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‘A woman unsatisfied must have luxuries. But a woman in love would sleep on a board.’ (D.H. Lawrence.)


The Adoration of Adele Adams — Part Five

His wife had everything while he had nothing, nothing at all. He should have been angry and miserable, and yet his spirit soared.

HE’D ALWAYS known this moment would come, but that didn’t make it any easier to bear now it was upon him at last.

The night before, as he’d cleared the table after serving their meal, Irène had smiled at him and said in her excellent English, ‘We’re going to punish you tomorrow, Joseph, Sabine and I, probably around this time in the evening. Not that you’ve done anything wrong — on the contrary we couldn’t be more pleased with you. It will be an unjust punishment, we know, and very hard to bear, but bear it you will.’

‘We’ll call you into our study,’ Sabine had added, ‘take down your jeans and whip you with our old brown crop. It’s the same one we used to punish poor Mimi with, and it will be a pleasure to use it again after so long. And we hit hard, be under no illusions.’

Their french-accented voices had been soft, almost kindly, and their manner so easy and matter-of-fact, that it had taken Joseph a few moments to take in what they’d said but then, when he did, he stopped what he was doing and stared at his lovely Mistresses in disbelief, but they just laughed at him, and Sabine said, ‘We’re telling you now so you have a whole night and day to think about it. We want you to imagine how it will feel to submit to us completely, to suffer pain merely because we wish to inflict it. We want you to lie frightened in your bed tonight while we sleep soundly in each other’s arms without a care in the world.’

‘The anticipation will torment you as much as the beating,’ Irène had continued, ‘but you’ll be excited too, Joseph, believe me. Deep down all men like you dream of being whipped by a woman, and soon your dream will come true. Give thanks for it if you can.’

And they’d been right. He’d spent the entire night and day in a fever of dread and arousal. He’d never been whipped before, yet a secret part of him longed to submit to a woman in such a way. But, now that it was about to happen, all arousal had vanished and been replaced by a crippling fear, not just of the pain itself, but of how he might bear it. Even more than the pain, he feared for his pride. He may have been a slave, but he longed to appear strong to these beautiful, intelligent women. Even as he surrendered to them, he wanted his Mistresses to think well of him, and regard him as brave and manly. It was foolish, he knew, but he wanted them to be proud of him.

‘And this is what we’ll whip you with,’ said Irène, turning from the cupboard in the corner of their study with a brown leather riding-crop in her hand. ‘I’ve had it since I was a girl when I used to go riding on my aunt’s farm. It’s lovely, don’t you think?’ she added, whipping it through the air to let him hear its deadly hiss.

Beyond speech, Joseph just stared at the crop, the sick feeling in his gut mingling with the twisted excitement in his soul. This couldn’t be happening, he told himself, insanely glad that it was.

‘It even smells lovely,’ said Irène, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she held the crop to her nose. ‘It smells of hay-bales and horses and frightened men.’

‘Make him kiss it,’ said Sabine, a proud and fiery look in her eyes, ‘the way Mimi used to.’

‘You heard,’ said Irène, holding the crop to Joseph’s lips. ‘Kiss the crop, Joseph, show us you accept your punishment as our slave and servant.’

Prideful anger rose in Joseph’s chest, and he told himself to refuse. He saw himself turning on his heel and striding out of the room, and yet he leaned forward and kissed the worn leather, experiencing a bittersweet rush of masochistic delight as he did so.

‘That’s what I like to see,’ said Sabine, going to Irène and pulling her into a deep kiss.

Joseph watched in helpless fascination as the two women, clearly very aroused by his surrender, lost themselves in their kiss, their hands roaming over their bodies, slipping under the hems of their dresses and sliding upwards, exposing the tops of their stay-up stockings and the smooth flesh above. He knew they were doing this as much for his benefit as theirs, taking delight in teasing him, in making him want what he could not have. A shiver of arousal shook him, and suddenly he found it hard to breathe, the knowledge that they were enjoying their power over him, and planning to deepen it, adding a sickly thrill to his submission.

‘Do you like what you see?’ said Irène, startling him, and not expecting him to answer. ‘After our siesta this afternoon we dressed to look nice for each other, but we also dressed for you, Joseph. We laughed and kissed as we dressed, choosing each other’s underwear and perfume. It was exciting knowing what we were about to do to you, and we wanted to look good for your first whipping, and we do look good, don’t we?’ she said, lifting the hem of her dress to display her stocking-tops and rose-pink panties. ‘Stockings and my prettiest panties, and high heels too, aren’t you the lucky one?’

Joseph opened his mouth to speak but couldn’t make a sound.

‘We want you to remember this day for the rest of your life,’ said Sabine, lifting her silk tunic dress to show off the white French knickers that swayed so enticingly at the tops of her exquisite thighs, and made him yearn for what lay beneath. In the past few days, since his wife had so cruelly abandoned him, they’d both let him worship between their legs. He knew their lovely scent and taste, and hungered for them anew with a need that left him so weak and weak-willed he feared he might faint at their feet.

‘A slave’s first beating is an important part of his education,’ Sabine continued. ‘It will change something inside you, something very fundamental. Once you’ve surrendered to the crop you’ll never think of yourself in the same way again.’

‘You won’t be able to see yourself as a man or a husband any more,’ added Irène. ‘Those days will be gone. You’ll see yourself for what you really are, a slave and a cuckold, a creature who lives only to serve the woman in his life.’

‘And her lover,’ added Sabine, a wicked gleam in her lovely eyes.

‘Bien sûr,’ said Irène, the sweetest hint of contempt in her voice. ’You will serve her lover too. That’s how this works, Joseph, but I think you already know that.’

Her words instantly made Joseph think of Adele and Laurent making love in his house in London, and a stab of jealous pain electrified his senses.

‘This way,’ said Sabine, going over to a sturdy teak desk. Joseph recognised it as Irène’s work-desk, and he saw that her computer as well as her papers and documents had been moved to Sabine’s desk in order to make room for his punishment.

‘What are you waiting for?’ snapped Irène. ‘Do what Mistress Sabine tells you.’

His head spinning, Joseph went quickly to the desk and stood beside it feeling very like a schoolboy awaiting punishment at the hands of his schoolmistresses.

‘Take off your shoes and socks,’ Sabine commanded him.

Trembling with nerves, Joseph did as he was told.

‘Now take down your trousers,’ said Sabine.

Unable to resist, he undid his jeans and let them fall to his ankles.

‘Step out of them,’ said Sabine, her voice stern and cold.

When he obeyed, Irène reached down and whisked away his jeans, saying, ‘Your panties too, Joseph. I know how much you like wearing Adele’s pretty little panties but this will be a bare-bottom whipping.’

Their dominant manner and their utter certainty that he’d obey without complaint both frightened and aroused him so that, when he took down his wife’s panties, he saw to his shame that he was helplessly erect. This proof of his arousal seemed to amuse Sabine and Irène for they laughed scornfully, and said something in French which made them laugh all the louder.

‘Enjoy it while you can,’ said Irène, a twinkle in her eyes, ’you won’t be so happy when we’ve finished with you.’

‘Lean over the desk,’ Sabine instructed him, eager to begin.

In a half-swoon Joseph lay across the desk, shamefully aware of how this exposed his bare bottom to his Mistresses’ scornful gaze, and to their whip.

‘Very good,’ said Sabine, sounding very pleased and happy. ‘Our little pet’s safely in his pen. Hold on here,’ she added, indicating the edge of the desk.

Joseph placed his fingers over the edge, and gripped it tightly. His heart pounding, he told himself he must be dreaming but then he felt Irène’s hand on his bottom, patting it and caressing it before sliding between his legs and gripping his balls.

‘You’ll stay like this until we say you can move,’ Irène commanded him, giving a sharp tug that made him jump. ‘Don’t let go of the desk, and don’t cry out or we’ll cuff you and gag you. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, his cock leaping in arousal and touching against the desk’s cold wood.

‘I must be losing my mind,’ Joseph thought, a part of him wishing to be bound hand and foot to the desk legs and left like that for all eternity.

‘What a pretty bottom he has,’ said Sabine, smiling at her lover. ‘It seems a shame to mark it.’

‘But mark it we will,’ said Irène, strolling round to Sabine, allowing Joseph a good view of her nylon-clad knees, and the gently swaying hem of her dress.

‘Will you strike the first blow, my love?’ Sabine asked Irène, gazing at her tenderly.

‘You will have that pleasure,’ Irène answered, taking Sabine in a sensual embrace, knowing how much the sight of their embrace would torment their slave.

‘You’re too good to me,’ said Sabine playfully, pushing her thigh between Irène’s legs, and kissing her hard and hungrily.

As if enchanted, Joseph lay where he was, smelling their heavenly scents, and gazing at their legs and dresses as they pressed together, making a lovely rustling sound that caused his heart to turn over. Despite their alluring beauty, his mind turned to his absent wife and her lover, and he wondered where they were and what they were doing. Were they still in London and, if they were, why had they stayed away so long? It was now Saturday and Adele’s radio interview had been on Wednesday. He’d expected Adele to come back for him by now, and he experienced a sharp stab of anxiety that she’d abandoned him for good, and yet the anxiety only added to his arousal, and once more he felt his erection press against the desk. He must truly be sick in the head, he decided, for the thought of his wife going with another man while he must live as a slave, and submit to a beating brought him another spasm of masochistic delight. His wife had everything while he had nothing, nothing at all. He should have been angry and miserable and yet his spirit soared.

‘You do it first,’ said Sabine. ‘I love to watch you whip a man. It makes me want you all the more.’

‘All right, I will,’ said Irène, smiling at her lover, and giving her another kiss. ‘Anything for you.’ And then she strolled around the desk until Joseph could no longer see her although he could smell her lingering scent, and hear the tormenting whisper of her dress against her nylons. He jumped when he felt her hand on his buttocks, caressing them gently, before trailing her fingers up and down his flank. She laughed when she felt him tremble to her touch, and the sound of her laughter enraged yet thrilled him.

’Well, now, Joseph,’ said Irène, possessed by a dark excitement, ’are you ready?’

He tried to say something, make some plea for mercy, but he only made a strangled, guttural sound.

‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ said Irène, still laughing. ‘But remember to hold on tight, and take your punishment in silence. Show us what a brave boy you can be.’

This time he found his voice, and managed to say, ‘Please, Mistress, please don’t …’

His plea was cut short by the loud crack of the whip and a searing pain across his buttocks. Before he could say anything else Irène had lashed him four more times in quick succession causing him to gasp in shock and twist his body in an effort to escape her blows.

‘Stay still,’ Irène commanded him sternly.

He made himself lie still, but his whole body was trembling in shock, and, greatly to his shame, he already felt very close to tears as much on account of the injustice as the severity of the beating.

‘That’s better,’ said Irène, laying into him again with a steady, remorseless rhythm. To begin with he felt confident he could bear the pain without crying out, but the well-aimed blows, often striking already bruised flesh, quickly grew so painful he felt as if his flesh was on fire. After one particularly sharp cut of the crop, he cried out like a wounded animal and, squirming in agony, lifted one of his hands from the desk only for Sabine to press it back into place, saying in his ear, ‘Behave, Joseph, or we’ll tie you and beat you harder.’

Overwhelmed by their female authority, he clung to the desk again, and Sabine looked up to admire Irène as she lashed their slave. Irène’s flashing eyes, the graceful movement of her arm, the way her lovely, full breasts pushed against the soft material of her dress as she swung the crop, captivated Sabine as much as the distress of their victim. Their eyes met, striking a spark of wanton arousal that caused Irène to strike Joseph with renewed venom which in turn made him howl in anguish. Darkly aroused, Sabine lifted the hem of her dress, swaying her hips in front of Joseph’s staring eyes, and pushed her panty-clad crotch against his face, saying to him, ‘There, now, Joseph, this will help with the pain, this will help.’

He groaned in a mixture of pain and pleasure, and shuddered when another blow struck his buttocks, but Sabine felt him push his mouth and nose against her silken panties, moaning as he nuzzled against her, looking for refuge in her most sacred place.

But there was no refuge, only more pain and degradation as he lost all control under the merciless assault, and began to cry hot tears that ran down his reddening cheeks, adding to his already burning sense of unmanliness and shame.

‘Come on, Joseph,’ Irène taunted him, ‘you can do better than this, we’ve only just begun.’

‘Please,’ he gasped through tears. ‘No more.’

‘Listen to you,’ said Sabine without pity, ‘crying like a baby.’

Her cruel words caused another shudder to shake his body and, try as he might, he couldn’t stop his shameful tears.

‘Here, then, if you must,’ said Sabine, holding her loose french panties to one side, and pressing her hot, wet cunt to his mouth, pushing against his tear-streaked face in a way that brought her the sweetest pleasure.

‘You’re too kind to him,’ said Irène, smiling wickedly as she ceased her blows and strolled towards her lover.

‘It’s lovely to be worshipped by a whipped slave,’ said Sabine, gripping Joseph by his hair and pulling his face into her forest of curls, dropping the hem of her dress over his head, placing him in a solitary cell of scented shadows.

‘My cruel love,’ said Irène, fiercely aroused by Sabine’s display of dominance. ‘Use him, hurt him, do what you like with him, show him his place in the world.’

Irène kissed her lover then, and kept on kissing her as Sabine moved against their helpless slave, using his mouth and the hard ridge of his nose for her pleasure, and groaning in delight at his endless devotion.

In agony from his beating, Joseph nevertheless thrilled to Sabine’s taste and scent. They didn’t ease his pain, but somehow they sweetened it, and fed his craving to submit. Strangely, his sense of injustice at his beating faded, and he felt his suffering now to be inevitable, almost deserved. He was a slave and must suffer for their pleasure. There was a simplicity about it now, a clarity that helped him accept his fate.

‘Your turn now,’ Irène told her lover, laughing to see Joseph worship with even greater hunger beneath the soft mantle of Sabine’s dress. ‘Look at him,’ she added with scorn in her voice. ‘He loves you all the more for knowing you’re going to whip him.’

‘No,’ gasped Sabine, on the brink of orgasm, ’he’s trying to please me so I’ll hit less hard.’

‘Then he’s a fool,’ said Irène.

‘He is,’ said Sabine, her eyes closing in delight.

’Come, my love,’ said Irène gently. ‘Come for me, come in his mouth like rain.’

Thrilled by her words, and by Joseph’s needy devotions, Sabine let pleasure carry her over the cliff-edge and, staring into Irène’s smiling eyes, vowed, ‘I love you, I love you for all time.’

‘My sweet love,’ said Irène fondly, holding Sabine while she recovered from the bliss of orgasm. ‘You are everything to me.’

They held each other tenderly for long moments, and then Irène broke the embrace and handed Sabine the crop, saying, ’Strike hard, ma chérie, set his heart on fire.’

Taking the crop, Sabine arranged her dress as she walked calmly into position, saying to her trembling slave, ‘This will hurt all the more, Joseph, because your flesh is already tender, and my arm is stronger than Irène’s.’

‘Much stronger,’ Irène whispered in his ear, her words sweetly goading. ‘Poor Joseph, you’re in trouble now.’

‘Oh, God,’ Joseph groaned, shaking in fear and pain, yet thrilled beyond measure.

‘Here it comes, Joseph,’ Irène said softly, stroking his hair and smiling as Sabine took aim with the crop. ‘Be brave.’

The pain from Sabine’s blows shocked Joseph to his core. Irène had hit hard, but these blows were of a different order — heavy and stinging, and delivered with such brutal force Joseph feared some part of Sabine was taking revenge on him for the boundless historical sins his race had committed against hers. After only three cuts of the crop he was squirming in agony, and crying out like a spineless fool, but the blows kept coming, and he heard Irène laugh as she raised her dress and pushed the front of her rose-pink panties against his mouth, saying, ‘Pleasure me, Joseph, pleasure me like the slave you are.’

Tormented arousal flared within him and for a short time her heavenly scent and the sight of her panties and stocking-tops helped him deal with the pain of Sabine’s blows, but it was a short reprieve for soon he was moaning loudly against the warm, fragrant silk of her panties and the heavenly mound beneath so that Irène slapped his head, and said, ‘What a cry-baby you are, Joseph. No wonder Adele has found a real man.’

Spurred on by Irène’s cruel words, Sabine struck yet harder, causing him to cry out louder, but his stern Mistresses showed no mercy. Wracked by pain, he stared wildly as Irène reached under her dress and took down her panties, stepping out of them and stuffing them into his mouth, gagging him and reducing his cries of pain to a low muffled moan that made him sound like he’d been buried under the floorboards.

‘There,’ said Irène. ‘Now we’ll have quiet.’

Utterly defeated, David lay across the desk and took his punishment, moaning helplessly into his panty-gag until he felt sure he’d pass out from the pain of Sabine’s lashes but then, slowly, by some alchemy, the pain changed to something warmer and more bearable — not pleasure exactly for his flesh still burned in agony, and yet he experienced a blessed and entirely unexpected sense of peace and acceptance as if the agony of his beating had transported him from the physical to the spiritual world. Despite his pain and deep feelings of shame, or perhaps because of them, he felt his soul fly free.

Irène seemed to sense the change in him, for she stroked his head gently, approvingly, and said to Sabine, ‘He’s there, my love. He’s climbed through the clouds, and there’s no more fight in him. He’s ours now, and is at peace.’

Sabine lashed him twice more for good measure then threw down the crop and ran to Irène, kissing her and taking her in a passionate embrace. Still in great pain, Joseph felt a new wave of submission break over him at the sight of his tormentors kissing in celebration of their victory over him, the breaking of his pride, and the crushing of his dignity.

‘My love,’ whispered Sabine, pulling Irène down with her onto the sofa, their hands between each other’s legs, their mouths feasting on each other.

Very slowly, Joseph pulled himself up from the desk and stood dazedly, his legs shaking from his ordeal, and his breathing ragged and loud. He took the panties from his mouth, and turned to leave the room, desperate to be alone, but Irène stopped him, saying sternly, ‘Have we given you permission to leave?’

Still in agony, he turned back to look at her, his vision blurred by tears.

‘Well, have we?’ said Irène, a hard gleam in her eyes.

’N-no,’ he stammered, fearing he might start to cry again.

‘In that case you’ll stay where you are until we tell you otherwise. Is that clear?’

‘Yes,’ he said, a tremor shaking his body.

‘Yes, who?’ said Sabine.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good, and don’t forget it,’ said Sabine, going back to kissing Irène.

They left him like that for several minutes, shivering and degraded, and yet unable to take his eyes from the women who’d treated him so cruelly. From time to time they whispered and laughed in French which added to his feelings of weakness and insignificance, and yet, somewhere deep under the pain, he was grateful to them for their cruelty.

When finally they broke their embrace, both women lazed on the sofa, their hands clasped fondly as they gazed at the naked, broken figure in front of them.

‘Poor Joseph,’ said Irène. ‘What have we done to you?’

‘Stand closer,’ Sabine instructed him, hard amusement shining in her eyes. ‘We want to examine you.’

Still shivering, he took a few steps towards them.

‘Don’t be frightened,’ said Sabine. ‘The worst is over, at least for today.’

‘Turn round,’ said Irène. ‘We need to see your bottom.’

Unable to resist, he turned obediently, and Sabine gave a low whistle at the sight of the vivid stripes and welts cross-crossing his buttocks and the tops of his girlish thighs.

‘We’ve been cruel,’ said Irène, ‘but the skin’s not broken so there’s no need for antiseptic. Remember we’re doctors, we’ll do you no lasting harm. You may turn round again.’

He turned, but shame would not let him meet their eyes. Instead, he looked down and saw that his cock was tiny and soft, shrunken by the shock of his punishment. Deeply ashamed, he immediately covered his nakedness with his hands only for Irène to say, ’Take your hands away. We like to see how small we’ve made you, how useless as a man — unless you like to hold my panties against your little pee-pee.’

Doubly shamed, he took his hands away and stood exposed to their mocking gaze.

‘There you are,’ said Irène, ‘so small and sweet, your eyes shiny with tears, more like a girl than a boy.’

‘A very pretty boy,’ said Sabine.

‘A beautiful boy,’ agreed Irène.

‘We know we’ve caused you great pain,’ said Sabine, ‘but you need to learn we can do what we like with you no matter how cruel or unjust, and you must suffer it for our pleasure. That’s what it means truly to be a woman’s slave. It’s a hard lesson, I know, but one we will teach you.’

‘You may not believe it now,’ added Irène, ‘but the day will come when you’ll long for such a punishment, even beg for it — a slave grows to hunger for the cruelty of his owner — but that’s still a long way down the road.’

‘But there’s another lesson we wish to teach you,’ said Sabine. ‘In many ways the most important lesson of all.’

Joseph looked up in alarm. Surely they couldn’t be going to whip him again. If they did he’d die of it, he was sure, but Irène, laughing at his alarm, said, ‘Don’t be frightened, Joseph. This is a very different kind of lesson, more about pleasure than pain even if for a man like you the two are often one and the same.’

‘You’re lucky, Joseph,’ said Sabine, smiling at him as she fondled Irène between her legs, ‘for we’re going to show you one of sadomasochism’s greatest miracles.’

‘You’re in distress,’ said Irène. ‘You’ve been crying like a lost child, and begging for a mercy that never came. You’ve lost all your pride and can’t imagine ever being in love or loved again, but we’re going to cast a magic spell on you, and the spell involves a name. I’m going to say that name now, Joseph, I hope you’re ready.’

His head reeling, he stared at her in confusion and yet, when she spoke the word ‘Adele,’ his absent wife’s name truly did strike him with the force of a miracle, causing him to gasp out loud, and his limp cock to stir with life.

‘Say her name,’ Sabine commanded him.

‘Adele,’ he said obediently, thrilling to the sound of her name.

‘But it’s not plain Adele, is it?’ said Irène, ‘at least not to you? What do you call your wife when you’re on your knees before her, when you’re kissing her feet or helping her on with her stockings?’

‘Madame Adele,’ he said, wracked by a spasm of submissive arousal so strong it merged with the agony of his flesh, turning the murky water of pain to the sweet wine of pleasure.

‘That’s right,’ said Sabine, ‘Madame Adele. You may be our slave, but Adele is your true Queen and Mistress, and you will learn to put her pleasure above all else.’

‘Much as we like you and enjoy your service, Adele owns your heart,’ said Irène. ‘We wish to return you to her as a happy, obedient slave who will bow to her wishes at all times, and under every circumstance. And so we want you to think of Adele now, Adele and no-one else.’

He thought of his lovely, faithless wife, and his mind filled with the memory of her proud eyes and taunting smile as she flirted with Laurent. He saw her walking, sitting, standing, and he recalled the incomparably sensuous way her clothes moved on her slender body. He loved her despite her selfishness and cruelty, and he knew he’d always love her no matter what cruelties or indignities she heaped upon him. It was a terrifying thought that caused a painful longing to twist in his gut even as his cock stirred and began to harden.

‘There,’ said Sabine, glancing at his stiffening cock, ‘there’s the miracle we promised you. We’ve beaten you without mercy, taken you beyond desire, and yet just the thought of your wife brings you to life again.’

‘There is magic in such passion,’ said Irène. ‘Sex magic.’

‘The strongest magic of all,’ added Sabine.

‘So put everything else out of your mind, and think only of Adele,’ commanded Irène. ‘Think of her beauty and grace, of her humour and intelligence, and of how you love and worship her, and you do worship her, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ said Joseph, his voice a hoarse whisper but then, like Icarus, his wings melted, and he gave a sob, and said in a high, trembling voice, ‘Where is she? When’s she coming back? Oh God, when?’

‘That’s not your business,’ said Sabine. ‘Adele will do what she wants, decide what she likes without consulting or informing you. You’re not important to her any more, at least not in that way, not as an equal. She’s your Mistress now, and you can do nothing except wait and hope. If she decides to bless you with her presence, all well and good, if she decides not to, then you must suffer it as best you can. That’s your life now, Joseph, learn to accept it.’

He looked so distraught that Irène took pity on him, and said, ‘She’s called every day since she left, asked how you are. It was cruel of us not to tell you, but Adele no longer has to explain herself to you. You’ve lost the right to know what she’s doing for she no longer thinks of you as her husband, and you must stop thinking of her as your wife. You’re her slave now, Joseph, make no mistake. This is real and not a game. Adele’s free, and can live as she likes.’

Joseph groaned in pain, and staggered as if his legs might give way beneath him.

‘But she always asks kindly after you,’ said Sabine, seeing his distress.

’She hasn’t forgotten you,’ added Irène. “How’s Joseph?” she asks. “Is he behaving himself?”

‘We always give a good report of you,’ said Sabine. “Joseph misses you very much but he works hard and never needs to be told a thing twice,” we tell her. “We’re sure you’ll be pleased with his progress, so enjoy yourself, and don’t give him a second thought.”

Joseph winced in pain, and yet he grew harder at the thought of Adele dismissing him from her thoughts, and living a free and happy life without him.

‘Is she all right?’ he said, his head a mess. ‘I’m worried about her. Is she safe?’

‘Oh, she always sounds extremely well,’ said Irène. ‘And Laurent is there to look after her so put your mind at rest.’

‘There’s nothing to worry about,’ said Sabine, touched by his concern for his absent wife. ‘Adele had another interview, this time on television. She’s becoming very successful and is much in demand, and Laurent had some work meetings to attend, and then they went out to restaurants and shows, and met up with some friends.’

‘What friends?’ Joseph said immediately, appalled by the thought of any of their acquaintances seeing Adele with a lover. What would they think? What would Adele tell them?

‘She didn’t say,’ Irène replied, aroused by his disquiet.

‘They’re enjoying London, that’s all,’ said Sabine, ‘and I believe Laurent’s helping Adele with some work in the house.’

‘What kind of work?’ said Joseph, suddenly very possessive of his house, and unable to imagine what kind of work they might be doing.

‘It’s none of your business what Adele and Laurent do,’ said Irène. ‘How many times must we tell you?’

‘Think instead how happy they must be,’ said Sabine. ‘Falling deeper in love in a magical city like London, laughing and eating together, dancing, going to theatres and restaurants, and having sex whenever they like — wonderful, passionate, falling-in-love sex.’

Joseph groaned in jealousy, yet grew fully erect, horribly aroused by the thought of Adele falling in love with Laurent.

‘That’s good,’ said Irène, pleased to see his arousal. ‘Learn to take pleasure in Adele’s pleasure, let her happiness make you happy. That way you may keep a place in her life, not as her husband or lover, but as her slave.’

‘Oh, God,’ gasped Joseph, possessed by an arousal so strong it fed on the pain of his beating and his fear of losing Adele.

‘Touch yourself,’ Sabine commanded him. ‘Enjoy the miracle of Adele’s power over you. Think of the joy you will find in her mastery. Give in to her now and forever.’

At the core of his being he still felt the deepest shame, a burning rage at his weakness and at Adele, but the joy he found in his capitulation both to Sabine and Irène and, even more powerfully, to his absent wife, overcame all restraint, and he took hold of his rearing erection and began to masturbate with desperate need.

‘Slower, much slower!’ exclaimed Irène through laughter. ‘Make the pleasure last, Joseph, or it will be over too soon.’

It was a hard order to obey, and yet he somehow managed to slow his frantic strokes.

‘Still too fast,’ said Sabine. ‘Touch yourself gently like a feather. Keep yourself hard but don’t come. We’ll tell you when you can do that.’

Groaning in frustration, he did as he was told, pleasuring himself with a touch so light and tormenting he was sure he’d lose his mind.

‘Use my panties,’ said Irène. ‘Wrap them round your little pee-pee.’

He placed the soft panties round his cock, groaning at their exquisite, teasing touch, falling and falling into a pit of shame. For a moment he imagined how utterly foolish he must look, and he determined to drag himself from the pit, but then Irène crossed her legs with a whisper of nylon, arranging her dress primly at her knee, and he gave in utterly, letting the shame pull him down deeper and deeper.

‘Now, then,’ said Sabine, her voice low and hypnotic. ‘Close your eyes, and keep them closed.’

Entranced, he did as he was told, the room spinning around him.

‘That’s good, Joseph,’ said Irène in approval. ‘Now I want you to imagine that I’m Adele and Sabine is Laurent. Can you do that for me?’

‘Yes,’ he whispered.

‘Good, now tell me you love me.’

He wanted to shout out his hatred for his wife, give vent to his seething rage at her selfishness and cruelty, but he was enchanted, and what he wanted no longer mattered in the slightest.

‘I love you, Adele,’ he said helplessly.

‘Madame Adele,’ Irène corrected him.

‘I love you, Madame Adele.’

‘How much do you love me?’

‘More than life,’ he said, a hollow pit opening in his gut.

‘Do you live for my happiness?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then say it.’

‘I live for your happiness.’

‘Does it make you happy to be my slave?’ said Irène, smiling to see how lost he was in his imagination. Perhaps, she thought, this truly is a miracle.

’Yes, oh God, yes,’ he gasped, the silken touch of the panties driving him mad.

‘Does it make you happy to know I’m with my lover?’

This time he hesitated for a few moments before the words broke from his mouth like a fox from its hole.

‘Yes,’ he blurted, ‘it makes me happy.’

‘Then thank me,’ commanded Irène.

‘Wh-what for?’ he stammered, his brain reeling.

‘Oh, I think you know perfectly well what for,’ said Irène, her voice knowing and faintly taunting.

‘Thank-you, Madame Adele,’ he said, suddenly sure what he must tell her. ‘Thank-you for making me your slave, thank-you for letting me serve you, thank-you for taking a lover.’

Speaking like this lifted a burden from his soul, leaving him light-headed, and even more deeply aroused.

‘Are you truly my slave, Joseph?’

‘Yes, Madame, I’m truly your slave,’ he said, a tight feeling in his chest.

‘Forever?’

‘Forever,’ he gasped.

’You’ll do anything I ask?’

‘Anything,’ he said.

‘No matter what?’

‘No matter what.’

‘Then I wish you to thank Laurent, and don’t ask why — you know that perfectly well.’

He did know, yet he dreaded saying it.

‘Come on, Joseph,’ said Sabine, ‘I’m waiting.’

‘Th-thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin …’ he said before falling silent.

‘That’s very kind of you, I’m sure,’ said Sabine, amusement in her voice, ‘but what are you thanking me for?’

He winced and groaned in shame until the last of his resistance gave way, and he said helplessly, ‘Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin for loving my wife, for fucking her, for making her happy, for giving her what I can’t … Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin for taking her from me … Thank-you, thank-you …’

He knew how craven he must sound, but he barely cared such was the depth of his submission and the delight he found in it.

‘It’s my pleasure,’ said Sabine, a little surprised by how far he was willing to debase himself.

‘Laurent’s the man in my life now,’ said Irène, making the most of his surrender. ‘You’re only a slave, but you know that, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, holding her panties tighter against his erection.

‘Adele is my woman, and mine alone,’ said Sabine. ‘You will submit to me in every way. Do you accept that?’

‘Yes,’ Joseph groaned helplessly. ‘Yes, yes!’

‘I love Laurent, and there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for him,’ said Irène, relishing her role as Adele. ‘I love him, do you hear?’

‘Yes,’ Joseph groaned again, his hand moving faster.

‘A woman unsatisfied must have luxuries,’ said Irène, quoting D.H.Lawrence, her favourite English writer, and smiling seductively at Sabine, ’but a woman in love would sleep on a board.’

‘Oh, God,’ gasped Joseph, on the brink of orgasm.

‘That’s how I feel about Laurent,’ said Irène as Adele, remembering her happier times with Laurent. ’I’d live with him in a barn, sleep in a ditch as long as we’re together. We’re man and woman now, always and forever.’

‘We’ll fuck in front of you,’ said Sabine. ‘Show you how good we are together, how much in love.’

‘Yes,’ said Joseph, ascending to the cruellest of heavens.

‘You want to see us together, don’t you?’ said Irène, marvelling at his trance-like state. ‘You want to watch us.’

‘Yes,’ he groaned.

‘We’ll let you,’ said Irène, ‘but only if you’re a good and obedient slave.’

‘I will be,’ he vowed, his chest quaking and his breath coming in gasps. ‘I promise …’

‘Beg me to let you watch us,’ said Sabine.

‘I beg you,’ he said from a place far beyond pride.

‘A beggar should be on his knees, don’t you think?’

‘Yes, God, yes,’ he gasped, falling instantly to his knees before them.

‘Better,’ said Irène, both amused and aroused by his surrender.

‘Don’t come yet,’ said Sabine, seeing how close he was.

Grimacing, sucking air in through his teeth, he only just managed to control his arousal.

‘We’re going to teach you a new prayer,’ said Irène. ‘It’s short and simple but very strong. Here’s the first part — “Thank-you, Madame Adele.” Say it back to us.’

‘Thank-you, Madame Adele,’ he repeated, his voice heavy with desire.

‘Very good, and here’s the second part — “Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin.” Say it.’

‘Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ he said, a shock of arousal running down his spine.

‘That feeling you have now,’ said Sabine, ‘that feeling of deep and endless surrender, keep hold of it, let it take charge of you body and soul. Remember it always, learn to summon it when you need it. Let it become part of you, can you do that?’

‘Yes,’ he groaned. ‘Yes.’

‘That feeling will be the source of your future happiness,’ said Irène. ‘It will become your sexuality from this moment on. It will be fixed and permanent. There’s no going back now, not ever, not with this kind of sex. It will take you over, become your orientation, as unchanging as the moon and stars. You will be Adele’s slave forever.’

‘Forever,’ he repeated, delight flooding through him.

‘Then say your prayer,’ Irène instructed him.

‘Thank-you, Madame Adele, thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ he said again and again until he felt as if he was flying above the earth.

‘Come now,’ said Sabine, deeply aroused by his submission.

‘Make your little mess,’ said Irène. ‘Catch it in my panties.’

The amused contempt in her voice, the demeaning way she’d described his orgasm, flicked some switch in his brain and suddenly he was ejaculating with a force that shook him to the core, and made him cry out in twisted delight.

‘That’s it,’ said Sabine. ‘Come for your Mistress, come for your Master.’

Convinced he was kneeling before Adele and Laurent, Joseph moaned in ecstasy as he spurted again and again until he was utterly spent, a gasping, shivering ruin of a man, but a new and even greater indignity awaited him. As his head cleared he became aware that Irène and Sabine were laughing and applauding his craven display but, now that he was freed from desire, shame reclaimed him with vengeful fury, waking in him a sense of humiliation deeper than he’d ever known. How could he have come to this — kneeling and pleasuring himself before these elegant, beautiful women like an inmate of an asylum? How could he have sunk so low? It was ridiculous, impossible, and yet he knew it was true — he’d shown himself to be a weak and hopeless man, if he could even call himself a man, who’d lost all pride and self-control.

Reeling with shame, he got awkwardly to his feet, muttering weakly, ‘I’m sorry, so sorry …’

‘There’s nothing to be sorry for,’ said Sabine kindly. ‘You’ve only done what we wanted, and we’re very pleased with you.’

‘Learn to enjoy the shame,’ said Irène. ‘It’s part of your life now. You can’t escape it so it’s best not to try.’

‘Gather up your clothes and go to bed,’ said Sabine. ‘You need to rest, and think about how your life has changed. And we’d like to be alone to celebrate your miracle. We’ll expect breakfast at the usual time.’

Desperate to be gone, to find some refuge from shame, Joseph picked up his shoes and clothes and hurried towards the door.

‘Don’t forget to wash my panties,’ Irène called after him as Sabine kissed her honeyed cunt, ‘and remember to say your prayers.’

JOSEPH RAN to his room pursued by demons of shame and guilt. Adoring Adele was one thing but this level of surrender threatened his very identity as a human being. He had to find a way to put a stop to it, he simply had to. Deeply alarmed, he paced up and down in his little servant’s-room trying not to look at his lace nightdress folded neatly on his pillow or the picture on the wall of the happy maid hanging out her laundry while a gust of wind lifted her skirt and petticoat above her shapely knees but, as he paced and fretted, he became aware of the panties he still held clenched in his fist, Irène’s rose-pink panties which she’d made him kiss while Sabine lashed him until he begged for mercy before taking them off and stuffing them into his mouth. And then he thought of Irène making him use them to catch ‘his little mess,’ as she’d called it, and he feared he’d die of the shame. It would be best if he did die, he decided. He’d be free of this intolerable life, and the world would be rid of a weak and worthless wretch.

Reliving his surrender caused a piercing self-disgust to flare within him and he rushed from his bedroom along the narrow passageway to the laundry-room where he filled the sink with soapy water and began hand-washing Irène’s panties, desperate to remove all trace of himself from them, and somehow rid himself of shame. Yet the more he scrubbed the delicate little knickers, the more the memory of his surrender came back to haunt him. His mind filled with his Mistresses’ mocking eyes, and he heard again their scornful laughter as he cried out under their whip. And he saw Sabine’s swaying French panties, so white against her lovely black skin, and tasted again the sweet dew of her cunt, and he saw them kissing in celebration of the power they wielded over him. He was still in great pain, and he trembled again at the memory of his beating, and of how Sabine’s blows in particular had reduced him to a wretched fool, but the memories brought him a twisted delight so that he grew erect as he wrung out Irène’s panties, and hung them to dry on the pulley above his head. How could he be excited again so soon after the violent release he’d experienced at the feet of Sabine and Irène? And yet aroused he was, his recollections feeding the hunger inside him, and sending him back to his bedroom to gather up his worn panties, and take them back to the laundry-room.

As he hand-washed them, his arousal grew urgent for these were very special panties with a magical hold over his psyche. These were Adele’s panties, the intimate garments of his cruel and lovely wife who had condemned him to slavery while she consorted with her lover far away in London. He tried to hate her, and blame her for his lonely slavery, but his heart filled with a longing to see her, and he began to shake as he washed her delicate panties, muttering under his breath, ‘I love you, Adele … Come back soon, please … Come back for me … I love you, I need you …’

Even to his own ears he sounded pathetic, yet it aroused him to sound so weak and broken and, by the time he’d draped Adele’s knickers over the pulley, submissive arousal had made a puppet of him once more, forcing him to his knees on the hard tiles of the laundry-room floor, muttering the prayer his Mistresses had taught him, and masturbating with helpless need.

‘Thank-you, Madame Adele, thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ he mumbled again and again, the fever of arousal thrumming in his blood until he wasted his seed onto the tiles. Shaken by the depth of his submission — was he suffering some kind of breakdown? — he cleaned up his mess and went back to his room where he flung his nightdress to the floor in disgust, and fell into bed. Free of desire at last, he somehow managed to find sleep, but he woke several hours later and lay in the darkness feeling very sorry for himself. The lingering pain from his beating mingling with self-pity, he ached for Adele with such longing it sent a delightful weakness coursing through his blood. Finally, alone and despairing, he pleasured himself once more, exalting in Adele’s ascendancy, and in the thought of her and Laurent making love in his marriage-bed in his London home.

He woke early, feeling lost and very alone. He showered, wincing in pain when the hot water struck his bruised flesh, then got dressed in a clean pair of panties with jeans and t-shirt before leaving the apartment to buy croissants and a baguette, a duty he performed every morning before serving breakfast to his Mistresses

Sabine and Irène came through just as the coffee was ready. Low-voiced and sleepy, they kissed him affectionately, and asked if he’d slept well.

‘Yes, thank-you,’ he lied.

‘I’m sure you didn’t,’ said Sabine with a knowing smile. ‘I’m sure you lay awake all night saying your little prayer.’

‘Take down your jeans and panties,’ said Irène. ‘We need to check you’re all right.’

She knew he’d be fine, but she wanted to make sure, and it did no harm to embarrass him and remind him of his lowly status.

Joseph’s face flushed with shame as he took down his jeans and panties.

‘Turn round,’ said Irène impatiently. ‘We’ve no interest in seeing your little pee-pee. We saw enough of that last night.’

Joseph did as he was told, presenting his bottom for their inspection.

Very brisk and doctor-like, Sabine held up his t-shirt and examined the welts and bruises on his buttocks and the tops of his thighs, surprised in the cold light of day to see how violently they’d struck him.

‘We hit harder than we should have,’ she declared, ‘particularly for your first time, but it’ll heal in a few days. You’ll live, Joseph, don’t worry. Now get dressed and bring us coffee.’

He spent the morning cleaning the apartment, and doing their laundry, once more hanging it out on the rooftop drying-line. Sabine and Irène went out without telling him when they’d return, leaving him to clean their shower-room, make their bed, and gather up their shoes and dirty clothes and underwear. As he hung up their dresses in their wardrobes he couldn’t help but remember how elegantly beautiful they’d looked in them the previous evening. Trying without success to put his beating out of his mind, he ate some lunch and went to his room where he attempted to read his book of stories by Guy de Maupassant. He’d read a number of the stories in the past days, and thought them excellent, strong and compelling enough to make him forget his enslavement for a short time, but he was too consumed by anxiety to concentrate, and he put his book down and went to the apartment’s spacious, marble-floored hall where he paced up and down like a prisoner on death-row.

Once more thoughts of Adele invaded his mind, and he longed to see her, or at least hear some news from her. More than anything, he yearned to know when she‘d be coming back to Paris. If he knew that then he felt he could bear the pain of her absence. He tried to suppress his longing but it only grew stronger until it possessed him entirely. It was then that he noticed the house-phone on the hall table beside a framed photograph of Sabine receiving an award on a large podium in front of a group of distinguished-looking dignitaries, fellow doctors and surgeons he imagined. But it was the phone that held his attention. Adele and Laurent had taken his mobile phone along with his wallet and passport, but he knew Adele’s mobile number by heart. What was there to stop him calling her? Nothing at all, he told himself, and yet he hesitated, sensing that calling his wife would anger Sabine and Irène, and Adele too for all he knew. He recalled Irène’s words from the night before — ‘Adele no longer has to explain herself to you. You’ve lost the right to know what she’s doing for she no longer thinks of you as her husband, and you must stop thinking of her as your wife. You’re her slave now, Joseph, make no mistake. This is real and not a game. Adele’s free, and can live as she likes.’

He felt again the lacerating power of her words, and he almost lost his nerve, but then he felt the slave-ring on his wedding-finger, and remembered Adele’s vow that the ring was a gift of eternal love. Taking strength from the thought, he took up the phone and called Adele’s number.

His heart hammering, he listened as the phone rang out until, joy of joys, it was answered, and he heard Adele’s familiar voice say happily, ‘Irène, I was going to call you later today. How are you? Is all well?’

His call must have showed as being from Irène, and he suddenly felt winded, and unable to speak. He listened to the background buzz of chatter and clinking glasses — she must be in a bar or restaurant — and heard his wife say, ‘Irène, hullo, are you there?’

Finding his voice, he managed to say, ‘It’s not Irène.’

There was a pause, and then Adele said, ‘Joseph, is that you?’

He’d hoped she’d sound happy to hear from him, but instead she sounded wary, and more than a little put out.

‘Yes, it’s me,’ he said, hating the tremble in his voice.

‘Why are you phoning me?’ she asked, now clearly angry.

Shaken by her cold manner, he stuttered in reply, ‘I m-miss you, Adele, I miss you so much.’

‘Of course you do, that’s only to be expected,’ she said before falling silent, leaving him to listen to the background chatter.

‘Please, Addie,’ he said, his stomach cramping with anxiety, ‘I need to know when you’re coming back, I need to talk.’

‘What you need is no longer important, I thought you understood that.’

‘Please,’ he said, stung by her coldness. ‘I’m so mixed-up, I don’t know what’s happening.’

‘You know perfectly well what’s happening,’ she said in a clipped, impatient voice. ‘You’re being trained to be my slave and not my husband.’

‘This has gone too far,’ he pleaded. ‘I’m lonely and frightened … I want to come home.’

‘Don’t be stupid,’ she said. ‘There’s nothing to be frightened of. Irène and Sabine are taking care of you, and I’ll decide if and when you can come home. That will be my decision, not yours.’

His panic deepened. What was going on? He’d expected friendship and understanding but she was showing only disdain for his suffering.

‘Please, Addie,’ he beseeched her. ‘Please listen.’

‘No, you listen,’ she replied with icy authority. ‘It’s not your place any more to call and question me about my plans. This won’t work if you don’t learn your place, and I really want this to work. If there’s something I need you to know I’ll tell you, and I’m telling you to end this call right now, and never to call me again.’

‘Please, Addie, don’t do this,’ he gasped, stunned by her cruelty. ‘I love you.’

‘Then prove it by doing what you’re told.’

‘I feel so alone.’

‘I’m warning you, Joseph, if you don’t stop talking I’ll call Irène and Sabine and ask them to give you another beating.’

Another beating?

His brain reeled. She must have known about his whipping, most likely condoned it, and here she was threatening him with another beating. The phone shook in his hand, and he feared his legs would give way.

‘Tell me when I’ll see you,’ he begged. ‘Please, just tell me that.’

‘I’ll count to three,’ she said pitilessly. ‘If you haven’t ended the call by then I’ll call Irène straightaway. I mean it, Joseph, I promise.’

‘God, Addie …’

‘One.’

‘You can’t …’

‘Two.’

‘Addie, please …

She let the silence, heavy with threat, hang between them for several moments and then, just as he sensed she was about to speak, he ended the call, dropping the phone onto the table as if it had bitten him.

Shocked and bereft, he sat heavily in a chair with his head in his hands. What was happening? How could Adele be so cold and unfeeling? He couldn’t believe the change in her. She’d been dominant with him in the past, tied him and teased him, had him dress her for her dates, put him in her underwear and clothes, tormented him gloriously with tales of sex with other men, but he’d always felt loved and valued by her, a friend and equal in their wife-led marriage. This was very different. Her manner on the phone had been curt and dismissive. He’d sensed no friendship in her, no respect for him as her loving if submissive partner. Her kindly, easygoing nature had been replaced by an attitude of selfishness and complete indifference to his feelings. She’d been cruel to him, shockingly cruel and callous, and he couldn’t forgive her, or make sense of his life any more.

Utterly distraught, he climbed the narrow wooden stairway to the rooftop garden. In the days since Adele’s departure, the breathtaking views across Paris had calmed him, helped him put his fears and doubts into perspective — Adele would come back soon, he’d tell himself, and they’d return to London and resume their old life — but this time it gave him no comfort. If anything, his distress deepened, and he went to the edge of the roof and, gazing over the railing at the pavement far below, thought of jumping. He saw himself falling and felt a pleasurable vengefulness. That would teach her, he thought, imagining her heartbroken tears when she heard of his death. She’d know instantly he’d taken his life because of what she’d done to him, and he relished the thought of her grief and pain. She’d taken things too far, and she deserved to suffer. But it was a childish, petulant reaction, and he couldn’t keep it up for long. He was an honest man, and he knew she hadn’t done this to him, at least not really. He’d done it to himself. The longing to submit to a beautiful woman had lain dormant inside him all his life, and meeting Adele had merely woken the hunger, and brought it out of hiding. She may be treating him far more cruelly than he’d expected, but he could hardly blame her for what he was, and for giving him what he craved above all else.

And it wasn’t as if she’d delivered him into the hands of bad or unpleasant people. Despite the severity of their dominance he knew Sabine and Irène to be sensitive, highly intelligent women who understood far better than him the bewildering complexities and contradictions of sadomasochism. And what’s more, they were elegant and beautiful, the kind of women any submissive man would be happy to serve. Perhaps, instead of being angry with Adele, he should be grateful to her for finding him such extraordinary Mistresses, and for finding a way to keep him in her life even if only as her slave.

Struggling to understand the truth of his situation, for Adele’s sake as well as his own, he made himself recall something Sabine had said the night before — ‘That feeling you have now,‘ she’d said, ‘that feeling of deep and endless surrender, keep hold of it, let it take charge of you body and soul. Remember it always, learn to summon it when you need it. Let it become part of you.’

He went over to the clothes-line and stood by it, letting one of Sabine’s pretty cotton skirts flutter against his face. He closed his eyes and summoned his feelings of deep and endless surrender, experiencing a flicker of submissive arousal. It didn’t sweep away his anger at Adele — resentment at her cruelty still burned inside him — but it eased the worst of his pain, and allowed him to resume his life as slave and housekeeper to Sabine and Irène. He reached up and touched one of Irène’s blouses. Discovering it was already dry, he unpegged their pretty clothes and underwear, put them in his basket, and took them downstairs to be ironed.

When Sabine and Irène returned at just after three o’clock he’d done all their ironing, and put their clean clothes neatly away in their bedroom, and vacuumed the entire apartment.

‘Someone’s been busy,’ Sabine said approvingly before kissing Joseph on the cheek. Greatly to his relief, there was no sign that Adele had informed them of his call to her.

‘We’ve been at work too,’ said Irène who was carrying a number of parcels. ’We’re on holiday for most of August, but something always comes up, and our patients come first.’

Not for the first time, Joseph wondered how such caring doctors could be so cruel in their private lives. Perhaps everyone needs to explore what life’s like on the other side of the mirror, he thought, experience how it feels to break the rules we’re expected to live by.

‘But we did some shopping on the way home,’ said Sabine.

She shared an amused look with Irène that made Joseph uneasy.

‘We’re going for a siesta,’ said Irène. ‘Wake us in an hour. We’ve got a surprise for you.’

And they walked past him into their bedroom, closing the door behind them, and leaving him to dream of their sensual beauty, and worry about what his ‘surprise’ might be.

Normally he went to his room when they took their siesta but he knew he wouldn’t be able to settle and so he put in the hour preparing their evening meal. He seasoned two steaks, selected a bottle of wine, and made a salad. Then he made up a cheese board and set the table. He’d learned that they both liked a drink of water when they woke from their siesta and he filled two long glasses with sparkling mineral water and ice, adding slices of lemon. Placing the glasses on a little silver platter, he carried it into the hall where he took a deep breath, and feeling very like a butler, knocked softly on their bedroom door. When there was no reply, he knocked again a little more loudly, and this time he heard a quiet voice say, ‘Oui, entrez.’

He went in to find Irène stirring sleepily with Sabine still fast asleep at her side.

‘You’ve brought water, Joseph, thank-you,’ Irène whispered, not wanting to wake Sabine. ‘She’s still asleep. Put the glasses by the bed and leave us. Come back in ten minutes.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, putting the glasses down silently and going back to the kitchen where he recalled how wonderful Irène had looked with her hair tousled from sleep and with the thin straps of her slip dangling from her shoulders. She must have taken off her dress and gone to bed in her slip and nylons. It was a heavenly thought that tormented him for every second of the ten minutes he waited before once more going into the hall and knocking on their door.

This time it was Sabine who answered and he went in to find both women sitting up in bed gazing at him with wide-awake, mischievous smiles on their face. He saw that Sabine too was wearing only her slip and his heart turned over at her graceful beauty.

‘Come and sit by us,’ said Sabine, patting the bed.

He crossed the room and sat beside her, feeling nervous and honoured to be permitted such intimacy.

‘You suffered a very difficult lesson last night,’ said Sabine, taking his hand in hers and squeezing it gently. ‘Today we have another lesson planned for you, but I hope it won’t hurt as much.’

‘I have a feeling you may even like it,’ said Irène, taking a drink of her water. ‘The parcels by my wardrobe,’ she added, ‘bring them over to the bed.’

His unease deepening, he fetched the parcels, and brought them back to the bed.

‘Open them,’ said Sabine, ‘the smallest one first.’

He opened the smallest parcel and took out a shoe box with a picture of women’s court shoes on the lid of the box. His unease grew into a presentiment that made him want to flee from the room.

‘What are you waiting for?’ said Irène, savouring his unease. ‘Take them out. Tell us what you think.’

He opened the box and took out the shiny black shoes, mesmerised by their neat shape and modest one inch heels.

‘There were others with higher heels,’ said Sabine, ‘but we wanted you to be comfortable in your work, so we thought these would be best.’

‘They’re for me?’ he asked tremulously. He knew they were for him but he felt obliged to ask. It was the only way he could think of to stall for time.

‘Of course they’re for you,’ said Irène. ‘They’re part of your uniform.’

‘My uniform?’ he said, his heart skipping a beat.

‘Yes, your uniform,’ said Irène, her eyes shining with amusement. ‘Now open the other parcel.’

With shaking hands he reached into the other bag and took out a flat packet wrapped in soft tissue paper. Pulling away the paper, he saw what looked like a black woman’s top with a pretty white collar. He gazed at it in love and horror. His presentiment was coming true — it was what he most feared and most desired.

‘Lift it up,’ Sabine commanded him.

He lifted the garment which unfolded, revealing itself to be a neatly elegant black maid’s dress, the white edging on its quarter length sleeves matching its delicate white collar.

‘When Mimi died we gave away his uniforms,’ said Sabine, a catch in her voice. ‘His would never have fitted you anyway, he was such a bear of a man, so we’ve bought you your own maid’s dress. Hold it up against you, go on.’

Utterly entranced, he held the dress against himself.

‘Well, what do you think?’ said Irène. ‘Do you like it?’

Beyond speech, Joseph just stared at her, his eyes misting with tears.

‘Of course you like it,’ said Irène tenderly. ‘How could you not?’

‘A maid needs a uniform,’ said Sabine, getting out of bed. ‘Take off your clothes, we want to see how you look in your dress.’

‘You’ll need nylons,’ said Irène, also getting out of bed, and going to her underwear drawer. ‘I’ll give you a pair of mine.’

Deep under their spell, Joseph slowly undressed until he was standing in just his panties, a pretty white pair delicately embroidered with blue and yellow flowers.

‘Put these on,’ said Irène, handing him a pair of sheer dark hose. ‘Sit on the bed to do it. It’s easier that way.’

His heart pounding, he sat on the bed, gathered up the filmy hose in his fingers, and pulled them up his legs. The nylon felt wonderfully cool and smooth against his skin, and he flushed in shameful joy at the forbidden, transgressive delight of wearing women’s underwear. When he stood from the bed, Irène tugged the panty of his hose over his knickers in a way that made him feel helplessly and delightfully imprisoned.

‘Now this,’ said Sabine, presenting him with a pretty white lace-trimmed waist slip.

‘No,’ he gasped, afraid of the excessively feminine garment. Adele had made him wear a petticoat before and he knew how powerfully it would emasculate him.

‘Don’t be frightened,’ said Irène. ‘Your uniform’s very neat and modest, but there’s nothing wrong with a little frou-frou every now and then. And it will make your dress hang better, that’s why ladies wear them, trust me.’

Joseph didn’t trust her in the slightest, yet her untrustworthiness captivated him, and fuelled his arousal. Deep in his heart he longed to be tricked and trapped by these lovely women until there was no possibility of escape.

An eternity of servitude — there was something heavenly in the idea.

‘Hurry,’ said Sabine shaking the pretty slip impatiently, and holding it open for him.

His blush deepening, he stepped into the slip and Sabine pulled it up to his waist.

‘Just above the knee,’ she said approvingly, stepping back to better examine its length. ‘Perfect,’ she declared, delighted with its fit.

‘Now your shoes,’ said Irène, placing the shoes at his feet. ‘Put them on.’

Exquisitely shamed by the erosion of his masculinity, he pushed one foot then the other into the smart court shoes. They were a little tight but perfectly wearable.

‘It’s the biggest size they had,’ said Sabine. ‘A lady’s size seven. I hope they’re not too tight.’

‘No,’ said Joseph, humiliation fluttering sweetly in his gut. ‘They’re fine.’

‘Look at us,’ said Irène, laughing happily. ‘All girls together in our slips and nylons.’

Feeling very sisterly towards their feminised slave, Sabine and Irène embraced Joseph fondly, trapping him between them, kissing him and whispering endearments in his ears, overwhelming him with their lovely scents, sweet voices and the warmth of their bodies beneath their pretty lace slips.

‘And now for your dress,’ said Sabine, taking the neat black uniform from the bed in readiness to put it on him.

‘We’ve wanted to put you in a dress ever since you arrived,’ said Irène, kissing Joseph on his blushing cheek. ‘You’ll be as pretty as any girl, just wait and see.’

He began to shake as he pushed his arms through the sleeves and Sabine fitted the dress over his head. He knew he was playing into their hands and the knowledge thrilled him.

‘Stop shaking,’ said Sabine through laughter. ‘It’s only a dress, it won’t kill you.’

He stood in a daze as his Mistresses tugged the dress into place around his shoulders and waist with their clever women’s hands, uttering little sounds of pleasure and praise, and saying, ‘Magnifique,’ and ‘Comme tu es belle.’

‘And we mustn’t forget this,’ said Irène, taking a white garment from the bag and shaking it loose to reveal a full-length apron with a head-loop and waist ties. ‘A maid needs her apron.’

Before he could object, she’d fitted the loop over his head, and stepped behind him to fasten the ties behind his waist. ‘There,’ she said happily, once she’d tied it tight with a pretty bow, ‘you’re all ready to get on with your duties.’

‘But this won’t do,’ said Sabine, taking the man’s watch from his wrist.

‘You can have one of mine,’ said Irène, taking a woman’s watch with a small face and thin gold strap from a drawer in her dressing-table. ‘You need a watch so you can always be on time,’ she added, fastening the dainty little watch around his wrist. ‘Now walk up and down for us, we want to see how you look in your uniform.’

With a tight feeling in his chest, and his breath coming in gasps, Joseph walked up and down in the spacious bedroom, his dress making the feminine whispering sound he so loved as it moved against his hose and swayed dreamily around his knees.

‘Smaller steps,’ Sabine coached him, delighted with his appearance ‘You’re a lady’s maid now, not a man.’

Obediently, he took smaller steps which made him feel even more girlishly subservient to his elegant Mistresses.

‘You’re the dearest maid in all of France,’ said Irène, flicking out the hem of his dress so that it hung more fully over his petticoat. ‘Une soubrette sans egal.’

‘It’s such a pretty uniform,’ added Sabine, thrilled with their purchase. ‘We saw it in a shop window and had to buy it. It’s made by an Italian company that supplies the best hotels in Paris. It’s so stylish, but it’s for a real maid to do real work in. It’s a proper uniform and not a costume so you can expect to be very busy when you wear it.’

‘But come and see how pretty you are,’ said Irène, taking him by the arm and leading him to the full-length mirror.

Joseph stared at his reflection in astonishment. He looked exactly like a neat little maid who might work in an expensive hotel. The smart uniform dress was formal yet feminine, and the crisp white apron gave him a very brisk and hard-working air. Hot shame burned at his centre — no man should look like this — and yet he couldn’t take his eyes from his reflection. He told himself he hated the dress, and how unmanly and subservient it made him look, but he knew he was lying to himself. He shivered, and tears came into his eyes, tears more of gratitude than shame for in truth he loved his uniform, and he loved his Mistresses for dressing him in it.

‘Sweet Joseph,’ said Irène, stroking his cheek. ‘It’s all right to cry. You’re a pretty maid now, and not a man any more. And anyway,’ she added, trying to tease him into laughter, ‘you’re pretty when you cry.’

Unable to laugh at himself, Joseph closed his eyes to hold back the tears.

‘Mimi was a big man with broad shoulders and thick legs,’ said Sabine, talking to give Joseph time to recover. ’He never looked good in his dresses and uniforms. In fact, he looked very foolish and ugly which of course has its own charms, but it’s lovely to have a beautiful maid. If you wore make-up you’d pass for a girl, believe me, Joseph, but it’s better to have you look like a pretty man trapped in a dress, don’t you think, more shameful for you, more fun for everyone?’

Joseph opened his eyes and stared at her, too stunned to speak.

‘Oh, come on, Joseph,’ said Irène. ‘It’s the greatest fun, you know it is, but one part of your uniform’s much more important than the others. Do you know what part that is?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a very small voice, immediately knowing the answer to her strange question.

‘Then tell me,’ said Irène.

‘Adele’s panties,’ said Joseph. Just saying the words sent another shockwave of shame crashing through him.

‘Very good, Joseph,’ said Irène, extremely pleased with him, and more certain than ever he’d become his wife’s permanent slave. ‘It’s only right you’re wearing Adele’s panties at the centre of your uniform, at the very core of your captivity, for you’re learning to be Adele’s maid, not ours, and I’m glad you understand that.’

‘But his hair could be nicer,’ said Sabine, leading him to her dressing-table and pushing him down into the chair where she undid his pony-tail and brushed out his hair, retying it in a fuller style that hung more flatteringly over his collar.

‘There now,’ she said, ‘that’s better, don’t you think?’

Joseph gazed at the pretty maid in the mirror, experiencing a spasm of shame so sweet he feared his heart would stop beating.

‘Ear-rings would be nice,’ said Irène, smiling at him in the mirror.

‘They would,’ Sabine agreed. ‘It’s just a shame he doesn’t have pierced ears.’

‘He’ll do for now,’ said Irène.

‘Maybe some perfume,’ said Sabine.

‘Why not?’ said Irène, taking up a little bottle bearing the name ‘Anias Anias’ and spraying its heavy, sweet smelling scent on Joseph’s wrists and neck. ‘There now, you’ll smell as nice as you look.’

They immediately put him to work as their lady’s maid, helping them on with their dresses and shoes. They had him take turns brushing out their hair while they sat at their dressing-tables, forgiving his clumsiness and instructing him from time to time as to how they liked it done, in what style, and with how heavy a brush-stroke, but mostly talking to each other in French in a way which excluded him, and added to his already very deep feelings of subservience.

When they grew tired of this, Irène stood from her chair and said, ‘We hadn’t time for lunch today, so we’ll eat early this evening. Have you prepared something for our meal, Joseph?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, very glad he’d thought to prepare steaks for them.

‘Very good,’ said Irène. ‘Off you go then, we’ll eat in half an hour. And then, later this evening, we’ll teach you to curtsey.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered before hurrying out of the room, his cheeks aflame and his heart quaking at the thought of this new indignity.

Trapped in his maid’s dress, Joseph felt utterly unmanned and helpless. His hands shook as he made a dressing for the salad, and yet he kept glancing down at his apron and dress, his hose and neat court shoes, and at the lace hem of his slip that flashed prettily when he walked, a sight which sent an electrical current of arousal shooting through his veins. Twice he hurried into the hall just to catch sight of himself in the hall mirror, his girlish reflection both horrifying and delighting him. His identity had been crushed, first by his beating, and now by his uniform, and he no longer knew who or what he was. A domestic slave, that much was clear, a lady’s-maid and housekeeper, but something had fused at his centre that changed him from within, causing every nerve in his body to tingle with a renewed masochistic sensibility. And all the time his perfume sedated him, as Sabine and Irène knew it would, plunging him deeper into a submissive trance. He tried to laugh at his predicament, but he couldn’t — for his transformation was beyond a joke. He knew he was in danger of losing himself altogether in this silken trap yet he lacked the slightest will to resist. On the contrary, a part of him longed to sink deeper into the clinging mud of his submission, and have done with pride and status once and for all.

And Sabine and Irène sensed this new vulnerability, and they teased and tormented him all through their meal, putting their hands under his dress to caress his nylon-clad legs when he served their food or poured their wine, and telling him constantly how he suited his uniform, and how he was born to serve as a woman’s loyal and obedient maid. He might have found their comments less upsetting if he hadn’t feared they were true.

‘Be careful, Josephine,’ said Sabine, the first use of the female version of his name sending a sweet chill down his spine, ‘you make such a beautiful girl, Irène and I may not be able to resist you.’

They left him portions of their steaks, and told him to eat the leftovers with salad and bread. He ate standing at the breakfast bar, darkly thrilled to be eating their scraps, but becoming more and more anxious about the rest of the evening.

They took coffee in the sitting-room while he cleaned and tidied in the kitchen. Just as he finished, the bell rang, summoning him to the sitting-room where his Mistresses were lazing side by side on the sofa, regarding him with a mischief in their eyes that made them resemble sleek, hungry wolves.

‘Rub our feet,’ commanded Irène. ‘It’s been a tiring day, and you have such gentle fingers.’

He knelt and shucked off their shoes before massaging their nylon-clad feet, first Irène’s and then Sabine’s. They groaned with pleasure at his ministrations, sometimes pressing their bossy feet against his mouth to let him kiss their toes and insteps, and inhale the heady scent of sweat and shoe leather. As he worked, he glimpsed the lacy hem of his slip peeping out from under his black dress and white apron, and he shuddered with delight at his feminised enslavement. He felt frightened and lonely, and his heart pined for his wife, yet he also felt strangely at ease, as if he’d found his true place in the world.

As he massaged one of Sabine’s feet, rubbing his thumbs slowly over her nylon-sheathed sole, she suddenly prodded him with her foot, and said, ‘That’s enough, Josephine. It’s time for your lesson. Stand up and tidy your dress. We’re going to teach you to curtsey.’

To begin with they had fun by making him perform full curtseys where he had to hold the hem of his skirt between the thumb and second finger of both hands, cross one calf neatly behind the other, and simultaneously bend from the knee and bow his head in a gesture of subordination and respect to his Mistresses. He found the servile act deeply shaming, and yet, in the way that had become familiar, he also found it thrilling and addictively sexy, particularly when Irène stood up to demonstrate the perfect curtsey, not stopping until Sabine agreed that Joseph could perform the deed as neatly and gracefully as Irène. The two women laughed heartily as they trained him, delighting in his embarrassment and initial awkwardness, but he quickly mastered the act, and Irène then showed him a quicker, less elaborate version which she called ‘in the Swedish style.’

‘We’ll expect you to curtsey every time you come into our presence,’ said Sabine. ‘So we don’t want a five-act opera every time, just a quick bow of your head and dip of your knees will do as long as its not lazy or inelegant.’

She knew she was in danger of overdoing it, but she remembered how effectively precise instruction and a haughty manner had enslaved Mimi.

They made him practise until he could perform a quick, nimble curtsey as if by second nature.

‘Very good,’ said Irène finally. ‘Take some time to practise in front of the mirror in your room. In a few days you’ll do it without thinking, and you’ll be our perfect housemaid.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he meekly agreed, curtseying neatly.

‘You’ll wear your uniform every day from now on,’ Sabine informed him. ‘If it needs washed, do it at bed-time, and it’ll be dry by morning. Keep the apron clean and pressed at all times. The slightest untidiness will earn you a punishment, and you wouldn’t want that, would you?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, chilled by the thought of another beating.

‘And, as you may have noticed, we’ll be calling you Josephine from now on, it’s a much better name for you.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, shamed by his feminine name, but thrilled by it too.

‘Wear your jeans when you go out in the morning,’ decreed Irène, ‘but change into your dress as soon as you get home. We’ll expect you in full uniform when you serve breakfast, and whenever you’re working in the apartment.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, grateful for her stern authority. He doubted if he’d wear women’s clothes of his own accord, but he found a very deep pleasure in being forced to wear pretty feminine garments, the kind of garments men are told all their lives they must never wear. It wasn’t the pretty uniform he liked so much as being made to wear it — that was what really set his heart on fire.

‘Dressing as a maid will remind you you’re not a man any more,’ said Sabine, ‘and that will help you accept your new life. It will feel strange to begin with but you’ll get used to it. Mimi hated wearing his maid’s dress, swore he’d never accept it, but in only a few weeks it was all he wanted to wear, even when we had guests.’

Joseph looked up quickly, alarmed by the thought of guests.

‘Yes, Josephine,’ said Sabine, amused by his reaction. ‘The day will come when the world must know of your transformation, and you will serve openly as a slave. It’s merely another step on the way, one more ordeal you must endure for Adele’s pleasure and convenience.’

Joseph shivered in apprehension, terrified of his future life.

‘It has to happen,’ said Irène. ’You know that in your heart. And you look so good in your uniform, Josephine, really you do, everyone will love to see you in it.’

‘Now go to bed,’ said Sabine. ‘You have a busy day in the morning.’

‘Before you go,’ said Irène, a knowing gleam in her eyes. ‘Isn’t there something you wish to say to us?’

Unable to speak, he just nodded his head.

‘Then say it,’ Sabine commanded him.

‘Thank-you for my uniform,’ he said, tears of love and gratitude misting his eyes.

‘You’re very welcome,’ said Sabine, moved by the depth of his submission.

’Goodnight, Josephine,’ said Irène fondly.

‘Goodnight, Mistress,’ said Joseph, performing an impeccably neat curtsey before turning and leaving the room, his uniform dress swaying sweetly around his knees.

HE BARELY slept that night. Three times he switched on his bedside lamp and got out of bed to look at his uniform hanging in his wardrobe. He felt like a monk or nun who’d taken holy orders and been given his sacred robes at last, or a small boy at Christmas who’d been given the shiny spacesuit he’d always wanted. He even smiled at the pretty maid in the picture on his wall, feeling an affinity with her as his sister in service.

In the morning he ran back from the boulangerie with the croissants and bread so eager was he to put on his uniform and, when he did, he spent several minutes practising his curtseys in the mirror as Irène had commanded him. Only when he was happy with his performance, did he go through and prepare breakfast for his Mistresses.

He curtsied to them when they came through, but they paid him no attention, talking in French as they drank coffee and ate their croissants with jam. Being ignored in such a way struck a chord deep in his heart. After all, why should they heed him? He was only the maid, and there only to serve.

Later that morning, as he was cleaning the cooker, Irène came through from her study and sat at the table where she fitted a photograph into a picture-frame. As he worked, Joseph stole glances at the picture, but he couldn’t make out what it was.

‘Get on with your work, Josephine,’ said Irène, noticing his glances. ‘You’ll see it soon enough.’

When she’d fitted the photograph into the frame, Irène opened the little stand, placed it on the table, and sat back to admire it.

‘It’s a photograph Adele emailed to me this morning,’ she informed him. ‘She’s worried you might be lonely without her, and she thought this might help. Come and see, Josephine.’

Feeling uneasy, Joseph went to her side and looked at the picture on the table, groaning in pain when he saw it was a photograph of Adele and Laurent sitting close together in a busy restaurant. They looked radiant with happiness, and Joseph saw once more what a handsome, glamorous couple they made. Adele’s elegant dress had ridden up her nylon-sheathed thighs and Laurent’s large, strong hand sat possessively on her shapely knee while Adele had an arm fondly around Laurent’s neck. There could be no doubt they were lovers, utterly besotted with each other.

‘What a lovely couple they make,’ said Irène, twisting the knife. ‘And how kind and thoughtful of Adele to send it to you.’

Joseph knew as well as Irène that Adele was not being kind for he understood immediately that the photograph was Adele’s way of punishing him for telephoning her. ‘See how I am your Mistress not your wife,’ said the photograph. ‘See how I have another man in my life, a strong, handsome man who makes me wonderfully happy. See how I am free to live as I like while you must do as I wish, and live as a slave.’

‘Take the photograph to your room,’ said Irène. ‘Put it on the table by your bed and keep it there. How happy you’ll be to have your Master and Mistress so close, to be able to see them whenever you want. Perhaps you may kneel to them at night when you’re saying your little prayer. What a lucky maid you are, Josephine.’

Clutching Adele’s cruel gift, Joseph fled to his room where he placed the picture obediently on his bedside table and stood staring at it, wounded yet transfixed by his wife’s beauty, and her lover’s manly assurance. They looked perfect together, he couldn’t deny it, their sheer animal vitality making him feel weak and insubstantial by comparison. Laurent was the kind of confident, handsome man Adele deserved while he’d never been good enough for her, the picture made him feel that very strongly He could only be her slave at best, her lowly servant and housemaid, and he could never again be her lover or the principal man in her life. And then he saw something else in the picture that froze his blood. A woman in the background behind Adele had her head turned away but he thought he recognised her as his boss Emma.

‘No,’ he gasped under his breath. ‘It can’t be her, it can’t.’

The thought of Adele introducing Laurent to Emma caused Joseph unendurable shame. He told himself Adele would never do such a thing but the closer he looked at the picture the surer he became that the woman in the background was Emma. And then he remembered how coldly Adele had spoken to him when he’d called, and he understood that he no longer knew his wife, and could no longer trust her to be kind, or respectful of his private life. Their marriage, if you could still call it that, had moved on to a different stage. Adele was making it clear that she really did view him as her slave, and no longer her husband, and he feared there was no limit to her cruelty.

He felt a burning anger against his wife, and yet the cruelty of her gift delighted his masochistic nature and, before he could stop himself, he’d fallen to his knees before the picture like a worshipper at an altar. Muttering his prayer, ‘Thank-you, Madame Adele, thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ he lifted his maid’s dress and petticoat, took down his panties and hose, and began to pleasure himself. He was sure he saw mockery in Adele’s lovely eyes, a gleam of triumph at the power she wielded over him and a spasm of submissive delight carried him to the brink of orgasm only for him to be denied by the ring of the maid’s bell.

Caught between two Mistresses, one absent and one very much present in his life, Joseph got guiltily to his feet and quickly re-arranged his underwear and uniform, checking his appearance in the mirror. Once more his brain reeled at what he saw. Could this pale and slender little housemaid really be him? Had he really allowed himself to be transformed into such a meek and powerless creature? His mind rebelled at the answer and, as he hurried along the passageway to answer his Mistress’s call, he tried to tell himself it was only a game and Adele would come for him soon and take him back to London where they’d live happily again as husband and wife. ‘Please come back for me, Addie,’ he prayed silently. ‘If you don’t, I’ll die and be lost forever.’

When he came into the hallway Irène and Sabine were standing by the front-door waiting to leave the apartment and he performed a quick curtsey, ready to receive his instructions, and very relieved that he’d have some time to himself, but his relief was short-lived.

‘We’re going out,’ said Sabine, ‘and you’re coming with us.’

‘Wh-where?’ he stammered in shock.

‘You’ll find out soon enough,’ said Irène.

‘I’ll get changed,’ he said.

‘There’s no need,’ said Sabine, taking a long coat from a chair and handing it to him. ‘Wear this if you’re shy.’

Shaking like a leaf, he put on the coat which came down to his calves.

‘No-one will give you a second look,’ said Irène, smiling as she did up the buttons on his coat. ‘And besides, we’re not going far.’

Out on the street Joseph felt terrified. He kept his head down and did his best to match Irène and Sabine’s elegant strides which was a struggle given how unused he was to walking in heels. He was convinced that everyone they passed would see he was a man, and every second he expected someone to point at him, and jeer. Yet no-one did, and after five minutes or so he almost began to enjoy the sway of his dress around his knees, and the feminine click-clack of his heels on the pavement.

Irène and Sabine talked together in French, and paid him little attention except for some mischievous glances that he knew were intended to remind him of his enslavement, and the pleasure they took in it. He grew too warm in his long coat — Irène and Sabine wore only pretty summer dresses — but he was very glad of the cover the coat gave him. He couldn’t have withstood the shame of being seen in his maid’s dress and apron.

After a few more minutes they crossed a wide boulevard and turned into a narrow street where Sabine and Irène led him into a hairdressing salon called Madame M. As they waited in the reception area Irène saw that Joseph was shaking, and she took him by the arm and murmured gently in his ear, ‘Don’t be afraid, Josephine. We’ve booked you in with Madame Médard. She’s one of the best women’s hairdressers in Paris, but she also does trans men so nothing shocks her.’

Joesph started to protest that he wasn’t a trans man, but Irène just spoke over him, saying, ‘She does our hair, and she did Mimi’s when he was alive, and we like and trust her, so stop shaking and try to be calm.’

‘I’m n-not trans,’ he said.

‘What are you then?’ Sabine asked, an eyebrow raised provocatively.

‘You made me dress like this,’ he said, trying to sound strong

‘Oh, did we?’ said Irène. ‘I don’t remember you putting up a fight. Do you, Sabine?’ she said, smiling at her co-conspirator. ‘Do you remember Josephine putting up a fight?’

‘Au contraire,’ said Sabine. ‘He couldn’t get into his uniform quickly enough. And he looks so sweet in his dress and apron, especially when he curtsies, I’m sure he’ll never want to dress as a man again. He may as well be trans for all the difference it makes.’

Before he could reply an attractive woman in her 50s, wearing an elegant dress, and with warm, intelligent eyes, came to greet them, kissing Sabine and Irène fondly before turning to Joseph, and saying, ‘You must be Josephine. I am Madeleine Médard, and I look forward to helping you in any way I can. This way, Josephine.’

Sabine and Irène sat down in the waiting area where they were served coffee as Madeleine led Joseph to his chair at the far end of the long room. Greatly to Joseph’s relief the salon was quiet and there were three empty chairs between him and the next customer, an elderly woman reading a magazine while waiting for her perm to set.

‘Take off your coat,’ said Madeleine.

‘I’ll keep it on,’ said Joseph.

‘You’ll be hot and uncomfortable,’ said Madeleine firmly. ‘Take it off.’

Experiencing a thrill of arousal, Joseph did as he was told, his shame deepened by her response to his dress and apron.

‘What a beautiful uniform,’ Madeleine exclaimed. ‘The loveliest I’ve ever seen. Where did you find it?’

‘I didn’t,’ he said. ‘I was given it.’

‘Then I must ask Sabine and Irène,’ said Madeleine. ‘There are many women who’d wish to put their maids in such a dress. What a lucky girl you are. Now, sit down Josephine, and relax.’

Feeling neither lucky or relaxed, Joseph sat in his styling chair, and stared with horror at his reflection in the mirror, tormented in particular by the way his white apron and glimpses of his slip hem made his formal black dress look so primly feminine. And, God, were those his legs? In his sheer nylons and court shoes they looked as slim and shapely as any woman’s.

He experienced a measure of relief when Madeleine covered his dress with a large plastic bib which she tied around his neck before washing his hair with a warm spray of water, massaging his scalp in a way that felt delightful. Then she applied a fragrant conditioner, continuing to massage his head before rinsing his hair, and saying softly, ‘Sabine tells me your wife is with Laurent now and you are learning to be her slave and housekeeper. You are lucky because Laurent is an honest and decent man, but your wife is lucky too, I think, not only to have such a handsome lover but also to have such a pretty maid to look after her, and let her have what she wants.’

Seduced by her warm voice and skilful fingers, her words sounded almost reasonable to Joseph, and a wave of submissive arousal washed over him. Maybe he should stop trying to fight it, he reflected. Maybe, if he gave in entirely, he could live happily as a slave. He’d always felt like an outsider, he told himself, and had never felt comfortable trying to match up to conventional notions of manhood and masculinity. And he’d always been called pretty, never handsome. Yes, he thought, lulled by the warm spray of water, why shouldn’t he live as a feminised slave? After all, nothing compared with the sensual joy of surrendering to a strong and beautiful woman. But then Madeleine, after lightly towelling his hair, applied some cream to his ear-lobes, saying, ‘This will numb the pain, Josephine. The needle will sting a little, but not for long.’

A new anxiety gripped him as he understood he was to have his ears pierced.

‘No,’ he protested, lifting his head, but Madeleine just pushed his head back into place, and said calmly, ‘Sssh, Josephine, you will have ear-rings, and that’s that. Don’t you want to look pretty for your Mistress and Master? Yes, of course you do, now keep still while I do your hair.’

Quelled by her dominance, Joseph sat still while she trimmed and blow-dried his hair, occasionally smiling at him in the mirror as she worked. The salon’s feminine scents of lotions and creams, shampoos and conditioners, sedated him and he made no effort to resist when she took up her needle and pierced both of his ears, fitting pretty little jewelled stars in each lobe. Despite the numbing cream the pain was still sharp and stinging and yet he relished the discomfort, and he couldn’t help but agree with Madeleine when she told him how pretty he looked in his ear-rings. Their eye-catching sparkle seemed to change the shape of his face, making his jaw-line softer, more feminine.

She brushed out his hair which somehow seemed longer after she’d trimmed it, and caught it in its middle with a little clasp so that his pony tail lay full, flat and shining over his collar.

‘Pretty but still neat,’ she declared, unfastening his bib. ‘Just right for a maid.’

When Joseph stood from his chair, she didn’t give him his coat, carrying it over her arm as she led him down the full length of her shop so that anyone who cared to look could see him in his maid’s dress and apron. His waiting Mistresses smiled at him as he approached, enjoying his embarrassment, and the way he blushed so prettily at his exposure.

‘He’s perfect,’ said Sabine, kissing Madeleine. ‘His hair is lovely, and the ear-rings make all the difference.’

‘Where did you get his uniform?’ said Madeleine, finally giving Joseph his coat, smiling as he hurried to put it on.

‘We saw it in a work-wear shop, made by an Italian company, I think,’ said Irène. ‘Come here, Josephine,’ she commanded her maid. ‘Let me look at the label on your dress.’

She lifted his coat and the hem of his dress, and read out the details on the label stitched onto the dress.

‘Mercatores, Via Turati, Milano,’ said Irène. ‘The sales-girl said they have a web-site.’

‘Then I must look for it,’ said Madeleine. ‘It’s the loveliest uniform I’ve ever seen. No man could recover from wearing such a dress. He would be forever a slave with his wife free to live as she likes.’

‘That’s what we think too,’ said Sabine, smiling at Joseph whose blush deepened.

‘Au revoir, ma chérie,’ said Madeleine, kissing Joseph and patting his shoulder. ‘Be good, now. You look so lovely as a girl, I’m sure you’ll be happier as a maid than a man.’

When they left the shop Joseph longed to go straight home where he might hide away in his room, and try to recover from his ordeal, but Irène and Sabine took him instead for lunch in a pavement café not far from the hair salon. Sitting at their outside table Joseph noticed the admiring looks they got from passing men, and some women too and, to his surprise he saw that some of the looks were aimed at him. It was clear to Joseph that no-one saw him as a man.

‘That man likes you,’ Sabine said to Joseph, indicating the man walking past their table. ‘Be careful, or he might bring you flowers.’

His Mistresses ordered for him, a salade niçeoise with light rosé wine followed by tarte au pêche and strong black coffee. He ate slowly, keeping his head down and never relaxing for a moment.

‘I keep telling you to relax and be happy,’ said Irène, smiling at his anxiety, ’but it wouldn’t be such fun if you relaxed. I think I like it better when you’re anxious and afraid. You’re such a frightened little thing, it makes me want to hurt you all the more.’

Over coffee Irène and Sabine discussed in French an article in a medical journal while Joseph sat quietly, admiring their elegance and style — Irène even had her sunglasses up on her lovely auburn hair — and struggling to come to terms with the pace of events, and the startling nature of his transformation. The feel of his women’s clothes constantly fuelled his sense of enslavement — the tightness of his neat court shoes, the shaming yet pleasurable hug of the smooth hose against his legs, the grip of his dress and slip around his waist and knees but, as well as those troubling sensations, the lingering pain from his beating, and the discomfort he still felt from having his ears pierced, played on his nerves and reminded him of how deeply he’d submitted to these women, and of how helpless he was to resist their power over him.

On their way home, Sabine went into a corner shop and bought a six-pack of cheap pantyhose, and handed them to Joseph, saying, ‘These are for you, Josephine. We can’t have you wearing our expensive nylons every day. Plain nylons will do for the maid, don’t you think?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, shamed yet thrilled by the gift.

‘Then what do you say?’ Sabine pressed him, giving him a stern look.

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress Sabine,’ he stammered.

‘C’est rien,’ she replied with a mocking smile before walking ahead with Irène, leaving him to follow behind as their lowly maidservant.

When at last they reached the apartment, Irène and Sabine dismissed Joseph, telling him to take his hour’s break in his room, and that they’d ring for him if they needed anything. Greatly relieved, he hurried to his room but it didn’t provide the sanctuary he needed. On the contrary, the framed picture on his bedside table of Adele looking so beautiful and happy with Laurent by her side both tormented and aroused him, and made it impossible for him to find peace. And he couldn’t stop looking into the mirror to admire his neatly styled pony-tail, and the brightly jewelled little stars of his ear-rings. Did he really pass as a woman? Certainly he could recognise very little of his old self in his reflection. And had that man passing the restaurant really been looking at him? Had he truly found him attractive as a woman? Troubled yet strangely pleased by the thought, he turned to look at his profile in the mirror, thrilled by the way his dress moved and swayed at his knees, giving a glimpse of his slip’s lace hem, and the long bow of his apron that hung down almost to the hem of his dress. And his feet looked so small and neat in his court shoes. Maybe he really was pretty, he decided. Maybe Madeleine was right, and he’d be happier living as a lady’s maid than as a man.

But then he thought of Adele seeing him in his uniform and he felt giddy with shame. Male pride suddenly flaring at his core, he longed to possess Adele as his wife once more, prove to her he was strong enough to be the man in her life, the man she wanted above all others. If she saw him in his uniform, she’d lose all respect for him, and never be able to see him as her husband again. And yet, even as the thought tormented him, a treacherous arousal began to swim in his veins. Oh God, was that what he wanted? Did he want her to lose all respect for him? Did he want to live as a weak and foolish freak, a creature freed entirely from the burden of manliness, and forced to live as a servant with no will of his own? Did he really want the woman he loved to mock and scorn him, and keep him in her life only as her slave?

Terrified of the answers to these questions, he opened his drawer and put his packet of hose beside his clean panties. The pretty model on the front of the packet looked joyful and carefree as she strode down the street in her mini-skirt showing off her long, sleek legs, and Joseph wondered if anyone was ever that happy. Perhaps Adele was, he reflected, looking at her photograph again. Not only happy but incomparably lovely, he thought, tormented anew by the pain of jealousy. Once more dark and troubling questions swirled in his brain. Why did it arouse him to lose Adele to another man? What was wrong with him, he wondered for the millionth time? Why couldn’t he be like other men and fight for his woman, and keep her for his own?

A wave of fatigue and unhappiness washed over him and he sat wearily on his narrow bed. He unclipped the clasp from his hair and looked at it closely for the first time. Beautifully made in the shape of a tiny swooping eagle, the wings, when compressed, opened the claws which became the grip for his hair. It was a clever, elegant clasp that reinforced the predatory power of his Mistresses. He played with it idly, clipping it on and off his fingers, imagining it, not gripping his hair, but tearing open his flesh and ripping out his heart.

The sheer unreality of his situation confounded him. This couldn’t really be happening, he told himself. He couldn’t be imprisoned in this sad little room wearing a maid’s uniform while he gazed at a photograph of his wife with another man. It was too preposterous, too far beyond the limits of normal behaviour, and yet the pain in his buttocks and the faint stinging in his ears told him this was no dream or waking fantasy. A shiver of fear passed through him as he considered a different possibility. Perhaps he’d lost his mind, and been sent to an asylum. Yes, that was it, he decided. He’d gone mad, and was being cared for in a hospital where his delusions still held possession over his mind. He found some solace in the thought. Perhaps he’d get better soon, and be able to resume his normal life. Perhaps Adele would visit him, and tell him she loved him, and that she’d wait loyally for him to recover from his illness.

For a few blessed moments a sense of relief and wellbeing flooded through him, but it soon passed. His perceptions and memories were too clear, and too rooted in what he knew of himself, for him to really believe he’d gone mad. Even this anguished search for an explanation felt familiar. In the early days of his submission to Adele, when he’d first accepted and then welcomed her affairs with other men, he’d often questioned his sanity, fearing he was falling into a pit of shame and degradation from which he could never escape. He’d warned himself on countless occasions that he risked losing all sense of pride and identity, and becoming an object of ridicule, and yet he’d never heeded these warnings. The erotic pleasure he’d found in submitting to Adele has been too strong to resist. But, in those early days, he’d always believed he could put a stop to his subservience if he’d wanted to. It was very different now. Now, he knew he’d sunk too deep in the quicksand to pull himself free. He’d gone to a place far beyond the reach of his own volition where Adele would decide his fate regardless of his doubts and fears. He was living a life outside the bounds of normal existence, but he was not mad. Obsessed, yes. Unhealthily addicted to the fevered joys of sadomasochism, most certainly — but he was not mad, and must face the consequences of his own character and actions.

Exhausted by these thoughts and worries, he lay back on his bed and fell into a fitful sleep. When he woke, he gazed around the room, blinking in confusion. He’d expected to find himself home in his bed in London, and the discovery that his enslavement was real woke in him a new and deeper anxiety. Glancing at the women’s watch on his wrist he saw that he’d been asleep for over an hour, and he got quickly to his feet and tidied his crumpled dress and apron before brushing his hair and catching it neatly in his eagle-clasp. Just as he turned the door-handle, he heard the distant ringing of the maid’s bell, and he hurried along the passageway, eager to attend his Mistresses.

He found them in the hallway in their summer coats, ready to go out for the evening.

‘We’re going out for a drink with some friends,’ Irène informed him. ‘We won’t be late so wait up, and attend us on our return.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, performing a neat curtsey.

‘We’ll eat when we’re out,’ said Sabine. ‘But make sure and have something yourself.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, performing another curtsey.

‘Don’t overdo it,’ said Sabine. ‘One curtsey is enough.’

‘Have you some work to do when we’re out?’ Irène asked him.

‘Only some ironing,’ he said.

‘Well, when you’ve finished that, go to our bedroom and clean the dust from our shoes and boots,’ Irène commanded him. ‘You won’t need to polish them, just give them a wipe with a cloth.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, but they’d already gone, closing the front-door behind them. He heard their laughter as they descended the stairs, and a terrible loneliness possessed him, but he did what he often did when he felt gloomy — he lost himself in work.

First he completed the ironing which consisted only of some skirts and blouses which he took upstairs and put neatly away in their wardrobes. Then he took the shoe-cleaning box from its shelf in the utility room and, putting newspaper down in front of the shoe-rack, worked his way through their shoes, sandals and boots. Their footwear were perfectly clean. He knew Irène had only told him to clean their shoes in order to keep him busy and reinforce their authority — she’d made him perform the same task only a few days before — but it aroused him to carry out such a slavish, pointless task, and it took him well over an hour to clean and shine their many pairs of shoes and boots. Kneeling in his little maid’s dress rubbing and buffing their elegant shoes, and inhaling their scent of worn shoe leather, induced a pleasant state of euphoria that deepened his submission and drove away his loneliness.

To his surprise, he discovered he had an appetite, and he cooked an omelette which he ate with bread and salad. He took his meal slowly, reading a French fashion magazine as he ate, more interested in the clothes and underwear on view than he should have been, and captivated by the self-loving hauteur of the models.

After more than a week of working as maid and housekeeper the kitchen had begun to feel like home, and he felt almost relaxed as he loaded the dishwasher and washed up the frying-pan after his meal, but he jumped with fright when he heard the front-door open and Sabine call out, ‘Josephine.’

He hurried out to the hall where Sabine and Irène were waiting for him with wicked grins on their faces.

‘There you are,’ said Irène, ‘as pretty as a picture.’

They weren’t drunk, but Joseph could tell they’d been drinking. They had a wicked, amused sparkle in their eyes that gave them away.

‘Run a bath for us,’ said Sabine, dropping her coat and bag on the floor for him to pick up. ‘Then attend us in our bedroom. Show us what a good maid you can be.’

He hurried to obey, turning on the roaring tap water in the ensuite bathroom, and looking out two thick white bath-towels for them. Then he went into the bedroom where they were standing by the bed locked in a passionate embrace. Feeling awkward, he stood waiting for them to notice him but, when they didn’t, he went back into the bathroom to turn off the taps before the bath overflowed. This time, when he came into the bedroom, Irène, still embracing Sabine, glared at him, and said, ‘Well, what are you waiting for? Undress Mistress Sabine.’

Quick and obedient in his neat dress and apron, he went to Sabine and took down the zip in the back of her elegant gown, then gently pulled down the front of the dress before slipping it down her body until it lay in a silken pool on the rug. She was wearing a white bra and panty set that looked wonderful on her shining black skin. His heart in his mouth, he undid her bra, and slid the straps from her shoulder. With a sigh of desire Irène immediately bent her head to take Sabine’s breasts in her mouth, kissing one then the other, her tongue swirling round the hardening nipples.

‘My love,’ he heard Sabine say. ‘My dear one.’

Joseph knelt and helped Sabine out of her high-heeled shoes, then reached up and slid down her pretty white knickers, gazing in wonder at her magnificent buttocks. As if reading his mind, Irène’s hand reached round and pulled his head between Sabine’s legs. Knowing what he must do, he licked her lovely, fragrant cunt, his whole being melting with submissive desire as he worshipped his glorious Mistress. He heard Sabine groan with arousal, and felt her push back against his mouth with a hunger that delighted him for it thrilled him to bring her pleasure, but then Irène gripped his hair and pulled his head higher so that he was kissing Sabine’s buttocks.

‘Worship her,’ Irène commanded him, holding Sabine’s buttocks apart. ‘Worship your Mistress.’

He’d only ever kissed Adele like this yet he didn’t hesitate for a moment. His mouth flew to her wondrous curves, and he pushed his tongue deep between her buttocks, licking and lapping, tasting this saltier musk. Sabine wiggled her bottom to further taunt and enslave him, and he licked deeper and harder in response, tormented by the sound of their laughter. And then Sabine moved away, leaving him lost and bereft, saying, ‘Now Mistress Irène, hurry.’

He got dazedly to his feet and undid the little buttons at the back of Irène’s dress while the two women kissed deeply. As with Sabine, he let the dress fall to the floor, and then unclipped her black lace bra, freeing her lovely breasts so that Sabine could kiss and suckle them adoringly. Without needing to be told, he sank to his knees and shucked off Irène’s neat little high heeled shoes, took down her panties and hose, and kissed her hot, wet cunt. To his delight, Irène groaned in arousal, and he felt them embrace even more passionately. He worshipped like this for long moments, lost in a sweet trance of submission, and yet he longed to worship Irène as he’d worshipped Sabine, and his heart lifted with joy when Sabine reached round to raise his mouth to Irène’s bottom. He heard them speak softly in French, laughing at something, and Irène swayed her hips slowly, tantalisingly before Sabine gently pulled apart her pert buttocks, allowing him entrance to her most private place.

It felt low and dirty to worship like this, but that only fuelled his submissive hunger, and he kissed and licked with the devotion of an acolyte. Fiercely, helplessly erect under his dress and panties, the knowledge that he’d never be allowed to make love to these women as a normal man deepened his masochistic delight, and his heart gave thanks when he felt his Mistresses crush each other in their arms, and cry out as they succumbed to the joy of orgasm.

‘You may wash us now,‘ said Sabine, not giving him a second look as she led Irène into the shower-room, leaving Joseph on his knees amidst their discarded clothes and underwear.

Kneeling by the bath, he washed them with a large soapy sponge. They teased him even as they allowed him to wash their most intimate parts, flicking water in his face, laughing at his submission, and telling him how pretty and obedient he looked in his uniform.

‘Look at you on your knees in your dress and apron,’ said Sabine while he soaped her lovely breasts. ‘You were born to be a lady’s maid, and you must give up all hope of living as a man and husband again, you know that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered, defenceless against the silken trap closing around him.

‘If Adele takes you to live with her again it will not be as her husband,’ said Irène, playing idly with one of his ear-rings as he soaped between her legs. ‘You must try to forget your old life, and accept your new life as a slave. You can be happy, I promise, but there’s no going back now, I warn you.’

He held the bath towels for them as they stepped out of the bath, then washed the bath and dried the shower-room floor before going into the bedroom and gathering up their dirty clothes and underwear as they put on their lovely nightdresses, and got into bed.

‘You’ve served us well,’ said Sabine, smiling up at Joseph as she wrapped her long arms around Irène. ‘Now go to bed, and have a good night’s sleep. You have another busy day ahead of you.’

‘But wash your dress and apron before you go to bed,’ said Irène. ‘And press them in the morning. We expect you to look your best at all times.’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène,’ he meekly replied, absurdly aroused by the prospect of washing his uniform.

‘Then, goodnight, Josephine,’ said Irène, luxuriating in Sabine’s embrace. ‘And I’m sure I don’t need to remind you to say your prayers.’

HE WOKE early after another troubled night’s sleep, and went straight through to the laundry-room to check if his uniform had dried overnight. Both dress and apron were still slightly damp but he ironed them dry and placed them neatly on a hanger in his wardrobe while he went out to buy bread and croissants. Feeling very fond of his lovely Mistresses he bought them some pastries as a treat, their sweetness somehow matching the sweetness of the humiliation he experienced serving as their slave. On his return, bearing in mind Irène’s instruction to always look his best, he hurried to his shower room where he shaved with extra care and brushed out his hair before securing it with his eagle-clasp. Then he put on a pair of Adele’s panties, and a pair of his new pantyhose before putting on his slip, his crisply ironed dress and apron, and his little court shoes, taking the greatest care to tie the bow of his apron with long loops in the way his Mistresses preferred. Then he sprayed himself with the scent Irène had given him, completing his transformation into a feminised maid. Examining his reflection in the mirror, he once more wondered at how excessively neat and girlish he looked, every inch a dutiful lady’s maid. He practised his curtsey, thrilled by the soft whisper of his dress against his slip and nylons. And when he set the table for breakfast his steps were dainty and his movements obsessively precise and fastidious as he surrendered to the power of his uniform, and his fate as a helplessly feminised slave.

He curtsied to his Mistresses when they came through in their nightdresses, and waited on them assiduously, earning praise for his deportment and attentiveness.

‘You uniform is perfect this morning, your hair too,’ said Irène. ‘And you smell lovely. Well done, Josephine, we’re delighted with you.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said as he poured coffee, absurdly pleased by the compliment.

‘You look almost happy in your work today,’ said Sabine, smiling at him over the rim of her cup. ‘I think you’re learning to enjoy your new life as a maid.’

‘Joseph is vanishing,’ said Irène, ‘and Josephine is taking his place. Long live Josephine.’

‘Soon we’ll find it harder and harder to live up to our perfect maid,’ said Sabine, making Irène laugh.

‘Yes,’ said Irène, ’just like Oscar Wilde and his blue china.’

Looking to please them even more, Joseph put the pastries he’d bought on a plate and offered them to his Mistresses.

‘You’ve bought us cakes,’ exclaimed Sabine in delight. ‘How kind of you, Josephine, but it’s too early for cakes. Put them in the fridge and we’ll have them with our mid-morning coffee.’

Curtseying neatly, he did as he was told.

When they finished their breakfast, Irène rose from the table and kissed Joseph fondly, saying, ‘Once you’ve tidied the kitchen, come through and help us dress. You’ve earned the right.’

Sabine and Irène took their time getting dressed, delighting in having their maid serve them in every possible way. He brushed their hair, fetched their clothes, shoes and underwear, and helped them dress, taking pride in how beautiful they looked — Sabine in a lovely gold, pleated skirt with a green satin top, and Irène in a chic and stylish red silk dress. As he served as their maid, Joseph lost himself in a beguiling feminine world of silk and nylon, make-up and scents that further eroded his masculine identity and deepened his hunger to submit.

He’d just helped Irène into a pair of high-heeled sandals when the door-bell rang, causing him to start with fright. No-one had visited the apartment since he’d been dressing as a maid.

‘Get that, will you. Josephine?’ said Irène as if it was the simplest of tasks.

‘I c-can’t,’ he stammered, terrified of being seen by a stranger in his maid’s uniform.

‘What do you mean you can’t?’ said Sabine scornfully. ‘What’s the point of having a maid who can’t answer the door?’

‘Do what you’re told,’ said Irène, a gleam of amusement in her eyes. ‘Unless you want to start the day with a whipping.’

‘Please, don’t make me,’ pleaded Joseph, longing to run and hide in his little servant’s room.

‘You’ll answer the door this minute,’ said Sabine with fierce authority. ‘Hurry up, don’t keep our guest waiting.’

As terrified as a man going to his execution, Joseph went out into the hall and walked on trembling legs towards the front-door. Sabine and Irène followed him into the hall, eager to witness the moment of his humiliation. They’d planned for this moment, and didn’t want to miss it. Excited and aroused, they held hands as Joseph drew near to the front-door, and reached for its handle.

Fearing his heart might stop, Joseph turned the handle and pulled the door open, his knees buckling and a moan of pain escaping his lips when he saw the identity of their visitor.

It was Adele, his wife and Mistress, the woman he loved above all others, and the woman he least wanted to be seen by in his prim and pretty maid’s uniform.

‘Is that you, Joseph?’ said Adele, her hand going to her mouth in surprise and her lovely eyes wide in wonder and amusement. Irène had told her about the uniform, but she’d never expected her husband to look so ‘right’ in it, so meekly and convincingly feminine.

‘My God, it is you, isn’t it?’ she said. ‘I knew you were pretty, but not this pretty. If Irène hadn’t warned me I would never have recognised you.’

Joseph just stared helplessly, too stunned to speak, delight at seeing his beloved wife warring with the excruciating shame he felt at being exposed to her in such a sudden and humiliating fashion.

‘Don’t just stand there,’ said Sabine though laughter. ‘Tell Adele to come in.’

Still unable to speak, Joseph managed to step aside, allowing Adele to enter the apartment and be embraced by Sabine and Irène with a torrent of kisses and happy laughter. He learned that Adele and Laurent had returned late the night before but hadn’t wished to disturb Sabine and Irène. The women talked briefly of London, and of Laurent who Adele said was in the best of health, but it wasn’t long before their attention turned back to their hapless slave.

‘You’re forgetting yourself, Josephine,’ said Irène sternly. ‘Don’t disappoint me, and give Adele a proper welcome.’

His gut churning with shame, and his cheeks flame-red with embarrassment, Joseph curtsied to his wife and Mistress.

‘You’ve taught him to curtsey,’ Adele exclaimed in delighted surprise, ’and you call him Josephine. How perfect, and he’s wearing ear-rings, and a woman’s watch too! They’re lovely, his uniform’s lovely, everything’s lovely!’

But then she saw that her pretty husband was shaking as if he’d caught a fever, and his legs were trembling while his thin, pale hands wrung his apron in distress.

‘Dear Joseph,’ Adele said to him kindly, going to him and kissing his cheek. ‘Don’t be upset. I love how you look, and I’m so happy to see you after all this time.’

To her dismay, her tenderness only made him worse, and she saw tears well up in his eyes.

‘Don’t cry,’ she said softly, placing a hand on his bare arm. ‘Please, don’t.’

‘Leave him,’ said Sabine, not unkindly. ‘He’s happy to see you, that’s all, and he’s shy about being seen in his uniform. There’s still a man in there somewhere who hates his pretty dress.’

‘Yes, but that’s what makes it fun,’ said Irène.

‘It is,’ agreed Sabine, ‘but the best thing for him when he’s like this is to put him to work. It helps him settle down and get over his nerves.’

‘I just want to cuddle him,’ said Adele, still shocked by her husband’s appearance, and seeing him as a kind of living-doll more than a real person.

‘We all do,’ said Irène, ‘but that’s when you have to be firm.’

Turning to Joseph, Irène instructed him coldly, ‘Make fresh coffee for Madame Adele, and serve it with the cakes you bought this morning. Hurry, now, don’t be slow!’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ Joseph replied weakly, dropping a quick curtsey. Irène’s curt command had cut through his shame, and reminded him of his position and duties as a maid. A part of him welcomed her firmness for her authority calmed him, made him more able to cope with the shock of Adele’s arrival.

‘There, Adele, you see,’ said Irène. ‘It’s easier for him if you’re strict. Kindness only makes him feel sorry for himself. For Josephine now, cruelty and discipline are the best kinds of love, we’ve seen to that. Now, come into the kitchen and tell us all about your time in London with Laurent, we’re dying to hear about it.’

While he made coffee, Joseph couldn’t help casting secret glances at Adele as she laughed and talked with Sabine and Irène. She looked even more beautiful than he remembered, so lovely it caused him pain to look at her. Her eyes gleamed with life and happiness, her hair shone, and every part of her blazed with vigour and well-being. She wore an elegant summer dress he’s never seen before. It suited her, and made her look exceptionally stylish and confident. If he’d been hoping she might tire of Laurent as she’d tired of her other lovers, then his hopes were dashed. He’d never seen her look happier or more beautiful. She looked like a woman helplessly and joyously in love, he realised, his heart clenching in pain at the thought. There could be no doubt — his wife’s affair with Laurent had become the heartbeat of her life, and there seemed no prospect of her ending the affair.

As he served their coffee he overheard Adele talking of the theatre and restaurants they’d enjoyed in London, and of the parties they’d attended as a couple. Hearing her speak so effusively of their time together hurt him, and made him feel small and unwanted, and yet a part of him exalted in her happiness, the part of him that knew himself to be her slave and no longer her husband.

When he took the pastries from the fridge and put them on the table, Sabine turned their attention back to him.

‘He bought us these patisseries this morning,’ said Sabine warmly. ‘We didn’t ask him to buy them, he did it out of the goodness of his heart.’

‘He’s always been kind,’ said Adele, smiling fondly at her feminised husband. ‘The kindest man I’ve ever known.’

‘Certainly, it’s a delight to have him in our home,’ said Irène. ‘He’s never given us the slightest trouble, and he’s a very quick learner.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it,’ said Adele, suddenly laughing out loud. ‘Please forgive me,’ she said. ‘I can’t get used to how he looks in his maid’s dress. I’m so sorry, Joseph,’ she spluttered, unable to stifle her laughter. ‘I don’t mean to laugh at you, really I don’t.’

‘It’s all right to laugh,’ said Irène, laughing with her. ‘There’s always something funny about a man in a dress, no matter how well he suits it. That’s why Joseph finds his uniform such a cruel prison.’

‘Yes, you’re right,’ said Adele, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. ‘I think I’m a little hysterical,’ she added. ‘I suppose I never thought things would go this far, but now they have I couldn’t be happier. He looks so meek and obedient.’

‘That’s not just his uniform,’ said Sabine. ‘Underneath he always wears your panties, that’s what really keeps him in line. Lift your dress, Josephine,’ she suddenly instructed him. ‘Show Adele you’re wearing her panties.’

Joseph stood stock still, frozen with horror at the command.

‘Come on, Joseph,’ Adele said lightly. ‘It’s not as if I haven’t seen you in panties before.’

His whole being consumed with shame, Joseph lifted his dress and slip to show his wife he was wearing her panties beneath his hose.

‘Very neat and pretty, I must say,’ said Adele, her eyes sparkling with laughter. It amused and aroused her to see Joseph so sweetly trapped in her pretty yellow knickers.

‘Wearing your panties reminds him you’re his true Mistress,’ said Irène. ‘We want him always to be clear about that.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Adele, very glad to have such thoughtful and experienced accomplices.

‘You can put your dress down now,’ said Sabine, laughing at the haste with which Joseph dropped his dress and re-arranged his apron.

‘He really does suit a uniform, doesn’t he?’ said Adele. ‘It just looks so right on him. Where did you find it?’

Sabine told her about seeing it in a shop window, but also told her of the domestic wear company in Milan, and about their website.

‘It’s so lovely, I must get him one the same,’ said Adele, lifting the hem of Joseph’s dress to admire the quality of the stitching.

‘You can have this one if you want,’ said Irène.

‘I wouldn’t dream of it,’ said Adele, once more aroused by the sight of the pretty slip beneath her husband’s dress. A slip was the most feminine of garments and she knew from past experience how much wearing a slip subdued and enslaved him. ’I very much hope Joseph can come and stay with you many more times, if that’s all right with you.’

‘Of course it is,’ said Sabine. ‘He’s one of the family now, and we’d love to have him. Bring him whenever you come to Paris. His uniform will be here waiting for him, and you can leave him with us as long as you like.’

‘The longer the better,’ said Irène.

‘You’re so kind,’ said Adele.

‘Not so kind, really,’ said Irène. ‘We haven’t lifted a finger in the apartment since Joseph’s been with us.’

‘All the same,’ said Adele, ’I don’t know what I’d have done without you.’

Joseph then had to endure a much closer inspection of his uniform as Adele fussed over his apron, congratulating him on its lovely bow, and then she praised his ear-rings and neat court shoes, and gasped in delight at the lovely eagle-clasp holding his hair in its pony-tail.

‘And what lovely perfume,’ she said. ‘What is it?’

‘Anias Anias,’ said Irène.

‘Perfect,’ said Adele, overwhelmed and delighted with her husband’s transformation. She’d been nervous of seeing him after being away so long with Laurent, frightened that she’d pushed things too far, and hurt him too deeply, but seeing him in his uniform allayed her fears. He looked so meek and subservient she knew she had nothing to fear. ‘My, God, it’s true,’ she thought, experiencing a frisson of wicked arousal, ‘I really can have two men in my life, a handsome, manly lover and a pretty, submissive slave.’ It was a thrilling thought that left her dizzy with delight. Women shouldn’t treat their husbands like this, or be so self-centred — it went against all their conditioning — and yet how liberating and deeply erotic it felt to have her husband so completely under her control. She felt her woman’s sexual power rise up within her, making her believe there was nothing she couldn’t achieve in life.

‘And what a beautiful slip,’ said Adele, lifting Joseph’s dress higher to get a better look, and shame him further.

‘It’s one of mine,‘ said Sabine. ‘It looks so pretty when he curtsies, and it makes his dress hang better.’

‘What a lucky slave you are,’ said Adele, smiling into Joseph’s shame-filled eyes, ‘to have a Mistress who lets you wear her underwear.’

‘The pantyhose are his own,’ said Irène. ‘We didn’t want him wearing ours all the time, so we bought him these to wear with his uniform.’

‘Quite right,’ said Adele, thinking the cheap, flesh-coloured tights perfect for a maid. ‘Just right for a serving-girl.’

‘We’re delighted with his progress,’ said Sabine. ‘You had him far better trained than we expected, and it hasn’t taken much to push him further. I think it’s what he wants, I really do, even if he won’t admit it.’

‘Do you think he’s happy living like this?’ said Adele.

‘In some ways,’ said Irène. ‘He’s still very ashamed of his submission, but that’s not a bad thing. Shame is an addictive drug to a submissive man, and it helps keep him under. The more you shame him the more he likes it, and the greater the power you hold over him.’

‘This is really happening, isn’t it?’ said Adele, overwhelmed once more by the unreality of the situation. ‘Sometimes I can’t believe what I’ve done to him, and I have to pinch myself. I mean, look at him, that can’t really be my husband, can it? It’s not possible. It must be a dream, that’s the only possible explanation. No woman would really do this to a man, and no man would let her.’

‘I know what you mean,’ said Sabine. ‘But that’s what’s so wonderful about living as a dominant woman. Most people sit around waiting for their dreams to come true and feeling miserable when they don’t, but with this kind of sex you can make your dreams come true. Woman can use their sexual power to break the chains of convention and take their true place in the world instead of living in the shadow of men.’

‘Can that really be true?’ said Adele.

‘It is true, believe me,’ said Irène. ‘It’s men who over the centuries have taught us to hide our power, to be afraid of it. They’ve tricked us into serving them, but look how Joseph can’t take his eyes off you. He should hate you for what you’ve done to him, and yet he loves you with all his heart. He’s seen the Goddess in you, and I honestly believe there’s nothing he wouldn’t do for you, and if that’s not power I don’t know what is.’

‘I’ve been so cruel to him,’ said Adele. ‘I’ve taken all his kindness and thrown it back in his face, I worry he’ll never forgive me.’

‘You worry because it’s all still new,’ said Sabine. ‘And remember he longs for your cruelty, and has come to experience it as kindness.’

‘I keep forgetting that,’ said Adele.

‘You mustn’t,’ said Irène. ‘For both of you now there’s cruelty in love, and love in cruelty.’

‘That’s true,’ said Sabine. ‘You wouldn’t believe some of the things we did to Mimi, and he loved us all the more for it.’

‘Like what?’ said Adele.

‘There were so many I wouldn’t know where to start.’

‘Just the worst things, then,’ said Adele, her eyes sparkling. She was being playful, but she was curious to hear all the same.

’The worst?’ said Sabine.

‘The very worst,’ said Adele.

’When Mimi was still working at the university there was a woman there he disliked intensely called Mireille Bouchard,’ said Sabine. ‘They worked in similar areas of research and were fierce rivals with Mimi usually gaining the upper hand — he was exceptionally clever and very competitive. But I always got on well with Mireille, something which infuriated Mimi, and I kept in touch with her after Mimi left his job to live with us as our full-time slave. Once he’d left the department, everything went well for Mireille. She won the promotion Mimi felt should have been his — she’s a professor now — and, oh, how Mimi hated hearing of her success. It was cruel, but it gave us the sweetest pleasure to invite Mireille to our apartment and introduce her to Mimi in his maid’s uniform. It was as big a surprise to Mimi as your arrival was to Joseph today. We thought he’d die of the shame — he cried and shook as if he was having a fit — but Mireille was overjoyed to see her greatest rival in such a lowly position. She became a frequent visitor, and we’d often ask her to babysit Mimi when we went out for an evening, and once she came to stay for a whole week when Irène and I were on holiday in Italy. She delighted in calling him Mimi, and having him run after her hand and foot and insisting he call her Professor Bouchard. We knew Mireille did and said the most terrible things to poor Mimi when we weren’t there — he always had welts and bruises all over his body when he got back, and he looked as pale and haunted as a man who’d met The Devil — but we wouldn’t have wanted it any other way, and we never listened to his complaints. It aroused us very much to leave him in the hands of his cruel and triumphant rival and, deep down, I’m sure it’s what Mimi wanted too.’

‘What terrible women you are,’ said Adele, a smile in her eyes. She knew this kind of sex was wicked and dangerous but she’d never felt so alive.

‘Yes, it was very bad of us,’ said Sabine, returning the smile, ’and wrong by every moral standard you care to name, but it was also the greatest fun, and sexier than I can say. And the strangest thing is that Mireille and Mimi became very fond of each other. As equals they’d hated each other, but as Mistress and slave they found love and friendship. At Mimi’s funeral Mireille was as upset as us, and she still misses him very much. There is love in this kind of sex, even if the outside world can’t see that. It heals and frees us in ways nothing else can.’

‘But more than anything Mimi hated serving men,’ said Irène. ‘Before he became our slave he’d always been proud and virile, a real man’s man, and being seen by another man as a woman’s slave cut very deep with him, and so we made him serve Laurent too. We’d send him down in his uniform to cook and clean for Laurent, do his ironing, and keep his apartment immaculate. That put him under like nothing else, and then, when we encouraged Laurent to punish him with the crop, well, there was no way back for Mimi. He would never be a normal man again, he would always be a slave.’

‘So you found out his greatest fears and used them to enslave him?’ said Adele, deeply aroused by the thought of Laurent punishing her husband.

‘Yes,’ said Sabine, ‘now that you say it, that’s exactly what we did.’

‘You make it seem so simple,’ said Adele.

‘In many ways it is,’ said Irène. ‘What’s difficult is finding the courage to see it through. There are so many rules and expectations that hold us back but if a woman is bold enough there’s no end to the power she can hold over her slave. But it’s not easy. If you want to keep Joseph in your life you’ll have to be very firm with him, and sometimes cruel. A Mistress really must rule over her slave. If she doesn’t her empire will fall.’


‘Well then, Josephine,’ said Adele, turning to her trembling husband, aroused to see him wince at her use of his feminine name. ‘It seems there might be many more adventures in store for you. Who knows what your future may hold, isn’t that an exciting thought?’

Making a foolish choking sound, he curtsied helplessly which made his Mistresses laugh at his nerve-wracked servility.

‘Speaking of Joseph’s future,’ said Irène. ’Have you decided what’s next for him? Have you talked it over with Laurent?’

‘Yes, we’ve talked,’ said Adele, ‘and Laurent’s so sweet and understanding about Joseph. He knows how fond I am of him, and he’s perfectly happy for Joseph to live with me as long as he understands he really is my slave now, and not my husband any more. If he’s sure Joseph’s learned his place, and has given up any hope of being my lover or husband again then he’ll let Joseph come back with me to London. But if he’s not convinced, if he thinks Joseph still harbours hopes of winning me back as his wife, then he’ll insist Joseph stays with you until he’s surrendered to me completely.’

‘That seems more than reasonable,’ said Sabine.

‘That’s what I thought,’ said Adele, ‘but Laurent’s very serious about this. He’d be angry if Joseph forgot his place with me, very angry.’

‘Well, he’s a passionate man,’ said Irène, ‘and he wants you for himself as a real man should.’

‘And I want him,’ said Adele, her voice trembling with emotion.

Joseph felt the room spin around him. Hearing them talking about his like and marriage like this upset and frightened him, but it also aroused him almost more than he could bear. Shame and humiliation writhed in his gut like snakes, and every nerve-end felt raw and exposed, helplessly open to the irresistible charms of these formidable women.

‘Laurent and I trust you completely about this,’ Adele continued. ‘If you believe Joseph’s ready to live as my full-time slave, not as a fantasy but in a real and binding way, then I’ll believe you and take him home with me, but it depends entirely on what you advise.’

‘Well, then, we need to talk,’ said Irène, ‘but preferably not with Joseph here. It’s always best to keep a slave in the dark, it keeps him on his toes.’

‘Go to your room, Josephine,’ Adele instructed him, thrilled to issue a direct command to her befrocked husband. ‘I have important business to discuss with Irène and Sabine, and it’s not for you to hear.’

Joseph stared in shock at his wife, searching her face for some sign of mercy, but he saw only cold determination in her eyes, and a kind of hard amusement that unseated him entirely. He tried to summon the courage to refuse her, but he lacked the strength and, to his horror, instead of refusing he felt himself curtsey to her, and heard himself say, ‘Yes, Madame,’ before turning and fleeing the kitchen to the sound of their laughter.

When he reached his room his whole body was shaking and he heard a roaring in his ears. Adele’s cruel dismissal had hammered home to him his status in her eyes — she truly did view him as her slave now, someone she could do with as she liked. ‘Go to your room, Josephine’ — that’s what she’d said to him! After leaving him alone all this time as the slave to women he barely knew, she’d spoken to him as if she had no love or respect for him as a human being let alone as her husband! Hot anger mixed with shame and humiliation so that his shaking grew worse, and a whimper of despair escaped his lips. The thought of them discussing his life while he had to wait in his room without any say in his own future disempowered him utterly, and made him feel like a non-person, a creature without home or family. And yet he felt a lingering delight at seeing his wife at last, a delight poisoned by his feelings of defeat and degradation, but delight all the same. If only she wasn’t so lovely, perhaps then he could stand against her and be a free man again, but he knew it wasn’t just her physical beauty that enslaved him. It was her air of confidence, her complete certainty that he would serve her in any way she decided. It was her attitude of dominance that made him her prisoner. Always in the past there had been a softness in her eyes, a warmth in her smile that had let him believe his servitude was a game and that, beneath her dominance, Adele still regarded him as her husband and equal. But there was an unshakeable resolve about her now, a knowledge in her eyes that terrified him. And yet despite the terror she inspired, he longed to see her again, to be alone with her, and throw himself on her mercy.

And so, despite his burning anger and shame, Joseph wanted only one thing — to hear the sound of the maid’s bell summoning him into the presence of his cruel and beautiful wife. He’d endure any pain or humiliation if he could only set eyes once more on Adele. He glanced at the photograph of her on his bedside table but it only spiked his hunger to see her in the flesh, to hear her voice and smell her scent.

It took an age for the clock’s hands to crawl forward ten minutes and, by the time an hour had passed, Joseph was climbing the wall with loneliness and anxiety. And then, to his terror but also to his delight, he heard the clip of high heels in the corridor outside his room followed by a soft knock on his door.

‘Joseph,’ Adele called quietly. ‘Can I come in?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered weakly. ’C-come in.’

He stared at her when she came in, blinded by her mischievous smile, and overwhelmed by the sheer power of her presence in his room.

‘I thought we should have a little chat before I go,’ she said. ‘And I wanted to see your room. I’ve never seen it before, and I’m curious to see how you live.’

He just kept staring at her, unable to speak or move, a rabbit in headlights.

‘Shouldn’t you curtsey when I come in?’ she said, the smile never leaving her eyes.

Immediately he dropped a neat curtsey, and mumbled. ‘I’m sorry, Adele.’

‘I beg your pardon,’ she corrected him, a lovely eyebrow arched in warning.

‘I’m sorry, Madame,’ he said, his heart skipping a beat.

‘I don’t mean to be harsh,’ she said, ‘but Irène and Sabine have warned me to be very firm with you if I’m not to undo all their hard work, and we wouldn’t want that, would we, not when you’re doing so well?’

‘No, Madame,’ he said, in awe of her. She truly wasn’t his wife any more, she was a Goddess come to Earth to measure his worth as her servant.

‘What a nice little room you have,’ she said, glancing round at the narrow metal bed and narrow, viewless window.

In truth she didn’t think it a nice room at all. It was small and plain, and very dull in comparison to the rest of the luxurious apartment. But the thought of his spartan existence aroused her, the knowledge that she wielded such power over him that he was willing to live like this while she roamed free with her lover.

‘I do like the picture of the maid on your wall,’ she said, amused by the image. ‘She’s so pretty with her dress blowing in the wind like that. I imagine Sabine and Irène want you to see her as an example to live up to, don’t you think?’

‘I suppose so, Madame.’

‘And from what I see, and from what I hear from Sabine and Irène, you seem to be living up to it very well. Honestly, Joseph, you look so pretty in your uniform, I can hardly imagine you wearing anything else ever again.’

‘Th-thank-you, Madame,’ he stuttered before he could stop himself.

‘You’re very welcome,’ said Adele, both amused and relieved by his subservience. She’d treated him very cruelly by staying away so long but he seemed so helpless and deferential in his uniform that she felt increasingly confident she could have everything her own way.

‘Come and sit beside me,’ she said, moving his pretty nightdress out of the way, and sitting on the bed but, when he went to sit by her, she said, ‘No, Joseph, on second thoughts, don’t sit beside me. It’s hardly right the maid should sit beside her Mistress. Perhaps you should kneel on the floor at my feet. Yes, I think that will be best.’

He looked at her in shock, still surprised that she was taking things so far.

‘On you go,’ she said firmly. ‘I remember how you like to kneel and besides, I really am your Mistress and you really are my maid, and I don’t want you to forget it.’

With a sigh of defeat and desire, Joseph sank to his knees before her.

‘Good,’ she said approvingly. ‘You’ll be happier on your knees, I think we both know that.’

He gazed up at her with such pain and love, she patted her lap, and said, ‘Here, Joseph, put your head here if you want.’

Glad to have somewhere to hide, he laid his head gratefully on her soft, fragrant lap, and trembled in delight when she stroked his hair with her gentle fingers.

‘There,’ she said, feeling very fond of him, and experiencing the sweetest spasm of female power. ’You’re where you need to be.’

He started to speak but she hushed him, saying, ‘Don’t speak, Joseph. Keep quiet until we get used to each other again. We’ve both been through a great deal, and we need to be quiet together for a while … Quiet and gentle.’

She sat stroking his head for several minutes, before saying softly, ‘Honestly, Joseph, I didn’t believe things would go this far, or happen so quickly. I thought we’d stay for a few days and go back to London together, but Laurent swept me off my feet, and I had to be with him, only him.’

He shivered in pain, but didn’t lift his head from her lap, and she waited a while before continuing.

‘When you opened the door and I saw you in your uniform I immediately thought of my story about you working as a maid in Susan’s hotel. Do you remember?’

‘I remember,’ he said, lulled by her soft voice. He’d thought of her story often in the past ten days, the cruel and humiliating events of her tale mirroring his new life.

‘It’s like we’re living inside one of my stories, and I’ve created this out of my imagination.’

‘It is,’ he said.

‘Perhaps the story knew something we didn’t.’

‘Perhaps it did.’

‘It’s the strangest feeling,’ she said. ‘Do you ever think you’ve gone mad?’

‘All the time.’

‘Me too,’ she said, laughing quietly, and feeling close to him again. ‘I mean, that can’t really be you, can it, kneeling at my feet in a pretty maid’s uniform?’

‘No,’ he said. ‘It can’t.’

‘People don’t behave like this.’

‘They don’t.’

‘We must be dreaming,’ she said.

‘We must.’

‘And yet there I am with Laurent in London,’ she said, indicating the photograph on his bedside table.

‘Yes,’ he said, looking up at her with pain-filled eyes. ‘There you are.’

‘I’m so sorry, Joseph,’ she said, moved by his suffering. ‘It was cruel of me to send you that photograph, but I was angry with you for phoning me. All this power has gone to my head and I don’t always know what I’m doing. I was enjoying myself so much with Laurent, I wanted to remind you of your place. Do you hate me for sending it to you?’

‘It hurts to see you with him,’ he said honestly.

‘But you like the hurt?’

‘In a way,’ he said. ‘And it’s lovely to see your face. ‘

‘Even when it hurts you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Sweet Joseph,’ she said tenderly.

‘Can I ask a question?’ he said timidly.

‘If you must.’

‘The woman behind you in the photograph, it’s Emma, isn’t it?’

‘I was wondering if you’d notice,’ she said warily. ‘Yes, it is.’

‘Oh, God,’ he said, very distressed to think of his boss seeing Adele with another man.

‘We met by accident,’ said Adele. ‘She was in a restaurant we went to, that’s all. I never intended to introduce her to Laurent but, once she saw us, well, I had no choice.’

‘What did you tell her?’

‘The truth,’ said Adele. ‘Emma’s a close friend, and far too clever to believe any lies.’

‘What did she say?’

‘She’s very fond of you, and she was worried to start with. She thought I’d left you for Laurent, and she was happy to hear I hoped to keep you as my slave.’

‘You told her that?’

‘Well, why not? Emma’s very broad-minded, and anyway she’d guessed you were submissive. It’s hardly a secret, you know. You only have to look at the women in your drawings to see what you’re like.’

‘But she’s my boss,’ he said, deeply mortified. ‘How can I face her again?’

‘That’s up to you,’ said Adele. ‘It’s not my problem.’

‘This is too much, it really is,’ he said angrily.

‘Be careful, Joseph,’ Adele said, adopting a much firmer manner. ‘You’re my slave and don’t forget it unless you want me to call Sabine and Irène through here.’

‘Please don’t do that,’ he said, chastened by her sternness.

‘Then mind your manners,’ she said, experiencing another sweet thrill of female power.

‘I’m due back at work on Monday,’ he said more carefully, taking comfort from the knowledge that returning to work would release him from his imprisonment. ‘You’ll have to let me home by then.’

‘Good try,’ said Adele. ‘But I spoke to Emma about that. She said I can keep you here as long as it takes.’

‘But what about my work?’ he said, freshly crushed. ‘I’ll lose my job.’

‘Don’t worry about that,’ she said calmly. ‘Emma’s got plans for you, new plans, and I think you might like them.’

‘What plans?’

‘I’ll let her tell you, but you’ll stay here for as long as I think fit. A week, a month, a year, you’re not coming home with me until I know you’re ready.’

‘God, Addie,’ he groaned in defeat, ‘I can’t take any more.’

‘You’ve no choice in the matter,’ she said, savouring her power over him.

‘I thought you loved me,’ he said self-pityingly. ‘I thought we were together in this.’

‘We are together,’ she said. ’You just can’t see that yet.’

‘There’s loving cruelty, and there’s real cruelty,’ he said bitterly. ‘This is real cruelty.’

Suddenly moved by his plight, and struck by guilt at her treatment of him, she leaned forward and embraced him, kissing his head.

‘I’m a spoiled and selfish woman, it’s true,’ she said, her voice trembling with emotion. ’I’ve grown to expect everything my own way, and yes, I’ve treated you cruelly but, God forgive me, Joseph, I’m so happy! I’ve fallen in love with Laurent, I won’t lie to you, and you don’t know what you’re doing when you’re in love. It’s not that I’ve forgotten you — on the contrary it gives me the greatest pleasure to think of you living as a slave while I’m with Laurent — but you’re never at the front of my mind. That’s not what you want to hear, but it’s the truth. It’s just what happens when you fall in love with someone else, I’m sure you understand that. Even now, while I’m with you, I’m thinking of him downstairs and I want to go to him. He’s in my blood and I can’t wait to tell him how pretty you are in your uniform, how small and weak you look, how you’ll never be a threat to him. I want him to laugh at you, and know that you’re really my slave so that you can come home and live with me in London. I do want to live with you, Joseph, I promise I do, but not in the way it was before, I’m sorry, but that’s the way it is. I’m Laurent’s now, not yours. We only played at being Mistress and slave before, but it’s real now. I don’t want to lose you, believe me. I want you as my slave not as a husband, but I want you always in my life. Please tell me you accept that.’

‘I love you,’ he said helplessly. ‘I want you to be happy.’

‘And I love you too,’ she said, ‘and I am happy, you’ve no idea how happy.’

‘God, Adele,’ he said through tears, ‘what’s going to happen to me?’

‘Don’t cry, my pretty one,’ she said, cradling his head. ‘I’ll tell you just what’s going to happen. You’re going to prove to Laurent and me that you’re my slave, and then you’re going to come home and live with me as my servant. You’ll take a back seat in my life, but you’ll be happy, I promise. It’s what you want, we both know it is. More than that, it’s what you need. This has been coming for years, all you have to do is accept it, welcome it, and you can be true to yourself. You were half way there before you came to Paris. You were, you know you were, letting me have lovers, doing all the housework, wearing my clothes, and all you have to do now is take the last few steps.’

‘Is that really what you want from me, to be your slave?’

‘Yes,’ she said.

‘Really and truly?’

‘Really and truly,’ she said. ‘That way we won’t lose each other, but I’ll be much stricter than before. This won’t work unless I really take charge of you, Irène and Sabine have shown me that. I’m warning you, Joseph, I’ll put my foot on your neck and keep it there.’

‘God,’ he mumbled, his brain reeling.

‘It’s what you want,’ she said gently, ‘don’t fight it.’

‘I’m frightened, Addie, truly I am.’

‘But you’re brave, I know you are,’ she said keenly, sensing he’d agree. ‘And think of the life you’ll have as my slave. You won’t be sad or lonely. You’ll be happy, I know you will. You’ll cook for me as you used to, clean the house, do everything I tell you — run my baths, wash my hair, lay out my clothes, buy me underwear, polish my shoes. I might buy you a uniform, and tights too, and you can wear my dirty panties every day the way you like to. I’ll tie you and gag you, even whip you if it helps. I’ll wear my sexiest clothes and shoes when I take charge of you. No lovers could be as close. And if I don’t let you fuck me, that doesn’t mean you can’t have sex. I’ve spoken to Laurent and he’s happy for you to kiss me, to worship me with your tongue. He wants me to teach you to come to cunny, that’s what he calls it. He doesn’t like the word cunt, he thinks it’s hard and crude, and he hates that it’s used as a swear word, so he calls it my cunny, it’s so sweet and French of him, and he says you can come to cunny whenever I want. Like this,’ she said, parting her legs to let him see up her dress. ‘Look, Joseph, look at what you can have if you’re a good slave.’

His heart pounding, he looked up the shaded avenue of her dress to the heavenly valley of her panties.

‘Can you see, Joseph?’ she asked him. ‘Can you see what you want?’

‘I can see,’ he said, his voice hoarse with desire.

‘You can kiss me here,’ she said softly, ‘but only if you’re good, only if you don’t try to make love to me. You can be good, I know you can.’

‘God, Addie,’ he said, kissing her lovely knees.

‘Don’t kiss me,’ she said sternly. ‘Look but don’t touch, that’s all you can do until you give me your answer.’

He told himself not to look, but he couldn’t stop himself, the sight of her creamy thighs and lace panties causing him to sigh with endless desire.

‘You want this, don’t you?’ she murmured, sliding her dress higher.

‘I want it,’ he answered, utterly beguiled.

‘Well, then, give me your answer,’ she said, her voice low and seductive. ‘Will you give up all claims to me as your wife? Will you agree to live as my slave and never again as my husband? If you do, and if you prove your submission, I’ll take you home with me, keep you as my servant and housekeeper. Think of that, Joseph,’ she murmured, parting her legs a little more. ‘Think of how happy we’ll be living truly as Mistress and slave. It’s what you want, you know it is, and it’s what I want too.’

‘You’re so beautiful,’ he said helplessly.

‘I’m waiting, Joseph,’ she said, very aroused. ‘What’s your answer?’

‘Yes, I’ll do it, but not yet,’ he said, stalling for time. ‘I need to go home first, recover from this, think it through … If you give me more time …’

‘No,’ she said, disappointed with him, but more determined than ever to have her own way.

‘Please, Addie, you’ve got to let me go home!’ he said, almost shouting in his panic and desperation. ‘I can’t go on living like this, really I can’t! Give me back my wallet and passport and let me go home. Today, do it today! You can stay here if you like, but let me go home, let me go free!’

‘No, Joseph,’ she said very firmly. ‘That’s not going to happen.’

‘Please, Addie, I beg you!’

‘I’ve told you no! You’re just looking for a way out, and I won’t allow you that! We’ve gone too far to go back, and I won’t let this drift. There’s such power in this kind of sex, you need to harness it or it’ll tear us apart. We can’t go halfway or jealousy and resentment will ruin everything. Don’t fight it, Joseph, or it will destroy us, make us angry and jealous, make us ordinary, and we can be so much better than that. I want Laurent as my lover, and I want you as my slave, and I’m going to get what I want, is that clear?’

‘Why can’t I still be your husband?’ he pleaded, his resistance weakening in a way that terrified him yet thrilled him to his soul. ‘You can see Laurent when he’s in London as you used to, visit him in Paris. Why must I lose everything?’

‘Because Laurent wants me for his own and I want to give him that,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry, Joseph, but you have to step back, play a smaller role in my life. And why must you see it as losing everything when we’ll be able to live the way we want? Do you really think we could go back to having a normal marriage after all this? Of course not, so try to see this as winning, Joseph, not losing. See it as your chance to live the life you want as my slave and servant. It would be strong of you, not weak, and how many men ever get that chance? And I’ll love you back, I promise, not in the way I love Laurent, but I’ll care for you as my dear friend and companion, as the man who allowed me the freedom to break the rules and have what I want. God, Joseph, you’ve no idea how wonderful it feels to be loved by two men, to be with Laurent when I also have you in my life to love and adore me no matter what, to kneel at my feet and serve me as your queen. It makes me feel so strong and free, as if I have a guardian angel. And it’s so sexy knowing you’ve surrendered to me, let me make you my slave. The power and pleasure of that, can you imagine? What woman could resist it? It’s turned my head, Joseph, I admit it, and I couldn’t give this up if I tried. And it’s what you want too. Be strong and admit it.’

‘I don’t know what I want,’ he said, struggling against her power and beauty, and the life-force that blazed so brightly in her.

‘Yes, but I know,’ she said, pulling his head between her lovely legs. ‘And you can have it, but only if you give me what I want.’

‘You’re beautiful,’ he sighed, kissing the insides of her thighs.

‘Sabine and Irène think you’re nearly ready,’ she told him, covering his head with the soft cotton of her dress. ‘They have more tests for you before they’re sure, but if you pass those tests, and persuade Laurent you’re no threat to him, they’ll tell him you can come home with me as my slave.’

‘What tests?’ he gasped, kissing her higher on her thighs, and longing to kiss her pretty lace knickers.

‘You’ll find out soon enough,’ she said, stroking his head beneath her dress. ‘Say you’ll agree, say you’ll do what I want.’

‘God, Addie …’

‘Say it!’

‘I’ll do it,’ he said, wanting only one thing now. ‘Anything you want, I’ll do it.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise,’ he gasped.

‘Then here’s your reward,’ she said, sliding the hem of her dress to her waist. ’Come to cunny, Joseph. Come to cunny.’

Lost in her beauty, he kissed her through the warm, fragrant lace of her panties, groaning in arousal when she reached under her skirt to hold her panties to one side, letting him have her nakedness.

‘You’ll still have this,’ she told him, gasping with arousal. ‘I won’t let you fuck me, but you’ll still have this.’

Thrilling to the scent and taste of her, yet darkly aroused by the thought of being denied what he most wanted, he kissed her greedily, pushing his tongue deep inside her only for her to push his head away, and stand from the bed where she arranged her dress primly, saying, ‘That’s enough, Joseph. You can have some more when you prove we can trust you.’

‘I want you,’ he gasped, desperate for her. ‘I need you.’

‘That’s good,’ she said, going towards the door. ‘A slave should need his Mistress.’

‘Don’t go,’ he pleaded. ‘You can’t go.’

‘I must,’ she said. ‘Laurent’s waiting, but do your best for me, Joseph. Pass your tests, prove yourself, and I’ll take you home and be your cruel and beautiful Mistress for all eternity.’

‘I love you,’ he gasped, but she’d already left the room, her only reply the brisk, taunting clip of her heels fading into silence.

‘HOW’S HE doing?’ said Laurent when she came into his apartment.

‘Even better than I’d hoped,’ said Adele. ‘Irène and Sabine have worked wonders with him.’

‘I knew they would.’

‘They make it seem so easy, normal even.’

‘They do,’ he said.

‘I thought I’d feel guilty when I saw him, but I didn’t, I didn’t feel guilty at all.’

‘Good,’ he said.

‘You’ll be so pleased when you see him. He looks so small and pretty in his uniform, not like a man at all.’

‘That’s good too,’ he said, smiling as he pulled her into a loving embrace. ‘I don’t want you living with another man. A slave, perhaps, but not a man.’

‘It’s so sexy seeing him like that,’ she said, a lovely wildness between her legs. ‘So lost and helpless in a maid’s uniform. He’s even had his ears pierced.’

‘What do you expect?’ said Laurent. ‘He’s learning to be your slave.’

‘Yes, I honestly believe he is.’

‘What a woman you are,’ he said, his hand slipping beneath her dress. ‘You deserve a slave, you deserve everything you want.’

’God, Laurent, take me to bed.’

‘Whatever you say,’ he said, lifting her in his arms and carrying her into the bedroom.

ELATED BY Adele’s return, Joseph strove even harder to be a perfect housemaid. Not only did it arouse him to know his wife was once more living downstairs with Laurent, but he felt constantly anxious and on edge about the mysterious tests she’d mentioned, and he determined to pass them whatever form they took. He told himself it was his only way to escape his Parisian prison and return with Adele to London, but he also found it hauntingly erotic to be forced to prove his submission to his wife and her lover. But he was disappointed when he didn’t see Adele for the next two days. In that time he worked diligently for Sabine and Irène, making sure his uniform was always clean and neatly pressed, and remaining alert for any test of his devotion, but nothing happened to break the routine of his domestic duties. On several occasions he almost questioned Sabine and Irène about what form his tests might take, but he sensed that how he reacted to Adele’s absence, and to being kept in the dark, was a test in itself, and he said nothing, looking to convince them that he understood he no longer had the right to an independent life.

If it was a test, then he may have passed it for on Wednesday evening, after Sabine and Irène had been out for a meal with Adele and Laurent, they all came back to the apartment for a late drink.

‘It’s a warm evening,’ said Irène to her waiting maid as they came into the hallway. ‘We’ll take drinks on the roof. Our best brandy, Josephine, and don’t be slow.’

‘At once, Mistress,’ Joseph replied, utterly mortified to be seen by Laurent in his uniform yet dropping a neat curtsey to prove his submission.

His gut churned with an even deeper humiliation when he saw Adele smile at Laurent in a way that said ’I told you so’ but, to his relief, Laurent didn’t so much as look in his direction, or mention his maid’s uniform.

When he carefully carried the tray with the bottle of Remy Martin XO Cognac and four brandy glasses up the stairway to the roof he told himself to be on his best behaviour. If his only way out of prison was to convince his captors he was a willing and wholly subordinate slave, then he’d do all he could to persuade them.

His superiors paid him no attention as he poured the brandy and handed out the drinks, serving the women first, and then Laurent before dropping a quick curtsey and retreating to the edge of the group where he waited in attentive silence, his hands clasped neatly on his apron. Adele gave him a quick smile of encouragement, clearly pleased by his behaviour, but no-one else looked at him, and he stood stock still and ignored, listening to their conversation. It was a pleasant evening, but there was a light breeze which caused his dress to lift and sway prettily around his knees, displaying the dainty lace hem of his slip — another humiliation which he had no choice but to endure, and worse, enjoy.

They talked mostly about Adele’s work, and Joseph learned that she’d been taken on by a leading entertainment agent, and had made two appearances on television food shows while she’d been in London with Laurent. The appearances had gone well, and her agent was confident of finding her more TV work which would in turn boost her newspaper and internet profile. It stung Joseph to hear of her success. Everything seemed to be going her way while he languished as a lowly slave. She’d even spoken with Emma about his future work, stealing away what little remained of his freedom and independence. The further he fell, the higher she climbed, and yet he found a twisted joy in her ascendancy.

His anguished thoughts were interrupted by Sabine commanding him to refill their glasses, and he stepped forward immediately and poured them each another cognac.

‘You haven’t said how pretty Joseph looks in his uniform, Laurent,’ said Irène, smiling conspiringly at Adele.

‘Why should I?’ said Laurent with a casual shrug. ‘He’s only the maid.’

‘Oh, come on, Laurent,’ said Adele, smacking his arm in mock anger. ‘Don’t be cruel. He looks lovely, you know he does, and Irène and Sabine have gone to a great deal of trouble to dress and train him, the least you can do is thank them for it.’

‘All right, then, he looks very pretty in his uniform,’ said Laurent, glancing scornfully at Joseph. He wasn’t cruel, but he couldn’t understand how any man could allow himself to be dominated in such a way. He’d always wondered if Mimi had been some kind of freak, but here was another man who seemed to relish the shame of submission, yet he was glad of his rival’s surrender, and he intended to take full advantage of it. ’And thank-you, Irène and Sabine, for training him for us,’ he continued. ‘I should have said that already, and we’re very grateful for all you’ve done, really we are. I don’t think even Mimi was so quiet and obedient, and Adele’s been so happy knowing he’s in good hands. She’s been free to enjoy herself without giving him a single thought. It’s been wonderful to spend time together as a proper couple without her worrying about Joseph.’

‘We’re glad to help,’ said Sabine.

‘But can I ask you something about his uniform?’ asked Laurent, taking a drink of his cognac.

‘Of course you can,’ said Irène.

‘Before we went to London, Adele and I bought him an apron in a market.’

‘I remember,’ said Irène. ‘A pretty little waist apron with an embroidered edge.’

‘That’s right,’ said Laurent. ‘The apron he’s wearing is now very nice, but I was hoping he’d be wearing the one I gave him.’

‘You want to show him who’s Master,’ said Sabine with a knowing smile.

‘Maybe,’ said Laurent giving another shrug, ‘but really I’m just curious to see how he looks in it. When I heard you’d put him in uniform, I imagined him wearing the apron Adele and I gave him, c’est tout.’

‘Nothing could be easier,’ said Irène, turning to Joseph and commanding him, ‘Go downstairs, and put on the apron Laurent gave you.’

‘It’s all right, Joseph, you don’t have to do it now,’ said Laurent, stopping Joseph in his tracks. ‘But make sure you’re wearing it the next time I see you.’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph, curtseying to his handsome rival, and earning another approving smile from Adele.

‘Make sure you do,’ said Laurent, turning away from the trembling maid, and talking once more to his equals.

‘Adele tells me you’ve whipped him,’ said Laurent.

‘We have,’ said Sabine.

‘Hard, I hope?’

‘What do you think?’ said Irène.

‘And he took it from you?’

‘He did,’ said Sabine. ‘He took it very well, and we didn’t spare him.’

‘Adele and I have talked about this,’ said Laurent, taking Adele by the hand, ’and she’d like to learn how to punish him. And I’d like it if she did. If he goes home with her, I’d feel better if I knew she could discipline him if she had to, keep him in line. Would you teach her how to punish him?’

‘We’d be glad to,’ said Irène.

Joseph stared at his tormentors in horror, but said nothing. He imagined this was another test, and he kept his dismay to himself.

‘Thank-you,’ said Adele, driving another stake into her husband’s heart. ‘I really appreciate it.’

‘We’ll arrange a time over the next few days,’ said Sabine.

‘That’s wonderful,’ said Adele, squeezing Laurent’s hand. ‘I can’t wait.’

They talked happily for another hour before Irène and Sabine made their excuses and went downstairs to bed. It amused them to leave Joseph with his Master and Mistress, and they kissed at the bottom of the stairs, aroused by the thought of his plight.

As soon as they were alone with Joseph, Adele and Laurent began to kiss in front of him. They were seated on the rattan garden sofa and so it was easy for them to fall into each other’s arms. They paid him no attention and behaved as if he wasn’t there, but they were deeply aroused by his presence and their kisses and caresses were cruelly flagrant. Joseph watched in an agony of loss and humiliation as Adele gave herself to her lover, opening her legs when he slid his hand under her skirt, and groaning in desire when he caressed the tops of her stay-up stockings and touched her through the soft lace of her panties.

‘Dear Laurent,’ she gasped, pulling open the front of her loose summer blouse, exposing her breasts. ‘This is for you, only for you.’

Still fingering her through her panties, Laurent lowered his head to her breasts, kissing her hardening nipples through the delicate lace of her bra. As he kissed her, Adele smiled wantonly at her helpless husband, mocking his submission, proving to him that another man was now the object of her desire — a stronger, more confident man who was his better in every way.

Joseph hated them for their arrogant cruelty, and yet he loved them for it too, and with a submissive passion that threatened to overwhelm him. Even as he seethed with jealous rage, he longed for them to go further, to fuck in front of him, to show their mastery over him in all its savage beauty.

Suddenly Adele whispered something in Laurent’s ear which made him laugh and sit back from kissing her breasts, his hand still between her legs while Adele, placed a slim hand on his lap and began caressing his erection through his linen trousers. They did this for long moments, gazing directly at Joseph as if daring him to stop them, and whispering and laughing from time to time while he looked on in horror and delight. Joseph knew his role was to watch and suffer, and he surrendered to his role, keeping still and silent until a soft moan escaped his lips and one of his legs began to shake. This seemed to please his superiors for they laughed and kissed again, their hands caressing each other more eagerly, and then Laurent gazed sternly at his defeated rival, and said, ‘Well, Joseph, Adele tells me you’re her slave. I wonder if she’s right. What do you say, Joseph, should I believe her?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ said Joseph, the tremble in his voice adding to his shame.

‘You’re shaking,’ said Adele. ‘Are you frightened of Laurent?’

’N-no, Madame,’ he stammered.

‘Well, perhaps you should be,’ she said. ‘He is my lover after all, and there’s no knowing what he might require of you.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said helplessly, performing a curtsey that made them laugh at his foolishness.

‘I want you to convince Laurent that you’re my slave and not my husband any more,’ said Adele. ‘Can you do that?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said, the lights of Paris spinning around him like fireflies.

‘Then tell Laurent what you’re wearing under your pretty dress.’

‘Nylons, Madame,’ he said, dying of shame. ‘Nylons and a petticoat.’

‘We can see that,’ said Adele, staring at him in amusement while her hand still caressed her lover, ‘but what are you wearing under your nylons and petticoat?’

He stared at his wife in horror, appalled yet heart-stoppingly aroused by her cruelty.

‘Your p-panties, Madame.’

‘And do you always wear my panties?’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘Every day?’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘And tell Laurent why you wear my panties every day,’ she said, working Laurent’s cock harder through his trousers, and pushing her panty-clad crotch against his strong fingers.

‘To remind me,’ he said, his heart clenching in pain.

‘To remind you of what?’ said Adele.

‘That you’re my Mistress, and I’m your slave.’

‘And you always know that, don’t you, Joseph?’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘You know it deep in your heart.’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘Then show Laurent,’ she said, a cruel gleam in her eyes. ‘Lift up your dress and show him you’re wearing my panties under your uniform. Show him you’ll do anything I tell you.’

Trembling with shame, Joseph did as he was told, lifting his neat maid’s dress and slip and showing his wife’s lover that he was wearing her panties beneath his hose.

‘You see, Laurent,’ said Adele. ‘He’s fully pantied and petticoated.’

‘Very pretty,’ said Laurent, almost embarrassed for the poor fool. ‘You can cover yourself now, I’ve seen enough.’

‘He wears my panties every day, and Irène and Sabine have kept him in uniform for days now,’ said Adele as Joseph hurried to re-arrange his dress. ‘He even curtsies, for heaven’s sake, what more do you want?’

‘I need to be sure,’ said Laurent.

‘Curtsey to Monsieur Gauvin,’ Adele instructed her trembling husband. ‘Show him what an obedient maid you’ve become. Show him you’re no longer a man.’

Fearing he might faint with the dark shame of it, Joseph curtsied obediently to his rival.

‘There, you see,’ said Adele. ‘No man would let that happen to him. He’s my slave, believe me.’

‘Yes, but what if he gets ideas above his station?’

‘How could he?’ said Adele. ‘Look at him.’

‘I want you completely for my own, you know that,’ said Laurent. ‘And I want him to know you’re mine.’

‘Sometimes you’re such a caveman,’ said Adele, smiling at him with infinite fondness.

‘I can’t help it,’ said Laurent. ‘It’s how I feel about you.’

‘I wouldn’t want it any other way,’ said Adele. ‘I love my caveman, and I want you for my own too.’

‘But you want to keep Joseph?’

‘If I can, yes, but only as a slave.’

‘Tell me, Joseph,’ said Laurent. ‘You love Adele, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Even when she’s cruel to you?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Especially when she’s cruel to you?’

Joseph hesitated for a few moments, then said, ‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Did you miss her when she was in London with me?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Did you dream about her?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Are you happy she’s come back?’

‘Yes, Monsieur, very happy.’

‘She’s beautiful, isn’t she?’

‘Yes, Monsieur.’

‘Do you want to fuck her?’

Joseph started with surprise. He didn’t know how to answer. He looked to Adele for guidance, but she just looked back at him with a faint look of derision in her eyes.

‘Yes, Monsieur,’ he said honestly, his heart breaking with love for his cruel wife.

‘An honest answer, Joseph, well done,’ said Laurent. ‘It would have gone badly for you if you’d lied.’

‘I w-won’t lie to you, ‘ he stammered.

‘Then tell me why you want to fuck Adele.’

‘B-because she’s beautiful and because I love her,’ he said, his voice breaking with emotion. He thought he saw Adele look down in shame but then she leaned in and kissed Laurent, and her hand never stopped fondling him through his trousers.

‘That’s only to be expected,’ said Laurent, ‘but it’s how you love her that’s of interest to me. Adele and I have given this a great deal of thought, and we have come to the decision that you may love her as your Mistress, but never again as her husband. Do you understand what that means, Joseph?’

‘Yes, Monsieur,’ he said, unable to take his eyes from his rival’s fingers caressing Adele through her panties, the sight causing him exquisite pain.

‘I wonder if you do,’ said Laurent. ‘If you’re really Adele’s slave, you should be on your knees, don’t you think, you should be showing proper respect to your Mistress?’

‘Yes, Monsieur,’ he gasped.

‘Then what are you waiting for?’ said Adele, very aroused to take her lover’s side against her husband. The sheer injustice of it thrilled her like nothing else, and she experienced a surge of female power when Joseph sank to his knees before her.

‘Don’t look up my skirt,’ she taunted him. ‘I’ll tell you if you can do that.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he mumbled, lowering his gaze from the enchanting sight of her panties, and her soft summer skirt rucked so sweetly over her incomparable thighs, but only to find himself gazing at the equally tormenting sight of her pretty feet in her high heels and sheer nylons.

‘Kiss Adele’s feet,’ Laurent commanded him. ‘As a slave should.’

Grateful for the command, Joseph bowed his head and kissed his wife’s pretty shoes and nylon-clad ankles, a bright flare of submission exploding in his brain that burned all the more fiercely when he heard Adele and Laurent whispering and laughing far above him. And then he heard them kissing, and Adele groan with arousal. Glancing upwards, he saw that Laurent was still fingering her through her panties, while Adele worked Laurent’s erection as it pushed up beneath his trousers.

‘Eyes down,’ Adele goaded him. ‘No peeking.’

Looking down, he kissed her pretty shoes and ankles with renewed passion. As he worshipped, he became aware that Laurent was speaking to him.

‘This is how it’s going to be for you from now on, Joseph,’ he said. ‘If we let you go back to London, you’ll live as Adele’s slave and never again as her husband. Because of my work I can’t be with her as much as I’d like, and you’ll pleasure her when I’m absent, but only with your tongue. You’ll come to cunny whenever she wants, but you’ll never fuck her, do you hear me?’

‘Yes, Monsieur,’ he mumbled as he kissed his wife’s feet.

‘And do you understand?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin.’

‘Then say it!’

‘I can never fuck her,’ he said, a shiver running down his back.

‘Never,’ said Laurent.

‘Never,’ repeated Joseph.

‘I mean it,’ Laurent said, violence in his voice. ‘If you disobey me, I’ll hurt you.’

‘Fuck,’ he heard Adele say, ‘that’s sexy.’

And then he heard then kissing and whispering, and then kissing again.

‘Are you sure?’ he heard Adele whisper.

‘Go on,’ Laurent replied. ‘I want to see him do it.’

They kissed again, and then Adele said in a sultry voice, ‘Come to cunny, Joseph, but do it gently, gently.’

Stunned, he lifted his head and gazed in wonder at her pretty white panties.

‘Hurry up, Joseph,’ said Adele, ‘before I change my mind.’

His mouth flew to her lovely panties where he kissed her as gently as he could manage, his soul longing for the treasure beneath the warm, damp lace.

‘Look at him, Laurent,’ he heard Adele say. ‘He comes to cunny so nicely.’

‘He does,’ said Laurent, sounding pleased.

‘Keep going, Joseph,’ said Adele, shivering in delight. ‘That’s lovely.’

He kissed her harder, pushing his tongue round the edge of her knickers, groaning in lust as he tasted her at last.

‘You’ll do this whenever Adele wants,’ said Laurent, ‘but you’ll do nothing else.’

He groaned his assent, never ceasing to worship.

‘That’s it, Joseph,’ gasped Adele, ‘that’s the way,’ but then she pushed his head away, and closed her legs, pulling her skirt primly over her knees, taking pleasure in denying him what he wanted so badly. ’Don’t be greedy,’ she told him, laughing at his shocked expression. ‘You’ve had enough, the rest is for Laurent.’

‘You’re cruel,’ said Laurent, aroused and impressed by her dominance.

‘I am,’ said Adele, smiling to feel his erection pulse in her hand. ‘But he needs to learn.’

‘He does,’ said Laurent. ‘And you will teach him.’

She smiled to see Joseph shiver in thwarted desire, and she felt a flash of wicked arousal when she saw him glance enviously at her lover’s erection as she worked it lazily through his trousers.

‘Look, he’s jealous,’ said Adele. ‘Or perhaps he just likes your lovely cock.’

‘Perhaps he does,’ said Laurent.

‘I think he’d come to cock too,’ said Adele, laughing as another tremor shook her kneeling husband, ‘if we let him.’

‘Yes, I’m sure he would.’

‘Will we let him?’ said Adele.

‘We could, I suppose,’ said Laurent, smiling down at his defeated rival.

Joseph trembled with a terrible hunger. He knew that if they let him he’d worship Laurent as eagerly as he’d worshipped his wife.

‘But he made such a fuss the last time,’ said Adele. ‘Do you remember?’

‘I do,’ said Laurent. ‘He ran away, didn’t he?’

‘He did,’ said Adele. ‘He ruined everything for a while.’

‘Then perhaps we should leave it for now.’

‘It seems a shame when he’s so eager,’ said Adele.

‘He’s only the maid.’

‘That’s right, he is,’ she said. ‘And it doesn’t matter what the maid wants.’

‘It doesn’t,’ said Laurent, finishing his cognac, and pulling Adele up from the sofa. ‘Come, my love. Come to bed.’

‘God, yes,’ said Adele, glancing back at her kneeling husband as they went towards the door to the stairs. ‘Soon I’ll learn to whip you, Joseph, I want you to think about that.’

‘Whip him hard,’ said Laurent.

‘Oh, I will, don’t worry,’ said Adele, leaning her head fondly against his arm.

Joseph heard them laughing as they went down the stairs. Still on his knees, and feeling utterly bereft, he gazed out over the rooftops of Paris. Tears of shame stung his eyes, and grief swelled in his throat, and yet he remained gripped by a relentless, bone-deep arousal. There was no point denying it — he’d loved their cruelty and contempt, and he longed for more. He still had Adele’s taste in his mouth, and the thought of Adele whipping him caused him to stir and harden, and murmur his prayer in a trembling whisper.

‘Thank-you, Madame Adele, thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin,’ he repeated over and over again until it calmed him a little.

He saw Adele’s glass on the table. It still had some cognac in it, but what really took his eye was the mark her lipstick had left on its rim. It was a tormenting, beguiling sight that weakened him further. Kneeling up, he took her glass in both hands like a sacred chalice, and drank the cognac. It tasted delicious, but it was the flavour of her lipstick, and the thought of Laurent tasting it on her lips, that stayed with him as he gathered up the glasses and the brandy bottle, and took them downstairs.

THE VERY next morning, while he was back on the roof hanging out his Mistresses’ clothes and underwear, he heard the maid’s bell summon him downstairs. His heart hammering, he rushed downstairs to find Adele, looking ridiculously young and pretty in a short summer dress, waiting for him with Sabine and Irène.

‘Here he is,’ said Sabine.

‘Good morning, Madame,’ said Joseph, curtseying respectfully to his wife, dreading what was to come, yet longing for it with such hunger he was glad she hadn’t made him wait longer.

‘I wanted to leave it for a few days,’ said Adele, ignoring Joseph’s greeting, and addressing her equals. ‘But I couldn’t stop thinking about it,’ she added with a shy laugh.

‘Quite right,’ said Irène, laughing at her excitement. ‘Now’s as good a time as any.’

‘This way,’ said Sabine, leading Adele into the study.

‘After you, Josephine,’ said Irène, patting his bottom as she followed him into the room.

‘This is where we do it,’ said Sabine, indicating Irène’s sturdy teak desk which had already been cleared and made ready.

‘And this is what we use on him,’ said Irène, taking her riding-crop from the cupboard. ‘Take it,’ she added, offering it to Adele. ‘It feels lovely in your hand.’

’It does feel lovely,’ said Adele, giving a nervous laugh as she took the crop. And truly it did feel wonderful in her hand, its whippy slimness sending an electrical charge along her arm. ‘I’m going to buy one of these when I go back to England.’

‘Try to relax and enjoy yourself,’ said Sabine, looking to ease Adele’s nerves. ‘You can do it quickly if you want, whip him fast and hard and be done with it, but it’s usually better to take your time — walk round him, let him smell your perfume, hear the whisper of your clothes against your body. Make him feel the female power you hold over him as his Mistress and owner.’

‘Owner?’ said Adele.

‘I know it sound crazy,’ said Sabine, ‘but you’ll come to believe he belongs to you, body and soul.’

‘That’s a scary thought.’

‘It is until you get used to it,’ said Irène. ‘But for now just remember it’s your pleasure that’s important. Show him you enjoy making him suffer.’

‘How hard can I hit him?’ Adele asked, her nerves turning to excitement.

‘As hard as you like,’ said Sabine. ‘Don’t worry, you can put all your strength into it.’

‘Really?’ said Adele.

‘Really,’ said Irène. ‘He’s been whipped by Sabine and no-one hits harder than her.’

‘But don’t hit his testicles,’ added Sabine. ‘That can be dangerous, but anywhere else is fine.’

‘Won’t it hurt him?’

‘That’s the general idea,’ said Irène.

‘Yes, of course, ‘ said Adele, laughing at her foolishness.

‘You’ll be fine,’ said Sabine. ‘If you really want to make it sting, aim for the tops of his thighs. Then you’ll see him jump.’

‘I’ll do my best,’ said Adele, swallowing nervously.

‘There’s nothing to be nervous about,’ said Irène. ‘He’s your slave, remember. If you wish to punish him he has no choice but to take it from you. It’s a lovely feeling once you relax and accept your authority. Take command of him, don’t mind us. Tell him what to do. Go on.’

‘I don’t know what to say,’ said Adele, her cheeks reddening. ‘My mind’s gone blank.’

‘Say what you like,’ said Sabine. ‘He’s only a slave.’

‘All right,’ said Adele, pushing away her nerves, pleased to see that one of Joseph’s legs had begun to shake. It re-assured her to see that his nerves were far worse than hers.

‘Stop shaking,’ she told him coldly. ‘It’s pathetic.’

‘I’m s-sorry,’ he stammered.

‘You will be,’ she said, feeling a genuine contempt for him beneath her play-acting. ‘I’m going to punish you, Joseph, and you know perfectly well why. I’m going to prove to Laurent that you accept my authority. And what’s more, you’ll thank me for punishing you once it’s over. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes, Madame Adele,’ said Joseph, suddenly very afraid of his stern-eyed wife.

‘Take down your panties and hose,’ she commanded him. ‘Then lift up your dress, and lie across the desk.’

Looking over at Sabine and Irène for support, she received approving nods from both of them.

‘Yes, Madame,’ Joseph mumbled, coming helplessly erect as he took down his pretty underwear, and lifted up his dress.

‘I see you’re looking forward to your punishment,’ said Adele, glancing at his erection.

’N-no,’ he stammered. ‘I’m not.’

‘Well, it looks as if you are,’ she said, putting scorn in her voice. ‘Now, lie across the desk and be quick about it.’

Joseph obeyed at once, pulling up his dress and slip and feeling utterly exposed and helpless as he lay across the desk.

‘Honestly, Joseph, how silly you look with your dress up like that,’ said Adele, beginning to walk around her husband, stalking him like a huntress, ’and with your pretty panties and hose down at your knees. I’ve never see anyone look so silly.’

Adele was beginning to enjoy herself. She knew from her years of marriage to Joseph how well he responded to verbal humiliation. What intrigued her now was to find out what happened when she added physical pain to the mix.

‘And those marks on your bottom?’ said Adele, excited to see the fading bruises and welts on his flesh, ‘Are those from your last beating?’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘How considerate of Mistress Sabine and Mistress Irène to discipline you, and train you so well. Thank them for it, let me hear you.’

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress Sabine,’ he gasped. ‘Thank-you, Mistress Irène.’ Glancing up at them, he saw they were standing close together, smiling down at him with their arms folded like sternly approving schoolteachers. He could tell they were looking forward to witnessing his punishment, and the thought stoked the flames of his arousal.

‘You’re very welcome, Josephine,’ said Sabine, exchanging a smile with Irène. They were impressed by Adele’s dominance, and aroused by it. She was a natural, they hadn’t the slightest doubt, and would make a formidably strong and inventive Mistress for Joseph.

‘What a sissy you are,’ Adele continued. ‘What are you?’ she suddenly asked, tapping her crop against his bottom, and making him jump.

‘A sissy,’ Joseph repeated helplessly, his erection pulsing against the desk.

‘That’s right,’ she said cruelly. ‘You deserve to be punished for being a sissy, don’t you?’

‘Y-yes, Madame,’ he replied, her cruelty releasing a narcotic fix of humiliation into his blood.

‘No wonder I had to find a real man,’ she said, losing herself in her role. ‘You’re not up to the job, are you, Joseph, not fit to be my husband?’

’N-no, Madame,’ he gasped.

‘Then what are you fit for?’ she said, strolling to his head so that the softly taunting cotton of her dress brushed against his face.

‘To b-be your slave,’ he replied, lost in a trance of submission as he inhaled her scent and gazed in wonder at her lovely legs and pretty high heels.

‘Then prove it,’ she said, walking slowly round him, and taking up her position, laying the crop across his buttocks and adjusting her feet to get her range. ‘Are you ready, slave?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ Joseph answered, gripping the desk tightly, and trembling in a masochistic fever.

‘Then here it comes,’ said Adele, butterflies fluttering sweetly in her stomach as she raised the crop and brought it down hard across his bottom.

The loud crack of the whip startled her but it aroused her too, and she lashed him four more times before stepping back and walking to his head where she stroked his hair, and said, ‘You’ll take this from me whenever I wish, Joseph. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he gasped. Her blows had been painful, but nowhere near as painful as Irène and Sabine’s.

‘How am I doing?’ Adele asked her tutors.

‘Very well,’ said Irène. ‘But you can hit harder if you wish.’

‘Much harder,’ said Sabine.

‘Really?’ said Adele in surprise. She’d been worried she’d struck too hard.

‘Really,’ said Sabine. ‘Your attitude and poise are lovely, you just have to let yourself go, and not be afraid of hurting him.’

‘Will you show me?’ said Adele.

‘Of course,’ said Sabine, taking the crop from her, smiling to see Joseph wince. ‘It will be my pleasure.’

Adele was astonished by the ferocity of Sabine’s blows, and she worried about Joseph’s safety but, after four lashes, she began to feel aroused by his suffering, and Sabine’s display of grace and power, and when Joseph shuddered and whimpered in pain she felt a competitive urge to elicit the same reaction from him. The urge grew stronger when Sabine’s sixth stroke prompted a full-bloodied cry of agony from her husband.

‘You’re a hard act to follow’ said Adele when a smiling Sabine handed the crop back to her.

‘I’ve a feeling you’ll manage,’ said Sabine.

‘I’m warning you, Joseph,’ said Adele, her face set with determination as she took aim. ‘You’re in trouble now.’

Now Adele, inspired by Sabine’s example, really laid into Joseph, thrilled to hear him cry out in agony at her third stroke, and begin to beg her for mercy after her fifth. She lashed him twice more but then, when she heard the sounds of his sobs, she stopped and looked to Sabine and Irène for guidance.

‘It’s all right if he cries,’ said Sabine. ‘It shows you’ve broken him, and proved your authority.’

‘But should I stop when he cries?’ asked Adele, unjustly angry with him for crying, and wanting to hit him harder for his weakness.

‘Actually, it’s important that you don’t,’ said Irène, ‘or he’ll learn that tears will make you stop, and he’ll start play-acting with you like a silly child. You must learn to ignore his tears, and show him that the decision to end the punishment will always be yours, and yours alone.’

‘You can gag him,’ added Sabine. ‘If his cries annoy you.’

‘I have a gag at home,’ said Adele. ‘I could use that.’

‘Or use your panties,’ said Irène. ‘It will add to his shame, and having your taste in his mouth will put him deeper under your power.’

‘Oh, I know about Joseph and panties,’ said Adele. ‘He loves it when I put them in his mouth. He loves it so much I’m sure he’s only crying now so I’ll gag him with them.’

‘P-please,’ Joseph gasped through tears. ‘No more, I beg you.’

‘Didn’t you hear Irène?’ Adele told him coldly. ‘I’ll decide when to stop. Now, stop these pathetic tears and show some courage. Crying like a baby, you’re embarrassing me in front of my friends.’

Stunned by her cruelty, Joseph groaned in distress, and looked at Sabine and Irène but they were kissing, aroused by his wife’s stern authority.

‘This is what’s going to happen,’ Adele told her slave. ‘I’m going to whip you six more times and you’re going to stay quiet. If I hear the faintest noise out of you, I’ll give you another six, do you understand?’

He tried to speak but could only whimper in panic.

‘I asked if you understood, and I expect a proper answer.’

A shudder shook his body, but he managed to say,’ Y-yes, Madame, I understand.’

‘And I mean it, I’m warning you,’ she said, bristling with purpose as she took aim. ‘The slightest cry or whimper earns you another six.’

Adele delivered her blows with fierce resolve, experiencing a sense of power such as she had never known. It aroused her very deeply to see her husband writhe in agony beneath her, striving with all his might not to cry out. To her amazement, she discovered that she wanted to force a cry from his lips so that she could continue to whip him, and her last two strokes carried real venom, but somehow he remained silent. His whole body was trembling, his face locked in a wild-eyed grimace of agony, and his breath coming in ragged gasps that became a snort of anguish after her sixth blow — but he did not cry out, and so Adele had no choice but to end his punishment.

‘It’s done, Joseph,’ she said simply, strolling to his head and stroking his hair. ‘You did well in the end, and I’m pleased with you. I’ll be sure to tell Laurent how well you did, and how willingly you surrendered to my authority. Perhaps it will help persuade him to let you come back to London with me.’

Crushed and defeated, Joseph nevertheless found comfort in her words. Despite his very great pain, he found an endless joy in his debasement. He inhaled her lovely scent with needy hunger, and gazed at her slim legs and pretty high heels in reverence. She had claimed him utterly as her slave and, in a place beyond his anger and pain, he felt eternally grateful to her for it.

‘You may stand now, Joseph,’ said Adele. ‘I’m finished with you.’

His brain swimming, he stood from the desk, his legs weak and unsteady.

‘Cover yourself, for goodness sake,’ said Adele. ‘What a fool you look.’

Stung by a shame as painful as any of her blows, Joseph reached down and pulled up his panties and hose, and re-arranged his dress and apron as best he could. As he dressed, Adele glimpsed his cock, smiling to see how small and shrunken it was after his beating. It thrilled her to see how she’d destroyed his virility even as her womanly power had soared into delight.

‘Now, Joseph,’ she said. ‘Is there something you wish to say to me?’

‘Th-thank-you, Madame Adele,’ he stammered, experiencing a masochistic delight that mingled with the pain of his whipping.

‘And I’ll expect you to curtsey after every beating.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he mumbled, immediately curtseying to his wife and Mistress.

‘Well, I think you can get back to your duties,’ said Adele, ‘unless Sabine and Irène have anything they wish to say.’

‘Only that you punished him beautifully,’ said Sabine.

‘I agree,’ said Irène. ‘It was a pleasure to watch, and he won’t forget it, I’m sure.’

‘Punish him often,’ said Sabine. ‘We had a rule with Mimi — he had to have the marks of our authority on him at all times. That usually meant whipping him every week at least.’

‘Even when he’d done nothing wrong?’

‘Particularly then,’ said Sabine. ‘That’s when he enjoyed it best.’

‘I’ll remember that,’ said Adele, exhilarated by the thought of wielding such a cruelly unjust power.

‘Have you finished hanging out our clothes?’ Irène enquired of her maid.

‘No, Mistress Irène,’ said Joseph, drowning in his submission.

‘Then finish hanging them out,’ said Irène, ‘and then clean the bathrooms and put clean sheets on our bed.’

‘Yes, Mistress Irène,’ he said, curtseying to her.

‘Off you go, then,’ said Adele. ‘We’re bored with you.’

WHATEVER HOPES Joseph harboured that his whipping, and the proof it provided of his complete subjugation, would earn him a quick return home were soon dashed. He didn’t see Adele for two days, and Sabine and Irène worked him as usual as if nothing was ever going to change. In the morning of the third day after his whipping, Adele came up to have coffee with Sabine and Irène, but she didn’t address a word to Joseph, or even look in his direction. Once he’d served them coffee, Sabine sent him away to get on with his housework, and Adele left an hour later without saying goodbye to him. The sound of the heavy front-door closing behind her sent a shiver of mingled fear and arousal down his spine.

Being ignored in such a way hurt him deeply, but it also inflamed his masochistic fever, and yet he managed to keep silent and conceal his distress. He knew being treated like this was their way of testing his submission, and finding out if he could live as a lowly slave without challenging his superiors, or grumbling about his treatment. He made himself work hard and uncomplainingly in the hope that his obedience and servility would earn him a ticket home. But every night, plagued by twisted arousal, he put on his nightdress and knelt before the photograph of Adele and Laurent and pleasured himself as he muttered his prayer like a holy fool, his orgasms tearing though him with the force of a hurricane.

On the Wednesday morning of his second week in Paris, Irène came into the laundry-room where he was working to tell him that Adele needed him downstairs. ‘But put on the apron Laurent bought for you,’ she reminded him. ‘He’ll want to see you in it.’

He hurried to his room and changed aprons. Tying on the waist-apron, he looked at his reflection in the mirror and saw that the dainty, lace-edged garment gave him a less dutiful, and much more flighty and coquettish appearance, and the fact that Laurent had chosen it for him leant it a devilish power to further shame and subjugate him.

Sabine and Irène were waiting for him at the front-door. They wanted to check on his appearance before he went down to his Master and Mistress.

‘The apron makes you look very pretty,’ said Sabine, a warm smile in her lovely eyes. ‘I’m sure Laurent will like you in it.’

‘Don’t disappoint us,’ said Irène, tucking a stray lock of hair behind his ear. ‘Work hard and well, and you may get what you most want.’

When he stepped out into the upper hallway of the apartment block and the door shut behind him with a heavy thud, he felt very exposed and frightened. It was rare to see people on the main stairwell but postmen and delivery-men came most days and Joseph was terrified of being seen in his uniform. As he hurried down to Laurent’s flat he saw Madame Rouetz bring some shopping into the lower hallway and he pressed himself against the wall to avoid being seen. It took her an age to find her key and enter her apartment but, as soon as she did, he hurried down the stairs and knocked on Laurent’s door. He didn’t know what alarmed him most, waiting out on the main stairway where he might be seen, or gaining entrance to Laurent’s apartment where he would suffer the excruciating shame of serving his wife and her lover in his maid’s dress and apron.

It was Laurent who answered the door. Dressed in jeans and a loose linen shirt, he looked very cool and handsome.

‘Joseph,’ he said. ‘Come in. You don’t have to knock, the door’s not locked. Adele’s in the kitchen.’

Feeling unbearably foolish in his uniform, Joseph crossed the hall and went into the large dining-kitchen where he found Adele sitting at the table working on her laptop.

‘Ah, Joseph,’ she said without looking up from her screen.

‘Madame,’ he said, curtseying neatly.

’I’ll be with you in a minute,’ she said, tapping on her keyboard. ‘Just let me finish this.’

But it was more like ten minutes before she took off her glasses, shook out her lovely auburn hair, and looked up at her uniformed husband.

‘He’s wearing your apron,’ she said to Laurent who was sitting on the sofa looking through some papers.

‘Is he?’ said Laurent distractedly. ‘I didn’t notice.’

‘Liar,’ she said, but Laurent remained lost in his work. He seemed to have no interest whatsoever in his defeated rival.

‘Well, I think you look very nice in it, Joseph,’ said Adele, a warm amusement in her eyes. ‘It’s amazing how much like a girl you look. I can hardly see the man in you any more. Perhaps he’s gone never to come back.’

Joseph blushed and looked at his feet, unable to think of anything to say.

‘And you look even prettier when you blush,’ she said, earning a scornful laugh from Laurent. ‘I asked Irène to send you down,’ she continued in a more business-like tone, ‘as we’ve got a little behind with the housework. We’ve both been working and haven’t had time to clean or tidy. This way,’ she said, standing from the table. ‘I’ll show you what needs to be done.’

He followed her across the hallway and into the master bedroom where clothes and shoes and underwear were strewn on the floor around the unmade bed. ‘Put the shoes away, and gather up all our dirty clothes and underwear and put on a wash,’ she instructed him calmly. ‘There are some of my clothes in the shower room too so don’t miss them. And wash my undies by hand, that’s important. Then put clean sheets on the bed — you’ll find them in the blanket box. Put the dirty sheets on to wash if the clothes wash is done. If not, I’ll do it later. Clear?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he said, stung yet aroused by her matter-of-fact manner. She was speaking to him exactly as if he was her maid, and had never been her husband and lover. And she looked heartbreakingly lovely in a short flippy skirt and a cotton vest top with bare feet and her hair long and loose, and she seemed completely at ease, as if ordering her uniformed husband to clean up her lover’s apartment was the most natural thing in the world.

‘Then get on with your work,’ she said, turning and leaving the room. Joseph felt another blow lash his soul. He’d been desperate for some sign from her that he was still special to her, that she cared for him as more than just a slave, but she’d given him no such sign. With a heavy ache in his heart, and with a bittersweet humiliation roiling in his gut, he gathered up the clothes and underwear from the floor. Adele’s pretty panties and bras, and her soft hose, felt alive in his hands, and it shamed him terribly to pick up Laurent’s clothes, particularly his boxer shorts. In the shower-room he found another pair of Adele’s panties and stay-up stockings entwined with a black satin slip. His heart seemed to tremble as he picked them up and added them to the large pile already in his arms.

He had to carry the laundry through the kitchen on the way to the laundry-room. Painfully aware of the feminine clip of his heels on the floor, he tried not to look at Adele who was sitting astride Laurent on the couch, whispering and giggling with him in between kisses. The sound of their laughter cut him to the quick for he knew they were laughing at him, at how foolish he looked in his uniform, and he sensed how much his submission aroused them, and made them want sex to earth the erotic charge of the power they held over him.

In the laundry-room, he sorted the laundry into cottons and delicates, and put the cottons into the machine and set it going on a quick wash. Then he filled the sink with warm water and liquid detergent and commenced hand-washing Adele’s lingerie. He didn’t recognise some of her panties and bras and the knowledge that she’d bought new underwear for her lover added a new layer of humiliation to his submission. Once more his brain reeled at the preposterous nature of his new life. This was really happening — he’d become a helpless, feminised slave to his faithless wife and, worse, he saw no end to his servitude. If he didn’t find a way out soon, he’d be her slave forever. But did he want to find a way out? That was the thorniest and most tricky of the knots that bound him to Adele.

He was washing out a pair of black silky panties when Adele came into the laundry-room. She was carrying a white shirt of Laurent’s and a pair of his shoes.

‘Don’t stop,’ she told Joseph, both amused and aroused by the way the bow of his apron swayed against his black dress as he stood at the sink washing her new panties. God, it was sexy having a slave for a husband, almost as sexy as having a charming and very handsome Frenchman for a lover.

She’d intended to be brisk and haughty with Joseph, but he was such an easy target she couldn’t resist teasing him a little.

‘Do you like my new panties?’ she asked him.

‘They’re v-very nice,’ he stammered in reply.

‘Laurent thinks so too,’ she said. ‘I bought them to wear for him.’

She smiled to see him wince. Had she always been this cruel, she wondered? Had it always lain inside her waiting for an excuse to come out?

‘Perhaps I’ll let you wear them next time they need washed,’ she said. ‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he answered, his gut twisting with shame.

‘I thought you would,’ she said, ‘wearing the undies I bought to please Laurent.’

He lifted his head and stopped still, and she wondered if he was going to answer back and put up a fight — a part of her hoped he would so that she could have the pleasure of putting him in his place, or perhaps she’d ask Laurent to do it for her — but after a few moments he lowered his head, and meekly resumed his work.

‘Laurent has an important work meeting this afternoon,’ she said, getting back to more practical matters. ‘He needs to look smart so you’ll iron his shirt,’ she said, hanging the shirt on a hook by the ironing-board. ‘Make a good job of it,’ she added. ‘It’s important you learn to serve him just as you serve me. He is your Master as I am your Mistress.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he answered, pain turning to pleasure, and pleasure turning to pain.

‘And polish his shoes,’ she said, putting them on top of the washing-machine. ‘The brushes and polish are under the sink.’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he answered, wishing his voice had held steady.

‘Very good, then,’ said Adele as she left the room, ‘I’ll leave you to it.’

With shame singing in his blood, Joseph got on with his work, rinsing out Adele’s pretty panties and bras along with her nylons and slip and draping them on the pulley, then setting up the ironing-board and carefully pressing Laurent’s white shirt and putting it on a hanger. And then, as he polished Laurent’s expensive black brogues, his hands began to shake and a whimper of defeat escaped his lips but he kept working, polishing the shoes to a perfect shine, and repeating his prayer under his breath to help him complete the demeaning task.

‘Thank-you Madame Adele,’ he mumbled, sinking ever deeper into the quicksand of submission, ’thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin.’

Remembering Adele’s instructions to change the sheets on their bed, he took Laurent’s shirt and shoes and went back to the bedroom. His journey involved him passing through the kitchen and, to his despair but also to his delight, Adele and Laurent were together on the sofa locked in a passionate embrace. Kissing hungrily, Laurent with his hand under Adele’s skirt, neither of them looked in his direction but the sound of his heels on the floor seemed to arouse Adele for she groaned in lust as he passed, and parted her legs to encourage Laurent’s caresses.

When he reached the bedroom Joseph had to lean against the wall for support, shaken and darkly excited by the sight of Adele giving herself so eagerly to Laurent. He knew she’d wanted him to see them like that, and the knowledge enraged him even as it deepened his masochistic arousal, but he told himself to carry out his domestic duties, acutely aware of the irony that, in order to escape his captivity, he had to show he accepted and welcomed his imprisonment.

He hung Laurent’s shirt on the wardrobe handle, placing his polished shoes on the floor nearby, and then stripped the bed, stung anew by the large wet spot on the sheet. In the blanket-box he found a luxurious ruby red linen duvet cover with matching sheet and pillow-cases. Trembling with jealousy and shame, he made up the king-sized bed, unable to think of anything other than the pleasure his wife and her lover would find in the bed he was preparing for them. To his distress, the thought of their pleasure excited him and he felt himself stir and harden in his panties. Swept up in a swollen river of masochistic arousal, he feared he’d drown for his next task was to take the dirty bedding through to the laundry-room, and he dreaded what he might see on his journey. Steeling himself, he carried the bundle of bedding across the hall and into the kitchen, telling himself he’d pay no attention to Adele and Laurent but what he saw stunned him, and stopped him in his tracks. Staring in fascinated horror, he saw that Laurent and Adele were making love on the couch with Laurent pounding into his wife with relentless strokes while she clung onto him from beneath, matching his driving rhythm with hungry thrusts of her own. Her skirt up at her waist, and with her loose French knickers pulled to one side so that Laurent’s big, hard cock was caressed by a froth of lace as he rammed into her, Adele began to groan with delight, and urge Laurent on with sweet words of love — ‘That’s what I want,’ she moaned. ‘Oh, God, that’s what I want … I love you, Laurent … I love you …’

For a moment Joseph wondered what it must be like to be Laurent, and to enjoy Adele with such virile assurance, but then he looked down and glimpsed his dress and apron and dainty court shoes, and shame shot through him once more, leaving him weak and dizzy. He told himself to flee the room but, bewitched by their savage beauty, he just stood and stared. At that moment, as Laurent pushed deep inside her, kissing her slender neck and murmuring sweet words of endearment, Adele turned her head and gazed at her petrified husband with a gleam of triumph in her eyes so bright and hot it burned through to his soul. He quivered and shook at her devilish gaze, possessed by a genuine terror of his cruel and wanton wife. She kept her gaze on him for long moments, drinking in his befrocked appearance as if his terrible humiliation gave her as much pleasure as Laurent’s thrusts. And then a shudder passed through her and she closed her eyes in delight and gave a long sigh of the deepest animal contentment. She had found the strongest male in the pack and nothing else mattered except the joy he gave her. Sensing her orgasm was close, Laurent gave a deep groan of his own and began to thrust more powerfully so that Adele’s hands clawed at his back, pulling him deeper. Shaken by their delight, Joseph dragged his gaze from them and rushed out of the kitchen but he wasn’t spared for he heard their loud cries of joy as he scurried down the corridor to the laundry-room and, even when he slammed the door behind him, he still heard Adele’s long climactic cry of joy and release.

Trembling in shock, he paced up and down, calling himself a fool and a clown for letting things go this far, and yet he felt arousal beneath his shock, a growing addiction to the humiliation of losing his wife to another man. He wasn’t erect but the strange joy he found in defeat anointed his senses with the sweetest of oils. He told himself such arousal was sick and impossible to live with, and yet he could not free himself from it. His desires had gone past the rational, and he knew himself to be a slave to his own nature every bit as much as he was the slave to his beautiful wife and Mistress.

Taking deep breaths to compose himself, he checked on the washing machine and saw that its cycle had a few minutes to go, and he made himself wait until it had finished before hanging Laurent and Adele’s clean clothes on the pulley beside Adele’s pretty lingerie, and then putting the dirty bedding on for a long wash. He’d carried out all Adele’s instructions but he couldn’t make himself go back to the kitchen, and that was the only way out of the apartment. What if they were still semi-dressed, and lying in each other’s arms? While he found pleasure in humiliation, he still feared it, and the pain it caused him, and so he made himself wait another ten minutes before leaving the laundry-room and walking on trembling legs back to the kitchen.

They were sitting side by side on the sofa, but they were dressed and, but for the slight flush on their faces, and their lazily contented postures, he’d never have known they’d just made love so fiercely.

‘There you are, Joseph,’ said Adele, looking at him with a faintly insolent smile. ‘Have you finished your duties?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he answered, dropping a quick curtsey.

Laurent gave a scornful laugh and put his arm around Adele, and gazed at Joseph as if daring him to look back. Thoroughly intimidated, Joseph kept his eyes on Adele.

‘You’ve hand-washed my panties and bras?’ Adele asked him, looking to deepen his shame in front of her lover. She wanted Laurent to believe Joseph really could live only as her slave, and besides it aroused her to wield power over her husband. Such wanton cruelty used to make her feel guilty, but Sabine and Irène’s example had freed her almost entirely from guilt, and she was learning to embrace her dominance, and use it to enrich her life.

‘Yes, Madame,’ Joseph replied, trying not to look at her lovely legs so sweetly framed by the hem of her skirt, or think of Laurent’s cock thrusting so powerfully past the bundled lace of her panties.

‘And you’ve done Laurent’s washing too?’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘What about his shirt, have you ironed it as I told you?’

‘Yes, Madame.’

‘And his shoes are polished?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he answered. ‘I’ve put them in the bedroom along with his shirt.’

‘Very good, Joseph,’ said Adele, pleased to see that one of his legs had begun to shake. It was lovely to have this power over a man. ‘And I’m sure you haven’t forgotten to change the sheets, and put the dirty bedding on to wash?’

‘I haven’t forgotten, Madame,’ he said, fearing he might faint or fall to his knees at their feet. ‘And the bedding’s in the wash now.’

‘Then there’s nothing to keep you here, is there?’ said Adele, a knowing look in her eyes.

’N-no, Madame,’ he stammered, suddenly seized by a desire so strong it left him breathless — the desire to kneel and clean her as he’d done once before in London, to push his head beneath her skirt and worship her after she’d been with her lover. It was a shameful, profane desire that woke an even darker longing to worship Laurent, to take his masterful cock in his mouth, and taste his wife on him.

‘Is there something you wish to ask?’ said Adele who sensed the nature of his desire, but she wasn’t going to give him what he wanted, at least not yet.

’N-no, Madame,’ he said, only just managing to stop from begging her.

‘In that case, you may go,’ said Adele, aroused by the pain her dismissal brought to his eyes. ‘I’ll let Irène know if I need you again.’

‘Madame,’ he said, curtseying and leaving the room, his heels clicking on the floor, and his dress swaying around his knees.

SABINE AND IRÈNE, seeing how troubled Joseph looked on his return to their apartment, were kind to him that night. He still worked obediently as their maid, cooking and cleaning for them, and bringing them coffee and brandy when they rang for him but, later in the evening when he knelt by the bath soaping them with the sponge, they spoke to him as a friend and equal.

‘You look tired, Josephine,’ said Sabine. ‘Did Adele work you hard this afternoon?’

‘Not really,’ said Joseph.

‘But it was hard to see Adele with Laurent?’ Irène asked gently.

‘One minute I’m fine with it,’ said Joseph, his voice catching, ‘the next minute I’m not.’

‘That’s only to be expected,’ said Sabine. ‘A huge change has taken place in your life and marriage, you need time to get used to it.’

‘Sometimes I think I’ve gone mad,’ said Joseph.

‘Perhaps you have,’ said Irène, ‘but it’s a lovely kind of madness.’

‘Is it?’ said Joseph.

‘You know it is,’ Irène replied.

‘I’ve lost Adele,’ he said, his eyes filling with tears.

‘Oh, come now, Joseph,’ said Sabine gently, stroking his cheek, ‘you know that’s not true.’

‘You may have lost her as your wife,’ said Irène, ‘but she’s still your Mistress, and that’s what you need her to be. That’s what will make you happy.’

‘But I’m not happy,’ he said, his eyes full of pain.

‘This is hard for you,’ said Irène. ‘You’ve seen how happy Adele is with Laurent, how much in love they are, and that makes you mourn for your life like Chekhov’s Masha. But remember what we have taught you and your time of mourning will pass.’

‘Your pride tells you it’s shameful to surrender to your wife and her lover,’ said Sabine. ‘You love her more than ever, but you judge it to be a lower form of love, but for all we know it’s a higher form. There are many kinds of love in the world and, in my experience, the love between a Mistress and her slave can be as strong and beautiful as any. Before I met Irène, I had fallen out of love with Mimi, or Michel as he was then but, once I’d found a new love with Irène, and Mimi had surrendered to us and come to live here as our slave, I found I could love him again — not as a man or lover but as my servant — and I believe he loved me too, and Irène too, for all he’d hated her to begin with. Be brave, Josephine. Hold to your course, and you may discover you have much more to gain living as Adele’s slave than you have to lose.’

‘Is that true?’

‘It is, believe me.’

‘We wouldn’t be doing this unless we thought it would make you happy,’ said Irène. ‘We’re not monsters, although I’m sure you sometimes think we are.’

‘I never think that,’ he said, suddenly feeling an immense affection for his Mistresses.

‘You’re a sweet slave,’ said Irène, both women leaning forward and embracing Joseph in a spray of soapy water. ‘We’ll miss you when you go, how we’ll miss you.’

‘I’ll miss you too,’ said Joseph, sure now that he would.

‘You can visit us whenever Adele comes to Paris,’ said Sabine. ‘You will always be welcome, my angel, and so you must not be sad.’

‘If it’s any consolation,’ said Irène, ‘Adele called me earlier this evening. She was delighted with your work in the apartment, and in particular with the way you went about your work as a real maid should, without letting your feelings get in the way of your duties. From what she said, she didn’t make it easy for you, and yet you served her selflessly, always putting her needs before yours. And Laurent was very impressed too. Adele thinks he’s nearly ready to let you go home with her to London.’

‘Nearly?’ said Joseph. ‘Can’t I go now?’

‘You still have some steps to take,’ said Sabine, ‘but you’re close, believe me, so close.’

‘I’ve given up everything,’ said Joseph in despair. ‘What more can I do?’

‘These tests won’t be easy,’ said Irène. ‘They will be your hardest yet, but you’ll pass them, I know you will.’

‘I haven’t the strength,’ he said.

‘You’re stronger than you know,’ said Sabine.

‘Be brave,’ said Irène, kissing his cheek and patting his arm ‘Make us proud.’

JOSEPH HAD become accustomed to anxiety in his life as a slave but the foreboding he felt about his coming tests, whatever they were, drove his fretfulness to new levels. Despite Sabine and Irène’s words of encouragement, he slept badly and carried his anxiety with him all the next day. He tried to lose himself in his maid’s work, and summon his protective shield of submissiveness, but he only grew more apprehensive. Finally, after he’d served dinner, and was just preparing to eat his own, he began to relax a little only for Irène to come into the kitchen and tell him that Adele had called, and that he was needed downstairs in Laurent’s apartment.

‘And change into your waist-apron,’ said Irène. ‘Laurent likes to see you in it.’

In a fever of dread, he hurried to his room and changed his full-apron for his dainty little waist-apron. He tidied his hair, then licked his thumb and wiped away a mark on his dress. When he came into the hall both Irène and Sabine were waiting for him with unusually grim expressions on their faces.

‘Adele asked you to bring this with you,’ said Irène gravely, handing him the riding-crop.

‘Wh-why?’ he stammered, terrified of the crop. It was almost weightless in his hand and yet he felt its terrible power.

‘You know why,’ said Sabine, putting a hand gently on his arm.

‘Oh, God,’ he said, his gut churning with fear of what was to come.

‘You knew this would happen,’ said Irène, ‘and you must bear it as well as you can.’

‘I can’t do this,’ he said.

‘You can and you must,’ said Sabine. ‘It’s what Adele wants and she is your Mistress.’

‘Go to her now,’ said Irène. ‘Show her all your courage and devotion.’

As he went down the stairwell in his maid’s uniform and carrying the crop Joseph felt no more substantial than a shadow fading from a wall, or a creature in a madman’s dream. A shudder ran down his spine when he knocked on the door, and he struggled to breathe when he heard the sound of approaching high heels from inside.

‘Come in, Joseph,’ said Adele when she answered the door. She was dressed beautifully in a black cocktail dress and heels, and with her make-up done. ‘Laurent and I are just going out — to a dinner-party at his boss’s house — and we don’t have long.’

She led him across the hall and into the kitchen, her elegant appearance making her seem very severe and intimidating, and the thought of her accompanying Laurent to her boss’s house in the role of his wife driving an arrow through his heart.

Laurent was waiting by the window. In a stylish dark suit and tie, he looked exceptionally handsome and strong, and every bit as intimidating as Adele.

‘Good evening, Joseph,’ he said, giving him a serious look.

‘Good evening, Monsieur,’ Joseph replied in a trembling voice. He wondered if they’d planned it this way, to lord it over him in their finery while he wore his maid’s dress and apron. If they had it was working — he’d never felt so foolish or inferior.

‘You’ve brought the crop, I see,’ said Adele, her expression stern and cold.

‘Y-yes, I have,’ he stammered weakly.

‘That’s good,’ said Adele. ‘I asked Irène to make you bring it. You know what’s going to happen, don’t you?’

‘Y-yes,’ he said, his brain swimming.

‘Then give the crop to Laurent,’ said Adele, ‘and we’ll get on with it.’

Obediently, he handed the crop to Laurent, who took it from him and whipped it violently through the air a number of times.

‘I’m going to punish you now, Joseph,’ he said calmly. ‘Adele has asked me to do it — she’s wanted me to whip you for a long time — but I also want to do it for my own sake. I want to prove to you and to myself that you really are our slave, and that you’ll serve Adele in London without looking to regain your status as her husband. And I intend to hit hard. This will hurt, Joseph, believe me. Have I made myself clear?’

‘Yes, Monsieur Gauvin,’ he said, both terrified and aroused.

‘In that case, bend over this,’ he commanded Joseph, tapping the arm of the sofa.

His heart pounding and with a ringing in his ears, Joseph went dazedly to the sofa and bent over its arm-rest, presenting himself to his rival as a shamefully helpless figure.

‘Lift up your dress,’ Adele instructed her husband, deeply aroused by his surrender, and by how masterful Laurent looked standing above him in his dark suit, and with the crop in his hand. ‘Right up,’ she told Joseph, feeling a sweet contempt for him as he pulled his dress and slip up past his waist. She’d wanted this to happen for so long — she’d even dreamed of it — and her blood sang with savage joy now it was happening at last.

‘Take down your panties and hose,’ said Adele.

A shiver ran through Joseph, and a moan escaped his lips as he hooked his thumbs into his tights and panties and pulled them midway down his thighs.

Laurent laid the crop across his buttocks, adjusting his stance to steady his aim, and then looked at Adele, and said, ‘Are you all right with this?’

‘Yes,’ she said quickly, her voice heavy with desire, and a heavenly wildness between her legs.

‘Are you sure?’ Laurent asked her.

‘Do it!’ she said, impatient with him.

Laurent lifted his arm and brought the crop down with a terrible force, causing Joseph to jump and cry out in agony.

‘Stay still,’ Laurent commanded him, lashing him three more times.

Joseph moaned in agony — Laurent’s blows were even harder than Sabine’s — but he stopped himself from crying out. He wanted to appear strong to his rival, but after four more cutting blows of the crop, he was crying out like a soul in torment.

‘Keep quiet,’ Laurent said sternly. ‘You’ll take three more, and then it will be done.’

Adele watched bright-eyed with excitement as Laurent laid into her husband three more times, each of his vicious blows thrilling her to her core. After his last stroke, she ran to him and threw her arms around him, saying, ‘How strong you are, my love, how strong!’

As she pressed against him she felt his arousal through their clothes and a new desire took possession of her.

‘Come here, Joseph,’ she commanded her broken slave. ‘Quickly, or he’ll whip you again.’

In a daze of pain, Joseph fell onto his hands and knees and crawled to his wife and her lover.

‘It’s time,’ Adele said to Laurent, kissing him, and pulling down the fly of his trousers, and taking out his rearing erection.

‘Show him, Laurent,’ she told him. ‘Show him who’s Master.’

Even in his fog of agony, Joseph knew what he must do, and he knelt up and took his rival’s cock in his mouth, licking and sucking as if his life depended on it.

‘See, my love,’ said Adele, bestriding her kneeling husband as she embraced Laurent, trapping Joseph’s head between them, loving the feel of his neck between her legs, and wickedly aroused to feel him worship Laurent. ‘See how he must serve us, see how he is our slave.’

Laurent pulled Adele closer, kissing her hungrily, and moaning into her mouth as Joseph’s eager kisses brought him quickly to the verge of orgasm. He’d found it powerfully erotic to whip his rival in front ofAdele, and mastering him like this added hugely to his arousal.

‘Do it,’ Adele hissed in his ear, her own arousal growing urgent as she crushed Joseph against her lover. ‘Come now … Come for me … Come in his mouth.’

Laurent surrendered to the wave of pleasure, and Adele followed him into bliss, crying out in delight as they used Joseph for their joy. They kissed for a long time as Joseph swallowed his rival’s thick, oily seed, and cleaned his cock with a hot, trembling tongue.

‘That’s good, Joseph,’ said Adele with a final, dismissive thrust of her hips as Laurent put away his cock, and did up his trousers. ‘Not only will you come to cunny whenever I say, but you will also come to cock. I trust that’s clear?’

‘Yes, Madame,’ he managed to say, getting to his feet in a daze of shame and agony, and pulling up his panties and hose over his aching flesh.

‘Then what do you say?’ she asked him, tossing her hair arrogantly, and still in thrall to the joy of her dominion over Joseph.

‘Th-thank you, Madame Adele,’ he stammered weakly from the depths of his ignominy. ‘Thank-you, Monsieur Gauvin.’

They were the words of his prayer and, somewhere deep in his slavish heart, Joseph truly felt he was offering up thanks to a higher power.

‘You’re very welcome,’ said Adele, taking the crop from Laurent and handing it to her husband. ‘Give this back to Irène, and give her our thanks for it. And tell her we’re very pleased with you, she’ll like to hear that.’

And with that they were gone, leaving the apartment in their elegant clothes to enjoy a freedom Joseph could now only dream of.

Irène and Sabine were happy to hear that Joseph had taken his punishment from Laurent without complaint, and they praised him for his courage and endurance but, far from being lifted by their praise, he remained very low and dispirited after his ordeal. They saw why when they took down his underwear to examine him. Laurent’s ferocious blows had left vivid welts on his thighs and buttocks, and his flesh had been broken in three places. Irène winced at the sight of his wounds — it wasn’t like Laurent to behave so cruelly — and she believed they spoke of his love for Adele, of his desire to crush Joseph and take his wife from him with a brutal show of male force. Either that or he’d simply got carried away with the sex and power of it all. It had probably been a little of both, she imagined, holding up his dress and slip while Sabine applied antiseptic salve to his cuts.

‘He hit you very hard,’ said Sabine, frowning at Joseph’s wounds, ‘but that’s not such a bad thing. It takes real devotion to submit to a beating like this, and it will have helped persuade Laurent that you’re ready to go home with Adele as her slave. Take heart, Josephine, you’ve done well, and we’re very proud of you.’

They told him to go and eat, but he had no appetite and so they took him through with them to the sitting-room where they made him lie at their feet as their footstool while they sat together on the couch and watched their favourite film of recent years — Todd Haynes’ masterly version of Patricia Highsmith’s book ‘Carol.’ The romance and deep eroticism of the film worked on them every time, pulling them into the story and leaving them very moved by the strength and simple nobility of the main characters played by Cate Blanchett and Rooney Mara in the performances of their lives. Their characters dared to live according to their true natures, and Irène and Sabine saw in them an example to all the lonely outsiders in the world who felt ‘different,’ and compelled by fear and social convention to live their lives as a lie.

But Joseph took in nothing of the film. He lay curled up in a trance facing Sabine and Irène. With the taste of his rival’s seed in his mouth, and his flesh still stinging terribly from his whipping, he felt broken and lost — and yet he took refuge in his subordinate position, and from the glimpses he stole of his Mistress’ lovely nylon-sheathed legs whenever he glanced upwards. And he could smell their perfume, and their sharp heels digging into his side felt oddly comforting. By the end of the film, he felt better, and very relieved that his ordeal was over. Surely now, he thought, they would let him go home.

But he had to undergo another test on Saturday night. Sabine and Irène had invited around forty of their friends and colleagues to a party and Joseph would be serving as maid. He went pale when they told him the news, but his Mistresses were very firm.

‘It’s important that you learn to bear public shame,’ said Sabine. ‘Of course it will be terribly embarrassing for you, but that’s the point. You must show Laurent and Irène that your pride as a man no longer counts for anything, and that you will suffer any indignity in their service.’

To his relief, he was kept very busy at the party taking coats and handing out food and drinks, and showing guests to the bathrooms. Every room in the house had guests in it, and music played on the rooftop where dancing took place. A small number of the guests gave him knowing looks, and Joseph imagined that they’d known Mimi, and saw him as his replacement, but most paid him no attention, just seeing him as a female maid of no consequence. But he didn’t escape without some very shaming moments. Once, when Adele called him over, the older woman she was with said to Joseph, ‘I just wanted to say how brave you are, and how very pretty you look,’ and then, turning to Adele, she said before drifting away, ‘and you’re so kind and forgiving, my dear, I can only admire you for it.’ Once the woman had gone, Adele smiled wickedly at Joseph and explained the woman’s strange compliments.

‘Irène and Sabine are telling anyone who asks that you’ve suffered a breakdown, and want to live as a lady’s-maid. Apparently, I’m very kind and understanding for letting you do it even if I have taken Laurent as my lover. Aren’t you lucky to have such a kind and loving wife?’

She laughed at his shocked expression as she walked away, leaving him to carry a tray of drinks up to the rooftop.

Towards the end of the party, Laurent approached Irène and stood beside her, watching Joseph hand round more drinks, and the last of the delicious food he’d made with Irène and Sabine that afternoon.

‘How can I thank you?’ he said to her. ‘I don’t know what I would have done without you.’

‘It’s the least I could do,’ said Irène to the man who had once been the love of her life.

‘You don’t owe me anything,’ he said.

‘Oh, but I do,’ said Irène. ‘I hurt you very badly, and I wanted to make it up to you.’

‘You couldn’t help falling for Sabine.’

‘No, I couldn’t, but leaving you for her made you very unhappy,’ said Irène, looking over at Adele who was talking and laughing with some guests. ‘But now, unless I’m very much mistaken, you can be happy again.’

‘Yes, I believe I can,’ said Laurent, gazing adoringly at Adele.

‘She’s a lovely, intelligent woman,’ said Irène, ‘and I’m delighted for you.’

‘And Joseph?’ said Laurent, nodding towards their busy maid. ‘Is he really ready to live only as a slave?’

‘Yes, I think he is,’ said Irène. ‘Oh, I’m sure he’ll try to resist every now and then, but Adele is more than a match for him, I’m certain of that.’

‘Yes,’ said Laurent, making up his mind, ‘I’m quite sure she is.’

ON THE Sunday evening of the day after the party, Sabine rang the little maid’s bell in their study and waited with Irène for Joseph to answer the ring. In a very short time, the door opened and Joseph came in and curtsied  neatly to his elegant, smiling Mistresses.

‘I’ve just had a call from Adele,’ said Irène. ‘It’s good news, you’ll be pleased to hear. She’s taking the early train to London tomorrow, and she’s taking you with her.’

Joseph looked up in surprise and delight and then the strangest thing happened — tears came into his eyes, and his face took on a very desolate expression.

‘What’s wrong, my angel?’ said Sabine. ‘You should he happy not sad.’

‘I am happy,’ said Joseph, choked with emotion. ‘But I’ll miss you so much.’

‘Don’t cry, my pretty one,’ said Irène, going with Sabine and throwing their arms around him, and smothering him with kisses. ‘We’ll miss you too, of course we will, but you can visit us with Adele.’

‘That’s right,’ said Sabine, ‘and perhaps we’ll come and visit you in London. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, smiling through his tears.

They took him to his room and helped him pack and get ready for bed. He put on his nightdress, and Sabine hung his maid’s dress in his wardrobe. Then she placed his pretty court shoes in the bottom of the wardrobe, and put his pantyhose and slip in his drawer, telling him, ‘Your uniform will he here waiting for you whenever you come to Paris, and we will be waiting too.’

Irène packed his rucksack with his panties and t-shirts, and laid out his jeans and jacket for the morning, telling him, ‘You will feel strange dressed as a man again, not like yourself at all.’

She wrapped the photograph of Adele and Laurent in one of his t-shirts, and packed it carefully in his bag, telling him, ‘You’d better take this with you. It will help you say your prayers at night.’ Then she gave him back his man’s watch and put the dainty watch she’d given him beside his pantyhose and slip, and pushed the drawer closed.

‘You’re leaving very early in the morning so there won’t be time for farewells,’ said Sabine. ‘We’ll say our goodbyes now, Joseph.’

‘I love you,’ he said helplessly. ‘I love you both.’

‘That’s very sweet of you,’ said Irène, moved by his words, ‘but the best we can hope for is that you remember us as your friends. Will you do that, Joseph?’

‘Always,’ he said.

‘Then we will think the same way of you,’ said Sabine.

‘Always,’ said Irène.

LAURENT DROVE them to the station in time to catch the seven o’clock Eurostar train to London. Once more Joseph sat in the back seat behind the lovers, and once more he followed behind them across the station concourse carrying his rucksack, and wheeling Adele’s suitcase. Adele put off boarding the train until the very last minute, and Joseph had to endure the sight of them clinging together, dreading the moment of their parting.

When the departure of the train was announced for the last time, Adele wiped her eyes as she hurried to their carriage, but Laurent turned to Joseph, and offered him his hand, saying, ‘Take care of her for me, Joseph.’

Oddly moved, Joseph took his rival’s hand, and said, ‘I will, Monsieur.’
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