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    ‘And painful pleasure turns to pleasing pain.’ (Edmund Spenser, ‘The Faerie Queen’ – 1596) 
 
      
 
    ‘Nothing can match the pleasure of being outdone by another man in front of the woman you love.’ (Leopold von Sacher-Masoch ‘Venus in Furs’ – 1870) 
 
      
 
    Being your slave, what should I do but tend 
 
    Upon the hours and times of your desire? 
 
    I have no precious time at all to spend, 
 
    Nor services to do, till you require. 
 
    (William Shakespeare, Sonnet 57) 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
     AN OBEDIENT HUSBAND 
 
      
 
      
 
    ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘To her delight, his distress was palpable.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE LEANED in the doorway watching her slave prepare her evening meal. After her hard day at work she liked seeing him dance to her tune. She was hungry and he looked so helpless in his panties and apron. 
 
    Five weeks had passed since Catherine had enslaved her husband, but she hadn’t yet told him the identity of her lover.  
 
    James knew Catherine had another man in her life. She’d told him to his face, but James had no idea who he was.  
 
    His first name was Tom, that much he’d learned from overhearing a phone-call, but that was all he knew.  
 
    For now at least, Catherine preferred to keep her lover’s identity a mystery, enjoying the feeling of power that came with secret knowledge. 
 
    Before leaving for work that morning, Catherine had instructed James to cook something special. She was expecting a guest, Eve Harrison, an old and close friend who had driven up from Cornwall to visit her elderly mother. She’d been making the long drive north every month for over a year. Eve had a difficult relationship with her mother, and Catherine wanted to do what she could to help. 
 
     But, unlike her last visit, James would not be eating with them. 
 
     As Catherine’s slave he no longer enjoyed the rights a husband might expect in a marriage of equals. To mark his reduced status he served as her waitress, taking his meals at the breakfast-bar after Catherine had finished eating at table.  
 
    From time to time she fed him scraps from her plate while he knelt by her side. She liked the feeling of power it gave her to have him kneel at her feet. Once, she’d made him give her a paw like a pet dog. ‘Good boy,’ she’d said when he obeyed. ‘Perhaps I should feed you from a bowl, put a collar around your neck.’ 
 
    As Catherine had made clear, ‘a slave does not eat with his Mistress,’ and she stuck firmly to her ruling, often forgetting he was even in the room, and reading a book or newspaper as he served her. Later, if she watched television, and if he’d completed his chores for the day, she’d use him as her footstool, enjoying the freedom to watch whatever programmes she chose. Sometimes she’d keep her shoes on so she could dig her heels into his back. If the programme bored her, she liked to see if she could make her slave squirm in pain. 
 
    She often kept him like this for hours at a time before instructing him to run her a bath, or bring her a night-time drink, or draw back her bed covers and lay out her nightdress. 
 
    One evening, when she was in the garden inspecting his work – James served as both her gardener and housekeeper – she ordered him down on all fours before using him as her bench, enjoying the warmth from his back as she sipped her wine and watched the sun go down behind the high garden wall. 
 
    He did all her ironing. At first she’d enjoyed watching him press her skirts and blouses in the kitchen, but now she made him do it in the laundry-room at the back of the house. She liked to get him out from under her feet, and it gave her a pleasant feeling to think of him working away on his own, serving her.  
 
    But woe betide him if she found a crease in one of her skirts or a wrinkle in a blouse. She’d never been so fussy when she’d done her own ironing, but she expected the highest standards from her slave, and wouldn’t hesitate to punish him if his work fell below her standards.  
 
    There were days when she didn’t speak a word to him.  
 
    Why would she?  
 
    He was only a slave after all, and he in turn would remain devoutly silent as he took her coat when she returned from work, or poured her a glass of wine, or knelt to remove her shoes and massage her feet.  
 
    They both seemed to understand, as if by instinct, that a slave should only speak when spoken to.  
 
    Without a trace of irony, although the thought often amused her, she now saw herself as the lady of the house, and with that position came an unchallengeable authority that brought her both freedom and pleasure.  
 
    She was surprised how quickly she’d come to treat him as her slave, and how quickly he’d accepted his demotion.  
 
    It may have started as a game, but it was no game now.  
 
    In just a few short weeks, after more than a year of playing his Mistress at week-ends, Catherine had made her husband’s slavery real and permanent, and taken full control of her marriage.  
 
    That she’d become a selfish and sadistic woman in her treatment of James, Catherine hadn’t the slightest doubt, but she’d grown used to the idea, and seldom felt guilt or remorse for her behaviour.  
 
    And she’d given up trying to understand it.  
 
    The whole thing was beyond sense. Catherine never felt the slightest desire to be cruel to anyone else. More than that, Catherine abhorred cruelty in the world, but with James it felt as natural as breathing. She’d come to see it as his duty to suffer for her pleasure, it was as simple as that. 
 
    Catherine suspected this sadomasochistic union of Mistress and Slave had lain dormant in their marriage for many years, and had only now found its true expression. Whatever its origin, it was a thrilling new arrangement that filled her life with mischief and delight.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ‘HURRY UP,’ Catherine said impatiently. ‘Eve will be here any minute. If you’re not finished in time, she’ll see you in your panties and apron, and you wouldn’t want that, would you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ said James, glancing fearfully at his wife, and hurrying to set the table for two.  
 
    His longish hair was tied back in a short pony-tail, and he was naked except for a pair of Catherine’s panties she’d worn the day before, and the little white apron she insisted he wear whenever he worked in the kitchen. He had a slim, athletic body and she’d grown to like the way he looked in her panties. 
 
    She knew how much wearing the pretty, feminine garments shamed him, and how much he dreaded being seen in them. 
 
    But Catherine liked to see the dread come into his eyes.  
 
    It woke the Mistress in her, and gave her a lovely fluttering feeling in the pit of her stomach. 
 
    His dread gave her limitless power to tease and torment him – a power she enjoyed to the full – and James knew better than to disobey his beautiful wife. A leather riding-crop hung on the wall in the laundry-room to remind him of her authority. 
 
    She’d used it on him three times in the past month, and James had learned to his cost that the slightest sign of rebellion brought swift and painful punishment. 
 
    He had the marks to prove it. 
 
    And yet James felt a deep and enduring love for his Mistress; a love even deeper than he’d felt before she’d enslaved him but, on occasions like this, he experienced a sensation uncomfortably close to fear. He knew she found pleasure in shaming him and treating him cruelly and, when she was in the grip of that pleasure, she could be formidably strict, driven by a sensual hunger that left him bowed and broken yet utterly devoted to her service.  
 
    Catherine had always been a kind and dutiful woman, but in the last year he had discovered a very different side to her character. Sometimes James feared a devil had woken inside her, a wild demon that made her irresistibly cruel and demanding.  
 
    The truth of their new relationship was now brutally clear to James. He loved Catherine all the more for the fear she inspired in him, and the more cruelly she treated him, the more he came to love and adore her.  
 
    It was a deep and sensual trap from which he could see no escape. 
 
    Catherine couldn’t help smiling at how anxious James looked as he fussed over the steaming pots and pans. The Indian food smelled wonderful, but Catherine expected no less. James was an excellent cook, and Catherine knew that she and Eve would be enjoying a delicious meal that evening.  
 
    ‘That smells lovely, James,’ said Catherine. ‘I can hardly wait.’ 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you, Mistress,’ James stammered, gripped by the terror that Eve would arrive at any minute and see him in his apron and panties. ‘I h-hope you enjoy it.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure I will,’ said Catherine, putting her hand on his slim waist and sliding it down over his panty-clad buttocks before giving his bottom an approving pat. ‘And I’m sure Eve will enjoy it too. Listen, that’s her car.’ 
 
    Catherine laughed to feel James jump in alarm. She felt the shiver of fear run down his spine, and her body gave an answering shiver. 
 
    But hers was a shiver of delight. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said, kissing his neck, ‘I was only teasing you. There’s no car, but Eve will be here soon, that much is true. But don’t look so worried,’ she added. ‘She’s very broad-minded.’ 
 
    Still laughing, she stepped back to get a better look at him. 
 
    To her delight, his distress was palpable. His face was pale and his hands were trembling, and she liked the way the bow of his apron swayed from side to side as he stirred the food. It made him look deliciously meek and obedient, nothing like the virile Tom Shannon who had brought such joy into her life.  
 
    He would never let a woman tie an apron around his waist. 
 
    Not that a woman would ever want to.  
 
    He was an animal from a very different part of the forest.  
 
    Most nights before bed, Catherine listened to a playlist of her favourite songs, and whenever Joan Armatrading sang ‘Love and Affection,’ or Mary Wells sang the wonderful ‘My Guy,’ Catherine would close her eyes and think of making love to Tom Shannon. 
 
     She’d agreed to meet him again on Saturday night, for the third time that week, and the thought of seeing him sent a delightful weakness coursing through her blood. Hardly a minute went by without her thinking of his handsome face and smiling eyes, and his warm, deep voice. Their times together still had the passion of a new affair, of what the French called a coup de foudre, and she blessed the freedom that had allowed him into her life. 
 
    A devoted slave in her home, and a handsome, charming man in her bed. If this was a Mistress’ life, Catherine reflected, then she wished she’d had the courage to embrace it years ago. 
 
    ‘Well, James, have you finished?’ Catherine asked in the clipped voice she liked to use on him. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered quickly. 
 
    ‘Are you quite sure?’ she enquired in a warning tone. ‘You know I expect everything to be perfect for my guests.’ 
 
    Suddenly anxious, James searched the dining-kitchen to see what he’d forgotten, but he could find nothing amiss. 
 
    ‘Can you really not see?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress, I can’t,’ said James with a hollow feeling in his stomach. 
 
    ‘The wine,’ said Catherine as if he was a fool, ‘you haven’t opened the wine.’ 
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress,’ James said, finding the corkscrew in the drawer and scurrying to open the bottle of expensive wine Catherine had selected.  
 
    It pleased Catherine to see how eagerly he obeyed her. 
 
    ‘Honestly, James,’ said Catherine, ‘I think you must be slow on purpose. You must want me to punish you. Do you, James?’ she asked mischievously, unable to keep her hand from his sweetly pantied bottom, ‘do you want me to punish you?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered, feeling his cock stir and harden the way it always did when she tormented him. 
 
    ‘Oh, I think you do,’ said Catherine, slipping her hand under his apron and gripping his cock, smiling at how much smaller it was than her lover’s, but liking the way it grew hard in her hand. ‘I think you’re being slow and lazy because you want me to let Eve see you. Yes, I think that’s right. You want her to see you in your pretty little panties and apron.’ 
 
    ‘No, I d-don’t,’ he implored, but Catherine felt his cock pulse in her hand. 
 
    ‘Don’t lie, James,’ she whispered in his ear. ‘You know how much I hate liars.’ 
 
    He could smell her perfume, and feel her warm breath and soft hair against his cheek. He looked down only to see that the third button of her blouse had come undone. He glimpsed the swell of her breasts, and the pretty lace trim of her bra. It was a heavenly sight, and his brain swam with desire.  
 
    With a groan, he grew yet harder in her hand. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes, I know what you want,’ she said. ‘You want Eve to see you in your pretty panties. You want her to see what a good and obedient little maid you’ve become.’ 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ he pleaded, the panic in his voice adding to her pleasure. 
 
    He was terrified of anyone seeing him like this, but of Eve Harrison most of all. She was an extremely attractive, confident woman who James had always found intimidating. 
 
    ‘But why not let her see you?’ Catherine asked as if she didn’t know.  
 
    ‘She’d … She’d laugh at me,’ James said weakly. 
 
    ‘Would she?’ said Catherine. ‘Oh, I suppose she would, but that’s what you like, isn’t it? Women laughing at you, seeing you as you really are, pleased you’re not pretending to be a man any more.’ 
 
    James took a deep breath to calm himself but it did no good.  
 
    He felt certain Eve would scorn and belittle him. She was always polite enough to him, but she never seemed much interested in what he had to say, and he sensed she thought him dull, not good enough for Catherine. The thought of being exposed to her as Catherine’s slave was more than he could bear, and fear and anxiety far outstripped his submissive yearnings. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ said Catherine with amusement in her eyes, ‘you’re trembling.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded, ‘don’t let her see me like this.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, don’t make such a fuss.’ 
 
    ‘Please, you c-can’t. I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘You can beg all you like,’ she said with a derisive laugh. 
 
    ‘You can’t, Mistress, please.’ 
 
    ‘But you want her to see you.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he pleaded desperately, ‘I don’t, I really don’t.’ 
 
    ‘Then what am I to do with you?’ 
 
    ‘I d-don’t know, just please don’t let her see me.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose I could lock you up in your cell,’ she said, reaching lower to grip his balls through his panties. ‘Would you like that, James? If I put you in your little prison, turned the key in the lock and left you all alone in darkness?’  
 
      
 
      
 
    SHE’D LOCKED him in the old wine-store a number of times before, enjoying the freedom to do as she liked while he waited in darkness, wondering when she would deign to set him free. Newly dominant, it gave Catherine a lovely feeling to walk around the house which was always so clean and tidy now she had a slave, or take a long, hot bath, or read a book or do some work in front of the fire, knowing her slave was locked away in the cellar beneath her feet. 
 
    One evening a week ago she’d locked him up before calling Tom and inviting him over without James knowing. She hadn’t planned to bring her lover into her home, but she’d wanted him so much that night, and she’d had a glass of wine and couldn’t drive to where they usually met. Tom had driven straight over and, without a word, had taken her in his arms and carried her upstairs to bed.  
 
    They made love while James lay imprisoned two floors below. She’d told Tom her husband was away for the night, justifying the lie by telling herself it was at least partly true. Locked away in the cellar, James really was living in a different world. 
 
    Tom knew Catherine was married, but she hadn’t told him her husband lived as her slave. She was afraid of what he might think, of how he might judge her, yet the secret of her husband’s imprisonment added greatly to her arousal. 
 
    And Tom found a dark and primitive pleasure in making love to Catherine in her marriage bed. He was growing fonder of her by the day and, more and more, he wanted to make her his own. He wasn’t a cruel man and yet, whoever her husband was, he felt a hunger to usurp him, and take his wife from him. 
 
     If James hadn’t been so far beneath them, he might have heard their loud and wanton cries of pleasure.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘DON’T LET her see me,’ James begged his wife. ‘Lock me up, please.’  
 
    He remembered how cold and dark it was in the cellar, yet James always found it strangely peaceful to be locked away by his stern Mistress, and anything would be better than being seen by Eve in his panties and apron. 
 
    ‘Listen to you,’ she goaded, ‘begging to be locked up in the cellar. Have you lost all your pride?’ 
 
    ‘I d-don’t care,’ said James, his terror growing. ‘Please lock me up. Please don’t let her see me like this.’ 
 
    ‘Or I could put you to bed in your little cot,’ said Catherine, smiling to see him wince. ‘Perhaps that would be best. If I sent you to bed like a little boy.’ 
 
    These days Catherine made him sleep in a cot in the box-room adjoining the master bedroom where she slept. She knew it demeaned him terribly to sleep in a child’s cot, and be denied his place in bed beside her, but it was a nightly humiliation that deepened his submission and kept him firmly under her thumb. And, what’s more, it was a humiliation she enjoyed inflicting. On more than one occasion, as she lay in her wide bed touching herself and dreaming of Tom Shannon, it was the thought of her husband lying helpless in his little cot that tipped her senses into orgasm. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, please, Mistress, send me to bed,’ James pleaded, sure that Eve would arrive at any minute.  
 
    ‘That’s all very well, James,’ said Catherine, ‘but aren’t you being a little selfish?’ 
 
    He looked at her in confusion. 
 
    ‘What if I want Eve to see you?’ Catherine explained. ‘Haven’t you considered that? I might want to show off my little slave, let Eve see who’s in charge, and how things have changed in our marriage. A Mistress is only human, after all. Sometimes she likes to show off, and shouldn’t you put my needs before yours? Well, shouldn’t you?’  
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he gasped as she gave his balls another squeeze. 
 
    ‘Of course you should, and maybe I’d like to show off what I taught you last night. You do remember what I taught you last night, don’t you, James?’  
 
    Her eyes sparkled with a cruel amusement. Never had she dreamed she could be so cruel, or there could be so much mischief and fun in sadomasochism. 
 
    James bowed his head, his face reddening as he mumbled his assent.  
 
    How could he forget what she’d taught him?  
 
    The very thought of it shamed him to the depths of his being. 
 
    Catherine had taught him to curtsey.   
 
    Enthroned an armchair by the fire, her legs elegantly crossed as she drank his best whisky, she’d enjoyed teaching him the shameful act.  
 
    She hadn’t insisted on an exaggerated movement, nothing so vulgar, just a slight bend of the knee and a quick, respectful bob of his head performed simultaneously while putting one foot in front of the other and holding the hem of his apron primly between the thumb and forefinger of both hands. 
 
    ‘If you dress like a maid, it’s only right and proper you behave like a maid,’ she’d said with the amused look in her eyes that haunted his dreams. ‘It’s only right you learn to curtsey. After all, a maid must learn to show respect to her Mistress.’ 
 
    Catherine had really only meant it as a joke, a bit of fun before sending him off to bed, but she enjoyed tormenting him so much she began to take his lesson seriously.  
 
    And, when Catherine wanted something done, she wanted it done well. 
 
    It had taken James countless attempts before he could perform the deed to her satisfaction. ‘No, James,’ he recalled her saying, ‘that’s much too showy and self-regarding. It won’t do at all. Let me show you, but concentrate, or I’ll fetch my riding-crop.’ 
 
    She’d put down her whisky and stood from her chair before demonstrating a curtsey with perfect poise and feminine grace. As she held out her dress and bent her lovely knees, James had glimpsed the pretty lace hem of her slip.  
 
    To his adoring, submissive gaze, it was a glimpse of heaven. 
 
    A cruel heaven.  
 
    Catherine had seen him glance at her slip, and the adoring look in his eyes. What a fool he is, she’d thought, how easy it is to enslave him, and bend him to my will. 
 
    ‘A curtsey is for the Mistress’ benefit, not the maid’s,’ she’d told him, sitting back down with her whisky and arranging her dress at her knee with a brisk little shake. ‘I want you to remember that, James. It should be neat and unfussy, quick but not too quick, an act of respect performed with modesty and grace. It mustn’t draw attention to the maid, merely indicate her respect and willingness to serve. Now, do it again, as if you’re here to serve, not show off your panties.’  
 
    A part of him still proud, James had hated performing the servile act and yet, even as he’d bobbed his head and bent his knee, a fever of submissive arousal had infected his senses until he’d longed to fall at her feet and kiss her pretty shoes, and proclaim his endless, undying love for his cruel and beautiful tormentor.  
 
    He knew in that moment she was his wife no more.  
 
    She was Mistress of his heart and soul.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘OH, YES,’ said Catherine, ‘I’ll like showing Eve how well you can curtsey, and so that’s exactly what you’ll do. When she arrives I want you to curtsey nicely, and take her coat like a good little maid. I think you should call her Mistress too, that would only be right, don’t you think? Mistress Eve.’ 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ he pleaded, but a hard look had come into Catherine’s eyes. 
 
    ‘Oh, be quiet,’ she commanded him. ‘I’ve never told anyone about our new arrangement, not even Tom, and it can be lonely keeping a secret like that. And Eve is one of my oldest friends, the only person I know who won’t be shocked to see you in your panties and apron. Oh, I suppose she might be a little bit shocked, after all you are quite a sight, but I’m sure she’ll get over it.’ 
 
     Catherine thought how nice it would feel for once to be the one telling the tales. It was usually she who listened to Eve’s tales of romance and sexual passion, and she was sure her friend would be more amused than shocked to hear of James’ new role as her slave and cuckold. 
 
    If she was ever going to share the secret of her shocking new life as a dominant woman and faithless wife then she could think of no-one better to share it with than Eve Harrison. 
 
    ‘Oh yes, James,’ she said, ‘I think it might be time to tell our little secret. ‘Sssh,’ she said when he started to interrupt. ’I know how frightened you are, but I expect you to suffer that for me. You know how this works by now. You don’t have any choice in the matter, do you?’ 
 
    James said nothing. He just stared at his Mistress, his eyes wide with fear. 
 
    ‘And so,’ Catherine continued, ’when Eve arrives you’ll curtsey nicely and take her coat, then bring us wine in the front-room. When we’re ready, you’ll serve at table as our waitress. Our pretty and obedient little waitress.’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ he begged, hating the weakness in his voice. ‘You can’t.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, James, of course I can. I can do whatever I like.‘ 
 
    ‘Please, I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, stop it, James. You just beg because you like begging.’ 
 
    But there had been real fear in his voice, and Catherine saw that his whole body was trembling, and tears had gathered in his eyes. He was even wringing his hands. 
 
    She had little concern for his distress – on the contrary, she took pleasure in his suffering – but she didn’t want to risk alarming Eve, and so she reluctantly decided to relent, but only on her own terms. 
 
    ‘Perhaps if you beg properly,’ she said coldly. 
 
    Feeling a surge of hope, James fell to his knees. ‘Please, Mistress, I beg you, don’t let her see me.’ 
 
    ‘Kiss the hem of my skirt,’ said Catherine, enjoying her power over her slave. 
 
    James immediately took hold of the hem of her skirt and pressed his lips adoringly against the soft material. 
 
    ‘I enjoy it when you’re like this,’ said Catherine, ‘so well-behaved, so obedient.’ 
 
    ‘You’re l-lovely,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘Now my slip,’ said Catherine, lifting her skirt to reveal the lace hem of her underskirt. She knew how much James loved her in a slip, and she’d learned to use the knowledge to her advantage. Perhaps she’d dress him in a slip one day, make him wear it under one of her dresses, or in bed as a nightdress when his pyjamas were in the wash. That would be a sight to see, she thought, amused by the prospect. 
 
     She was sure he’d hate it in the way he’d come to love. 
 
    James held the precious hem devoutly, and worshipped its lace with gentle, adoring kisses. He felt the warmth from her nylon-clad thighs, and inhaled her lovely scent. He felt light-headed, as if he was falling. 
 
    ‘Very well, James,’ said Catherine, ‘since you’ve begged so nicely, you may go upstairs to bed, but only on one condition.’ 
 
    ‘Anything,’ he begged, desperate to escape being seen by Eve. 
 
    ‘I want you to tell the truth. I’d like you to tell me how much you want Eve to see you in your panties and apron.’ 
 
    James tried to speak but the words stuck in his throat. 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ said Catherine, ‘she’ll be here any minute.’ 
 
    ‘I w-want her to see me,‘ James stammered, ‘ I want her to see me in my panties and apron.’ 
 
    ‘Or in my new jim-jams,’ said Catherine, who made him sleep in a pair of shortie pyjamas she’d bought for him. 
 
    ‘Or in my new jim-jams,’ repeated James, fearing he might die of shame. 
 
    ‘I want her to know I’m a slave.’ 
 
    ‘I want her to know I’m a slave,’ he repeated. 
 
    ‘And not a man any more.’ 
 
    ‘And not a man any more.’ 
 
    ‘I want her to see how much I love my Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I want her to see how much I love my Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And how serving her is an honour and privilege.’ 
 
    ‘And how serving her is an honour and privilege.’ 
 
    ‘No matter the pain it brings me.’ 
 
    ‘No matter the pain it brings me.’ 
 
    ‘I live only to serve her.’ 
 
    ‘I live only to serve her,’ James gasped, utterly in thrall to her cruel beauty. 
 
    ‘Very good, James,’ she said, pleased by his devotion. ‘You know how much I like it when you tell the truth. As your reward you may come upstairs to bed. Hurry up,’ she said, going into the hall, ‘before I change my mind.’ 
 
    James got quickly to his feet and followed Catherine across the hall and up the long stairway, unable to take his eyes from her lovely bottom swaying alluringly in the tight black skirt she’d worn to work. Beneath her skirt, her nylon sheathed legs made a soft rasping sound as she climbed the stairs. It was a sound that enchanted him like no other. 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not trying to look up my skirt,’ said Catherine over her shoulder.  
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he said, thrilled by the contempt in her voice. 
 
    ‘Trying to see my panties.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Just as well,’ she said, ‘because that’s not for you any more, is it, James? Well, is it?’ she repeated when he didn’t reply. 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he said again as they reached the upstairs hall. 
 
    ‘And why’s it not for you?’ she asked, turning to face him, and looking him straight in the eye as if daring him to defy her. 
 
    ‘B-because … ’ he stammered, unable to hold her gaze. 
 
    ‘I’m waiting,’ she snapped, pleased to see him wince at her sharp tone. 
 
    ‘Because I’m not your husband any more,’ he said meekly. 
 
    ‘That’s right, James, you’re not. And if you’re not my husband any more then what are you?’ 
 
    ‘Your s-slave,’ he said in a trembling voice, feeling the hallway spin around him. 
 
    ‘Yes, James,’ she said, taking hold of his cock. ‘That’s exactly what you are, and don’t forget it. Let me hear you say it again.’ 
 
    ‘I’m your slave,’ he said helplessly, his cock pulsing in her hand. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she said with a smirk of contempt. 
 
    Satisfied, she led him into her bedroom, smiling to see him look longingly at the king-sized bed, but she quickly took him past her bed, and into the tiny box-room she’d always called the baby’s-room. 
 
    ‘The big bed’s not for you,’ she said. ‘You know it’s not. It’s for grown-ups. This is where you sleep now.’ 
 
    James stood in shame beside his cot. He looked so small and lost Catherine couldn’t help thinking of him as a child not a man, and it felt only right to speak to him as if he was a little boy. 
 
    ‘Come on then, Ba-Ba,’ she said. ‘Time for bye-byes.’ 
 
    James hated it when she babied him like this, but it sent a dagger of submissive arousal through his heart. He reached behind his back to untie his apron, but his trembling fingers couldn’t undo the knot.  
 
    ‘What’s the matter, Ba-Ba?’ Catherine taunted him. ‘Can’t you undress yourself? Can’t you go bye-byes by yourself?’ 
 
    James closed his eyes in anguish as his fingers worked desperately at the knot, but still he couldn’t undo it. 
 
    Catherine watched him for long moments, enjoying his helplessness. 
 
    ‘Poor Ba-Ba, let me help you,’ said Catherine finally, undoing the knot with a few brisk tugs before folding the apron and draping it neatly over the end of his cot, ready for him to wear in the morning when he would rise bright and early to bring her coffee in bed before making her breakfast, and laying out her clothes for the day. It really was lovely to have a personal servant, Catherine reflected, her very own lady’s-maid to see to her every need. 
 
    ‘Panties off,’ she told him. ‘Hurry up, I haven’t got all day.’ 
 
    His face reddening with shame, he pulled down his panties and stood before her, his erection jutting helplessly. ‘Good boy,’ Catherine said approvingly, taking his panties from him and draping them over his apron before tapping his erection so that it swayed from side to side, and saying with a smile, ‘that’s what I like to see. A slave should always be hard for his Mistress.’ 
 
    James looked at her yearningly. Although she no longer let him make love to her – only Tom now enjoyed that privilege – she often at bedtime allowed James to kneel at her feet and pleasure himself while she slid her skirt up over her hips, mesmerising him with the glorious sight of her lovely thighs and pretty underwear. Sometimes, if she was in the mood, she would lower her tights and panties and let him worship her nakedness while his straining cock thrust eagerly between her silken calves. When she allowed this, Catherine didn’t view him as a man making love to a woman, but as a slave worshipping his Mistress.  
 
    She certainly didn’t feel as if she was betraying Tom. It was just another part of the devotion she’d come to expect from her slave. In her strange, new life as a Mistress and dominant wife, she enjoyed his submission – it amused her, and made her feel strong and powerful – but, now that she had a lover, it was a small, almost inconsequential part of her sex-life, and yet she knew James lived for these moments of shaming surrender. 
 
    ‘Not tonight, Ba-Ba,’ she said sternly, taking the shortie pyjamas from under the pillow in his cot. She’d bought them for him last week-end, knowing how much he would hate wearing them. And he did hate them; he hated them so much she wished she’d bought two pairs. ‘Jim-jams on. Hurry up.’ 
 
    She handed him the knee-length pyjama bottoms and watched in amusement as he stepped into them. Cool against his skin, they were made of a thin silky material patterned in red with black polka dots, and trimmed at the knee with lace, like pantaloons, which made them intolerably demeaning to the male pride which Catherine knew still writhed inside him. The pretty matching top, with lace at the neck and sleeves, added greatly to his feelings of shame and embarrassment. 
 
    Catherine couldn’t help but laugh at the sight of him. She was delighted with her purchase. 
 
    The pyjamas gave him the look of an effeminate clown, and her laughter cut him like a knife. 
 
    Wearing them crushed his pride, as Catherine knew it would, and she smiled to see his cock grow yet harder, and push against the silken material. James looked up and saw the smile that always enslaved him. His heart skipped a beat and he felt his legs turn to water. 
 
    Catherine took the band from his pony-tail and shook his hair loose. Feeling a maternal tenderness for him, she kissed his forehead and held him close, telling him again what a good boy he was, and how pleased she was with his behaviour. And she was pleased with him. His surrender allowed her the freedom to live and love as she wished. 
 
    Once more James saw down the front of her blouse, and inhaled her lovely scent. He wanted to stay like this forever. 
 
    ‘Beddy-byes,’ Catherine said firmly. ‘Sleepy-time for Ba-Ba.’ 
 
    Pride and anger reared their stubborn heads, and James told himself to refuse, but he couldn’t summon the strength. She was too strong, too beautiful. With a delightful drowning feeling, he lay down obediently in his cot, his legs bent and at a diagonal so they could fit inside his prison. 
 
    ‘There’s a good Ba-Ba,’ Catherine said warmly, going to the window and tugging the curtains shut, allowing James a glimpse of her lovely silhouette before plunging the room into semi-darkness.  
 
    Catherine glanced at her watch in the shadowy gloom. It was only 7.30 and still light outside. She’d never sent him to bed this early before, and she smiled to hear the sound of children playing in the lane behind the house, knowing the sound would only add to her husband’s humiliation. Children were still out playing while he was sent to bed like a naughty child.  
 
    She loved her new life, the way every day taught her another way to demean and enslave her obedient husband. 
 
    But now came the part of their night-time ritual she loved best of all. 
 
    Going back to the cot, she leant over and covered James up to his chin with the duvet that was decorated with brightly coloured images from a circus. Smiling down at him, Catherine savoured the moment that came next – lifting the cot-wall and clicking it firmly into place. At the sound of the loud click, James stared up at her with wide, startled eyes, and gave a soft whimper as if he’d been locked away for all eternity. 
 
    Catherine squeezed the tops of her thighs together, enjoying the secret pleasure she found in clicking the wall shut. 
 
    He was her willing slave and prisoner, there was no mistaking it, and she was free to do as she liked.  
 
    Utterly free.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE HAD a sudden image of Tom Shannon standing by her side with his arm around her waist as she tucked James in for the night and clicked his cot shut. Oh God, that would be lovely, she thought, knowing how much it would crush her husband to see her lover at her side, to have his triumphant rival witness his shame. James would have no choice but to watch through the bars of his cot as she kissed her handsome lover. He’d whimper at the sight, and his eyes would fill with tears, but it would do him no good. 
 
    No good at all. 
 
    It would be a long, deep lover’s kiss, and then she’d unfasten his trousers and take out his cock so James could see how big he was before taking Tom to bed where they’d make love, their desire made savage by the knowledge that James could hear every sound they made. 
 
    Poor James.  
 
    The helpless prisoner of his own desires, and his cruel and wanton Mistress. 
 
    The shame would be unbearable. 
 
    But there would be no help for him. 
 
    None at all.  
 
    He would just have to suffer it. 
 
    In the morning, she’d have James cook them breakfast, perhaps even serve them breakfast in bed. In his apron and panties, she decided. After all, she thought with a cruel smile, there was nothing to stop her. 
 
    It would be his greatest humiliation, and yet it would give her the greatest pleasure. 
 
    Never before had she considered bringing Tom to the house with James’ knowledge, but now she knew she’d have to do it one day.  
 
    Not soon perhaps, but when she felt the time was right.  
 
    She stored away the images of kissing Tom in front of her husband, of lying with her head on Tom’s broad chest as James came into her bedroom carrying a breakfast tray and wearing his little apron, knowing she would revisit these images again and again in her imagination, anticipating the pleasure she’d take in asserting her authority so cruelly and absolutely over her obedient slave.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES STARED up at his beautiful wife. He knew he could climb out of the cot whenever he wanted, but hearing the click of the lock drained him of strength, and left him feeling small and helpless. He felt sickened by his weakness, and yet he adored her, and felt hugely aroused by her dominance. 
 
    But Catherine wasn’t finished with him. 
 
    Leaning over the edge of his cot, she smiled down at her captive husband. 
 
    ‘You really have been a very good and obedient little boy,’ she told him warmly, ‘and because you’ve been so good I’m going to give you a special treat. Would you like that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said quietly, his cock hardening in anticipation.  
 
    ‘A very special reward for a very special little boy. Are you ready?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said eagerly. 
 
    ‘I know what Ba-Ba likes,’ said Catherine, shucking off her shoes before sliding up her skirt, and taking off her tights and panties. James’ cock leapt at the lovely rasping sound, and the glimpse of her slip’s pretty lace hem. Tugging her skirt back modestly into place, she leaned over the wall of the cot, smiling down at him again as she dangled a leg of her hose against his face. 
 
    James loved the feel of the soft nylon and its heady scent of sweat and shoe leather. An expression almost of wonder came into his eyes and Catherine couldn’t help but laugh at his need for her worn underwear. 
 
    ‘Can you smell them?’ she asked him.  
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he answered dazedly. 
 
    ‘Say thank-you.’  
 
    ‘Th-thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘What for?’ 
 
    ‘F-for your tights,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘What kind of tights?’ she goaded him. 
 
    ‘Your worn tights,’ he said, sinking deeper under her spell. 
 
    ‘My smelly tights,’ she said, a hint of contempt in her voice. 
 
    ‘Your smelly tights,’ he repeated. He was her puppet, now and forever. 
 
    ‘That’s right, Ba-Ba likes my smelly tights, doesn’t he?’ Catherine said to heighten his shame, trailing the leg of her nylons slowly back and forth across his mouth and nose. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, so deep under her spell he feared he’d never make it back to the surface. 
 
    ‘And you like these even more, don’t you?’ she said, untangling her panties from her tights and dangling them a few inches above his nose so that he caught the scent of the detergent he used to wash them along with the faintest hint of her alluring woman’s scent. ‘Yes, you do. You like my smelly undies, don’t you? You like the smell of what you can’t have.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled from a place beyond pride. 
 
    ‘Of what belongs to another man.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me, Ba-Ba,’ she said cruelly. ‘How much do you want my panties?’ 
 
    ‘V-very much,’ he stammered, drowning in shame. 
 
    ‘More than anything?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, m-more than anything.’ 
 
    ‘Poor Ba-Ba, I think that might be true,’ she said, letting her pretty panties brush against his nose before taking them away again to make him want them all the more. 
 
    James longed to reach up and take them from her but he knew that would make her angry.  
 
    ‘And since you want them so much,’ said Catherine, ‘let me hear you ask politely for what you want.’ 
 
    When he didn’t respond immediately, she withdrew her panties and hose, saying, ‘Hurry up, or I’ll take them away.’ 
 
    ‘P-please, Mistress,’ he said, ‘please may I have your panties and tights?’ 
 
    ‘What kind of panties and tights?’ she asked, goading him again. 
 
    ‘Your w-worn panties and tights,’ he stuttered. 
 
    ‘My dirty panties and tights?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, your dirty panties and tights.’ 
 
    ‘The panties and tights I’ve been wearing all day?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, the panties and tights you’ve been wearing all day,’ he said, utterly beguiled. 
 
    ‘Is that really what you want?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘They’re very smelly, you know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not something a man would want, is it?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘But you’re not a man, are you?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘If you’re not a man, what are you?’ she asked, once more reminding him of his true place in her life. 
 
    ‘A slave, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Whose slave?’ 
 
    ‘Your slave.’ 
 
    ‘Body and soul?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, body and soul.’ 
 
    ‘For ever and ever?’ 
 
    ‘For ever and ever.’ 
 
    ‘Then here you are, slave,’ she said, putting contempt in her voice as she dropped her panties and tights onto his face. ‘And what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, absurdly grateful for the gift of her worn underwear. 
 
    ‘I don’t want to know what you do with them,’ she said, turning away and going into her bedroom. ‘Just make sure you wash them out thoroughly in the morning. By hand.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered, but she’d already gone, leaving him alone in an ecstasy of shame.  
 
      
 
      
 
    SHE LEFT the door to her bedroom open as he lay with her panties pressed against his nose, peering through the bars of his cot as she unzipped her skirt.  
 
    Catherine smiled to herself as she undressed. She knew he would be watching, and it was fun to torment him by letting him see what he could no longer have. 
 
    As she stepped out of her skirt and slip, and unbuttoned her blouse and took off her bra, dropping them into the laundry basket for him to wash in the morning, James pressed her panties tighter against his nose. The glorious scent electrified his senses, and with his other hand he reached beneath the duvet and his pyjama bottoms to wrap her silken tights, still warm from her body, around his straining cock. 
 
    Lost in desire for her, he watched adoringly as she stood naked by her chest-of-drawers. When she bent to take clean panties and bra from her underwear drawer he marvelled at the loveliness of her full breasts and shapely bottom, and at the silken fall of her long, shining hair. Framed by the doorway, she truly was a glorious sight – a goddess come to earth to make all men her slaves – and he watched entranced as she stepped into clean panties and put on the matching bra.  
 
    And when she sat on her dressing-table stool to pull on a pair of sheer dark tights, her lovely, feminine grace pierced his aching heart.  
 
    The spell was broken by the sound of a car driving up outside. He heard the car door open and close, and footsteps on the gravel, and his heart missed a beat when he heard the loud ring of the doorbell. Eve wouldn’t wait for someone to answer. She never did. She always walked straight in. 
 
    Catherine vanished from his view as she went to the door to the upstairs hall and called down, ‘I’m upstairs.’  
 
    Coming back into view, she took a black v-neck jumper from a drawer and pulled it over her head, before vanishing from view again.  
 
    James froze in terror when he heard the door to Catherine’s bedroom open and Eve Harrison came into the room. He held his breath as he watched the two women embrace fondly and exchange greetings. The cot creaked whenever he moved, and he knew he had to remain utterly still. 
 
    ‘My God,’ said Eve, ‘what a tidy room. It’s like a fancy hotel.’ 
 
    ‘James does the house now he’s not working,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s very house-proud.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll have to lend him to me. My bed makes Tracy Emin’s look tidy.’  
 
    While Catherine pulled on a loose floral skirt and brushed her hair, Eve complained about her mother’s refusal to go into supported housing, or move south to be nearer to her. Several times James saw Eve glance towards the door to his room where he lay utterly still, terrified she would come in and see him lying in his cot. And yet, even in his state of abject fear, he couldn’t help admiring how attractive she looked in her black boots and denim skirt, and with her thick, dark hair held back in a neat pony-tail. Slim and elegant, with strong, proud features and a habitual look of amusement in her eyes, she was an exceptionally good-looking woman. 
 
    ‘Where’s James?’ he heard Eve ask. 
 
    ‘Oh, he won’t be eating with us tonight,’ Catherine answered casually, causing James to hold his breath in terror when she strode into his little room.  
 
    She looked right at him and he saw the devil in her eyes, the cruel devil he’d come to know so well over the past weeks. 
 
    In the semi-darkness he could make out her mocking smile as she bent to retrieve her shoes. 
 
    ‘He’s otherwise engaged,’ she said, leaning against the door-frame to put on her shoes, ‘but he’s cooked something for us.’ 
 
    ‘It smells delicious,’ Eve replied. 
 
    ‘He has his uses,’ Catherine said as she led Eve out of her bedroom, and downstairs to the delicious meal awaiting them in the kitchen.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES LAY in shock for several minutes before his heart-rate slowed and his cock grew hard again. Soothed yet tormented by the scent of his Mistress’ panties, he thought of the women downstairs enjoying the meal he’d worked so hard to prepare.  
 
    He felt a sting of anger and self-pity, a sting which perversely added to his arousal.  
 
    He’d had nothing to eat since mid-day. He’d been sent to bed without a meal while Catherine enjoyed a feast with Eve. The child inside him yelled out at the injustice. 
 
    He wondered if Catherine had done this deliberately, or if she’d simply forgotten. Both possibilities aroused him as each, in their own way, proved her power over him, and made clear his lack of status and importance in her life.  
 
    He was beneath her concern, a creature to be used for her convenience and then ignored.  
 
    He thought about how much he loved Indian food, and how he hadn’t had a glass of wine since becoming her slave, yet he felt aroused to be denied these pleasures, and his cock leapt beneath her silken hose.  
 
    It was only right that she treat him in this way, and he found himself hoping his Mistress and her lovely guest would enjoy their meal and wine while he lay abandoned and forgotten, a lowly slave who had fulfilled his purpose for the evening. 
 
    How had this happened? He had never believed in class division, or the wealthy and privileged holding power over the weak, but here he was, the willing member of a lower caste living his life in service to a woman he viewed as his superior in every way. 
 
    None of it made sense, and he knew only one thing for sure. He truly was Catherine’s slave; he felt it deep in his heart, and he didn’t deserve to be in the company of such beautiful, intelligent women. 
 
    He heard the distant sound of Eve’s laughter from the kitchen below. The sound aroused him and he groaned in defeat and desire as he pressed the fragrant panties against his face. 
 
    A succession of tormenting images flashed through his brain as he pleasured himself. He saw again the amusement in Catherine’s eyes as she leant over the bars of his cot to dangle her tights and panties against his face, and the knot in his stomach tightened as he recalled the scorn in her voice as she threatened to expose him to Eve, and then he recalled her lovely bottom beneath her tight skirt as she climbed the stairs ahead of him, the whisper of her nylon sheathed legs so beguiling to his slavish heart, and the scent of her perfume, and how lovely she looked naked as she bent to take clean underwear from her chest-of-drawers. He closed his eyes and held her panties tighter against his nose, and crushed her tights around his erection, hearing himself groan with desire as his senses hurtled towards orgasm.  
 
    And then he recalled how Catherine insisted he help her get ready for her dates with her lover. Wearing her panties, he’d stand by her side, a dutiful lady’s-maid, handing his Mistress clean underwear, and helping her into her dress. He recalled with a shiver of yearning how she’d turn away, bowing her head a little, and holding her hair to one side so he could do up the zip of her dress. The thought of her lovely neck brought to mind how strangely honoured he felt to fetch her pearls or one of her necklaces, and how clumsy his fingers felt when he struggled to fasten their delicate little clasps for her. 
 
     ‘Do you think he’ll like me in this?’ she’d say mischievously, smiling at his haunted reflection in the dressing-table mirror as she applied her lipstick.  
 
    ‘Should I wear my hair up or down,’ she’d ask, turning her head prettily from side to side as she regarded her reflection with her customary frown of concentration. 
 
    She’d make him fetch her shoes for her, kneel and place them on her neat little feet. She’d instruct him to kiss the toes of her shoes, laughing as he bowed to her power and beauty, telling him he’d found his proper place in life, telling him he’d better get used to it because this was how it was going to be from now on. 
 
    For ever and ever. 
 
    She looked lovely as she did her make-up and hair for another man.  
 
    So lovely and so far beyond his reach.  
 
    Sometimes she’d try on different dresses, trying to decide which one made her look more alluring for her lover. To James she looked irresistibly beautiful in anything she wore. From time to time, she’d ask him lazily what he thought of this dress or these shoes, but he knew she didn’t listen to his answers.  
 
    She wasn’t really interested in his opinion.  
 
    She had other things on her mind. 
 
    Once, when she was running late for her date, she rang her lover and apologised to him while James hurried to look out her clothes and underwear. She’d laughed and talked cheerfully on her phone as James had kneeled before her, helping her into her pretty lace panties, and pulling them up her lovely, long legs. It must have aroused her to treat her slave like this for, after her call, she’d stood above him, holding her panties to one side to let him worship her with all his heart and soul. She’d used him with no regard for the hurt and jealousy she caused him, and yet he’d felt privileged to serve her in this way. 
 
    This was his life now, and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    The woman who used to be his loyal wife and eager lover was now an imperious goddess, her cruelty and indifference to him a torment he craved with the hunger of an addict. 
 
    And it was what he wanted. 
 
    God save him, it was what he wanted with all his heart. 
 
    With a heavy ache of desire, he recalled how, two nights ago, in the hallway before she left on her date, Catherine had turned from him and slid up her dress, smiling at him over her shoulder and telling him to kneel and kiss her bottom. ‘Just one little kiss,’ she said, ‘that’s all slaves are allowed.’ 
 
     Entranced, he’d fallen to his knees and kissed her lovely bottom through her dark nylons and white panties, but she’d walked away the moment his lips had touched her, leaving only the scent of her perfume and the echo of her laughter as the front-door closed behind her prettily swaying dress.  
 
    Still on his knees, he’d begun to pleasure himself as he heard her drive away, and he’d come, crying out her name, before the sound of her car engine had died in the distance. 
 
    The shameful memory only increased his arousal and now, lying in his cot, he imagined events that had never happened, but which his submissive heart conjured in his mind like visions.  
 
    He imagined Eve staring at him is surprise and amusement as Catherine led him into her presence wearing only his panties and apron, and he heard Catherine saying, ‘This is what he’s become. It’s rather pathetic, I’m afraid. As you can see, he’s not a man any more, he’s my slave now, my obedient, little serving-maid.’  
 
    His cock leapt as he imagined Eve smile and say, ‘It’s hardly a surprise, is it? He’s never been much of a man. I’m sure he’ll be much better as a maid. In fact, I think it might suit him very well. He’s never been good enough for you, I’ve always thought that. It’s for the best, Catherine, really it is. Now you can forget all about him and get on with your life. You can find yourself a real man.’  
 
    He imagined Eve holding out her glass to him and saying with a cruel smile, ‘A little more champagne, please, James, if you’d be so kind. After all, Catherine is celebrating her freedom.’ Struck by a wave of submissive arousal, he saw himself perform a neat curtsey before filling her glass with sparkling champagne. ‘You can go now, James,’ he heard Catherine instruct him. ‘We’ll call for you if we need anything.’ 
 
    The shameful vision nearly made him come, but his mind was drawn to an even darker image, an image that haunted his life like a vindictive ghost. He tried to fight off the image, make himself think of something else, but he was powerless against it. 
 
    He was utterly at its mercy. 
 
    It was evening. He was standing in the hallway, naked except for his apron, and his whole body was quaking in fear. Beneath the flimsy lace of his apron his cock hung soft and shrunken, yet it felt more aroused than it ever did when erect, filled with an ache of endless yearning.  
 
     The old clock that had belonged to his father began to chime, and he heard quick, elegant footsteps from the upstairs hall. 
 
    Catherine descended the stairway into the wide hallway, resplendent in a shimmering evening gown, and as lovely as a film star. 
 
    ‘It’s time, James,’ he heard her say. 
 
     Her clothes made a lovely rustling sound as she came towards him, and there was laughter in her eyes when she spoke. 
 
    ‘Zip me up, will you, darling?’ 
 
    His hand was shaking as he pulled up the zip in the back of her lovely dress. He’d never seen her look so beautiful. 
 
    ‘He’s late,’ she said, glancing at her watch. ‘I hope nothing’s happened. He should have been here by now.’ 
 
    James tried to speak, but no words would come. 
 
    ‘You’d never keep me waiting, would you James?’ said Catherine in a mocking voice. ‘Oh no, you’d always be right on time.’ 
 
    Once more he tried to speak, but he’d lost the power of speech. 
 
    ‘Sssh,’ she whispered in his ear, enjoying his fear. ‘It’s going to be all right.’ 
 
    ‘I love you,’ he said in a trembling voice. 
 
    ‘I know,’ she said softly, ‘but there’s nothing you can do.’ 
 
     Longing to trust her, he leaned his head against her bare shoulder. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said, almost as if she meant it. 
 
    And then he heard it – the sound of a powerful car engine driving up outside the house. 
 
    ‘Listen,’ she said with a delighted laugh. ‘That’s him. He’s here at last.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, but she didn’t seem to hear him. 
 
    ‘Answer the door and let him in,’ she instructed him calmly. ‘Your best behaviour, now. Be brave for your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Help me,’ he beseeched her. 
 
    ‘There’s no help, James,’ Catherine said firmly, checking her reflection in the hall mirror. ‘You’re a slave now, and must do as you’re told.’ 
 
    He heard the engine being turned off, and the sound of a car door opening and closing followed by the sound of a heavy male tread on the gravel, and then on the front-door steps. There was a short silence, just long enough for Catherine to look at him with an indifference that froze his blood, and then the door-bell rang. 
 
    He jumped like a startled deer, but Catherine only said, ‘On you go, James. Quickly now. Don’t keep our guest waiting.’ 
 
    Like a man in a trance he went to the door, and opened it with a trembling hand. 
 
    An icy wind blew into the hallway, lifting his flimsy apron.  
 
    He couldn’t make out the man’s features, only that he was tall and strongly built and wearing a dark suit. As James performed his curtsey, the tall man strode past him as if he wasn’t there.  
 
    Catherine, giving a little cry of welcome, ran forward into his arms.  
 
    James could only watch helplessly as the tall man took Catherine in his arms, and crushed his lips to hers. 
 
    ‘I’ve missed you and missed you,’ Catherine said as they broke apart, gazing up at her lover with eyes that were only for him, but then she turned her gaze to James. The mockery in her eyes struck him like lightning, and he could hold back no longer. 
 
    Lying in his cot, the shame of being so demeaned and usurped in his own home struck with the force of a storm, and he came in her nylons with a ferocity that shook him to his core, and left him dazed and spent.  
 
      
 
      
 
    AFTERWARDS, he lay in a stupor, her panties soft against his cheek. From downstairs he heard faintly the sound of Catherine and Eve laughing, and he wondered if they were laughing about him. 
 
    He became aware of the sound of children playing in the lane behind the house. He felt his pride stir painfully at the thought of children playing outside while he, a grown man, was tucked up in bed for the night. 
 
    But what good was pride to him? 
 
    He was only a servant now, a slave who wore his wife’s panties, a weak and useless man who’d let his wife enslave him and take a lover in his place.  
 
    He heard a dog bark in the distance, and a mother’s voice calling her children in to supper and bed.  
 
    Once more he heard the sound of his wife’s laughter from downstairs and, letting go of everything, he fell into a deep and blissful sleep.  
 
   


  
 


 
    TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘I’ve told you, he doesn’t have a choice. He’s simply not consulted.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    EVE PUSHED away her empty plate and sat back from the table. She’d been hungry after her difficult afternoon with her mother, and the meal had been delicious. 
 
    ‘Have some more,’ offered Catherine. 
 
    ‘I couldn’t,’ said Eve. ‘I can barely move as it is. James didn’t really cook that, did he?’ 
 
    ‘He did,’ said Catherine, pleased with her slave. 
 
    ‘My compliments to the chef. It was delicious. The wine too.’ 
 
    ‘Praise indeed coming from you,’ said Catherine. 
 
    Eve owned a successful restaurant in Cornwall, and she knew about food and wine. 
 
    ‘Where is he, anyway?’ asked Eve.  
 
    She was enjoying having Catherine to herself, but James always ate with them, and she wondered at his absence. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure how to answer that,’ said Catherine, drinking her wine.  
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ said Eve, sensing an unusual shyness in her friend. 
 
    Catherine felt the burden of her secret life.  
 
    She wanted to tell Eve about the change in her marriage, and wine had loosened her inhibitions. Besides, Eve had been her friend for more than twenty years, and Catherine trusted her. 
 
    ‘He’s upstairs,’ said Catherine, feeling herself blush as she took the plunge. 
 
    ‘Upstairs?’ said Eve in surprise. ‘What do you mean, he’s upstairs?’ 
 
    ‘I sent him to bed,’ said Catherine, taking another drink of wine. 
 
    ‘Bed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You sent him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I was in your room. He wasn’t in bed.’ 
 
    ‘No … I put him somewhere else.’ 
 
    ‘What’s wrong with him?’ said Eve. ‘Is he unwell?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing’s wrong with him,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s perfectly well.’ 
 
    ‘Then why’s he in bed?’ 
 
    ‘I told you, I sent him.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand. Have you argued?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Then what?’  
 
    ‘It’s a little awkward to explain,’ said Catherine, experiencing a violent attack of nerves. ‘There’s been a change in our marriage, rather a profound change, if you want the truth.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not getting divorced, are you? Tell me you’re not. You’re my only friends who’re still together.’ 
 
    ‘No, it’s nothing like that.’ 
 
    ‘Then what is it?’ asked Eve.  
 
    ‘I don’t know where to begin.’ 
 
    ‘The beginning’s as good a place as any.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t believe me.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, get on with it.’ 
 
    ‘All right, then,’ said Catherine, summoning her courage. ‘We’ve been playing games for a while now. Sex games.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, good,’ said Eve, hiding her surprise. ‘Tell me more.’   
 
    ‘We’ve been playing for a year or so,’ said Catherine, a wary look in her eyes. ‘Just some fun on Friday nights. All quite harmless, and then, without us really noticing, it stopped being a game. It started to feel real … Become real … I know it sounds mad, but James is not my husband any more.’ 
 
    ‘He can’t just stop being your husband.’ 
 
    ‘He can, if he’s my slave.’ 
 
    ‘Your slave?’ said Eve, her eyes widening in surprise. 
 
    ‘Yes. My slave.’ 
 
    ‘Never.’ 
 
    ‘It’s true.’ 
 
    ‘What, high heels and whips?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ said Catherine dismissively. ‘Well, in some ways, I suppose, but it’s more than that. It’s like he works for me – but freely, devoutly – and I own him, body and soul. He does what I tell him, no matter what. Cooking, cleaning, shopping, he does it all, and he takes pleasure in doing it.’ 
 
    ‘Even the ironing?’ said Eve, looking to lighten the mood. 
 
    ‘Even the ironing,’ said Catherine, holding Eve’s disbelieving gaze. 
 
    ‘He doesn’t clean the loo?’ 
 
    ‘Actually, he does.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ said Eve, shaking her head firmly. ‘Men never clean the loo.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve told you,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s not a man any more. He’s my slave.’ 
 
    ‘My God, you’re serious, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I am, and the funny thing is, he likes it. He really likes it, and so do I. What that says about me, I’d rather not know. I tell myself it’s wrong, and I should stop before it goes any further, but the truth is I don’t want to stop. It’s a lovely feeling, being the one in charge, having a man wait on you hand and foot. I like it, and I’ve grown used to it.’ 
 
    ‘I can imagine,’ said Eve, fascinated by this new side to Catherine. ‘Or at least, I think I can.’ 
 
    ‘It’s like a drug – you want more and more. It’s not just sex. There’s something spiritual under the sex. In some strange way he’s devoted his life to mine, dedicated it to something beyond himself. It sounds crazy, I know, and I don’t pretend to understand it. Am I angry with him, punishing him for something? If I am, God knows why or what for. He’s done nothing wrong. I couldn’t have asked for a better husband, or a better father to Kate and Brendan. The children know nothing about this, by the way,’ said Catherine with sudden urgency, ‘and they never will. Thank goodness they’re off at university. And, please, Eve, not a word to anyone, not a living soul.’ 
 
    ‘Of course not.’  
 
    ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise,’ said Eve solemnly. 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said Catherine more calmly. ‘I’m not ashamed of anything, truly I’m not, but if I can’t understand it, I don’t imagine the rest of the world will either. And I always want to be just Mum and Dad to the children … Oh, God, where was I? I’ve lost my thread.’ 
 
    ‘You were telling me about James.’ 
 
    ‘Yes … Poor James … He’s worked so hard, bought this house, provided for us all these years. He’s good-looking, strong, a great cook. He’s clever, funny, always buying me flowers, clothes, gifts of all kinds, and he’s never so much as looked at another woman in all the time I’ve known him.’ 
 
    ‘The perfect husband.’ 
 
    ‘He is,’ said Catherine. ‘Do you think that’s it? Do you think that’s why I like to punish him – for being so perfect?’ 
 
    ‘Who knows? Maybe he’s always been your slave, and he’s only just got round to admitting it.’ 
 
    ‘I actually think there might be something in that,’ said Catherine. ‘His mother, when she was alive, God bless her, always liked to get her own way. She could be lovely one minute, ferocious the next. He talks about how he stood up to her, but he never really did. Maybe that’s the kind of woman he learned to want … to need.’ 
 
    ‘Always blame the mother,’ said Eve with a smile.  
 
    ‘Always,’ said Catherine, smiling back, ‘but why does he want me to be cruel to him? Is he guilty about something, unhappy with his life? There’s no reason why he should be. And why am I so happy to oblige him? A psychologist would have a field day, I’m sure. It’s a twisted bloody thing, that’s the best I can say. And it’s so unfair on James.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think fairness has anything to do with it,’ said Eve, thoroughly intrigued. She’d never been prudish about sex, and she was glad of the distraction from her own life.  
 
    ‘What do you mean?‘ 
 
    ‘It wouldn’t be so much fun if it was fair. And where’s the harm, if you’re both happy?’ 
 
    ‘You don’t understand. I’m cruel to him, really cruel. I leave him with nothing, and do the most terrible things to him, but it feels good, you’ve no idea how good.’ 
 
    Catherine had spoken in a grave tone, and Eve began to wonder if these confessions were a plea for help. 
 
    ‘You don’t sleep with him any more?’ 
 
    ‘Of course not,’ said Catherine in mock outrage. ‘A Mistress doesn’t sleep with her slave.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress?’ 
 
    Catherine laughed her likeable laugh. Talking about her secret life made her uneasy, but it was fun to shock her unshockable friend. 
 
    ‘That’s what he calls me,’ said Catherine. ‘You can blame me, it was my idea. I couldn’t think of anything better. We tried Madam and Madame, and I quite liked Ma’am, except it made me feel like a policewoman, or the woman in a cowboy film, and so I went with Mistress in the end. At first it just made me laugh, but I’m fine with it now. I actually think of myself as his Mistress, not his wife. Can you imagine? It must have gone to my head because I don’t let him eat with me either. He serves as my waitress, and I enjoy my meals in splendid isolation, the lady of the house.’ 
 
    ‘This is a joke, it has to be,’ said Eve.  
 
    ‘It’s not, I promise.’ 
 
    ‘James is not your husband, he’s your slave?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re his Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘And that’s not all,’ said Catherine, taking a deep breath. ‘I have a lover too.’ 
 
    ‘A lover?’ said Eve, struggling to keep up with her friend’s startling revelations. 
 
    ‘I think that’s the real reason I made James my slave,’ said Catherine, fearing what Eve might think of her. ‘So I could take a lover without having to lie or hide. Becoming James’ Mistress meant I could do what I liked, have what I wanted, and I wanted that man, believe me, I wanted him more than I can say. His name’s Tom. Tom Shannon. Oh God, Eve, I’ve got a silly look on my face, haven’t I? Just saying his name makes me into a fool. You should see him. He’s tall and handsome, and funny and Irish and kind, and when I’m with him I can’t think straight, I can’t think at all, I just want to …’ 
 
    ‘Fuck?’ said Eve who understood better than most the power of sex. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Catherine, a radiance coming into her face, ‘and I’ve never loved fucking so much in all my life. I’ve hardly known him a month but I think I’m falling in ... No, I’m not going to say it. I won’t let myself say it.’ 
 
    Catherine stopped short of saying what she felt about Tom Shannon, but Eve could see the depth of her feelings.  
 
    She had the lost, helpless look of a woman in love. 
 
    ‘That bad?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘He’s all I think about,’ said Catherine. ‘From the moment I wake until I fall asleep at night. I’m like a schoolgirl. At work I go round in a daze. I’m seeing him in two days, and already I’m wishing the time away.’ 
 
    ‘You have been a busy girl,’ said Eve with a gentle smile. 
 
    ‘It feels good to tell someone. I hope you don’t mind.’ 
 
    ‘Of course I don’t.’  
 
    ‘It’s happened so quickly I think I’m losing my mind. How can it even be possible? My husband my slave, a beautiful lover, and on Wednesday morning an interview for a new job.’ 
 
    ‘Head Teacher, no less.’ 
 
    ‘I know, it’s insane. I didn’t think they’d even interview me.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not in the least bit insane. You’ll make a wonderful Head Teacher. If I had kids I’d want them to go to a school where Catherine Dempsey was Headmistress. Honestly, Catherine, I would.’ 
 
    ‘That’s kind of you,’ said Catherine, moved by her friend’s praise, but not feeling worthy of it. 
 
    ‘It’s not kind, it’s the truth. And you’re a beautiful woman. Why not have a slave and a lover? Who’s to tell us how to live our lives? Women have been made to hide their sexual power for far too long. For all we know you’re a pioneer leading us to a new and better way of living. So, here’s to you,’ said Eve, raising her glass, ‘Mistress Catherine Dempsey.’ 
 
    Catherine laughed and drank her wine, glad of Eve’s humour and open-mindedness. 
 
    ‘But I want the juicy details,’ said Eve, leaning forward with a gleam in her eye. ‘You say you’re cruel to James. What kind of cruel?’ 
 
    ‘I’m the boss, plain and simple. I don’t even have to tell him what to do. I expect him to know what I want, and just get on with it. And most of the time he does. It’s only been just over a month, and already I take him completely for granted. The more stuck-up and selfish I am, the more he loves it. I leave everything lying about – plates, cups, books, my dirty clothes and underwear – and he picks them up after me. When I take off my shoes he gathers them up as if they’re holy relics. I’m not joking – the smelly old shoes I wear to work. And every night when I get home, the house is spotless, the fire’s lit, and there’s a lovely meal waiting for me. He even makes delicious lunches for me to take to work.’ 
 
    ‘Is he happy living like that?’ 
 
    ‘I think so, in his own way, but how can you ever know for sure? It’s all so strange and new. He goes about like a man in a dream – “Yes, Mistress, no, Mistress, three bags full, Mistress.” Sometimes he gets on my nerves and I tell him how pathetic he is, but he just hangs his head and takes it from me. And me? Well, Lady Muck’s got nothing on me. I don’t lift a finger. Why should I when I have a slave to do everything for me?’ 
 
    ‘It sound rather nice, I have to say.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, it is, but I don’t suppose it’ll last.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing this good ever does, and it must be wrong to live like this, mustn’t it? It’s against everything I’ve been taught. Treating a kind and loyal man like dirt under my feet. And then to have a lover. Oh God, Eve, to have a lover … It’s too much, it has to be. I’m flying too close to the sun, like Icarus. My wings will melt or burst into flames, and I’ll come crashing to earth, I’m sure of it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s just fear talking.’ 
 
    ‘Is it?’ 
 
    ‘You’ve read too many stupid books, seen too many idiotic films.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘In films and books women who enjoy sex always have to be punished for their sins, killed off. It’s propaganda to keep us in our place, nothing more. You have to rise above it.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never seen it that way,’ said Catherine, ‘but maybe you’re right.’ 
 
    ‘I know I’m right, and you’ve always been such a good girl,’ said Eve, thinking of her friend’s life. She’d always considered Catherine to be safely married, free of the complications that came from breaking the rules, and it was fascinating to see this new spark in her. ‘First, the good daughter, always top of the class at school, head-girl no less, then the good wife and mother, then the hard-working, dedicated school-teacher. Maybe it’s just your time to be bad, Catherine, to break the chains that bind us. Some of us started a whole lot earlier.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps you’re right,’ said Catherine. ‘But sometimes cruelty is just cruelty. I can be very cruel to James, believe me.’ 
 
    ‘Making him do your laundry hardly sounds like the height of depravity.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe not, but taking a lover hurts him very much.’ 
 
    ‘He knows about Tom?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes, he knows.’ 
 
    ‘I hadn’t taken that in.’ 
 
    ‘And it’s worse than you think. I flaunt my affair, tell him how great sex is with Tom. I tell him to his face.’ 
 
    ‘You tell him?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes.’ 
 
    Eve was astonished. She hadn’t considered Catherine capable of such cruelty. 
 
    ‘And not only do I tell him,’ Catherine continued, ‘I enjoy telling him. Sometimes tears come into his eyes and, God forgive me, I feel no pity for him. None at all. Now do you see what I mean? And I make him help me get dressed for my dates. In my prettiest clothes and underwear, and all the time I’m getting ready, I tell him how handsome Tom is, how much I love having sex with him, and how I can’t wait to be with him again. I see how much it hurts him, but he wants me to hurt him, I see that too, I see it in his eyes, and that just makes me want to hurt him all the more. It really is a twisted bloody thing, a vicious circle, but believe me, there’s nothing like it.’ 
 
    ‘Has he met Tom?’ 
 
    ‘No, not yet.’  
 
    ‘But you’re going to introduce them?’ 
 
    ‘One day perhaps, when I’m feeling brave.’ 
 
    ‘That’s something I’d like to see.’ 
 
     ‘It’s not James that worries me, it’s Tom. He doesn’t know about this side of me. My cruel side. I’m afraid to tell him, afraid of what he might think. He thinks I’m kind and gentle, just a normal woman having an affair.’ 
 
    ‘But James doesn’t mind about your affair?’ 
 
    ‘He minds very much, but I think deep down it’s what he wants, if that makes any sense, and besides he doesn’t have a choice. I’m the Mistress, I do as I please.’ 
 
    ‘He has to put up with it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Or else?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that,’ said Catherine, looking away. 
 
    ‘Don’t tell me you whip him?’ 
 
    ‘No, I don’t.’ 
 
    ‘Thank God for that.’ 
 
    ‘I use a riding-crop.’ 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon.’ 
 
    ‘You heard me. I use a riding-crop, a lovely old crop given me years ago by my aunt, your namesake, Aunt Evie.’ 
 
    ‘You beat him with a riding-crop?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Catherine, I don’t believe you.’  
 
    Eve knew Catherine to be an exceptionally kind and loving woman. She couldn’t imagine her behaving in such a way, not under any circumstances. 
 
    ‘I promise you, I do,’ said Catherine. ‘And I use it on his bare bottom, if you really want to know. I make him kneel on the living-room floor, and lie across the foot-stool. He takes down his trousers and underpants, and I walk slowly around him until he begins to tremble. And, when I think he’s trembled long enough, I beat him on his bare bottom until he begs for mercy.’ 
 
    ‘Now I know you’re making it up,’ said Eve. ‘You’re the gentlest person I’ve ever known.’ 
 
    ‘Once maybe, but not any more. I’ve no desire to hurt anyone, but with James it’s different. I beat him hard, really hard. I’ve drawn blood, and made him cry. Real tears, but I like to see him cry. God forgive me, I do. I remember reading somewhere, “The man who desires to be whipped, deserves to be whipped.” Well, that’s how I feel. I want to whip him for wanting to be whipped.’ 
 
    As she made her confession, Catherine felt an unease that bordered on self-hatred. Describing her behaviour to Eve made her see herself all too clearly for what she had become – a cruel and selfish woman. No matter how you looked at it, no other conclusion was possible. Perhaps she’d become ill or unbalanced, and she wondered if Eve would be angry and disappointed with her. 
 
    ‘Are you asking me what I think?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Yes, I think I am,’ said Catherine. ‘As long as you don’t hate me.’ 
 
    ‘Of course I don’t hate you,’ said Eve. ‘It’s only sex, for God’s sake, but I don’t have anything original to say.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand what’s happened,’ said Catherine. ‘I feel as if a wildness has woken inside me, and it’s strong, so strong. I don’t think I can fight it even if I wanted to.’ 
 
    ‘It was you who called it a drug,’ said Eve. ‘I think you both have to ask yourselves, are you in control of it, or is it in control of you? If it’s the first, you’re fine, if it’s the second, then it might be a problem.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know which one it is,’ said Catherine. ‘Honestly, I don’t. Sometimes I think it’s one, then the other.’ 
 
    ‘Addiction’s never a good thing,’ said Eve, ‘and you need to know your limits. James too.’ 
 
    ‘Have we gone too far?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe, it’s hard to say,’ said Eve. ‘I’ve tried most things, but I don’t know much about s&m. At Art College there was a boy who liked to wear my dresses and write my essays for me while I went out with other boys. I suppose he was a kind of slave, although I didn’t think of it like that at the time. He looked so nice in my dresses. He was slim and had lovely hair. I remember how sweet and pretty he looked in my clothes, as pretty as any girl. Clever too. I got top marks for every essay he wrote for me. As a reward I let him pose for me in a green silk gown and gold high heels. I put the portrait in the final year show – I called it ‘Mona Geezer’ – and someone actually bought it. He’s a successful film director now. I keep seeing him in the papers with famous actresses at his side. I can’t help wondering if he wears their dresses, he’s still thin enough, and do you remember Aidan?’ 
 
    ‘The doctor who wanted to marry you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, the good doctor. He liked me to tie him to the bed with my stockings and tights and just leave him there.’ 
 
    ‘He did not?’ said Catherine, remembering a bearded, ruggedly handsome man. 
 
    ‘Oh, he did. He used to beg me to do it.’ 
 
    ‘He was such a man’s man,’ said Catherine. ‘Always sailing and climbing mountains.’ 
 
    ‘Aren’t they meant to be the worst?’ 
 
    ‘And did you do it?’ 
 
    ‘Tie him up?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I did, many times. Why wouldn’t I? It was fun. I’d leave him for hours at a time, watch TV or read a book. I liked the peace and quiet, and the sexual connection I felt with my prisoner upstairs, the fact that he was mine and couldn’t go anywhere. Every hour or so I’d go up to him and tease him for a while, laugh at his helplessness. If he begged too much I’d take off my panties and gag him with them, and then I’d leave him again. When I finally touched him, he’d get so excited he’d come in seconds, and then he’d beg my forgiveness, swear undying love, and ask me to marry him.’ 
 
    ‘You were fond of him, weren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Actually, I was. Very fond. He was a kind and decent man. I didn’t mind his kinks – they were harmless enough – but his family hated me. I was the scarlet woman, a divorcee, six years older than him, and not good enough for the good doctor. Besides, I couldn’t see myself as the country doctor’s wife. Well, it’s not exactly me, is it?’ 
 
    ‘Honestly?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘No, it’s not you.’ 
 
    ‘It would never have worked,’ said Eve, a hint of regret in her voice. ‘Apart from anything else, he played golf. It’s not the game I dislike, it’s the clothes. I see him in town from time to time. He’s even been to my restaurant. He’s married now, has a little girl, did I tell you?’ 
 
    ‘No, you didn’t,’ said Catherine, who knew that Eve wanted children. 
 
    ‘To a hard-faced woman who never smiles. She sings in the church choir, or so I’m told. I wonder if she ties him up with her stockings and tights. I hope she does. She’s got the face for it, and he deserves a little kindness in his life.’ 
 
    ‘Is that what it is – kindness?’ 
 
    ‘Why can’t it be? If it’s what you both want. And as long as you’re honest with each other, but I still don’t believe you use a riding-crop on James.’ 
 
    ‘Come on, then,’ said Catherine, getting to her feet. ‘Bring your wine, and I’ll show you.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE LED Eve out of the kitchen and along the narrow corridor at the rear of the house. They passed a walk-in pantry, the cupboard that held the hoover and cleaning equipment, and the door that led down to the cellar. She thought about showing Eve the prison-room in the cellar, and the little camp-bed she’d bought for James, but decided that could wait for another day.  
 
    ‘I haven’t been in this part of the house for ages,’ said Catherine over her shoulder. ‘I’ve forgotten what it looks like. This is James’ territory now. The slave-quarters.’ 
 
    Eve followed Catherine into the laundry-room.  
 
    ‘And this is where he slaves for me,’ said Catherine, a mischievous gleam in her eye. 
 
    Eve looked around in amazement. The room was immaculately tidy with nothing out of place. The bare white walls made the room feel austere, almost monastic, and the stone-flagged floor gave it the calm acoustics of a church. It was easy to imagine a devout slave worshipping his Goddess in such a temple to duty and cleanliness.  
 
    Eve’s gaze was drawn to the riding-crop hanging on the wall above the sink, and she felt a jolt of arousal. Her response took her by surprise. Outlined against the white-washed wall, the crop’s elegant shape and worn brown leather carried the power of a religious artefact – not so much sexual fetish, as fetish magic, or sex magick – an object with the power either to ward off evil spirits, or bring them out to play. 
 
     The only bright colours came from Catherine’s clothes and lingerie hanging from the pulley, and her dresses, skirts and blouses, already pressed, and hanging neatly from hangers on a clothes-rail along one wall, ready for James to take upstairs and put away in her wardrobe.  
 
    In a corner, four pairs of Catherine’s shoes, and a pair of her knee-high boots, all cleaned and polished, lay on newspaper in a neat row.  
 
    Eve found the neatness and gleaming leather oddly arousing.  
 
    ‘James spends ages in here washing and ironing my clothes,’ said Catherine, tapping her foot against a little laundry basket by the sink that contained her worn tights and panties. ‘I make him wash out my tights by hand. My knickers too, especially if he’s been wearing them.’ 
 
    ‘He wears your knickers?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I give him my dirty knickers to wear. It embarrasses him, but he likes being embarrassed, and it keeps him in his place.’ 
 
    Eve imagined Catherine’s husband in a pair of panties. He’d always been a proud and dignified man, and she knew wearing panties would shame him terribly. And as for being seen wearing them, she imagined he would find that unendurable. 
 
    ‘When he works in the kitchen, he wears an apron over his panties – a little white apron with a broderie anglaise trim like a maid might wear. I tie his hair back in a pony-tail, and I’m thinking of having his ears pierced. He actually looks very neat and pretty. He goes for a run every morning during the week, and he eats a healthy diet, so he’s kept his figure,’ said Catherine with a wicked smile. ‘Tonight, just before you arrived, he was wearing his apron and panties as he cooked our meal and set the table. I’ve even taught him to curtsey.’  
 
    ‘You have not!’ 
 
    ‘I have,’ said Catherine with a wider smile, performing a neat curtsey. ‘A maid needs to show respect to her Mistress, don’t you think?’ 
 
    ‘I take it back,’ said Eve. ‘You really are a cruel woman. Cruel and depraved.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t deny it,’ said Catherine through laughter, ‘and he curtsies very nicely, although it’s impossible not to laugh when he does. His face turns red, and he looks so lost and helpless. I told him he’d have to welcome you with a curtsey before taking your coat.’ 
 
    ‘My God, what did he say?’ 
 
    ‘He didn’t say anything. He just stared at me as if he’d seen a ghost.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not surprised, you must have scared him out of his wits,’ said Eve, her gaze once more drawn to the riding-crop on the wall, the crucifix in James’ strange little temple of perpetual devotion. 
 
     ‘He was terrified,’ said Catherine, noticing the way Eve kept glancing at the crop. ‘You should have seen him when I told him he’d be our waitress for the night, and serve at table in his little apron and panties. He started to shiver and shake as if he’d caught a fever. He begged me not to make him. I lost my nerve, I’m sorry to say, and sent him up to bed.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad you did,’ said Eve honestly. ‘I couldn’t have handled seeing James in an apron. Not without some warning, at least.’ 
 
    ‘He looks sweet and harmless – really, he does – but I knew you’d had a hard day, and I didn’t want to make it any harder.’ 
 
    ‘Well, there certainly has been a change in your marriage,’ said Eve, stretching her arms above her head, feeling the effects of her long day. ‘It’s hard to take it in. Is James really asleep?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve no idea. He’s tucked up in his cot,’ said Catherine with a deeper mischief in her smile. 
 
    ‘A cot? Oh, come on, Cathy, that really is ridiculous.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but it’s true. He sleeps in the box-room where the children slept when they were babies. Don’t ask why, it just felt right to put him there – something to do with him not being a man any more, and not deserving to share my bed. And I’m faithful to Tom now, not James.’  
 
    ‘You don’t have sex with James?’ 
 
    ‘Not real sex, no,’ said Catherine, running her hand along her dangling skirts and dresses as if inspecting her slave’s work. ‘He likes to worship me, kneel at my feet and look up my skirt and do what he needs to do. Or I give him my panties and tights to play with when he goes to bed. That’s a kind of sex, I suppose, as strong as fucking in its own way, at least for him, but we don’t make love like man and wife any more. That’s only for Tom. He’s the man in my life now.’ 
 
    ‘God, Cathy, that’s strong stuff.’ 
 
    ‘It is, I know.’ 
 
    ‘Is James all right with it?’  
 
    ‘I’ve told you, he doesn’t have a choice. He’s simply not consulted.’ 
 
    ‘He’s your slave, I get that, but is he an equal partner as far as consent is concerned.’ 
 
    ‘We talked about it, and he agreed we should live this way, so in some ways it’s consensual.’ 
 
    ‘Some ways?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘But not entirely.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    Eve shot Catherine a sidelong look, challenging her behaviour. 
 
    ‘Is it ever consensual when someone’s in charge?’ said Catherine, coming to her own defence. ‘When one partner holds the whip-hand? By the time I asked him to be my slave, I knew he wouldn’t refuse. Things had gone too far. I could see how much he wanted me to take control, how much he needed it. It was like a hunger. I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist.’ 
 
    ‘So you made him submit?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I think I did. He was already man overboard, but I held him under.’ 
 
    ‘Are you okay with that?’ 
 
    ‘Holding him under?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think about it much. It wasn’t exactly against his will. I’m the one with the power, I admit it, but am I supposed to pretend I’m not, that we don’t feel this way? I know I’m taking advantage of him, but he knows it too. It’s what he wants – a cruel and selfish woman to use him for her pleasure. If I put a stop to it, went back to being good, old Catherine, wouldn’t that be the real cruelty?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe, I couldn’t say.’ 
 
    ‘There’s love in the way I treat him, I know there is, just don’t ask where.’ 
 
    Catherine saw Eve glance up once more at the riding-crop. 
 
    ‘It’s lovely, isn’t it?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘It certainly casts a spell,’ said Eve.  
 
    ‘I made him hang it there. I knew it would keep him on his toes, remind him who’s in charge. It certainly seems to have worked. Would you like to hold it?’ 
 
    ‘No, leave it where it is.’ 
 
    Eve felt a little afraid of the crop. There was something devilish about it. 
 
    ‘Go on,’ said Catherine, reaching up and taking the crop from the wall. ‘Where’s the harm? Here, take it.’ 
 
    Eve took the crop from her.  
 
    Almost weightless in her hand, it felt supple and strong with a life all of its own. Once more she felt a jolt of arousal and, when Catherine smiled at her, she smiled back, feeling a sensual bond grow between them. She couldn’t help holding the crop to her nose to smell the old leather. She found the scent pleasant, and mildly intoxicating. It really was a lovely old object. 
 
    ‘It has a nice smell, doesn’t it?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Actually it does,’ Eve replied, whipping the crop through the air, liking the hissing sound it made. She gave a little shiver, and felt the sweet, tell-tale wetness between her legs. 
 
    ‘When I use it on him, I make him kiss it,’ said Catherine. ‘Just here, on the loop at the end. Before and afterwards, and I make him thank me when I’ve finished. Thank-you, Mistress, he says through his tears. Can you imagine such a thing?’ 
 
    ‘Only just,’ said Eve, handing the crop back to Catherine. 
 
    ‘Women are supposed to love and honour the men in their lives,’ said Catherine, holding the crop to her nose to savour its scent of worn leather and distant stables, ‘but it feels lovely to have a man at your feet, ready to suffer for your pleasure. Whatever the rights and wrongs of it, it’s strong medicine, believe me. But enough of the laundry-room,’ said Catherine, tucking the crop under her arm. ‘This is where my slave works. Time for the ladies of the house to sit in comfort by the fire.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    ON THEIR way back through the kitchen Eve stopped to stack their plates and cutlery. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ asked Catherine. 
 
    ‘What do you think I’m doing?’ said Eve.  
 
    ‘Don’t be silly,’ said Catherine. ‘James will see to it in the morning.’ 
 
    ‘It won’t take a moment.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t hear of it,’ said Catherine, taking Eve by the arm and leading her out of the kitchen and across the hall to the living-room. ‘You’re my guest, and an honorary Mistress for the evening. My slave does all the housework. He wouldn’t want it any other way. Those are the house rules, and I won’t have them broken.’ 
 
    They settled down in large armchairs on either side of the fire-place where they talked and drank more wine. They spoke about Catherine’s upcoming interview for Head Teacher, and Eve’s mother, and Eve’s restaurant which was doing better now she’d built three luxury river-side chalets to attract overnight guests from London. 
 
    But they soon found themselves talking about James again. The changes in Catherine’s life and marriage were too extraordinary to ignore for long. 
 
    ‘How does the saying go?’ said Catherine. ‘Power corrupts …’ 
 
    ‘And absolute power corrupts absolutely,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘And that’s what worries me,’ said Catherine. ‘I have so much power over James it frightens me. It’s gone to my head, I know it has. What do you think? Am I too hard on him? Am I too cruel?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t answer that without asking him.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I see your game,’ said Catherine, smiling and wagging a finger at Eve. 
 
    ‘I don’t know what you mean,’ said Eve, feigning innocence. 
 
    ‘You know perfectly well,’ said Catherine, her smile broadening. ‘You want to see him. Of course you do. You want to see my pretty little slave with your own two eyes.’ 
 
    Now it was Eve’s turn to blush. 
 
    ‘All right, I admit it,’ said Eve. ‘I’m curious. Anyone would be, but I can’t judge how he is without seeing him.’  
 
    Catherine kept smiling her knowing smile.  
 
    ‘Well, it’s true, isn’t it?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘I suppose so,’ said Catherine, ‘and you should see the pyjamas I bought for him, the most ridiculous I could find. Polka-dot shorties trimmed with lace. He begged me not to make him wear them, but he likes to beg, and he likes it when I insist, and so, of course, I did. He looks very foolish in them, but that’s how he likes to look in front of his Mistress. Even so, it would be too cruel to let you see him in his jim-jams.’ 
 
    ‘I imagine it would embarrass him terribly.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, it would,’ said Catherine. ‘Best to leave him where he is.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘He’s probably fast asleep by now.’ 
 
    ‘It would be a shame to wake him.’ 
 
    ‘It would.’ 
 
    They sat in silence for a few moments, until Catherine got up to put a log on the fire. 
 
    ‘He’s always liked you, you know,’ she said, poking the fire into life. 
 
    ‘Who, James?’ said Eve, a little surprised. She’d always found him to be shy and stand-offish, perhaps even a little dull.  
 
    ‘Yes, haven’t you noticed? Talking about business and politics, telling you about the music he likes, the films he’s seen, his car. He’s always trying to impress you. I couldn’t let you see him, really I couldn’t.’ 
 
    ‘No, perhaps not.’ 
 
    ‘It would be too much.’ 
 
    ‘It would, yes.’ 
 
    ‘Too cruel.’ 
 
    ‘Much too cruel.’ 
 
    ‘Well, it would be, wouldn’t it? 
 
    ‘Yes, it would.’ 
 
    ‘He’d die of shame. Either that or faint at your feet,’ said Catherine, a hard amusement in her eyes. 
 
    ‘We wouldn’t want that,’ said Eve, smiling back. 
 
    ‘Oh, to hell with it,’ said Catherine, leaping to her feet. ‘Wait here. I’ll go and get him.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t believe this,’ said Eve under her breath when Catherine had left the room. The evening was taking a course she could never have imagined. She was nervous of seeing the new James, but excitement and curiosity outweighed her anxiety. She saw the riding-crop lying in Catherine’s chair, and felt a thrill of arousal. It didn’t seem possible, but she was about to see James, not as the forceful man and proud husband she’d always known, but as Catherine’s slave and cuckold. The thought excited her, she couldn’t deny it. She tucked her legs under her, and took a drink of wine, savouring the thought of James coming downstairs in his silly pyjamas. Would he be able to endure the shame? How could he? Such a proud man would find the humiliation unendurable. Maybe he really would die of shame, or faint at her feet. 
 
    She composed herself, and put away her nerves. 
 
    This was going to be fun.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘WAKE UP, BA-BA,’ James heard as he felt a hand shaking him awake. Opening his eyes, he saw Catherine smiling down at him as she lowered the cot-wall. He felt his heart melt, she looked so kind and loving, but the light was on, and the glare hurt his eyes. He thought he must be dreaming. 
 
    ‘There’s a good Ba-Ba,’ said Catherine softly, thinking how sweet he looked with his cheek nestling against her pretty white panties on his pillow. Even in his sleep he’d been breathing in her most intimate scent. 
 
    ‘Come on, up you get,’ said Catherine, pulling back the duvet and taking the balled-up tights from his pyjama bottoms before helping him sit up. ‘Mistress has a surprise for you, a lovely surprise.’ 
 
    Blinking in confusion, James swung his legs out of the cot and sat upright. Seeing her so close, and smelling her lovely scent, he couldn’t help putting his arms around her waist, and pressing his face into her soft skirt, finding a comforting warmth. 
 
    ‘Love you, Cathy,’ he murmured, more than half asleep. 
 
    She rubbed the back of his head, but spoke firmly.  
 
    ‘Stand up, Ba-Ba. We’re going downstairs.’  
 
    She took him by the arm and pulled him to his feet. His eyes drooping sleepily, he staggered a little, but she held him upright and led him out into the upstairs hallway. 
 
    ‘That’s the way,’ she said warmly. ‘There’s a good boy.’ 
 
    He descended the stairs trustingly by her side, but stopped when they’d nearly reached the hall, and looked at her in confusion. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ he said, still only barely awake. ‘What’s happening?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing’s happening,’ said Catherine, smiling in encouragement. ‘We’re going downstairs, that’s all. We’re going to see someone.’ 
 
    Taking him by his arm, she pulled him down the last of the stairs and across the hall towards the door to the living-room.  
 
    Feeling a growing unease, James tried to resist, but she only pulled him more firmly. 
 
    ‘I don’t want to see someone,’ he said. 
 
    ‘It’s all right, Ba-Ba,’ said Catherine. ‘There’s nothing to be frightened of. This way, on you come. Not far now.’ 
 
    Gripping his arm tightly, she pushed open the door and led him into the living-room. 
 
    James and Eve stared at each other in amazement. Eve had told herself not to laugh no matter how foolish James looked, but it was impossible to stop from laughing. The short polka-dot pyjamas made him look ridiculous, and his look of wide-eyed horror was amusingly melodramatic. 
 
    ‘Well, Eve, here he is, my sleepy little ba-ba,’ said Catherine as if nothing was out of the ordinary, before turning to James and saying, ‘James, where are your manners? Aren’t you going to say hullo to Eve?’ 
 
    Blinking in confusion, James made to flee the room, but Catherine held his arm in an iron grip.  
 
    ‘Stay where you are,’ Catherine said firmly before adding more gently, ‘it’s all right, you’ll see. I’ve told Eve all about our new arrangement, so you don’t have to worry.’ 
 
    James told himself this couldn’t be happening. He couldn’t be standing like this in front of Eve Harrison. He looked at her, and looked quickly away, stung by her proud beauty. He must be dreaming, and he shook his head as if to banish the dream, but when he looked again she was still there, sitting in an armchair with her lovely legs tucked elegantly beneath her, and with one hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter, but he could see the amusement sparkling in her intelligent eyes. 
 
    The amusement and the scorn. 
 
    ‘Cathy’s right,’ said Eve, struggling to keep her composure, ‘you don’t have to worry. And I do like your jim-jams, I have to say.’ 
 
    ‘Jim-jams for James,’ said Catherine, kissing him on the cheek and ruffling his hair as if he was a child. 
 
    ‘They’re very pretty,’ Eve continued. ‘Did your Mistress buy them for you? I’m sure she did,’ said Eve when James didn’t answer. ‘What a lucky boy you are.’ 
 
    James’ horror deepened as he came fully awake. She’d called Catherine his Mistress. She must know he was Catherine’s slave. Catherine must have told her. What else did she know? And the pyjamas. What must he look like? One of his legs began to tremble, and he felt himself blush a deeper red with the terrible shame of it all. He could only pray Catherine hadn’t told Eve about her lover. 
 
    ‘Have you forgotten your manners?’ said Catherine, sharing a mischievous look with Eve. ‘Eve has told you she likes your jim-jams. What do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you,’ said James hoarsely, squirming with shame and shrugging one shoulder up to his ear in an attempt to protect himself from the cruel world. 
 
    ‘Louder,’ said Catherine so sternly that Eve gave a start. 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said James a little more loudly. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress Eve,’ Catherine corrected him. ‘From this moment on you will consider yourself Eve’s slave as well as mine, and you will call her Mistress Eve as a mark of respect. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, crushed by her severe tone. 
 
    ‘Then let me hear you,’ Catherine insisted. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress Eve,’ he said obediently to Eve who thought she detected the ghost of a curtsey. 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome, James,’ Eve said gently in an attempt to re-assure the terrified man. ‘And you sleep in a cot, I believe?’ she added before she could stop herself. 
 
    James winced as if he’d been shot, and remained silent. 
 
    ‘You’ve been asked a question,’ said Catherine threateningly. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ James mumbled, looking at the ground, ‘I sleep in a cot.’ 
 
    ‘When I was upstairs, were you in the little baby’s-room?’ Eve asked, curious to know. 
 
    ‘Y-yes.’ 
 
    ‘Lying in your cot?’ 
 
    He gave a little nod of his head but didn’t look at her. 
 
    ‘Then it’s lucky for you I didn’t come in and see you in your cot, isn’t it?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said so quietly she barely heard him. 
 
    ‘I wish you had seen him,’ said Catherine. ‘You could have tucked him in.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps I could have read him a bed-time story.’ 
 
    ‘He would have loved that, I’m sure,’ said Catherine, enjoying having an accomplice. ‘He looks very sweet in his cot, and it’s the best place for you, isn’t it, Ba-Ba?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes,’ said James helplessly, praying it was all a dream. 
 
    ‘And why’s it the best place for you?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Because … Because I’m n-not a man any more,’ said James, hating the tremor in his voice. 
 
    ‘And if you’re not a man, then what are you?’ said Catherine, sure of how he would answer. 
 
    ‘A slave,‘ James mumbled, wishing he could die. ‘I’m your s-slave.’ 
 
    Behind his back, Catherine shrugged and held up her hands, giving Eve a look as if to say, ‘Now do you believe me?’ 
 
    ‘My, my, what big changes there have been in this house,’ said Eve, trying to speak normally, or as normally as she could under the circumstances. ‘Cathy’s told me about some of them. Perhaps you can tell me more. It all sounds very exciting, I must say. Do you like being Catherine’s slave?’ 
 
    She hadn’t meant to ask such a direct question, but she was flustered by the sight of James in his ridiculous pyjamas, and by the whole crazy situation. She saw the outline of James’ cock beneath the thin material of his pyjamas, and she wanted to run from the room. 
 
    James grimaced as he struggled for an answer. 
 
    ‘I l-love …’ he stammered, sinking ever deeper in a swamp of submissive desire, ‘I love Mistress Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘That’s hardly an answer,’ said Catherine as if she was speaking to an idiot. 
 
    ‘I think it’s a very good answer,’ said Eve kindly, taking James’ side against his harsh Mistress. ‘If you love your Mistress, then I imagine you must love being her slave. Isn’t that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress Eve,’ said James.  
 
    He glanced at her furtively but Eve thought she saw a glimmer of gratitude in his eyes. 
 
    ‘And before I forget,’ said Eve, ‘I want to say what a lovely meal you cooked for us tonight. It really was delicious, the best Indian food I’ve ever tasted.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said James, feeling a faint flush of pride amidst the crushing shame. 
 
    ‘I’ve asked Eve if she thinks I’m being too cruel to you,’ said Catherine. ‘Treating you too coldly and harshly, but she can hardly have an opinion without asking you, can she? Am I too cruel to you, James? Speak freely, I won’t mind.’ 
 
    James longed for the ground to open up and swallow him. Even when he’d led an ordinary life, he’d been an intensely private man. He couldn’t bear being exposed like this, and talking openly about such private matters.  
 
     ‘Mistress Catherine … Mistress Eve … P-please may I go back to bed?’ 
 
    ‘Certainly not,’ said Catherine sternly. ‘If you can’t speak properly, then you can listen. Get down on the floor,’ she commanded, picking up her crop and sitting in her armchair. ‘On you go. Down at my feet where you belong.’ 
 
    Eve was certain James would refuse but, with a sigh, he seemed to fold in on himself until he was kneeling on the ground at Catherine’s feet. 
 
    ‘All the way down,’ said Catherine sharply. 
 
    Eve looked on in disbelief as James lay at Catherine’s feet like an obedient hound. The large black spots on his pyjamas made her think of him as a dalmatian dog, and Catherine as Cruella DeVille. She smiled at the image, and considered sharing her notion, but she thought better of it. Sex and humour didn’t often match. 
 
    ‘It looks worse than it is,’ said Catherine, tapping her crop lightly against James’ arm as she smiled at Eve. ‘It may not seem like it, but it’s an act of kindness to put him there. He loves lying at my feet, it’s his favourite place. He can hide away like a little mouse, pretend he doesn’t exist.’ 
 
    Despite his quaking heart, a part of James agreed with her. The shame of his ridiculous situation threatened to overwhelm him, but at least he could press his face against his Mistress’ lovely feet where he wouldn’t have to look at Eve, and see the contempt he knew would be in her eyes. 
 
    ‘He certainly looks more comfortable,’ said Eve, sipping her wine and beginning to relax a little now that she couldn’t see James’ stricken face. 
 
    ‘Oh, he is,’ said Catherine, shucking off her shoes. ‘And he’s even more comfortable now,’ she added, pressing a nylon-clad foot against his mouth. ‘Aren’t you, James?’ 
 
    Eve saw James squirm in shame even as his mouth and nose nuzzled adoringly against Catherine’s pretty little foot. 
 
    ‘Unfortunately for him, these tights are clean on tonight,’ said Catherine. ‘He much prefers it when I’ve been wearing them all day, don’t you Ba-Ba? You like my tights nice and smelly.’ 
 
    Once more Eve saw James squirm. 
 
    ‘Ba-Ba?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘That’s what I call him when he’s in his jammies, or lying in his cot,’ Catherine explained. ‘I can’t think of him as a man or my husband then. Well, you wouldn’t, would you? When he’s like this I think of him as a child, a little boy.’ 
 
    Eve could see what Catherine meant. James really did look like a little boy playing at his mother’s feet. 
 
    ‘So when did it start?’ asked Eve. ‘What came first – him wanting to be your slave, or you wanting to be his Mistress?’ 
 
    The two women waited for a few moments to see if James might reply, but he remained silent, lost in another world. 
 
    ‘I think I’d better answer,’ said Catherine. ‘I don’t think James feels like talking. Is that right, James?’ she added, prodding his cheek with her toes. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James mumbled from the depths of his shame. 
 
    ‘When I look back I think it’s always been there,’ said Catherine thoughtfully, ‘but I first noticed it as long as ten years ago. James had bought a DVD of a film called Secretary. Do you know it?’ 
 
    ‘With Maggie what’s-her-name?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right. Maggie Gyllenhall.’ 
 
    ‘I remember quite liking it,’ said Eve. ‘She plays a secretary who self-harms, cuts herself. She gets spanked by her lonely boss, and they fall in love.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it was a love story at heart, said Catherine. ‘That’s what made it surprising. In amongst all the spanking, a real romance was going on. Some good acting too. Anyway, we watched it together. Drank a bottle of wine. And when it was over, he seemed tense, uneasy. So I kissed him, and teased him about wanting to spank me. Blame it on the wine, but I lay across his lap, and pulled up my skirt. I was only playing around, having a laugh. He spanked me, but his heart wasn’t in it. And then I said this one silly thing. It just came into my head. I said, “Maybe you’d like me to spank you.” And that was it. He tried to hide it, but I could tell straight away. He stood up and left the room as if he was angry. But I knew. I knew from that moment what he really wanted.’ 
 
    ‘From that one moment?’ 
 
    ‘From that one moment,’ said Catherine. ‘Maybe if I’d never said it, all this would never have happened. Do you know The Waste-Land by T.S Eliot?’ 
 
    ‘You know I don’t,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘I studied it at university. There are these two lines in it,’ she said, before speaking from Eliot’s poem – 
 
    ‘The awful daring of a moment’s surrender  
 
    Which an age of prudence can never retract.’ 
 
    ‘The cat was never going back in the bag?’ said Eve, who’d never had much time for poetry. 
 
    ‘Never,’ said Catherine, smiling at Eve’s plain speaking. ‘And here we are all these years later – James my slave, and me his Mistress, free to do what I like.’ 
 
    ‘Even take a lover?’ 
 
    ‘Even take a lover.’ 
 
    James cringed and gave a groan in distress. ‘How could she have told her?’ he asked himself, his eyes clenched shut in pain. ‘How could she have told Eve about him?’  
 
    It was too much. More than he could bear. A hot flash of anger urged him to get to his feet and leave the room the way he had all those years ago.  
 
    He would leave the house, he told himself, leave this sick life behind and never come back. 
 
    That would teach her.  
 
    That would teach her to give away their secrets. 
 
    He may be a slave but he wasn’t her puppet. 
 
    He was a human being who deserved respect. 
 
    She had no right to treat him like this. 
 
    And yet he lay where he was, his mouth pressed harder than ever against Catherine’s warm, silky foot. To his horror, he felt his cock stir and harden. He was in thrall to her, he knew it deep in his heart.  
 
    His bondage was inescapable. 
 
    Eternal. 
 
    ‘That’s what James likes best of all, I think,’ said Catherine lazily, sliding her foot from James’ mouth to his throat, pressing it down to make him feel the full extent of her power. ‘Knowing I have a lover. Knowing another man has taken his place.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand,’ said Eve. ‘How can a man let his wife have a lover? How can he enjoy that? It’s against the laws of nature.’  
 
    ‘I’m not so sure.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘How do you think your boy in a dress felt when you went out drinking with other boys?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ 
 
    ‘Yes, you do.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose he must have liked it.’ 
 
    ‘There you are, and I’m sure countless other men feel like that,’ said Catherine, ‘they’re just not allowed to admit it. For James and I, it’s the next stage in our marriage, my next step up the ladder of power and control. There are times when I wonder if he’s gay, liking the idea of me with another man. Not that I’d mind if he was. What would it matter? Men, women, gay, straight, we’re all the same under the sun – puppies who want to cuddle up in a basket. But I don’t think he’s gay. It’s the loss of power he likes, the feeling of having everything taken away from him. He loves the shame and humiliation, and what could be more humiliating than your wife giving herself to another man? And besides, I like to think of him taking Tom’s cock in his mouth. Make sense of that if you can.’ 
 
     Once more Catherine pressed her pretty little foot against her slave’s throat. Feeling his cock stiffen, James blinked back tears of love and hate as he gloried in her power over him.  
 
    ‘Yes,‘ said Catherine in a long-suffering tone, but with a twinkling smile at Eve, ‘he loves thinking of me with Tom, helping me get ready for my dates, looking out my prettiest underwear, making sure I look my best for the real man in my life. The only thing he likes as much,’ she added cruelly, ‘is looking up my skirt. He’s worse than a school-boy, always trying to see my panties.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t believe it,’ said Eve in mock horror, deciding to play along. ‘You’re not like that, James, are you? You’re not one of those men who looks up ladies’ skirts.’  
 
    But James only made a groaning sound, and pulled his knees up to his chest.  
 
    ‘It’s true I’m afraid, he can’t help himself,’ said Catherine, struggling to keep her face straight as she tapped her crop against his bottom. ‘Didn’t you see him looking at your legs when he came into the room, trying to look up your skirt? Trying to peek at your panties?’ 
 
    ‘Now that you mention it, I think I did,’ said Eve, falling in with Catherine’s ruse. She forgave herself, sensing that James was enjoying their cruelty.  
 
    And the leather crop was still casting its powerful spell. She wanted to see where this was going. 
 
    ‘He needs to be taught a lesson,’ said Catherine, a cold mischief in her eyes. ‘Looking up Mistress Eve’s skirt,’ she said to her hunched slave. ‘It really is unforgiveable, you know that, don’t you? It’s no way to welcome a guest, and it can’t be allowed. I’m afraid I’m going to have to punish you for your behaviour. You’ve left me no alternative.’ 
 
    James felt his heart miss a beat, but he knew pleading his innocence would do no good and, aroused by the appalling injustice of her verdict, he pressed his lips to Catherine’s lovely ankle in a silent show of acceptance. 
 
    ‘And Mistress Eve needs to see how I punish you,’ said Catherine, thrilled by the touch of his lips against her ankle, ‘to see if I’m too cruel or not. Isn’t that right, Mistress Eve?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes, quite right,’ said Eve, feeling both guilty and excited by their childish conspiring. 
 
    ‘Then up you get, James,’ said Catherine briskly. ‘You’ve been hiding down there long enough. Come on, up onto your feet.’ 
 
    James got slowly to his feet, unable to look at his beautiful tormentors.  
 
    ‘You don’t need to lie over the stool,’ said Catherine. ‘It’s only a little demonstration, not a real beating. Lean over the arm of the chair instead. Hurry now, it’s getting late. Mistress Eve needs to get home to her bed, and I’ve got work in the morning.’ 
 
    Like a man in a dream, James bent over the arm of the chair. 
 
    ‘Take down your pyjamas,’ said Catherine, getting up from her chair. 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ said James in a desperate whisper, looking over his shoulder at Eve. 
 
    ‘It’s all right,’ said Eve, suddenly feeling sorry for him, ‘I don’t need to see this.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to see,’ said Catherine, striking James firmly on his arm with her crop. ‘Take them down,’ she commanded. 
 
    ‘I c-can’t,’ he gasped, dying of shame. 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, of course you can. It’s not as if Mistress Eve’s never seen a naked man before. Take them down, James,’ she insisted. ‘I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    With trembling hands James hung his head and took down his pyjamas. 
 
    Eve didn’t know where to look. So many rules were being broken all at once she felt dizzy. She felt worried for James, but she felt aroused too. She saw that he had a pleasing cock, good-sized and partly erect, slim, athletic legs lightly covered in dark hair, and firm, well-shaped buttocks. Under different circumstances, she might have thought him an attractive man. 
 
    She also saw the criss-crossing marks and welts across his buttocks. 
 
    ‘These are from his last beating,’ said Catherine, running the tip of her crop across his wounded flesh. 
 
    His last punishment had been four days ago, on a Sunday afternoon. James hadn’t done anything to deserve his beating. On the contrary, he’d spent all day cooking and cleaning, and working in the garden. Catherine had finished reading the Sunday newspapers, and felt bored and vaguely dissatisfied with life. She’d been with Tom the night before and was missing him. She told James to fetch her crop, and bring more coffee while he was at it. When he was lying across the foot-stool, she walked slowly around him, sipping coffee and talking to Tom on her phone, making plans, telling him she couldn’t wait to see him again, speaking in the low, lovey-dovey voice she knew would drive James mad. After her call was over, she picked up her crop and struck James hard and often until he begged for mercy. When she stopped, she made him lie on his back on the floor. Then she stood above him, slowly lifting her elegant skirt, and taking down her tights and panties before squatting on his tear-streaked face. Still in agony, he worshipped her adoringly, with all his heart, until Catherine came quickly and powerfully, crying out in savage delight.  
 
    After she’d taken her pleasure, she’d stood up and left the room without a backwards glance 
 
    ‘You can let go of your pyjamas,’ said Catherine. When James obeyed, the shiny material slithered to his feet leaving his lower half nakedly exposed. His legs were slightly apart and Eve could see his dangling balls which gave him the look of a healthy farmyard animal. She felt a little like a buyer at a livestock auction. 
 
    ‘Be brave,’ Catherine told her slave. ‘Show Eve what a good boy you can be for your Mistress.’ 
 
    Without further ado she lifted her arm and brought the crop down hard across his buttocks. Eve gave a little jump, shocked by the noise and brutality of the blow, and stood from her chair to stop the violence. But before she could intervene, Catherine had struck James three more times, and wore such a stern look that Eve dared not interrupt. 
 
    ‘There,’ said Catherine, stepping back after the seventh blow, ‘that’ll do for now.’  
 
    There was a savage gleam in her eye.  
 
    She hadn’t wanted to stop. 
 
    Eve saw the new set of stripes begin to show across James’ buttocks. He was breathing heavily, and his teeth were clenched and his eyes tight shut. She also saw that his cock was no longer partly erect, but now hung limp and shrunken. 
 
    ‘That doesn’t mean he doesn’t like it,’ said Catherine, reading Eve’s thoughts. ‘Watch.’ 
 
    Stepping in front of James, Catherine began to smack the loop of her crop quickly against his limp cock, making James gasp and throw back his head. 
 
    ‘He doesn’t enjoy the pain,’ said Catherine, continuing to smack his cock with quick, firm blows, ‘but he loves the shame and the feeling of helplessness, don’t you, James? You love to surrender to your Mistress, to know she can do what she likes with you, and there’s nothing you can do to stop her. Nothing at all. You love it so much it’s worth the pain. It’s worth everything. Life itself.’ 
 
    Like a miracle, his cock pulsed and leapt under her blows, and grew quickly erect until it bobbed against his flat stomach. The two women couldn’t help but laugh at the sight, at the proof of the female’s eternal power over the male. 
 
    ‘He certainly does seem to like it,’ said Eve, beginning to understand the dark power of sadomasochism. 
 
    ‘Here,’ said Catherine, offering her the crop. ‘Your turn.’ 
 
    ‘No, I couldn’t,’ said Eve, who already knew she would do it. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ said Catherine. ‘Don’t be a scaredy-cat.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Of course you can,’ said Catherine. ‘What’s to stop you?’ 
 
    With a serious look, Eve took the crop from Catherine. Just holding it sent an electric charge along her arm. 
 
    ‘How hard do I hit him?’ 
 
    ‘It’s up to you,’ said Catherine with a shrug. ‘As hard as you like.’ 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Shouldn’t I ask him first?’ 
 
    ‘Of course not. I’ve told you, he’s not consulted.’ 
 
    Swallowing hard, Eve lifted her arm and lashed James across his buttocks. He gave a start, and gasped in pain, and Eve lashed him again, and then three more times, excited by the feeling of power it gave her. She had to force herself to step back from her willing victim, and her hand was shaking as she gave the crop back to Catherine. 
 
    ‘Well, then?’ said Catherine, curious to know how Eve felt. 
 
    Eve couldn’t speak. Her nipples had hardened, and once more she felt the tell-tale dampness between her legs. 
 
    ‘Can anything that feels so good be wrong?’ said Catherine in her lovely, warm voice. 
 
    For a moment Eve, who’d never before felt attracted to a woman, wanted to kiss Catherine, press her lips to the lovely little crease at the corner of her mouth, taste her lipstick and feel their breasts crush together. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ said Eve, her senses reeling. ‘I’m tired, I need to go home.’ 
 
    ‘Are you all right?’ said Catherine, touching Eve gently on her bare arm.  
 
    Eve could feel every finger. 
 
    ‘It’s been a long day, that’s all,’ said Eve, seeking refuge in the everyday. ‘I’m interviewing for Mum’s new cleaner in the morning, then driving all the way home. Mum goes through cleaners like nobody’s business. She’s so bloody rude to them.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry if this has been too much,’ said Catherine softly. 
 
    ‘I’m fine, really I am,’ said Eve, looking over at James who was still bent over the arm of the chair. ‘Is he all right?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about him,‘ said Catherine.  
 
    ‘No, I want to know how he is,’ said Eve firmly. 
 
    ‘Tell Eve how you are,’ Catherine commanded her slave. 
 
    ‘I’m fine, thank-you, Mistress Eve,’ James said in a clear voice.  
 
    ‘Then pull up your pyjamas and fetch Mistress Eve’s coat,’ said Catherine 
 
    ‘I didn’t have a coat,’ said Eve, relieved that James hadn’t suffered any serious harm. 
 
    James pulled up his pyjamas and stood where he was, awaiting further instruction. 
 
    ‘You can’t drive,‘ Catherine told Eve. ‘You’ve had too much wine.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll walk,‘ said Eve.  
 
    ‘You can’t. It’s late and it’s three miles.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll take a taxi.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, James will drive you. On you go, James,’ Catherine commanded before Eve could stop her. ‘Wear a coat over your pyjamas, and put on some shoes. What are you waiting for? Do as you’re told.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, hurrying to obey.  
 
    ‘He’ll drive my car tonight and drive your car over tomorrow,’ Catherine said as James left the room, ‘and then he can run the three miles back. It’ll do him good.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said Eve, ‘I appreciate that.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the least I can do,‘ said Catherine, before saying quietly, ‘maybe when you’re alone with him, you can talk to him, find out how he really is? I still love him, you know, just not in the same way.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do what I can,’ said Eve, wishing she’d rung for a taxi. 
 
    ‘And I love you too,’ said Catherine, hugging Eve warmly. ‘You’re my best friend.’ 
 
    Eve hugged her back, glad her sexual fever had abated and she felt only friendship for Catherine. 
 
    ‘It’s been so good to talk,’ said Catherine. ‘I hope it hasn’t been too much.’  
 
    ‘You’ve surprised me,’ said Eve, who had surprised herself, ‘and life’s dull without surprises.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    NEITHER EVE nor James said a word until they were nearly at Eve’s mother’s house. 
 
    As James drove, the front of his overcoat had fallen open. Even in the dim light, Eve could see the lace at the knee of his pyjamas. 
 
    He had nice legs, Eve thought, slim and strong like a tennis player’s. 
 
    ‘I hope I didn’t hurt you,’ said Eve finally. She couldn’t think of anything else to say. 
 
    ‘It’s all right,’ said James, pulling up at their destination. ‘I’m used to it.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t believe I did that to you.’ 
 
    ‘It’s like that,’ said James. ‘It takes you over.’  
 
    ‘Yes, it does,’ said Eve, remembering how good it had felt to strike him with the crop. 
 
    They sat in silence for a few moments. 
 
    ‘I’d better go in,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘You’d better,’ said James without looking at her. 
 
    ‘Thank-you for driving me.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome.’ 
 
    ‘Not that you could have refused.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said with a faint smile. ‘Not that I could have refused.’ 
 
    ‘It’s true, isn’t it?’ said Eve. ‘Catherine really is your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said James, ‘she is.’ 
 
    ‘She asked me to talk to you,’ said Eve, ‘find out if you’re all right.’ 
 
    ‘It feels like a dream,’ said James as if there was no more to be said.  
 
    ‘A good dream or a bad dream?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Both, I suppose,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Would you like it to stop?’ 
 
    He rubbed the side of his head and stared out of the windscreen before he replied. 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think I would.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never felt anything like it.’ 
 
    ‘You’re happy living like this?’ 
 
    ‘Happy’s not the word. Excited, maybe … Frightened, trapped, free, helpless, wild, lost … God knows.’ 
 
    ‘But you don’t want it to stop?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, ‘I don’t.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you miss running your business?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, ‘not in the slightest.’ 
 
    ‘Why’s that?’ she said, surprised by his answer. ‘I thought you loved it.’ 
 
    ‘To begin with, I did. By the end I was working for banks and large corporations, designing their security systems, helping them keep their money safe. I came to see them for what they are – criminals, gangsters, public-school educated mafia. Once you think that you can’t unthink it.’ 
 
    ‘You wanted out?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I did. Not that I’m any better than they are. I got a good price.’ 
 
    ‘So this is a whole new start?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that.’ 
 
    ‘But you deserve to be punished?’ 
 
    James didn’t answer, and once again they sat in silence for a few moments. She saw that his hair had grown quite long, and she wondered what it would look like tied back in a pony-tail. She remembered Catherine saying she was thinking of having his ears pierced. And she remembered her boy in her green silk dress at Art College. As pretty as any girl. 
 
    ‘Will you make me a promise?’ Eve asked him. 
 
    ‘Depends.’ 
 
    ‘Will you talk to Catherine if it gets too much?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure she’d listen.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think she wants to hurt you, not really hurt you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not consulted, don’t you remember?’ 
 
    ‘Then will you talk to me?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know … Maybe.’ 
 
    ‘Say you will.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, I will,’ he said too easily. 
 
    ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise.’ 
 
    Eve thought she saw again a look of gratitude in his eyes. 
 
    ‘You know what’s funny?’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘No, what?’ 
 
    ‘You’re a good-looking man. Play your cards right, and you could have women kneeling at your feet.’ 
 
    ‘I doubt it,’ he said, but she saw him smile. 
 
    ‘If it wasn’t for the pyjamas.’ 
 
    He gave a short laugh and said, ‘I should be getting back.’ 
 
    She liked the sound of his laugh. 
 
    ‘Can I ask one more thing?’ 
 
    ‘Go on.’ 
 
    ‘Are you looking for a job?’ 
 
    ‘On and off,’ he said. ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘I think it would be better if you went back to work, if you had something else in your life other than …’  
 
    She didn’t know how to say it. 
 
    ‘Being a slave?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Who knows what’s best?’ he said. ‘I don’t.’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to suggest to Catherine that you go back to work, if that’s all right with you?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t have a say.’ 
 
    ‘Of course you do, and in the meantime, maybe you could do me a favour?’ 
 
    ‘What kind of favour?’ 
 
    ‘My mother’s TV and internet are in a terrible mess. I can’t face trying to fix them. Could you have a look?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure,’ he said, looking away. 
 
    ‘I don’t mean now,’ she said. ‘It’s far too late.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not that,’ he said. 
 
    ‘You mean, I need to ask Catherine?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said quietly, not looking at her. 
 
    ‘Mistress Catherine?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Then, I will ask her,’ said Eve. ‘I’ll ring her tonight when I go in. Maybe you could have a look tomorrow when you bring my car over.’ 
 
    ‘What time?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure,’ she said. ‘I’ll discuss it with Mistress Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘All right,’ he said, put in his place. 
 
    ‘Goodnight, James,’ she said, getting out of the car. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow. And drive carefully. You wouldn’t want to get stopped dressed like that.’ 
 
    He drove away without replying.  
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN JAMES got home Catherine wasn’t downstairs. He thought about tidying the kitchen but, greatly to his surprise, Catherine had already done it. 
 
    He switched off the lights and went upstairs, entering his little box-room by its separate door from the hallway. He didn’t want to wake Catherine but, before he could lie down, he heard her call to him from her room. 
 
    ‘Come here, James,’ she called, ‘I want to talk to you.’ 
 
    He went into the room and stood silently by her bed. Her bedside light was still on, but she was lying on her side with her eyes closed, and she spoke sleepily. 
 
    ‘If tonight was too much, I’m sorry … I needed to talk to someone, share our secret. You understand that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, unable to keep the anger from his voice. 
 
    ‘If you speak to me in that tone,‘ she said, adjusting her pillow, ‘it’ll be the worse for you. Do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a more respectful tone of voice. 
 
    ‘Eve just rang me … Mistress Eve,’ Catherine said with a sleepy smile. ‘She said she talked to you, and you’re perfectly happy being my slave. Is that true?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m so glad,’ said Catherine. ‘She also said you should find a job, go back to work. She thought it might be too much, being trapped in the house all day, washing my panties. Are you looking for a job?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve made some enquiries,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Let me know how it goes,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And she wants you to help her Mother with something tomorrow. She’ll ring in the morning to arrange a time. I’ve given her your mobile number. Wear your track-suit when you drive her car over. With your panties underneath. I’ve told her you will.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You can leave her car there and run back.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Do you good,‘ she murmured, almost asleep. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Wake me early … There’s a senior management meeting at eight.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve probably forgotten,’ she said in a sleepy murmur, ‘it’s Fran’s party tomorrow night … She’ll be fifty, can you imagine? Soon I’ll be fifty too … In nine years … Nine years … We’re both invited … We’ll have to pretend we’re man and wife … That will be strange, won’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘it will.’ 
 
    ‘But on Saturday night I’m seeing him again … I’m seeing Tom.’ 
 
    James heard the yearning in her voice. To his despair, he felt his cock harden. 
 
    ‘I liked showing you to Eve tonight,’ she said, her voice fading into sleep. ‘It might be a sign of things to come … Yes, I think it might.’ 
 
    She fell silent, her breathing slow and regular. 
 
    James stood watching her sleep, thinking that, at forty-one, she was at the most perfect age for a woman. Her beauty pierced his heart, and he bent and kissed her lightly on the corner of her lovely mouth. 
 
    And then, taking up her discarded tights and panties, he clicked off the bedside light and went into his room.  
 
      
 
      
 
    EVE RANG just after nine and told James to come over at two. ‘But I warn you,’ she said, ‘my mother’s in one of her moods.’ 
 
    James spent the morning searching and applying for jobs and then, after a light lunch, he changed into his track-suit and drove Eve’s car to her mother’s house. When Eve came out to meet him, she looked distraught and unhappy. 
 
    ‘We’ve been interviewing cleaners all morning. Mother’s been impossible. One girl’s finally agreed to start next week, but I had to take her aside and speak to her privately. I practically had to beg her. I doubt she’ll last a day. Try to forgive my mother if you can. She has arthritis, and she’s in pain.’ 
 
    James thought Eve must have been exaggerating, until he met her mother. 
 
    She was a small, thin woman, well into her seventies. Tiny in an armchair, she clutched her walking-stick like a shillelagh. James could see the pain in her tight mouth and hunched body, but there was a keen intelligence in her eyes, and pride in her bearing. She reminded him of his mother when she’d been ill, and he could see where Eve got her looks. 
 
    ‘This is Lilian, my mother,’ said Eve, ‘and mother, this is James, Catherine Dempsey’s husband.’ 
 
    ‘I think we met a few years ago,’ said James, holding out his hand, ‘at a wedding.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t remember,’ said Lilian, scowling at him and not taking his hand. 
 
    ‘James has kindly agreed to take a look at your television and computer,’ said Eve, giving James an apologetic look. ‘He’s going to see if he can fix them for you.’ 
 
    ‘He won’t fix a damned thing,’ said Lilian. ‘They’re beyond fixing, and he’s too pretty to have any brains.’ 
 
    ‘For God’s sake, Mum!’ said Eve in horror. There was a crack in her voice, and James thought she might be about to cry. 
 
    ‘Well, let’s hope that’s not true,’ said James, not offended in the slightest, and taking a liking to the old woman. 
 
    Lilian narrowed her eyes and glowered at him before lifting her chin as if she was looking for a fight. 
 
    ‘Far too pretty,’ said Lilian with scorn in her voice. 
 
    ‘And you’re too bad-tempered to be a witch,’ said James. 
 
    James could feel the shock his words caused, but he knew from dealing with his mother, who had been at times an astonishingly rude old woman, that attack was often the best form of defence. 
 
    ‘And what do you mean by that?’ said Lilian, her eyes blazing. 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you,’ said James. ‘If you really want to be a witch, it’s much better to be charming and sweet-natured. That way, you can catch your prey when they’re least expecting it.’ 
 
    ‘Lull them into a false sense of security?’ said Lilian. 
 
    ‘Precisely,’ said James, glad to see the gleam of humour in the old woman’s flinty eyes. 
 
    ‘I’ve changed my mind,’ said Lilian to her daughter. ‘Take pretty-boy into the front-room and show him my television.’ 
 
    James was good with technology but it was a struggle even for him. For well over two hours he worked at untangling cables and re-setting routers. He wasn’t helped by the fact that Lilian couldn’t remember her password. He tried five or six of her suggestions without any success. Finally, he got one to work – ‘Buggeritall6.’ 
 
    Even then, he feared he’d have to give up altogether – there were five remote controls, none of them conforming to the brand of the television or the DVD player, and two of them held together with sticky-tape – but he refused to give up. He wouldn’t give the old lady the satisfaction.  
 
    But there was another reason why he didn’t give up. On the shelves by her television he saw she had a whole row of David Attenborough’s magnificent wildlife programmes and, on the shelf beneath, DVDs of the films of Hitchcock, Bunuel, Fellini and Kurosawa along with box sets of The Sopranos, Montalbano and the 1960s TV series of The Prisoner starring Patrick McGoohan. It was clear that she loved great films and television, and he wanted to give her back that pleasure. Apart from anything else, it would provide her with some respite from the pain of arthritis, and the misery of growing old. 
 
    Finally, when he had everything working, with the system arranged so that TV and Sky and the DVD player could all be operated from just two of the remotes, he asked Eve for pen and paper, and wrote clear, simple instructions, before sitting down with Lilian and explaining them to her. As he suspected, she was sharp-minded and, although she tried to hide it, he could tell she was grateful for his help. 
 
    ‘There’s just one more thing,’ said James when he’d gone through the instructions. 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ said Lilian. 
 
    ‘When’s your cleaner coming?’ 
 
    ‘The jewellery thief?’ said Lilian. ‘God knows, ask Eve.’ 
 
    ‘Between 10 and 12 on Tuesday and Friday mornings,’ said Eve, rolling her eyes. ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘I do a supermarket shopping on Tuesday mornings. Would you like to come with me, Lilian, do your shopping at the same time? I could pick you up and bring you back. That way you’ll be out the house when your cleaner’s here.’ 
 
    ‘That would be wonderful,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘And what about Fridays?’ said Lilian. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ said James. ‘Maybe we could find a strip-club or an opium den.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ said Lilian, ‘it’s a deal.’  
 
   


  
 


 
    ON HIS way out, Eve pulled James into the kitchen and closed the door. 
 
    ‘I don’t know how to thank you,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Then don’t,’ said James lightly. His success with Eve’s mother had lifted his spirits. 
 
    ‘Are you really going to run home?’ 
 
    ‘That’s the plan,’ said James. 
 
    ‘I’m about to leave. I could drop you on the way if you like.’ 
 
    ‘It’s all right, I enjoy running.’ 
 
    ‘And you’ve had your instructions?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve had my instructions,’ said James. 
 
    ‘There’s one other thing,’ said Eve, looking embarrassed. 
 
    ‘What is it?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Catherine,’ said Eve, not looking at him. ‘Maybe you should read this.’ 
 
    She handed James her phone, and James read Catherine’s text – 
 
    ‘Glad he’s been of help. Before he goes, tell him to show you his knickers – or else.’ 
 
    James felt angry. For the past few hours he’d forgotten all about sex and slavery, and he’d hoped to leave without being reminded of his lowly status. 
 
    ‘You don’t have to, if you don’t want to,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said James. ‘In that case, I won’t.’ 
 
    ‘But what do you think she means by or else?’ 
 
    James just shrugged. 
 
    ‘Will she punish you if you don’t do what you’re told?’ 
 
    ‘Probably,’ said James. 
 
    ‘The riding-crop?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I certainly wouldn’t want to be responsible for that,’ said Eve, a smile in her voice. ‘Maybe you should just do it.’ 
 
    James looked at her. The amusement in her eyes gave him a hollow feeling in the pit of his stomach, and he felt a familiar arousal. 
 
    ‘Or you could lie and tell her I did it.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never been much of a liar,’ said Eve, still smiling. ‘It’s only a pair of panties. Perhaps we should just get it over with.’ 
 
     James felt as if he was falling. 
 
    ‘Do what Mistress Catherine tells us,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘If you like,’ said James, trying to sound calm. 
 
    ‘So how does this work?’ said Eve. ‘Do I have to tell you what to do?’ 
 
    ‘If you like,’ James said again, a blush spreading across his face. 
 
    ‘Order you?’ said Eve, sweetly aroused to hold power over him again. 
 
    James tried to speak but couldn’t make a sound. 
 
    ‘Very well, then,’ said Eve, adopting a stern manner, putting her hands on her hips in a way that made her look delightfully bossy. ‘Take down your trousers, James, and show me your pretty panties. And be quick about it. When I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it!’ 
 
    Struck by a wave of arousal, James slipped his thumbs into the waistband of his track-suit bottoms, and lowered them obediently to his thighs.  
 
    Eve gave a cheeky wolf-whistle. 
 
    ‘My, my,’ she said, ‘what pretty panties.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said James dazedly. 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome,’ said Eve with laughter sparkling in her eyes.  
 
    Eve thought the panties, light blue with a lace trim, really did look pretty on him. They barely covered his cock and, once again, she admired his slim, athletic body. She liked having him under her power, and she found him to be a very good-looking man. 
 
    ‘Mistress Catherine certainly does give you very pretty panties to wear,’ said Eve. ‘If you were my slave I’d have to buy new ones. Most of mine are ancient, all washed-out and grey. They wouldn’t be half as much fun.’ 
 
    James tried to speak but could only make a choking sound. His cock stirred beneath his silky blue panties. 
 
    Eve felt a little sorry for the embarrassment she was causing him, but she was tuned into his arousal, excited and amused by her play-acting. She wanted to kiss him, put her hand on his cock and feel it grow hard in her hand. But that would be too much. He may be a slave but he was still Catherine’s husband, her property in more ways than one. 
 
    ‘Well, James, you can cover yourself up now,’ she said as if she was bored with him.  
 
    Without a word he pulled up his track-suit bottoms. 
 
    ‘I’ve already told Catherine what a helpful slave you’ve been, now I can tell her how pretty you look in your panties. And I’ll send you my mother’s number so you can confirm Tuesday with her.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ she corrected him. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he repeated. 
 
    ‘Better,’ she said, ‘but I really am grateful to you, you’ve no idea. I may even send you a present as a mark of my appreciation.’ 
 
    ‘There’s no need.’ 
 
    ‘I know, but I’d like to,’ she said, kissing him lightly on the cheek, liking the way he smelled. ‘Regarding my mother, I may phone you from time to time to see how she is. Would that be okay?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    ‘And please, phone me if you ever need to talk about anything. Anything at all.’ 
 
    ‘I will,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Then off you go,‘ said Eve. 
 
    Eve watched from the kitchen window as he ran out of the garden and down the tree-lined avenue. She kept watching, admiring his smooth stride, until he vanished from view. 
 
    When she went through to her mother, she was sitting with James’ instructions in her lap, and with her eyes closed. 
 
    ‘I’m not sleeping,’ said Lilian without opening her eyes. 
 
    ‘I know you’re not,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘He’s an unusual man,’ said Lilian. 
 
    ‘He is,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Marry him at once.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t marry him, Mother, don’t be stupid. He’s already married.’ 
 
    ‘Then steal him from his wife. That’s what women do these days.’ 
 
    ‘Behave yourself,’ said Eve, sitting down in an armchair and closing her eyes. ‘I’m going to close my eyes for five minutes, and then I’m going to drive home.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll miss you,’ said Lilian. 
 
    ‘I’ll miss you too,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘God knows why,’ said Lilian. 
 
    ‘God knows why,’ said Eve.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES ARRIVED home just as Catherine was pulling into the driveway. She had commandeered his BMW X5 while he now drove her VW Golf. It wasn’t a fair exchange, and he felt a sting of loss to see her driving his beloved car. 
 
    He had enjoyed his run and was barely out of breath, but Catherine looked tired and drawn. It was nearly six o-clock. Her job often left her exhausted, but she smiled at him in welcome, and spoke warmly. 
 
    ’The hero returns,’ she said. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ he said. 
 
    ‘I’ve heard from Eve,’ Catherine replied. ‘Apparently you tamed the dragon.’ 
 
    ‘That’s putting it too strongly,’ said James. ‘Darted her, perhaps.’ 
 
    Catherine laughed heartily. She’d forgotten how much she liked his dry sense of humour. 
 
    ‘Whatever you did, Eve’s delighted,’ said Catherine as they went into the house. ‘I’ll show you.’ 
 
    She took her phone from her pocket, tapped its screen and handed it to him. James read the text from Eve. 
 
    ‘Your slave’s a miracle-worker,’ it read. ‘If you ever get bored, can I have him?’ 
 
    ‘Yours for a fiver,’ Catherine had replied, which made James smile. 
 
    Scrolling down, James read the rest of their exchange. 
 
    ‘And he looks very sweet in his baby blue panties.’ 
 
    ‘Just wait till you see him in his apron.’  
 
    ‘Next time?’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘Can’t wait! Thanks for everything.’ 
 
    ‘Safe journey. x.’ 
 
    ‘x’ 
 
    ‘I think you have an admirer,’ said Catherine, taking back her phone and giving him her coat to hang up. 
 
    ‘Can I get you anything?’ said James, already dreading Eve seeing him in his apron. ‘Tea, a glass of wine?’ 
 
    ‘I’m shattered,’ said Catherine, climbing the stairs wearily. ‘I’m going for a lie-down. We don’t have to be at Fran’s till eight.’ 
 
    ‘Do you need something to eat before we go?’  
 
    ‘There’ll be food at the party. Wake me in an hour.’ 
 
    But Catherine was awake before the hour was up. He heard the shower running, and went upstairs to the bedroom. He handed her a towel as she stepped from the shower. 
 
    ‘Shower and shave,’ said Catherine, drying her hair, ‘and then I’ll find something for you to wear.’ 
 
    James took off his track-suit and stood in just his panties. 
 
    ‘Eve was right,’ said Catherine, smiling and patting his bottom, ‘you do look sweet in your panties.’ 
 
    When James came into the bedroom after his shower, Catherine had already dried her hair and was searching through his wardrobe, looking out his clothes for the evening.  
 
    ‘For tonight, we’re Mr and Mrs Normal,’ she said laying his black Levi jeans on the bed along with a white linen shirt. ‘You’ll wear these,‘ she announced, ‘with your black shoes and the dark jacket I got you for Christmas.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, falling instantly under her spell. 
 
    She smiled at him, acknowledging his deference. She was still naked, and he marvelled at her beauty and grace. 
 
    ‘But I wonder,’ she said before adding mischievously. ‘What should you wear underneath?’ 
 
    She saw him glance down at her discarded panties. 
 
    ‘I suppose you could wear the panties I had on today,’ said Catherine. ‘I know how much you’d like that, but I think we need something a little stronger tonight, I’m just not sure what,’ she added as she bent to search through her underwear drawer. 
 
    ‘Couldn’t I wear boxers?’ said James, unable to take his eyes from her lovely shape, ‘since we’re man and wife for the night.’ 
 
    ‘You see?’ said Catherine as she searched. ‘That’s exactly what I’m worried about. Let you be the man for the night and there’s no knowing where it’ll end. We’re only pretending to be man and wife, you need to understand that. We’ll still be Mistress and slave underneath. I don’t want you getting any ideas above your station, really and truly, I don’t. That wouldn’t do at all, would it?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said meekly, longing to kneel and kiss her lovely bottom. 
 
    ‘Aha,’ she said in triumph, ‘I’ve found just the thing.’ 
 
    Finding what she was looking for behind some old sports bras, she turned to James and held up a white garment with a flourish. 
 
    ‘Well, then, what do you think?’ she asked him. 
 
    James looked at the garment in confusion. 
 
    ‘Don’t you recognise it?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think I do.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, come on, you must. You used to tease me when I wore it. You’d call me Granny Kate.’ 
 
    James felt a memory stir, but he couldn’t bring it to mind. 
 
    ‘It’s my panty-girdle,’ said Catherine. ‘I wore it after I’d had the babies, don’t you remember? For months, it was the only way I could look half-decent in a dress.’ 
 
    It came back to James in a flood. She’d worn it after the babies had been born, before she’d got her figure back. He’d called her Granny Kate because he thought they were the kind of panties only old women wore.  
 
    Secretly, he’d found her very sexy in the girdle. It had made her look alluringly stern and womanly. 
 
    ‘You really did tease me,’ said Catherine. ‘I’ve never forgotten it, and now, at long last, I’m going to get my own back.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t wear that.’ 
 
    ‘Of course you can.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ he insisted, feeling a thrill of horror and arousal. 
 
    ‘You’ll wear what I tell you to wear,’ she said in the stern way he loved. 
 
    ‘It’s too small,’ he said desperately. 
 
    ‘I’ll be the judge of that,’ said Catherine, glancing at the Playtex label on the inside of the girdle which was marked with an M for medium. She couldn’t remember if medium meant a size 12 or 14. She hoped for James’ sake it meant 14. 
 
    ‘Here,’ she said, offering him the panty-girdle. ‘Put it on.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t tell you again!’ 
 
    He took the garment from her. It felt cold and heavy in his hand, so unlike any of her other panties she’d made him wear, yet his cock stirred as he stepped into it. It was a struggle to get it even to the tops of his thighs. He stopped, and looked pleadingly at his Mistress. 
 
    ‘It’s far too small,’ he said, ‘it’ll never fit.’ 
 
    ‘You men don’t know what women go through,’ Catherine said impatiently, taking hold of the girdle and tugging it firmly up over his tummy. ‘There you are, you see. It fits perfectly.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t breathe,’ he said, astonished at how restrictive the garment felt. It crushed his cock and balls in a way that left him feeling neutered, unmanned. 
 
    ‘You’ll get used to it,’ she said, ‘and it’s supposed to be tight. That’s the whole point.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll faint at the party.’ 
 
    ‘You’d better not,’ said Catherine, ‘for your sake.’ 
 
    She patted the diamond shaped panel on the front of the girdle, and then caressed the reinforced latex that was crushing him so fiercely. ‘Very trim,’ she said with a giggle. ‘Hardly even a bump.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded. ‘Not this.’ 
 
    ‘Not another word,’ she said with steel in her voice, ‘unless you want to have a very sore bottom under your girdle.’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ he said again. 
 
    ‘I’m warning you, James,’ she said, anger flashing in her eyes. ‘Now go and get dressed.’ 
 
    He did as he was told, truly afraid he might not make it through the evening in the terrifying garment. 
 
    ‘But what will I wear?’ said Catherine as she slipped on a pretty white bra with her customary grace. She stood holding the matching panties, rooting through the underwear drawer with her other hand.  
 
    ‘What about these?’ she said, taking another pair of panties from the drawer. 
 
    They were a pair of very expensive Aubade white silk French knickers James had bought her years ago. ‘Typical man,’ she’d said at the time, and never worn them. Ever since, James had lived in hope that one day she might wear them for him. 
 
    ‘It might be nice to wear loose and lacy panties, knowing you’re trapped in your girdle. Oh yes,’ she said, ‘I think, I’ll like that. And with stay-ups too,’ she said taking out an unopened packet of Wolford stay-up stockings she’d bought at the week-end. 
 
    Tom liked her in stockings. 
 
    She slipped on the loose and lacy French panties, and then tore open the cellophane packet and sat to pull on her stockings. She put on her open-toed high-heeled shoes, then stood and walked over to the mirror. 
 
    James gazed at her adoringly, his cock struggling to come erect in its nylon prison. Catherine always exuded a strong sensual allure, but she looked magnificent in her heels and stockings, and in the loose French knickers that moved around the tops of her stockings with the lacy, glamorous sway of a burlesque petticoat.  
 
    He thought her exquisite, infinitely alluring. 
 
    ‘I love this new life of ours,’ said Catherine, sitting at her dressing-table to do her hair and make-up. ‘I come back from work feeling a thousand years old and all it takes is a nap and an attentive slave, and I’m a new woman. It’s a kind of miracle, really it is. Maybe I should write one of those how-to books and spread the word, call it The Dominant Wife or An Obedient Husband by Catherine Dempsey, or rather Mistress Catherine Dempsey. How to enslave your husband and free your mind. What do you think? Would it sell?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve no idea,’ said James, distracted by the discomfort he felt from the girdle. 
 
    ‘The world’s not ready,’ she said, half to herself. ‘And I haven’t the time. Are these shoes clean?’ she asked suddenly, looking down at her pretty shoes. ‘I hope for your sake they are.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James replied. He remembered how much he’d enjoyed cleaning and polishing them. She often wore them on her dates with her lover which gave them a special allure. 
 
    ‘Tell me, James,’ she said, brushing out her thick, dark hair and changing the subject again. ‘Whatever happened to the chastity-belt I asked you to order? The panty-girdle has made me think of it? You did order one, didn’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered, a knot tightening in his stomach. 
 
    ‘The steel one I saw on that web-site?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘What was it called, remind me?’ 
 
    ‘The Jailbird.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she said with a little laugh. ‘The Jailbird. I hope you really have ordered it. You’re not lying to me, are you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then where is it?’ 
 
    ‘It’s being made to measure,’ he told her. ‘It might take up to six weeks.’ 
 
    ‘So it should be here before too long?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said, applying her lipstick. ‘I’m curious to see what it’s like, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘A little,’ said James.  
 
    He’d forgotten about the chastity belt, and the tight girdle made him dread its arrival. 
 
    ‘What do think it will feel like to be locked up in a steel cage?’ Catherine asked casually. ‘If it works the way they claim, you won’t be able to get free, you know that, don’t you? You won’t be able to come,’ she said before he could answer. ‘No more touching yourself when I’m away at work. No more coming into my panties when you’re lying in your cot at night. Not unless I let you.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Not unless I unlock you.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘What a lovely thought,’ she said, catching his eye in the mirror. ‘At least it is for me. I often find myself thinking about what it will feel like to click the lock shut. It does come with a padlock, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Your cock won’t be yours any more, it will belong to me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘That’s quite a thought, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘It makes me wet just thinking about it, but you like that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘If I was you, I’d be very scared,’ said Catherine idly, rolling her lips together as she finished putting on her lipstick. ‘Are you scared, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered truthfully, horribly aroused by the thought of Catherine locking him in his cage before going to her lover. 
 
    ‘So you should be,’ said Catherine. ‘There’s no knowing where this might end. I rather think putting you in chastity will mark the next step in our adventure.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be my little man in an iron cage,’ said Catherine, thinking vaguely, and for no reason that she could understand, of Alexandre Dumas’ novel ‘The Man In The Iron Mask.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, longing to fall to his knees before her.  
 
    ‘Well, I’ll look forward to its arrival,’ said Catherine, finishing her make-up. ‘Wearing the girdle tonight will be good practice for you, for both of us. Now fetch my dress,’ she commanded. ‘My floral dress.’ 
 
    James knew the one she meant, and he took the dress from her wardrobe, and slipped it from its hanger. Catherine sprayed perfume at her neck and behind her knees before rising from her dressing-table like a goddess. Taking the dress from her slave, she pulled it over her head, turning to let James do up its zip. She stood admiring herself in the mirror. It was her favourite dress and she looked beautiful in it. Its damask floral pattern, in muted colours of bronze and ruby red, suited her dark hair and flawless Irish complexion. The top was fitted, with three-quarter length sleeves, but its skirt released into a swaying, swirling hem that made the most of her elegant figure, and naturally good legs. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said, ‘how do I look?’ 
 
    ‘You look lovely, Mistress,’ he said, his voice breaking a little. ‘More than lovely.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t overdo it,’ she said, turning sideways and looking at her reflection critically, ‘or I’ll think you don’t mean it.’ 
 
    ‘I’m the luckiest man alive,’ he said, suddenly moved to tears by her beauty, and the sexual authority she held over him, an authority that brought him pleasure beyond words. 
 
    Pleasure, and a strange form of freedom. 
 
    ‘There are tears in your eyes,’ she said, smiling at him with gentle affection. 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he said, wiping his eyes. ‘You know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Of course I know it,’ she said softly, moved by his tears. ‘You silly man, now dry your eyes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, taking a handkerchief from his jacket pocket. 
 
    ‘And you look very nice too,’ she said, stepping back to admire him in his black jeans and open-necked white shirt and jacket. She was struck by how well he looked. He really was a handsome man, and she’d always been pleased to be seen with him. ‘All the women at the party will fall for you, and think you’re such a manly man. But I’ll know, won’t I? I’ll know the truth.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said with a lump in his throat. ‘You’ll know.’ 
 
    She looked at him for a few moments with nothing but love.  
 
    ‘I think you should kiss my feet,’ she said warmly. ‘Would that help?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said gratefully. ‘I think it would.’ 
 
    ‘Then on you go,’ she said, kissing him on his cheek, and putting one pretty foot out for him. 
 
    He knelt to her, breathing in her lovely scent. The girdle crushed him mercilessly as he bent to place his lips adoringly against her nylon-clad toes peeping from her neat little shoes. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ he heard her say from somewhere far above his bowed head. ‘That’s the way. Worship your Mistress. Love her… Obey her … Now and forever …’  
 
      
 
      
 
    IT WAS twelve miles to Fran’s house in the country. James drove them in what used to be his car. As Catherine’s slave, he was to be her chauffeur for the night so she could drink at the party if she wanted. It felt strange to be driving his car again. It smelled different, as if her scent had permeated the upholstery. And it was Catherine’s music that was playing – ‘Sympathy For The Devil,’ not the raucous, swaggering original by The Rolling Stones, but the swirly, girly version by Freedom Dub.  
 
    Female power had taken over his car as it had taken over his life. 
 
    Irritated yet enslaved by the girly music, James kept glancing at Catherine’s lovely legs. Her dress had ridden up her thighs, and her sleek, nylon-clad knees looked wonderful. 
 
    ‘It’s lovely living like this,’ Catherine said. ‘I don’t think I could stop even I wanted to.’ 
 
    James let his eyes linger on her beautiful legs. 
 
    ‘Eyes on the road,’ said Catherine, looking forward to the party, and her date with Tom the following evening. The thought of her lover aroused her, and she pulled up the hem of her elegant dress, her fingers slipping easily beneath the loose lace of her French knickers.  
 
    James glimpsed the tops of her stockings, and her hand slipping beneath the froth of lace. He grimaced as his cock strained against its prison. 
 
    ‘What did I tell you?’ said Catherine, amusement in her voice. ‘Eyes on the road.’ 
 
    James made himself watch the road, longing to feast his eyes on his lovely Mistress. 
 
    ‘I can see why French women wear knickers like these,’ said Catherine lazily, her fingers touching her most private place. ‘You can just move them to one side, touch yourself whenever you want. You could fuck with them on. What would that feel like, James? Think of it. All that lace against your cock. Oh, but, I forgot, I don’t let you fuck me any more, do I? I have another man for that. Poor James,’ she said, closing her eyes as her pleasure mounted. 
 
    When James pulled up at Fran’s house, Catherine adjusted her dress with a prim shake and held her fingers to James’ face. ‘Lick my fingers,’ she said, pushing her fingers into his mouth. ‘Clean them with your tongue.’ 
 
    James did as he was told, thrilling to the scent and taste of her.  
 
      
 
      
 
    BY ANY standards, it was a good party. The hosts and the other guests were friendly and welcoming, the food wonderful, and the loud music in the room set aside for dancing a terrific mix of rock and pop, soul and reggae. But James felt constrained, very much in the shadow of his beautiful wife. Catherine knew many more of the guests than he did, a good number of them staff from the school where she worked, and it was clear that she was both admired and well-liked. James watched as she mingled happily, talking and laughing, her lovely presence a blessing to whatever group she joined. 
 
    James drank sparkling water, and talked with the husbands of Catherine’s friends and colleagues, remembering some of them from previous parties. Mostly he talked about sports and politics, and listened to their stories of cars and holidays, trying to appear like an ordinary man enjoying himself at a party. 
 
    James scouted out a bathroom at the rear of the house that none of the other guests had discovered. He retreated there as often as he could without it looking odd. He didn’t go to pee. Once he’d safely locked the door behind him, he took down his jeans and the agonisingly tight girdle, enjoying blissful freedom for a minute or two. As he stood there, images of Catherine crowded his brain – her stocking-tops and French panties, her naked bottom and full breasts as she bent over her underwear drawer, the knowing amusement in her eyes, her proud expression as she admired her reflection in the mirror, as well as his memory of her glorious scent and taste. When he pulled up the girdle, the heavy elastic pressed his erection flat against his stomach, and he felt owned by her, controlled from afar. 
 
    Possessed. 
 
    As the evening wore on, the dance-room became the centre of the party, and Catherine loved to dance, her hair flying out behind her, and her dress swirling around her lovely legs. She truly was a sight to behold, and James saw the secretive way men looked at her with hunger in their eyes, the same sad hunger that inspired Jobim’s wonderful song, ‘The Girl From Ipanema.’ 
 
    He saw one teenage boy, Fran’s nephew, staring at Catherine with such a lost and pained look that James knew Catherine would haunt the boy’s dreams as surely as she haunted his own. 
 
    As Catherine danced to Credence’s ‘Bad Moon Rising,’ Fran appeared at James’ side, and spoke in his ear so he could hear over the music. ‘Catherine’s so happy and so lovely. Well done you, I say. You must be a wonderful husband.’ She kissed him on the cheek, and walked away, leaving him feeling strangely moved. 
 
    Catherine danced with one man after another, and often with her women friends, but she didn’t ignore her slave entirely.  
 
    When Percy Sledge’s slow, sensual ‘When A Man Loves A Woman’ began to play, she pulled him up for a slow dance. Leaning her head on his chest, and pressing sweetly against him, they swayed together, for all the world like a happily married couple. He loved the feel of her, her slim waist under his hands, the smell of her shining hair. One of her hands rested on his back just below his belt and she caressed him lovingly, but he knew she was reminding him of what he was wearing beneath his jeans, of her power over him. ‘How are you doing down there?’ she said mischievously in his ear, pushing her hips against him just as the song ended. Not waiting for his reply, she took another partner and began to dance to The Spencer Davis Group’s great old song, ‘Keep On Running.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    THE NEXT time James sought respite in his secret bathroom, Catherine appeared at his side, pushing past him in the doorway and locking the door behind them.  
 
    ‘So this is where you’ve been hiding,’ she said, hurrying to lift her dress. She didn’t take down her panties, but held them prettily to one side as she sat to pee. ‘Come here,’ she said, smiling mischievously as she began to pee. When he came close, she caressed the front of his jeans, saying, ‘Take down your jeans, I want to see your panty-girdle.’ 
 
    He undid his belt and pulled down his jeans. ‘Poor James,’ she said, smiling and rubbing her hand over the front of his girdle. ‘It must be very uncomfortable under there. Is it James, is it very uncomfortable?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a trembling voice. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said again, ‘and my panties are so soft and loose. Life can be so unfair, can’t it? I imagine you’d like a little break.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then take your girdle down.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, obeying gladly.  
 
    Catherine laughed to see his eager erection spring free.  
 
    ‘Someone’s very pleased to see me,’ she said, caressing him lightly before leaning forward and taking his cock in her mouth. 
 
    James gasped in surprise and delight, but Catherine immediately took her mouth away, saying, ‘That was just to remind you what you’re missing.’  
 
    She finished peeing, and went to tear off some toilet paper, but she stopped and looked at James with The Devil in her eyes. Keeping her eyes on him, she reached behind to flush the toilet before standing, still holding up her dress with her panties to one side.  
 
    James could see her lovely, glistening cunt. 
 
    ‘Clean me, slave,’ she said. ‘Clean me with your tongue.’ 
 
    He stared at her in disbelief.  
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she said, knowing he would obey. ’I know you want to.’ 
 
    He couldn’t do it. Surely, he couldn’t.  
 
    It was dirty, unclean, and yet he craved the degradation, and his cock leapt as he kneeled before her, gazing in wonder at her long legs and stocking-tops.  
 
    ‘That’s a good slave,’ she said softly, holding aside the pretty lace in her slim fingers, and standing with her legs a little wider apart. He’d never done this before, never dreamed he ever would, and his tongue flicked timidly against her cunt, tasting the yeasty tang of her pee. He expected to feel disgust, yet the taste thrilled him, and he licked harder with the fervour of an acolyte. 
 
    ‘I’m surprised I haven’t thought of this before,’ said Catherine, thrilled by his surrender, and pushing against his mouth as he worshipped her, letting the soft lace of her panties fall against his face. ‘It feels right, don’t you think? Perhaps I’ll keep you in the bathroom from now on. Keep you as my little toilet-slave. I think you might like that. Oh yes, James, I think you might.’ 
 
    He groaned with desire and pushed his tongue deeper inside her. As he kissed her, his hands fondled the tops of her stockings, loving the sacred place above the taut nylon, but Catherine was done with him now, and she pushed him away, checking her reflection in the mirror as she re-arranged her dress. 
 
    ‘It’s getting late,’ she said, leaving the bathroom. ‘We’ll go home soon.’ 
 
    James locked the door behind her. He pulled up the girdle but his straining cock pulsed in its fierce grip, and he had to quickly take it down again to stop himself from coming. With the girdle around his knees, he splashed cold water against his face, and rinsed out his mouth. He looked at his reflection in the mirror above the sink, wondering what kind of man he had become, and if he could even call himself a man any more.  
 
      
 
      
 
    THEY DIDN’T leave soon.  
 
    Catherine was greatly in demand as a dance-partner, and many of her friends pulled James onto the crowded dance-floor. They’d all had a few drinks by now, and wouldn’t take no for an answer, but the women were pleasant and attractive, and James might have enjoyed himself more if he’d had a few beers to help him relax, and if he hadn’t felt so hot and uncomfortable in his underwear. 
 
    It was well after midnight by the time they finally left the party, waved off by Fran and her husband Steve. As they drove away, James saw Fran’s nephew watching from an upstairs window, trying, no doubt, to get one last look at Catherine.  
 
    James relaxed as he drove, glad he’d survived the ordeal and looking forward to getting home, but he hadn’t driven a mile before Catherine told him to pull in by the side of the road. 
 
    ‘What for?’ James asked. 
 
    ‘Just do as you’re told,’ she replied. 
 
    When he stopped the car, she got out, and got into the back seat, saying, ‘Now you’re really my chauffeur.’ Fastening her seat-belt, she told him to drive. As he pulled away, he watched in his driver’s mirror as she took out her phone, and made a call. 
 
    ‘Put the music on,’ she ordered him before her call was answered. He did as he was told. It was another girly version of a Stones classic, ‘Fool To Cry.’ The little screen on the player informed him it was from an album he’d never heard of called Bossa N’ Stones. Catherine began talking on her phone but the music was sensual and subdued and, if he listened hard enough, he could make out what she was saying – 
 
    ‘I hope I didn’t wake you … I’m glad … I’m on my way home … It was a lovely party, but I missed you … Missed you and missed you … Of course I haven’t forgotten, but I don’t know if I can wait till tomorrow.’  
 
    The chauffeur’s eyes caught hers in the driving mirror. Her expression was cold, unreadable. 
 
    ‘I was wondering,’ she continued. ‘Say no if you like … Wondering if I could drop by on my way home … No, I’ve had a drink and James is driving … I know it’s strange … I’ll explain when I get there … There’s a lot I have to tell you … That’s great … Ten minutes … Me too …’  
 
    She made a kissing sound, and ended her call. 
 
    ‘Catherine?’ James said in a worried voice, turning down the music. 
 
    ‘We’re not going home,’ she said firmly. ‘We’re going into town first. Carlton Street, just up from the library.’ 
 
    James started to protest but she talked over him. 
 
    ‘Keep quiet, James,’ she said sternly. ‘Don’t say a word, I’m warning you. Turn the music up, and drive me into town. I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    His heart hammering, and with panic in his soul, James did as he was told.  
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN HE drove into Carlton Street, Eve told him where to stop. ‘Wait for me,’ she said, getting out of the car. 
 
    James saw a tall man emerge from a doorway about thirty yards up the street. Seeing him, Catherine broke into a run, throwing herself into his arms, and kissing him deeply. James could hardly bear to watch, but he saw the man look at his car for a few moments before going inside with Catherine. 
 
    James waited and waited, unable to take in the depth of his degradation. Many times he told himself it must be a dream, but the cramping discomfort he felt from the girdle told him otherwise. 
 
    Was this what he wanted? Did he truly want Catherine to treat him so cruelly? Did he want to wait outside like a useless, broken fool while she made love to another man? 
 
    To his despair, and with a drowning feeling that was both terrifying and deeply arousing, James understood it was not only what he wanted, it was what he longed for in the depths of his being. 
 
    It was nearly two hours before Catherine emerged from her lover’s flat. Her lover was with her, and they stood embracing and kissing for long moments before Catherine managed to pull herself away from him, and walk towards the car. 
 
    She walked proudly, without remorse, flicking her hair over the collar of her coat, and staring boldly at her waiting slave as she drew near to the car. 
 
    ‘We can go home now,’ she said as she got into the back seat, adding to James’ humiliation. She was making it clear where he stood in her estimation. He was her chauffeur, her servant, nothing more, and she wanted both her lover and her slave to understand that. 
 
    James didn’t turn his head to look at her lover as he drove past him, but out of the corner of his eye he saw him bend and wave in the car window to Catherine. In his driving-mirror, James saw her wave back and blow him a kiss. 
 
    ‘I’ve told him,’ she said once her lover had vanished from view. ‘He didn’t know before, but he knows now, he knows you’re my slave. I’m so happy,’ she added, gripped by a sweet delight. ‘I was worried what he might think of me, but he didn’t mind. He didn’t mind at all. In fact, I think he rather liked it. Isn’t that wonderful?’  
 
    She didn’t care when James said nothing in reply. ‘I think it might be time for you to meet him,’ she continued. ‘Now that the secret’s out. I’ll see how I feel, how things go.’ 
 
    It was true, she reflected happily. It might be time. Tom really hadn’t minded about James being her slave. If anything, the idea had excited him, and they’d made love with a fierce, hungry passion, aroused by the thought of her husband waiting helplessly outside in the car. 
 
    She’d kept on her stockings and her French panties, and he’d loved the way the panties had felt, so loose and soft against his thrusting cock. Seeing how much they aroused him, she’d decided to have James buy her more pairs in the same style. 
 
     Afterwards, they’d lain in silence, just enjoying being together, before sharing a cigarette and talking quietly. Curious and excited, he’d asked more questions about her marriage, and what it was like to have a slave. ‘I’ll tell you everything tomorrow night,’ she’d said, kissing him and fondling his cock until it was hard again. She’d laughed with joy at his desire for her, straddling him, taking him deep inside her, and saying, ‘He’s my slave, that’s all you need to know … He does what I tell him … I do what I like with him … We can do what we like … Be together whenever we want … Any time at all … ’ 
 
    They came together, crying out their love, thrilled by their freedom, and their power and dominion over another soul.  
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN CATHERINE and her slave reached home, they didn’t go straight inside. ‘Walk with me,’ she said, leading him lazily through the warm night to the lawn at the back of the house.  
 
    James walked meekly behind her, watching her dress sway around her knees. A pale, full moon hung in the sky, bathing his Mistress in its silvery light.  
 
    ‘Take off your clothes,’ she said. ‘All of them.’ 
 
    James could only obey, dropping his clothes and shoes on the grass as he followed her. When he took off his girdle, his erect cock sprang free, craving her attention. 
 
    But all she said was ‘Lie down,’ and once more James obeyed. He lay on his back looking up at her. Around them the trees moved slowly in the soft breeze. He felt a thrill of anticipation when she began to slide up her dress. ‘Turn round,’ she commanded him. ‘Lie on your front.’ 
 
    He turned over, his eager cock pressing against the grassy earth. He didn’t understand what she was doing when her pretty feet appeared on either side of his head. 
 
    Catherine had read about this on a number of the websites she’d visited, and she was curious to try it. 
 
    She stood above her slave, looking up at the bright moon, waiting for her body to relax. She had no doubt the time would come when she’d fly too near the sun, and her wings would melt but, for tonight at least, she felt indestructible, all-powerful, as if she could soar beyond the moon and the sun, and find new worlds to conquer. 
 
    Once more she held the lace of her panties to one side, giving a shiver as her lover’s plentiful seed began to drip from her. 
 
    ‘This is what it feels like to live under the power of a woman,’ she said as she began to pee. ‘Stay where you are,’ she commanded when James convulsed in shock.  
 
    James stayed still as the powerful stream struck the back of his head. It took several moments before it made its way through his hair, down his cheeks and over his mouth, splashing onto the ground. He tasted her on his lips, and felt his cock pulse against the grass.  
 
    How had she known he wanted this? How had she known when he hadn’t known himself? 
 
    Once she’d finished with him, she walked slowly away towards the house, her lovely dress once more swaying at her knees. He gazed after her in wonder. 
 
    He felt only love for her. 
 
    The Mistress of his heart. 
 
    His Mistress of The Moon.  
 
   


  
 


 
    THREE 
 
      
 
    ‘It was cruel of us, knowing he was outside. Knowing he knew.’  
 
      
 
    ‘It’s late,’ she said, nuzzling his neck. ‘I have to go.’ 
 
    It was after twelve and she was usually home before midnight. Her slave would be worried. 
 
    But Tom pulled her close, saying, ’I don’t want you to go.’ 
 
    Catherine kissed him, running her fingers across his chest and down to his cock which hardened in her hand. 
 
    She took her hand quickly away. They’d made love twice since they’d come back from the restaurant, and she couldn’t bear the joy and ache of it again. 
 
    He had a long, thick cock but he didn’t think more of himself because of its size. If anything, he was rueful about it, which amused Catherine, and she enjoyed teasing him about his ‘great thing.’ He viewed his cock as part of his body, that was all, like his nose or his hands. She liked that about him, and she liked the way he made love to her gently at first, fearful he might hurt her. He did hurt her, but only for a short time before pleasure swept away the pain, and when she thought of his cock, which she did often, she thought of it with a tenderness that made her smile.  
 
    In a little more than four short weeks she’d grown exceptionally fond of this kind, funny, sexy Irishman. 
 
    ‘Stay the night, Catherine,’ he said, stroking her hair. ‘I want to wake up with you in the morning.’ 
 
    They’d never spent a whole night together. They both knew if she agreed to stay it would be another step towards a serious relationship. 
 
    ‘That would be lovely,’ she said, ‘but I have to get back.’ 
 
    ‘I thought he was your slave,’ he said. 
 
    ‘He is my slave,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Well then, you can do what you like.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not that simple,’ she said.  
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘He’ll be waiting up for me. He’ll be worried.’ 
 
    ‘Call him,’ he said. ‘Tell him you’re staying the night.’ 
 
    ‘He’s not ready for that.’ 
 
    ‘Call him.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve told you, he’s not ready.’ 
 
    ‘Then I’ll call him.’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t put it past you,’ she said, aroused by the thought of him taking charge of her husband like that. She saw herself kissing and stroking his cock as he talked to James on the phone, laying down the law. 
 
    ‘Would you really call him?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘If it meant you’d stay.’ 
 
    ‘What would you say to him?’ she said, curious to hear. 
 
    ‘What would you like me to say?’ he said, sensing her arousal. 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Tell me.’ 
 
    ‘I’d tell him I’m keeping you for the night.’ 
 
    ‘Keeping me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You make me sound like a prisoner.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I might be a willing prisoner,’ she said, kissing the smile on his lips. 
 
    ‘Free servitude?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. 
 
    ‘You’re a lovely woman,’ he said, gazing at her fondly. ‘Truly, Catherine, you are.’ 
 
    ‘What else would you tell him?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘I’d tell him you’d be home when it suited you.’ 
 
    ‘And not before?’ 
 
    ‘And not before.’ 
 
    ‘Simple as that.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘He’d have no say in the matter?’ 
 
    ‘Of course not.’ 
 
    ‘None at all?’ 
 
    ‘None at all,’ he said. 
 
    A lightning-fork of pleasure flashed in her blood. 
 
    ‘He’d ask to speak to me,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t let him speak to you.’ 
 
    ‘He might start to argue.’ 
 
    ‘I’d tell him to keep quiet and do as he’s told.’  
 
    ‘You like this, don’t you?’ she said. ‘Taking charge, knowing he’s my slave?’ 
 
    ‘I do,’ he said. ‘I don’t deny it. I liked it last night too, knowing he was outside in the car. It felt …’  
 
    He couldn’t find the word for it. 
 
    ‘Cruel?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Something like that,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Mmm,’ she said, remembering how good it had felt. ‘It was cruel of us, knowing he was outside. Knowing he knew. And you liked me in these knickers too, didn’t you?’ 
 
    She took his hand and guided it between her legs. She was wearing loose French panties again and dark stay-up stockings. He didn’t usually care what women wore in bed but these French panties drove him crazy. He reached beneath the enticing lace to her lovely cunt. Like the night before, when she’d made her husband wait outside in the car, she’d kept her French panties on while they’d fucked and he’d loved the feel of the silken lace against his cock. 
 
    ‘James bought me these,’ she said. ‘He always hoped I’d wear them for him, but I never have. They just sat at the back of the drawer waiting for you to come along. I’ve only worn them for you,’ she said tenderly. ‘Only for you.’ 
 
    He pushed two fingers inside her and bent his head to kiss her breasts. He felt her press against him and her nipple harden in his mouth.  
 
    ‘Before I left tonight,’ she whispered, ‘I told him to buy me more panties like these.’ 
 
    ‘Knowing you’ll wear them for me?’ he said in between kisses. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Knowing I’ll wear them for you.’ 
 
    ‘You told him that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I told him,’ she said, leading his mouth to her other breast. ‘I like telling him about us. It reminds him of his place. The pair I’m wearing now are the pair I wore last night. I made him wash them out by hand and hang them outside to dry so I could wear them for you again tonight. I caught him standing at the window looking out as they fluttered on the line, his little flag of surrender. I came up behind him and whispered in his ear how much I like wearing them for you, how you like me to keep them on when we fuck. How you love to feel the lace against your cock when we’re fucking. And all the time he stood watching them on the line. A man in a dream.’ 
 
    ‘You made him wash them for you?’ he said, intrigued by this side of her. Most of the time she was such a warm-hearted, respectable woman. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘By hand?’ he said with a disbelieving laugh. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘So you could wear them for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You told him I like to fuck you when you’re wearing them? 
 
    ‘I did.’ 
 
    ‘And he didn’t mind?’ 
 
    ‘A part of him minded very much, but another part of him loved it with all his heart. I’ve learned that now. That’s how this kind of sex works.’ 
 
    ‘Sadomasochism?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said, pushing against his fingers. ‘Where the torment is so sweet. And do you know what else?’ 
 
    ‘What?’ he said, his voice thick now with desire.  
 
    ‘When I’m getting dressed, he kneels at my feet to help me on with my stockings and shoes. He’s become a very attentive little helper. And before I leave the house to come and meet you I make him kneel in the hall to kiss the hem of my dress. I often insist on that just before I go out, even in the mornings before I leave for work. It’s become a kind of ritual.’ 
 
    ‘You really are La Belle Dame,’ he said, a part of him envying her slave. ‘La Belle Dame Sans Merci.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps I am,’ she said. ‘It’s what keeps him under.’ 
 
    ‘Under your power?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Your spell?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What about me?’ he said. 
 
    ‘What about you?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’m under your spell,’ he said, ‘but I’m not your slave.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ she said, ‘you’re not. This is a very different kind of magic.’ 
 
    ‘Is it?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘Trust me,’ she said. ‘It is.’ 
 
    ‘In that case, I have a message for your husband,’ he said. 
 
    ‘A message?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, his fingers moving inside her. ‘Will you tell him it for me?’  
 
    ‘I might,’ she said, beginning to lose herself. 
 
    ‘I want you to tell him again how much I like you in these panties, how lovely it feels to fuck you when you’re wearing them, how lovely your cunt feels under all this lace. Will you tell him that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘In those exact words?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I want him to know they’re my words, not yours.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll make sure he knows.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to enjoy telling him.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I will,’ she said.  
 
    ‘Tell him that, from now on, I expect him to dress you in your most beautiful clothes and underwear for our dates. Every time. Without fail.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll tell him.’ 
 
    ‘Nothing but the best will do. Make sure he understands.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    ‘I mean it, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘I know you do,’ she said, her hand brushing against his cock. It was fully erect. 
 
    ‘Do you still fuck him?’ he asked. 
 
    The question surprised her. He’d never asked about her marriage before. 
 
    ‘Why do you want to know?’ 
 
    ‘I’m curious.’ 
 
    ‘And perhaps a little jealous?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, perhaps that too.’ 
 
    She smiled and kissed him. She was glad he was jealous. 
 
    ‘If you must know, we haven’t made love since that night I came to your bar, but sometimes, if I’m in the mood, I let him worship me.’ 
 
    ‘Worship you?’ he said, a smile in his voice. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. 
 
    ‘With his tongue?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘He is a slave, after all – that’s what slaves do – but we don’t make love like man and wife any more. I know he wants to, but I don’t let him. That’s only for you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad to hear it,’ he said.  
 
    And truly he was glad.  
 
    ‘Does he worship you after you’ve been with me?’ he asked, curious to hear more. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said, a little nervous of what he might think.  
 
    ‘So he’s tasted me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been in his mouth?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And he knows?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes,’ she said. ‘He’s not a fool.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad he knows,’ he said, holding her tight. ‘I want him to know.’  
 
    She felt his cock press against her stomach. A familiar yearning began to swim in her veins. 
 
    ‘I have another message for him,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Do you indeed?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I do,’ he said. 
 
    ‘What message is that?’ she said, enjoying their game. 
 
    ‘Tell him you won’t let him fuck you again. Not ever. Tell him that’s over. He may be your husband, but I’m the man in your life. He needs to know that.’ 
 
    ‘He already does.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but I want you to tell him from me. I want it to be utterly clear. You’re my woman, not his.’ 
 
    ‘Your woman?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘He’s never to fuck me again?’ 
 
    ‘Never.’ 
 
    ‘My own husband?’ 
 
    ‘Your own husband.’ 
 
    ‘I’m to forbid him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What if he disobeys?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Then I’ll come to your house,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Come to my house?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What for?’ 
 
    ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    ‘To punish him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘For his disobedience?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, that would be a sight to see,’ she said, kissing him and putting her hand on his cock. She felt it leap and strain under her touch. She trailed her fingers along its length to make it leap again. 
 
    ‘Do you want me to come to your house?’ he said. 
 
    ‘To punish my husband?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Discipline him?’ 
 
    ‘If you like,’ he said, his fingers still moving inside her. ‘Would you like me to discipline your husband?’ 
 
    ‘That depends,’ she said. 
 
    ‘On what?’ 
 
    ‘On how hard you do it.’ 
 
    ‘How hard would you like me to do it?’ 
 
    ‘Hard,’ she whispered, a dark undertow pulling at her senses. ‘Very hard.’ 
 
    ‘Then that’s what I’d do,’ he said.  
 
    ‘With all your strength,’ she said, a hunger in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said.  
 
    ‘For wanting to make love to me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘His own wife.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’  
 
    ‘For disobeying you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I couldn’t let him away with that.’ 
 
    ‘You’d show no mercy.’ 
 
    ‘None at all.’ 
 
    ‘That would be cruel of us,’ she said. 
 
    ‘It would,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I’d like that,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Would you?’ he said. 
 
    ‘And you would too,’ she said, cupping his balls, tugging them gently. 
 
    ‘I might really hurt him,’ he said.  
 
    ‘I know,‘ she said.  
 
    ‘I wouldn’t spare him.’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t want you to.’ 
 
    ‘You could watch if you like.’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t want to miss it.’  
 
    He saw the mischief in her eyes, the dark amusement. He felt the bond between them deepen. 
 
    ‘You’ve punished him before, haven’t you?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Didn’t you know?’ she said. 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, his fascination for her growing. 
 
    ‘Of course I’ve punished him,’ she said, her fingers drifting up and down his cock, loving the feel of him. ‘A slave should always be punished.’ 
 
    ‘Do you beat him?’  
 
    ‘I do,’ she said.  
 
    ‘On his bottom?’ 
 
    ‘On his bare bottom.’ 
 
    ‘What with?’ 
 
    ‘A riding-crop. A lovely old crop my aunt gave me when I was a girl.’  
 
    ‘Is this true, Catherine?’ 
 
    ‘It’s perfectly true, and I’m very strict with him,’ she said, feeling closer to him now that the truth was out. ‘I make him cry and beg for mercy.’ 
 
    ‘You make him cry?’ 
 
    ‘Sometimes, yes.’ 
 
    ‘Real tears?’ 
 
    ‘Real tears,’ she said. ‘And he’s not a weak man for all he’s a slave.’ 
 
    Once more she felt his cock leap in her hand, and she gave an answering squeeze, loving the silky hardness of him. 
 
    ‘And he still loves you?’ 
 
    ‘That’s why he loves me.’ 
 
    ‘Because you’re cruel to him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Cruel and strict?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Always?’ 
 
    ‘Not when we’re discussing family or work but, other than that, always, yes.’ 
 
    ‘He really is your slave, isn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he really is,’ she said, ‘but he’s still my husband, and that’s why I have to be going.’ 
 
    Reluctantly, she rose from the bed and gathered up her clothes. 
 
    ‘Give me time,‘ she said, pulling on her skirt. ‘I’m not ready to stay the night. Not yet.’ 
 
    ‘What if I did come to your house?’  
 
    She looked up quickly, feeling a stab of arousal. He was gazing at her with piercing intensity. 
 
    ‘I’ve been before,’ he said. ‘As you well know.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but James was away that time.’ 
 
    James hadn’t really been away. She’d locked him in the cellar she used as his prison and told Tom he was away for the night. She remembered how much it had excited her to make love to Tom knowing her husband was her prisoner in the cellar below.  
 
    As she zipped up her skirt, Catherine wondered at the streak of cruelty she’d uncovered inside herself. Where had it come from? She’d been such a good girl all her life. Where had it been hiding? Was she really a sadistic woman? It was hardly something to be proud of if she was. And could sadism ever be part of love? Was her cruelty to James, and the pleasure they both derived from her dominion, just another way of expressing her love for him – a twisted kind of love, but love all the same? 
 
    She very much hoped that it was, but Catherine was an honest and self-critical woman, and she often worried it was just cruelty. Nothing more, nothing less. 
 
    ‘What’s the difference between making him wait in a car or in another room?’ Tom said, watching her get dressed. ‘If you’re going to spend the night with me, wouldn’t you enjoy it more in your own house?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ she said, fastening her bra. 
 
    ‘You’d feel better at home,’ he said, admiring her strong, slim arms and the lovely curve of her neck. ‘I know you would.’ 
 
    This was important to him. He wanted to take Catherine from her husband, possess her in her own home and in life. He wasn’t a jealous or selfish man, but he felt such hunger for her he didn’t know himself any more. He truly was under her spell, and he wanted her for his own. 
 
    ‘I’m not so sure,’ she said. ‘It might be too much.’ 
 
    ‘It has to happen,’ he said, lighting a cigarette. ‘You know it does.’ 
 
    Catherine did know.  
 
    She’d often thought of bringing Tom home when James was there, but she’d never dared speak of it. There was something sacred about a married home, and she was afraid of going too far, of breaking too many of society’s most binding rules. Yet it was the kind of fear that excited her, and these days she wanted to go too far. Something fundamental had changed within her. No longer was she the good and dutiful wife. She’d taken charge, not just of daily events and decisions, and of her marriage, but of the primal life-force that burned inside her. Her female power was hers to do with as she liked. It was a freedom that often left her feeling exhilarated, even joyous. Like a witch, she thought.  
 
    ‘If I come to your house,’ he said, watching her do up her elegant blouse, ‘how would you like me to be?’ 
 
    ‘Be?’ she said. 
 
    He could make out her pretty lace bra beneath her blouse. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘How would you like me to behave?’ 
 
    ‘However you like.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to tell me.’ 
 
    He had some experience of S&M. A number of his previous girlfriends had read Fifty Shades and asked him to take charge. Playing the dominant role had never done much for him, and he’d never read the book, but he’d done what they asked of him – for the fun of it, and for the sex. And as a young man he’d gone to the clubs and bars in Madrid. He’d seen and done things there he wouldn’t forget. He remembered a lovely Spanish woman kissing him while her husband crouched at her feet like a dog. ‘Ignore him,’ she’d said with a cruel smile. ‘He’s nothing, a fool. I don’t fuck him any more.’  
 
    He’d met up with her a few times after that first time, her husband a helpless witness to their passion. He remembered her hard, faithless kisses, how the presence of her husband had made them burn like fire. 
 
    ‘You like this, don’t you?’ Catherine said, tucking her blouse into her skirt. ‘Talking like this?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I like it.’ 
 
    ‘I’d want you to be bossy, I suppose,’ she said, a blush coming to her cheeks. 
 
    ‘Bossy?’ he said.  
 
    ‘You know what I mean,’ she said, trying to sound casual. ‘Confident, manly, sure of yourself.’ 
 
    ‘The master of the house?’ 
 
    ‘In a manner of speaking.’ 
 
    ‘Masterful, then?’ he said, smiling at her. 
 
    ‘Be careful,’ she said. ‘Don’t get ideas above your station.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking more of your husband,’ he said. 
 
    ‘My husband?’ 
 
    He thought how pretty she looked in her skirt, the way its hem flipped and flowed around her knees, but he wanted to see the tops of her stockings again. He didn’t just want to see them. He wanted to touch them, slide his hand over the sheer nylon onto the smooth skin beneath her panties. He wanted to touch her cunt again, feel her wetness, her need for him. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Your husband. How would you like me to be with your husband?’ 
 
    ‘When you come to my house?’ 
 
    ‘When I come to your house,’ he said.  
 
    ‘I’d like you to take charge,‘ she said. 
 
    ‘Of your husband?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Of my husband.’ 
 
    ‘Show him who’s boss?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said in a quiet voice, feeling a wildness between her legs. ‘Really show him. I’d like that.’ 
 
    ‘I’d kiss you in front of him.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I know.’ 
 
    ‘You’d like that.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’d touch you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Where?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘Wherever you like.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me where.’ 
 
    ‘You know where.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me.’ 
 
    ‘Do I have to?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘My breasts,’ she said. ‘My legs. My stockings. Under my dress. Between my legs.’ 
 
    ‘Between your legs?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘While he’s watching?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You’d be wet.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’  
 
    ‘Like you’re wet now?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Come here,’ he said. 
 
    She looked at him in a daze of arousal. 
 
    ‘Come here,’ he said more firmly. ‘Come over here, and stand by the bed.’ 
 
    She did as she was told. He looked up into her eyes and smoked his cigarette while his other hand went under her skirt and panties.  
 
    She groaned and gave a shiver of delight. 
 
    ‘What would he call me?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘Who?’ she said, unable to think. 
 
    ‘Your husband,’ he said. ‘What would he call me?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ she said, opening her legs a little and pushing against his fingers. ‘I haven’t thought.’ 
 
    ‘What does he call you?’ 
 
    ‘Mistress,’ she gasped. 
 
    ‘He calls you Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘When he worships you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Obeys you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘When you punish him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Was that your idea?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said, closing her eyes, fearing she would come. ‘It was my idea.’ 
 
    ‘You ordered him to call you Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I ordered him.’ 
 
    ‘Commanded him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Does he always do what you command?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘So what should he call me?’ he said. ‘If he calls you Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Master,’ she said, giving another groan. 
 
    ‘He’d call me Master?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he’d call you Master.’ 
 
    ‘You’d want me to be his Master?’ 
 
    ‘I’d want you to be his Master.’ 
 
    ‘Make him my slave?’ 
 
    ‘Do it, please do it, make him your slave.’ 
 
    ‘Make him do what I say?’ 
 
    ‘Make him, yes, make him do what you say.’  
 
    ‘Undress you for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, undress me for you,’ she said, pushing harder against his fingers. ‘Oh God, make him undress me for you.’  
 
    ‘Unfasten your dress?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said. 
 
    Her dream of being taken by a stranger in a car park came into her head. She saw James staring at her through the windscreen, his eyes full of hurt, the hurt that inflamed her blood. 
 
    ‘Take down your panties.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God, yes.’ 
 
    ‘So I can fuck you in front of him.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, fuck me in front of him, right in front.’  
 
    ‘I’d make him watch.’ 
 
    ‘Make him,’ she said. ‘Oh, God, make him watch.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I’ll do, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘Do it, please do it.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise.’ 
 
    ‘Oh God, I want you to.’ 
 
    Her eyes were clenched shut as if she was in pain. 
 
    ‘I’m going to, Catherine,’ he said. ‘I’m going to fuck you in front of him. Right in front.’ 
 
    ‘Oh God.’  
 
    He recalled what one of his girlfriends had liked to call him when he took charge of her. 
 
    ‘But I’d rather he called me Mr Shannon,’ he said in his deep, warm voice. ‘What do you think, Catherine? Would you be okay with that?’ 
 
    She loved the name. Just the sound of it nearly made her come. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she gasped. ‘Oh God, yes.’ 
 
    He felt her quiver around his fingers. One of her legs began to shake. 
 
    ‘Say my name,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Mr Shannon,’ she said, her other leg beginning to shake.  
 
    ‘What will he say when I tell him to undress you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ she said. ‘He’ll say, yes, Mr Shannon.’  
 
    ‘Would you like to call me that too?‘ he said, putting out his cigarette. ‘Would you, Catherine?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she said, her voice trembling now. 
 
    ‘Then you can,’ he said. ‘Say it.’ 
 
    ‘Mr Shannon,’ she said, delight flaring in her blood. 
 
    ‘Now, I’m going to tell you to do something for me, Catherine. Are you listening?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Are you ready to do what I tell you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to take off your skirt. Can you do that for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    It felt lovely to say the name. It made her feel as if she was falling. 
 
    ‘I want you to do it now.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Take off your skirt, and get back into bed.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ she said, reaching behind her and taking down the zip. 
 
    He pulled back the sheet. She saw his lovely cock hard against his stomach. 
 
    She wanted to laugh, tell him to behave himself, but she was too far gone.  
 
    Much too far. 
 
    ‘Hurry, Catherine,’ he said. ‘I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ she said, letting her skirt fall, and falling into his arms.  
 
      
 
      
 
    IT WAS almost two o’clock in the morning when James heard Catherine’s car pull up outside. He opened the door for her and stood on the front steps watching anxiously as she walked towards the house. Her elegant skirt swayed around her knees. Her lovely thick hair was tousled, her face stern and sultry. 
 
    ‘It’s late,’ he said. ‘I’ve been worried.’ 
 
    ‘It’s no business of yours what time it is,’ she said, walking past him into the hall. ‘Take my coat and come through to the front-room. I have some things to tell you before bed.’ 
 
    James felt crushed. When she hadn’t come home he’d become frantic with worry, and a terrible feeling of abandonment had overwhelmed him, but he hung up her coat obediently and hurried after her into the front-room. Making himself take deep breaths, he let a pleasurable dread of her take over his senses.  
 
    She was seated in an armchair by the fire. She’d put on some music. Kurt Elling was singing his slow, jazzy version of Sam Cooke’s ‘You Send Me.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you’re still wearing my pretty panties under your jeans,’ she said to her slave. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered meekly. 
 
    ‘Then what are you waiting for?’ she said. ‘Take off your clothes. Strip to your panties. Hurry up.’ 
 
    In a fever of arousal, he did as he was told. 
 
    His panties, the ones she’d worn earlier that day before she’d changed to go out, were white and dainty with a delicate lace trim. 
 
    ‘That’s better,’ said Catherine feeling a mixture of affection and contempt for her obedient husband. Wearing her panties always made him pleasingly meek and compliant, and she’d grown to like the way he looked in them. ‘Much better,’ she added. ‘There’s no good pretending to be a man, is there? 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said helplessly.  
 
    He’d become accustomed to her sharp tongue in his new life as her slave, and he loved the stinging shame it caused him. 
 
    ‘This is the real you, isn’t it? A slave in pretty panties.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled. 
 
    ‘My worn and dirty panties.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘The way you like them.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    He looked down, unable to hold her mocking gaze. 
 
    Catherine often teased him about wearing her dirty panties, and these questions and answers had become a kind of mantra, a spell that took command of his will and rendered him helpless. If she was honest, she’d grown a little bored with it, but it worked on him every time, and it was a quick and easy way to put him under, and establish her authority. 
 
    ‘Why are you standing, James?’ she asked. ‘Get down on your knees,’ she commanded before he could reply.  
 
    He obeyed at once. 
 
    ‘Come closer,’ she said, wanting to see him crawl. 
 
    Feeling a great and transcendent love for her, he approached on his hands and knees. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ she said, enjoying her power. ‘Crawl to your Mistress. Crawl the way a slave should.’ 
 
    James crawled forward until his head was directly above her pretty little shoes. 
 
    ‘You want to kiss my shoes, don’t you?’ Catherine said, knowing what he liked, what he needed. He was always at his most submissive after she’d been with her lover. It put him under like nothing else. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled. 
 
    ‘What was that?’ she said. ‘I didn’t hear.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said more loudly. 
 
    ‘Then let me hear you say it.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, I want to kiss your shoes.’ 
 
    He gazed in adoration at her pretty shoes. It had been raining outside and droplets of rain stood out on the shining leather. 
 
    ‘What a strange thing to want,’ she said, feigning surprise. ‘Why do you want to kiss my shoes?’ 
 
    ‘Because I’m your slave,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Why else?’ 
 
    ‘Because you’re my Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Why else?’ 
 
    ‘Because I love you and adore you and want to worship at your feet.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, very well, then,’ she said with boredom in her voice. ‘I suppose you may kiss my shoes.’ 
 
    His heart spilling over with love for her, James bowed his head and kissed the toes of her high-heeled shoes. It was a glorious feeling to have her home at last and be on his knees before her. He’d missed her so much and felt so alone without her.  
 
    ‘Don’t just kiss,’ she said cruelly. ‘Lick them. Lick my shoes clean.’ 
 
    Gladly, he did as was told, running his tongue across the smooth leather. He tasted rainwater and dust and shoe polish. The leather had the sharp, tangy taste he’d come to adore. He wondered at himself for he hardly felt degraded at all. On the contrary, he felt a deep and aching sense of privilege. 
 
    ‘There you are,’ she said warmly, settling back in her chair. ‘Where you need to be, where you belong.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, shivering with pleasure as he lifted his mouth to kiss the sheer nylon sheathing her ankle. 
 
    ‘No,’ she said firmly. ‘I’ll tell you when you can go higher.’ 
 
    Immediately his mouth fell back to her shoe. 
 
    ‘And no more kisses for now,’ she said. ‘Stay where you are with your head on my shoes. Stay still and listen. I have some important news, and I want you to listen carefully. Can you do that, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Then make sure that you do.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, thrilled by her imperious manner. 
 
    ‘First of all you’ll be pleased to know,’ she told him, ‘I’ve had a wonderful evening with my lover.’ 
 
    She saw him cringe in the way she’d hoped he would. She was getting good at this, she reflected – teasing and tormenting him, treating him with the contempt he seemed to crave. Maybe it was because she enjoyed it so much. 
 
    ‘Such a wonderful evening, it’s almost impossible to describe,’ she said. ‘Are you happy for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Very happy?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘A slave should always be happy for his Mistress. Would you like to hear about my wonderful evening?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, wanting to hear, and not to hear, in equal measure. 
 
    ‘With my lover?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘My handsome, beautiful, charming lover?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, a tremor in his voice. 
 
    ‘In that case, I’ll tell you,’ she said, feeling a deep and lazy contentment. ‘Say thank-you for telling me,’ she added, just because she could. 
 
    ‘Thank-you for telling me,‘ he said. 
 
    ‘We began our evening with a lovely meal at The Belvedere,’ she told him.  
 
    James knew The Belvedere was the best and most expensive restaurant in town. But it was popular with their friends and acquaintances. The thought of Catherine being seen there with another man added greatly to his humiliation, and yet he felt his cock harden at the thought of such a public shame. 
 
    ‘The food was delicious, but we rather rushed it, I’m afraid,’ said Catherine. ‘We left without a dessert. Can you imagine why?’  
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered, well able to imagine. 
 
    ‘Shall I tell you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘We had other things on our mind, James,’ she said. ‘Oh yes, we surely did.’ 
 
    Catherine smiled to think of how they’d left the restaurant after little more than an hour. They hadn’t even finished their bottle of wine. As they’d climbed the stairs to Tom’s flat he’d put his hand between her legs and crushed her against the wall in an endless kiss. She’d felt as if she was flying and had clung to him, fearful she might fall. Once in bed she’d come as soon as he entered her, and come and come again. It was almost more than she could bear, a sweet and delirious rapture, a blessing from the earth itself. Afterwards, she’d felt tearful and moved. She was so glad of him, and wouldn’t have wanted to live her life without such joy as he’d given her. 
 
    ‘But that’s not what I want to tell you,’ Catherine continued. ‘I want to tell you about a little talk Tom and I had tonight. A talk about you. It’s rather important and you need to know about it.’ 
 
    Fearful yet dizzyingly aroused, James held his breath and pressed his forehead against Catherine’s dainty shoe. 
 
    ‘Tom was very interested to hear about how things are between us, about our new arrangement, and he asked me to give you a message from him, a very special message. Are you ready to hear his message, James?’ 
 
    James tried to speak but he couldn’t make a sound. 
 
    ‘I asked you a question,’ she said, flicking the tip of her shoe painfully against his ear. ‘My lover has a message for you. Are you ready to hear it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, dreading this first communication from his successful rival. 
 
    ‘I told him how you’d washed out my French panties for me, and hung them out to dry so I could wear them for him tonight. And I told him how I’d caught you at the window watching them drying on the line. They looked very pretty fluttering on the line, didn’t they, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, recalling his submissive trance at the window as he’d watched her lovely panties drying on the line. 
 
    Loving the freedom that came with power, Catherine opened her legs a little, letting her skirt ride up her thighs to allow him a glimpse of her panties: the panties he’d washed out for her, the panties she’d worn for her lover. Parting her legs so brazenly felt delightfully unladylike, and she saw him glance up with a look of pain and wonder in his eyes. She smiled down at him, pleased that he’d looked. He was only a slave, but it was lovely to have this effect on a man. 
 
    ‘He told me to tell you how much he likes me in these panties,’ she said, ‘how lovely it feels to fuck me when I’m wearing them. He wants you to know how lovely my cunt feels under all this lace. He told me to make sure and tell you that.’ 
 
    A shiver wracked him, a spasm of the deepest shame and defeat. She smiled, giving an answering shiver of delight. She loved to torment him, make him suffer for her pleasure. There was no feeling quite like it. 
 
    ‘Those were his exact words,’ she said. ‘He made me promise to use his exact words, and I have. It may as well have been him sitting here talking to you. But before I forget,’ she said, ‘did you order more panties like these?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘In the same size and style?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘In the same brand?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Aubade?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Tom will be pleased. How many pairs?’ 
 
    ‘Three,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Three?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘That must have cost you a pretty penny?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘In what colours?’ she said, smiling at his profligacy. One more pair would have been enough, but she wasn’t going to complain. They were beautifully made in the softest silk. She’d find a use for them, she had no doubt. 
 
    ‘Another p-pair in white,’ he said. ‘A pair in black and a pair in r-red.’ 
 
    ‘Red?’ she enquired, laughing at the way he stammered. He often found it difficult to speak when she took charge of him like this. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress. R-ruby red.’ 
 
    ‘Ruby red?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Well, well,’ she said, still laughing. ‘I’ll look forward to wearing them. Then I really can be the scarlet woman.’ 
 
    He gave another shiver, haunted by the way she’d said, ‘Tom will be pleased.’ She tapped her foot against his cheek and said, ‘But he didn’t want me just to talk to you about panties. There’s more, I’m afraid. Much more. Are you ready to hear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, ascending to the cruel heaven he craved.  
 
    A cruel heaven or the sweetest hell. 
 
    ‘From now on he expects you to dress me in my most beautiful clothes and underwear for our dates,’ she continued. ‘Every time, he said, and without fail. He wanted that to be very clear. Will you do that for him, James?’ 
 
    He knew he should refuse, but how could he? She owned him, body and soul. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Without fail?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Good. I’ll be sure to let him know.’ 
 
    In an ecstasy of shame, James lifted his head and nuzzled his cheek against her silken calf. He loved the feel of the smooth nylon against his face, the warmth of the flesh beneath. 
 
    ‘Stay down, James,’ she said sharply. ‘I haven’t finished, not by a long chalk.’ 
 
    Obediently he lowered his head and listened to his Mistress. 
 
    ‘I told him how I let you worship me when I come home. After I’ve been with him. After we’ve fucked. So he knows about that too, James. He knows.’ 
 
    The words lashed his soul, and he gave a sob of despair, yet the thought of her lover knowing of this most private and shameful act of surrender woke in him an agonising arousal. He consoled himself with the thought that he could suffer no greater humiliation, but he should have known better. 
 
    ‘He likes to think of you worshipping me in that way,’ Catherine said, ‘but on one other matter he was very clear. Very clear indeed.’ 
 
    She looked down at his bowed head, relishing the thought of giving him the terrible news. 
 
    ‘You may never, under any circumstances, make love to me again,’ she said in her most matter-of-fact voice. ‘Those days are gone forever, I’m afraid. That’s only for him. For my lover. You may be my husband, but he’s the man in my life.’ 
 
    Feeling him cringe, and hearing his whimper of defeat, Catherine welcomed the sweet wetness between her legs, and she began to long for his adoring mouth. 
 
    ‘I told him you already knew that, but he wanted you to hear it from him. In his own words. And now you’ve heard it, James, haven’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, feeling the world dissolve around him. 
 
    ‘You’re a slave now,’ she said. ‘Let there be no mistake about that. You don’t deserve to make love like a man. You can dream of being my lover if you like, provided you remember it’s only a dream. And you can worship me with your tongue when I let you – he has no objections to that – but you’ll never make love to me again like a real man. That’s over, James, now and forever. He wanted you to know that. He wanted me to make that very clear. Have I made it clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly in thrall to her power and beauty. 
 
    ‘And you need to know I agreed with him,’ she added. ‘Absolutely and in every way. It’s easier for me if that’s clear. So it’s non-negotiable, I’m afraid. It’s been decided. It can’t be changed. I hope that’s clear too.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his soul quaking. 
 
    ‘I’m still very fond of you, James, I want you to remember that, but I don’t think of you as my lover any more. Once you see a man as your slave, you can’t see him as your lover ever again. It’s a fact of life. You’re my servant and slave, that’s all. But as long as you’re obedient and attentive, then I may reward you from time to time. So, all in all, I’d say you’re a very lucky slave. Well, James, what do you have to say?’ 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you, Mistress,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome,’ she said, a part of her amazed at the depth of her cruelty and his hunger for it. ‘You may kiss the hem of my skirt.’ 
 
    He raised his spinning head and planted lost, hopeless kisses on the pretty hem of her skirt. 
 
    ‘But a word of warning, James,’ she said as he kissed the soft hem. ‘If you disobey him, if you try to make love to me, if you so much as look at me like a real man might, then he’ll come to the house and punish you.’ 
 
    He stopped kissing her skirt and looked up at her in amazement. 
 
    ‘You heard me,‘ she said coldly. ‘And you can take that stupid look off your face.’  
 
    Cowed, he looked down, pressing his face between her knees. 
 
    ‘Go on, then,’ she said. ‘Kiss my knees if you must, but go no higher.’ 
 
    He kissed her lovely knees, thrilling to the feel of the smooth nylon against his lips. 
 
    ‘You need to understand, James, he really is the man in my life now. It’s been decided once and for all. It’s out in the open so there can be no misunderstandings. But, believe me, if you do anything against his wishes, he will come to the house and punish you. He was very firm about that. And I would let him, make no mistake. I’d lend him my crop and watch as he beats you with it. I think I’d like that, watching someone else do all the work for a change. He’s tall and strong. You wouldn’t bear it easily, I promise you, but bear it you would. Have I made myself clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, longing to worship her and taste his shame, the terrible glory of his defeat. 
 
    ‘He asked me to stay the night, James. I wanted to, I wanted to very much, but I came home to my slave. You should be grateful. Are you grateful, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his helpless erection pushing beyond the waistband of his panties, touching against her silken calves. 
 
    ‘But I do want to spend the night with him, and so I’m thinking of inviting him to the house as our guest. Our overnight guest.’ 
 
    His senses reeling, James pressed his burning cheeks against her knees. 
 
    ‘That’s right, James,’ she said. ‘I’m giving it serious thought now that everything’s out in the open. It’s under serious consideration,’ she added, aroused by the way her formal language seemed to bristle with power and contempt. ‘You can cook for us, serve as our maid in your panties and apron. You’d like that, I think, having a Master as well as a Mistress.’  
 
    She stroked his hair tenderly, and for a moment she was his kind and loving wife again. ‘It had to come to this, James,’ she said gently. ‘Surely you must know that.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a voice close to tears. In his heart of hearts he did know, but that didn’t make it any easier to accept. 
 
    ‘It’s what you want, what we both want,’ she said, still stroking his hair. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he sobbed.  
 
    ‘I’m not sure I can control it any more than you can,’ she said, laughing at herself in a way that was meant to console him and remind him of their friendship. ‘And I’m supposed to be the one in charge.’  
 
    But he didn’t laugh along with her. He wanted to, but he couldn’t. He was a million miles from laughter. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said. ‘Cry if you want. I won’t mind. Little slaves don’t have to be big and strong any more. They’re allowed to cry whenever they like.’ 
 
    He felt the tears come, yet he kissed her legs and skirt with even greater passion. 
 
    ‘I will invite him, James,’ Catherine said softly, lovingly, knowing that cruelty was kindness to him now. ‘I don’t know when exactly. Soon I expect, the way things are going, and he’ll be here, in this very room. Isn’t that a lovely thought? He’ll kiss me and take me upstairs to bed and spend the night with me as a lover should. You can sleep in your little cot next door. You’ll be able to hear us, you’ll like that, I’m sure, and in the morning you can cook breakfast for us. Would you do that for me, James? Sweet James, would you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Would you like to do that for me? Tell me honestly.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said through his sobs. 
 
    ‘I thought you would,’ she said, stroking his cheek, wiping away his tears with her thumb. ‘Then be a good boy, and say thank-you,’  
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘For giving me what I want.’ 
 
    ‘For giving me what I want,’ he repeated. 
 
    ‘For not forgetting me.’ 
 
    ‘For not forgetting me,’ he said.  
 
    ‘You’re a good and obedient husband,’ she said warmly, moved by his devotion. ‘And you have such good manners,’ she added. ‘I think that’s what I like best about you.’ 
 
    She opened her legs wider so that her skirt rode higher. 
 
    ‘A reward for you, James,’ she said. ‘For being so loyal and well-behaved. You may kiss my legs and the tops of my stockings, but go no higher until I tell you.’ 
 
    His lips climbed gratefully to the tops of her stockings where he kissed the band of darker nylon. His nose brushed against the warm flesh above her stockings, and his cheek touched the lace of her French panties. At last, with the hunger of an addict, he inhaled her lovely woman’s scent. 
 
    ‘That’s good, James,’ she said fondly. ‘Kiss me, clean me, worship your Mistress.’ 
 
    Tasting the wetness on her thigh, he felt a sudden revulsion, and yet he lapped at it adoringly. He knew what it was – the loose French knickers couldn’t contain his rival’s seed. James had come to know the sour, salty taste of a man but, rather than rebelling at the taste, he’d learned to glory in his degradation, the knowledge that another man had taken possession of his wife, the woman he loved and adored most in all the world. He hated the taste of his rival on her thighs and inside her. All his manly instincts rebelled against it, and yet he craved it from the depths of his being. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ said Catherine, closing her eyes in anticipation of the joy to come. ‘Taste him, drink him, taste him in your mouth. Give in, James. Give in to him.’ 
 
    She slid her skirt to her waist, holding the lace of her panties to one side with her elegant fingers. 
 
    ‘You want to kiss me here, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, longing for her. 
 
    She pushed the lace against his face to torment him. The soft material was moist and fragrant and he nuzzled it adoringly, but he could hold back no longer and, his cock hard against her legs, he stretched forward to taste her heavenly cunt. 
 
    ‘No, James,’ Catherine said sternly, tugging him back by his hair. ‘Not yet, not until I tell you, not until you ask politely for what you want.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded. ‘I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘What for?’ she demanded to know. ‘What do you beg me for?‘  
 
    ‘To kiss you,’ he said. ‘To love you.’  
 
    ‘What else?’  
 
    He didn’t want to say it. It was more than he could bear. 
 
    ‘Come on, James,’ she said, ‘I’m waiting.’  
 
    Please, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Not until you tell me what you really want.’ 
 
    The last of his pride melted in his need for her. 
 
    ‘To taste him.’ 
 
    ‘My lover?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You want to taste him in me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘Beg me.’ 
 
    ‘I beg you, Mistress,’ he said. ‘Please let me taste him.’ 
 
    ‘Very well, James,’ Catherine said, letting her head fall back. ‘You may have what you want. But gently, do it gently.’ 
 
    Entranced, James kissed his Mistress as he longed to kiss her, thrilling to her familiar woman’s taste and, underneath that, the dark, scheming tang of her lover. His cock swelled against her leg and he feared he would come like the fool he was but, summoning what will he had left, he pulled back just in time. 
 
    ‘That’s lovely,’ Catherine gasped, pulling his mouth harder against her. ‘Oh, God, that’s lovely.’ 
 
    He worshipped her sweet tangle of curls, his eager tongue darting and flicking inside her, giving her a pleasure so sharp it became painful, making her push him away only to pull him back again. She groaned in pleasure when he began to lap upwards with the steady, insistent rhythm she loved. ‘That’s it,’ she said. ‘Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.’ 
 
    A wave of pleasure rising inside her, Catherine settled back in expectation of a voluptuous journey to bliss, but the passion of his kisses ambushed her, waking her body’s memories of her lover, and the times she’d come already that night. Suddenly in the fast lane, speeding towards her destination, she gripped his hair and pulled him against her with all her strength. And then, crying out in shock and pleasure, she was coming in his mouth, coming and coming. 
 
    ‘Stop,’ she gasped, pushing him away and standing from the chair. Her orgasm had felt wonderful, as lovely in its own way as sex with her lover, but she felt exhausted now, worn out by pleasure. Her legs felt weak and she could barely stand. Her eyelids drooped, and she couldn’t think. If someone had asked her name she’d have struggled to answer. It was time for bed. 
 
    ‘Get up,’ she commanded her slave. 
 
    He stood obediently, and Catherine smiled to see his eager cock straining towards her. She put her hand on it, circling her thumb slowly around its tip. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ she said. ‘That was lovely, truly it was, but I’m worn out. I have to go to bed.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    She heard the disappointment in his voice. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,‘ she said, ‘I haven’t forgotten you.’ 
 
    Lifting her skirt, she tugged down her French panties and, with a delightful sway of her hips, sent them tumbling to her ankles. A nimble flick of her foot sent them into the air where she caught them. Smiling, she held them to her slave’s face. 
 
    ‘These are for you,’ she said. ‘Take them to bed with you, do what you like with them.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, absurdly grateful for her gift. 
 
    ‘It’s Sunday tomorrow,’ she said sleepily. ‘We can have a lie-in. I won’t expect breakfast until eleven.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Coffee and crispy bacon,’ she murmured. ‘Scrambled eggs and toast with butter and black pepper.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then I’ll go shopping. I need to find something to wear for my interview. You can drive me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    She took the silken panties, still warm from her body, and draped them over his hard cock. 
 
    ‘Good night, James,’ she said, kissing him on the cheek. 
 
    ‘Good night, Mistress.’ 
 
    She smiled a sleepy smile, then turned and walked away, saying as she went, ‘This is love, James, and don’t you ever forget it. A very strange kind of love, but love all the same.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    AFTER BREAKFAST Catherine took her coffee into her study, the room that used to be James’ private study, and read a number of academic papers about the role of the headteacher in a modern comprehensive school. Her interview was on Wednesday morning and, while she didn’t give much for her chances, she was determined at least to be well-prepared. To her surprise, there were only three other candidates being interviewed. She’d heard that one of them already had experience of being a headteacher in Wales, and another was a depute head within the school. They would be the clear favourites, she had no doubt.  
 
    Adam Lawson, the headmaster in her current school, had talked to her at length about her interview, passing on his experience, and laying out what he’d learned of the principal aims and ambitions of the educational directorate to help her tailor her comments. Catherine had always got on well with him – they were both hard-working, dedicated teachers – and he talked to her honestly about the headteacher’s job, and the many and varied demands it would make on her stamina and reserves of inner strength. He reminded her again and again that, no matter how idealistic she wanted to sound in an interview, attainment was invariably the underlying priority in any school, and an interview panel would be bound by that view. She might not agree, he told her, but it was a fact of life nonetheless, and she would only benefit from stressing the importance of the school achieving even higher levels of attainment under her stewardship. He also spoke a lot about one aspect of the job Catherine had never considered – the public engagements and community events she would be obliged to attend outside working hours. Several times he hinted that he found the job too much for him, but he regarded her highly, and was careful not to dent her enthusiasm. Catherine had read the reference he’d written for her. Even though she’d been one of his deputes for less than a year, he’d presented her as an exceptional candidate for promotion.  
 
    She was grateful for his honesty and encouragement. If she got the job, he’d left her in no doubt it would take over her life, and test her to the limits of her abilities. 
 
    While Catherine was working in her study, James prepared a lamb stew, setting it to simmer in the slow-cooker. It was one of Catherine’s favourite meals, and it gave him pleasure to cook it for her. Then he put on a wash and polished her shoes for work the next day. He’d already hand-washed Catherine’s French panties along with two of her slips and several pairs of her hose, and they were billowing prettily on the line when they left the house to drive to the shops. 
 
    He dropped her in the town-centre, and drove to the garden-centre on the outskirts of town to buy plants for the garden and a new blade for the mower. Catherine had instructed him to go to the car-wash once he’d finished at the garden-centre. He would do as he’d been told, and wait for her to ring him when she was ready to be picked up. 
 
    Catherine had always been an impatient shopper, and she prided herself on finding clothes quickly so she could spend more time in a book or coffee shop, but she saw nothing in the High Street shops she wanted to buy. This drove her to the designer shop in the narrow, cobbled street beyond the archway where the prices made her eyes water. But she liked the woman who owned the shop, a bright and cheerful Scots woman who reminded her of the pop singer Lulu. On one of the racks, she found a suit by an Italian designer; a sleeveless sheath dress with a matching coat the same length as the dress in a fabric and colour that took her fancy – a lightweight dark tweed with flecks of green through it. It must be the Irish in her, she thought. She looked at the price and, her eyes still watering, went into a cubicle to try it on. 
 
    As she put on the suit dress, Catherine feared it might make her look too much like the bride’s mother, but it was love at first sight. Beautifully cut, and just above knee-length, the suit fitted her perfectly with an elegance that made her feel confident and sensual. But £600 was a lot of money, far more than she’d planned to spend, and she left the shop to go for a coffee and think about it. 
 
    As she drank her coffee she made up her mind not to spend such an absurd amount of money. And then her phone rang. She saw that it was Tom and she felt herself flush with excitement. 
 
    ‘I can’t stop thinking about you,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I should think not,’ she said, smiling like a fool. 
 
    ‘But that’s not why I’m calling,’ he said. ‘Something’s come up. I have to go to Spain.’ 
 
    ‘Spain?’ she said, feeling a hollowness open up inside her. 
 
    ‘Do you remember the bar I told you about?’ 
 
    ‘La Fiera?’ she said. He’d spoken about it more than once, telling her how he’d loved working in the bar as a young man. 
 
    ‘The owner called this morning. He’s had an offer. If I want to make a move, I have to act quickly.’ 
 
    She felt bereft at the thought of being apart from him, but she told herself not to be stupid. He was a grown man with a life to live. Why shouldn’t he go to Spain? 
 
    ‘Are you sure he’s not just trying to get a higher price?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Maybe,’ he said, ‘but Paco was always kind to me, more than kind. I think he really does want to sell to me.’ 
 
    ‘When’s your flight?’ she said. 
 
    ‘In three hours,’ he said. ‘I’m just about to leave for the airport.’ 
 
    She couldn’t believe it, but tears came into her eyes. 
 
    ‘Catherine?’ he said. ‘Are you there?’ 
 
    ‘I’m here,’ she said, glad her voice held steady.  
 
    ‘Is there any chance you could come with me?’ he said. 
 
    ‘To Madrid?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘How could I?’ she said, suddenly irritated with him. ‘I have work tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t they owe you any holidays?’ he said. ‘Some time off in lieu?’ 
 
    ‘It doesn’t work like that in schools,’ she told him. ‘Don’t be stupid.’ 
 
    ‘I’d like you to come with me,’ he said. 
 
    ‘But I can’t,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’ll miss you,’ he said.  
 
    ‘How long will you be gone?’ 
 
    ‘Depends if I decide to buy,’ he said. ‘If I do, maybe a week or so. If I don’t, I’ll be back in two days, three at the most.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll have forgotten you by then,’ she said, finding her sense of humour again. 
 
    ‘That’s what I’m afraid of,’ he said, a smile in his voice. ‘I’ll miss you, Catherine, truly I will.’ 
 
    ‘Then I’ll try my best to miss you too.’ 
 
    ‘Try your hardest,’ he said. ‘Can I ring you?’ 
 
    ‘Of course you can ring me.’ 
 
    ‘Every night?’ 
 
    ‘If you want.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Every night at eight, your time.’ 
 
    ‘Safe journey, then,’ she said. 
 
    ‘And good luck with your interview,’ he said. ‘Let me know how it goes.’ 
 
    ‘I will,’ she said. 
 
    ‘They’ll be lucky to get you,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I’ll tell them that,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Catherine,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Goodbye,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’d kiss you if I could.’ 
 
    ‘I’d probably let you,’ she said. 
 
    There was a pause and she thought he was going to say more, and then the line went dead. 
 
    Her sense of loss passed almost immediately to be replaced by a feeling of immense well-being. She liked that he was getting on with his life, and had thought to call and talk to her about his unexpected trip to Spain. And she liked that he’d asked her to come with him, even if it had been a stupid thing to ask. And he’d said he would call her every night. She decided that, since he made her feel like a teenage girl again, she would like that best of all. 
 
    And she felt a sense of relief too. He cast such a spell over her she went about in a dream most of the time. With him gone, she’d be much more able to concentrate on her interview. All in all, Catherine decided, his trip to Spain was for the best. 
 
    She went straight back to the shop and bought the suit. 
 
    She was in another shop trying on a pair of green high-heeled shoes she thought might go with her suit when her phone rang. The name on the screen told her it was James, and she answered his call with a pleasurable feeling of irritation. 
 
    ‘Why are you calling?’ she said sharply, surprised at how much she liked the green shoes. 
 
    ‘I was wondering if you were ready to be picked up,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Didn’t I say I’d call you when I was ready?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Catherine,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon,’ she said icily. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, thrilled by her stern manner, and glad he was in the car where no-one could hear him address her in such a foolish manner. 
 
    ‘Have you been to the car-wash?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. Calling her Mistress over the phone made him feel even more submissive than when he used it to her face. 
 
    Catherine stood and walked up and down in the shoes. They were a little tight, and she was always suspicious of high heels, but they had an elegant, business-like look to them which was exactly what she was looking for. 
 
    ‘Where are you parked?’ she asked, a wicked thought invading her mind. 
 
    ‘Behind the station,’ he said. 
 
    Deciding to buy the shoes, she sat back down and nodded to the young salesman who was serving her.  
 
    ‘So you’re near the pet shop?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ James answered.  
 
    He was parked only yards from the pet shop. He could see the cages and dog-beds in the window. 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ said Catherine, watching the young salesman take the shoes from her feet and pack them into their box. He seemed nervous of her. She’d already caught him looking at her legs, and she imagined he wouldn’t want her to catch him looking again.  
 
    ‘I have a job for you, James,’ she said, slipping her feet into her old shoes. ‘I want you to go into the pet shop and buy something for me.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want me to buy?’ he said.  
 
    He and Catherine didn’t have any pets and he wondered what it could be. 
 
    ‘A dog collar,’ she said. 
 
    ‘A dog collar?’ he said. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she said, smiling at the surprise in his voice. 
 
    ‘What for?’ he said. 
 
    ‘You know perfectly well what for,’ she said, taking out her credit card to pay for the shoes. 
 
    She waited a few moments and then said, ‘Are you there, James?‘  
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    ‘It needs to be a collar for a large dog,’ she told him. ‘Maybe an inch or so wide. In brown leather, I think, and try to avoid metal studs if you can. Nothing too vulgar if you can avoid it. A nice, plain well-made collar will do. And buy a leash to go with it,’ she added. ‘A collar always needs a leash. I’ll call you when I’m ready.’ 
 
    She ended the call and took her parcel from the salesman. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Madam,’ the young man said, opening the door for the beautiful woman, inhaling her scent and watching yearningly as she left the shop and strolled across the street as if she hadn’t a care in the world.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES STOOD anxiously in front of the array of dog collars. The collars gave off a strong smell of leather, and the larger collars looked as if they would be a good fit. He took an expensive, well-made collar that matched Catherine’s description from its hook. It felt strong and heavy in his hand, and the prospect of wearing it made him catch his breath. He thought of trying it around his neck for size, but the shop was busy and he was afraid of being seen. He measured its length with his eyes and decided it would probably do.  
 
    The dog-leashes were hanging on a nearby rack in a dizzying selection of lengths and colours. He was examining a sturdy leash in matching brown leather about five feet in length when his phone rang. It was Catherine. 
 
    ‘I forgot to say,’ she said. ‘Buy a dog-tag too. A name-tag.’ 
 
    ‘A name-tag?’ he said. ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘Why do you think?’ she said. ‘Is there an engraver in the shop?’ 
 
    James looked across the racks and saw a small counter with a sign above that said, ‘Names Engraved - £3.00.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said with a sinking feeling. ‘There’s an engraver.’ 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ she said. ‘You can have a name engraved on the tag.’ 
 
    ‘What name?’ he said, dreading what she might say. 
 
    ‘I’ll leave that up to you,’ she said. ‘I’m sure you’ll make the right choice.’ 
 
    She laughed when he said nothing in reply. 
 
    ‘Pick me up when you’ve finished,’ she instructed. ‘Outside the book-shop.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a very quiet voice, but she’d already ended the call.  
 
    The engraver was a wiry man in his sixties with a surly manner. When James said the name he gave a sly smile and said, ‘You’d be surprised how often I’m asked for that one.’ 
 
    James waited in an agony of embarrassment while the engraver did his work. James hoped he’d think the name-tag was for someone else and not him, but he suspected the man knew exactly who it was for. To his relief, the engraving didn’t take long, and no-one James knew came into the shop while he was waiting.  
 
    He was glad the engraver put the disc in a little envelope. It meant the girl at the checkout couldn’t read the name on the tag.  
 
    ‘What kind of dog do you have?’ she asked him to be friendly.  
 
    ‘An Irish wolfhound,’ he told her.  
 
    ‘Oh, they’re beautiful,’ she said. 
 
    ‘They are,’ he said. ‘But unpredictable.’ 
 
    He paid for his items and walked quickly to his car. 
 
    He found a parking place outside the book-shop and sat listening to a tennis match on the radio. Federer was up two sets to one and ahead in the fourth. He was a supporter of Federer, and should have been pleased, but he was in such a submissive state of mind he couldn’t bring himself to care who won or who lost.  
 
    It was nearly an hour before Catherine came out of the book-shop. He got out to open the passenger door for her and put her packages in the boot. She offered no apology for making him wait. Not that he wanted an apology. On the contrary, her selfish behaviour thrilled him. He was her slave after all, and she could treat him as she liked. 
 
    When they got home Catherine went straight upstairs, saying, ‘I’m sleepy, I’m going for a siesta.’  
 
    The Spanish word reminded her of Tom and she hoped he’d arrived safely in Madrid. She felt a pang of loss, and then smiled, remembering he’d be calling later. ‘We’ll open your package this evening,’ she called down from the upstairs hall. ‘Have my meal ready when I come down.’  
 
    Lying down under her duvet, she touched herself through her tights and panties, and thought of Tom before she slept. 
 
    James checked on the stew and washed Ayrshire potatoes and broccoli to serve with the lamb. He set the table for one – he no longer expected to eat at table with his Mistress – and fetched a bottle of Merlot from the cellar, feeling a thrill of submissive arousal as he walked past the door to his prison-room. Then he went outside and took in her slips and panties and tights from the line. He was glad the garden was hidden behind a high wall. Weather permitting, Catherine always liked her clothes to be dried outside. ‘They’re so much fresher that way,’ she’d tell him, but he wouldn’t have wanted any of his neighbours seeing him pegging out her pretty clothes and lingerie day after day. Pride made him want the world to regard him as the man of the house, and he still felt awkward and unmanly handling her pretty underwear, but he loved the soft, weightless feel of them, and serving as her laundry-maid had become one of the greatest pleasures in his life as a woman’s slave. 
 
    He took Catherine’s lingerie to the laundry-room where he folded each item carefully before placing them in a basket beside her other clean clothes, ready for him to take up to her bedroom and put away in her drawers and cupboards.  
 
    He felt an immense satisfaction as he looked round the laundry-room. Everything was tidy and in its place. His Mistress’ clothes were washed and ironed, her shoes polished. All was ready for her week at work. He looked at the riding-crop on the wall, feeling his customary thrill of dread and arousal. He was very afraid of the old leather crop, and the pain it caused him, and yet he longed to kneel before his Mistress and suffer its stinging lash. 
 
    He went into the front-room and lit the fire so the room would be warm and welcoming when Catherine came through after her meal to read or watch television. It gave him a pleasant feeling to anticipate her needs, and serve her pleasure to the best of his ability. When he thought only of her, nothing else seemed to matter, least of all his own existence. His identity seemed to melt away when he served her. It was a feeling he’d come to welcome. It made him feel as if he’d found his place in life. 
 
    He looked at his watch. It was nearly six o’clock and he expected her down soon. He went back to the kitchen and put the vegetables on to boil and opened the wine to let it breathe. He put her favourite French mustard on the table – he knew how much she liked it with lamb – and then stood by the cooker in a fog of submissive arousal. 
 
    Before long he was drawn to the bag containing the items he’d bought in the pet-shop. He reached nervously inside and took out the large dog-collar. He held it to his nose and inhaled its strong leather smell. He was about to try it around his neck for size when he heard Catherine coming downstairs. His heart racing, he quickly put the collar back into its bag and returned to the cooker. 
 
    When she came into the kitchen she was wearing her new suit. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said. ‘What do you think? Do I look the part?’ 
 
    He thought she looked wonderful in the suit, effortlessly stylish, yet powerful and business-like. 
 
    ‘You look lovely, Mistress,’ he said truthfully. ‘They’ll give you the job as soon as you walk through the door.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ she said, ‘but you are somewhat biased.’ 
 
    ‘It’s true, though,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Biased and easily impressed,’ she said. ‘And the shoes. Are the shoes all right?’ 
 
    ‘They’re perfect,’ he said. And they were. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ she said, sounding uncertain. ‘They are green, after all.’  
 
    ‘They are,’ he said, ‘but they’re in just the right shade, and not too high. You’ll be fine in them.’  
 
    He knew she didn’t much like high heels, and only wore them when she felt she had to. 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought too,’ she said, pleased with his comments for all he was a slave. She’d always trusted his judgement when it came to her clothes. She turned to let him admire her back view, saying, ‘Even if I don’t get the job, I’m sure I’ll get lots of wear out of it.’ 
 
    ‘You will get the job,’ he told her.  
 
    He was proud of her, and wanted her to succeed. 
 
    Before she went back upstairs to change out of her suit, Catherine turned in the doorway and said to her slave, ‘Shouldn’t you be in your apron?’ 
 
    ‘Of course, Mistress,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry.’  
 
    He was amazed at his lapse. The thought of the collar had distracted him, and he’d forgotten his apron. 
 
    ‘I’ll forgive you this time,’ she said with an icy smile. ‘But I’ll expect you to be dressed more appropriately when I come down.’ 
 
    Yes, Mistress,’ he said, drawn to the doorway so he could watch her climb the stairs. She really did look sensational in the suit. 
 
    He quickly undressed down to the worn panties she’d chosen for him that morning from her laundry-basket in the shower-room. He took his apron from the drawer and tied it around his waist. He’d worn the apron most evenings for the past month, but he still hadn’t grown used to the touch of its broderie anglaise hem against the front of his thighs, and its long bow hanging down between his buttocks.  
 
    He felt foolish and effeminate, and deeply aroused. 
 
    When Catherine came downstairs, James gazed at her adoringly. She was wearing the plain white slip she’d had on under her suit. There was nothing special about the slip. She wore it often, and he’d washed it for her many times, but its clinging nylon, and narrow shoulder straps, and the lace trim at her breasts and at her knees made her irresistibly alluring to his devoted heart. 
 
    ‘I was going to put on another dress,’ said Catherine, ‘but then I remembered how much you like me in a slip, and so I thought I’d just come like this.’  
 
    She smiled to see the lost look in his eyes. ‘You do like me in a slip, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, fighting the temptation to kneel at her feet. It annoyed her if he knelt without first receiving her permission. She considered it presumptuous and self-regarding of him. 
 
    ‘And I’ve kept on my new shoes,’ she said, lifting the hem of her slip at her knee, and pointing her toe prettily to show off her shoe. ‘They’re a little tight, and I thought I’d wear them in. You like them too, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, thinking her beyond compare. 
 
    ‘Hurry, then,’ she said. ‘A quick kiss to break them in.’ 
 
    He threw himself at her feet and kissed the toe of her shoe. 
 
    ‘And the other one,’ she said, presenting him with her other foot. 
 
    His mouth went straightaway to her other shoe, covering it with kisses. 
 
    ‘That’s enough,’ she said sharply. ‘Don’t be greedy.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘And I’m hungry,’ she said, going to the table.  
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, getting to his feet and pulling out her chair for her. When she was seated, he poured wine into her glass and waited for her to taste it just as if he was a waiter in a restaurant. 
 
    ‘The wine’s lovely, James,’ she said after she’d tasted it. ‘Thank-you.’ 
 
    He drained the vegetables and dished the meal carefully onto a plate before serving it to her. He was pleased to see her eat heartily, enjoying his cooking. 
 
    She often ate in silence, ignoring her slave as a creature beneath her interest, but tonight she spoke to him in between mouthfuls. He stood attentively by the cooker while she talked of their children, saying that they hadn’t been home from university all term, and instructing him to invite them home soon for a week-end. Then she talked of her forthcoming interview, and her mixed feelings about whether she even wanted such a demanding job. Happy just to listen, James said little in response. She was enjoying her second helping when she told him Tom was in Spain on business and may be gone for a week or more.  
 
    ‘So it’s just the two of us for now, I’m afraid,’ she said.  
 
    James felt relieved to learn his successful rival was out of the country, but he didn’t like the sound of him having business interests in Spain. It made him sound powerful and glamorous.  
 
    When she’d finished her meal, and James came over to clear away her plate, Catherine slid her hand up his thigh and patted his panty-clad bottom. ‘That was delicious, James,’ she said. ‘Truly it was.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad you enjoyed it, Mistress,’ he said, flushing with pleasure. He always loved it when she praised his cooking or housework.  
 
    ‘You haven’t eaten yet, have you?’ Catherine enquired. ‘You must be hungry.’ 
 
    ‘I’m all right, thank-you,’ he said.  
 
    He hadn’t eaten since breakfast and yet he didn’t feel the slightest pang of hunger. Her powerful sexual spell had banished his appetite for food. He could think of nothing except his Mistress; the knowing amusement in her eyes, the scent of her perfume, the curve of her neck, the sound of her voice, the pretty lace hem of her slip, and the fact that he was lucky enough to be in her presence, serving her needs.  
 
    Nothing else mattered. Nothing at all. For James, this was heaven on earth. 
 
    ‘But you have to eat,’ Catherine said. ‘Perhaps I’ll feed you later,’ she added, a mischievous look coming into her eyes. 
 
    Sipping her wine, she said, ‘And the wine’s lovely too, but I don’t let you have wine any more, do I?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Why is that, James?’ she said. ‘Remind me.’ 
 
    ‘Slaves don’t drink wine,’ he said, feeling his cock stir beneath his panties. They were in a pretty shade of pink, and more than usually destructive of his pride. 
 
    ‘That’s true,’ said Catherine, feigning regret, ‘and rules are rules, but I think I’ll make an exception tonight, since you’ve been such a good and obedient husband.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘But just one sip, James. I couldn’t possibly let you have a whole glass. Who knows what that might lead to?’ 
 
    He hung his head, unable to hide his disappointment. In his previous life as a free man he’d loved to drink wine. 
 
    ‘How long is it since you’ve had a glass of wine?’ Catherine asked him. She knew very well how long it had been, but she wanted to make him say it. 
 
    ‘Over a month, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Since I made you into my slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Not a single glass in all that time?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    And you love wine, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ Catherine said. ‘But don’t look so sad. After all, I’m allowing you a drink from my very own glass. That’s a special treat, don’t you think?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    Once more he felt his cock stir. He knew she was teasing him, but she was right all the same – it did feel like a special treat to drink from her glass. A gift from a goddess. 
 
    ‘Come closer,’ she instructed him. 
 
    He went closer, standing by her side, and bending from the waist. She held her glass to his mouth, and gave him a sip. As he drank, he glimpsed the swell of her lovely breasts beneath the lace of her slip. He stepped back and swallowed, the room spinning around him. 
 
    The wine was delicious, but what gave him the greatest pleasure was the taste of her lipstick on the glass. It made his senses reel. 
 
    ‘Is there dessert, James?’ she asked lazily, brushing her fingers against the tip of his erection. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied. ‘There’s Stilton cheese.’ 
 
    ‘That’ll do nicely,’ she said. ‘I’ll have an apple with it.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, going to the fridge. 
 
    ‘And I hope there are grapes,’ Catherine said, the hint of a warning in her voice. 
 
    She loved Stilton with grapes and wine. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, glad he’d remembered to buy grapes. He hated to disappoint her. 
 
    ‘Then I’ll have grapes too,’ she said. ‘And chop up the apple for me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress, he said, delighting in her spoiled manner. 
 
    He washed the grapes and chopped up an apple, setting the fruit neatly on a side-plate beside a wedge of Stilton cheese, before putting the plate down before her. 
 
    ‘Would you like more wine?’ he asked as she began to eat. 
 
    ‘I would, thank-you, James,’ she replied, pleased with his service. 
 
    He had to concentrate hard to stop his hands from shaking as he poured the wine. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ said Catherine, greatly enjoying her dessert, ‘this is the life, I have to say. If I’d known life could be this good, I’d have made you my slave years ago.’ 
 
    Entranced, James just watched and listened. 
 
    ‘Is that the bag from the pet shop?’ Catherine enquired casually, glancing at the bag on the work-top. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, alarm and desire mingling in the way that always put him deeper under her spell. 
 
    ‘Did you buy what I asked you to buy?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his heart missing a beat. 
 
    ‘I hope you chose well,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I hope so too,’ he said. 
 
    ‘We’ll soon see, won’t we?’ she said, smiling at him until he had to look away. 
 
    She said no more until she’d finished her dessert, happy to leave him in a daze of anticipation. Then she pushed her plate away, and took a sip of wine, all the time gazing up at him with a look of insolence and merriment in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said finally, ‘I think it’s time, don’t you?’ 
 
    He made a strange, choking sound that made her laugh. 
 
    ‘What are you waiting for?’ she said. ‘Bring me the bag.’ 
 
    He fetched the bag from the counter and she stood up from the table to take it from him. Catherine was of medium height but, in her heels, she was an inch or so taller than him. 
 
    ‘Well, well,’ she said, taking her time delving inside the bag, ‘I wonder what we have here.’ 
 
    She took the collar out first, saying, ‘Oh, yes, this is exactly what I had in mind. Why pay all that money on sex-sites when you can support your local pet shop?’  
 
    She pulled the collar open to examine its length, liking the way it felt in her hands, and the rattling sound its buckle made as she bent the collar back and forth to test its strength and suppleness. ‘It’s certainly strong enough,’ she said, ‘but the leather’s stiff. It might be uncomfortable to begin with. But not to worry, it’ll loosen up with wearing.’ 
 
    James swallowed nervously, embarrassed by the way his erection gave away his arousal. He feared he might come just from his need for her.  
 
    Catherine looked down at his erection, clearly visible beneath his apron, and smiled knowingly, which only made his arousal greater. He was so helpless, she thought fondly.  
 
    ‘Did you try it on in the shop?’ she asked, looking forward to fastening it around his neck. 
 
    ‘N-no,’ he stammered.  
 
    ‘Why ever not?’ she said, sounding disappointed in him. 
 
    ‘I was afraid,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Afraid?’ she said disapprovingly. 
 
    ‘Afraid someone might see,’ he said. 
 
    ‘That’s all very well, James,’ she said, ‘but what if you’ve bought the wrong size? What if it’s too small? Or too big? I hope for your sake it’s not the wrong size. If it is, I’ll take my crop to you, and you wouldn’t want that, would you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, unsure if he was speaking the truth.  
 
    He was terrified of the crop, that much was true. He’d never enjoyed pain, and Catherine’s beatings caused almost unbearable pain, yet he longed to experience her cruel authority. The thought of the crop, and the female power it represented in his mind, aroused him deeply, but the reality of pain left him shaken and distressed. And yet, once, when the pain had been at its most severe, he’d felt himself float free of his body, of his earthly existence, to find a bliss such as he’d never known. His masochism, his need to surrender to Catherine, was an addiction, he had no doubt – a dark and devouring addiction from which he had no wish to be cured. 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ she said, placing the collar around his neck, ‘let’s hope it fits. For your sake.’ 
 
    For a moment she thought it would be too small, but once she’d threaded the end through the buckle she knew it would be a good fit, but she struggled to fasten the stiff leather. As she struggled with it, James felt the smooth, warm nylon of her slip move up and down against his erection. It was a heavenly feeling. 
 
    ‘Behave yourself,’ Catherine said, feeling his arousal through her slip. ’Or I’ll tell Tom.’ 
 
    She succeeded in fastening it, but it was too loose. Cursing, she undid the buckle and pulled the collar several notches tighter, catching his skin and causing him to wince in discomfort.  
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ she said, angry at herself.  
 
    Hurting him deliberately was one thing, but doing it by accident annoyed her. 
 
    She loosened the collar a notch, and fastened it the way she wanted, tight but not too tight, with just enough room for one finger to fit between the collar and his neck. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. ‘It suits you, James. It suits you very much. How does it feel?’ 
 
    ‘Tight,’ he said, thrilled by the feel of the heavy collar. It made him feel owned.  
 
    ‘But not too tight?’ she said. 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, moving his head from side to side. ‘Not too tight.’ 
 
    ‘You look handsome in it,’ she said. ‘Really, you do. Almost noble. It makes me feel like a Roman lady at a slave auction.’ 
 
    He gave an embarrassed laugh, and Catherine said, ‘But I’m not sure it goes with your panties and apron. Take them off. I want to see how the collar looks without them.’ 
 
    Obediently, he undid his apron and took off his panties. Catherine took them from him impatiently, and walked around him, looking him up and down, assessing his new look with a critical frown on her face. 
 
    ‘I love you in your apron and panties, James, really I do,’ she said, ‘but the collar looks better on its own. It’s a different look, more of a male thing,’ she added. ‘A naked animal look, if you know what I mean. Walk, James,’ she suddenly instructed him. ‘Walk up and down for me.’ 
 
    James did as he was told, acutely aware of her appraising gaze. 
 
    His erect cock bobbed and swayed as he walked up and down. Catherine found it only right and proper that he should be erect for her, and she thought his erection looked proud and handsome, not as small as she remembered. All in all, with his slim, athletic body, and his nice hair and attractive face, as well as his brand new collar, she thought him a most appealing pet. Had she really been a Roman lady at an auction she would have bought him. 
 
    ‘I’ll have to enter you in competitions,’ she said mischievously. ‘I’m sure you’d win prizes. I’ll put your rosettes on the mantle-piece, show them off to friends. Best of breed,’ she added with a smile. ‘Prize hound.’ 
 
    She took the leash from the bag, saying, ‘Come on, then, James. I want to put you on your leash.’ 
 
    He came to her obediently, and she fastened the clip to the sturdy little ring on his collar. He gave a gasp when her slip once more brushed delightfully against his cock, but Catherine only smiled, and gave his leash a tug, saying, ‘Come on, boy, time for a walk, a walk with your Mistress.’ 
 
    She led him by the leash out into the hall where she said, ‘Down, boy, on all fours like a good doggie.’ 
 
    Feeling ridiculous, yet deeply aroused to be treated as less than human, James got down on his hands and knees. He inhaled her lovely scent and felt his cheek touch against her nylon-sheathed leg and the hem of her slip. His cock, semi-erect, leapt with pleasure. 
 
    ‘I told you I’d do this,’ she said. ‘I told you I’d put you in a collar.’ 
 
    And then she put him through his paces, leading him around the large hall on his hands and knees, and into the living-room, where she took him twice round the settee before bringing him to a halt with a sharp tug of the leash, and making him sit for her.  
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she said when he obeyed. 
 
    Catherine ruffled his hair and patted his head before setting off again, this time at a run like one of those handlers coming into the arena at Crufts, she thought. The notion made her laugh and James had to listen to her girlish giggles as he strained to keep up with her, watching the hem of her slip dancing prettily around her lovely knees. ‘I can see why they call these sex-toys,’ she said, tugging his leash to make him run faster. ‘They’re such fun, James, really they are.’ 
 
    James was less sure, and it took all his strength to keep up with her. 
 
    ‘It’s just as well you’re fit,’ Catherine said, still laughing as she led him back to the kitchen. James’ knees and shoulders were hurting, and it had felt extremely awkward running behind her on all fours, but, despite his shame and discomfort, he loved the feel of the collar and leash, and he couldn’t take his eyes from Catherine’s lovely legs, and pretty high-heeled shoes. 
 
    ‘Sit,’ she said in a stern, no-nonsense voice. 
 
    He sat back on his haunches in his best imitation of a dog sitting for his owner. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she said, letting go of his leash and going over to the cooker. ‘Whoever thought the day would come when I’d lead you around on a leash,’ she said, spooning stew into a bowl. ‘But here we are all the same.’ 
 
    James watched in growing alarm as she added potatoes and broccoli into the bowl before chopping them up with a knife. She was bending forward over the work-top and, from his position on the floor, James saw under her slip to where her panties showed beguilingly beneath her dusky hose.  
 
    ‘Here you are, doggie,’ she said, putting the bowl on the floor at her feet. ‘Din-dins.’ 
 
    James stared up at her in astonishment, unable to believe she was taking it this far. 
 
    ‘Take it,’ she said, pointing at the bowl. ‘Be a good dog.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not hungry,’ he said, his pride rearing its head at last. 
 
    ‘Did you just speak?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘I said, I’m not …’ 
 
    ‘Dogs don’t speak,’ she said with a terrible firmness. ‘They don’t, and they do what their owners tell them, I thought you understood that.’ 
 
    She folded her arms and glared down at him, but James had made up his mind to refuse. This was too much. Even a slave has his limits, he decided. If he gave in to this, there would be no limit to his surrender, no end to his degradation and shame. He was on the point of getting to his feet, and telling her what he thought of her, when she did something that recaptured him in an instant.  
 
    It was nothing dramatic. 
 
    She just hitched up the pretty hem of her slip, placed the toe of her high-heeled shoe on the edge of the bowl, and pushed it towards him. The noise it made scraping across the floor seemed to ring in his ears, and he felt himself blush with shame and arousal. There was such confidence and certainty in her movement, such a presumption of his obedience, that he felt himself surrender anew. His resistance vanished like smoke, and he couldn’t stop himself from moving forward on his hands and knees until his head was only inches above the bowl. He felt a terrible disappointment at his weakness, yet his cock had sprung fully erect. 
 
    ‘Good dog,’ she said, her voice full of sweetness and light again. ‘It’s not too hot,’ she added. ‘I don’t want to burn your mouth.’ 
 
    The stew smelled appetising, and his vision was filled with her pretty shoes and lovely ankles. 
 
    ‘On you go, boy,’ she urged him. ‘Take it.’ 
 
    James told himself it wasn’t possible, that he couldn’t obey her preposterous command – and yet he lowered his head into the bowl and began to eat. 
 
    Her tinkling laugh of triumph stung him, and added greatly to his shame and arousal. 
 
    ‘I knew you’d do it,’ she said, sounding happy and very pleased with herself. ‘If I was firm enough. Honestly, James, sometimes I think there’s nothing you wouldn’t do for me.’ 
 
    He was beyond enjoying the food, and he felt strange and uncomfortable eating in this position. If he wasn’t careful, the food fell out of his mouth back into the bowl, and Catherine would make a tutting sound, and say, ‘What a messy pup,’ or, ‘try to eat nicely, like a good dog.’ He heard the amusement in her voice, and he knew she was enjoying the ridiculous spectacle he presented.  
 
    She watched him eat for a minute or two, laughing every now and then at the noises he made, and then she reached down and took hold of his leash, intrigued to see he was still fiercely erect. His arousal consoled her, absolved her of blame. Where’s the harm, she told herself, when he likes it so much?  
 
    ’Eat up, puppy,’ she said, shaking the leash to encourage him. ‘Every scrap, now, I mean it. I want your dish nice and clean when you’re finished.’ 
 
    James discovered it was easier to swallow if he turned his head a little to the side, and he began to make faster progress. Despite his arousal, he felt a crippling embarrassment, and wanted to put an end to his ordeal as quickly as possible. 
 
    ‘What are you doing to him?’ Catherine asked herself as she watched him eat from the bowl. Had she lost her mind? Had they both gone mad? By all the normal rules of society, she’d gone much too far, she knew that, and yet it made a strange kind of sense to treat her husband like her pet dog. She knew it was only foolish role-playing, but she was excited to discover such an amusing and dramatic way of wielding her authority over him, and she felt a growing certainty that James’ collar and leash would come to play as important a part in their marriage as his wearing of panties and apron. Both, in their different ways, served to remind him of his position, and fan the flames of their Mistress-slave relationship. 
 
    And besides, it made her laugh to see him as her dog – he looked so sweet and ridiculous in his collar and leash – and what was life without a little fun and mischief, even if the outside world would think them mad? So what if she’d gone too far, Catherine told herself. She was an adventurer in a new and magical land, and she would travel as far as she liked and by any route she chose. She was a Mistress now and not an ordinary woman. She could bend the rules to suit her wishes and desires.  
 
    Foolish play-acting it may be, but her whole being was possessed by a heady and intoxicating sense of power that delighted her. 
 
    ‘Look at you, James,’ she said. ‘I really do think there’s nothing you won’t do for me.’ 
 
    He tried to ignore her and concentrate on finishing his food, but then he heard the tap running, and sure enough, Catherine put down a bowl of water by his other dish. 
 
    ‘Some water for you,’ she said. ‘Puppy must be thirsty.’ 
 
    She tapped her pretty foot impatiently and James didn’t even consider refusing. When he’d finished his meal he simply moved his head to the water bowl and began to drink. Catherine walked round him, thrilled by the lapping sound he made as he drank. It was the funniest, most submissive sound she’d ever heard, and she smiled to see his balls dangling between his legs, making him seem very like a real dog.  
 
    ‘Good boy,’ she said. ‘Have a nice, long drink from your bowl.’  
 
    The lapping sound, and his nakedness and his position on all fours, really did make her think of him as an animal and, feeling a sudden tenderness for her new pet, Catherine knelt by his side and wiped his face clean with a dish-cloth. 
 
    ‘There now, puppy,’ she said. ‘What a good boy you are. I only wish you had a basket. Then I could send you to lie-down after your meal. Or a kennel perhaps,’ she added with a laugh. ‘Oh yes, perhaps a kennel would be the thing. You could sleep outside in the garden. Think of all that fresh air. It would be good for you, I’m sure it would.’ 
 
    James felt a thrill of fear. He could no longer tell when Catherine was joking or not, and he remembered seeing kennels in the pet-shop, some of them quite large, and with long chains attached to them.  
 
    ‘Come on then, puppy,’ she said, taking her wine-glass and phone in one hand and his leash in another, and leading him on all fours across the hall and into the front-room. 
 
    She put on the television and sat down on the settee to watch the evening news. As was her custom, she sat with James at her feet, using his back as her foot-stool, but before long she relented. ‘Up,’ she said, patting the settee beside her. ‘Come on, puppy. Up you get.’ 
 
    Confused, yet feeling strangely honoured, James climbed up beside her.  
 
    ‘Lie down,’ she said, patting her lap. 
 
    James did as he was told, laying his head in that heavenly place where the pretty hem of her slip stretched across her thighs. ‘But stay still and behave,’ she commanded, taking a sip of wine. ‘Or you’ll be back on the floor.’ 
 
    The fire gave off a magical light, and her lap felt so gloriously soft and warm that soon a delightful lassitude washed over James, and he drifted in and out of sleep, yet his feeling of submissive arousal never left him. Catherine made sure of that. As she listened to the news and enjoyed her wine, she absent-mindedly stroked his hair and his cheek, before letting her fingers stray across his shoulder and down to his flanks. She dallied there for long moments, stroking his buttocks and thighs, before taking hold of his cock and bringing him fully erect with feathery touches, firm enough to keep him hard but too light to make him come. From time to time, she reached down to his balls, giving them a proprietorial squeeze, before returning to his lovely, dreaming cock. 
 
    When he nuzzled gently against her stomach and gave a contented sigh, Catherine smiled and looked down at him fondly, thinking him the most beautiful pet in all the world. ‘Go to sleep, puppy,’ she whispered gently. ‘You’ve had a busy day. Go to sleep.’ 
 
    It was the ringing of her phone that woke him. That, and Catherine’s sudden movement as she pushed his head from her lap and sprang to her feet, taking her phone and wine-glass with her as she ran out of the room.  
 
    Banished from paradise, James lay in a daze. There was a programme about antiques on the television, and he got to his feet and switched it off. As he moved he felt the leash still dangling from his collar tap against his back and buttocks. He thought about taking it off but he knew that was for his Mistress to do, not him.  
 
    Feeling lost, he went aimlessly into the hall, the tap-tap of the leash against his back reminding him of his servitude. Catherine had gone into the study to take the call which he was sure was from her lover. He could hear her voice from behind the closed door. She sounded happy and excited, and he heard her laughing from time to time, but he couldn’t make out what she was saying. 
 
    He went into the kitchen where his gaze fell immediately on the two bowls on the floor by the cooker. The sight of them embarrassed him, and he quickly washed them up and put them away in a cupboard. Then he tidied the table and loaded the dishwasher. He wiped down the work-surfaces and then stood waiting, hoping she would come back to him soon. His heart leapt when he heard the study door open and she came into the kitchen, but she was listening to her phone, her eyes bright from laughter, and all she did was fill her wine-glass and go back into the study, closing the door firmly behind her. She hadn’t even looked at him.  
 
    A cloud of depression and worthlessness gathering around him, James sought refuge in household duties. Catherine had work in the morning, and he made a salad for her lunch from Cos lettuce and cucumber with pieces of torn chicken and olives and dried tomatoes. He filled a little phial with her favourite oil and vinegar dressing, and packed that inside her lunch-box which he put in the fridge to keep cool. 
 
    He went into the hallway, but he could still hear her talking and laughing behind the study door. Feeling bitterly jealous, yet aroused by his jealousy, he went back through the kitchen and along the corridor to the laundry-room where he collected her clean shoes, the basket of clean clothes, and her pressed skirts and blouses. As he climbed the stairway to her bedroom he once more heard her laughter from the study. The sound cut into his pride, and yet the pain of his wound brought him a tormenting pleasure. To his despair, he was fully erect as he put away her clean clothes and underwear. 
 
    He saw her new suit hanging on the hook on the bedroom door. He recalled how lovely she looked in it, and he hoped she would do well in her interview. And yet he knew, if she was successful, she might decide to keep him as her slave to help her through the difficult first months of her new job. He had mixed feelings about this. He loved being her full-time servant. It brought him a masochistic joy he hadn’t dreamed possible, but he knew he had to find a job of his own, a way back to the real world. If he didn’t, he feared he would become her slave forever.  
 
    The quicksand was at his waist, he told himself, and he was sinking fast. 
 
    Feeling a need to pee, he went into the shower-room. He stood above the toilet bowl, but he was still semi-erect and couldn’t make himself pee. He caught sight of himself in the mirror above the sink. He found the sight of the sturdy collar around his neck deeply erotic, which only deepened his arousal and made peeing impossible. To distract himself, he began to tidy the shower-room, putting out a clean towel for Catherine, and wiping clean the sink and toilet bowl. He saw that the toilet-roll was nearly finished and, as he put out a new one, he remembered how she‘d treated him as her toilet-slave at Fran’s party. He recalled the amused look in her eyes as she’d held her French panties so prettily to one side after she’d finished peeing, and told him to lick her clean. And he’d done it. Without a word of complaint, he’d knelt before her with a strange, dark joy in his heart and cleaned her as if pleasing her was his sole purpose in life. And he knew he’d do it again if she asked him. He’d do it gladly and without hesitation. 
 
    He arranged her toothbrush and toothpaste neatly on the shelf above the sink, and her hairbrush and make-up, and bottles of scent, on the ledge under the window. These days, she made him use the bathroom off the hall, and everything in the shower-room was Catherine’s now. He noticed her pretty nightdress hanging on the back of the shower-room door, and he took it into the bedroom where he turned down her duvet and laid her nightdress on the pillow. She liked a glass of water by her bed, and he rinsed out her glass before filling it with fresh water and placing it on her bedside table.  
 
    These were small acts of service, but they gave him great satisfaction. 
 
    When he came downstairs, the door to the study was still shut but the house was silent. His need to relieve himself had grown urgent and he was going into the downstairs bathroom when the door to the study suddenly opened, and Catherine came out into the hall. 
 
    ‘Where are you going?’ she asked him.  
 
    Her lovely face was flushed, and she seemed excited and guiltily distracted, as if her lover had been in the study with her, and not just talking with her on the phone. 
 
    ‘The b-bathroom,’ James stammered. 
 
    ‘Why are you going to the bathroom?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I need to pee,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Do you indeed?’ she said, going close to him, grazing against him so he could feel the warmth of her body beneath her slip. Smiling, she put her hand on his collar. She’d had a long and loving talk with Tom. It had pleased and excited her, and made her want to be cruel to her slave again. 
 
    ‘I’m glad you’re still wearing your collar,’ she said. ‘I’d have been angry if you’d taken it off without permission.’ 
 
    She reached behind him and took hold of his leash, saying, ‘Dogs don’t stand on two legs, do they?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he answered with a thrill of fear. He’d seen her in this mood before, and he knew he had to be careful. 
 
    ‘And dogs don’t pee in the bathroom, do they?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said quietly. 
 
    ‘Where do dogs pee?’ she said. 
 
    He didn’t want to answer, and said nothing, hoping she would change the subject. 
 
    ‘I asked you a question,’ she said sternly, ‘and you haven’t answered.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    ‘I don’t care if you’re sorry,’ she snapped. ‘I asked a question and I want an answer. Where do dogs pee?’ she repeated. 
 
    ‘Outside,’ he said, once more falling under her spell.  
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she said. ‘Dogs pee outside.’ 
 
    She stroked his collar and kissed his cheek to show she was pleased with him, but then she tugged his leash sharply, and said, ‘Down, boy. Down you go, like a good boy.’ 
 
    His legs seemed to buckle as he sank obediently to his hands and knees. He felt a delightful weakness wash through him as if he’d fainted at her feet. 
 
    ‘Kiss the hem of my slip,’ she said to reward him. ‘I know you want to.’ 
 
    He’d barely touched his lips to the pretty lace hem when she turned and walked briskly away, leading him on all fours to the front door which she opened before leading him out into the garden. She went slowly down the steps, to give him time to negotiate them, and then led him across the narrowest section of gravel to the relative comfort of the lawn. 
 
    It was nearly dark, and there was a breeze blowing, but it was a warm Spring evening and neither of them felt cold. She led him slowly across the lawn, talking affectionately to her pet, telling him of her lover. 
 
    ‘Tom’s very well,’ she told him. ‘He sends you his regards, by the way, and he told me to tell you how much he’s looking forward to meeting you when he gets back.’ 
 
    James felt a crippling anxiety clutch at his heart. 
 
    ‘I told him about your collar, and how well it suits you,’ she said. ‘And how you ate up your dinner like a good doggie. I wasn’t going to tell him, but I couldn’t help myself.’ 
 
    Catherine hadn’t told Tom about the collar or the dog-bowl, but she knew how much it would torment James to pretend that she had. And it aroused her to torment him. It aroused her very much. 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ she said, stopping by the plum tree. ‘Be a good boy, and do your business.’ 
 
    They waited in silence for long moments. 
 
    ’What’s wrong?’ she asked him. ‘Why aren’t you peeing? 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Why not?’ she said. ‘You need to, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said. He needed to pee badly. 
 
    ‘Then do it,’ she said impatiently. 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ he said. ‘I’m hard.’ 
 
    ‘Hard?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, fearing he’d die of shame. 
 
    ‘Can’t you pee when you’re hard?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Well, we’re not going inside until you’ve peed like a good boy,’ she said, determined to have her way. 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ he said again. 
 
    Catherine made an irritated sound, and walked behind him, still holding his leash. 
 
    ‘We’ll see about that,’ she said, kicking him between his legs. She didn’t kick him hard, just hard enough to have the desired effect, making him jump in pain and surprise. She waited a few moments, and then kicked him again. 
 
    ‘Are you hard now?’ she said. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he gasped. 
 
    ‘Then do your business,’ she said. 
 
    To his relief, and greatly to his shame, he began to pee.  
 
    They both listened to the powerful stream splash against the grass. 
 
    Catherine laughed in the way she’d laughed when he’d begun to eat from his bowl. ‘We’ve gone mad,’ she said through her laughter. ‘But it’s a lovely kind of madness.’ 
 
    When he’d finished his business, Catherine led him to the rear of the house, telling him to be a good dog and walk to heel. She took him inside though the back door.  
 
    ‘You can stand now,’ she said once they’d reached the kitchen. 
 
    James stood obediently, and Catherine stroked his cheek and said, ‘You’ve been a good boy, and I’m very pleased with you.’ As she unclipped his leash, the little ring on his collar jogged her memory, making her exclaim in excitement. 
 
    ‘Your name-tag!’ she exclaimed. ‘I’ve forgotten your name-tag!’ 
 
    Laughing in excitement, she fetched the bag and rummaged inside it. ‘Here it is,’ she said, taking out the tiny envelope. ‘Will I open it, James, or will you?’ 
 
    ‘You open it, Mistress,’ he mumbled, coming slowly erect again. 
 
    ‘I know what I want it to say,’ she said, smiling to see his arousal as she took out the dog-tag. ‘Does it say what I hope it says?’ she asked, standing close to him, letting her slip brush against his erection. 
 
    ‘I hope so, Mistress,’ he said, utterly entranced. 
 
    She looked at the tag, and smiled to see the word ‘Slave’ engraved on the little metal disc. 
 
    ‘Oh, that’s perfect, James,’ she said, kissing the disc and then his cheek. ‘I’m so pleased with you. Shall I attach it to your collar?’ 
 
    He made one of those strange choking sounds he made when he was beyond speech. 
 
    ‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ Catherine said, pushing harder against him. 
 
    Trapped against her, James feared he would come there and then, and he tried to back away, but the kitchen counter was behind him, cutting off his retreat.  
 
    ‘What’s the matter, James?’ Catherine asked mischievously, pushing harder against him, knowing exactly what the matter was. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, don’t,’ he said, feeling his pleasure mount. 
 
    ‘Don’t do what?’ she asked innocently, pressing even harder and swaying her hips a little for good measure. ‘I’m not doing anything.’ 
 
    James felt the wave build and swell inside him. Her pretence of innocence, the look of amusement in her eyes, and the lovely sensation of her slip moving against his trapped erection made him fear pleasure would overwhelm him. 
 
    ‘Please,’ he gasped, ‘you’ll make me …’ 
 
    ‘Make you what?’ she said, taking her time to attach the disc, and making more little movements with her hips as she did so. She loved the feel of his cock, so hungry for her and yet so desperate to escape her female power. When she felt it pulse helplessly against her, she felt a sweet, growing excitement of her own. 
 
    ‘What a pretty dog-tag,’ she said to torment him. ‘I can’t wait to show it to Eve,’ she added, pushing harder against him. 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ James gasped.  
 
    ‘I’m sure she’ll love it,’ she said, ‘and I’m sure Tom will too. They’ll know what to call you,’ she said. ‘All they’ll have to do is read the name on your collar, won’t they?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, trying all in his power to stop from coming. 
 
    ‘And what will they call you?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘Slave,’ he said so quietly she could barely hear. 
 
    ‘What was that?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Slave,’ he said more loudly. 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ she said, giving welcome to the wetness between her legs. ‘They’ll call you slave, because that’s what you are. You’re my slave, James. For ever and ever.’ 
 
    She clipped the tag onto his collar, and pushed against him as much now for her pleasure as his. 
 
    Trapped exquisitely against her, James knew with a terrible certainty he could hold back no longer. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded, trying to pull back, but Catherine knew she had him, and she had no intention of letting him go. 
 
    ‘Sssh,’ she said. ‘I know.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he gasped in shame and delight. 
 
    ‘It’s all right,’ she said. ‘I want it, I want it all.’ 
 
    Pressing remorselessly against him, she put her arms around him, and pulled him even closer.  
 
    James cried out in delight as he pulsed helplessly against her, surrendering to a shattering, shaming climax. He was so lost in pleasure he barely felt the tremor that shook her, bringing her a sweet and precious joy of her own. 
 
    I’m sorry,’ he gasped, even before his crisis had passed. ‘I’m so sorry.’ 
 
    ‘There’s nothing to be sorry for,‘ she said gently, feeling immense fondness for him. 
 
    It was long moments before she let go of him, and when she saw the large damp patch on her slip from his release, she laughed and said, ‘Look at the state of me. I’m soaking wet.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he said helplessly. 
 
    ‘I can see that,’ she said with warm amusement in her voice. ‘And I’m very glad that you do.’  
 
    She took off her slip, crushing it into a bundle and handing it to him. 
 
    ‘Here,’ she said. ‘You’d better have this. You can wash it out for me.’  
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, taking the silken bundle, and feeling an endless love for her. 
 
    ‘I’m going to bed,’ she said. ‘I have a busy week ahead of me. Be sure and wake me early.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Have you made my lunch?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Are my clothes ready?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then, goodnight, James,’ she said, turning and walking away in just her high heels and dark hose. ‘I nearly forgot,’ she said from the doorway. ‘Would you like me to take off your collar?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘In that case, you can sleep in it,’ she said, amusement glinting in her lovely eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    When she’d gone, James went through to the laundry-room where he filled the deep belfast sink with warm water, and mixed in the liquid detergent he used to handwash Catherine’s lingerie. A feeling of deep contentment settled on him like a blessing as he washed and rinsed out her beautiful slip.  
 
    His soul at peace, and happily imprisoned in his collar, he thought himself the luckiest man in all the world.  
 
   


  
 


 
    FOUR 
 
      
 
    ‘I love you, Mistress,’ he said, proud of his bold and clever wife. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘WHAT ARE you doing on your phone?’ Catherine asked her slave. She’d finished breakfast and was about to leave for work, and she expected James to be giving her his full attention. 
 
    ‘I’ve been sent a text,’ said James, still reading his message. 
 
    He hadn’t looked at her, which irritated Catherine. It bordered on disrespect. 
 
    ‘A text?’ she said, drinking the last of her coffee. ‘Who from?’ 
 
    ‘David Petrie,’ he said. 
 
    The name was familiar to Catherine, but she couldn’t place it. 
 
    ‘He’s a director at Haston and Brown,’ James said. ‘I used to do contract work for them. He’s offered me a job.’ 
 
    ‘A job?’ said Catherine. ‘What kind of job?’  
 
    She found it strange to listen to James talk about work when he was naked except for a leather dog-collar around his neck. 
 
    ‘Head of recruitment and training,’ James said, finally looking at her. 
 
    ‘Very grand,’ Catherine said. ‘I didn’t know you’d applied.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t applied,’ he said. ‘I’ve been headhunted.’ 
 
    ‘That must be very gratifying for you,’ she said, not sure if she liked the idea of her slave feeling gratified. ‘Do you want the job?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ said James. ‘I’ve only just had the offer.’ 
 
    Truthfully, he wasn’t sure if he did want it. He had little desire to train pushy young interns to safeguard the online security of banks and large corporations but he knew, if he didn’t return to work soon, he ran the risk of sinking deeper under Catherine’s spell. And this was a good offer, and he knew he might not get another one like it. 
 
    ‘How much does it pay?’ Catherine asked him. 
 
    When he told her Catherine felt mildly deflated. She had an interview the next morning for the head-teacher’s post at the largest secondary school in the region. She’d done well to get on the short-list, and it paid an excellent salary, yet James had been offered considerably more. Her slave was both talented and highly employable, that much was clear, but it hardly seemed right that a slave should earn more than his Mistress. 
 
    ‘That much?’ she said. 
 
    ‘That’s only the basic salary, there’ll be bonuses on top,’ said James. ‘They’re a good company. They know the importance of looking after their staff. But I’ll earn every penny, you can be sure of that.’ 
 
    ‘When do you need to let them know?’ 
 
    ‘I should get back to David today. Preferably this morning.’ 
 
    ‘Tell him you need until the day after tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘He won’t wait that long.’ 
 
    ‘Are you disobeying me, James?’ she said, a warning in her voice. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, heeding her warning. 
 
    ‘I should think not,’ Catherine said. ‘Unless you want me to punish you before I go to work? Would you like that, James? Should I send you to fetch my crop?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said quickly, fearful of her crop’s fiery lashes. 
 
    ‘I can’t think about this until I’ve had my interview tomorrow,’ Catherine said. ‘Once that’s out of the way we’ll have a talk. Today’s Tuesday. Tell him you’ll let him know on Thursday. If they think you’re worth headhunting, they’ll wait a few more days. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Very good,’ Catherine said. ‘Now fetch my coat.’ 
 
    James fetched her overcoat from the cloakroom and waited for his Mistress to come into the hall. When she did, her stern beauty took his breath away. She was wearing perfectly ordinary work clothes of a tweed knee-length pencil skirt and white blouse with black hose and court shoes, and yet she looked stunningly elegant and sensual.  
 
    ‘You’re seeing Eve’s mother this morning, aren’t you?’ Catherine asked as he helped her into her coat. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, inhaling Catherine’s perfume and the mingled scents of shampoo and make-up as she flicked her lovely hair over the collar of her coat. ‘I’m taking her to the supermarket.’ 
 
    ‘She has arthritis, doesn’t she?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said James. ‘She won’t admit it, but she’s in a lot of pain.’ 
 
    ‘Then you’d better take my car. It’s much higher off the ground. It’ll be easier for her to get in and out.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ said James, thinking how only a few weeks ago the BMW X5 Catherine now referred to as ‘my car’ had been his pride and joy. 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ said Catherine, ‘I’d better take your collar off, hadn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said with a sense of loss. The new collar was stiff and uncomfortable, and it had been hard to sleep with it around his neck for the last two nights, but he liked the feel of it, the way it made him feel owned. 
 
    ‘I don’t want to take it off,’ Catherine said, touching his arm fondly. ‘You look so handsome and obedient in it, but I don’t suppose you can go shopping in a collar.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, taking in her full lips and sparkling eyes, and the alluring swell of her breasts beneath her smart white blouse. She looked so beautiful he longed to embrace her, and kiss her as he used to when he was a free man, but he was a slave now, and had lost the right to treat Catherine as his lover. 
 
    Catherine felt genuine regret as she unbuckled his collar. Life was simple as Mistress of the house with a slave to serve her every need, and it was never easy to make the transition from her home-life, where her word was law, to the world of work where she faced so many daunting challenges from colleagues, pupils and their often difficult parents. She had a hard day ahead of her, and the prospect of James returning to work made her anxious. Without realising it, she’d come to rely on his devoted service and she was less sure she could take on a head-teacher’s role without his full-time support at home. 
 
    And she missed her lover who was still in Spain. God, how she missed him. 
 
    ‘Here you are,’ she said, handing James his collar. ‘Hang it up in the laundry-room beside your leash and riding-crop.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his senses stirring with desire. Just thinking of the laundry-room deepened his submission to his lovely wife. 
 
    ‘But I want you in your panties and apron when you cook my meal tonight. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    She saw the troubled look in his eyes, and she also saw that he wasn’t erect. Usually, when she took this tone with him, all high and mighty, he became helplessly aroused. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘Nothing, Mistress,’ he said, but she didn’t believe him. 
 
    ‘If something’s worrying you, I expect you to tell me,’ she said, looking him straight in the eyes. ‘Well, then, I’m waiting,’ she added. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said. ‘Sometimes I get lost, that’s all, and I don’t know who I am any more.’ 
 
    ‘Has the offer of a job upset you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I think it has.’ 
 
    ‘I can imagine,’ she said, feeling very close to him. ‘Can you go back to the real world after what we’ve done? And if you do, will you have to give up being my slave? Is that it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, glad of her kindness and understanding. 
 
    ‘It won’t add up, will it, being my slave and a high-powered executive at the same time?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said. ‘It won’t.’ 
 
    ‘I feel the same about my interview tomorrow,’ she told him companionably. ’If I get the job, it’ll take over my life. Will I still be able to be your Mistress when I’m tired and overworked, and when I have to be such a respectable pillar of the community? That won’t add up either, will it?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, his brow furrowing. 
 
    Seeing him so troubled, she felt a wave of tenderness for him. 
 
    ‘I know it’s difficult,’ she said, ‘but it’s been lovely too, more than lovely. Having you and Tom in my life, becoming your Mistress and taking a lover. It’s like a dream. I never imagined life could be this good. Sometimes I think we’ve broken through to a new way of existence, found our way to a secret world. A kind of paradise. And you feel the same, I know you do.’ 
 
    ‘I do,’ he said, thinking how living as her slave brought him, not just the greatest sensual pleasure, but also a very real sense of peace and contentment. ‘At least, mostly I do.’ 
 
    ‘Mostly?’ Catherine said. ‘Not always?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said. ‘Not always.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not unhappy as my slave, are you?’ 
 
    ‘Not unhappy, no,’ he said. 
 
    ‘What then?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Sometimes I feel trapped and afraid,’ he confessed. ‘Ashamed of myself, of what I’ve become. I want to fight back, stand up for myself. I want to stop being your slave and become your husband again.’ 
 
    ‘A free man?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And the rest of the time?’  
 
    ‘The rest of the time, I feel happy, happy and free.’ 
 
    ‘Freedom in bondage?’ she said, touching his cheek fondly. 
 
    ‘Possibly,’ he said. ‘I can’t always tell.’ 
 
    ‘Most welcome, bondage,’ said Catherine, quoting from Shakespeare’s Cymbeline, ‘for thou art, I think, a way to liberty.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Mistress,’ he said, proud of his bold and clever wife. 
 
    ‘Of course you do,’ she said with the knowing smile that always made him weak at the knees. ‘I’m your Mistress, and you’re my slave. How could you not love me?’ 
 
    She was glad to see him return her smile. 
 
    ‘We’ve been married for over twenty years,’ she said, ‘and yet you want to kneel at my feet. You cook and clean for me, and I never have to lift a finger around the house. I can’t remember the last time I did the dishes or put on a wash. And you do all the ironing, thank the lord – I think I love you for that most of all.’ 
 
    She’d laughed as she’d spoken, but James was glad to hear her use the word ‘love’ even if it was only with regard to him ironing her clothes. He believed if was her way of saying, ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    ‘You help me get dressed for my nights out with Tom,’ Catherine continued, ‘and you wait up for me to come home like the most faithful of servants. I treat you harshly, selfishly, at times with contempt, and yet you love me all the same. Sometimes I think you love me all the more for my cruelty. Could that be true?’ 
 
    ‘It is true,’ said James.  
 
    ‘When most husbands grow tired of their wives,’ said Catherine warmly, ‘you want to worship me, give up your life to my pleasure and comfort. And as for me, well, I feel like a new woman, as if there’s nothing I can’t do. Even this interview tomorrow, I know I should be nervous, but I’m not in the least bit nervous. I’ve probably gone mad, but I expect to get the job. Really I do. What I’ll feel like when I don’t get it, I’ve no idea, but for now I feel as if I could conquer the world. Have I gone mad, or have I become the woman I was always meant to be? And what does it matter anyway when I feel this strong and free? If this is madness then let me be mad. Tell me, James, did you ever think we’d find such pleasure and excitement at this time in our lives, after being married for so long? Honestly, did you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said truthfully. 
 
    ‘It’s a dream,’ she said. 
 
    ‘It is,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ she said, ‘we can’t have all that and expect it to be easy, can we?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, soothed by her warmth and honesty. 
 
    ‘Of course we feel frightened and confused from time to time,’ she said. ‘After all we’re breaking the rules, sailing in uncharted waters, but better that, surely, than drifting aimlessly down the river. Don’t you feel more alive living this way?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    And, truly, he did. 
 
    Catherine smiled to see he’d grown partly erect. This was more like the slave she knew. 
 
    ‘In that case, it’s worth fighting for,’ she said, taking hold of his cock and bringing it fully erect with a few brisk tugs of her hand, the jingle of her bracelets adding to his arousal. ’Here’s what we’ll do,’ she added confidingly. ‘We’ll take it one day at a time. You’ll ring David what’s-his-name and tell him you’ll get back to him on Thursday at the latest. Agreed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, fearful he’d come in her hand. 
 
    ‘You’ll go shopping with Mrs Harrison this morning, and take her for lunch if she wants. Agreed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I like the idea of you serving an older lady even if she doesn’t know you’re my slave,’ Catherine added, slowing the movement of her hand and running her thumb over the tip of his erection, pleased to hear his groan of desire. ‘It’s good practice for you. And you’ll spend the rest of the day cooking and cleaning, and doing whatever needs done in the house. And tonight we’ll have an early night so I’m ready for my interview in the morning. And, once that’s out of the way, we’ll sit down and talk about your job. Agreed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, happy to be instructed by her.  
 
    ‘Life’s short,’ Catherine said with a smile, letting go of his straining cock. ‘Too short not to have fun. Agreed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. ‘Agreed.’ 
 
    ‘Well, then,’ she said, mischief gleaming in her eyes, ‘I think you should kneel and kiss my shoes before I leave for work, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, falling gratefully to his knees. 
 
    Kneeling like this had become a morning ritual, and James gladly bent his head and planted adoring kisses on her pretty court shoes, tasting dust and shoe polish in the way he’d come to crave. 
 
    ‘Lick them,’ she said. ‘Make them shine.’ 
 
    With a shiver of delight, he did as he was told. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it,’ she said. ‘Now my ankles.’ 
 
    He lifted his head and kissed each ankle, loving the feel of the sheer nylon against his lips. 
 
    ‘And since you’re being such a good slave,’ she said warmly, ‘you may kiss my knees.’ 
 
    His brain swam with desire as he raised his head to kiss her lovely knees. He inhaled the intoxicating scents of her perfume and the detergent he used to hand-wash her panties and hose, and felt the rough hem of her stylish tweed skirt brush against his nose. Against his cheeks, tender with shame and arousal, he felt the heavenly warmth of the air trapped beneath her skirt, and once more he shivered in delight. 
 
    He never grew tired of worshipping her like this. In his new life as a slave, it was what he lived for. 
 
    ‘That’s good, James,’ he heard her say from somewhere far above where the gods lived. ‘I like to see you on your knees. It’s where you belong.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly. ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome,’ she said, a smile in her voice. 
 
    Most mornings she allowed him no higher than her knees, but she felt more than usually fond of him this morning, and James was thrilled to hear the faint rasping sound her skirt made as she slid it up to the tops of her thighs. The delightful feminine sound made his heart and cock leap in unison. 
 
    ‘A special treat for you,’ Catherine said, spicing her voice with contempt in the way he loved. 
 
    With a mumbled, ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ James pressed his mouth against her sleek, nylon-sheathed thighs, feeling himself pass through a secret doorway into a magical world.  
 
    It must be a dream, he told himself.  
 
    Nothing this wonderful could be real. 
 
    ‘You like this, don’t you, James?’ she said, enjoying her power over him. ‘Being under my skirt.’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘Under my power.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘My heel.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You’d live here if you could.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly. 
 
    ‘Well, then, what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, pressing his burning cheeks against her thighs, feeling a deep and endless gratitude. 
 
    ‘I’m not wearing a slip today,’ she said, keeping the edge of boredom and scorn in her voice. ‘I know how much you like to kiss the hem of my slip in the mornings, but this skirt’s lined, I’m afraid. It doesn’t need a slip. And so, to make up for that, you may kiss my panties.’ 
 
    She slid her skirt higher, and James gazed in wonder at the heavenly sight of her pretty white panties beneath the smoky nylon of her hose. He was on his knees, he was nothing but a slave, and no longer allowed to make love to Catherine – she had another man for that – and yet he felt as if all his most secret dreams had come true. 
 
    ‘You may kiss me here,’ she said, her fingers fluttering over the little panel of darker nylon that covered the front of her panties. ‘But just one kiss, and do it gently, James, you must always do it gently.’ 
 
    He stretched upwards, closing his eyes in ecstasy as his lips touched against her sweetest place.  
 
    ‘If I was a witch,’ Catherine said conspiringly, ‘I’d shrink you to the size of my thumb and hide you inside my panties. I’d keep you there forever. I would, James. For ever and ever.’ 
 
    Catherine gave a shiver of delight and then, to the despair of her slave, she stepped back and tugged her skirt primly into place. 
 
    ‘I’ve left panties for you on your cot,’ she said, suddenly business-like as she strode across the hall. ‘They won’t be the ones you’re expecting, but you’ll wear them all day. I want you to feel owned by me today, body and soul. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I know you’ll wear them,’ she said, stopping at the front-door to do up her coat. ‘You always do what you’re told.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘And you never lie to me, do you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’  
 
    ‘And you never will.’  
 
    It was a statement of fact, not a question. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    ‘The panties I’ve left on your cot are cruel of me,’ she said, opening the front-door, ‘but you like me to be cruel, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, longing for her to stay and use him for her pleasure. He would agree to anything if she would only stay a few moments longer.  
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded. ‘Don’t go.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, you’ve had your kisses, and I have to work.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘Goodbye, James,’ she said brusquely. ‘Be good.’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ he said, but she’d already left the house.  
 
      
 
      
 
    EVEN BEFORE her car had left the driveway James had gone upstairs, driven by his shameful need to find out what panties she’d laid out for him.  
 
    Dread tingled in his spine when he saw what was draped over the wall of his cot.  
 
    It was the white Playtex girdle, the same staid and terrifying garment she’d made him wear to Fran’s party. 
 
    Feeling like a condemned man, he went slowly to the cot and lifted the girdle. It felt as heavy as chainmail in his hand, so unlike the soft and flimsy panties she usually gave him to wear. He remembered how tight and uncomfortable it had felt under the black jeans he’d worn to the party, and yet he felt a flaring of submissive arousal at the prospect of being imprisoned so shamefully once more. To his amazement, a part of him was looking forward to pulling on the girdle, and submitting to its cold and unyielding authority. He thought what an astute Mistress his wife had become. She knew that, in her absence, the girdle would act as a fierce and intimidating instrument of her control.  
 
    She knew how it would crush his manhood in its terrible grip. 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he said under his breath. 
 
    He stood in a daze for long moments. He thought of putting on the girdle and getting dressed straight away, but he was still holding his collar in his other hand, and he had to ring David Petrie about the job offer. He didn’t want to be wearing his wife’s panty-girdle when he made the call – his confidence was at a low enough ebb – and he left the girdle on his cot and went back downstairs to the laundry-room where he hung the collar on its hook beside the leash and riding-crop as Catherine had commanded him.  
 
    Catherine knew that hanging the instruments of her authority so prominently in the room where he washed and ironed her clothes, and polished her boots and shoes, would keep him deeply and permanently under her sway, and her plan had worked spectacularly well. He only had to step into the room to feel a wave of masochistic arousal rise within him, and he knew the day would soon come when he would wear the collar and leash and kneel at her feet to suffer the scourge of her crop.  
 
    It was a terrifying thought, and yet he longed for the day to come. He didn’t just want her to beat him. He wanted her to laugh at his suffering, and become aroused by his cries of pain, so aroused that she would show no mercy, and beat him to within an inch of his life. 
 
    Such are the dreams of a woman’s slave. 
 
    He went into the kitchen and poured himself a coffee, and sat down with his phone to make the call. He saw Catherine’s empty cup on the table with the mark of her lipstick on its rim, and he couldn’t help but think of her mocking smile and goading voice. ‘You’ve had your kisses,’ he remembered her saying. Enchanted, he picked up her cup and licked the lipstick mark from the rim, thrilled by the taste, but then, deeply ashamed of his action, he stood and paced up and down. As he paced, he drank his coffee and tried to pretend he was an ordinary man going about his ordinary business, but he felt uneasy and nervous. It was a long time since anything had been ordinary in his life, and being naked didn’t help. He went upstairs to the bathroom and put on his old blue dressing-gown. Feeling manlier and less vulnerable, he went back downstairs and made the call. 
 
    ‘James,’ David Petrie answered breezily, ‘thanks for getting back to me so quickly.’ 
 
    ‘And thank-you for the offer, David,’ said James, making himself sound casual and confident, as if he was at the top of his game, and this call was merely one of the many important calls he had to make that morning. 
 
    ‘It’s not entirely in my gift,’ said David. ‘You may have to go through the formality of an interview, but your reputation precedes you. I think I can safely say the job’s yours if you want it.’ 
 
    ‘I’m very interested,’ said James, ‘but I can’t let you know for a day or two.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a great offer,’ said David.  
 
    ‘It is,’ said James, ‘but there are one or two things I need to sort out before I can give you an answer.’ 
 
    ‘Can you let me know by the end of the day?’ 
 
    ‘I need until Thursday,’ said James, fearing he might lose his chance of the job. 
 
    ‘Do you have another offer?’ said David. 
 
    ‘It’s complicated,’ said James. ‘I’d rather not go into it.’ 
 
    He knew it would work in his favour to sound mysterious, as if he was in demand. Besides, he could hardly say, ‘I’m living as my wife’s slave and housemaid, and I need her permission before I can accept.’ 
 
    ‘We may be able to find more money,’ said David, ‘but not much more. It’s a generous offer.’ 
 
    ‘Money’s not the issue,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Is it the foreign travel? You’ve no problem with that, have you?’ 
 
    ‘None at all,’ said James. He’d always enjoyed travelling abroad. 
 
    ‘Then say yes, for God’s sake,’ said David, ‘and don’t be a fool.’ 
 
    ‘Give me till Thursday,’ James repeated firmly. 
 
    ‘You can have until tomorrow evening,’ said David. ‘That’s the best I can do.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ said James, fairly sure Catherine would know by then if she’d been successful in her interview. ‘I appreciate it.’ 
 
    ‘But I expect you to accept,’ said David. ‘We want you to join us.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll let you know on Wednesday evening,’ said James. 
 
    They exchanged pleasantries about their families and the state of the world, and James ended the call with a feeling of excitement verging on elation. 
 
    He ran upstairs two steps at a time, and took a shower. He sang as he washed his hair, belting out Dylan’s ‘Positively Fourth Street.’ As he sang, he saw a succession of images in his head. In one, he was going into a large office wearing a brand new suit. In another, he was looking out of a plane window as he flew into Beijing. And in another, he saw himself driving up to his house in his powerful new company car, but the sweetest part was when Catherine came out of the house to greet him, flinging her arms around him and kissing him as if he was a returning hero. His imagination quickly took them to bed where he made love to her, taking possession of her as his wife and lover. It was a glorious feeling, and he saw a whole new life opening up before him. As he dried himself he was fully erect, but with a very different kind of arousal. It was as if a fog had lifted and he could see clearly at last. He felt proud and vigorous for the first time in many months, and no longer felt the hunger to submit that had ruled him for so long. 
 
    He told himself he would accept the job, and take back his place as a successful man in his life and marriage, and he felt a deeply pleasurable surge of pride as he crossed the upstairs hall and went into his room, but his newfound virility was immediately challenged by the sight of the panty-girdle waiting for him on his cot. Straightaway, the two sides of his sexuality went to war like snakes fighting in a sack, and he felt deeply conflicted. He told himself to ignore the girdle altogether, and dress in a pair of boxer-shorts. He would wait for Catherine to come home, and then inform her he was no longer her slave, and would be going back to work as a free man. He saw himself forbidding her to see her lover, and insisting she became his faithful wife again. But, even as he relished the prospect of asserting himself and regaining control of his life, he felt a slow, treacherous trickle of submissive arousal erode his resolve.  
 
    Once more he instructed himself to ignore the ridiculous garment and dress as he pleased, and yet, driven by a compulsion stronger than his own volition, he reached out and lifted the girdle from the cot. It felt cold and heavy in his grasp, relentless somehow, knowing, as if it had a life and will of its own. With a shiver of unwanted arousal, he revised his plan. He still wouldn’t wear the girdle. Instead, he’d tell Catherine he’d worn it, and put it on just before she was due back from work. It would be a harmless lie that would save him many hours of shaming discomfort, yet he remembered Catherine’s clear command to wear it all day, and his assurance that he would never lie to her. He’d always been an honest man, and he loved his Mistress, and felt bound by his word like a knight to his queen. His submissive arousal grew stronger and, once more, and greatly to his shame, he began to look forward to stepping into the girdle. 
 
    It would only be for one more day, he told himself, and he would ring David Petrie tomorrow evening and accept the job. Soon he would be a free man, and never again stoop so low as to wear a girdle or apron, or help his wife get dressed for a date with another man. What harm could there be in one last day of slavery to his beautiful wife and Mistress? 
 
    Disappointed in himself, yet thrilled by his surrender, he stepped into the panty-girdle and pulled it up his legs. As on the night of Fran’s party, it was a struggle to get it even to the tops of his thighs. Taking a deep breath, he tugged it up over his tummy. Amazed anew at how restrictive the garment felt, he cursed and told himself he was a fool, yet he wanted to know how the girdle looked on him, and he went into Catherine’s bedroom to look at his reflection in her full-length mirror. 
 
    He looked a fool, a weak and pitiful drag queen trying to disguise his manliness, and yet a part of him wanted to look weak and pitiful. It was how a slave ought to look, he reflected. He turned sideways to see the effect the foundation garment had on his figure. He was already slim, but the girdle compressed his waist and accentuated his buttocks in a way that made him look almost womanly. He ran his hand over the diamond shaped panel of reinforced nylon at his crotch, and could barely feel his flattened cock. He felt himself stir and try to harden but the fierce restriction of the girdle crushed his erection even as it inflamed his masochistic arousal. It was an unsettling yet deeply pleasurable sensation. Catherine had left her wardrobe door open, and he was drawn to her hanging dresses and skirts, driven by a new and nagging desire to try on one of her dresses. He wanted to know what a dress or skirt felt like flowing around his knees. This, in turn, led him to her dressing table where he pulled open an underwear drawer with a trembling hand. He felt the lovely softness of her slips and camisoles, and hungered to dress in one of the slips he loved to see her in, and feel its soft lace and slippery nylon against his feverish skin. He took out a pair of her hose, thrilled by their airy weightlessness. He wanted to sit on the bed and put on the hose in imitation of his lovely Mistress. In his mind’s eye he saw Catherine gathering up the soft nylon of her hose before pulling it elegantly over her leg, and he wanted to do the same.  
 
    How would the sheer nylon look and feel on his legs? What would a dress and slip feel like against his smooth hose? He saw himself sitting primly in his dress, and arranging it at his knees, glimpsing as he did so the pretty lace hem of his slip. And then he wondered if he could crush his feet into a pair of Catherine’s heels, and experience what it felt like to walk as a woman in pretty delicate shoes with the hem of a dress flipping and flowing around his knees. He lifted a bottle of her perfume from her dressing-table and inhaled its heady scent, wondering at the fickleness of his conflicted sexuality. 
 
    In the shower he’d recovered his manly pride and relished the prospect of taking back control of his life and marriage, and yet here he was, only minutes later, wearing his wife’s girdle, and dreaming of dressing as a woman in her clothes. He felt rudderless and inconsequential, as if he’d lost the ability to steer a steady course through life, and stick with what he knew to be right. 
 
    He shut the drawers and the wardrobe door, and dragged himself away from temptation, deciding to do what he often did when he felt lost and confounded – get on with some housework.  
 
    He kept on the girdle, and dressed quickly in his own black trousers and a blue shirt before going straight to work. He tidied Catherine’s bedroom and shower-room, making her bed and laying out a clean nightdress for her before taking her dirty laundry downstairs. He glanced at his watch. It was coming up for nine o’clock. He would have to leave to pick Lilian up in thirty minutes, and he threw himself into his duties. He cleaned and tidied the kitchen, loading the dishwasher and wiping down the cooker. He quickly vacuumed the hall and the front-room, and took out the ash from the fire, bringing in an armful of logs and setting the fire, ready to be lit later in the day. 
 
    He still had fifteen minutes to spare, and he went out to the laundry-room where he hand-washed Catherine’s panties and hose in the deep sink at the window. He almost relished the cruel tightness of his panty-girdle as he hung her pretty underwear out to dry on the clothes-line by the back-door.  
 
    It brought him a dizzying pleasure to serve as Catherine’s slave and housemaid, and he thought how much he would mourn the strange rapture of submission when he went back to work as a free man.  
 
      
 
      
 
    LILIAN HARRISON opened her front-door before he’d rung her bell. She’d clearly been waiting for him, and she’d dressed for her outing in a plain black dress and overcoat with a string of pearls at her neck. James thought she looked very elegant, and once more he saw where her daughter Eve got her strikingly good looks. 
 
    ‘How are you this morning, Lilian?’ he asked the old lady. 
 
    ‘Older,’ she replied, walking slowly towards his car with the aid of a walking-stick. 
 
    ‘You’re looking well,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Don’t lie,’ she said. 
 
    ‘And as cheerful as ever,’ he said, glad to see a smile in her eyes as he opened the car door for her. She got into her seat with relative ease, and James was glad Catherine had given him back his high-axled jeep for the day. 
 
    As she fastened her seat-belt James noticed how thin she was, almost anorexic. 
 
    ‘Which supermarket do you prefer?’ he asked her. 
 
    ‘I couldn’t care less,’ she said. ‘I don’t like shopping for food.’ 
 
    James stopped himself from saying that much was obvious. 
 
    ‘Then I’ll choose,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Fine by me,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Hang on to your hat,’ he said as he drove sedately away from her house.  
 
    In the supermarket, Lilian took her own trolley and set off purposefully with her walking-stick hooked over the trolley handle. They had arranged to meet back at the car, and James went about his weekly shop, taking his now customary care to buy Catherine’s favourite foods and toiletries. The girdle was bitingly uncomfortable, and he often stopped to twist and contort his body in vain attempts to find relief from its grip. 
 
    He paid for his shopping and took it out to his car, but there was no sign of Lilian. He went back inside just as she was approaching the checkout. He looked inside her trolley. Apart from a few tins of soup, a packet of wine gums, and a loaf of white bread, her shopping was made up of six bottles of Merlot wine and a bottle of Famous Grouse whisky. 
 
    ‘I see you have your priorities right,’ he said. ‘And you’ve bought the whisky they named after you.’ 
 
    ‘The essentials for survival,’ Lilian said drily, ignoring his wisecrack, but James took her by the arm and went all the way back round the shop with her. Turning a deaf ear to her protests, he put a steak into her trolley, along with bacon, venison burgers and chicken breasts. He put in peppered mackerel, and then apples and bananas and fresh salad, selecting a bottle of french-dressing he knew tasted like the real thing. He put in oat-cakes and butter and eggs, two loaves of wholemeal bread, a selection of cheeses and cold meats and a tub of fresh Greek olives and tins of sardines and salmon. ‘Stop moaning,’ he told the old lady when she continued to protest. ‘All you have to do is eat the food and enjoy it.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t be bothered cooking,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I thought you liked your meat raw,’ he said. 
 
    He made her admit to having a coffee-making machine, and he put in a packet of fresh coffee along with several packets of chocolate biscuits and a rich Dundee cake, before escorting her through the checkout. 
 
    ‘Who’s going to pay for all this?’ she said. 
 
    ‘You are,’ he said. 
 
    She paid without complaint. 
 
    James took her for lunch to a bar by the river. They got a window seat, and ordered haddock and chips. The fish was fresh and delicious, and James was glad to see Lilian eat with a hearty appetite. As they ate, she asked him if he was planning on going back to work and he told her about his job offer. 
 
    ‘That’s marvellous,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’m not so sure,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Don’t you want the job?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘They’re a good company, and it pays well,’ he said, ‘but what I do – online security – it’s a service industry for a gangster economy.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Over the last twenty years the governments of both major parties have handed over power to banks and corporations. These companies do what they like, take what they want. We’re told to trust the economic elites to wield power on behalf of the electorate, but they feel only contempt for ordinary people. The banks bankrupted the country, but it’s the poor who’ve been made to pay. The free market will take care of us, we’re told again and again, but it doesn’t and it won’t. The heads of banks and international corporations are criminals, state-protected thugs – I learned that when I worked for them – but they’ll never go to jail. Their arrogance and sense of entitlement are beyond anything you could imagine. I don’t know if I can work in that world again.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, come on,’ Lilian said. ‘That world has always been corrupt.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe it has,’ said James. ‘But I used to believe there was such a thing as good capitalism, a form of commerce and enterprise where everyone benefited, now I’m not so sure.’ 
 
    ‘You can’t just opt out,’ said Catherine. ‘You’re not a teenager.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps not,’ he said. ‘But I don’t have to make it worse.’ 
 
    ‘Take the job,’ she told him, ‘unless you want to go shopping with an old woman for the rest of your life.’ 
 
    ‘That wouldn’t be so bad,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes it would,’ she said.  
 
    ‘Maybe you’re right,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I know I am,’ she said. 
 
    James laughed, and felt a sharp, crippling pain from his girdle. ‘Excuse me,’ he said as he got to his feet and limped towards the toilets. 
 
    He went into a cubicle and immediately took down his trousers and girdle. Sighing in relief, he leaned his hands against the cubicle wall and took deep breaths. He told himself his behaviour was ridiculous, cowardly, shameful – all those things and more – he couldn’t even go out for lunch without Catherine controlling him from afar – and yet he thought of her fondly, and he knew full well, had she been here with him now, he’d kneel at her feet and beg to kiss her shoes.  
 
     Whatever his reservations about this job, he knew he had to take it but, even as he planned to accept the offer, he felt himself come erect. He waited for his arousal to fade but he remained stubbornly erect, and he had no choice but to pull the girdle up over his erection, crushing it cruelly against his stomach. He felt more uncomfortable leaving the cubicle than he had going in. He had to admire Catherine. She really was a sly and cunning Mistress. 
 
    ‘What’s the matter?’ Lilian said as he hobbled back to the table. ‘You’re like an old man.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve done something to my leg,’ James lied. ‘An injury I picked up running.’ 
 
    ‘Well, there you are,’ Lilian said, ‘it only goes to show.’ 
 
    ‘Goes to show what?’ said James, sitting gingerly. 
 
    ‘There’s nothing like exercise for taking the edge off your fitness.’ 
 
    James laughed heartily, bringing himself more pain, and Lilian laughed with him, happy to have amused him. They liked each other, and were grateful for each other’s company. 
 
    When they arrived back at Lilian’s house, the cleaner had been and gone, and everything was spotlessly clean, smelling of furniture polish and floor cleaner. 
 
    ‘Not bad for a jewellery thief,’ said James, but Lilian said nothing. James thought he saw a tear in her eye. 
 
    He re-introduced her to her coffee machine, and set it to work before helping her put away her shopping. He told her to grill the steak for her evening meal, and she promised him she would. He asked her if she wanted to do anything on Friday morning when the cleaner came again, but she declined his offer, saying twice a week would be once too often, and that she would like to stay at home and meet her cleaner. 
 
    ‘As long as you mind your manners,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I’ll do my best,’ she said. 
 
    ‘That might not be good enough,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Ha-ha,’ she said. 
 
    He left her sitting in her armchair drinking her coffee. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you next Tuesday,’ he said from the doorway. 
 
    ‘I’ll look forward to it,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Lilian.’ 
 
    ‘One thing, James, before you go.’ 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ she said. 
 
    ‘My pleasure,‘ he said.  
 
      
 
      
 
    WHEN JAMES arrived home he found a delivery card from the postman. They’d come to an arrangement about leaving parcels when no-one was at home, and the card informed him that two packages were waiting for him in the paper bin at the rear of the house. James took in his shopping and put it away before going out to collect his parcels. 
 
    The smaller one was addressed to him, and he knew from its label that it was the French panties Catherine has instructed him to buy for her, but the larger of the parcels was addressed to Mistress Catherine Dempsey. This filled him with alarm – who could possibly know of their unusual marriage? And then he saw the Cornish postmark and understood that the parcel must be from Eve Harrison, the only person in the world, apart from Catherine’s lover, who knew his wife was his Mistress. He recalled Eve saying she planned to send him a gift for helping her mother, but the parcel was addressed to Catherine.  
 
    Feeling threatened by the mysterious package, he went into the kitchen and opened the parcel from the lingerie company. He’d bought Catherine three pairs of luxury French panties in colours of antique cream, midnight black and ruby red. Each pair of panties came in a separate box. He opened one of them, pulling back the soft, scented paper to reveal the pair in ruby red. A lovely deep red, and richly trimmed with lace, they looked impossibly sexy and glamorous in their little box. He touched them reverently, and couldn’t help but think of how they’d look on Catherine. He imagined her in high heels and black stay-up stockings that would contrast so alluringly with her red panties. And then he remembered she wouldn’t be wearing these beautiful knickers for him.  
 
    No, never for him.  
 
    It would be his duty only to help her dress in them for her lover. His gift of the lovely panties would only increase the pleasure of their lovemaking, and deepen Catherine’s bond with his rival. 
 
    Catherine’s cruel words came back to torment him.  
 
    ‘He wanted me to tell you how much he likes me in these panties,’ she’d told him, a mocking smile on her lips, ‘how lovely it feels to fuck me when I’m wearing them. He wants you to know how lovely my cunt feels under all this lace. He told me to make sure and tell you that.’ 
 
    The memory of her words struck James with the force of a blow, waking in him an arousal so dark and powerful it left him winded and without strength. The knowledge that Catherine had a lover who knew about his enslavement crushed his pride, and put him under like nothing else.  
 
    He stacked the boxes and parcel in a corner of the work-top, ready for Catherine when she came in from work, and tried to plan the rest of his day. He was on top of the housework, and had no pressing duties to carry out. He’d bought a salmon steak for Catherine’s evening meal, but he could grill that just before serving it to her. He had a small pile of ironing to complete, but that could wait until the evening. Suddenly very tired, he decided to go for a lie-down. He often didn’t sleep well at night, tossing and turning in a fever of erotic dreams, and he longed for a proper sleep. He went upstairs to his little box-room where he took down his trousers, and pulled his girdle to his knees with a sigh of relief, before curling up under his duvet. 
 
    He had more than two hours until Catherine was due home, the house was quiet and peaceful, and it felt blissfully comfortable to be free of the girdle’s cramping grip but, as he settled down to sleep, his hand touched against the worn panties and hose Catherine gave him most nights when she sent him to bed. He’d forgotten to collect and wash them that morning, and he experienced a thrill of pleasure to find them again. He told himself to ignore them, but they had a power too strong to resist.  
 
    His cock had softened in readiness for sleep, but it sprang erect once more as his mind filled with images of Catherine. He saw the amused look in her eyes, heard the scorn in her voice as she talked down to him, and felt again the silky touch of her hose against his lips as he kissed her legs before she left for work. Snared by these memories, James lifted her panties to his nose and inhaled her lovely woman’s scent. His cock leaping in delight, he crushed her soft hose around his erection and began to pleasure himself.  
 
    As his pleasure mounted, a strange, dream-like vision filled his head. He was standing at the front of a church wearing a bridesmaid’s dress, and beneath it, his panty-girdle. Ahead of him stood Catherine at the altar, radiant in a beautiful bride’s dress. She was smiling at the tall, handsome man by her side, her groom and the man she was about to marry. James knew this man must be Tom, and he felt a terrible anxiety sweeten his masochistic delight. The church minister addressed the crowded church, asking for anyone who believed the marriage shouldn’t take place to ‘Speak now or forever hold your peace.’  
 
    James urged himself to speak up, call out loudly and indignantly that Catherine was his and no-one else’s, and make the whole world understand she was his wife and could never love or marry another man, but his pretty bridesmaid’s dress, and the girdle beneath, trapped and imprisoned him, stealing away his strength so that he remained silent, and James could only watch in horror as the churchman continued with the ceremony. James looked round at the assembled guests, many of them friends and family, willing them to intervene, hoping and praying that one of them would speak out on his behalf, but they were all smiling and happy, delighted that Catherine was marrying this strong and handsome man, and looking forward to celebrating her good fortune later at the wedding-party. He turned back just as the churchman was saying, ‘You may now kiss the bride.’ Horrified yet fiercely aroused, James had no choice but to watch as Catherine’s new husband put his arms around his wife and crushed her in a never-ending kiss.  
 
    The prisoner of this terrifying vision, James came in his wife’s hose with a ferocity that shook him, and left him drained of strength. Bereft, yet strangely at peace, he drifted into a deep and welcome sleep.  
 
   


  
 


 
    ‘SO THIS is what you get up to when I’m at work,’ were the words that woke James from his slumbers. He started awake to see Catherine standing by his cot with her arms folded and an amused and slightly cold expression in her eyes. 
 
    ‘What time is it?’ he said, sitting up dazedly. 
 
    ‘It’s not four yet,’ said Catherine. ‘I had a mock interview with Adam Lawson last period, and I came home early.’ 
 
    ‘I only lay down for a few minutes,’ James said, amazed to discover he’d been asleep for two hours. 
 
    ‘What a lazy little maid you are,’ said Catherine. ‘Going back to bed, and with my panties too,’ she added, picking up her panties and fluffing them scornfully against his face so he caught her scent again, ‘when you should be waiting to take my coat and bring me a cup of tea. And the fire’s not even lit. This is a poor show, James, really it is. I’m very disappointed in you.’ 
 
    There was humour in her eyes, but her voice was stern and icy and he couldn’t tell if she was being serious or not. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘And so you should be,’ said Catherine, ‘but being sorry is not enough. You’ll have to be punished for this, you know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said contritely, excitement mixing with a heavy dread of the crop. 
 
    ‘Get downstairs and make me a cup of tea,‘ she commanded as she went into her master bedroom. ‘This minute!’ 
 
    He immediately got out from under the duvet and pulled up his girdle and trousers. From the master bedroom he heard the alluring sound of Catherine unzipping her skirt, and he couldn’t help but look into her room where he saw the glorious sight of her stepping out of her skirt, and standing in just her sheer hose and heels. His heart skipped a beat and he stood rooted to the spot. When she looked up and saw him staring at her, her eyes flashed with anger. ‘And now you’re spying on me,’ she said sharply. ’That’s something else you’ll be punished for. Get down to the kitchen, and be quick about it.’  
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, hurrying downstairs as he’d been commanded. Trembling with nervous excitement, he filled the kettle and set it to boil, then went through to the front-room and lit the fire, relieved that he’d set it earlier. He put on extra kindling so it would catch more quickly, and flames were already leaping when he left the room. 
 
    As Catherine changed out of her work clothes, she went over in her head her mock interview with David Lawson. He’d been very praising, not only of her answers, but also of her confident and likeable manner. ‘You’re as ready as you’ll ever be, Catherine,’ he’d told her. ‘Go home and relax, and try not to think about tomorrow. Put it out of your mind. Just stay positive, and back yourself to do well.’  
 
    She intended to take his advice, and have some fun with her slave to help her relax and forget about her interview. 
 
    She’d seen the three little gift-boxes and the parcel when she’d come in from work. She’d opened one of the boxes, smiling to see the exquisite French knickers, and thinking immediately of her lover. The unopened parcel she knew was from Eve, and she knew what was in it – Eve had phoned to get her approval before sending it – but she was looking forward to feigning ignorance and witnessing James’ reaction to Eve’s gift.  
 
    He was in for a shock, and she was going to take the opportunity to put him deeper under her spell. It only helped matters that she’d found him asleep, and caught him watching her take off her skirt. She had the perfect excuse to be as stern and unforgiving as she liked, and administer a very severe punishment.  
 
    Looking forward to the evening ahead, Catherine searched through her drawers for clothes that would make her look as dominant as possible. Her eyes fell on the perfect garment, so perfect she couldn’t help but laugh at the prospect of wearing it. She was really going to go the distance tonight, she told herself – lose herself in a drama of sex and power.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘WHAT WOULD you like to eat, Mistress?’ James asked Catherine when he heard her come into the kitchen. ‘There’s a salmon steak I could grill for you, or if you’d prefer there’s …’ 
 
    He looked up and saw her. Stunned into silence, he could only stare in wonder. 
 
    Catherine was wearing her jodhpurs with black knee-length boots and a tight, high-necked white blouse, and she’d tied her hair back in a pony-tail. It was the clichéd look of a stern riding-mistress, and yet it looked perfectly elegant and natural on her. The tight-fitting jodhpurs looked sensational, making the most of her long legs and slim, curvaceous figure, and the tight blouse accentuated the swell of her lovely breasts. She was magnificent, and no man could have resisted her power and beauty, least of all her adoring slave. 
 
    James was still staring at her, his mouth open in amazement. 
 
    ‘What’s the matter?’ Catherine asked, pleased by his stunned reaction. ‘You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.’ 
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress,’ he stammered. ‘You look so …’ 
 
    His head crowded with words but none could do justice to her. 
 
    ‘Well,’ said Catherine, ‘I’m waiting.’ 
 
    ‘There are no words, Mistress,’ he said softly, reverently. ‘You are without compare.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I thought I should dress appropriately,’ said Catherine, thinking him the sweetest of slaves, ‘since I’m going to be using my crop tonight. You found these jodhpurs, do you remember?’ she added with a smile. ‘In the same old suitcase where you found my crop. I’m going to be your riding-mistress for the evening, James, and a very strict one at that. I plan to enjoy myself, and you’ll enjoy it too, I imagine.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said quietly. 
 
    ‘But perhaps not in quite the same way as I will.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, fearing the pain to come. 
 
    ‘Then what are you waiting for?’ she said impatiently. ‘Go and fetch my crop. Hurry now, or it’ll be the worse for you.’ 
 
    When he left to do her bidding, Catherine walked up and down in the large kitchen, luxuriating in the feel of her jodhpurs and boots. It was only a costume, she knew, yet the sensual pleasure she experienced came from more than role-playing. The riding outfit made her feel more than usually dominant, and she rejoiced to feel her woman’s power rise within her, hardening her nipples and bringing the sweet, tell-tale wetness between her legs. Taking the dominant role always made her feel strong and free and, now she’d discovered its magical power, she couldn’t imagine ever giving it up. She felt like a Marvel heroine who’d grown into her secret strength. And vanity played its part too, she couldn’t deny it. Standing in front of the mirror in her bedroom, she’d been more than pleased to see how well the jodhpurs still fitted after all these years. She was one of those lucky women who ate mostly what she liked, and took little exercise, and yet had retained her youthful figure.  
 
    Feeling playful and aroused, Catherine’s thoughts turned to her lover, wishing he wasn’t still in Spain, and wondering what he would make of her dressed like this. He wouldn’t want to kiss her boots, that much was sure.  
 
    She thought of his smiling eyes and strong, rangy body, and she imagined him pulling down her jodhpurs, and taking her from behind over the kitchen table just as he’d once taken her over the desk in his room. She remembered how much she’d wanted him to do it, and how she’d almost fainted with pleasure when he had. She recalled the sweet shame of bending over the desk, the feel of his strong arms on her waist, and the tip of his cock pushing into her. God, she wished he was here.  
 
    James would have to suffer for Tom’s absence, there was nothing else for it. He was her slave. It was the least he could do. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ she said when he came back into the kitchen with her crop. Taking the crop from him sent an electric charge up her arm, and she earthed the charge by slapping the crop bossily against the side of her boot in time-honoured fashion. 
 
    ‘Perhaps I should audition for the Christmas pantomime,’ she laughed, but James didn’t laugh with her. He couldn’t. She looked so sensual and imperious, it was impossible to laugh.  
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said. ‘It’s easy for me to laugh, but the crop’s no laughing-matter, is it?’ 
 
    He swallowed hard and said nothing, dreading his punishment. 
 
    ‘You’ve only got yourself to blame,’ said Catherine, ‘going to bed with my panties in the middle of the afternoon, and forgetting to light the fire for my return. And letting me find you fast asleep, and then spying on me when I’m changing out of my skirt. These are serious lapses, James, and well you know it. Clearly, I’ve been too lenient with you. Far too lenient. You need a reminder to keep you on your toes, wouldn’t you agree?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his fear of the crop growing ever stronger. 
 
    ‘A very firm reminder,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hating the tremor in his voice. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you a choice,’ she said in a matter-of-fact tone. ‘You can either get your beating over with now, or wait until bedtime when you’re changing into your pyjamas.’ 
 
    ‘G-et it over with now,’ he stammered, truly frightened. 
 
    ‘A wise decision,’ she said. ‘That way you won’t have it hanging over you for the rest of the evening. This way, then,’ she added lightly as if she hadn’t a care in the world. ‘Follow me.’ 
 
    She turned and left the kitchen, leaving James to follow obediently across the hall, entranced by her glorious curves beneath the skin-tight jodhpurs. Her glossy pony-tail bobbed as she walked, and he glimpsed the straps of her pretty white bra beneath the thin material of her blouse. She swished her crop through the air as she strode into the front-room, eager to get down to business.  
 
    ‘How can I stand up to her?’ James thought helplessly, unable to take his eyes from her lovely bottom. She was more than a woman, she was a goddess who had claimed him eternally for her slave. She could do as she liked with him, and he would offer no complaint. 
 
    Catherine pushed the leather footstool into the middle of the room with her foot, saying, ‘Down you get, James, you know what to do.’ 
 
    And he did know. This was the room where she beat him, and he knelt as he always did on these occasions, and lay across the footstool. Despite his very real fear of her crop, the feeling of being completely at her mercy gave him a delicious drowning feeling  
 
    ‘Very good, James,’ he heard her say, ‘but aren’t you forgetting something?’ 
 
    He tried to think what it could be, but his brain wouldn’t function. 
 
    ‘You silly thing,’ she said with amusement in her voice. ‘You’ve forgotten to take down your trousers. How do you expect me to punish you when you’re still wearing your trousers?’ 
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress,’ he said hoarsely. 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she said firmly. ‘I haven’t got all day.’ 
 
    With trembling hands, he undid his trousers and pulled them down to his knees only to hear her laugh at the sight of his panty-girdle. Her girlish laughter stung like fire, causing James to squirm in shame but Catherine felt only delight to see him so shamed.  
 
    The girdle made him look very foolish, and it felt lovely to strip away his dignity until he was a helpless object of her scorn. 
 
    ‘Well, you could hardly be mistaken for a man, could you?’ Catherine said through laughter, moving in front of the hearth to enjoy the warmth from the fire through her tight jodhpurs. 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘No, indeed,’ she said, ‘but it’s just as well you’re still wearing your girdle. If you hadn’t been, you’d have been in even more trouble. Did you wear it all day as I instructed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, making a private vow to suffer his punishment without the further shame of tears. 
 
    ‘Even when you went shopping with Eve’s mother?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And was it very uncomfortable?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m pleased to hear it,’ said Catherine. ‘Well, at least you did something right today.’ 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Take down your girdle,’ she commanded, ‘so I can beat you on your bare bottom.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, pulling down the girdle, his helpless erection springing free, bringing him more shame. 
 
    Catherine smiled at his arousal, intrigued by the way desire and shame mixed so potently in his devoted heart. 
 
    Normally she took her time before striking the first blow, walking slowly around him until he began to tremble in fear and anticipation, but she felt impatient this time, and the willowy crop had a life of its own in her hand, as if it longed to get to work. But certain rules and expectations had to be observed, and so Catherine made herself circle her kneeling slave, amused by the way his startled eyes followed her shining boots. 
 
    ‘Do you like my boots?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘And you like my jodhpurs too?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘They make me look very stern, don’t you think?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘A very strict riding-mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Were you looking at my bottom when you followed me across the hall?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘The jodhpurs are very tight, aren’t they?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And did you like what you saw?’ she said, trailing the loop of her crop across his buttocks before flicking it lightly against his balls. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped.  
 
    ‘That’s all very well, James,’ she said, ‘but I need to explain something to you. Are you ready to listen?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Looking at me when I can’t see you looking is one thing, but being caught looking is quite another matter. It’s presumptuous in a slave. Do you understand?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he said, unable to take in what she was saying. 
 
    ‘Then let me explain,’ Catherine continued. ‘I expect you to want to look at me, and I expect you to like what you see – I am your Mistress, after all – but I don’t expect to catch you looking at me the way I caught you looking at me upstairs when I was changing out of my skirt. You can admire me all you like, but I expect you to be a gentlemanly and respectful slave at all times, and take the greatest care not to be caught looking at me in that way. Unless, of course, I have chosen to display myself to you for my own amusement. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’  
 
    ‘My lover can look at me in that way, the way a man looks at a woman, but not you. That’s a privilege you forfeited when you surrendered to me. Is that understood? 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    ‘You’re a slave now, James, not a free man. Never forget it.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, you will be,’ she said coldly, putting her foot on the stool close to his mouth to receive his kiss. 
 
    Aroused beyond all sense, James stretched his head forward and kissed the toe of her shining boot. ‘Now the other one,’ Catherine said, replacing one boot with the other, as was her custom before she punished him.  
 
    ‘You’re my slave, James,’ she told him as he lavished kisses on the smooth leather. ‘You need to remember that.’  
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he whispered in between kisses. 
 
    Once he’d worshipped her boots to her satisfaction, she held the loop of her crop to his mouth. This was the final part of their ritual. Once he’d kissed her crop she could get on with his punishment. 
 
    Feeling his blood turn to water, James kissed the leather loop. 
 
    ‘And what do you say?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, his heart hammering in his chest. 
 
    ‘Why are you thanking me?’ 
 
    ‘For punishing me.’ 
 
    ‘And why am I punishing you?’ 
 
    ‘To make me a better slave.’ 
 
    ‘Very good, James,’ she said, walking slowly behind him. ‘Then I can begin.’ 
 
    With a thrill of excitement, Catherine lifted her arm and brought the crop down hard against his bare buttocks. She rejoiced to see him start in pain, and she settled quickly into a rhythm, beating him hard, and with merciless intensity. Arousal flashed in her blood with every blow, and the stresses and strains of her day melted sweetly away as she gave rein to her dominance. 
 
    The first blows were painful but not yet agonising, and James planned to win back some lost pride by remaining bravely silent but, as the fiery lashes rained down, he had to clench his teeth and dig his fingers into the footstool to stop himself from crying out in anguish. 
 
    After the seventh of eighth blow he heard himself begin to whimper and, five blows later, he lost all control, crying out in agony as tears came into his eyes. 
 
    Catherine became intensely aroused by his cries of pain, so aroused that she believed the very next blow would bring her the bliss of orgasm, and yet it never quite did, and she beat him again and again in search of her own elusive pleasure. Finally, when he arched his back and gave a high-pitched cry of agony, she relented and stepped back from her slave, her face flushed and her eyes shining. She put her hand between her trembling legs and came immediately, crying out in joy and release. Long moments passed before her breathing returned to normal, and she’d composed herself sufficiently to walk round in front of her slave who was still moaning in shock and pain. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ Catherine said haughtily, ‘let that be a lesson.’ 
 
    She put the end of her crop to his lips as she always did after she’d beaten him. His lips trembled and he continued to moan in pain, and Catherine thought for a moment he would refuse to kiss her crop, but then he pressed his lips against the worn brown leather, and kissed it reverently.  
 
    Catherine smiled, and felt another quiver of joy. 
 
    His submission to her was complete, and his physical punishment was over even if his psychological torment had only just begun. 
 
    ‘Good boy,’ said Catherine, feeling an affection for him that bordered on love. ‘And what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said through tears. 
 
    ‘Can you stand?’ 
 
    ‘I think so, Mistress,’ he said in fear and awe of his cruel wife. 
 
    ‘Brave boy,’ she said. ‘Then up you get.’ 
 
    Grimacing in discomfort, James tried to stand, but he fell back across the stool with a groan of pain. 
 
    ‘Take a minute if you need to,’ said Catherine, secretly pleased to see him so weakened by her beating. Always curious to see the evidence of her cruel authority, she walked behind him to examine the marks she’d made on his flesh. Catherine no longer felt even a trace of guilt at treating him so harshly. If he was foolish enough to surrender to her, she reasoned not for the first time, then he deserved everything he got.  
 
    Feeling a pleasurable contempt for her submissive husband, Catherine saw that she hadn’t broken his skin, and wouldn’t have to go to the trouble of applying antiseptic cream, but his buttocks were criss-crossed with angry red stripes that she knew in an hour or so would turn to dark bruises. The sight of his wounds excited her and, to her amazement, she felt arousal once more begin to rise inside her so that she wondered if she was as much a slave to this strange enchantment as her poor, besotted husband. 
 
    James got slowly to his feet, and Catherine saw that his cock was small and shrunken, overwhelmed by the shock of pain. She wondered how long it would stay in that state. It always amused her to see how quickly arousal took control of him again. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said, savouring his distress. His face was tear-stained and his nose had been running. She took a tissue from the box by her armchair and wiped his face clean. 
 
    Despite the terrible pain she’d caused him, James felt moved by her gentle woman’s hand. 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ said Catherine, feeling him shiver, ‘I’m a cruel Mistress, but it’s for your own good, you know that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, fearful he’d start to cry again. 
 
    ‘You won’t be a lazy slave again, will you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t go to bed with my panties in the middle of the day.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And most important of all, you won’t spy on me taking off my skirt.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Never again?’ 
 
    ‘N-never again,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘Then it’s all been for the best,’ she said. ‘Now pull up your panty-girdle, and make me that cup of tea.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    He pulled up the cruel garment, but stopped when the girdle was at the tops of his thighs. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ said Catherine, aroused by his pain and humiliation. ‘Is something the matter?’ 
 
    ‘It’s so tight,’ he said, wincing as he spoke, ‘and my bottom’s so sore.’ 
 
    ‘So much the better,’ said Catherine, cruel again. ‘It’s part of your punishment, and I expect you to bear it. Now hurry up and do as you’re told, or you’ll be wearing my girdle every day for a month.’ 
 
    Closing his eyes, and sucking in air through his teeth, James pulled the fierce girdle up over his tender flesh. 
 
    ‘You won’t need your trousers,’ she announced. ‘And take off your shoes and socks, and your shirt too.’ 
 
    ‘There’s my little sissy,’ she said approvingly when he stood naked except for the girdle. ‘After you, James,’ she added goadingly. 
 
    Cowed, and still in terrible pain, James hobbled obediently towards the door. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s only fair,’ said Catherine, laughing at his girdled form and awkward gait as she followed him across the hall. ‘You looked at my bottom on the way in, and I’m looking at yours on the way out.’ 
 
    In the kitchen she perched elegantly on a high stool at the breakfast bar as James made her a cup of tea.  
 
    ‘I must say, James, you look quite fetching in a girdle,’ Catherine observed casually. ‘It changes your shape, tucks in your tummy and makes more of your bottom. You look almost womanly. Perhaps I should put you in a dress. In many ways it would be a shame not to.’ 
 
    James said nothing, and went about making her tea in the way she liked – with no sugar or milk, and with a splash of cold water from the tap to stop it from scalding her mouth. 
 
    ‘Would you like to wear a dress, James?’ she asked as he set the cup of tea in front of her.  
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he said, still too shaken from his beating to know what he wanted. 
 
    ‘Why ever not?’ she asked. ‘You have a nice figure, you’d look very pretty in a dress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a m-man,’ he protested weakly. 
 
    ‘Are you?’ said Catherine. ‘You don’t look like a man to me. Not that you look much like a woman either,’ she added cruelly. ‘You’re a sissy, James, aren’t you? Neither a man nor a woman, but something in between. We’ve come to that conclusion before, haven’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered meekly.  
 
    ‘A pretty little sissy, that’s what you are, James.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    The pain from his beating was unbearable, and he longed to take down the tight girdle, but he was afraid of his wife, and fearful of doing anything without her permission. 
 
    ‘I’m sure sissies like to wear dresses,’ said Catherine, enjoying her secret knowledge of what was to come. ‘They’re not men any more, are they, not real men? Maybe they feel happier in women’s clothes. What do you think, James? Don’t you think you’d be happier in a pretty little dress or skirt?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ he said, squirming in shame and discomfort. ‘I d-don’t think so.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, come on, James, I’m sure you’d love to wear a dress,’ she said, mischief glinting in her eyes. ‘The prettier the better. You’re just too shy to admit it. Too shy and too much of a coward, but look at you, standing there in my panty-girdle. Honestly, James,’ she added, smiling at the way just naming the feminine garment made him wince, ‘you’ve got nothing left to be shy about. You wear my panties every day, and an apron in the kitchen. You’ve been wearing my panty-girdle all day. What would it matter if you wore a dress or not?’ 
 
    He just stood in silence, looking at his feet. 
 
    Catherine sipped her tea, watching in amusement as he squirmed under her scornful gaze. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ she said. ‘You’re jumping from foot to foot.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Do you need the bathroom?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Then are you in discomfort?’ she enquired. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Is it your panty-girdle?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘It must be very tight against your sore bottom?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Poor sissy,’ she said as if she meant it. ‘Would you like to take it down for a while? Have a little break?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Well, ask politely and I might let you.’ 
 
    He looked at her with tear-stained eyes, and said, ‘Please, Mistress, may I take down my girdle?’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps if you use its full name.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he said desperately, ‘may I take down my panty-girdle?’ 
 
    ‘Are you begging me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, feeling tears threaten again. 
 
    ‘Well, then, let me hear you,’ said Catherine, enjoying herself immensely. ‘If you’re going to beg then at least learn to beg properly.’ 
 
    ‘I beg you, Mistress,’ he pleaded, ‘please may I take down my panty-girdle?’ 
 
    ‘Since you asked so nicely,’ she said, thrilled by his obedience, ‘you may take down your panty-girdle, but only for a short time.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You’re very welcome,’ she said. 
 
    Catherine watched in keen anticipation as James pulled down the tight girdle. It was as she hoped, and Catherine laughed in delight to see his eager erection spring from its prison. It really was a kind of miracle, she thought, for any man to be this aroused after suffering only minutes ago such dreadful pain and degradation. Not for the first time, Catherine found herself wondering if they really had found their way to a new and magical world. 
 
    ‘Does that feel better?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, dying of shame yet glad to be free of the girdle. ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And are these for me?’ she asked casually, taking one of the little gift-boxes from the pile on the work-top beside her. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Three little black boxes, how mysterious,’ she said. ‘What’s in them?’ Catherine knew perfectly well what was in them, but she wanted to tease him. 
 
    ‘Panties,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Panties?’ she said, a look of amusement in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Panties for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of panties?’ 
 
    ‘F-French panties.’ 
 
    ‘French panties?’ she said, sounding puzzled. ‘Oh, but of course,’ she exclaimed suddenly. ‘These must be the French knickers I asked you to buy for me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, ashamed to feel his erection leap and touch against his flat stomach. He was still in very great pain, he was standing before his wife with a girdle around his knees talking to her about panties, and yet he felt hugely aroused.  
 
    It truly was an enchantment beyond all understanding. 
 
    ‘I can’t wait to see them,’ said Catherine, taking the lid from one of the little flat boxes and pulling back the tissue paper. ‘Oh, these are lovely, James,’ she exclaimed, taking out the ruby red panties and holding them up in all their silken splendour. ‘The loveliest panties I’ve ever seen. This is really very kind of you, I can’t thank you enough.’ 
 
    Despite his embarrassment, James felt pleased by her gratitude, but his pleasure was short-lived. 
 
    ‘Tom will love me in these, you’ve no idea how much,’ she said, looking at him with a cold smile. ‘It’s really him who loves them, you know,’ she continued, aroused by her cruelty, ‘the way they look on me, as loose and lacy as a little petticoat, the way they feel against his cock when he fucks me.’ 
 
    James felt as if she’d punched him, yet once again his cock leapt in delight so that he felt only gratitude for her cruel words. 
 
    ‘Perhaps you shouldn’t give them to me,’ she said, amused by the evidence of his arousal. ‘Perhaps you should give them to Tom as a present.’  
 
    Her eyes glittered with cruelty, and James felt as if he was drowning. ‘You could give them to him when he comes to the house. You could curtsey nicely, and say, “Please, sir, these are for you. My Mistress has told me how much you like her in them.” And I would put them on for him, and keep them on when I take him upstairs to bed. Wouldn’t that be lovely, James? If you’re a very good and obedient little husband I may even let you watch us. As long as you’re very quiet, and promise not to make a fuss.’ 
 
    Shocked by the brutality of her words, James could only stare in silence at his lovely tormentor. 
 
    ‘Or would that be too cruel of me?’ she asked in mock reflection. 
 
    James opened his mouth to speak, but made no sound. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure anything’s too cruel,’ Catherine said darkly. ‘Not when we’re like this.’ 
 
    Catherine looked at him with hunger in her eyes, and James looked back at her, consumed by her cruel beauty. 
 
    ‘One thing’s certain,’ she said. ‘When Tom calls me tonight I’ll be sure to tell him about the panties. He’ll come back from Spain all the sooner if he knows I’ll be wearing them for him. Well, wouldn’t you?’ she enquired mischievously, ‘if you were my lover?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stuttered. 
 
    ‘Well, there you are, then,’ she said. ‘I’ll make sure and tell him all about the lovely French knickers you’ve bought for me, and you’ll remind me to tell him, won’t you, James?’  
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Make sure you do,’ she commanded. ‘I wouldn’t want to forget. Oh, and one other thing,’ she said. ‘Tom and I had a talk at the week-end, and we’ve decided what you‘re to call him when he comes to the house. He didn’t like Sir or Master. He much prefers Mr Shannon. I thought that was a lovely idea, and I agreed you should call him that as a mark of your respect. Let me hear you say his name.’ 
 
    ‘Mr Sh-Shannon,’ said James, fearing he might faint. 
 
    ‘Try to say it without stammering,’ said Catherine.  
 
    ‘Mr Shannon,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Better,’ said Catherine. ‘Now try this – ‘Please come in, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘P-please come in, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘You’re stammering again,’ she said with disdain. ‘Try this – Can I get you anything, Mr Shannon?’ 
 
    ‘Can I get you anything, Mr Shannon?’ 
 
    ‘Would you like a beer, Mr Shannon?’ she suggested. 
 
    ‘Would you like a beer, Mr Shannon?’ he repeated obediently. 
 
    ‘My Mistress is waiting for you upstairs, Mr Shannon. Please go right up.’ 
 
    ‘My Mistress is waiting for you upstairs, Mr Shannon. Please go right up,’ he said, unable to meet her mocking gaze. 
 
    ‘Very good,’ said Catherine. ‘That’s how you’re to speak to him when he comes to the house. You must never refer to him as Tom, only as Mr Shannon. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘We’ll get along fine as long as you know your place,’ said Catherine, longing for her lover’s return. ‘But what’s this, I wonder?’ she said, pulling the unopened parcel towards her. 
 
    Toying with him like this amused and aroused Catherine, and she squeezed the tops of her thighs together to catch the sweet wave of excitement. 
 
    ‘Look, James,’ she said in mock surprise. ‘It’s addressed to Mistress Catherine Dempsey. How can that be? You haven’t told anyone about us, have you? You haven’t given away our secret?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You must have,’ said Catherine, ‘for someone knows I’m your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘The p-postmark,’ stammered James. ‘It’s from Cornwall. The parcel’s from Eve.’ 
 
    ‘Is it?’ said Catherine, pretending to examine the post-mark. ‘Yes, I think you’re right. What a clever slave you are. I even recognise Eve’s handwriting, but what do you think it can be?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘Shall I open it?’ 
 
    ‘If you like.’ 
 
    ‘I do like, James, unless you want to open it.’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, sensing a trap of some kind.  
 
    ‘Oh, this is exciting,’ said Catherine, tearing open the brown wrapping paper to reveal a new layer of shiny pink paper with a red ribbon tied around it. ‘What a lovely parcel,’ said Catherine, ‘and there’s a card too.’ 
 
    She took the card from its envelope, and smiled at its image of a pretty waitress serving an elegant lady at a pavement table outside a Paris café. ‘Isn’t that a pretty painting?’ said Catherine, showing James the picture before reading aloud the note Eve had written in her strong, flowing hand. 
 
    ‘Dear Mistress Catherine,’ she read out, laughing to be so grandly titled. ‘I wanted to send something to thank you for sharing your new life with me, and also to thank your slave for cooking such a delicious Indian meal, and for his kindness to my mother who’s not the easiest person to help.’ 
 
    ‘Isn’t that thoughtful of her?’ said Catherine, before reading on. 
 
    ‘My restaurant was a tea-room many years ago, and I found the contents of this parcel in a cupboard when I first moved in. It came into my mind as I was driving home last week, and I knew I had to send it to you. You’ll understand why when you see it. It’s really for James, I suppose, although I very much hope you’ll both have fun with it! Lots of love. Mistress Eve.’ 
 
    ‘How kind of Mistress Eve,’ said Catherine, pleased that Eve had called herself by that name. It made Eve feel like her ally in her domination of James. ‘And she says it’s for you, James,’ she added, handing him the parcel. ‘How mysterious. What do you think it can be?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Can’t you even guess?’ she said, savouring her secret knowledge. 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ said James, his unease growing. 
 
    The parcel felt soft and pliable in his hands, as if it might contain a jumper or a scarf. 
 
    ‘Then open it, for heaven’s sake,’ said Catherine, experiencing a thrill of anticipation. It’s for you, after all.’ 
 
    She couldn’t wait to see his face when he discovered what was inside.  
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ she instructed him. ‘Don’t keep me on tenterhooks.’ 
 
    Feeling uneasy, and with butterflies in his stomach, James undid the ribbon and pulled open the shiny wrapping paper to reveal what looked like a neatly folded lady’s top with a white peter pan collar. 
 
    ‘It’s a lady’s top,’ he said in confusion. 
 
    ‘Is it?’ said Catherine, peering at the garment. ‘I’m not sure it is, you know. Take it out and have a better look.’ 
 
    James held up his gift and it unfolded, falling to a much longer length. He saw that it was a plain black dress with elbow length sleeves trimmed in white to match the collar. 
 
    ‘It’s a dress,’ he said in surprise, blushing with embarrassment as the dress touched against his erection. 
 
    ‘It is a dress,’ said Catherine, delighted at his confusion, ‘but what kind of dress?’ 
 
    ‘A black dress,’ he said foolishly. 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, James,’ said Catherine, glad of the excuse to laugh out loud. ‘It’s a waitress dress, a maid’s dress, and a very pretty one at that. Let me see it.’ 
 
    She took the dress from him and examined it closely. 
 
    ‘It’s the real thing,’ she said, admiring the quality of the weave and stitching. ‘It’s a proper waitress dress, not one of those silly make-believe uniforms you see on the web. It’s a real work dress. It must have belonged to one of the waitresses when Eve’s restaurant was a tea-room, maybe as long ago as the 1960s or even the 1950s. ‘Well, what do you think?’ said Catherine, standing and holding the little black dress against her. 
 
    ‘It’s very nice,’ said James, dread and arousal growing within him at an alarming pace.  
 
    There was only one reason Eve would send him a waitress dress, and he didn’t want to think about it. 
 
    ‘It’s actually rather elegant,’ said Catherine admiringly. ‘Very Jean Muir, and it’s so well-made. You could almost wear it as a party-dress with high heels and dark tights. ‘Oh, yes, James,’ she added with a wicked smile, ‘I’m sure you’ll look very smart in it.’ 
 
    ‘Me?’ he exclaimed, panic racing in his blood. 
 
    ‘Of course you,’ she replied, amused by his alarm. ‘Who else?’ 
 
    ‘No!’ he insisted. 
 
    ‘Well, you don’t think it’s for me, do you?’ she said, her eyes locking into his. ‘You could hardly expect me to wear a waitress dress.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t … I’m not …’ he stuttered, feeling as if he was falling.  
 
    ‘Of course it’s for you,’ said Catherine. ‘Who else could it be for? Eve knows you wear an apron, and she’s merely showing you the next step. It’s a perfect present for a slave, particularly a sissy-slave like you, and it’s very thoughtful of her to send it. She has your best interests at heart, James, I’m sure you’ll agree. Later tonight, after you’ve cooked my meal, you’ll sit down in the kitchen and write Mistress Eve a nice thank-you note. It’s the least you can do. You will write her a note, won’t you, James?’ 
 
    This was preposterous, more than he could bear, and James told himself to refuse, but he didn’t make a sound. 
 
    ‘Of course you’ll write to her,’ said Catherine, knowing he wouldn’t refuse. ‘But what’s that?’ she added, indicating the wrapping paper in his hand. ‘There’s something else in the parcel.’ 
 
    James reached slowly into the wrapping and took out a small bundle of white material. 
 
    Catherine smiled to see his hand was trembling.  
 
    It was a lovely feeling to hold this much power over her obedient husband. 
 
    ‘Well,’ she asked. ‘What is it?’ 
 
    His clumsy fingers picked so feebly at the white cloth that Catherine lost patience with him. 
 
    ‘Oh, give me that,’ she said sharply, putting down the dress and taking the little bundle from him. ‘How wonderful!’ she exclaimed in delight as she shook the cloth loose. ‘It’s an apron, two aprons in fact!’ 
 
    In one hand she held out a pretty little waist-apron similar to the one James already had, but with a more pronounced frill at its edge. In her other hand, she held up a full-length tabard apron with a loop to go round the neck as well as a waist-tie. ‘Oh, these are darling, truly they are. You’ll look so sweet, James. I can’t wait to see you in your full uniform.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, what?’ she said, irritated, not by his resistance, which rather thrilled her, but by its weakness. 
 
    ‘Don’t make me wear it,’ he said. ‘Please, don’t. 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, James,’ she said. ‘I won’t have to make you wear it because you and I both know you want to wear it.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t,’ he protested. ‘Really I don’t.’ 
 
    ‘Of course you do,’ Catherine insisted, glancing down at his erection.  
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, I don’t want to wear it.’ 
 
    ‘Be quiet, James,’ she said. ‘You know what I think of liars. Now, pull up your panty-girdle and follow me upstairs,’ she commanded, taking the dress and aprons and striding towards the door. ‘It’s time for your fitting.’ 
 
    Wincing in pain, James pulled up his girdle and hurried after her, transfixed by her lovely, shapely bottom as he climbed the stairs behind her.  
 
    Catherine felt his eyes on her, and she tossed her pony-tail haughtily, and swayed her bottom more than she needed to, just to torment him all the more. ‘God, this is fun,’ she told herself. 
 
    In her bedroom, Catherine ushered James towards the stool at her dressing-table, saying, ‘This makes a change, doesn’t it, James? Me helping you get dressed. A Mistress serving her maid. Now, sit down, I want to do your hair first.’ 
 
    James sat obediently, still in pain from his beating and the tight girdle, and watched helplessly in the mirror as Catherine brushed out his longish hair. 
 
    ‘Take your watch off,’ said Catherine. ‘It’s far too big and manly.’ 
 
    She’d bought it for his birthday four years ago, but he’d been a man then, her husband and her lover. 
 
    James took off his watch and laid it on the dressing-table. 
 
    ‘It’s your birthday quite soon, isn’t it?’ said Catherine impishly. ‘Perhaps I’ll buy you a nice lady’s watch to go with your dress.’ 
 
    James imagined a watch with a small face and narrow gold strap and, to his despair, he discovered that he wanted to own such a watch. ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he saw himself saying, dropping a curtsey as he accepted the gift from her. 
 
    ‘I think this is the best style for you,’ Catherine said, tying his hair back in a pony-tail. ‘It makes you look very tidy and efficient, just the way a maid ought to look.’ 
 
    Catherine examined his reflection in the mirror. He had a handsome face with strong bones and large eyes. She had little doubt he’d look good in make-up, and almost pass as a woman, but she wasn’t sure that was the right path to choose. 
 
    ‘You’d suit make-up,’ she said, speaking her thoughts aloud. ‘With a little lipstick and eye-shadow you could pass for a woman, but you’re not a real woman, are you? You’re a sissy, and it’s better you look like a man in a dress than a real woman. It’s more embarrassing for you to look like the sissy you are, and I know how much you like to feel embarrassed. And besides, I’ll like seeing you trapped in a dress. I know you sometimes dream of becoming a real man again, you even told me so this morning, and it’s sexy to keep you as my prisoner. So no make-up for you, James, at least not yet, but there’s no reason why you can’t wear pretty underwear under your dress. You’ll like that, I know you will.’ 
 
    He started to protest, but Catherine paid no attention, and spoke over him. 
 
    ‘We’ll start with tights, I think,’ she said, pulling open her tights and stockings drawer. ‘Black or tan?’ she debated aloud, fishing out a pair in each colour. ‘A lowly maid should really only wear plain, tan-coloured tights, but then again a darker shade will look much prettier with your new dress. What do you think, James?’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress, I don’t …’ 
 
    ‘We’ll go with black,’ she announced, talking over him again. ‘It’s your first time in uniform, and I want you to look as neat and pretty as possible. So black it is. Here you are,’ she said, handing him the sheer, dark tights. ‘Put them on, and be careful not to ladder them.’ 
 
    He took the dark hose from her, mesmerised as always by their airy weightlessness. ‘Roll up each leg,’ Catherine instructed. ‘Use both hands, and then pull them on slowly, first one leg, then the other, unrolling them as you go. I’m sure you’ll manage, you’ve seen me do it often enough.’ 
 
    His heart pounding, James performed the feminine manoeuvre with surprising ease, experiencing a thrill of masochistic joy as he stood to pull the hose up over his panty-girdle. The sheer nylon felt delightfully soft and cool against his legs, just as he’d hoped and dreamed it would. 
 
    ‘We could shave your legs, I suppose,’ said Catherine, looking at his legs with a frown of concentration, ‘but I really do like seeing the man trapped under the nylon. It’s lovely to see you as my prisoner in nylon and lace. Besides, you don’t have much hair on your legs, or your chest for that matter. No, James,’ she decreed, ‘you’ll do just fine the way you are. Feminine and pretty but clearly a man. A man trapped in a dress.’ 
 
    James watched in a trance as Catherine opened another drawer and took out a number of full-slips. ‘You could wear it without an underskirt,’ she said, going over to the bed, ‘but it’ll feel smoother with a slip. The dress isn’t lined, and would feel a little rough against your skin, but you won’t notice if you’re wearing a slip.’  
 
    James experienced another surge of masochistic arousal as he watched Catherine lay the dress on the bed to measure each of the slips, one black, and three white, against the dress. 
 
    ‘This one’s the perfect length,’ said Catherine, turning towards him.  
 
    James shivered in joy for Catherine had chosen a white slip, the one with the prettiest lace at its hem, and the thinnest and most delicate shoulder straps. He’d always thought it the prettiest and most feminine of her slips. He dreaded wearing it, and yet he longed for it with all his heart. 
 
    ‘Lift your arms,’ she said, quickly fitting the slip over his head, and his arms through its straps before sliding it down over his body. Like the tights, it felt deliciously smooth and cool against his skin. He looked down and saw the pretty lace hem circling his legs just above his knees.  
 
    His heart skipped a beat as he experienced a dizzying sense of inescapable confinement and feminine control. 
 
    ‘You like it, I can tell,’ said Catherine, sensing the depth of his arousal. ‘What a lucky slave you are. You’ve always liked me in a slip, and now you can wear one for your own. It feels lovely, doesn’t it, so soft and silky against your skin?’ 
 
    He looked at her and said nothing, but Catherine saw the helpless agreement in his eyes. 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ laughed Catherine, ‘you really do like this, don’t you, dressing up in nylon and lace? You like it even more than I thought you would. And you haven’t even tried on the dress yet. Can you imagine what that’s going to feel like? Well, then, shall we try it on you?’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he said weakly, his cheeks red with shame. 
 
    ‘Is that, “Please, Mistress, I want to try it on, or please, Mistress I don’t.”’ 
 
    He remained helplessly silent. 
 
    ‘It’s all right,’ Catherine said warmly. ‘You don’t have to say anything. I know you can’t wait to try it on.’ 
 
    He swallowed and said nothing, staring at her with panic in his eyes. 
 
     ‘Poor James, I think you’ll like it so much you’ll want to dress this way forever,‘ she said, a hard amusement in her eyes. ‘In all seriousness, I believe that’s the truth. You’d really be my slave then, won’t you? My little prisoner in lace. And such pretty lace at that,’ she added, running her hand down his nylon-clad hip so that he shivered and gasped in desire. 
 
    He looked so deliciously weak and helpless Catherine felt an urge to be even crueller. She welcomed the temptation for she knew giving in to it brought her the sweetest pleasure. ‘But perhaps I was wrong,’ Catherine said, taking a new tack. ‘Perhaps you don’t want to wear the dress after all. It’s too much, isn’t it? A step too far. It’s best I put it away until another time. What do you think, James?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t … Please …’ he stammered in an agony of confusion. He desperately wanted to wear the dress but he was terrified of where it might lead. 
 
    ‘You’re right,’ she said, ‘a man shouldn’t wear a pretty maid’s dress like this. And I’d never force you, I hope you know that. I’ll only help you dress like this if it’s what you want. Is it what you want, James?’ 
 
    He looked so lost and confounded she nearly burst out laughing, but she kept her composure even when she saw that one of his nylon-sheathed legs had begun to shake. 
 
    ‘You can wear it or not wear it,’ she said coolly. ‘It makes no difference to me.’  
 
    Still he said nothing. 
 
    ‘Not to worry,’ she said, putting an edge of disappointment in her voice as she folded the dress. ‘I’ll put it away in one of my drawers, and we’ll forget all about it.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ James exclaimed suddenly. 
 
    ‘Are you all right?’ Catherine said, feigning innocence. ‘You seem upset?’ 
 
    ‘Please don’t,’ he said.  
 
    Catherine saw that his leg was still shaking. 
 
    ‘Please don’t what?’ she enquired as if she didn’t know. 
 
    ‘Please don’t put the dress away,’ he said tremulously, falling into her silken trap. 
 
    ‘Don’t put it away?’ Catherine said, sounding surprised by his request. 
 
    ‘P-please don’t,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘But that must mean,’ said Catherine, anticipating a moment of the sweetest triumph, ‘that you want to wear it?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes,’ he said, blushing as he looked down in shame at his stockinged feet. 
 
    ‘You want to wear it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You want to wear a waitress dress on top of your girdle and slip?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his eyes wet with tears, his distress only adding to Catherine’s enjoyment. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said, once more squeezing the tops of her thighs together, ‘who am I to stop you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry,’ he said in a trembling voice. ‘I want to be a man, but I’m not … I can’t …’ 
 
    ‘It’s all right,’ said Catherine gently. ‘You don’t have to keep secrets from me. You know I don’t mind if you wear a dress. I like my slave to be pretty if he wants. And you can cry if you want, you know that too. You don’t have to be a big, strong man any more. I have another man to be that when I need it. You can let all that go. You’re my dearest sissy, and sissies can cry whenever they like. Come here,’ she said softly, holding her arms out to him, wanting him to cry. ‘Come here, and have a good cry.’ 
 
    Crying hot tears of shame, James leaned his head against Catherine’s shoulder, shivering as she put her arms around him. Even in the depths of his shame, he was aware of the sweet curve of her neck, and the lace of her bra beneath her thin blouse. Drugged by her scent and her soft hair against his cheek, he surrendered to her embrace, and let the tears flow. 
 
    Catherine hugged him and, rubbing his back gently, said, ‘There, now,’ even as she thrilled to the sound of his sobs, and the feel of his smooth, imprisoning slip.  
 
    Once again Catherine wondered at herself, and the pleasure she found in treating James as her slave. There was no doubt that she loved to wield her female power over him, and it delighted her to pretend to be kind when all the time she was leading him deeper and deeper into submission.  
 
    It was a twisted thing, and far from admirable, but it was a part of her now, and she didn’t think she could give it up. She was a cruel and dominant woman, she had to admit it; a dominant woman who relished her dominion over her slave.  
 
    Suddenly very aroused, she wished Tom was here. In her mind’s eye, Catherine saw them fucking on the bed while James stood by the bedside in his pretty slip, his eyes wide with pain and shock at the vigour of their love-making.  
 
    One day she’d make it happen, Catherine knew it in her bones.  
 
    It aroused her too much to remain as mere fantasy. It felt inevitable, part of her destiny. James wouldn’t just be her slave, he’d suffer for her in any way she pleased, and he’d love her for her cruelty.  
 
    She’d own him, body and soul, and there could be no going back. She would soar above conventional morality, and find her own kind of happiness.  
 
    It was a wonderful thought that thrilled her to the depths of her being. 
 
    ‘There, now, James,’ she said, giving him another hug and stepping back to look into his teary eyes.  
 
    The strong and capable man she’d known for most of her adult life had almost entirely disappeared and been replaced by a weak and tearful sissy wearing nylons and a slip, but Catherine didn’t mourn his transformation. She welcomed it, and felt only a sadistic joy at seeing him so reduced. 
 
    Soon he’d wear the kind of dress poor serving-women had worn for generations as a mark of their subjugation. It would be his turn to feel pretty yet powerless. Catherine knew that James had done little in his life to deserve such a demotion – he’d always been a fair and kindly man – and yet, for reasons she didn’t fully understand, she relished the injustice of her actions, and longed to make him into her serving-maid. 
 
    ‘Let me dry your eyes,’ she said, wiping his tear-stained face for the second time that day. ‘No more tears,’ she said. ‘I want you to be brave. Can you do that? Can you be brave for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said so quietly she barely heard him. 
 
    ‘Louder,’ she said, suddenly stern. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said more loudly, startled by her severe tone. 
 
    ‘Then let me see how brave you can be,’ she said, taking the maid’s dress from the bed. ‘On it goes,’ she said, fitting the dress over his head. ‘As easy as 1-2-3,’ she added, pulling it down over his slip, and stepping back to admire how he looked in it. ‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress,’ he mumbled, fearing he might faint. 
 
    ‘It’s perfect,’ she said, tugging the sleeves and then the hem into place with expert little tugs. ‘You look lovely in it, truly you do.’ 
 
    And she meant it. It was a perfect fit on him, and Catherine was delighted at how neat and pretty her husband looked in his waitress dress. 
 
    ‘Come and I’ll show you,’ she said, amusement shining in her eyes as she pulled him over to the full-length mirror. 
 
    ‘Look at us,’ she said, smiling at their reflection. ‘The lady of the manor back from her ride, and her little maid come to undress her, and bathe her, and help her get ready for her admirers at the ball.’ 
 
    Staring in amazement, James could only agree.  
 
    Catherine looked stunningly haughty and beautiful in her riding-habit, and he looked so dainty and feminine he barely recognised himself. He didn’t just look smaller, he felt smaller, as if the dress had shrunk him down from an athletic man to a slender girl. It couldn’t really be him, he thought, not this pretty and demure little housemaid. It must be a dream, he told himself.  
 
    It had to be. 
 
    ‘How stupid of me,’ exclaimed Catherine suddenly, ‘I’ve forgotten your apron.’  
 
    Quick as a flash, she took the little waist-apron and tied it around his middle with a neat bow. ‘Oh, my,’ she said, stepping back to admire him, ‘you’re as pretty as a picture. Look at yourself, go on.’ 
 
    Slowly James raised his eyes to look at this new reflection in the mirror. It truly was like looking into a dream. The addition of the neat white apron made the black dress look unmistakeably what it was – the uniform of a waitress or housemaid – and James felt a dizzying rush of submissive arousal.  
 
    ‘You look good enough to eat,’ said Catherine. ‘I’ve always wanted a pretty little maid to run after me, and here she is. I should give you a name, shouldn’t I? French, I think. Hortense or Amelie,’ she said with a giggle. ‘Ma petite soubrette.’  
 
    The pretty French names stung and aroused James, and he understood that a part of him had always longed to be so sweetly and forcibly feminised. He experienced a sudden yearning to lose himself completely, and be a maid forever. He longed to sink down and down in the quicksand, and never come back to the surface. 
 
    ‘You have to curtsey for me, James,’ Catherine said, still giggling. ‘You simply must. It would be a sin not to in such a dress. Come on, let me see you curtsey, and do it properly, the way I’ve shown you.’ 
 
    Feeling himself blush, and with a roaring in his ears, James took hold of the sides of his dress, and crossed one foot in front of the other before giving a little bow of his head as he dipped his knees. 
 
    ‘Not bad,’ said Catherine, her eyes shining with laughter. ‘Do it again, and this time lift your dress a little higher so I can see your slip when you curtsey,’ she commanded. 
 
    ‘Oh, that’s perfect,’ she said when he performed another curtsey, obediently lifting his dress an inch or two higher so that she glimpsed the lacy hem of his slip. ‘You curtsey very nicely, James, and the black of your dress looks so pretty between the white of your apron and the hem of your slip. You look just like a curtseying maid ought to look. Perfect, truly perfect.’ 
 
    Catherine really did love the way he looked. The pretty uniform exaggerated his servility, and made her feel all the more like the lady of the house. 
 
    ‘But I wonder what the other apron looks like?’ said Catherine, eager to try him in the other apron. ‘Would you like to try it on, James?’ 
 
    He looked at her with frightened eyes, and said nothing. 
 
    ‘I asked you a question, and I expect an answer,’ she said sternly. ‘Would you like to try on the full apron?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly enthralled.  
 
    Deep inside he heard himself yell out in shame and outrage, and yet he wanted to wear the apron. He found a transcendent joy in having his pride crushed in this way. For reasons he couldn’t begin to fathom, he took Catherine’s side against himself, and rejoiced in her triumph over his ego and pride. 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought,’ said Catherine, quickly undoing the waist-apron, and slipping the loop of the longer apron over his neck, tucking it neatly under the peter pan collar of his dress. ‘I knew you couldn’t resist an apron like this.’ 
 
    She tugged the apron tight around his waist, and tied it in a long, looping bow that came down almost to the hem of his dress. 
 
    Catherine stood by his side, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she took in their reflections in the full-length mirror. ‘Well, James,’ she whispered in his ear, ‘what do you think of that?’ 
 
    Catherine didn’t expect James to answer. She could see that he was in a place beyond speech. 
 
    James trembled in horror at what he saw, and yet he was aroused beyond all imagining. The longer apron, stretching from his upper chest to just above the hem of his dress, was less pretty than the dainty waist-apron, but it made him look far more practical and ready for work – more like a domestic drudge than a lady’s-maid, he thought with a shiver of masochistic delight. 
 
    ‘It makes you look like a parlour or scullery maid, said Catherine, sharing his thoughts, ‘and much less of a bedroom maid, but I rather like that. Maybe I’ll have you wear this apron when you’re cleaning the house, and your little waist-aprons when you’re helping in the bedroom. That way you can enjoy wearing both aprons, and you will enjoy wearing them, won’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ said Catherine, ‘because I love the way you look in both. But it’s a shame your feet are so much bigger than mine. What size of shoe do you take?’ 
 
    ‘Eight,’ he said. 
 
    ‘And I take a four,’ said Catherine. ‘What a pity I can’t give you a pair of my shoes to match your uniform. Do you have any shoes that might go with it?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said, sure that he didn’t. 
 
    ‘Don’t you have some black Croc sandals?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, sinking deeper in the quicksand. 
 
    ‘Then go and try them on,’ she said. ‘And don’t be slow.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, going into his little box-room, loving the whisper of the slip and dress against his hose as he moved. 
 
    While he was gone, Catherine admired herself in the mirror.  
 
    ‘God, you’re a stuck-up bitch,’ she muttered, amused by her cruel and haughty appearance. ‘The van’ll be on the way to cart you off to the asylum.’  
 
    Thinking how meek and helpless James looked in his maid’s dress, she let her hand slide between her legs. Touching herself through the tight jodhpurs released waves of pleasure that spread to every part of her body, and she didn’t stop when she heard James come back into the room. Why should she? He was only the maid after all. 
 
    ‘This is such fun,’ she said as her pleasure mounted. ‘I love having a pretty maid run after me hand and foot. I could come just thinking about it.’ 
 
    James gazed at her in wonder, transfixed by the sight of her pleasuring herself so brazenly in front of the mirror.  
 
    ‘Perhaps I really am a goddess,’ she said in a voice that seemed to echo in his head. ‘I know you think of me that way sometimes. I see it in your eyes. Perhaps I’m Diana The Huntress come to earth to make you my prey. Can you run fast enough to escape me? I hope for your sake you can for I am without mercy. My arrows are sharp and I hunt to kill. But you can’t run fast enough, can you, James?‘ 
 
    ‘N-no, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And even if you could, you’d slow down to let me catch you,’ she said, her pleasure mounting. ‘Because you’re mine, James. You know it in your heart, and you’ll never escape me. Kneel,’ she commanded him suddenly. ‘Quickly. Kneel at my feet.’ 
 
    He obeyed instantly, only for his Mistress to turn from him and bend forwards so that her glorious bottom, so smooth and alluring in the tight jodhpurs, was pressed against his face. 
 
    ‘Kiss me,’ she gasped as she touched herself.  
 
    Gladly he kissed and worshipped her, overjoyed to be on his knees at her feet. 
 
    As she pleasured herself, Catherine glanced into the mirror. It was a thrilling sight, both sweet and profane. The reflection of her long booted legs with her kneeling, uniformed maid kissing her bottom triggered the sweetest of orgasms, and she welcomed it shamelessly with a long sigh of contentment. 
 
    ‘That was lovely,’ she said, stepping away from her slave and turning to look at him. ‘Stand up,’ she instructed. 
 
    James got shakily to his feet, his erection trapped painfully beneath his girdle. 
 
    Catherine saw he was wearing his black Croc sandals. 
 
    ‘They’ll do for now,’ said Catherine, disappointed that she didn’t have prettier, more feminine shoes to dress him in. ‘They make you look like a chalet maid which is better than nothing, I suppose. Later tonight, I want you to go online and find some prettier shoes in your size, but don’t order them until I’ve seen them.’ 
 
    He wanted to refuse, and say he’d soon be going back to work, and wouldn’t need pretty shoes, but he didn’t dare speak out against her.  
 
    Her devil was loose again, he could see the cruelty and hunger dancing in her eyes. 
 
    ‘You need pretty shoes to match your uniform,’ said Catherine, touching his face fondly. ‘Think what a pretty little maid you’ll be then.’ 
 
    Her finger brushed against his ear, and she immediately thought of her mother’s old clip-on earrings. 
 
    ‘How could I forget?’ she said, striding to her dressing-table and searching through her jewellery box. ‘Here they are,’ she announced in triumph, holding up the pearl earrings. ‘Come here,’ she commanded her maid. ‘I want to put them on you.’ 
 
    He stood in silence as she clipped the earrings onto his ears. The clips pinched his ears in a way that felt oddly pleasurable. 
 
    ‘They look very nice on you,’ she said, turning him to face the mirror. ‘Have a look and see.’ 
 
    James looked at his reflection. The little pearls looked neat and pretty on his ears, making him feel even more feminine, and his cheeks flushed hotly as if they, and not his ears, were being pinched by the earrings. 
 
    ‘They’ll do until I get your ears pierced,’ said Catherine. ‘Do you like them?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly. 
 
    ‘They’re pretty on you, aren’t they?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And you like to be a pretty maid, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    Well, what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘It’s lovely to have such a polite and well-behaved maid,’ said Catherine, kissing him on the cheek. ‘Let’s go downstairs and put you to work. I can’t wait to be served by a proper maid in a uniform.’ 
 
    Catherine led the way out of her bedroom and down the stairs. As James followed, he felt an invisible wire stretching from his pinched ears down through the lace of his slip to his cramping girdle, and from there to the hems of his dress and slip moving softly against his dark hose. He almost resented his comfortable shoes, wishing instead for tight, high-heeled shoes so that the wire could stretch on down as far as uncomfortably imprisoned feet. 
 
    With every movement of the clothes, the invisible wire seemed to thrum, sending out waves of submissive delight to his fevered senses. The proud man he’d been all his life had vanished, and James had never felt so helpless, or so enslaved. 
 
    ‘I’ll have the salmon steak you mentioned,’ said Catherine as they went into the kitchen. ‘Did you buy two?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Just one for your Mistress?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Quite right,’ said Catherine, ‘but what will you have to eat?’ 
 
    ‘I hadn’t thought,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Did you have lunch with Mrs Harrison?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘In that case you won’t need anything,’ Catherine decreed, liking the idea of her slave going hungry. ‘Or I might feed you some scraps from my plate. You always like that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James who truly did take a masochistic delight in eating Catherine’s leftovers, particularly when she made him kneel at her feet and fed him from her fingers. 
 
    ‘You may begin cooking,’ said Catherine but, glancing out of the window, she caught sight of her panties and tights still hanging on the line. 
 
    James followed her line of sight and gave a shiver of fear when he saw he’d forgotten to bring in the washing. 
 
    ‘Do you see what I see?’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘I’m so sorry,’ said James, ‘I hung them out this morning, and forgot all about them.’ 
 
    ‘Well you’d better bring them in now, hadn’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, hurrying to the laundry-room to find a clothes-basket. 
 
    Catherine, delighted to see the branches in the garden swaying in the wind, took her phone from her bag, and set it to camera as she rushed to the back-door. 
 
    ‘Smile,’ she called to James as he unpegged the washing.  
 
    He looked round in surprise, his eyes widening in horror when he saw Catherine taking his photograph. The wind whipped at his dress and apron so that his pretty slip was clearly visible. He pushed his dress and apron down but, as soon as he reached up for the washing, they flew up again. The gusts were so strong sometimes even his panty-girdle was visible. 
 
    ‘Don’t let me put you off,’ laughed Catherine as she took another photograph, making sure she caught his panicked expression and exposed underskirt. There was nothing James could do and, by the time he’d unpegged her panties and tights, Catherine had taken half a dozen photographs of a very harassed maid in all her windswept glory. 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ pleaded James as he came in with his laundry-basket, ‘please delete those pictures.’ 
 
    ‘But why, James?’ she said as if she didn’t know. 
 
    ‘I don’t want anyone to see them.’ 
 
    ‘What you want is neither here nor there.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll show them to anyone I like,’ Catherine said coldly. 
 
    ‘Please don’t, I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘You can beg all you like,’ said Catherine.  
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he beseeched her, hating the petulance in his voice. ‘It’s private.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll decide what’s private.’ 
 
    ‘Please, I couldn’t bear …’ 
 
    ‘I’m warning you, James,’ she interrupted him sternly. ‘Not another word, or you’ll be sorry.’ 
 
    There was a hardness in her eyes, and James knew better than say anything more. 
 
    ‘I’m going to sit down and admire my photographs,’ said Catherine, her eyes twinkling. ‘I hadn’t planned on sending them to anyone, but now that you’ve made such a fuss … Call me when my meal’s ready.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, the invisible wire stretching and thrumming as he curtsied to Diana, goddess of the moon and the hunt.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CATHERINE STRETCHED out lazily on the sofa in the front-room, and scrolled through the photographs of her laundry-maid. 
 
     She couldn’t help smiling at James’ excruciating predicament, and at how frightened and mortified he looked to be so exposed in his uniform.  
 
    One photograph in particular took her fancy. It showed James in profile, so that his features couldn’t easily be recognised. He was reaching up to take a pair of her panties from the line just as a gust of wind lifted his dress and apron and whipped up his slip so that his panty-girdle was showing. He looked just like a real working-maid taking in her Mistress’ washing, and yet the flyaway apron and billowing dress gave the photograph an almost poetic vitality. 
 
    Catherine decided she’d have the photograph printed and framed – she would hang it either in her slave’s box-room or his laundry-room – and she knew straightaway that this was the photograph she would send to Eve. 
 
    She hesitated for a few moments, and then smiled as she pressed send, anticipating her friend’s reaction. 
 
    Barely a minute passed before Eve called back. 
 
    ‘That’s not James,’ Eve said in disbelief. ‘It can’t be.’ 
 
    ‘It’s him,’ said Catherine through laughter.  
 
    ‘No!’ 
 
    ‘I promise you, it is.’ 
 
    ’My God,’ said Eve. ‘He’s so pretty, and the dress fits him perfectly.’ 
 
    ‘Like a glove,’ said Catherine. ‘And he looks so girly and obedient.’ 
 
    ‘He does,’ said Eve. ‘Just like a real maid.’ 
 
    ‘I think he’s always wanted to dress as my maid,’ said Catherine, ‘and now he can, thanks to you. It’s a lovely present, Eve, really it is.’ 
 
    ‘After last week I couldn’t get it out of my mind. It felt like destiny. I had to send it to you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m so glad you did. I’m going to have endless fun with it.’ 
 
    ‘And what about James? Will he have fun?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes, but in a very different way.’ 
 
    ‘Does he like the dress?’ 
 
    ‘It terrifies him – he can’t believe I’ve taken things so far – but deep down he loves it, I’m sure.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you’re right,’ said Eve. ‘He’s so kind to my mother. He just seems to get on her wavelength. She called today after he’d taken her shopping. She hasn’t sounded so happy in years. I’m very grateful to James, so I hope he does like the dress, really I do.’ 
 
    ‘I know he likes it,’ said Catherine, proud of her slave’s kindness. ‘He likes it more than you can imagine.’  
 
    ‘I want him to know I mean it kindly.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll make sure he does.’ 
 
    ‘It’s rather a beautiful photograph, you know,’ said Eve. ‘Like a dream. All that lace blowing in the wind makes her look so free and pretty – my God, I even said ‘her’ – but he’s not free at all, is he?’ 
 
    ‘Certainly not,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s my prisoner in lace.’ 
 
    ‘So I see,’ laughed Eve. ‘He’s even taking your panties from the line, and is that a slip he’s wearing?’ 
 
    ‘It is,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s always had a thing about slips. I can make him do anything when I’m wearing a slip. All I have to do is let him see the hem and he’s helpless. In the mornings I make him kneel and kiss the lace hem. You should see his face. It’s like he’s died and gone to heaven. He can’t resist them. Even washing my slips is a religious experience for James, and so I took the opportunity to dress him in a slip of his own, and with tights as well.’ 
 
    ‘He looks so helpless, I’d like to steal him away and do terrible things to him.’ 
 
    ‘Who knows?’ said Catherine impishly. ‘I might let you.’  
 
    ‘Would you?’ said Eve, playing along. She knew they were joking, but she sensed something serious under the humour. 
 
    ‘I could lend him to you, I suppose,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Would I have to be cruel and bossy with him?’ 
 
    ‘Of course,’ Catherine replied. ‘That goes without saying.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think I’d manage?’ 
 
    ‘You know you would.’ 
 
    ‘Then book him in for the summer,’ quipped Eve. ‘I always need extra staff then. And send your riding-crop with him so I can keep him in line.’ 
 
    ‘How many weeks would you need him?’ asked Catherine, half-serious. 
 
    ‘Do you mean it?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, maybe.’ 
 
    ‘In that case, as many weeks as you can spare him.’ 
 
    ‘Let me get back to you,’ said Catherine, darkly aroused by the prospect of lending James to Eve. She saw herself putting him on a bus along with his little suitcase containing his uniform and the riding-crop nestling on top of his panties and girdle. 
 
    ‘What’s that on his ear?’ said Eve, still captivated by the photograph of the windswept maid. 
 
    ‘What do you think it is?’ 
 
    ‘It’s not an earring, is it? 
 
    ‘It is,’ said Catherine. ‘One of my mother’s old clip-ons.’ 
 
    ‘My God, you’ve really gone to town, but what strange panties he’s wearing.’ 
 
    ‘He’s not wearing panties,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘I can see panties under his slip, I’m sure I can.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not panties, it’s a panty-girdle.’ 
 
    ‘You’re kidding me,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘I’m not,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s been wearing it all day, except when I took it down to give him a beating when I got back from work.’ 
 
    ‘You beat him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘With the crop?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What for?’ said Eve, remembering how much it had aroused her to strike James with the lovely old crop. 
 
    ‘I came home early and found him fast asleep in the middle of the afternoon, and then I caught him spying on me when I was changing out of my skirt. I couldn’t let that go, could I?’ said Catherine, a smile in her voice. ‘He had to be taught a lesson.’ 
 
    ‘Since you put it like that,’ laughed Eve, ‘I’m sure you’re right.’ 
 
    ‘Of course I’m right,’ said Catherine. ‘A Mistress is always right.’ 
 
    ‘You’re a cruel woman, Catherine Dempsey.’ 
 
    ‘I am,’ said Catherine, ‘and I intend to be crueller. He’s wearing your dress and apron right now in the kitchen. When he’s finished cooking, I’m going to make him sit down and write you a thank-you note.’ 
 
    ‘He doesn’t have to do that.’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ said Catherine, ‘but it will be fun to make him. I’ll make him tell you all about his pretty slip and his girdle and tights, and I’ll make him promise to wear his uniform when you next come to visit.’ 
 
    ‘That’s too cruel,’ said Eve.  
 
    ‘Nothing’s too cruel,’ said Catherine. ‘And he will wear it when you come. I’ll make sure of it.’ 
 
    ‘Will he curtsey to me?’ 
 
    ‘He’d better,’ said Catherine. ‘Unless he wants a taste of the crop.’ 
 
    ‘In that case,’ laughed Eve, ‘I can’t wait.’ 
 
    They chatted briefly about more normal things, and Eve wished Catherine luck in her interview before ending the call by making Catherine promise not to be too cruel to her pretty maid. 
 
    It was a promise Catherine had no intention of keeping.  
 
    She put on some music and lay back on the sofa. The fire was warm and comforting, and she closed her eyes and let her hand slip between her legs as she thought about her uniformed maid working in the kitchen. ‘Midnight In Harlem’ by the Tedeschi Trucks Band played quietly as she touched herself lightly through her thin jodhpurs, and drifted off to sleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘MISTRESS,’ said James softly to his sleeping wife. ‘Your meal is ready.’ 
 
    Catherine smiled as she woke, and stretched like a cat. When she saw the pretty maid standing by the sofa she blinked in surprise, not recognising the strange creature. 
 
    ‘It’s you,’ said Catherine as her mind cleared. ‘I didn’t know you in your pretty uniform. What a sweet little maid you are.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry to wake you, Mistress,’ said James, mortified yet oddly pleased to be called sweet. 
 
    ‘That’s all right,’ said Catherine. ‘But haven’t you forgotten something?’ 
 
    James looked puzzled for a moment, and then he performed a neat curtsey. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it,’ said Catherine, rising from the sofa. ‘Lead the way, I’m starving.’ 
 
    The carchy samba song ‘Eu Vou Torcer’ by Jorge Ben was playing and Catherine danced the samba as she followed her neat little maid across the hall to the kitchen. 
 
    Catherine sat at table like a great lady as her maid served her meal, and poured chilled white wine into a sparklingly clean glass. The grilled salmon was delicious, as were the fresh new potatoes and green beans, and the slightly acidic Riesling wine went beautifully with the rich flavour of the fish. 
 
    ‘Well done, James,’ said Catherine, sitting back from her empty plate. ‘That was delicious, and it’s lovely to be served by a proper waitress. I meant to leave some scraps for you but, as you can see, I’ve eaten the lot. You’ll just have to go hungry tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘You don’t mind?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said truthfully.  
 
    He felt much too confused and excited to have any interest in food, and it aroused him to be denied by his cruel Mistress. 
 
    ‘You had a big meal at lunch-time,’ said Catherine, ‘and we need to think about your figure now you have such a pretty uniform to wear. I only expect to dress you in a girdle for fun not necessity. Remember to go running every morning. I expect my maid to look very neat and trim in her dress. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, thrilled by her playful, haughty manner. 
 
    ‘Very good,’ said Catherine, getting up from table and taking a pen and paper from a drawer. ‘Once you’ve tidied up in the kitchen I want you to sit down and write a note to Mistress Eve thanking her for the lovely waitress dress she sent you. I want you to tell her how much you like the dress, and how much you like wearing it. Is that understood?’ 
 
    ‘Can’t I text or email her?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ she said firmly. ‘I want you to write a handwritten note, old-fashioned like the dress.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, both dreading and looking forward to writing the note. 
 
    ‘Make it a more of a letter than a short note. Put lots of detail in it. Tell her about your underwear as well as your dress.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I’m going through to watch the news and finish my wine,’ said Catherine. ‘Come and read it to me when you’ve finished. But be warned – if it’s not up to scratch I’ll make you write it again.’ 
 
    She’d gone before he could reply, her lovely bottom magnificently disdainful in the tight breeches. 
 
    He washed up the grill and pots and loaded Catherine’s plate and cutlery into the dishwasher. Then he dried the pots and grill and put then neatly away before wiping down the surfaces and sweeping the floor, loving the feel of his dress and underwear as he worked. He’d even begun to enjoy the way the girdle crushed his manhood. For a moment, he saw himself as a strange kind of Cinderella, a kitchen-girl who longed for her sisters and stepmother to be cruel rather than kind, a drudge who wanted to stay in the kitchen while they left for the ball in their gold coaches and silken dresses. She would cook and clean for them and watch them marry princes. It was all she was good for. 
 
    His kitchen work done, James could put it off no longer.  
 
    He sat down at table with a trembling heart and hand, and took up the pen.  
 
    He saw that even the writing-paper was girlish, lavender in colour and with a prettily drawn rose-vine along its edge. He arranged his dress primly at his knees, delighted to glimpse the hem of his slip.  
 
    Long moments passed before he gathered his thoughts, and began to write. 
 
    Catherine was watching a news report about upland tree-planting and flood prevention when James came into the room clutching his letter. 
 
    ‘That didn’t take long,’ she said without taking her eyes from the TV screen.  
 
    The clock on the cooker had informed James that it had taken him twenty-seven minutes to write the letter.  
 
    ‘Wait there,‘ said Catherine as if he was of no importance. ‘I’m watching this.’ 
 
    She followed the news report, but remained pleasantly aware of James in the corner of her eye, a meek little maid waiting obediently for his Mistress’ attention. He stood with a straight back and his head slightly bowed, holding his letter in both hands in front of his apron as if he’d always known the attitude a maid should assume in the presence of his Mistress.  
 
    Catherine thought it an appealing and suitably respectful posture. His patient submission aroused her, and once more she felt the sweet wetness between her legs.  
 
    When the news report was over, she sipped her wine and watched the next item just to remind James of his place before switching off the television, and saying to her slave, ‘Well, then, you may read me your letter.’ 
 
    Intimidated by her gaze, James stammered as he read. 
 
    ‘Dear M-mistress Eve …’ 
 
    ‘Try not to stammer,’ said Catherine sharply. ‘I’ve told you, I find it irritating.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Get on with it,’ said Catherine, tucking her booted legs beneath her. 
 
    ‘Dear Mistress Eve,’ he began again, relieved not to stammer. ‘I’m writing to thank you for the dress you sent me. Both Mistress Catherine and I think it’s lovely, and it fits me very well. I’ve worn it this evening to cook my Mistress’ meal, and I’m wearing it as I write this letter. Mistress Catherine says I look very neat and pretty in it, just like a real maid. She particularly likes the longer of the aprons as it makes me look like a hard-working parlour maid, and she has kindly given me appropriate underwear to wear under the dress.’ 
 
    He paused when he heard Catherine’s mocking laugh. 
 
    ‘Don’t stop,’ commanded Catherine, thinking she should have tied his hair back with a white ribbon to match his apron. ‘Read to the end.’ 
 
    James swallowed nervously, and resumed reading. 
 
    ‘The only problem is the shoes. Mistress Catherine would like me to wear woman’s shoes as pretty as the dress, but my feet are too big to fit any of her shoes, and so tonight my Mistress has ordered me to search online for a pair of lady’s shoes in my size. Mistress Catherine will be much happier when I have prettier shoes. She’s a very beautiful Mistress, and she deserves to have a pretty and well-dressed maid.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I like that bit,’ said Catherine with amusement in her eyes, surprised and delighted at how much James had humiliated himself in the letter. She’d hoped he would, but this was far better than she’d expected. 
 
    ‘Have you finished?’ she asked.  
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Then hurry up,’ she commanded. ‘I’m bored listening to you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you again for the lovely dress and aprons,’ James read on nervously. ‘It was very kind of you to send them. I’m sure my Mistress and I will enjoy them very much, and I hope you visit again soon. Yours sincerely, James.’ 
 
    He stood with his head bowed awaiting his Mistress’ verdict.  
 
    She let him wait for long moments before saying scornfully, ‘Appropriate underwear?’ 
 
    He started fearfully, his eyes flicking up at her, and then looking down again. 
 
    ‘Honestly, James, what do you mean by that ridiculous phrase?’ she asked as if he was a fool. 
 
    ‘You know wh-what I mean,’ he said in a weak attempt to stand up for himself. 
 
    ‘I may know,’ said Catherine, ‘but Mistress Eve won’t have the first idea what you mean. No, James, it won’t do, I’m afraid. You’ll have to do it all again.’ 
 
    ‘B-but I wrote what you asked me to.’ 
 
    ‘You did,’ said Catherine, ‘but only up to a point. It’s fine as far as it goes, some of it’s even rather good, but Mistress Eve will expect much more detail. She’ll want to know exactly what underwear you’re wearing, and what it feels like to dress as a maid. If you want to use a word like ‘appropriate’ you can say something like – “Mistress Catherine kindly gave me a panty-girdle to wear to prevent any unsightly or inappropriate lumps or bumps under my dress. The panty-girdle makes sure I look very neat and feminine in my uniform, and Mistress Catherine also believes it improves my attitude along with my posture.” Do you see the difference, James? That kind of detail will give Mistress Eve a much clearer understanding of your experience of wearing the dress, so put in everything I’ve just said. I like what you say about the longer apron and the need for prettier shoes. Make it all more like that, and tell her you’ll wear the uniform the next time she visits. And tell her what it feels like to curtsey when you’re properly attired. She’ll be interested to read that too, and it will amuse her, and make her look forward all the more to her next visit. And, talking about visitors, tell her I’ve decided you’ll wear your new dress and apron when Tom comes to the house. The uniform will be the perfect way of making it clear just where you stand in the household. He’s bound to be worried about meeting you for the first time, and seeing you dressed as my maid will allay his fears, and make it absolutely clear that you offer no challenge to him as a man or a lover.’ 
 
    Once more he tried to object, but he didn’t make a sound. 
 
    ‘Be sure to tell Mistress Eve how much it will amuse me to introduce you to Tom in this way,’ Catherine continued, ‘and say that I’ve instructed you to curtsey to him, and call him Mr Shannon as a mark of your respect. Tell her I’m delighted with her gift as it solves my problem about what to have you wear for Tom’s visit. Give her a big thank-you for that. I trust that’s all clear, James.’ 
 
    Her little maid just hung his head, his cheeks burning with shame, and his whole body trembling in shock. 
 
    ‘I hope you’ve been paying attention,’ said Catherine, feeling no pity for him. ‘Have you been paying attention, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said meekly.  
 
    Her instructions about what to write in the letter had stung and aroused him. He wanted to scream out in refusal, and yet a part of him longed to write the next letter. He’d submitted to Catherine many times before but never like this, and the depth of his submission both thrilled and terrified him.  
 
    He knew writing the next letter would humiliate him terribly, and yet he wanted to write it. He was no longer struggling against the quicksand. He was drowning beneath its clinging mud. 
 
    ‘Then go and write your letter,’ Catherine commanded him. ‘And in your best handwriting. Illegibility or scoring-out won’t be tolerated. You’ll only have to write it out again. Is that understood?’ 
 
    Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And don’t sign yourself as James,’ said Catherine as an afterthought. ‘You may sign yourself as Maid James or Sissy James, I’ll leave you to decide which one. And by the way, next time I’m going to tie your hair back with a ribbon. A white ribbon to match your apron and slip. I may even get you a little maid’s cap. Now run along, I’m bored with you.’ 
 
    James curtsied and fled the room.  
 
    Catherine wasn’t bored in the slightest. As soon as James had gone, her hand once more strayed between her legs as she relived their conversation about his letter. It was a preposterous charade, yet she’d never enjoyed being James’ Mistress so much. Dressing him in the maid’s uniform had inspired a delicious new dominance, both sweet and dark, and Catherine laid her head back and closed her eyes as she thought of introducing her handsome lover to her helpless prisoner in lace.  
 
      
 
      
 
    JAMES WORKED diligently at his new letter.  
 
    Every now and then his hand fell to his nylon-clad knee. He’d rub his knee anxiously as he thought of what to write but the movement of his hand only slid his dress up so that he’d gaze in fascination at the pretty lace hem of his slip. When he did this he’d lose his train of thought, and sit in a dream. He had to force himself to go back to the letter, but his hand trembled in shock, and it required all his concentration to steady his hand and keep his handwriting neat and legible.  
 
    Several times, not wishing to displease his Mistress, he had to tear up the page he was working on, and start a new page.  
 
    Nearly an hour had passed before James took his new letter to his Mistress. 
 
    ‘Let me look at it,’ said Catherine, rising from the sofa.  
 
    She took the letter and glanced at it, pleased to see it now ran to several pages, and was very neatly written. 
 
    What a good and obedient little maid he was, she thought with a smile. 
 
    Catherine thought of reading it through herself, but she couldn’t resist making James read it aloud. She knew it would add greatly to his shame, which she increased even more by walking slowly around him as he read. 
 
    ‘Dear Mistress Eve,’ James began, feeling like a child reading his homework to a strict teacher. ‘I’m writing to say thank-you for the dress you sent me,’ he continued. ‘Mistress Catherine and I think it’s lovely, and it fits me very well. I’ve worn it this evening to cook my Mistress’ meal, and I’m wearing it as I write this letter. Mistress Catherine says I look very neat and dutiful in it, just like a real maid. She particularly likes the longer of the aprons as it makes me look like a hard-working parlour maid.’ 
 
    ‘This is exactly the same as the first letter,’ Catherine said warningly. ‘I hope to hear something new very soon.’ 
 
    ‘I’m just c-coming to it,’ said James. 
 
    ‘I’m pleased to hear it,’ said Catherine. ‘Continue.’ 
 
    ‘And I like the aprons too,’ read James, his stomach churning. ‘The waist apron is very pretty and Mistress Catherine will expect me to wear it in her bedroom when I help her get dressed for her dates with her lover. I’m wearing the longer apron just now. Both aprons are lovely and go very well with the dress. It was very kind and thoughtful of you to send both aprons.’ 
 
    ‘Better,’ said Catherine, still circling him slowly, crop in hand. ‘And I’m glad you’ve mentioned my dates with Tom. Heaven forbid I had to stay in with you as my lover. Read on.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress Catherine has been kind enough to give me suitable underwear to wear under the dress,’ James read out, a catch in his voice. ‘She gave me a pair of black tights, and advised me how to put them on without laddering them. Then she helped me into a pretty white slip with thin shoulder straps and a lovely lace hem. I’ve often washed it for her, and I’ve always admired it. It’s very kind of her to lend me one of her most beautiful slips. The tights and slip feel beautifully smooth under the dress, and make me feel girlish and pretty. Mistress Catherine has also put me in a panty-girdle to prevent any unsightly or inappropriate lumps or bumps under my dress. The panty-girdle keeps me slim and neat in my uniform. It’s very tight and uncomfortable but Mistress Catherine believes it improves my attitude as well as my posture, and I’m sure she’s right.’ 
 
    ‘Excellent,’ said Catherine with a knowing smile, ‘I couldn’t have put it better myself.’ 
 
    ‘The only problem is the shoes,’ continued James. ’Mistress Catherine would like me to wear woman’s shoes as pretty as the dress, but my feet are too big to fit any of her shoes, and so tonight my Mistress has ordered me to search online for a pair of lady’s shoes in my size.’ 
 
    Catherine thought of telling him to skip this section about the shoes, but she was enjoying herself, and let him read it again.  
 
    ‘I’m wearing a pair of black sandals at the moment. They look quite nice with the black dress but Mistress will be much happier when I have prettier shoes. She’s a very beautiful Mistress, and she deserves a pretty and well-dressed maid.’ 
 
    ‘That’s sweet of you,’ said Catherine, oddly moved this time beneath her stern exterior. ‘Thank-you.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress Catherine taught me to curtsey a few weeks ago,’ James continued, his hand shaking as he turned the page. ‘I’ve always felt embarrassed performing a curtsey but for some reason it feels all right when I’m wearing my new uniform. Perhaps that’s because I feel like a real maid when I’m wearing it. Mistress Catherine likes me to lift my dress quite high when I’m curtseying so she can see the hem of my slip. She thinks the black dress looks even prettier when it’s framed by the white of my apron and slip. She told me tonight that I will be wearing my uniform when you next come to visit, which I hope will be soon. I hope you will like the way I look in your dress and apron, and I will be sure to greet you with by best curtsey.’ 
 
    ‘Wonderful,’ said Catherine, delighted by how much he was humiliating himself. ‘That’s a lovely invitation.’ 
 
    ‘Mistress Catherine has also decided,’ read James in a trembling voice, ‘that I will wear my uniform when her lover comes to the house.’ 
 
    Catherine smiled, a delightful arousal spreading through her senses. 
 
    This was the part of the letter she was most looking forward to hearing. She knew it would humiliate James terribly, and the more it humiliated him, the more it would thrill and gratify her. 
 
    ‘I have never met Mistress Catherine’s lover and she thinks dressing me in my maid’s uniform will be the best way to let him know where I stand in her household. She believes that her lover might be worried about meeting me for the first time, and seeing me in my uniform will allay his fears and make it absolutely clear that I offer no challenge to him as a man or as a lover. Mistress Catherine wants you to know that it will amuse her greatly to introduce me to her lover in this way. She has also instructed me to curtsey to him when he arrives, and to call him Mr Shannon as a mark of my respect for him as my superior.’ 
 
    Catherine relented and told herself to show him some mercy, but she felt neither guilt nor pity. And she could see he wouldn’t welcome kindness from her now, so deep was he in the rapture of submission. 
 
     Cruelty was all he wanted from her now, and she would give it to him.  
 
    Such was the strange alchemy of their new life as Mistress and slave where the base metals of cruelty and contempt could be transformed into the precious gold of erotic love. 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ Catherine said coldly. ‘I haven’t got all night.’  
 
    ‘Mistress Catherine sends you a very special thank-you,’ read James, ‘for giving her such an enjoyable and amusing way to introduce me to Mr Shannon. She sends you a big hug for that, and I want to thank you again for the lovely dress and aprons. My Mistress and I will enjoy them very much, and I hope you visit again very soon. Yours sincerely, Maid James.’ 
 
    ‘It will do,’ said Catherine, her bored manner disguising her delight at his letter.  
 
    She knew it would both shock and amuse Eve, and she liked to entertain her friend. She went towards her trembling maid, and offered him her hand palm down. As the lady of the house she expected him to kiss her hand. Lost in his role as a lady’s maid, James took her hand and kissed it, dropping a neat curtsey as he did so. 
 
    ‘Come with me,’ said Catherine briskly, leading the way out of the room. 
 
    In the kitchen she dictated Eve’s address to James, which he copied onto an envelope of the same lavender colour as the writing-paper. She watched as he folded his letter and inserted it in the envelope, closing it, and affixing a first-class stamp. A cruel idea had come into her head. She knew it was too much, mad even, and more than a little dangerous, but it aroused her and she decided to go through with it. 
 
    In a fever of mischief and arousal, she was flying far beyond the normal rules of what was considered safe or sane. 
 
    ‘This way,’ said Catherine, going out into the hall, ‘and we’ll get your coat.’ 
 
    When she came out of the cloakroom with her long overcoat James was standing in the hall, his eyes wide with fear. 
 
    ‘What are you doing?’ he said, transferring the letter from one hand to the other as she helped him into her smart coat. 
 
    ‘What do you think I’m doing?’ said Catherine, doing up his buttons. ‘I’m helping you into your coat so you can go out and post your letter like a good little maid.’ 
 
    ‘I c-an’t go out like this,’ he said in horror. 
 
    ‘Why ever not?’ said Catherine, relishing his disquiet. ‘There’s no point writing a letter unless you post it. Where would be the good in that?’ 
 
    ‘Someone will see me,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘Not if you’re careful,’ said Catherine calmly. ‘The post-box is no distance from our gate, and you’re a clever and resourceful little maid. Now pull up your collar and out you go,’ she commanded, striding to the front-door and holding it open for him.  
 
    She was pleased to see the wind had grown even stronger. She liked to think of him struggling to hold down his coat and dress in the wind. 
 
    ‘You can’t,’ he begged in desperation. 
 
    ‘Of course I can,’ she said. ‘I’m your Mistress, I can do whatever I like.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine, no.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll do as you’re told!’ she snapped. ‘Unless you want me to send you out without your coat.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘This minute!’ she said sternly, smacking her crop loudly against her boot. ‘And not another word.’ 
 
    A man condemned, James passed slowly through the door into the windswept garden. As he went down the steps he heard the door slam shut behind him, and the large key turn in the lock.  
 
    Catherine had locked him out of the house.  
 
    The thought terrified him even as it sent a frisson of masochistic delight through his veins. 
 
    It was dusk but there was enough light for James to be seen and recognised as a man in woman’s clothes. He pulled up the coat collar to hide his features, and kept behind the line of tress as he made his way to the front-gate where he peered out carefully onto the road. 
 
     The post-box was only thirty yards away but cars passed intermittently, a group of teenage girls waited at a nearby bus-stop, and a woman in a raincoat was walking her dog. He hid behind the high hedge, struggling to hold down his coat against the strong gusts of wind.  
 
    He waited like this for over ten minutes until a bus finally arrived and took away the teenage girls, but there were other pedestrians and a cyclist, and he had to wait for several more minutes until no-one was in sight. Cars still passed from time to time, but the road was quiet, and he knew now was as good a time as any. Taking a deep breath, he came out of the gate and walked quickly towards the post-box. He was strongly tempted to break into a run, but he feared that would attract unwanted attention, and he kept himself to a brisk walk. He posted the letter, and then turned for home but, to his utter horror, his next-door neighbour Neil came out of his gate and waited on the pavement for his wife Ruth to join him. If they walked towards him he was lost, but if they walked in the same direction he had a chance of getting home unrecognised. 
 
    James stopped and pretended to look for something in the pocket of Catherine’s coat. It took an age for Ruth to join her husband, and then they stood talking as if debating which way to go. As they talked, Ruth looked at James with curiosity before turning back to her husband. James shivered in alarm and, for a moment, he feared he might wet himself.  
 
    It was a terrible feeling which left him sick with dread. He was not a religious man, yet he prayed for his neighbours to walk away from him. To his huge relief, that’s exactly what they did. James walked slowly behind them, letting them get even further ahead of him until at last he reached his gate, and could dart into the safety of his driveway with its high hedge and sheltering trees.  
 
    Feeling like a thief who’d pulled off an impossible heist, he ran silently across the grass, climbed the front-steps, and rang the door-bell. 
 
    Catherine was answering e-mails when she heard the doorbell, and she waited for several minutes before deciding to go to the door. Even when she reached the front-door, she stood for a while before opening it, savouring the thought of her windswept maid locked outside in his uniform. 
 
    ‘Well,’ she said when she finally opened the door to a very shaken and wind-blown maid, ‘did you post your letter?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, his face flushed with panic. 
 
    ‘And did anyone see you?’ 
 
    ‘N-no,’ he said, ‘but Neil and Ruth came out of their drive and nearly saw me.’ 
 
    ‘What would you have done if they had?’ Catherine asked, a part of her wishing he had been caught in his pretty dress and earrings. 
 
    ‘I’d have died,’ said James. 
 
    ‘But here you are, alive and well,’ said Catherine in a bored voice as she turned and walked away from him. ‘Now take off your coat and come into my study. I have another job for you.’ 
 
    He longed to stop and gather his fevered thoughts, but he took off Catherine’s overcoat and hung it in the cloak-room before going into the study. Catherine ushered James into the seat in front of the computer screen, smiling to see him arrange his dress and apron neatly as he sat down. He looked at the screen and saw a list of websites devoted to hotel and hospitality wear. 
 
    ‘I’ve had a look for waitress shoes,’ said Catherine. ‘I haven’t found anything I like in your size, but I think it’s better if you look for yourself. Find a pair you like and then show them to me. The final decision will be mine. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his brain swimming. 
 
    ‘Not high heels,’ she said, ‘but not clumpy either. One and a half or two inch heels, no higher. I don’t want you stumbling around like a drunk. Pretty but practical, and with or without a strap.’  
 
    Just at that moment her phone rang. Catherine glanced at its screen and gave a cry of excitement when she saw who it was.  
 
    ‘Tom,’ she said into her phone, a smile spreading across her face. ‘It’s lovely to hear your voice.’ 
 
    James heard a deep but indistinct male voice say something in reply which made Catherine laugh, and he could only watch yearningly as she left the study to carry on a private conversation in the sitting-room.  
 
    She’d forgotten him in an instant as soon as her lover had called. Her cheeks had reddened, and a sparkle come into her eyes. But what else could he expect, James thought with an ache of arousal. What were a pair of waitress shoes compared to the man who shared her bed and made her laugh? What was a slave and housemaid compared to a real man? 
 
    He felt himself shrink in his own estimation until he almost vanished.  
 
    It was a painful yet oddly pleasurable sensation. 
 
    Weighed down by the sweet, heavy ache of masochistic arousal, James carried out a search for a pair of waitress shoes in his size that would be ‘pretty but practical.’  
 
    It proved an elusive combination, particularly in his size, but finally he found a pair on one of the hospitality and workwear sites. They were described as ‘slip-on ladies court shoes in a wider fitting for extra comfort.’ They had a medium one-and-a-half inch heel and came in sizes up to a seven in matt or patent black leather. Size seven would still be small and tight, but they would be wearable, and he liked the idea of a little discomfort. He put a pair in both matt and patent leather in the site’s shopping-basket, ready to show Catherine. 
 
    He stood and paced nervously, trying not to think about Catherine’s delight at her lover’s call. But he couldn’t put it out of his mind, and the feel of his pretty maid’s uniform only reminded him of his lowly status.  
 
    The quicker he got back to work the better, he thought anxiously. His submissive desires were sliding dangerously beyond his control, and even Catherine was losing touch with reality. Dressing him like this was too much, for all the pleasure it gave him, and sending him out in his uniform to post Eve’s letter had been a crazy risk.  
 
    He experienced again the jolt of fear when his neighbour had emerged onto the pavement, blocking his way home. And once more he saw Ruth look at him with curiosity, but this time she kept looking at him before saying in amazement, ‘Is that really you, James?’ 
 
    Just at that moment, Catherine came into the study, saying on her phone, ‘He was supposed to remind me and so I’ll let him tell you himself ... I’ll put him on now.’ 
 
    James stared at her in horror as she offered him the phone. 
 
    ‘Take it,’ she told him sharply, adding in a whisper, ‘tell him about the lovely panties you’ve bought for me.’ 
 
    He took the phone from her and lifted it slowly to his ear. 
 
    ‘H-hullo,’ he stammered weakly. 
 
    ‘Is that you, James?’ came the reply in a deep, Irish voice. 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    Catherine sniggered, delighted that he’d remembered to call Tom by his surname, and put her head close to James’ so she could listen to both sides of their conversation. 
 
    ‘I’m glad to talk to you at last,’ Tom said. ‘Catherine tells me you have some news for me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ said James, wishing he could die. 
 
    Catherine sniggered again. 
 
    Aroused by his subservience to her lover, she couldn’t resist sliding her hand under James’ dress, pushing up his slip and running her hand across the front of his panty-girdle. 
 
    ‘Well then,’ said Tom impatiently, ‘what is it you want to tell me?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve b-ought …’ James stammered, his insides liquefying in pure terror, ‘I’ve bought the panties you wanted?’ 
 
    ‘I take it you mean the French knickers,’ Tom said, a scornful amusement in his voice. 
 
    Catherine kissed James on the neck, and rubbed him harder through the front of his girdle. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ he gasped. ‘The French knickers.’ 
 
    Catherine giggled once more, and kissed his blazing cheek. 
 
    ‘That’s wonderful,’ said Tom, before asking, ‘how many pairs?’  
 
    Catherine had already told him how many, but he wanted to hear James say it. 
 
    ‘Three p-pairs,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Three?’ said Tom as if surprised by James’ generosity. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ James replied, wishing the ground would open up and swallow him. 
 
    ‘In what colours?’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Their full-names,’ Catherine whispered in his ear. 
 
    ‘A-antique white, midnight black and r-uby red,’ said James helplessly. 
 
    ‘What lovely colours,’ said Tom. ‘Well done.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mr Shannon,’ said James. 
 
    ‘It’s very kind of you,’ said Tom. ‘I love the way Catherine looks in French knickers. She’s beautiful enough without them, of course, but all that silk and lace make her irresistible, I’m sure you know what I mean.’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Now, James, I have some good news for you,’ said Tom. 
 
    Catherine went very still as if she couldn’t wait to hear his news. Only her hand was still moving, making little circles on the front of her slave’s girdle. 
 
    ‘Catherine has invited me to come to her home, and I’m only too delighted to accept her invitation. So we’re going to meet at long last, James, and very soon, I believe. Isn’t that good news?’ 
 
    Catherine made a sound between a laugh and a sigh of desire, and pressed herself against James, feeling her nipples harden. 
 
    ‘I’ve heard you’re a good cook,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘I t-try to be,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Then perhaps you’ll cook something for us?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine tells me you’re a very obedient little maid who always does what you’re told. Is that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ he gasped, shamed and aroused beyond all reason. 
 
    ‘Then we’ll get along famously, I’m sure,’ said Tom briskly. ‘It’s been nice talking to you, James. Now put Catherine back on.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ James said meekly. 
 
    Catherine took the phone, laughing and saying to her lover as she left the room, ‘I told you, didn’t I? I told you he’d be like that … And he’s even wearing a uniform … I’m not telling you what kind … You’ll find that out when you come to the house …’  
 
    The sound of her laughter echoed in James’ head long after she’d left the room. So great was his shame that he fell to his knees, the better to confront his degradation, and yet arousal was never far away. Remembering Catherine’s bossy little hand, his own trembling hand slid under his dress to touch himself through his imprisoning girdle just as his Mistress had touched him. He was erect but, rather than feeling hard, his cock felt as if it had been turned to water. Any sense of manhood had melted away in a fever of submission to another man. 
 
     He closed his eyes, and sucked in air through his teeth. He’d just spoken to his wife’s lover, and spoken to him as a weak and willing servant speaks to his master. And Catherine had heard him, and been aroused by his subservience. ‘God help me,’ said James as once again agony and ecstasy walked together towards a place he could only think of as oblivion. 
 
    Catherine was gentler with him after the call from her lover.  
 
    ‘Poor baby,’ she said, a smile in her eyes. ‘I’m cruel to you, so cruel, but I love it, I do, and you love it too. There’s nothing like it, nothing in the whole world.’ 
 
    She didn’t really care about his silly shoes, but she congratulated him on his selection, and told him to order both pairs. She also saw a smart housekeeping dress on the same site. In a front-buttoning housecoat style, it came with a matching apron, and she told him to buy two dresses, one in black and one in grey, along with the shoes, saying, ‘Eve’s dress is much too lovely to wear all the time. You can save it for special occasions, and wear your new dresses for day-to-day housework. That way you can be in uniform all the time if I want.’ 
 
    He ordered the shoes and dresses, too deep under her spell to think of refusing. 
 
    ‘I need an early night,’ said Catherine, stretching sleepily. ‘I want to be fresh for tomorrow. Come upstairs and help me get ready for bed.’ 
 
    James followed her upstairs, mesmerised as ever by her lovely bottom in the tight breeches. Sitting on her bed, Catherine smiled at him fondly as he knelt in his little dress to pull off her long black boots. Once more she felt like a Victorian lady being attended by her maid. She stood to let him undo the buttons on her blouse, laughing at the way his fingers shook. His brain swam with arousal when he saw her pretty lace bra. She turned so he could undo her bra and gently remove it, freeing her lovely, full breasts. He longed to hold them and kiss them, but he was only a slave and couldn’t even risk looking at them. Then he unfastened her jodhpurs and knelt to pull them down her long nylon-sheathed legs.  
 
    ‘I’ll do the rest,’ Catherine said softly. ‘Go and take your dress off. Put it carefully on a hanger and hang it on the back of your door, but keep your slip and tights on. Then come back to me,’ she added. ‘I have a surprise for you.’ 
 
    James went into his adjoining box-room where he took off his shoes, followed by his long apron and waitress dress, hanging them neatly on his door as he’d been commanded.  
 
    When he came back into her bedroom, Catherine was standing in front of her mirror brushing out her hair, but she wasn’t wearing the nightdress he’d laid out for her that morning. She was wearing a white full slip similar to his own, and still with her sheer hose beneath.  
 
    Seeing her in the same pretty underwear as he was wearing made him feel a sweet, feminine closeness with her. 
 
    ‘We’re twins,’ Catherine said, smiling at their refections in the mirror. ‘You’re such a pretty maid, I thought we could have a girly time together.’ 
 
    She turned and grazed against him so that that their silky underskirts slid and slipped delightfully together.  
 
    ‘That’s lovely,’ said Catherine, aroused by the contact. ‘And you like it too, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, entranced anew. 
 
    ‘You’ve been such a good maid tonight,’ Catherine whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth. ‘Wearing your uniform and writing such a lovely letter to Eve, and talking so sweetly to Tom. You’ve been so good I’m going to take you to the big bed with me.’  
 
    When she saw the hope in his eyes, she laughed and said, ‘But not for long, and not as my lover. I’ve told you,’ she added, leading him slowly towards her bed, ‘it’s only a girly cuddle, not man and wife. Just a Mistress and maid being kind to each other after a long day.’ 
 
    She pulled him down beside her, and embraced him, nuzzling sweetly into his neck, and entwining her legs with his. The touch of her nylon-clad legs against his electrified his senses, as did the soft, feminine meshing of their silken slips.  
 
    ‘There,’ Catherine whispered, kissing his cheeks and his neck, but not his mouth. ‘This is for you. Just to show how fond I am of my slave, of my pretty little maid, and how sweet I think she looks in her slip and panty-girdle.’  
 
    His eyes were closed, but Catherine knew he was in a deep trance of arousal. Her own arousal growing, she slid on top of him, slithering delightfully against him, and pressing down hungrily with her hips so that she could feel the sweet ridge of his cock trapped beneath his slip and girdle.  
 
    ‘I love you,’ Mistress he gasped helplessly. ‘I love you, I love you, I love you.’ 
 
    ‘How much do you love me?’ she asked, kissing the corners of his mouth. 
 
    ‘More than I can say,’ he gasped. ‘More than anything … More than life.’ 
 
    ‘That much?’ 
 
    ‘Yes … Yes …’ 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ said Catherine, her own pleasure mounting. ‘A maid should always love her Mistress. Life’s easier for her that way.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he vowed. ‘For ever and ever.’ 
 
    ‘Come on, then,’ Catherine said, aroused by his passion and by the sweet friction of their slips and hose. ‘Show me. Show me how much you love your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God, Catherine,’ he moaned, thrusting up against her. ‘I’m going to …’ 
 
    ‘I know,’ said Catherine fondly, pressing down on him. ‘But I want you to … I want my little maid to come … Come for his Mistress … That’s it … That’s the way … Come in your panty-girdle … Come for your Mistress …’ 
 
    Crying out his love for her, James bucked beneath his Mistress, and came with such vigour and passion that Catherine followed him joyfully into the bliss of orgasm.  
 
    They lay together for long moments, whispering tender, half-heard endearments. When her breathing slowed, and her heart-rate returned to normal, Catherine held back the duvet and said tenderly to her maid. 
 
    ‘Go to your own bed now, James.’ 
 
    He got up, and stood in a daze by the side of her bed. 
 
    ‘My interview’s at eleven. It’s a thirty-minute drive, but I’ll leave at ten to be safe,’ said Catherine. ‘Attend me in the morning. Have breakfast ready for eight thirty, and you can help me get showered and dressed in time to leave.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his heart turning over with love for her. 
 
    ‘I enjoyed myself tonight,’ she murmured sleepily. ‘Goodnight, James.’ 
 
    ‘Goodnight, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Sweet dreams,’ she said. 
 
    ‘You are my dream,’ he said softly.  
 
    She was asleep before he’d left her room.  
 
      
 
      
 
    IN THE morning, Catherine ate breakfast before showering and getting dressed. She dressed quickly, requiring little help from James. He fetched her clean underwear, and laid out her shoes, but she paid him no attention as she did her hair and applied her make-up. He thought she looked even more smart and elegant in her suit than he remembered.  
 
    She came downstairs and listened to the news on the radio and drank another cup of coffee. She said little as the clock moved nearer to ten, but she seemed composed, and focused on the challenge ahead. As was his custom, James kneeled to her in the hallway before she left the house. He kissed her new green shoes, and Catherine lifted her suit dress an inch or two so he could kiss the hem of her slip.  
 
    ‘Be good,’ she said to her slave. 
 
    ‘Good luck, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    He felt nervous for her, and wanted her to do well. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you a call when it’s over,’ she said. 
 
    And then she was gone. 
 
    He went for a long run by the river, running hard to drive away his anxiety and confusion. He showered and got dressed in the worn panties Catherine had left out for him, and a pair of jeans and a blue cotton shirt. Her soft panties were blissfully comfortable after the girdle he’d worn the day before, but the maid’s dress and full slip hanging on the back of his door seemed to mock him as he got dressed. Every time his eye fell on the uniform, he suffered a spasm of shame and arousal. He ran downstairs, fleeing from a part of himself he could no longer control. 
 
    He carried out his daily duties, cleaning the kitchen after breakfast, putting on a wash, and taking out the ash from the fire and bringing in more logs. He tried to lose himself in his work, but everything he touched reminded him of Catherine, of her beauty and female authority. 
 
    He tried to read a book, Polar Star by Martin Cruz Smith. He was enjoying it greatly, but he couldn’t concentrate. He went on the internet but couldn’t stop looking at images of the housekeeping dress and shoes he’d ordered the night before, and imagining what it would feel like to wear them as Catherine’s maid. 
 
    He listened to music, ‘Ah Um’ by Charlie Mingus, but even that wonderful music couldn’t drive away thoughts of Catherine, and he found himself time and again standing in his little box-room, staring at his maid’s dress like a man in a dream. 
 
    He drove into town and wandered through the streets but, far from escaping his Mistress’ spell, he looked in the windows of fashion stores, wondering what Catherine would look like in this dress or that skirt, or those boots. He went for a coffee and made himself read the sports page of his newspaper. He took out his mobile, but there were no messages from Catherine. He thought about ringing David Petrie and accepting the job there and then. He selected David’s number, and his finger hovered over the call-button, but he knew he had to discuss it with Catherine first. He put the phone back in his pocket, and then bought flowers and champagne, either to console or congratulate Catherine later in the day. 
 
    She phoned just as he got home. The interview had gone well, she told him, but not brilliantly. It had been a little sticky to start with but, by the end, she felt she’d given a good account of herself. There had been three on the panel. Susan Taylor, a senior educational psychologist and the only woman on the panel, had given her the toughest time. Catherine hoped this was only because she didn’t want to look biased towards another woman. But David Lawson’s coaching had been invaluable. She hadn’t let herself get flustered, and she’d kept her answers for the most part clear and concise.  
 
    The other candidates had been interviewed the day before, and Susan had told Catherine she might not hear until tomorrow, but she and James both knew she would hear later that day if she’d been successful. 
 
    Catherine was never arrogant about work, and James thought she sounded confident and reasonably pleased with her performance. He took this to be a good sign. 
 
    She didn’t have to go back into work, but she decided to go in anyway. It would take her mind off her interview, and she had a mountain of work to get on with. She told him she’d be back at the usual time. 
 
    ‘When you get back,’ he asked before she ended the call, ‘can we have a talk about my job?’ 
 
    ‘Your job?’ she asked as if she didn’t know what he was talking about. 
 
    ‘At Haston and Brown’s,’ he reminded her. ‘I have to let David Petrie know by tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes, of course,’ said Catherine. ‘Forgive me, I’ve been so distracted, I’ve forgotten all about your offer. Of course we’ll talk about it.’ 
 
    The call ended, leaving James excited and reassured. He saw them both going out to important, well-paid jobs, and he looked forward to leading a normal life again. He went on the Haston and Brown website, reminding himself of their structure and clients, and then he spent nearly two hours searching the web to remind himself of the latest developments in his field of work. He had a lot to catch up on, but he had little doubt he could succeed in the job. 
 
    The rest of the afternoon passed slowly. He prepared a bolognese sauce for their evening meal. He imagined them eating together as equals for the first time in many weeks, sharing a bottle of Italian wine, and toasting each other’s success, but when Catherine arrived home at five o’clock she still hadn’t heard. 
 
    ‘This morning I thought I’d done well,’ she said, sounding disappointed, ‘but now I’m not so sure.’  
 
    ‘You still might hear,’ said James to lift her spirits. 
 
    ‘No,’ she said. ‘I’d have heard by now.’ 
 
    There was a flurry of excitement when her phone rang, but it was only their daughter Kate ringing to find out how her Mother had got on. Catherine told her she feared the worst, but would ring her back when she knew for sure. 
 
    ‘It’s a funny thing,’ Catherine told James when he brought her a cup of coffee. ‘I didn’t think I was that bothered if I got the job, but now that I haven’t got it, I know I really wanted it.’ 
 
    ‘It’s their loss,’ said James. 
 
    ‘The other candidates were more experienced,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘It’s still their loss.’ 
 
    ‘You’re kind,’ said Catherine, touched by his support. ‘Well, I suppose you’d better ring David Petrie,’ she added. 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’  
 
    ‘Take the job,’ said Catherine. ‘You deserve it, and that way at least one of us will have something to celebrate.’ 
 
    He couldn’t find his phone. He searched everywhere until he found it under some notes he’d made by the computer but, before he could make the call, he heard Catherine’s phone ring. He came into the kitchen just as she answered it. She held her hand up to silence him, and left the room to take the call in private. 
 
    She was gone for several minutes, and when she came back she looked pale and shocked. 
 
    ‘I got it,’ she said. ‘I can’t believe it, I’m the new Headmistress of Ashton High School.’ 
 
    ‘That’s wonderful, Catherine,’ said James, embracing her and lifting her off her feet. 
 
    ‘I’m to go in two days a week until the summer break,’ said Catherine, dazed with excitement. ‘To work alongside the retiring headmaster. I’ll work the other three days where I am until I hand over to my successor. I start full-time at Ashton after the summer.’ 
 
    ‘What else did they say?’ 
 
    ‘It was Susan Taylor who called,’ said Catherine. ‘She told me it had been a difficult decision, and there had been some concern over my lack of experience, but she also told me I’d been the unanimous choice.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not surprised,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Well, I am,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘This calls for a celebration,’ James said, going to fetch the flowers and champagne. 
 
    When he came back he was disappointed to hear Catherine speaking to Tom on her phone. He wished she hadn’t rung him first with her news, but she smiled at him, and took the flowers, kissing him on his cheek even as she listened to her lover’s congratulations. Then there was a flurry of calls to the children and to Eve and other friends, and Catherine’s work-mates, and then the incoming calls from other acquaintances as news of her success spread.  
 
    James opened the champagne. ‘Get a glass for yourself,’ Catherine said when she saw he’d only brought one glass, ‘but put your pretty maid’s dress on first. I want to see you in it again.’ 
 
    ‘I need to phone David Petrie,’ said James. 
 
    ‘You can do that later,’ said Catherine.  
 
    Success had gone to her head and woken the Mistress in her.  
 
    ‘Go on,’ she said. ‘Just for me. I feel like having my champagne served by a pretty maid, particularly now I’m a Headmistress.’ 
 
    Her phone rang again before he could raise any objections, and he listened to her laughing and talking to David Lawson as he climbed the stairs to his room. 
 
    He tied his hair back in a pony-tail, and clipped on his earrings, liking the way they pinched. Then he took a pair of dark tights from Catherine’s drawer, and sat on her bed to pull them up his legs and over the pretty panties he’d been wearing all day. Putting on the slip fuelled his submissive arousal and, by the time he’d put on his maid’s dress and long apron, a delightful but unlooked for excitement had taken control of his senses.  
 
    When he came downstairs, Catherine was still talking to David Lawson on her phone. She smiled to see James in his dress and apron. Still smiling and talking, she performed a pretty curtsey to remind him to do the same. His cheeks burning, James curtsied to her, displaying the lacy hem of his slip. He poured champagne into two flute glasses, and handed a glass to Catherine. She clinked glasses with him, and sipped her champagne, watching him with mischief in her eyes as she listened to David’s congratulations. 
 
    When the call was over, she stunned James by throwing her arms round him and giving him a long, lingering kiss. ‘That’s for being my sweet and obedient husband,’ she said, giving him another kiss for good measure. ‘Honestly, James, you’re irresistible in your dress,’ she added. ‘Truly, you are.’ 
 
    ‘Here’s to you, Catherine,’ he said, flattered and pleased by her kiss. 
 
    ‘I couldn’t have done it without your help,’ said Catherine. 
 
    James sipped his champagne, and looked down modestly, lifted by her praise. 
 
    ‘Well,’ said Catherine, ‘I suppose you’d better call David Petrie before the champagne makes you giggly.’ 
 
    ‘I will,’ said James, taking his phone from the mantle where he’d left it. 
 
    ‘What are you going to tell him?’ she asked casually. 
 
    ‘I’m going to take the job.’ 
 
    ‘Are you?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, feeling a vague alarm. 
 
    ‘Do you want the job?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I do.’ 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ 
 
    ‘Perfectly sure.’ 
 
    ‘How much do you want it?’ 
 
    ‘Very much.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a pity,’ said Catherine, a hard smile coming into her eyes. ‘Because you’re not going to take it.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ James exclaimed in astonishment. ‘But you said I should ring and accept.’ 
 
    ‘I did,’ said Catherine, sipping her champagne. ‘But I’ve changed my mind.’ 
 
    ‘You can’t,’ he said, his alarm growing. 
 
    ‘Of course I can,’ said Catherine. ‘It’s a woman’s prerogative.’ 
 
    ‘I want this job,’ he insisted. ‘I need it.’ 
 
    ‘I know you do,’ said Catherine, ‘but I’m not going to let you have it.’ 
 
    ‘You must,’ said James desperately. 
 
    ‘There’s no must about it,’ said Catherine, very aroused beneath her calm manner. ‘You’re being over-ruled.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine, don’t do this,’ he said with a firmness that surprised her. ‘It’s wrong of you.’ 
 
    ‘I know it is.’ 
 
    ‘Then don’t do it.’ 
 
    ‘Are you going to disobey me, James?’ she said, locking eyes with him. ‘I hope for your sake you’re not.’ 
 
    He glared back at her with such fury that Catherine feared he’d stand up to her, but then he looked down. One of his legs had begun to shake, and she knew she had him. She just had to be clever, and put him deeper under her spell. 
 
    She just had to be his Mistress. 
 
    ‘It’s unfair and selfish of me,’ she said, confessing what she knew to be true. ‘I admit it but, now that I’m going to be so busy, I need a slave more than ever. And when I see you looking so pretty in your dress and apron, well, how could I give that up? No, James, I’m sorry, but I’m keeping you as my slave and housemaid, I’m going to insist on it.’ 
 
    ‘Catherine, please,’ he beseeched her. 
 
    ‘There’s nothing you can do,’ she said. ‘It may be unfair, but my mind’s made up.’ 
 
    ‘Please …’ 
 
    ‘And that’s final,’ she said with ice in her voice. 
 
    James fell silent, and stared at her in angry disbelief. 
 
    ‘Take that look off your face,’ she commanded, ‘I’m warning you.’ 
 
    ‘My God,’ said James, utterly stunned. ‘This can’t be happening.’ 
 
    ‘But I assure you, it is,’ said Catherine. ’Call David Petrie. Tell him you won’t be taking the job. Do it now, and get it over with.’ 
 
    James made to leave the room, but Catherine would have none of it. 
 
    ‘No, James,’ she said sharply. ‘You’ll stay here to make the call. I want to watch you do it, and hear what you say. Hurry up, I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    His brain swam, but somehow he found David’s number, and made the call. While it rang, Catherine smiled at James and lifted the hem of her elegant dress to show him her lovely knees and pretty slip. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, there’ll be a reward,’ she said just as David answered. 
 
    ‘James,’ said David briskly. ‘Tell me it’s a yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ said James, ‘I’m not going to accept.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not serious,’ said David. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, David.’ 
 
    ‘You must be mad,‘ said David. ‘It’s a fantastic offer.’  
 
    ‘I know,’ said James. 
 
    ‘I won’t ask you again.’  
 
    Catherine was smiling at him as she lifted her elegant suit dress higher. He could see her pretty panties beneath the smoky gauze of her hose. 
 
    ‘I’ve talked it over with my wife, and …’ 
 
    The phone went dead. 
 
    ‘What did he say?’ Catherine asked. 
 
    ‘He hung up on me,’ said James. 
 
    ‘Never mind,’ said Catherine, swaying her hips slowly in a way that James found infuriating yet infinitely alluring. ‘It’s time for your reward.’ 
 
    She took a drink of champagne and put her glass down by the music player. She pressed play.  
 
    Etta James began to sing ‘Hush Hush’. The swaggering song suited Catherine’s mood perfectly, and she danced and swayed towards her pretty maid, lifting her dress slowly higher. 
 
    ‘Get down on the floor,’ she said huskily. ‘Lie on your back.’ 
 
    It had been a delicious feeling to watch him turn down the job, to deny him freedom and success even as she celebrated her own, and she longed for his devoted tongue. She was a Mistress and it was her due. 
 
    James felt a sweet terror of her as she drew closer. She looked spoiled and triumphant and utterly beautiful. He knew he couldn’t fight against her. He simply hadn’t the strength. Trembling in fear and arousal, he lay down on the floor as he’d been told. 
 
    ‘You’ve been over-ruled, James,’ Catherine said, smiling as she stood over him, letting him see up her dress, knowing he liked to see her panties. She stayed like this for a time, flipping her dress from side to side as she swayed to the music, taunting him with her beauty and power. ‘Soon, James,’ she said seductively. ‘Soon I’m going to put you under … Right under … Where you belong … Where you long to be … Are you ready for that?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he sighed, mesmerised by her beautiful legs and swaying hips.  
 
    He was lost now, lost and beguiled beyond all reason. 
 
    ‘I’m going to have everything I want, James,’ she said as she squatted on him. Her knees pinned his arms to the floor as she pressed down on his mouth with all her weight, trapping him beneath her glorious curves. ‘I’m not just going to be a Mistress,’ she gasped. ‘I’m going to be a Headmistress … And a Headmistress needs a slave to cook and clean for her … A pretty maid to dress her for work and for her lover … To serve her in any way she desires.’ 
 
    James lay silently beneath her, glorying in her triumph over him. 
 
    ‘You thought you could escape,’ Catherine said, her voice growing breathy as her pleasure mounted. ‘But I won’t let you escape … You’re mine, James … To do with as I want … For ever and ever.’ 
 
    Suddenly she lifted her lovely bottom from his face and tugged down her tights and panties before settling on him again, a queen on her throne.  
 
    ‘This may be wrong of me, James,’ she gasped, ‘very wrong but, oh God, it feels so right.’ 
 
    Thrilled by her ascendancy, James worshipped with longer, deeper strokes of his tongue. 
 
    ‘Oh God,’ she cried, throwing her head back in the sweetest delight, ‘I love this … I love it …’ 
 
    James could scarcely breathe, but he didn’t care. He would die for her if she wished. 
 
    ‘Kiss me,’ she cried. ‘Worship me … I’ll never let you go … Never.’ 
 
    James knew she was right.  
 
    He would never be free of her, never want to be free. 
 
    She pulled up his dress and slip, handling his helpless erection roughly through his tights and panties. 
 
    ‘No fucking for you,’ she said, pressing her cunt hard against his mouth. ‘Only real men get to fuck … This is all you’re good for … You’re my maid, that’s all you are, my handyman.’ 
 
    James pushed his tongue deeper inside her, and pushed his cock against her mocking hand. 
 
    ‘Soon Mr Shannon will come to the house,’ Catherine gasped, lost in desire. ‘I promise you, he will … Mr Shannon will come and you’ll serve him as you serve me … You’ll have a Master as well as a Mistress.’  
 
    She tugged down his tights and panties and worked his straining cock with her hand, her strokes fast and furious. 
 
    ‘You’ll wear your pretty dresses for us,’ she said, groaning in delight as she crushed him beneath her. ’Your pretty dresses and aprons, and you’ll see us … See us together … See me with a real man … You will, James, I promise you … Oh God, the sights you’ll see …’ 
 
    She gripped him so hard he came in her hand as his tongue worshipped deep within her. Lost in joy, he gloried in the scent and taste of her as she came in his mouth like rain, crying out in triumph and delight. 
 
    Afterwards, they lay together in a tangle of limbs and pretty underwear. 
 
    ‘I love you, Mistress,’ he whispered. 
 
    ‘And I love you too,’ she whispered to her slave. 
 
    Her eternally devoted and obedient slave. 
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