that he wouldn’t be offered a drink, but then Irène turned and gave him a glass, but his relief was short-lived as Sabine and Irène then took the two remaining chairs leaving Joseph no option but to stay standing on the periphery of the elite group.

When Sabine proposed a toast, saying, ‘To Adele and Laurent,’ she and Irène leaned forward in their chairs to clink glasses with Adele and Laurent, but they paid no attention to Joseph, making him painfully aware that they regarded him as being of a much lower status. Stung by his exclusion, Joseph felt his face redden with embarrassment. Noticing this, Adele glanced up at him, a faint smile on her lips, but she quickly turned back to her equals.

With a hollow feeling in his gut, Joseph drank his champagne and listened to them talking and laughing. No-one looked at him or acknowledged his presence. Without anything being said, they’d asserted their superiority over him, and let him know they considered him their subordinate. A tingle of fear ran down his spine, making him feel like the animal in the fleeing herd that knows by some instinct it must fall back, and become prey to the lion.

To his horror, but hardly to his surprise, his subordination felt entirely natural, and the helpless feeling this induced sent a wave of masochistic arousal coursing though his blood. Deep in his heart he longed to feel the lion’s teeth and claws rip into his flesh.

He tried to distract himself by looking at the spectacular view across Paris, but what really caught his attention was the way Laurent sat with his hand possessively on his wife’s’s pretty knee, keeping it there as he laughed and joked and, to make matters worse, Adele laid her hand affectionately on his arm, welcoming his intimacy. It was the smallest of touches, yet it struck Joseph with the force of a hammer, deepening his dark and twisted arousal.

He noticed a stone flower-tub nearby with a wide edge, and he moved silently towards it, and sat on its edge only for Irène to say, ‘Please don’t sit, Joseph. We prefer you to stand.’

She hadn’t raised her voice, and had spoken without appearing to look in his direction, but her words lashed Joseph like a fiery scourge so that he stood instantly, his heart racing. Once more Adele looked at him, and he was sure this time he saw sympathy in her eyes but, if he thought she was about to come to his rescue, he was much mistaken for she looked quickly away, and continued listening attentively to Sabine and, when Laurent took her hand, she entwined her fingers lovingly with his, sending an arrow deep into Joseph’s heart. At that moment Irène stood and poured out the rest of the champagne but she filled their four glasses without offering any to Joseph, leaving him clutching his empty glass, and feeling sweetly, achingly subordinate.

He listened to them talking for about ten more minutes, and then Irène got to her feet, saying, ‘I must see to things in the kitchen,’ to which Adele replied, ‘let me help you.’

‘Stay where you are, I wouldn’t dream of it,’ said Irène. ‘Joseph will help me.’

She smiled at Joseph as she walked past him, but gave him no further instruction. She seemed to know that he’d been listening and would obey without question and so, having to suffer the amused and slightly startled looks of Sabine, Adele and Laurent, Joseph followed Irène down from the rooftop.

Irène put him straight to work, telling him to set the table in the dining-room, and to open the two bottles of red wine on the work-top. As he looked out the cutlery and plates, she spoke easily, in a familiar way that made him want to like her despite the way she’d treated him on the rooftop.

‘We usually eat in here,’ she said, ‘in the kitchen, but on special occasions we use the dining-room, and we wanted to celebrate Laurent and Adele finding each other. It’s lovely to see how happy they are, don’t you think?’

Her words brought him a frisson of dark excitement — it wounded him deeply to hear that their meal was in celebration of Laurent’s relationship with his wife — but Irène just kept talking as if she’d said nothing out of the ordinary.

‘Have a good look around,’ she said. ‘Look in the drawers and cupboards. Find out where everything is, and try to remember. A good servant needs to be at home in the kitchen. I’ll show you your room and the rest of the apartment later.’

He did as he was told, familiarising himself with the kitchen, and then he went through to the dining-room and set the table and opened the wine before taking through the bread with a dish of olives. When he came back to the kitchen, Irène said, ‘Adele and Laurent will sit together, you’ll sit between me and Sabine.’

Once again the certainty of her manner both chilled and aroused him, and he found himself taking fastidious care in his work. Irène wasn’t loud or unpleasantly bossy but she had an impatient way about her that expected to be obeyed, and he didn’t want to disappoint her. The slave in him, he realised, longed to please his Mistress.

‘I like you already,’ Irène said as she stirred and tasted and chopped with quick, agile movements. ‘I think we will get along very well. You have a gentle way about you, you seem to be intelligent, and you are very easy on the eye,‘ she added with a cheeky smile, ‘and that always helps, so I hope you will like us too. Sex leads us to strange places, to worlds we never dreamed existed — no-one knows that better than I. Before I met Sabine I was happily married to Laurent. I’d never had a single thought about being with a woman in all of my life. If someone had said to me I was a lesbian I would have laughed in their face, but the first time I saw Sabine a bomb went off in my heart. Boom, without any warning, a nuclear explosion. In France we call it coup-de-foudre, a lightning strike, in England love at first sight, and it is a good description for when I first saw Sabine I felt as if I’d been given sight after being blind from birth. My only regret is the pain it caused Laurent. He’s a good man, a loyal and loving husband, and he did not deserve the hurt I caused him, and that is why I want him to find happiness with Adele.’

She glanced at him and saw the pain in his eyes. ‘And I want you to find happiness also. Laurent can have Adele, Adele can have Laurent and keep you as her slave, I can have Sabine — we can all have what we want if we are brave and true to ourselves.’

Joseph tried to think of something to say, but he felt so overwhelmed by his situation, and by Irène’s torrent of words, that he just stood in silence watching her add salt to the pot of soup she was stirring.

‘I understand how sex can change lives,’ she continued. ‘If you are a slave, then be a slave, God will not punish you. There are many kinds of love in the world. Mimi was a strong and clever man, yet he found true happiness in servitude, and we found a way of living together that meant he could be with Sabine just as you may be able to live with Adele. It can be done, I know because I have lived it.’

Joseph opened his mouth to speak, but he didn’t make a sound. Everything was happening so quickly he couldn’t keep up. He felt concussed, as if someone had clubbed him on the back of his head.

Glancing at him, Adele laughed at his confusion, and said, ‘You don’t know what to say, and I don’t blame you. I talk too much, it’s the way I am, but you will find Sabine much slower and gentler. I am a mouton-chien, a sheep-dog, always running and barking, but Sabine is a St.Bernard or a Labrador — kind, and warm and gentle. She is the loveliest woman in the world, and a wonderful doctor, but do not mistake that for weakness,’ she added with a warning edge. ‘She is the strongest woman I know.’

Irene suddenly stirred one of her pots with a burst of energy so strong it caused her hips to sway and her skirt to swing in a way that made her seem unguarded and earthily feminine — a force of nature, Joseph thought.

‘There,’ she said, pouring the soup into a large blue tureen. ‘Now we can eat.’

It was a circular dining-table big enough to seat many more than five but if round tables had been invented to promote a sense of equality, Joseph felt far from equal as he ate his meal between Sabine and Irène, and across from Adele and Laurent. While they laughed and talked among themselves, not one of them addressed a remark to him, and he felt much too anxious to venture anything of his own, and his subordinate position was made clear to him in a number of other ways. While he’d been given a glass of wine at the start of the meal, his glass was not refilled with the others, and he was given water instead, and while Sabine offered additional helpings of the delicious lamb roast to Adele and Laurent, which they both gratefully accepted, he was not made such an offer. Adele’s occasional glances in his direction, and her encouraging, faintly apologetic smiles, far from giving him succour, made him feel all the more helpless and pitiful.

After their main course Sabine, as if taking pity on Joseph, asked him what he did for a living.

‘I’m an illustrator,’ he said, ‘for a graphic novel company.’

‘Ah,’ said Sabine. ‘You’re an artist.’

‘I’m not sure what I do qualifies as art,’ said Joseph.

‘Don’t listen to him,’ said Laurent. ‘His work is excellent. If you look on the website you’ll see almost all the images are of Joseph’s work. He’s the most talented artist in the company by far.’

Any gratitude Joseph felt at Laurent’s praise was negated by the sight of Adele smiling at Laurent, and touching his arm tenderly to thank him for being so kind to her poor husband, and for riding so gallantly to his rescue.

After dessert, Joseph was given coffee, but not brandy as the others were and, when Sabine passed round delicious looking Belgian chocolates to go with the brandy, she missed him out. No-one seemed to notice his exclusion, but he knew they were all acutely and pleasurably aware of it, and he felt a sexual tension rising in the room, a change in the air as if a storm was about to break. As they talked, he stopped being able to take in what they were saying, and his anxiety grew so strong he feared he might cry out in primal distress, and it came almost as a relief when Irène finally said what he was sure was on all their minds.

‘Well, everyone,’ she said, sipping her brandy, ‘I think it’s time.’

She waited for a few moments, a wicked smile dancing in her eyes, before saying, ‘It’s lovely to welcome Adele to Paris, and celebrate her new life with Laurent, but we must not forget that someone else among us is also about to begin a new life.’

The charged eroticism in the room grew unbearably strong, and Joseph felt the walls spin around him.

‘I think that person knows who he is,’ Irène continued, ‘and I think he should identify himself.’

Suddenly breathless, Joseph felt the heat come into his face as if he might faint. He told himself to stand and run, run for his life, but his body would not obey him. It had a different master.

‘Well, we’re waiting,’ said Adele, earning an approving smile from Irène.

Feeling their eyes on him, and beset by a terrible sense of inevitability, Joseph looked down and resisted as long as he could but then, with his blood pounding in his ears, and a shiver running down his spine, he stood slowly on unsteady legs. His capitulation was greeted with embarrassed laughter and light, approving applause that sent a wave of sickly arousal crashing over him so powerful he felt sure it would carry him to oblivion. And he felt the sensual heat in the room grow yet stronger as his superiors responded to his submission with an arousal of their own, the sweet elation hunting animals feel when their prey at last breaks cover.

‘Very good, Joseph,’ said Irène, standing and putting her hand on his shoulder. ‘I am happy that you know your place, and don’t need us to tell you it. It is a good sign, I believe, and it makes everything much easier. You have sat with us at table tonight but from now on you will not sit at table, you will wait on us as our servant and housekeeper, and take your meals alone in the kitchen. In no time, I promise, it will feel like the most natural thing in the world. And now, if you please, I would like you to hand over your wallet and your phone, and your passport too, if you have it.’

It didn’t even cross Joseph’s mind to refuse. A man in a trance, he reached into his jacket pockets and handed Irène his phone, wallet and passport, experiencing another thrill of submission as she took them from him.

‘Thank-you, Joseph,’ said Irène. ‘You won’t be needing these while you’re here.’ Smiling at Adele, she said, ‘Perhaps you’d like to keep them, Adele. You are his true Mistress, after all.’

Joseph looked pleadingly at his wife, hoping she’d refuse, and allow him to keep his phone at the very least, but she looked back at him with a strange glow in her eyes.

‘I’d prefer Laurent to have them,’ she said, a little shiver running through her, a spasm of dominant arousal. ‘I think that would be best.’

‘Very well,’ said Irène, handing Joseph’s possessions, and with them his freedom and identity, to his handsome rival. Laurent took them without comment as if they were his due, and slipped them into his jacket pocket.

Joseph turned pale at the sight, and one of his legs began to tremble. Adele saw her husband’s distress, but the sight of it only brought her another shock of arousal, and she gave welcome to the lovely wetness between her legs. A little to her surprise, she felt no pity for Joseph, none at all. All she could think of was Laurent, and how much she longed to be in bed with him.

‘You must be tired after your journey,’ Sabine said to Adele, a knowing glint in her eyes.

‘I’m exhausted,’ said Adele, taking Laurent by the arm, and looking far from exhausted. ‘Thank-you for a lovely evening and for a wonderful meal.’


‘You’re welcome,’ said Irène, ushering Laurent and Adele out into the hallway, and opening the front-door for them. Joseph watched helplessly from the dining-room as Sabine and Irène embraced their guests and kissed them goodnight. He feared Adele would leave without saying anything to him, but she turned in the doorway, her lovely eyes gleaming like a cat’s, and said, ‘Be good, Joseph. I’ll expect to hear a good report tomorrow from Irène and Sabine.’

And then she and Laurent were gone, descending the stairway quickly in their rush to get to their bedroom. Irene closed the door, and both she and Sabine went straight to Joseph, embracing him, and speaking soft words of comfort. They knew from experience that Adele’s departure with Laurent would hurt Joseph deeply, and leave him in a state of shock, and they wanted to console him if they could, and make sure his hurt didn’t turn to despair.

‘Come, then, Joseph,’ said Sabine, sharing a worried look with Irène, ‘it is best at times like this to keep busy. If we work all three together we will have everything clean and tidy in no time.’

Setting Joseph to load the dishwasher, Irène washed up the pots and pans while Sabine dried and put them away. They saw how slowly Joseph worked, how lost and forlorn he seemed, and they talked to him as they worked, looking to ease his pain and lighten his mood.

‘We like to have breakfast at eight o’clock,’ said Sabine. ‘We’ll leave money and a house key in the little dish by the fruit bowl.’

‘If you get up at seven, you’ll have time to go out and buy croissants and a baguette,’ said Irène.

‘You go out onto the boulevard, turn right, and then right again, and you will see the shop,’ Sabine explained.

‘And have coffee ready for us,’ said Irène. ‘The machine’s there by the radio.’

‘I warn you, we are like bears if we don’t get coffee,’ said Sabine, but Joseph didn’t smile or laugh.

’You’re lucky we speak such good English,’ said Irène. ‘We both spent some years in America in our twenties. I worked as a junior doctor in New York before I came back to Paris and met Laurent, and when Sabine and Michel got married she went with him when he took up a post at Chicago University, and she continued her training there. Do we have American accents? Can you hear it in our voices?’

Now that she’d said it, Joseph recognised that they did speak English with very faint American accents.

‘Maybe a little,’ he said. ‘I wouldn’t have noticed if you hadn’t told me.’

Irène shared a secret smile with Sabine. Joseph had spoken his first words since Adele had left the apartment. It wasn’t much, but it was something.

‘Now then,’ said Sabine. ‘It’s time we put you to bed. You have a busy day ahead of you, and you need a good night’s rest.’

Taking his rucksack, Sabine led the way down a narrow passageway behind the kitchen past a large utility room with a washing machine and pulley and into a small bedroom with one window and a single metal-framed bed, a chest-of-drawers and wardrobe, and a bedside table with a radio and a clock and a reading-light. There were no curtains at the window but there were wooden shutters which Irène closed, saying, ‘This will be your room, Joseph. It was built as the maid’s room, and so it’s only right that you sleep here.’

‘Mimi slept in this room,’ said Sabine with sorrow in her voice. ‘He was happy here and I hope you will be too.’

‘The mattress is a little hard,’ said Irène, clicking on the bedside lamp and putting his rucksack on the bed, ‘but you’ll get used to it.’

‘Let us unpack for you,’ said Sabine, opening his rucksack.

‘No,’ said Joseph quickly, wanting the contents of his bag to remain private, and longing for some time alone to try to come to terms with the extraordinary events of his day.

But Sabine and Irène had other plans.

‘Quelles jolies culottes,’ said Irène, taking his panties from his rucksack and putting them away in a drawer. ‘Adele must love you very much to give you such pretty panties.’

Too stunned and embarrassed to speak, Joseph could only watch as Irène put away the rest of his clothes, giving a little whistle of appreciation when she saw his nightdress.

‘Did Adele give you this?’ Irène asked him, laying the nightdress out on the bed for him to wear.

‘Yes,’ Joseph replied, his embarrassment both painful and strangely sweet.

‘Now I know she loves you,‘ said Irène with a mischievous smile.

‘You’ll need a shower after your journey,’ said Sabine, undoing the belt on his jeans.

‘What are you doing?’ said Joseph, stepping back in amazement.

‘Undressing you,’ said Sabine, not at all put off by his reaction. ‘Now, stand still.’

‘It’s your first night with us,’ said Irène, crouching to undo his shoe-laces, ‘and we want to make you welcome.’

Overwhelmed by their brisk assurance, and feeling like a boy being undressed by his aunts, Joseph made no move to resist as Irène took off his shoes and socks, and Sabine pulled his t-shirt over his head and took down his black jeans to reveal the pair of panties Adele had given him to wear that morning. The shame he felt at being seen in panties by these coolly elegant Frenchwomen was sharp and deep, yet neither Irène nor Sabine showed the slightest surprise at what he was wearing.

‘Those too,’ said Sabine, indicating his panties. ‘Hurry, now.’

But Joseph could not bring himself to obey.

‘Don’t be shy,’ said Irène. ‘We’re your Mistresses, you have no secrets from us. We can do what we like with you, and the sooner you accept that the better. Now, take down your panties, Joseph, or we’ll do it for you.’

His brain swimming, Josph took down his panties and stood naked and ashamed before his lovely Mistresses. He wasn’t erect which both deepened his shame and somehow made it sweeter. Overcome by anxiety, he was at his smallest, and he felt excruciatingly unmanned and unmanly, but once again Irène and Sabine behaved as if nothing was out of the ordinary. To his surprise, he sensed a kindness in them, a genuine concern for his wellbeing.

‘This way,’ said Sabine, leading him out of the bedroom and across the passageway into a small tiled room with a sink, toilet and shower.

‘This will be your wash-room and toilet,’ said Sabine, reaching in and turning on the shower.

‘You’re not to use the other bathrooms,’ said Irène, taking out his shaving-kit and tooth-brush from his wash-bag and placing them by the sink. ‘They are only for Sabine and I, and our guests, not for the servant. You will clean them, but not use them.’

Their matter-of-fact commands cut though his anxiety and, for the first time since Adele’s departure with Laurent, he felt a stirring of physical arousal. He sensed that a very deep submission was waiting for him, and he began to hunger for it.

‘There,’ said Sabine, testing the water with her hand, ‘it’s hot. In you go, my angel.’

Joseph stepped obediently under the warm spray, giving a little start of fright when Sabine tugged the shower curtain noisily closed behind him.

It may have been the servant’s bathroom but it was an excellent shower with a powerful spray of piping hot water, and Jason immediately felt his spirits lift. There was no bar of soap but he found a bottle of creamy liquid with a French name that might have been shampoo or shower-gel — both he hoped — and he used it to wash his hair and his body. It lathered easily and left him smelling faintly of flowers. Once he’d rinsed the soap away, he remained under the shower for several minutes, trying to calm himself, and prepare himself for the ordeal ahead. It was Friday night, and he’d be going home with Adele on Tuesday evening or Wednesday morning so that she could attend her radio interview on Wednesday afternoon. It felt like an eternity but he knew it would pass quickly, and he told himself the best thing he could do was accept his fate and be as good a servant as possible for Irène and Sabine. He thought how attractive they were, and how, for all their brisk authority, they seemed both kind and intelligent. His time here would be over before he knew it, he decided, and then he would have Adele to himself again.

But thinking of Adele made him wonder what she was doing at that very moment, and he immediately experienced a stab of pain in his gut so sharp it left him breathless, and yet the pain brought with it an equally powerful flash of arousal that made him grow partially erect. He remembered looking at Adele’s pretty legs and Laurent’s powerful thighs as they’d climbed the stairs ahead of him, and his mind filled with an image of Laurent making love to his wife with relentless vigour, his strong legs between her slim thighs, and his muscular arms locked tightly around her. Adele’s head was thrown back in ecstasy, her eyes clenched shut and her mouth open as she cried out in delight. Tormented by the image, Joseph groaned in pain, and turned the shower to cold, staying under the freezing water until it banished his shameful arousal.

When he pulled back the shower curtain he was relieved to find he was alone. A large white towel had been left out for him and he dried himself with it, invigorated by the shower. He had a pee, then washed his hands and brushed his teeth. He regarded his reflection in the mirror, surprised at how like himself he looked. He thought about shaving, but his cheeks still felt smooth, and he decided he’d shave in the morning. Wrapping the towel around his waist, he went silently into the passageway, hoping he could go to bed without seeing any more of Sabine and Irène.

There was no sign of them, and no sound of voices, but they were waiting for him in his room, causing him to jump in surprise, but it was not just their silent presence that startled him, it was the fact that, apart from the scarves he’d brought them tied around their necks, and their high-heeled shoes, and the broad, mischievous grins on their faces, they were completely naked.

‘We thought you’d like to see us in our scarves,’ said Sabine, laughing and striking a catwalk pose.

‘And don’t look so shocked,’ said Irène. ‘You’ll have to get used to seeing us naked. We often go without clothes in the apartment and that won’t change just because you’re here.’

‘Let me dry your hair,’ said Sabine, taking the towel from around his waist and using it to rub his damp hair.

Irène picked up his nightdress from the bed and stood holding it, and watching Sabine dry his hair.

‘Make the most of this,’ said Sabine, taking up his hairbrush from the chest-of-drawers, and brushing his long hair with it. ‘After tonight you’ll be left to your own devices.’

‘Your hair is lovely,’ said Irène moving in close to touch it and push it behind his ears. ‘But keep wearing a pony-tail in the day-time, it makes you look tidy and alert as a servant should.’

As they tended to him, Joseph felt their breasts and thighs graze against his skin, and the warm breeze of their breath against his face. Their proximity allowed him to feel the heat from their bodies and inhale their perfume and that, along with their physical beauty and assertive manner, brought him helplessly and fiercely erect.

‘That’s more like it,’ said Sabine approvingly, glancing down at his erection.

‘We may be lesbians,’ said Irène, ‘but we were both happily married for years, and we like men to desire us. In fact, we’d be offended if you didn’t, and a slave should always long for his Mistress. It deepens her power over him, so don’t be embarrassed.’

‘But there’s one thing you must remember’ said Sabine, running her fingers slowly up and down his erection. ‘We may touch you whenever we like, but you must never touch us unless we give you permission, and that is highly unlikely. Do you understand?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered.

‘That brings us to names,’ said Irène. ‘As our servant you may not call us Sabine or Irène, that would be too familiar. What do you call Adele when she takes charge of you?’

‘Madame,’ he said.

‘Then you must continue to call her that,’ said Irène, ‘and you will call us Mistress. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ said Joseph, utterly entranced.

‘He’s lovely, isn’t he?’ Irène said to Sabine, their eyes sparkling with mischief and desire.

‘He’s perfect,’ said Sabine, stepping away from Joseph, and pulling Irène into a deep, urgent kiss.

Joseph had never seen women kiss like this before, with such passion and sexual hunger, and he stared at them in wide-eyed amazement.

‘Look what you do to us,’ said Irène, smiling at Joseph as Sabine kissed her breasts. ‘We’ve missed having a slave to tease and use as we like. We’re going to enjoy taking charge of you, Joseph, we’re going to enjoy it very much. Now put your nightdress on, it’s time for you to go to bed.’

They went back to kissing while he pulled his nightgown over his head and down over his body, the lace hem coming to rest just above his knees. He felt very foolish and effeminate in his pretty gown, and yet he loved the feel of the silk against his skin, and he was glad to cover up his nakedness — until he looked down and saw how his arousal pushed against the soft material of his slip.

‘Do not think badly of yourself because you are a slave,’ said Sabine, lifting her head from Irène’s breasts. ‘It is a balance, an equation where the submissive is as important as the dominant, the slave as valuable as his Master or Mistress. Your submission gives pleasure to others, never forget that. Irène and I are kissing because it excites us to dominate you, and put you under our spell. When we are in bed, we will think of you when we make love, and we will give thanks for your submission.’

‘And Adele will be the same,’ said Irène, pulling back the bedcovers for him. ‘At this moment, lying in Laurent’s arms, she will be thinking of you, giving thanks for your submission and for her freedom to be with Laurent, and thinking of you living as our slave will add spice to her pleasure. In a strange way she will have two men in her bed, one in her arms and one in her mind. So you see, none of this would be possible without you. You may be a slave, but in many ways you are the sun which brings us light and warmth, and we do you honour for it.’

‘And now you must rest well and save your strength for tomorrow,‘ said Sabine. ‘You must rise early, you have a busy day ahead of you.’

Joseph got into bed, comforted by their words, and by the crisp, clean-smelling sheets, and by the way Irène tucked them in so firmly around him.

‘Be at peace, Joseph,’ said Irène, kissing him on the cheek and clicking off his bedside light.

‘Sleep well, my angel,’ said Sabine, taking Irène by the hand and leading her out of the room, closing the door softly behind them.

‘Sleep?’ Joseph thought. ‘How can I possibly sleep?’ But it was the last thought be had before he fell fast asleep.

JOSEPH WOKE with a start and for a few moments he had no idea where he was, and then it all came back to him in a rush of tumbling memories, foremost among them the memory of Adele smiling fondly at Laurent, and touching his arm with such trust and affection.

The narrow crack between the shutters allowed a faint light into the room and he looked at his clock and saw that it was just after six o’clock. He closed his eyes and remembered Sabine saying that this had been Mimi’s room, and for a moment Joseph felt the ghostly presence of the man who had slept here before him. He turned to face the wall and tried to get back to sleep, but he was too anxious and excited to sleep, and he rose from the bed and opened the shutters. A servant’s room, the room had no view to speak of, only the blank wall of another apartment across a narrow alleyway.

He opened the small wardrobe and found that it was empty except for some coat-hangers, and a small wicker laundry basket with a spare blanket folded inside it. He looked in the chest-of-drawers and saw that it was empty too except for his t-shirts and socks and knickers. On the wall above the chest-of-drawers he saw a black-and-white framed photograph of a pretty young woman in a maid’s uniform hanging out sheets to dry on a washing-line. It was a windy day and, along with the sheets, her dress and apron were billowing in the wind revealing her petticoat and slim legs, but she was smiling at the camera, happy in her work. For some reason he found her smile infectious, and he began to look forward to his first day as Irène and Sabine’s house-servant.

He turned on the radio and heard a French voice reading what he presumed was a news bulletin, and he sat on the bed and tuned it to the BBC World Service. Reassured to hear an English voice, he left it to play at a low volume, and crossed the hallway to his servant’s bathroom.

Shaving at the small sink, he regarded the strange, transgendered reflection in the mirror of a long-haired man shaving while wearing a woman’s slip, and he thought how he’d been both relieved and disappointed not to find a maid’s uniform in his wardrobe. Going back to his bedroom he stepped into a pair of Adele’s pretty yellow panties and got dressed in his black jeans, t-shirt and trainers. And then he tied back his hair in a neat pony-tail and, feeling surprisingly clear-headed, he switched off the radio and ventured out into the spacious apartment.

The passageway led him back to the kitchen-sitting room, and from there he went out into the central hallway, looking to get a sense of the apartment’s general lay-out. He saw that there were five other doorways leading off the hallway apart from the entrance door and the blue door that led to the rooftop. The lay-out seemed identical to Laurent’s apartment, and so he assumed the second door on the right, past the dining-room, led to Irène and Sabine’s master bedroom. Two of the other doors were open and he could see that one led into a bathroom, and the other into a large study with two desks each with a computer. Assuming the other door led to a guest bedroom or perhaps a second sitting-room, he went back into the kitchen and found money and a key in the dish by the fruit bowl as Sabine had promised. Taking the money and key he went back into the hall, opened the door as quietly as he could and, feeling a pleasant sense of adventure, left the apartment.

As he passed the entrance to Laurent’s apartment, he cringed like a beaten dog, images of Adele lying with Laurent in his wide bed filling his mind, but he felt better again as soon as he stepped out into the open air.

Not having any French, he felt anxious and vulnerable, but he also felt exhilarated to be in another country, and he loved the look of the wide tree-lined boulevard with its cafés and bars only just opening up for the day. Following Sabine’s instructions he turned right and then right again, and found himself in a narrow street with bookshops and art-shops, and clothes and jewellery boutiques as well as a delicatessen, a butcher’s shop and, at the end of the street a baker’s shop, the only shop open at this early hour, where he bought three croissants and a long French baguette.

He found a bench and sat down on it to watch the unfamiliar world go by, and try to come to terms with his strange predicament. He found that he was looking forward to seeing Irène and Sabine again and submitting to their rule, but it was Adele who filled his mind. Her absence only seemed to add to her power and mystery and he longed for her with a nagging ache of jealous pain, and yet it aroused him to think of her with Laurent. It was a twisted arousal, he knew that, but he’d never felt it so strongly before, nor felt such a profound sense of defeat and submission to his lovely wife. It was Saturday, he told himself, one day less to go. All he could do was serve Irène and Sabine to the best of his ability, and wait for the days to pass. It was a daunting yet far from unpleasant prospect, and he felt almost light-hearted as he stood from the bench and walked slowly back to the apartment.

He put his key and change back in the little dish, and then emptied the dishwasher from the night before and got on with preparing breakfast. It took him a few minutes to work out how to use the coffee maker, and then he filled it and set it working. He laid the table with side-plates and large French breakfast cups and jars of honeys and jams, and laid the baguette on the table and put the croissants on a plate. Finding a carton of fresh orange juice in the fridge, he poured some into a jug and set it down on the table with two glasses. There were plenty of eggs in the fridge and he thought about preparing them boiled or scrambled eggs, but he thought it best to keep things simple on his first day.

Sabine was the first to appear in the kitchen, looking very sleepy in a green silk kimono. She gave him a friendly kiss on his cheek, murmured ‘coffee’ and sat down at the table.

He poured her coffee, and then some juice which she drank before pouring some more.

‘I shouldn’t have had the brandy,’ she said, tearing open a croissant and spreading jam on it.

A few minutes later Irène appeared in a red silk kimono. She also looked hungover and ill-tempered and yet she too gave Joseph a friendly kiss before sitting at table and tearing her croissant while he poured coffee and fruit juice for her

The two women ate in silence for a few minutes, and then Irène looked up at Joseph and asked him if he’d eaten.

‘No,’ he replied.

‘But you must eat,’ she said in an accusing, impatient tone, leaping to her feet and putting a croissant and some bread and jam on a plate before setting it for him on the breakfast bar.

‘You can eat standing,’ she told him. ‘You may use the table when we’re not here, but in future try to eat before us. See to your needs, then you will be free to serve ours, is that understood?’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘I beg your pardon,’ she said, shooting him a stern look.

‘Yes, Mistress Irène,’ he said quickly, experiencing a thrill of submissive arousal.

‘You may have what you want in the mornings,’ she said, appeased by his use of her full title. ‘Buy bacon if you wish — I know how much the English like bacon with eggs — but eat before us. At lunch, and in the evenings, you will eat after us, have whatever is left over, unless we’re going out to eat in which case you can have what you like. We’ll tell you if and when you will be expected to cook for us.’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène.’

‘You will have a thirty minute break at eleven o’clock, half an hour to eat lunch and dinner, and an hour off between three and four when you can rest in your room. You will usually be finished by nine o’clock at night, unless we have need of you. You may go out if you wish — if you need money to buy a drink take it from the bowl — but you must be back and in bed by eleven o’clock or you will be punished.’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène,’ he said again, fearful yet darkly excited by the thought of being punished by these confident, elegant women.

He ate his breakfast standing at the kitchen work-top while Sabine and Irène conversed companionably in French. He couldn’t understand a word of what they said, but he liked the sound of their voices as well as their gestures and graceful, feminine movements.

They seemed completely unaware of his presence and, after laughing at something Sabine said, they fell into a long and loving kiss, their kimonos falling open so that he caught sight of their lovely breasts. He looked away immediately, feeling like a voyeur, and he studiously avoided looking at them even though they kept kissing and murmuring sweet words of love for several minutes before they got up from table.

‘I’m going out to a meeting this morning,’ said Sabine, ‘but Irène will show you your duties. Tidy up in here and then come to our bedroom.’

‘Yes, Mistress Sabine,’ he replied, but they’d already left the room.

Once he’d put their breakfast dishes in the dishwasher and wiped down the table and work-tops, he went into the hallway and stood outside their bedroom door. Suffering another bout of anxiety and bewilderment at his enslavement, he took several deep breaths to compose himself before knocking on the door.

‘Come in,’ he heard Sabine say, and he opened the door and went in.

‘Very good, Joseph,’ said Sabine, not looking at him as she stood naked in front of an open wardrobe, rifling through her clothes. ‘You must always knock before entering, and only come in when you have been given permission.’

He nodded his agreement, once more averting his eyes from her glorious form.

‘I like that you look away,’ said Irène who was sitting on the bed in bra and panties, pulling on a pair of sheer, dark hose. ‘It is a mark of respect.’

‘You will clean the shower-room, tidy our bedroom and make our bed every morning without fail,’ said Sabine, stepping into a pair of panties. ‘And you will gather up our dirty clothes and towels and take them to the laundry-room.’

‘Pay attention for we will not tell you again,’ said Irène, pulling a pretty blue dress over her head, and stepping into some blue high-heeled shoes. ‘Everything on this side of the room is mine, and everything on that side is Sabine’s, that way you will know where to put away our clean clothes once you have ironed and folded them, or hung them neatly on hangers. Your only problem will be with our dirty laundry — you will not know what is mine and what is Sabine’s — and so from today we will each use our own laundry basket, one of each side of the room,’ she said, pointing out the separate laundry baskets. ‘Do not mix up our clothes or underwear,’ she added sternly. ‘We love our clothes and expect you to take the greatest care of them.’

‘I will,’ said Joseph, entranced by her severe manner.

‘See that you do,’ said Irène, going over to the dressing-table to put on her make-up.

‘I must hurry,’ Sabine said to Irène. She didn’t seem to wear make-up, and with her close-cropped hair, she was already dressed in an elegant trouser suit and ready to leave. ‘Meet me for lunch?’

‘Maybe,’ said Irène, exchanging a brief kiss with her lover. ‘I’ll call you.’

‘Je t’aime,’ said Sabine, hurrying out of the room.

‘Je t’aime aussi,’ Irène called after her.

Irène brushed out her lovely auburn hair and then stood and regarded her reflection in the mirror with a pretty frown, smoothing her dress over her hips, and saying to Joseph, ‘Well, what are you waiting for? Take the laundry baskets and come with me.’

Carrying the baskets he followed her through the kitchen and along the passageway to the utility room where she showed him how to use the washing-machine, telling him he must hand-wash their lingerie and delicates as well as any woollen items. She reached under the sink and took out a bottle of liquid detergent. ‘For our delicates,’ she told him. ‘Do not shrink any of our clothes, or cause the colours to run,’ she warned him, running a finger across her throat, ‘or it will be the guillotine.’

‘How will I dry them?’ he asked seeing there was a tumble-dryer as well as a pulley on the ceiling.

‘We prefer our clothes to be dried outside,’ she informed him. ‘They smell fresher that way. There’s a washing-line in the garden downstairs and one on the roof too. Use one or the other, it makes no difference to me. If it’s raining, use the pulley. We only use the tumble-dryer if we are in a hurry to wear something.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, following her to the cleaning cupboard where she showed him its contents, telling him she expected the main kitchen-sitting room and the hallway and their bedroom to be vacuumed daily, and the rest of the apartment every second day, preferably when both she and Sabine were out so that they wouldn’t have to listen to the noise. She informed him also that the wooden furniture, and the mirrors were to be cleaned and polished every week.

Joseph thought how he’d be gone before a week was up, but he said nothing, and just nodded his head in agreement.

‘Imagine the apartment is a hotel,’ she told him, ‘and every day we are your new guests. Nothing must be out of place.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, taking her words to heart.

‘There’s something I’ve forgotten,’ she said, sounding angry with herself, and hurrying out of the room. ‘Follow me.’

He followed obediently behind her, smelling her perfume and charmed by the brisk sway of her hips, and the clip of her heels in the tiled passageway. Reaching the sitting-area of the main room, her heels suddenly silent on the rug, she opened a drawer and took out a tiny hand-bell.

‘We’ll use this if we ever need to summon you,’ she said, giving the bell a little shake. It made a surprisingly loud and sharp sound, and Joseph had no doubt he’d be able to hear it wherever he was in the apartment. ‘There’s one the same in our bedroom, and one in the study too — we bought them for Mimi — so listen out for their ring. You will be expected to come quickly. Too long a delay will make us angry, I warn you.’

Yes, Mistress,’ he said again, as darkly aroused by the thought of her anger as by the thought of being summoned by a hand-bell.

‘Now, I’m going to work in the study, and you can get on with the housework. If you need to ask anything, you know where to find me.’

Without another word she vanished into the hallway, and he heard the study closing behind her. Suddenly anxious again, yet longing to make a good impression, he went back to the laundry room and sorted the contents of their laundry baskets into piles of cottons and coloureds that could go into the washing machine, and woollens and lingerie that he would need to hand-wash, taking care to put them in separate piles so that he wouldn’t mix them up. He noticed that Sabine tended to wear loose French panties and unwired bras whereas Irene favoured bikini briefs and more classic underwired bras. He also noticed that their clothes and underwear were very stylish and often by designer brands, and he determined to take the same care with them as he always did with Adele’s clothes at home.

He loaded two pairs of jeans and a pile of cottons into the machine, but decided to check their shower-room for any towels that could go in with the wash. In their shower-room, he used the dirty towels to wipe the sink and the shower’s glass door. He rearranged some bottles of scent on the window ledge and replaced the nearly finished toilet paper with a new roll. He opened the lid of the little bin to find that it was barely half-full, but he left it till another time, making a mental note to ask Irène about the waste-bin arrangements for the apartment.

Going back into the bedroom, he hung up their kimonos on the little brass hooks on the back of the door and then made their bed, noting how comfortable it looked with its wide, firm mattress, lightweight duvet and soft linen sheets. Then he gathered some scattered shoes from the floor and put them away in the appropriate shoe racks. Noticing that the shutters weren’t fully open, he pushed them into place, and then looked round the room to see what he’d missed. Nothing, he thought, although he pushed Irene’s knicker drawer fully shut, and arranged her hair-brush and make up more neatly on the dressing-table. A little to his surprise, he discovered that he was enjoying his work, and looking forward to the rest of his day. The only clouds that hung over him were his nagging thoughts about Adele, the lingering feelings of pain and jealousy which so confounded and aroused him.

Going back to the laundry-room, he put the towels in with the jeans and cottons and set the machine going, and then filled the deep sink with warm water and liquid detergent and began to hand-wash Irène and Sabine’s lingerie and woollens. He found it troubling to wash their pretty slips and panties, and their lace bras and silken hose by hand. At home he usually found a submissive delight in washing Adele’s lingerie, an intimate erotic connection with her as his wife and Mistress, but he didn’t feel he had the right to enjoy washing Irene and Sabines’s clothes in the same way. It would be presumptuous of him, and he’d feel as if he was somehow betraying Adele, and so he kept his thoughts neutral as he went about his work, taking particular care with a lovely cashmere sweater dress of Sabine’s, rinsing and wringing it out gently by hand before laying it to dry flat across the pulley so that it wouldn’t stretch out of shape.

He decided to hang the washed items to dry on the roof and not in the garden downstairs where he feared being seen hanging out such feminine garments by neighbours or by Laurent or Adele, and he took his basket up onto the private space of the rooftop. He found the coil of wash-line on a hook on one of the chimney stacks and, unwinding it, he saw that it stretched across to another stack and then back to another hook, giving him two long washing-lines. Finding a bag of sturdy looking wash-pegs he hung out Irène’s lingerie on one of the lines, and Sabine’s on the other. He made sure to fasten the wash-pegs securely. There was a strong breeze and he didn’t want to lose any of the clothes, although he found something dreamily erotic in the thought of Sabine’s green silk French panties or Irène’s pretty lace chemise drifting like wonderful birds on the currents above the rooftops of Paris.

He stood for a few minutes staring out across the city. It was a beautiful sight, dizzying and dream-like, but thoughts of Adele once more invaded his mind. Was she up and dressed, or was she still in bed making love with Laurent? Were they sharing a shower together, or eating breakfast? Was she thinking about him living as Irène and Sabine’s slave, or had she forgotten all about him? Tormented by these questions, he longed to see Adele, and he hoped fervently that she’d be true to her word and come and visit him soon. He may have taken easily enough to his role as Irène and Sabine’s house-servant, but he felt as if he’d lose his mind if he didn’t see his wife.

He came down from the roof, and went back to the laundry-room where he’d seen a pile of clothes that needed ironing. He set up the ironing-board, filled the iron with water and, selecting the steam setting, quickly lost himself in the calming rhythm of ironing Irène and Sabine’s elegant skirts and blouses. He’d just finished the last item when he heard the sharp ring of the hand-bell from deep in the apartment. Putting Sabine’s cream silk blouse quickly onto a hanger, he rushed from the laundry-room to the study where he knocked respectfully on the door.

‘Come in,’ he heard Irène say.

Taking a deep breath, and with his heart hammering painfully in his chest, he opened the door and went inside.

‘I’d like coffee, please,’ said Irène, not looking up from her computer screen.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

‘A fresh pot,’ she said. ‘And make it a little stronger than this morning.’

Giving a little bow, Joseph left the room and hurried to the kitchen. It was a simple enough command, but it excited him nonetheless, and he wanted her coffee to be perfect. He cleaned out the machine and, adding an extra measure of coffee, set it to work. Then he searched through the kitchen cupboards for appropriate cups. They’d taken their morning coffee out of large French breakfast bowls, but he knew that wouldn’t do for mid-morning coffee. He found delicate little coffee-cups with saucers, and a small, ornate coffee-pot. When the coffee was brewed, he filled one of the little cups, pouring the rest into the pot, and set them both on a silver tray. Balancing the tray carefully, and feeling very like a butler, he carried the coffee out into the hallway and once more knocked on the study door.

‘Come in,’ Irène said in her brisk, slightly impatient tone.

He went into her study and placed the tray carefully on her desk beside her keyboard.

‘How thoughtful of you to present it so nicely,’ said Irène, clearly very pleased with him. ‘I’d forgotten all about this coffee-pot. From now on, use it every morning.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, happy that he’d pleased her.

‘Now let me taste it.’

Lifting the cup in her slim fingers she sipped the coffee, smiled in approval and said, ‘Perfect, Joseph. Make it like this every time and I will be your friend forever.’

Joseph bowed his head respectfully, and turned to leave.

‘Before you go,’ said Irène. ‘I will be meeting Sabine for lunch. Make sure you have something to eat, then get on with your work. There’s plenty to do. We’ll be back around two.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I heard you going up to the roof,’ she said. ‘Were you hanging out our clothes?’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène.’

‘Excellent,’ said Irène. ’It’s nearly eleven o’clock. Time for your break. Go and have a rest in your room, you’ve earned it.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, lifted by her praise.

Going to his room, he lay on his bed, not so much tired as wrung-out, and beset by a deep-rooted and naggingly arousing anxiety about Adele. He wondered if he should go down to see her in Laurent’s apartment, but he didn’t feel it was his place to visit her. He’d have to wait for her to come to him, he realised, experiencing another thrill of masochistic arousal.

When he rose from his rest, he went straight back to work, emptying the washing machine and hanging the contents on the line on the roof, and then he took advantage of Irène and Sabine’s absence to vacuum the apartment. Once he’d finished, he cleaned the main bathroom, and then went into the kitchen to find something for lunch. He wasn’t hungry and yet he made himself eat a ham sandwich and drink a glass of milk.

When Sabine and Irène returned it was almost three o’clock, and both women kissed him and praised his housework.

‘We’ve missed having a slave,’ said Sabine, ‘and it’s lovely to come home to a tidy house again.’

‘We’re late back because we’ve been looking for a present for you,’ said Irène, taking a package from her bag and handing it to him.

‘It’s just a small gift to say thank-you for our scarves, and for being our hard-working and obedient house-servant,’ said Sabine.

‘We may be strict with you,’ said Irène, ‘but we think of you all the time.’

‘Well, don’t just stand there,’ Sabine told him. ‘Open it.’

Joseph unwrapped his gift and took out a paperback book which he saw was an English translation of short stories by Guy de Maupassant.

‘There are no books in English in the house,’ said Sabine, ‘and we thought you should have something to read when you’re not working.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Joseph, touched by their gift. ‘It’s very kind of you.’

‘Have you read his stories?’ asked Irène.

‘I never have,’ said Joseph. ‘I’ve heard of them but I’ve never read them.’

‘Then you are in for a treat,’ said Sabine. ‘He’s one of our greatest writers, and his short stories are wonderful, not always happy perhaps, but full of life and truth — and such variety! I’m sure you’ll enjoy them.’

‘I’m sure I will,’ said Joseph.

‘Now we are going for a siesta,’ said Irène, leading Sabine to their bedroom. ‘You should do the same. Perhaps you can read your book.’

Joseph went back to his room, and once more lay on the bed. He tried to read his book, but couldn’t bring himself to concentrate, and he lay on his back clutching his gift to his chest, and gazing up at the picture on the wall of the pretty maid hanging out her washing. To his surprise he began to feel sleepy, and closing his eyes, he fell into a light doze. It felt like seconds later when he was wakened by the sound of the hand-bell but the clock told him he’d been asleep for over thirty minutes, and he rushed from his room as if the house was on fire.

He expected to see Irène and Sabine, but the sight of Adele sitting with them at table drinking wine, and laughing and talking with them as if they’d been friends for years, struck him with the force of lightning.

She was here at last!

His true Mistress was here, and it was all he could do not to fling himself at her feet.

‘Good afternoon, Joseph,’ Adele said, regarding him with amusement in her lovely eyes. ‘I must say, I like the idea of a hand-bell. Sabine and Irène allowed me to ring it, and here you are like magic. I must remember to get one when I return to London.’

He just stared at his wife, drinking her in, noting how relaxed and playful she seemed, and how lovely she looked in a pair of blue jeans and a loose silk top. No-one in the world looked as good in jeans as Adele, and when her proud gaze forced him to look down, he caught a glimpse of sheer dark hose at her ankle between her jeans and high heels, a style he’d always found irresistibly alluring.

‘I only came up to see how you are,’ said Adele, smiling at her husband, ‘but Irène and Sabine have been plying me with wine.’

Joseph tried to return her smile, but his face wouldn’t obey him. He longed to have Adele to himself, to talk to her in private, and seek some comforting words of love and solace as well as a confirmation of when they would be going home, but she seemed to be enjoying Irène and Sabine’s company far too much to want to be alone with him.

‘We’re leading her astray,’ said Irène.

‘I’m not sure I can get any more astray,’ said Adele, laughing easily with her fellow Mistresses. ‘Anyway, Joseph,’ she said in a more serious tone, ‘I’m pleased to say Sabine and Irène speak very highly of you, and have given me an excellent report of your behaviour. They’re delighted with your attitude and application — Sabine has praised in particular your modesty and good manners, and Irène has spoken of how attentive you are, and how you never need to be told a thing twice. They both say how quickly you’ve settled in, and how natural it feels already to have you in their home.’

‘But there are one or two things we’d like to ask Adele,’ said Sabine, ‘and we wanted you here, Joseph, so can hear what she has to say.’

‘Is that alright, Adele?’ Irène asked her.

‘Of course it is,’ said Adele. ‘Ask away.’

‘Have you ever beaten Joseph?’ Sabine asked her.

‘I never have,’ said Adele, surprised but secretly thrilled by the question. ’I’ve teased him about it, and told him I will one day — it’s an exciting thought, I have to say — but no, I’ve never beaten him.’

‘We used to beat Mimi from time to time,’ said Sabine. ‘Sometimes to correct his behaviour, but mostly just for the fun of it. Nothing puts a slave in his place like a beating.’

‘Did you beat him hard?’

‘We won’t lie to you,’ said Irène. ‘We beat him very hard, sometimes we even made him cry, and Mimi was strong and stubborn and hated to cry, but there’s no point in a punishment unless it hurts.’

‘And you would like to beat Joseph?’ Adele asked.

Joseph stared at his wife, astonished at her apparent calmness, at how she could even consider such a request.

‘He’s done nothing to deserve a punishment,’ said Sabine, ‘but we’d like to know we have your permission to beat him if we so desired. We would never do such a thing without your approval.’

‘How would you do it?’ Adele asked, an elusive arousal swimming in her blood.

‘With a riding crop or a leather-strap,’ said Irène. ‘Usually the crop.’

‘It feels nicer in the hand,’ said Sabine. ‘And it hurts more.’

‘And where would you beat him?’ Adele asked, her arousal growing.

‘We’d put him over a table, take down his trousers and beat him on his bare bottom,’ said Irène.

‘Would you tie him?’ asked Adele, as calm as ever, but looking at Joseph with a strange light in her eyes that sent a shiver down his spine.

‘I hope we wouldn’t need to,’ said Irène. ‘We would expect him to be brave and take his punishment, but it we had to, then yes, we’d tie him.’

‘I couldn’t be so cruel to him,’ said Adele, hugely to Joseph’s relief. ‘He’s always so kind to me, it wouldn’t be fair of me to allow it.’

Joseph experienced an even deeper sense of relief. He should have known his loving wife would never consign him to such a cruel and unjust fate.

‘But I can see how it would teach him his place,’ said Adele, experiencing an exquisite surge of raw female power, ‘and so yes, you have my permission to beat him when and how you see fit.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Sabine. ‘It will be an important part of his training.’

‘It will allow us to really take charge of him,’ said Irene, ‘and keep him under our rule.’

‘Then it can only be for the good,’ said Adele.

‘You won’t regret it,’ said Sabine.

‘I’m sure I won’t,’ said Adele.

Joseph stared at his wife in astonishment, unable to believe what he’d just heard. He told himself to speak out, tell her she couldn’t possibly permit such cruelty, and yet he didn’t make a sound. He was too stunned to speak, and he truly feared these sternly elegant women, and felt helpless before them.

‘But may I ask one thing of you?’ said Adele, very aroused by the look of disbelief in Joseph’s eyes. It felt lovely to surprise him, and push him deeper into the quicksand.

‘Of course you may,’ said Irène.

‘Perhaps, one time when you are going to beat him,’ said Adele, ‘you will let me know so I can come up and watch, and see how it’s done?’

Joseph felt his heart turn over, and he struggled for breath.

‘It will be our pleasure,’ said Sabine.

‘You can try it for yourself if you wish,’ said Irène.

‘I think I’d like that,’ said Adele, blushing with excitement.

‘You will, I promise,’ said Sabine. ‘It is one of the greatest pleasures for a woman, to have a man at her mercy, and then show him none.’

‘There’s something else I’d like,’ said Adele, her blush deepening, ‘but I’m too ashamed to ask.’

‘Don’t be ashamed,’ said Irène. ‘You’re among friends, you can say what you like.’

’I’d like to see Laurent beat him,’ said Adele, her insides liquefying with desire. ‘I don’t know why, but I’d like that very much.’

‘Then all you must do is ask Laurent,’ said Irène with an encouraging smile. ‘I’m sure he will be only too happy to oblige. We asked him to punish Mimi from time to time. He’s very good at it, and will be a particularly chastening experience for Joseph to be beaten by another man.’

‘The man who has replaced him as your lover,’ added Sabine.

‘Then I will ask him,’ said Adele. ‘When I think the time is right.’

‘And we will let you know if we intend to punish Joseph,’ said Sabine, ‘so you can learn how it’s done.’

‘I never knew I could be so cruel,’ said Adele, laughing in astonishment at her behaviour, and covering her face with her hands.

‘Sometime it’s a Mistress’s duty to be cruel,’ said Irène putting her hand gently on Adele’s arm. ‘And you must be sure to enjoy it.’

‘It’s only natural to want Laurent to take charge of your husband,’ said Sabine.’ I always loved it when Irène whipped Mimi, and he loved it too, I believe. It put him under like nothing else, and made him understand he truly was a slave and no longer a free man.’

‘I can’t believe we’re talking like this,’ said Adele, taking a drink of wine, and regarding her accomplices with a look of wonder in eyes.

‘But we are,’ said Irène, ‘and we’re talking this way because we’ve broken free of the bonds that hold us prisoner, and shown the courage to lead our lives according to our true instincts and natures.’

‘As Jean-Jacques Rousseau said so famously,’ Sabine added. ’Man is born free, but everywhere he is in chains.’

‘You make it sound so grand,’ said Adele.

‘It is grand,’ said Sabine, lifting her glass and offering a toast. ‘The freedom of women to live as they wish, and men too if they can keep up with us.’

‘I’ll drink to that,’ said Adele.

Joseph could only watch in dismay as the three women laughed and clinked their glasses in celebration of their freedom, and savoured their blood red wine. ’One other thing,’ said Sabine. ‘Jospeh looks so pretty in his panties and nightdress, we can’t help wondering how he might look in a dress with stockings and heels. Would you mind if we dressed him as a woman from time to time?’

‘Not at all,’ said Adele, her enthusiasm entirely genuine. ‘He does look lovely in a dress, and he secretly loves being forced to wear women’s clothes, the prettier the better. Put him in a dress whenever you like.’

‘Thank-you, Adele, we will,’ said Irène, smiling at Joseph.

‘Perhaps he will be our maid instead of our butler,’ said Sabine, also smiling at Joseph.

‘One last thing,’ said Irène, ‘and then we’ll let you get back to Laurent,’ but then she suddenly looked embarrassed which surprised Adele as Irène always seemed so sure of herself.

‘Now it’s my turn to be shy,’ said Irène. ‘I hope you won’t mind me asking.’

‘Of course not,’ said Adele, glad to see Irène lose her composure for a moment, and liking her all the more for it. ‘You’re among friends, remember.’

‘Touché,’ said Irène. ‘Then I will speak freely. We have no intention of letting Joseph become our lover, but we may sometimes wish to use him for our pleasure in a way that we find most enjoyable.’

‘You want to use his mouth?’ said Adele.

‘We do,’ said Irène, ‘but we will never allow him such an honour unless we have your permission. You are his Mistress, we never forget that, and our aim is only to deepen his love and submission to you.’

‘By worshipping us,’ said Sabine, ‘the women you have given him to, he will really be worshipping you, and obeying your will, and that will make him a more devoted slave to you, believe me.’

‘Since I was last in Paris,’ said Adele, feeling a little possessive of her husband, ‘I haven’t allowed Joseph to make love to me as he’d like — Laurent’s my lover now, and I think Joseph’s coming to accept that — but he’s worshipped me many times with his tongue, and he’s become very good at it.’ She fell silent, and found that she was struggling for words. She’d felt a stab of jealousy at the thought of Joseph being so intimate with other women, and she wasn’t sure if she could accept Irène and Sabine using her husband in such a way.

‘I confess that a part of me wants to keep Joseph all to myself,’ Adele said, coming clean.

‘Then please do if that’s what you want,’ said Irène, not at all put out. ‘It’s always best to tell the truth, and we’ll do nothing against your wishes.’

‘But it’s a weak and selfish part of me,’ said Adele, pushing beyond her possessiveness. ‘Of course you may use him for your pleasure. What else are slaves for?’

‘Only if you’re sure,’ said Sabine.

‘I’m sure,’ said Adele, certain now that she must give over her husband entirely to his new Mistresses. ‘It’s why he’s come here, to live as your slave, and learn how to serve me as his Mistress. If I’m asking him to stop thinking of me as his wife, then I must also stop thinking of him as my husband. Since he’s my slave, I must learn not to be possessive of him. So please do with him as you wish — punish him, dress him, use him for your pleasure in any way you like. If I’m honest, it’s lovely to be downstairs with Laurent, and know that Joseph’s living up here in service to you. There’s something delicious about it, and Laurent feels the same. It just feels right, don’t ask me why.’

‘It feels right because it is right,’ said Irène. ‘From what I’ve seen of Joseph, I believe it’s what he needs and wants, even if he can’t always admit it. In my view, he’s born to be a woman’s slave.’

‘I’m sure you’re right,’ said Adele, looking tenderly at her husband. ‘Why give me such a look?’ she said to him, seeing the hurt in his eyes. ‘This had to happen you know it did. Now, come over here, I wish to speak to you.’

Too shocked to obey, Joseph stood where he was.

‘Do what you’re told,’ said Adele, an edge of warning in her voice. ‘Or  I’ll ask Sabine and Irène to punish you this minute.’

Shaken but darkly aroused by her threat, Joseph stepped close to Adele who took him gently by the hand.

‘Don’t think badly of me,’ she said softly. ‘If I’m being cruel it’s only to be kind. It’s not easy for you to hear such things talked about, I know that, but it’s best to get it all into the open. We truly are among friends, and I’m so happy to be with Laurent, you’ve no idea how happy.’

She saw the pain come into his eyes, and she squeezed his hand, and said, ‘Be happy for me, Joseph. A slave must live for his Mistress’s pleasure, not his own. That’s the biggest lesson you have to learn from coming here, and you will learn it, won’t you?’

Swallowing hard, and with tears misting his eyes, Joseph nodded his head. She was so lovely, and he couldn’t bear to lose her, and yet he felt his submissive heart open to her like a flower. And he became aware that her fingers were stroking his slave-ring, turning it round and round on his finger, and he understood she was giving him a signal that she loved him and cared for him, if not as her husband, then as her slave. And he squeezed her hand in return to let her know that he loved her too, and would love her for all eternity.

’Well,’ said Adele, kissing his slave-ring, and letting go of his hand. ‘I must get back to Laurent. He’ll wonder what’s happened to me. I told him I was only popping up for five minutes to check on Joseph.’

‘He’ll worry you’ve eloped with your husband,’ said Sabine, making Adele and Irène laugh.

‘I’ll come and see him again tomorrow,’ Adele said, kissing and embracing Sabine and Irène who followed her out into the hall. ‘Call me if he gives any trouble.’

‘He won’t,’ said Irène, ‘but I’m glad we’ve had this talk.’

‘So am I,’ said Adele. ‘It makes everything clearer. I’m so grateful to you, you’ve no idea. Please use Joseph in any way you like.’

‘We will, Adele, thank-you,’ said Sabine.

Adele looked up and saw her husband standing in the doorway to the kitchen, as pale and lost as a ghost.

‘I’m very pleased with you, Joseph,’ she told him. ‘Keep going the way you are, and you’ll make me very proud and happy.’ And then she turned on her heel, and was gone.

‘Poor Joseph,’ said Sabine, seeing how bereft he was without Adele. ‘Every servant hates to see his Mistress go, but you must learn that the best cure for such sadness is to get on with some work.’

‘Sabine’s right,’ said Irène. ‘You may put away our clean clothes, and prepare our evening meal. Something plain will do. There’s some bolognese sauce in the fridge, just heat it through, and have it ready for seven o’clock. Well, come on, then, what are you waiting for?’ she added, clapping her hands like a schoolmistress to wake him from his trance. ‘You have work to do.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, hurrying away to the refuge of the laundry-room.

Once there, he paced up and down, deeply tormented and aroused by his encounter with his wife, and by the discussion she’d had with Irène and Sabine. He truly felt like a man who’d been sold into slavery. ’What did you expect?’ he told himself. ‘You’re a fool and a madman, and you’ve only got yourself to blame.’

It was true. He’d agreed to come to Paris and live as Irène and Sabine’s slave — he’d even turned down the chance to call the whole thing off — but the reality of his enslavement was only now sinking in, the true depth of his surrender, and the agony of seeing Adele so happy and fulfilled with another man tormented him like never before.

The shocking details of Adele’s discussion with Sabine and Irène kept going round and round in his head, in particular Adele’s acceptance that he’d be beaten and dressed in women’s clothes, and expected to worship his new Mistresses in the way he’d only ever worshipped Adele. But even more shocking was his recollection of Adele’s excitement when she’d talked of witnessing him being punished by Laurent. Seeing how much the idea excited her deepened and darkened his own arousal and, while the thought of such a surrender terrified him, it aroused him more than he could bring himself to accept, and once again he found himself struggling with one of the most troubling contradictions of sadomasochism — that it was possible to want something and not want it in equal measure, and that dreading and fearing something only made him want it all the more.

He gave a groan of despair, and took deep, slow breaths in an effort to compose himself. Glancing at his watch, he saw he still had an hour before he had to begin preparing the evening meal. He looked round and saw the clean laundry and pressed skirts and blouses on hangers ready to be put away, and then he remembered the clothes he’s pegged out on the roof. They’d be dry by now, and he’d bring them in, and iron any items that needed it, and then put them away in Irène and Sabine’s bedroom with all their other clean laundry.

It was a simple plan, and yet it calmed him, and allowed him to put his troubles to the back of his mind. Coming out onto the roof, he felt a dream-like sense of freedom, and he stood for long moments staring out over the rooftops, and finding some comfort in the fact that he’d at least broken free of the bonds of convention, and set his life and marriage on an extraordinary course.

He unpegged the clothes and underwear, placing them in a laundry basket, and taking care to keep Irène’s clothes separate from Sabine’s. While he didn’t allow himself to become aroused by handling their clothes, he nevertheless felt oppressed by the sensual power of the feminine garments, and by the very deep sense of submission it gave him to work as a laundry-maid.

In the laundry-room, he did what ironing was needed before carrying their clothes and underwear to their bedroom. He didn’t expect anyone to be in the bedroom, but he knocked anyway, and was a little surprised to hear Sabine’s voice.

‘Come in, Joseph,’ she said.

He went in and saw that she was alone, and lying on the bed reading a book.

‘I’m sorry to disturb you,’ he said. ‘I wanted to put away your clean clothes.’

‘You’re not disturbing me,’ said Sabine, not looking up from her book. ‘But do it quietly.’

Walking on tiptoe, and opening the drawers and wardrobe doors as quietly as he could, Joseph put away their pretty clothes and underwear, handling them with the greatest care and respect. Sabine’s silent presence intimidated him, and he was convinced she’d find fault with his work, but she gave him only praise.

‘Well done, Joseph,’ she said once he’d put away the last item. ‘You handle our clothes and underwear very nicely and, as far as I can see, you’ve put them all away in exactly the right places. You’re a quick learner, and I couldn’t be more pleased with you. Adele has trained you well, and you’re already an excellent house-servant.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress Sabine,’ he said, giving a respectful nod, and going towards the door.

‘Have you washed my cashmere dress?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘By hand, I hope?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Where have you put it to dry?’

‘Across all the bars of the pulley, Mistress, so that it doesn’t stretch.’

‘Perfect,’ she said. ‘It’s one of my favourite dresses, and I’d be angry if you shrunk it or stretched it, so angry I’d have to punish you. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said again, a part of him longing to be punished by this lovely, playful woman who seemed to be simultaneously kind and cruel, or perhaps she simply understood that, for him, kindness and cruelty were often one and the same.

‘Before you go,’ she said lazily, ‘come over to the bed.’

Startled by her command, he nevertheless obeyed instantly, going quickly to the bed, and standing beside it as straight-backed as a soldier on parade. Sabine played on his anxiety by smiling up at him for long moments without doing or saying anything, and then she put her hand between her legs, and began to caress herself through her suit trousers.

‘It’s sexy to have a slave in the house again,’ she said, not at all embarrassed to touch herself so intimately in front of him. ‘It’s lovely to lie in bed and watch you put away our clothes. It makes me wet watching you, so wet I have to touch myself. When you wash my panties tomorrow, will you remember me touching myself like this?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress Sabine,’ he stammered, feeling himself stir and come erect.

‘I want you to remember,’ she said. ‘And I want you to be hard when you wash my panties, as hard as you are now. Will you be hard for me, Joseph, when you wash my panties?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, now fiercely erect, and longing to kiss her lovely, mocking mouth.

‘I’m glad to hear it,’ she said, stretching out an arm with languid grace, and saying, ‘You may kiss my hand.’

Enchanted by her dominant manner, he immediately took her hand and kissed it, loving her green-painted fingernails, her colourful rings and bracelets, and the exquisite scent of her perfume.

‘That’s all,’ she said, mischief sparkling in her lovely eyes. ‘You may go.’

He turned to go, but she spoke again.

‘Has Mistress Irène asked you to prepare our meal this evening?’

‘Yes, Mistress, she has,’ he replied, falling deeper under her spell. ‘She asked me to serve the bolognese sauce that’s in the fridge.’

‘Hardly exciting,’ said Sabine, sounding disappointed. ‘But you’d better do as she says. Just do what you can.’

‘Yes, Mistress Sabine,’ he replied, but she’d gone back to her book as if he’d never been in the room.

Far from being disappointing, Joseph thought the sauce in the fridge looked and smelled wonderful, and he tipped it into a pot and set it on the cooker to heat through, and put on a big pot of lightly salted water for the spaghetti. He wondered if he should ask his Mistresses if they wanted wine with their meal, and he decided to show a little initiative by taking a bottle of Merlot from the well-stocked wine rack, opening it to let it breathe, and setting it on the table. Possessed by an eagerness to please that bordered on anxiety, he took a lettuce and some spring onions from the vegetable rack, and washed and prepared a simple green salad before making a dressing from balsamic vinegar, olive oil, garlic and Dijon mustard, adding half a teaspoon of sugar, and giving the bottle a vigorous shake. He stirred the sauce in the pan, recalling how prettily Irène’s skirt had swung around her legs the previous night when she’d done the same thing, and then he put the spaghetti into the boiling water, making sure to stir it and push it all under the water to stop it from sticking together.

There was still half a baguette left over from the morning, and he cut off the slightly dry end, and then cut what remained into slices and put it in a basket on the table with butter and a dish of olives, as the kind of simple starter often served in French restaurants. He set two places with the dinner plates and wine glasses they’d used the night before. He also put a jug of water on the table with narrow glass tumblers, and then he went out into the hallway to tell his Mistresses their meal was ready.

He heard them talking in the study, and he knocked on the door, and said, ‘ Your meal is ready, if you’d like to come through.’

‘Thank-you, Joseph,’ Irène called to him. ‘We’ll be there in a moment.’

When they came into the kitchen, they sat at table and began to butter their bread and eat olives, talking all the time in French, and apparently more than happy with their starter. While they ate and talked, Joseph poured out their wine, and then poured them each a glass of water. They paid him not the slightest attention, treating him exactly as if he was a waiter in a restaurant, which he liked, and he busied himself grating parmesan cheese, and stirring the pasta, watching Irène and Sabine closely to see when they’d finished eating bread and olives, and checking his watch to keep an eye on the cooking time for the pasta. He felt nervous and excited, and frantically keen to please his Mistresses.

He debated whether to serve up their meal on plates, or to tip the pasta and sauce into separate dishes and set them on the table so they could help themselves. He sensed they’d prefer the more casual method of the latter and, once he saw they’d finished their starter, he drained the pasta, took two serving dishes from a cupboard, and set the meal in front of them along with the appropriate serving-spoons, and a little bowl of grated parmesan as well as the salad and the oil and vinegar dressing he’d prepared.

Greatly to his relief, and without a word to him, Sabine immediately served portions onto both their plates, passed the parmesan to Irène, and they began to eat in an easy, carefree fashion, chatting happily all the time in French. Josph stood by the cooker, just watching them eat, relaxing a little to see them so apparently happy with his service, and marvelling again at their elegance and beauty, and at how loving they were with each other. Their closeness reminded him of how he and Adele used to be, and sometimes still were when Laurent wasn’t around, and he felt a sudden and very sharp pang of regret. Once more he couldn’t help wondering what Adele and Laurent were doing at that very moment. Were they downstairs enjoying themselves as lovers do, or were they eating out in a restaurant, or drinking with Laurent’s friends in a bar? Was Adele getting dressed to go out, putting on her make-up and pretty lingerie to look her best for Laurent? Whatever she was doing, she was free to do as she liked while he was living as a slave and housekeeper. The absurdity of his situation struck home with renewed force, and he felt a sudden desire to storm out of the apartment, go down to Laurent and Adele and insist on the return of his wallet, passport and phone. He’d go home to London, and make a new life for himself without Adele. But then, even as he planned his escape, he recalled the gleam in Adele’s eyes as she gave Irène and Adele permission to punish him, and he felt a sudden longing to surrender in such a final and irreversible way. He greatly feared the pain of a punishment, and yet he yearned for the sense of submission it would bring him. And what if Laurent were to wield the crop? The thought was too much even for his over-heated imagination, and he forced it out of his mind, knowing as he did so that he was only pushing it into a darker and deeper part of his subconscious. And then he looked over at his new Mistresses and saw Irène cross her lovely nylon-sheathed legs, and smile at Sabine who gazed back at her with infinite warmth on her proud and beautiful face, and he was their prisoner again — a helpless slave to the power and grace of women.

All thoughts of escape crushed in an instant, he turned his attention to making dessert. Taking a peach and an apple along with a bunch of blue-black grapes from the fruit bowl, he washed them before chopping them into pieces, and then he took a carton of cream from the fridge and poured it into a dainty china jug. Finding packets of hazelnuts and almonds, he took a small handful of each and crushed them into tiny bits with a stone pestle before sprinkling them over the fruit. This time he decided to serve the food plated, and he put the fruit into separate bowls, and waited for Irène and Sabine to finish their main course.

They took their time, helping themselves to second portions, before moving onto the salad, covering it with generous amounts of his dressing. Joseph watched from the side, mesmerised by their beauty, and delighted to see them eating with such hearty appetites. He felt the same glow of satisfaction he experienced when he served Adele at table, and he couldn’t help wondering if they’d let him serve them in other ways.

He waited for a minute or so after they’d finished eating — he recalled how Adele never liked to be rushed between courses — and only then did he approach them respectfully, and say, ‘May I take your plates?’

‘You may, Joseph, thank-you,’ said Sabine, ‘I wasn’t particularly looking forward to having the bolognese again, but it was a delicious meal — particularly your dressing — and very nicely served.’

‘We hardly knew you were there,’ Irène added. ‘But you were always attentive. Well done.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Joseph, clearing the plates and dishes from the table before returning to ask if they’d like more wine.

‘We would, thank-you,’ said Irène, smiling at him as he refilled their glasses.

‘Have you made us dessert?’ Sabine enquired.

‘I have, Mistress,’ he answered.

‘Wonderful,’ said Sabine.

‘Shall I serve it now?’ he asked.

‘Why not?’ said Sabine, leaning over and kissing Irène, and saying to her, ‘I’ve missed having a slave.’

‘Moi aussi,’ said Irène, returning Sabine’s kiss. ‘And he’s so quiet and pretty, I can’t wait to see him in a dress.’

‘Heels and nylons too,’ said Sabine.

‘Of course,’ said Irène.

‘It will be a sight to see,’ said Sabine.

Blushing, and shyly aroused to hear them talk of him in such a way, Joseph served their dessert, and retreated to his place by the cooker while they ate and talked, speaking French again. He loved the sound of the language and, although he couldn’t understand what they were saying, he sensed that they were talking about him. When they stood from table, he saw with a glow of pleasure that their plates were empty, and both women came over to him, and kissed him on the cheek, and made a fuss of him.

‘Delicious, thank-you,’ said Sabine.

‘Be careful,’ said Irène, ‘or we won’t let Adele take you back.’

‘That’s right,’ said Sabine. ‘We’ll keep you for ourselves, and never let you go.’

Joseph laughed along with them, a little uneasy, but also very aroused at the thought of such an imprisonment.

‘We may be French,’ said Irène, ‘but we like simple food, and that was perfect. Now, have your own meal, then tidy up in here and come through and find us. We’ll be in the little sitting-room.’

To his surprise, Joseph found that he was hungry, and he ate all that was left of the bread, pasta and sauce, along with the last helping of salad. He drank water with his meal, not wine, and there was no fruit or cream left, but he didn’t mind that — in a strange way he even welcomed it as he believed a slave shouldn’t eat as well as his Mistresses.

It didn’t take him long to wash up the pots and load the dishwasher, and then he wiped the work-tops and swept the floor in the kitchen area. Thoughts of Adele continued to haunt him, and yet he longed to see his new Mistresses again, to be in their presence and serve as their obedient slave.

He stood outside the door to the small sitting-room, taking deep breaths to steady his nerves, and then he knocked lightly on the door but he heard no reply. He knocked again, a little louder, and he heard Sabine say, ‘Come in.’

He went in to discover Sabine and Adele sitting together on the sofa locked in a deep kiss. Looking away in embarrassment, he waited in respectful silence, taking in the large screen television, the music player, and the elegant rugs and stylish furniture — but still they did not break their kiss which had grown ever more sensual and passionate. Feeling like an intruder, he turned and went towards the door, only for Irène to say, ‘Don’t go, Joseph.’

‘I don’t mean to interrupt,’ he said.

‘You’re not interrupting,’ said Sabine. ‘We asked you to come through.’

‘We’re kissing, that’s all,’ said Irène. ‘We’re not always this passionate before bed. Having you with us has reminded us of how happy we were when Mimi was with us. We weren’t always good to him, but he loved us all the same, and we loved him back.’

‘Dear Mimi,’ said Sabine, a sorrow in her eyes and a deep fondness in her voice.

‘Yes, dear Mimi,’ said Irène, equally fondly.

Joseph understood from the way they spoke of Mimi that they’d cared very deeply for Sabine’s enslaved husband, and still mourned him.

‘Have you had enough to eat?’ Sabine asked Joseph, wiping a tear from her eye.

‘Yes, thank-you, Mistress,’ he replied.

‘Are you sure?’ asked Irène. ‘We promised Adele we’d take care of you. You’re so slim, we wouldn’t want you to fade away.’

‘I’m sure, Mistress.’

‘And have you cleaned the kitchen?’ Sabine asked.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then, I think you’re finished for the day,’ said Irène. ‘Is there anything else we need from him, Sabine?’

‘I don’t think so,’ said Sabine.

‘Have our breakfast ready for eight o’clock again,’ Irène commanded him. ‘Eat yours before we come through, and make the coffee a little stronger this time, like you did later this morning.’

Yes, Mistress.’

‘We’re very pleased with your first day,’ said Sabine. ‘All things considered, you’ve done wonderfully well, much better than we expected.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘Do you have any worries?’ Irène asked him, ‘or questions you’d like to ask us? Speak up if you have.’

His head was spinning with countless worries about his life and his marriage, and about what the future held for him but, even if he could have articulated them with any clarity, he saw no point in raising them with Irène and Sabine. His real worries concerned himself, and his lovely, absent wife.

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, so stung by their beauty he could hardly look at them. Irène’s dress had ridden up her nylon-clad thighs, and Sabine’s green silk blouse was undone, her beautiful black skin made all the lovelier by the contrast with the piercingly white lace of her bra.

‘Then you can have the rest of the evening to yourself,’ said Sabine, her hand stroking the inside of Irène’s thigh.

‘Go out if you want,’ said Irène, responding to Sabine’s hand by leaning yet closer to her. ‘Remember what I told you, the money in the dish is yours to spend. Find a bar, have a drink, do what you like for an hour or two. It’s important you have some time to yourself. You may be our slave but we’re not your gaolers.’

‘Or go to your bed if you’re tired,’ said Sabine when he gave no response.

‘I’m not tired,’ he said, feeling very lost and alone without his wife.

‘Then stay with us for a while,’ said Irène, sensing his loneliness, and smiling when he lifted his head quickly, giving away his interest.

‘I think you’d like to stay with us,’ said Sabine, ‘and we wouldn’t wish you to be lonely. Tell me if I’m right, Joseph Do you want to stay with us?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, suddenly longing to remain with them.

Sabine kissed Irène, and in between kisses, they whispered conspiringly in French, chuckling warmly as Sabine’s hand slid higher up Irène’s leg, and Irène cupped Sabine’s breast through her flimsy lace bra, and then Sabine delivered their verdict, saying to Joseph, ’Very well, you may stay.’

‘But only for a short while,’ Irène added, ‘and only if you make yourself useful.’

‘But how might he make himself useful, I wonder?’ said Sabine, her eyes sparkling.

Joseph gazed at them in wonder, finding their brazen sensuality and teasing manner intensely erotic.

‘When we spoke to Adele today, before we rang for you,’ said Irène, ‘she told us you give wonderful foot-rubs. Is that true, Joseph? Do you give tender and loving massages to your wife’s pretty little feet?’

‘Y-yes,’ Joseph stammered, his heart in his mouth.

‘Then perhaps you’d like to do the same for us,’ said Sabine.

‘Well, would you?‘ said Irène.

‘Yes,’ he said again.

‘How much would you like to do it?’ said Sabine.

‘Very much,’ said Joseph, experiencing a narcotic rush of submissive arousal.

‘And do you kneel when you massage Adele’s feet?’ asked Irène.

‘I do,’ he said, a tremble in his voice, and a sweet anxiety building in his stomach.

‘Then what are you waiting for?’ said Sabine, her friendly voice suddenly sharp. ‘Kneel at Irène’s feet. Do it this minute, and take off her shoes.’

His heart pounding, and with a rushing sound in his ears, Joseph sank to his knees and carefully took off Irène’s pretty high-heeled shoes, thrilled by the soft shucking sound they made, and by their tangy smell of shoe leather and worn hose, a scent that he loved.

’I hope you don’t mind the smell,’ said Irène, amusement in her voice.

‘I think he likes it,’ said Sabine, kissing Irène, and leaving Joseph to carry on with his duties.

Taking Irène’s shapely little foot in his hand, he began to knead it slowly yet firmly, spreading her toes gently apart one by one, and rubbing his thumbs over the warm, silky nylon that sheathed her sole. Irène’s whole body shifted sensuously at his touch and, giving a groan of delight, she returned Sabine’s kiss with even greater hunger. Joseph gave his own soft sigh of delight, thrilled that he was adding to their pleasure.

Irène seemed to take particular delight in having her big toe slowly rotated, and he concentrated on that, rewarded by the way she groaned again, and parted her legs to allow Sabine’s hand deeper under her dress. The sounds of their kisses and softly murmured endearments deepened his trance, and he massaged Irène’s foot with utter devotion, mesmerised by the sight of her red-painted toe-nails beneath the dusky gauze of her hose.

After long minutes, Irène pushed her other foot into his hands, and he massaged it with equal care, earning more sighs and groans of delight from Irène. Kneeling at their feet like this thrilled Joseph, and he began to feel almost at home, as if he’d found his true place in the world, but when Sabine suddenly commanded him, ‘Kiss her foot,’ he obeyed instantly, gratefully, a new wave of submissive arousal flooding through him as he pressed his lips devoutly to Irène’s foot, lavishing tender, adoring kisses on her instep and ankle, and her pretty painted, toes.

‘Now Mistress Sabine,’ said Irène, pushing her foot bossily against the side of his face. Only too happy to obey, Joseph quickly took off Sabine’s ballet flats and, taking the foot she offered him, began to massage her lovely, long, bare foot.

‘He’s good, isn’t he?’ he heard Irène say.

‘He is,’ said Sabine, her voice husky with desire.

‘Don’t stop,’ Irène commanded him, going back to kissing Sabine.

This time, in a fever of desire, Joseph kissed Sabine’s foot as he massaged it, and once more his devotions seemed to add fire to their passion as their kisses grew harder and more insistent, and their sighs louder. Glancing up, he saw Sabine’s long fingers caressing Irène through her panties and hose as they kissed, and Irène’s hand reach under Sabine’s bra to fondle her lovely breast. It was a bewitchingly erotic sight that made Joseph’s heart turn over.

‘Do you like what you see?’ Sabine said, causing him to start in shame.

‘It’s alright,’ said Irène, laughing softly, still fondling Sabine’s breast while Sabine caressed her between her legs. ‘You’re allowed to look, and we expect you to like what you see.’

‘In bed tonight, you will want to touch yourself, and make yourself come,’ said Sabine, looking down at him with amusement.

‘You have our permission to come as many times as you like,’ said Irène, ‘but make the most of it. Soon we will forbid you even that pleasure, and you may only come in our presence, and only if we wish to reward you. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène,’ he mumbled, aroused beyond all reason.

‘When you touch yourself tonight,’ said Sabine, ‘you may think of kneeling at our feet and looking up Mistress Irène’s skirt and seeing her pretty panties, and you may think also of seeing us kiss, and seeing my naked breasts, and you may hear again our voices command you, and tell you how your life must be from this moment on.’

‘Yes, Mistress Sabine,’ he gasped, lavishing more kisses on her lovely foot.

‘But there is something else we wish you to think about,’ said Irène, placing her bossy little foot on the back of his neck, and pushing his mouth harder against Sabine’s foot. ‘We want you to think about Adele with Laurent.’

Joseph tried to lift his head to protest, but Irène pressed her foot harder against his neck, saying, ‘You will not speak, Joseph, you will listen.’

Quelled by her stern tone, Joseph went back to kissing Sabine’s foot.

‘You must learn to take pleasure in Adele’s pleasure, and in Laurent’s mastery over you,’ Irène continued. ‘Laurent’s your wife’s lover now, and you are only a slave. I think you know that, but you need to accept it, Joseph, even welcome it. That’s the real reason you have come to Paris, and that’s the biggest lesson you must learn.’

He groaned again, partly in distress and partly in arousal, but he didn’t take his mouth from Adele’s foot.

‘Good,’ said Sabine. ‘Don’t fight it. Accept what you are, and what you need, and you will be as happy as Mimi, I promise.’

‘Laurent loves sex,’ said Irène, ‘ and he’s very good at it. Well, for a man,’ she added, smiling at Sabine to let her know no-one would ever be her equal. ‘I should know as I was married to him for many years. Adele will experience the greatest pleasure in his arms, and before long she will fall in love with him, truly in love — I already know he is in love with her — and then your only hope of keeping her in your life is to be her slave. It may well be she’ll never have sex with you again, but you will love her all the same, and serve her without a thought of your own pleasure.’

He whimpered in fear and pain, yet pressed his mouth harder against Sabine’s foot.

‘It hurts, I know,’ said Sabine, ‘but you will come to love the pain of losing your wife to another man. You’re well on the way already, and we will help you, Joseph. We’ll help you become the kind of man you need to be.’

He whimpered again, and a shiver ran through him, yet he was as hard as the stone pestle in their kitchen.

‘Cry if you like,’ said Irène, running her bossy little foot up and down his cheek as he continued to kiss Sabine’s foot. ‘He who seeks ecstasy in love,’ she added, quoting Khalil Gibron, ‘should not complain of suffering.’

‘So when you’re touching yourself tonight,’ said Sabine, ‘you will think of us, Joseph, and how much we loved having you kneel at our feet. Look up, and see how much we love it.’

He looked up and once more saw Sabine’s long fingers caress Irène through her lace panties, a sight that made him dizzy with desire.

‘Perhaps one day soon, you may kiss her here,’ said Sabine, pushing her fingers harder against Irène so that she groaned and parted her legs further, ‘and then, if you kiss her nicely, she may take her panties down for you, and let you taste her nakedness. Think of that, Joseph, when you are in bed tonight.’

‘And then perhaps you may worship Sabine,’ Irène gasped, very aroused by their dominion over a kneeling man, ‘and then, I promise, you will be the luckiest of slaves. She tastes of heaven, Joseph, and so you must also think of Sabine when you’re in your little bed tonight. Will you do that?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, his head spinning.

‘But most of all,’ said Sabine, ‘you must think of Laurent with your wife, and of the pleasure he is giving her. Think of that when your own pleasure is at its greatest, and you will know what it truly means to be a woman’s slave.’

‘Such lovely thoughts and dreams await you,’ said Irène. ‘You must be longing to be in your bed.’

He tried to speak, but only made a foolish coughing sound.

‘Go to bed,’ said Sabine, pulling Irène’s hungry mouth to her breast. ‘We’re bored with you, and want to be alone.’

AS SOON as he reached his room, Joseph unfastened his belt and tugged down his jeans and panties, giving a frenzied groan of relief as he took hold of his straining cock. He was so aroused he nearly came after only a few strokes, but he slowed his hand, looking to prolong his delight. The fact that they’d instructed him to masturbate deepened his excitement — it made him feel that even his most private moments were under their control — and his cock leapt and pulsed in his hand as a show-reel of erotic visions and memories played in his overheated brain. He saw Sabine lying on her bed touching herself through the crotch of her suit trousers, then he recalled how pretty their clothes and lingerie looked as he pegged them out on the rooftop line, and then he heard their lovely French voices as they talked and laughed together, and he saw Irène cross her lovely nylon-clad leg as he served them dinner and that image immediately turned into the bewitchingly erotic image of Sabine fingering Irène through her hose and pretty lace panties, and then that intoxicating image changed to an imagined vision of Laurent’s strong, manly hand sliding under Adele’s dress and cupping her between her legs as he kissed her and pushed her down onto his wide bed. He imagined Laurent tearing down her panties and hose, and lying between her legs and making love to Adele with a passion and vigour that made her cry out in delight. ‘I love you, Laurent,’ he heard her cry. ‘I’m yours now … Your woman … You own me.’ Saying nothing in reply, Laurent just pounded into her, driving her through joy to rapture. As Adele came in her lover’s arms, so too did Joseph in his lonely little maid’s-room, calling out his wife’s name like a prayer, his knees buckling and his senses on fire as he shot great ropes of sperm into the air.

Afterwards he sat slumped on the bed, feeling lonely and empty in the way he often felt after masturbating, and he made himself clean up his mess from the rug before getting into bed. No longer aroused, he didn’t put on his nightdress, and he turned to the wall and tried to find sleep. Feeling very inadequate as a man and as a husband, he drifted into an exhausted sleep but he woke an hour later, his heart still heavy, but with a nagging arousal deep in his gut. He had no specific images in his mind, and he couldn’t locate the source of his arousal, but then his thoughts crystallised and merged with his senses, leading him back to the dinner table on his first night in Paris, and hearing Irène say again in her sultry French accent, ‘Well, everyone, I think it’s time.’

He lay for a long while trying to rid his mind of the memories of that meal, his efforts to suppress them only making the memories stronger, and he relived the moment when he stood on shaking legs to reveal himself as their slave, feeling again the helpless terror of a hunted animal resigned to its capture and death — the terror, and the indescribable sweetness of surrender. And then, when he recalled the terrible subjugation of handing over his wallet, phone and passport to his triumphant rival, sexual arousal overwhelmed him, and sent him plunging over the cliff, his orgasm so gut-wrenchingly strong it seemed to last forever, and take its power from the very centre of his being but, when it was over, he drifted easily into sleep, sure that, having freed himself from the burden of desire, he’d sleep through till morning.

But desire woke him once more just as dawn was breaking and the birds were beginning to sing on the roof-top and chimney stacks above his room. He looked at his clock and saw that it was four-thirty, and he lay for a long time trying to ignore the ache of arousal in his gut, his hand wrapped tight around his erection in an attempt, not to inflame his arousal, but to discourage it for the images flooding his mind were from his unwanted memories of Laurent’s only visit to his house in London, the dark and shameful memories he’d forbidden himself from ever recalling.

As the terrible memories broke through his defences, tendrils of shame coiled round him and dragged him back to the sitting-room at home where he stood in the corner like a fool while Laurent made love to Adele on the sofa. Once again he had to suffer the dreadful sound of their wanton gasps and groans, and tender, whispered endearments. Now that one memory had broken free, others followed in a vengeful horde, and he wondered if he was revisiting these agonies because Irene and Sabine had instructed him to think of the pleasure Laurent gave his wife, to welcome it, and give thanks for it. Whatever the reason, his masochistic arousal became so great he got out of bed and put on his nightdress — he longed to feel unmanned and effeminate — and then knelt in an attitude of prayer by the side of his bed. But it was a profane form of worship that had brought him to his knees, the need to imitate his surrender to Laurent and Adele after they’d finished making love on the sofa in his sitting-room.

Sighing in pain and arousal, he lifted the lace hem of his slip, and wrapped Adele’s panties, the pretty yellow pair he’d been wearing all that day, around his erection, and began to pleasure himself. The urgency of his excitement seemed to sharpen his memory for he heard Laurent say as clearly as if he was in the room with him, ‘Do you really intend to let your Mistress come to table without attending to her needs, without first assisting her with her toilette?’

He imagined them sitting on the bed above him as they’d sat sitting above him that night on the sofa, Laurent with his trousers around his ankles and his shirt-tail between his legs, and Adele smiling down at him, the tops of her stockings framed so alluringly by the hem of her dress. He shuddered in arousal, and felt again the hunger to see her barely concealed nakedness, but it wasn’t that bewitching sight that aroused him the most, it was the scorn in their eyes and voices, his knowledge that they were playing with him for their sport.

Rubbing himself harder, he closed his eyes and recalled Adele taking hold of her dress hem, and saying, ‘Laurent’s right, Joseph, I’m afraid I rather do need to freshen up,’ and he groaned in delight at the remembered sight of her lifting her hem to show him her lovely cunt glistening with her lover’s seed. Reliving how he’d pressed his mouth worshipfully against her nakedness, cleansing her, adoring her, he gave his heart and soul to her all over again even as he recalled with a shudder of masochistic delight how they’d laughed and kissed while he’d worshipped so devoutly between her legs.

But his psyche wasn’t going to let it go at that for he immediately remembered Adele saying, her voice cruelly taunting, ‘It’s hardly fair to clean your Mistress and not your Master.’ His heart skipped a beat and his erection pulsed in his hand as he recalled how she’d bent her head until it was next to his, and murmured seductively in his ear, ‘It’s easy when you know how, even quite enjoyable. Let me show you.’

He shivered and shook as he recalled watching her plant little kisses on Laurent’s erect cock, pulling his head ever closer to hers to entice him to join her in pleasuring her lover. ‘See how easy it is,’ she’d said when his kisses were mingling with hers. And then, before he could stop himself, he’d taken his rival’s cock in his mouth and Adele was making encouraging sounds in his ear as he sucked helplessly, and with shameful abandon.

‘I wanted to show you how lovely he is,’ she’d said, holding the back of his head in case he’d tried to pull away, ‘and why I need him so much, and now you know, my love, now you know.’

And then she’d sat up to talk to Laurent, conversing with him lightly, humorously as if her husband’s subservience was only to be expected, and then she’d done the deed that haunted him like a demon — she’d swung her slim, stocking-clad leg over his head and pressed her slick cunt against the back of his neck, holding his mouth over her lover’s erect cock, and keeping him there while she kissed Laurent, and laughed with him before bringing all three of them to orgasm with the words, ’Show him, Laurent. Show him who’s Master.’

Her words, as strong in his imagination as they’d been in reality, once again sent him over the edge, causing him to empty himself with loud cries of anguished delight into her pretty yellow panties.

He crawled into bed and, finally drained of desire, fell so deeply asleep that he slept in, and had to rush to shower and dress, and run to the shop to buy their croissants and baguette. He ate his breakfast while he set the table and made the coffee, this time boiling some eggs for them, and putting them in egg-cups on their side-plates.

‘You look tired,’ Irène said when she came through, a mischievous smile on her face. ‘What’s the matter, couldn’t you sleep?’

He mumbled something incoherent in reply, but Irène just ignored him and sat at table, buttering some bread and opening her egg and sprinkling salt on it while he poured orange juice and coffee for her. Not long afterwards, Sabine came through wearing only a pair of white panties. Utterly unselfconscious, she gave Joseph a kiss on his cheek, and then kissed Irène and sat beside her, drinking the juice Joseph poured for her, and watching him pour her coffee. Irène said something in French that made her laugh, and then they ate their breakfast in companionable silence.

Once Joseph had cleared up after breakfast, Irène and Sabine took him with them in their car to the supermarket. He followed them up and down the aisles pushing the shopping-trolley while they filled it with provisions. Irène looked brisk and elegant in a knee length pleated skirt and top, and with the scarf he’d given her tied around her neck, and Sabine looked stunning in a green and gold silk tunic. Joseph found it almost impossible to take his eyes off his beautiful Mistresses, and he noticed other men, and women too, casting admiring glances in their direction. Irène and Sabine were much too busy choosing their shopping to notice their glances, but Joseph found a strange pride in being in the company of such strikingly attractive women even if he was only their trolley-slave.

At the check-out he packed the shopping into bags, and wheeled them out to the car where he loaded them into the boot while Irène and Sabine sat waiting for him in the front seats. They spoke to each other in French while Sabine drove home. Joseph, soothed by their voices, drank in the sights of Paris as they flowed past his window, and he experienced a not unpleasant sense of unreality.

When they arrived home Sabine and Irène went inside without a word to him, and Joseph understood that it was his duty to carry all the bags of shopping upstairs. Remembering Laurent’s remark about the elevator getting stuck, he carried the bags upstairs. On his fourth and last trip, an old woman of eighty or so walked into the apartment block ahead of him, struggling with a heavy shopping-bag of her own. Joseph immediately put down his bags, and offered to help her. She looked at him in suspicion for a few moments, and addressed something to him in French. Joseph shrugged apologetically, letting her know he couldn’t speak French and then, deciding to trust him, the old lady gave him her bag and walked ahead of him up the front-steps and across the wide lobby to the entrance to her ground-floor apartment. As she unlocked the door he saw on the brass name-plate that she was called Madame Rouetz.

Joseph carried her bag into the kitchen and placed it on the counter but, when he turned to go, Madame Rouetz tapped him on the arm and pointed at a light in the ceiling above her cooker, turning its light-switch on and off to show him that the light wasn’t working, and taking a new bulb from a drawer and handing it to him. Joseph pulled over a kitchen chair, putting a newspaper on it before stepping onto the chair and reaching up to change the bulb. He could only just reach the high ceiling which made it a tricky job, but he managed it after a few attempts, and when Madame Rouetz flicked the switch the light came on, casting a bright beam onto her cooker. Smiling broadly, and patting him warmly on his arm, Madame Rouetz showed him back out into the lobby where he gathered up the last of his shopping-bags and took them upstairs.

Still unfamiliar with the kitchen it took him a long time to put away all the shopping, but when he’d done so he looked at his watch to see that it was eleven o’clock and time for his scheduled break. He thought of just going to his room, but he sought out Irène and Sabine first who were at their desks in the study, and asked them if they’d like coffee before he took his break.

‘We would, Joseph, thank-you,’ said Sabine. ‘And thank-you for asking.’

‘Then you can take your morning break,’ said Irène, ‘and after that tidy our bedroom. I’ll make lunch, but you can set the table and serve it to us at one o’clock.’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène,’ he said, hurrying to make them coffee in the same little pot he’d used the day before. When he brought it through to them neither of them looked up from their screens, or thanked him when he poured the coffee and set the cups beside them on their desks. Aroused to have his service taken for granted, he silently left the study and sought out his room where he lay on the narrow bed staring at the ceiling, fretting about his wife, and hoping she’d come and see him soon. As he thought of Adele, he closed his fist around his slave-ring, and tried to take courage from her token of love, wondering if it was possible she could still love and respect such a weak and foolish husband.

When he came back to the kitchen Irène was making a salade niçoise with anchovies, tuna and olives, and the hard boiled eggs left over from breakfast. Joseph set the table for two with the bottle of his dressing, and asked Irène if they’d like wine with their lunch.

‘Just water, thank-you, Joseph,’ she said, calling through to Sabine to let her know lunch was ready.

As his Mistresses ate, Joseph indulged his favourite past-time of watching them from his place by the sink, marvelling once more at their beauty, the music of their language, and the easy warmth and sensuality of their relationship. Once they’d finished and gone back to the study, he ate the leftover salad, tidied the kitchen and went through to their bedroom where he cleaned the shower-room and put out fresh towels, then made their bed, before gathering up their dirty clothes and underwear and taking them through to the laundry-room.

He put their clothes is a basket to be washed in the next day or two when he’d have a full load for the machine, but he hand-washed their panties and bras and hose, recognising Irène’s pretty panties and sheer hose from when he’d knelt at her feet the night before. The memory stirred a guilty excitement, but being aroused by their intimate garments still didn’t feel right, and his thoughts turned loyally to Adele, but his loyalty was rewarded only with pain and anxiety. Where was she, he wondered for the millionth time? What was she doing? What was she thinking? Was she thinking of him? What was she wearing? When would they be going home? It was Sunday already, and she had to be in London for Wednesday afternoon. Maybe he only had two nights to go, and they’d be going home on Tuesday afternoon. He had to see her soon, preferably on her own so they could talk, and he could find out her plans and put his mind at rest — if that was possible.

He had to see her soon or he’d go mad.

But the afternoon dragged past without any sign of his wife. He hung Irène and Sabine’s pretty lingerie on the washing-line on the roof, and then spent several hours polishing all the furniture in the apartment until it shone. During his siesta hour he began to read a short story by Maupassant called ‘The Necklace’ which he found compelling and beautifully written, and yet he couldn’t keep reading such was his anxiety about his wife. His hour was nearly up when he heard the ringing of the hand-bell, and he ran from his room, sure that his wife had at last come to see him, but there was no-one in the kitchen and, when the bell sounded again, it came from the master bedroom where he found Irène and Sabine naked in bed together.

Irène was holding her phone while Sabine lay with her head on Irène‘s shoulder. Both women were smiling at their slave, very amused to see his disappointment.

‘Poor Joseph,’ said Irène. ‘You were hoping to find your lovely wife, but you found only us.’

‘It seems we are second best,’ said Sabine, laughing happily. ‘But it is good to see such loyalty in a slave.’

‘Don’t look so sad, Joseph,’ said Irène. ‘Adele has just called me. She asked me to apologise to you for not visiting today, but she’s been out all day with Laurent, and then, like us they have been taking a siesta. And now they must get ready to go out to a party. She hasn’t time to come up and visit you.’

Crushed by the news, Joseph gave a sigh of disappointment.

‘Oh, come now,’ said Sabine sternly. ‘Don’t cry. Adele has asked for you to go down and see her before she goes out, so don’t worry, little slave, you will see your wife and Mistress.’

‘May I go now?’ said Joseph, desperate to see his wife.

‘On one condition,’ said Irène.

‘What?’ said Joseph, eager to be gone.

‘That you speak well of Sabine and I,’ said Irène, ‘and you show Adele and Laurent the respect a slave should always show his superiors. Can you do that?’

‘I can, Mistress,’ he said, a tight feeling in his chest.

‘Then on you go,’ said Irène, turning to receive Sabine’s kiss. They both knew it would hurt Joseph to see Adele with Laurent, and the thought of his hurt aroused them very much.

Joseph almost ran down the stairs, but lost his nerve as soon as he reached the door to Laurent’s apartment. He longed to see Adele, and yet he dreaded seeing her with Laurent, and in Laurent’s territory where his rule was absolute. Breathing deeply, and telling himself he must think of himself as Adele’s slave and not her husband, he rang the doorbell. It was Laurent who answered, wearing only a pair of dark blue boxer shorts, and drying his hair with a towel.

‘Ah, Joseph,’ he said cheerfully. ‘Adele has been expecting you. She’s in the bedroom, go right in.’

His heart hammering, and dismayed by Laurent’s easy manner and strong, manly physique, Joseph crossed the hallway and went into the master bedroom to be greeted by the glorious sight of Adele sitting at the dressing-table in her little black bra slip and stockings applying her make-up.

‘Come in, Joseph,’ she said, smiling at his reflection in the mirror. ‘Don’t be shy, you’ve seen me getting dressed hundreds of times before.’

He went into the room and stood tongue-tied behind her, gazing at her in the mirror.

‘I miss having you help me get dressed,’ she said. ‘It’s always more fun when you choose my panties and nylons for me, and help me on with them.’

He struggled to think of something to say, and finally said, ‘Y-you wanted to see me.’

‘Not for any particular reason,’ she said, leaning forward and peering into the mirror to apply mascara. ‘I just wanted to check you were alright. I meant to come up and see you earlier but we’ve had such a busy day, and when we came back we had to take a siesta, and now we’re going to a party at Laurent’s friend Baptiste’s house in the country outside Paris. I haven’t had a minute to spare, so I called Irène and asked her to send you down. I promised I’d see you every day, and I wanted to keep my word.’

Joseph saw the unmade bed behind him in the mirror, and he was aware of Laurent prowling around the room, pulling on some trousers, and searching through the shirts hanging in his wardrobe. He felt very afraid and vulnerable, and utterly at his wife’s mercy, and yet a dark arousal roiled inside him, thinning his blood and taking away what strength he had left.

‘You look tired and thin,’ said Adele. ‘Have Irène and Sabine been feeding you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you eat with them?’

‘No,’ he said. ‘I eat after they’ve finished their meal.’

‘As befits a servant.’

‘Yes.’

‘Have they beaten you yet?’

‘No.’

‘Or put you in a dress?’

‘No.’

‘Never mind,’ she said, sounding a little disappointed as she put down her mascara, and took up a lipstick, popping off its lid and twisting out the dark red tip. ‘I’m sure they’ll do both before long.’

Glancing at his reflection she saw him wince, and she felt contempt for him, and a sudden desire to beat him there and then, to have Laurent put him over a chair and lay into him with his belt. The thought of such cruelty aroused her, but she told herself it was best to leave his first beating to his more experienced Mistresses upstairs.

‘But they’re looking after you well enough?’ she asked him.

‘Yes,’ he said, wishing he was alone with her.

‘Tell me what you’ve done today,’ she asked.

’I went out early for croissants, and then I prepared breakfast for Mistress Irène and Mistress Sabine,’ he replied, acutely aware of how dull and mundane his life sounded.

‘Did they enjoy their breakfast?’ said Adele, smiling at his use of their formal titles.

‘I believe so,’ said Joseph.

‘And then what did you do?’

Joseph had the impression she was only asking out of a sense of duty, and had no interest in how he answered her, but that only added to his sickly arousal.

‘I went to the supermarket with Irène and Sabine …’

‘Mistress Irène and Mistress Sabine,’ she corrected him.

‘I’m sorry, Mistress Irène and Mistress Sabine,’ he said, stung by the sound of Laurent’s laughter from behind him. ‘I p-put the shopping-bags into the car, and then carried them upstairs after I’d helped the old lady on the ground floor.’

‘Madame Rouetz?’ said Laurent, surprise in his voice.

‘Yes,’ said Joseph, ‘I carried her shopping into her apartment.’

‘She let you into her apartment?’ said Laurent, sounding even more surprised.

‘Yes,’ said Joseph. ‘I changed a bulb for her in the kitchen ceiling.’

‘I don’t believe it,’ said Laurent. ‘In the fourteen years I’ve lived here she’s hardly spoken a word to me, let alone asked me into her apartment.’

‘Well, that’s hardly surprising,’ said Adele, taking the opportunity to tease her lover. ‘Joseph looks sweet and trustworthy, whereas you look like a dangerous gangster.’

‘Alan Delon,’ said Laurent, putting on his shoes, and doing up the laces.

‘You wish,’ said Adele, fastening her necklace, and flicking out her hair.

‘You’re right,’ said Laurent. ‘Jean-Paul Belmondo.’

‘Now you’re being silly,’ said Adele, laughing as she stood from the dressing-table and went over to her lover. He’d put on a white linen shirt, and she did up the buttons for him, kissing his bare chest before she fastened the last buttons. ‘Get my dress from the wardrobe,’ she instructed her husband without looking round at him. ‘The party dress I bought before we left London.’

Joseph went to the wardrobe, and with shaking hands took out her short and very revealing party dress, and stood holding it while she kissed Laurent.

‘It’s lovely to kiss you when he’s watching,’ said Adele.

‘It is,’ said Laurent.

‘We must do it more often,’ she said.

‘We will,’ he said.

‘I want to fuck in front of him,’ she said, shaken by a powerful urge to break all the rules and live wild.

‘We’ll do that too.’

‘Does that make us cruel?’

‘Yes, I think it does.’

‘But what if Joseph likes us to be cruel?’

‘Then perhaps we are kind,’ said Laurent with a shrug. ‘But I don’t care what Joseph likes. I care only about you.’

Very aroused, Adele pulled him into a kiss before turning to her slave and saying haughtily, ‘My dress, please, Joseph.’

His hands still shaking, and with a tight feeling in his chest, Joseph handed the dress to her, and watched as she put it on with effortless grace, tugging it impatiently into place around her breasts and hips.

‘Fetch my shoes,’ she commanded her husband. ‘The black ones on the floor by the bed.’

Without hesitation he fetched her high-heeled shoes and brought them to her.

‘You know what to do,’ she said.

Immediately he knelt and held her shoes for her as she pushed her pretty little feet into them and then, stepping away from him, she looked at her reflection in the wardrobe mirror and, giving a little twirl, said, ‘Well, then, gentlemen, what do you think?’

Both men, her handsome, manly lover and her submissive, kneeling husband, gazed at her in wonder, thinking her the loveliest women they’d ever seen. Somehow she made the sexy, revealing dress look stylish and elegant, and she smiled at her reflection and at their reaction, very pleased at how she looked in the dress. Sex and power had gone to her head in the most delightful way, making her feel infinitely desirable.

‘La belle femme anglaise,’ said Laurent, a lost and loving look in his eyes.

‘And what about you, Joseph?’ she said to her kneeling husband. ‘Do you like my dress?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, sinking deeper under her spell. ‘It’s lovely.’

‘And you haven’t even seen what she’s wearing underneath it,’ said Laurent, embracing Adele from behind, and looking down at his defeated rival. ‘You bought her new underwear, didn’t you?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph, experiencing a thrill of submission from saying his surname, a thrill that was deepened by Adele’s little laugh of derision.

‘You bought well,’ said Laurent, pulling Adele against him, and pressing his hardness against her pert bottom. ‘Perhaps we should show them to him, Adele, your pretty panties and stockings? What do you think?’

‘I’m not sure we should, Laurent,’ Adele replied. ‘It would be too great an honour for a slave, and besides, it might be too much for him. He’s just a  slave, and his nerves have always been delicate.’

‘But he did buy them for you,’ said Laurent. ‘It’s only fair he sees how lovely you look in them.’

‘Perhaps,’ she said, smiling tauntingly at her helpless husband. ‘And I suppose it doesn’t really matter what a slave sees.’

‘It couldn’t matter less,’ said Laurent, kissing her slender neck and breathing in her lovely scent. ‘No more than a cat or a dog.’

‘Since you put it like that,’ said Adele, very aroused to wield such power over her husband, ’perhaps we should show him.’

‘I think we should,’ said Laurent.

‘And what about you, Joseph?’ said Adele, a gleam of wickedness in her eyes. ‘Would you like to see how I look in the stockings and panties you bought for me?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said helplessly.

‘Then beg me,’ said Adele, luxuriating in her power over him.

‘I b-beg you, Mistress,’ he gasped, his brain reeling.

‘Perhaps you’d like to show him, Laurent,’ she said, pushing back against her lover, thrilling again to the feel of his hardness through their clothes.

‘It will be my pleasure,’ said Laurent, reaching around her waist and slowly sliding up the hem of her party-dress until the tops of her stockings were visible to their kneeling slave. ‘See how lovely her legs look in stockings,’ said Laurent. ‘She is what every man dreams of, a Goddess of Desire, and look at her panties,’ he added, lifting her dress higher to let Joseph see the pretty lace panel at the front of her black Aubade panties.

‘Should I let him kiss you here?’ said Laurent, touching her sweetest place through her panties.

‘You decide,’ Adele murmured, twisting her head to kiss him, and giving welcome to the lovely wetness between her legs.

‘Kiss her feet,’ Laurent commanded Joseph, aroused by Adele’s groan of arousal. He could feel how much it excited her to have him take control of her husband, and he felt an answering excitement. ‘Do it now.’

A man in a dream, Joseph bent his head and lavished adoring kisses on Adele’s high-heeled shoes, tasting shoe leather and polish and something else he thought might be rain.

‘Now her knees,’ said Laurent, loving how aroused Adele felt in his arms.

Joseph instantly kissed her lovely knees, his hot cheeks touching against her sheer nylons, and feeling crushed and humbled in a way that gratified his darkest needs. He heard them kiss, and laugh, and whisper soft words of love, and then Adele pushed one of her knees bossily, almost contemptuously against her husband’s mouth to emphasise her authority over him, and when he kissed it with frenzied devotion, as if thanking her for her contempt, her arousal grew urgent.

‘Now here,’ said Laurent, touching her stocking-tops. ‘Kiss the tops of her stockings.’

‘But no higher,’ said Adele, fascinated by her kneeling husband, and wanting to put him deeper under her spell, ’unless Laurent lets you.’

His heart fluttering, and his breath coming in short gasps, Joseph pressed his lips against the lace bands at the top of her hold-up stockings, first one, then the other, and back again, his nose brushing against the smooth flesh above her stockings.

‘He likes that,’ said Laurent.

‘He does,’ said Adele. ‘He’s shaking.’

‘So are you,’ said Laurent, laughter in his voice.

‘Oh, God,’ said Adele, longing for Laurent to cup her between her legs with his strong fingers.

‘In a moment I’m going to let you kiss Adele here,’ said Laurent, touching Adele lightly on the front of her panties. ‘But I will only allow you one kiss, is that clear?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ Joseph gasped, longing to kiss his wife’s most sacred place.

‘Then you may kiss her now,’ said Laurent, moving his hand out of the way, and holding Adele’s dress and slip a little higher.

His brain a mess, but fiercely, helplessly aroused, Joseph lifted his head and kissed his faithless wife through the warm lace of her panties. He heard her groan in arousal, and he groaned too when she pushed her pantied crotch against his adoring mouth, saying in surprise, ‘Laurent, my God, I’m going to …’

Suddenly Joseph felt Laurent’s strong hand against the back of his head holding his mouth firmly against Adele while he heard them whisper soft words of love from a place far above him. Although Joseph was kissing her intimately, worshipping her with feverish devotion, she’d never felt further from his reach.

Trapped delightfully between her submissive husband and commanding lover, Adele experienced a sudden and deliciously sweet orgasm, moaning Laurent’s name into his mouth as he kissed her, and held her husband’s head just where she wanted it. Joseph felt her shiver of delight, and he kissed her adoringly as she came against his mouth. For all the shame he felt at his surrender, he felt a rush of twisted pride at having contributed to her pleasure.

‘Enough,’ Adele said, stepping away from her slave, and arranging her dress primly. ‘What are you like, Laurent, getting me all excited like this?We’re supposed to be going to a party, and now I just want to fuck.’

‘Baptiste has a big house,’ said Laurent, smiling at her. ‘It has many rooms. I’m sure we can go upstairs and find one if we want.’

‘Fuck in a room at a party?’ said Adele, smiling back at him. ‘I haven’t done that since I was a student.’

‘Then we can be students again,’ said Laurent.

‘I’ll like that,’ said Adele tenderly.

‘We both will,’ said Laurent, stroking her face gently.

‘We’re going now,’ said Adele, turning suddenly to her husband who was still kneeling in a daze of shame and arousal. ‘We won’t be back till late, but I’ll try and look in on you tomorrow. Make our bed before you go,’ she commanded him. ‘And tidy up in the kitchen, and wash out my panties and stockings, they’re lying in the shower-room. Hang them over the shower-rail to dry.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said, stung by her matter-of-fact manner, yet loving its brisk authority.

‘Give Irène and Sabine my regards,’ said Adele as she left the room with Laurent, ‘and tell them I’m very pleased with your progress.’

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

Listening to their laughter fade into silence, Joseph remained on his knees for several minutes, too stunned by what had happened to move. He’d never felt so weak and overwhelmed except on that one occasion Laurent had come to his house, and he felt the same shock now as he’d felt then. And yet there was pleasure there too, he couldn’t deny it, the deep masochistic joy a submissive man takes in being mastered, and put inescapably in his place. When he finally found the strength to get to his feet, and begin to carry out the chores Adele had set him, an ache of arousal weighed heavy in his gut.

He made up the bed, haunted by images of Adele and Laurent making love in it, and then he tidied up their scattered clothes, folding them and laying them neatly on a chair. He went through to the kitchen and loaded the dirty dishes and cups into the dishwasher, and wiped down the work surfaces. There weren’t many dishes to put away, and Joseph realised they must have been eating out in bars and restaurants most of the time. How happy and free they are, he thought with a stab of pain, while I’m becoming more of a slave with every minute that passes.

Then he went through to the shower-room to carry out the chore he dreaded and yet longed to do the most — to wash out Adele’s panties and hose. He found them in a little silken bundle by the bidet, and he gathered them up tenderly and put them in the sink. Finding a tube of travel-wash, he filled the sink with warm water and began carefully and adoringly to wash his wife’s delicate panties, bras and hose, his memory of kneeling at her feet while Laurent embraced her playing again and again in his head, along with thoughts of them fucking later that night in a bedroom upstairs at the party in Baptiste’s house. It was an exquisite torment and he took his time washing and rinsing the garments before hanging them carefully on the shower-rail to dry. The thought of the pleasure Adele would find when she returned and saw the proof of his obedience sent another wave of arousal flooding through him, and he stood for long moments looking at her pretty lingerie before he left the apartment and went back to his Mistresses upstairs.

He tried to compose himself before going into their apartment, but they knew something was wrong as soon as they saw him.

‘What’s the matter, my angel?’ said Sabine gently, putting her arms around him.

‘Didn’t you see your wife?’ said Irène, also coming close and putting a hand softly on his arm.

‘I s-saw her,’ said Joseph, suddenly afraid he might burst into tears.

‘Then what’s the matter?’ said Sabine.

‘Nothing,’ said Joseph, determined not to cry.

‘What did she say?’ asked Irène.

‘Sh-she asked me how I was, and if you were looking after me,’ said Joseph in a very small voice, ‘and I told her you were looking after me very well, and she asked me to give you her regards, and tell you that she’s very pleased with my progress.’

‘That all sounds fine,’ said Sabine as if she couldn’t see what the fuss was about.

‘It is fine,’ he said, a catch in his voice.

‘Then why are you so upset?’ asked Irène.

‘I’m n-not upset,’ he lied, trying to appear brave.

‘Was Laurent there?’ Sabine asked him.

‘Yes, he was there,’ he said, his eyes misting with tears.

‘That’s the trouble, isn’t it?’ said Irène gently. ‘You saw your wife with Laurent, you saw how happy she is with him?’

‘Yes,’ said Joseph, ‘I saw.’

‘That must hurt,’ said Sabine, ‘but remember what we told you last night. You’re a slave now, not a husband, and must learn to take pleasure in Adele’s happiness with Laurent. That’s how you can serve her best.’

‘I don’t … I don’t know if I can,’ said Joseph, starting to cry in a way that greatly deepened his shame.

‘Don’t cry, my little slave,’ said Irène, moved by his tears but also darkly aroused by them.

‘If tears fall, we’ll catch them,’ said Sabine, kissing him on the cheek and holding him tighter.

‘I hate to cry,’ said Joseph, deeply embarrassed. ‘I’m so sorry.’

‘There’s nothing to be sorry for,’ said Irène. ‘Tears are only to be expected. You love Adele and you fear losing her, but if she’s not your wife any more, she’ll always be your Mistress. Remember that, and try to be brave.’

‘I’m not brave,’ Joseph said weakly, wiping his tears.

‘But you are,’ said Sabine. ‘Only a brave man can face up to his true nature as you have done, and love a woman with such selfless devotion. If more men were like you the world would be a better place, believe me.’

‘Sabine’s right,’ said Irène. ‘Being submissive is not the same as being weak. I’ve never met a man stronger or braver than Mimi, and his submission to Sabine knew no bounds. You think you’re weak because you don’t conform, because you break the rules of what the world understands as masculine — but that is what makes you strong.’

‘But it’s sexy too, let’s not forget that,’ said Sabine, looking to lighten the mood. ‘It may have hurt to see Adele with Laurent, but you liked the hurt, admit it.’

‘I liked it,’ said Joseph, feeling a weight lift from his shoulders.

‘That’s good,’ said Sabine, ‘and if it makes you ashamed to admit it, then learn to enjoy the shame. For a submissive man, shame is often the best part, I think. It is what adds spice to his life as a slave.’

‘Maybe,’ said Joseph, ‘but it’s more than I can bear.’

‘Then repeat after me,’ said Irène, ‘I love Adele and I’m happy she’s found another man.’

‘I can’t say that,’ said Joseph, his pride rearing its head.

‘Say it,’ said Sabine. ‘It will make you feel better.’

‘I can’t,’ he said again.

‘Say it,’ said Sabine, a sudden ferocity in her voice.

‘I love Adele and I’m happy she’s found another man,’ he said in a shaky voice.

‘Louder,’ said Irène

‘I love Adele and I’m happy she’s found another man,’ Joseph said more loudly.

‘Well done, Joseph,’ said Sabine. ‘You may not believe me, but such words will set you free.’

SABINE AND IRÈNE were gentle with their slave for the rest of the evening. They sat with him at the kitchen table drinking wine and talking about books and films and music, and then Irène sent out for pizzas which they ate together as friends and equals, and not as Mistresses and slave. But as the evening wore on they gradually re-established their dominance. It was their nature, and they knew it was what he needed.

‘We have a treat in store for you tonight,’ said Sabine. ‘Irène and I wish to take a bath, and you will be our bath-slave.’

While the large, deep bath was filling, Joseph closed the shutters in the bedroom, switched on the bedside lamps, and then undressed his lovely Mistresses, folding their clothes neatly, and putting their underwear in a pile ready to be washed. Awed by their naked beauty, he watched as they stepped into the bath, and sat down one at each end, their legs fondly entwined. They gave him a sponge, and talked happily in French while he soaped their shoulders and breasts. They even let him wash under their arms and between their legs, and made no fuss about such intimacies. He was a slave, that was all, they seemed to be saying, and washing them was just another of his duties. Using a hand-spray, he shampooed and rinsed their hair, first Sabine’s and then Irène’s, feeling a growing tenderness and protectiveness towards his lovely Mistresses. When they stepped out of the bath, he wrapped them in huge white bath-towels, and gave them each a smaller towel for their hair. While he emptied the bath, and cleaned it, and wiped the damp floor, Irène and Sabine dried their hair in the bedroom, and put on their nightdresses.

‘You may turn down the bed for us,’ said Irène.

Joseph immediately turned down the duvet on both sides of the bed, and waited attentively while Irène and Sabine got into bed, immediately embracing and lying close together, smiling up at Joseph with both warmth and mischief in their eyes.

‘This has been an important day for you,’ said Sabine, ‘but you have survived it, and ended it well.’

‘We have one more command to give you,’ said Irène. ‘You must put all your worries out of your mind, and sleep well in your bed tonight. Will you do that?’

‘I’ll try, Mistress,’ Joseph replied.

‘Not good enough,’ said Irène, the warmth never leaving her eyes. ‘You must do as you are told.’

‘I will, Mistress Irène.’

‘In that case, you may switch off our bedside lights, and go to bed,’ said Sabine.

‘Goodnight, Mistress Sabine,’ he said, switching off her bedside lamp.

‘Goodnight, Joseph,’ Sabine replied.

‘Goodnight, Mistress Irène,’ he said, going round the bed and switching off her light.

‘Goodnight, Joseph,’ said Irène, ‘and may the angels sing you to sleep.’

Completely to his surprise, Joseph felt at peace as he changed into his nightdress and got into bed. And then, obeying Irène’s command, and blessed by his Mistresses’ kindness and honesty, he fell fast asleep.

In the morning he woke feeling refreshed and purposeful, and he went about his morning duties with something like a spring in his step, but as the day wore on, his thoughts turned more and more to his wife, and a heaviness settled on his spirits, making him anxious and uneasy. He worried in particular about not knowing the day or time of their departure. It was Monday now, and they may be going home as early as the very next day, and he longed to know for sure.

Irène and Sabine went out for lunch and came back around two. They were in a good mood, and once more very praising of Joseph’s housework and general demeanour.

‘We met Madame Rouetz as we came in,’ said Sabine. ‘She told us you helped with her shopping yesterday, and then changed the bulb in her ceiling that was too high for her to reach. She asked us to tell you how grateful she is for your kindness. Madame Rouetz is not the easiest woman to get on with. She’s very proud, and doesn’t ask for help, or give her trust easily, but she trusted you. So, well done, Joseph. She is old and alone, and it truly was kind of you to help her.’

‘We’re very pleased with you,’ said Irène. ‘For us it is as important for you to be a good person as a good slave, and we can see that you are both.’

Despite their praise, Joseph’s anxiety persisted, and his heart leapt in excitement when, an hour later, there was a knock at the door and Adele came in, but his pleasure faded when he saw that Laurent was with her.

‘We can’t stay,’ said Adele who was still wearing her party dress from the night before. ‘We stayed the night at Baptiste’s, and we’ve been out with friends for lunch. We’ve only just got home, and I’m asleep on my feet.’

She did look tired, Joseph thought, but she also looked sultry, and spoiled, and deeply, irresistibly sexy. There was a little run in one of her stockings, the sight of it making Joseph’s heart turn over with a deep and painful yearning. And, to make matters worse, she and Laurent kept laughing and smiling and touching each other like teenage lovers. They weren’t drunk, Joseph decided, but they’d definitely been drinking.

‘We just wanted to see how you are,’ said Adele, ‘and check that Joseph is behaving himself.’

‘He’s behaving perfectly,’ said Sabine. ‘He’s an extremely pleasant and likeable young man.’

‘He is, isn’t he?’ said Adele, gazing fondly at her husband. ‘And that’s why we’ve bought him a present. There was a market outside the restaurant where we had lunch, and we found it there. Give it to him, Laurent.’

Laurent offered Joseph the small paper bag he was clutching in his big hand, saying, ‘I think you may have a use for this, Joseph.’ Joseph found his rival’s manner friendly and straightforward enough, but he thought he saw a hint of scorn in the corner of his eye.

Joseph took the bag from him, but didn’t open it. He had a bad feeling about their gift, and his sense of a trap closing around him returned with a vengeance.

‘Well,’ said Adele, ‘aren’t you going to open it?’

‘Come on, Joseph,’ said Irène. ‘Don’t be slow.’

Experiencing a sense of dread close to fear, Joseph reached into the bag, and took out a small piece of folded white cloth. He didn’t know what it was until it fell open in his hand when he saw, to his horror, that it was a dainty woman’s apron with long waist-ties and a pretty lace trim at its hem.

The sight of the very feminine garment provoked a burst of laughter from the three women that cut Joseph like a knife and, when Sabine said, ‘Ooh-la-la, quel joli tablier,’ Joseph wished the ground would open up and swallow him.

‘Laurent saw it in one of the market-stalls,’ said Adele. ‘I’d told him Joseph often wears an apron at home, and he suggested we buy him a new one. It was so neat and pretty we couldn’t resist buying it. Well, Joseph, aren’t you going to thank Laurent for his gift?’

Joseph said nothing, his pride wouldn’t let him.

‘Where are your manners?’ said Sabine sternly.

‘Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph, wishing he could die.

‘Put it on,’ said Irène, taking the apron from him, and tying it around his waist with a pretty bow. ‘You can wear it for your evening duties.’

‘It goes so well with your black clothes,’ said Sabine, smiling as she admired him in his apron. ‘You must wear it all the time, I think, in honour of Adele and Laurent.’

‘It does suit you, Joseph,’ said Adele, ‘and I hope you will think of Laurent and I whenever you wear it. But now I have to go, I’m afraid.’

‘Time for a siesta,’ said Laurent, taking Adele by the hand. ‘We must lie down before we fall down.’

But Joseph called after Adele before they’d left the apartment.

‘What is it, Joseph?’ said Adele, sounding surprised, and more than a little irritated with him for speaking.

‘I w-was wondering,’ Joseph said, his voice quaking with anxiety. ‘Will we be going home tomorrow?’

‘I will inform you of any travel arrangements,’ Adele replied coldly. ‘It’s not for a slave to worry about such things.’

‘Yes, Madame Adele,’ he said, lowering his head submissively as she left with Laurent.

Witnessing Joseph’s humiliation seemed to waken a more dominant streak in Sabine and Irène. For the rest of the evening they maintained a haughty distance over Joseph, speaking to him more sharply than he was used to, and teasing him about his apron.

‘Your apron looks pretty against your black trousers and t-shirt,’ said Irène, patting his bottom while he served their evening meal, ‘but it will look even prettier against a black dress, don’t you think, Joseph?’

‘I don’t know, Mistress,’ he said, reddening with shame.

‘I think you do know,’ said Irène, a mischievous glint in her eye. ‘A little black maid’s dress with neat heeled shoes and nylons like the ones I’m wearing now. Oh, yes, Joseph, I think you know very well.’

Later, while Irène and Sabine sat together on the couch in the sitting-room drinking wine and watching a news programme, they used Joseph as their foot-stool. Sometimes kissing or talking, other times watching the programme, they seemed to forget all about Joseph except for the occasional time they scolding him if he moved or made a sound when one of them dug a sharp heel into his back.

‘Be still,’ Sabine said. ‘Furniture does not move.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Joseph.

‘And nor does it speak,’ said Irène, giving him a prod with her heel.

Lying in his apron at their feet, Joseph fell into a submissive trance, tormented by glimpses of their pretty ankles and legs, the scent of their perfume, and thoughts of Adele with Laurent. It was both an exquisite agony and painful delight to serve them in such a way, and he longed to massage and kiss their feet as he’d done before, but they allowed him no such privilege. Instead, after using him as their foot-stool for almost two hours, they sent him straight to bed.

‘You can go now,’ said Sabine. ‘We’re bored with you.’

When he got to his feet, he saw that their clothes were loose and dishevelled from their caresses, their dress hems wantonly high, and their faces bright with mischief. Blinded by their beauty, and overwhelmed by the desire he felt for them, he had to look away.

‘Look if you want,’ said Irène, gazing into his eyes as she slid her hand between Sabine’s lovely legs. ‘It’s good for a slave to see what he cannot have. It reminds him of his place in the world.’

‘Go to bed now, Joseph,’ said Sabine. ‘Sweet dreams.’

Joseph didn’t dream in any normal way that night because such dreams require sleep and he barely slept, yet he was haunted by waking dreams of his beautiful Mistresses, and of Adele with Laurent, and of the thousand little humiliations he’d suffered in the last few days. All through the night he tossed and turned in a fever of tormented desire. He pleasured himself twice in the small hours of the night but if his lonely orgasms rid him of physical desire, they did nothing to free him from the dark psychological arousal that had taken possession of his senses. His only comfort came from the knowledge that, one way or another, he would be going home soon. He saw himself on the train home with Adele, talking and laughing with her as they returned to their life in London. It was an image that soothed his anxiety, and allowed him to believe he could live as a normal man again.

In the morning he showered and dressed before going out to the shop and preparing breakfast but when Irène came through she immediately ordered him to go to his room and put his apron on.

‘Laurent and Adele were kind enough to buy it for you,’ she said, ‘the least you can do is wear it.’

Tying the dainty white apron around his waist released a new wave of submissive arousal that only grew stronger as he carried out his morning duties. Sabine had instructed him to go through all their shoes and boots, and dust and polish them as required. He laid newspapers on the floor in the bedroom and, kneeling by their shoe racks, lost himself in the work. Buffing and brushing their lovely boots and shoes lulled him into a state of almost spiritual contentment, but it did not banish his anxiety about Adele and, in his morning break, he went to his room and packed his belongings in the hope and expectation that he would be going home that day.

But the day wore on without any news from Adele, and his hopes faded as it came time for the afternoon siesta, and Irène and Sabine seemed distant and secretive as if they new something that he didn’t — but then there was a knock at the door and Adele came in wearing a smart skirt and coat as if dressed for travel. Her appearance sent Joseph’s hopes soaring, and he waited impatiently while Adele embraced Irène and Sabine and made small talk with them. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she turned to Joseph, and said, ‘Well, we’re taking the early evening train to London today.’

‘That’s wonderful,’ said Joseph, relieved and excited beyond words. ‘I’ll go and get my bag.’

‘You misunderstand me, Joseph,’ said Adele. ‘I’m afraid there’s been a change of plan.’

‘What do you mean?’ he said weakly, feeling as if a trap was closing around him.

‘You’re not coming with,’ his wife informed him with an icy certainty that chilled his blood. ‘Laurent is accompanying me. He has some work to do in London, and it will give us some time to enjoy the city together. We’ll be back in a few days, at the week-end, maybe later.’

‘Enjoy yourselves,’ said Irène. ‘Stay as long as you like.’

‘Laurent and I are so happy,’ Adele said to Irène and Sabine. ‘How can I ever thank you?’

‘There’s nothing to thank us for,’ said Sabine.

Joseph tried to speak, but gave only a sob of despair.

‘Sssh,’ Sabine whispered into his ear, rubbing his back gently. ‘It’s better to keep quiet, Joseph … Keep quiet.’

Joseph stared helplessly at his wife, feeling her betrayal to be inevitable, and understanding in the deepest part of himself that it was what he wanted — but that didn’t make the shock of it any easier to bear.

‘Adele, please,’ he gasped, tears coming to his eyes, and a shiver running through him. ‘Don’t do this, don’t leave me.’

‘It’s for the best, my love,’ said Adele, a kindness in her eyes that broke his heart. ‘Try to forgive me.’

And with that she was gone, the door closing firmly behind her.

Utterly bereft, Joseph gave a sob of despair, and cried out tearfully, ‘Oh, God, she’s gone … Help me, please … I don’t know what to do.’

Taking an arm each, and murmuring soft words of comfort, Irène and Sabine helped him across the hall and into the small sitting-room.

‘It’s alright,’ said Sabine. ‘We’ll take care of you.’

‘We know what you need,’ said Irène, kissing Sabine and sitting down with her on the couch.

‘Kneel, Joseph,’ said Sabine, sliding her hand under Irène’s elegant pleated skirt. ‘Kneel before your Mistresses.’

With a sigh of loss and pain, but also with a deep sense of gratitude, Joseph sank to his knees.

‘This will take away the pain,’ said Sabine, raising the hem of Irène’s skirt until the tops of her stockings were visible along with the pretty lace of her French panties.

‘Now you may kiss her,’ said Sabine, smiling down at Joseph as she pulled the lace of Irène’s knickers to one side. ‘Now you may worship Mistress Irène.’

And he did worship her, pain mingling with joy as he pushed his tongue into her little forest of curls, a fire catching in his soul as he tasted her at last — her lovely woman’s taste as deep and eternal as the oceans that first brought life to the world.

End of Part Four

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

cover.jpeg
THE
ADORATION
OF
ADELE ADAMS

Part Four

MOLLY SANDS






