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‘Strike, dear Mistress, and cure his heart.’

(Lou Reed)


CONTESSA

‘You want to kneel, don’t you?’ she said, a smile in her voice.

SUSAN STRETCHED and turned to look at her lover. Robert usually slept like a baby after sex, and she was startled to find him looking at her with a dark look in his eyes.

‘What is it?’ she said. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Nothing’s wrong.’

‘So why are you looking at me like that?’

‘Because I love looking at you, and there’s something I want to ask you.’

‘Then ask,’ she said with a sense of foreboding.

‘I can’t.’

‘Why not?’

‘You’re already married.’

Her heart missed a beat. Had he really thought of asking her to marry him?

‘That’s true, I am married,’ said Susan, kissing him fondly and nuzzling against him, ‘but you’re the man in my life.’

‘But not the only one.’

‘No,’ she replied warily. ‘Not the only one.’

‘What if I want to be the only one?’

‘That would be difficult.’

‘What’s going on here, Susan?’ he asked. ‘Why’s your husband never around? Where is he? Why do you never talk about him?’

‘Do we have to do this?’

‘Yes, we do.’

‘I love the way we are, I don’t want to ruin it.’

‘I can’t keep not asking,’ he said, his gaze unwavering. ‘Is David just going to come walking back into your life? If he does, will that be the end of us? Am I just some kind of a fling?’

‘You know you’re not.’

‘Then tell me what’s going on?’ he said, a flash of anger in his eyes.

In the six short weeks they’d been together Susan had never seen Robert angry, and these were the questions she’d been dreading. She feared answering them would disappoint him, damage his regard for her and the sensual bond that had grown between them.

‘I don’t know how to tell you,’ said Susan gravely. ‘Honestly, I don’t.’

Seeing how troubled she was, Robert pulled her close and kissed her, saying, ‘Please try, Susan. I need to know.’

‘You’ll hate me.’

‘Not possible.’

‘I haven’t told you yet.’

‘All right, you’ve killed him and buried him in the garden. I’m fine with that. I’ll lay a patio.’

‘Not murder,’ she said, glad of his humour, ‘but not far off.’

‘Then what?’ he said.

‘You won’t like it.’

‘Just tell me, for God’s sake.’

‘David isn’t with me any more.’

‘Then where is he?’ Robert asked, feeling a surge of excitement. He wasn’t a possessive man yet he wanted this woman for his own. God, he wanted her.

‘With someone else,’ she said.

‘Another woman?’

‘Yes.’

‘He’s left you for another woman?’ he said, his hopes rising.

‘Yes, well no, not exactly.’

‘What do you mean?‘

‘It’s more the other way round, really.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘It’s more that I’ve left him.’

‘I still don’t understand.’

‘Oh, God,’ she said, suddenly ashamed of what she had to tell him. ‘You’ll think I’m sick, some kind of mad woman.’

‘Just tell me.’

‘Do you have any experience of sadomasochism?’ she asked quickly as if saying it in a rush might make it less strange.

‘Sadomasochism?’ he said, completely thrown.

‘Yes,’ she said, her stomach churning. ‘Sadomasochism, or S&M as it’s usually called.’

‘You mean whips and boots?’

‘If you like,’ she said, ‘but it’s more about power than pain, more about taking the reins than wielding the whip, although I won’t deny the whip plays its part.’

He wondered if she was playing some kind of joke on him, but he sensed the tension in her and answered seriously.

‘I’ve read about it, and people are always joking about it,’ he said, thinking how one of his foremen often said, ‘Harder, Mistress, harder,’ when Gina in the office handed out the work schedule, ‘but I’ve no real experience. Rebecca and I tied each other up a couple of times, but that’s as far as it went.’

‘Did you like it?’

He gave a shrug, and said, ‘I liked everything I did with Rebecca.’

Rebecca had been Robert’s wife. She’d died in a car accident five years ago. He seldom spoke of her but, when he did, he spoke with immense love and respect. Susan knew she was the first woman he’d been with since his wife’s death, and she feared she’d never live up to his memories of his lost love.

‘Well,’ she said, fighting her nerves, ‘in the last two years S&M became a big part of our marriage. Too big, in my opinion. It started gradually but, when David was made redundant, he seemed to lose confidence in himself, and it really took a hold of him.’

‘In what way?’

‘Without work to go to, he lived as my house-husband, and the more he lived like that the more he came to see himself as my servant, not my equal. As my slave.’

‘Your slave?’ said Robert, unable to conceal his surprise.

‘Yes,’ said Susan. ‘He wanted me to be his Mistress, the one in charge. The lady of the house. He liked me to treat him coldly, with contempt as if I had no regard for him as a man or as my husband. He loved it when I spoke down to him, ordered him around, made him do everything for me, clean my clothes, cook my meals, polish my shoes, do all the shopping and housework. When I took charge of him like that he’d fall into a kind of trance. It became like a drug to him. He couldn’t get enough of it … Are you all right with this?’

‘I think so,’ Robert said, intrigued by her strange confession. ‘But what about you? Did you like being his Mistress?’

‘Honestly?’

‘Of course.’

‘All right, then,’ she said, gathering her courage. ‘There were times when I enjoyed it very much. What woman wouldn’t, having a servant running after her hand and foot, an adoring slave to obey her every command? A woman isn’t supposed to rule her husband, but it’s exciting to break the rules we’re expected to live by. It made me feel powerful and free. I’ve always been such a good girl, it felt lovely to be bad. Can you understand that?’

‘Yes, I think I can,’ he said, beginning to see her in a new light.

‘Some days,’ Susan continued, ‘particularly when I came home after a hard day at work, I thought I had the perfect marriage. I barely needed to lift a finger in the house. David was a wonderful cook and housekeeper. If I wanted anything I just had to snap my fingers and there he’d be like a genie from a lamp, but I saw it as a game to be played every now and then, while David wanted it all the time. It went much deeper with him than I realised. It wasn’t a fantasy to him, it was real, and week-by-week, month-by-month, it took over his life. He’d beg me to be cruel to him, even when I didn’t feel like it. Those were the times I’d get angry and treat him very badly. I’d say the meanest things to him — that he wasn’t a man any more, that I was tired of him and wanted something better in my life, but that didn’t stop him. If anything, it made him worse. It got that I didn’t know who I was any more, or what I wanted, and on top of that I’d just won promotion at work. I became very lonely and unhappy, and that’s when I talked to Ann.’

‘Ann?’

‘Ann Devlin. A friend I made at art class. She’s an amazing woman, older than me but fearless and full of life. She took it all in her stride, and we could even laugh about it. God, it felt good to laugh. Her husband lived as her slave for the last part of their marriage, until his death just over a year ago, and so nothing of what I said was strange to her. It was such a relief to talk to her, to find another woman who knew about this kind of sex and wasn’t shocked by it. I’ve never met anyone like her. She’s like some kind of sex-witch if you can imagine such a thing, a force of nature, not that she looks strange. Far from it. She wears perfectly ordinary clothes like a teacher or lawyer might wear. She doesn’t need to dress up to be dominant, it comes so naturally to her. When you talk to Ann about S&M it feels like the most normal thing in the world, and it’s straight people who start to seem weird. Anyway, she offered to take David off my hands for a week-end, and I agreed.’

‘A week-end?’

‘That’s all it was supposed to be, just a short break from each other — I even hoped David’s experience of a much sterner Mistress might shock him out of wanting to be my slave — but then I met you. That changed everything.’

She gave such a lost, nervous look he took pity on her, and kissed her gently. He was surprised by what he was hearing, but he felt a dark, primitive arousal. The animal in him smelled an opportunity to take what it wanted.

‘So it’s all my fault,’ he said lightly.

‘Actually, it is,’ she said. ‘If you hadn’t come on that Sunday, I’d have driven to Ann’s and brought David home as I’d promised. But once we’d kissed, well, my fate was sealed.’

‘Mine too,’ he said, kissing her again, loving the feel of her in his arms, the taste of her lips, the smell of her hair.

They’d tumbled into bed as soon as they’d got back from work that evening and they were still partly dressed. He loved her like this, with her smart work skirt up over her hips, her respectable blouse open around her lovely breasts, and her nylons tangled softly around an ankle. He still wore his flannel work-shirt and had his boxers and jeans around his knees. She’d barely given him time to get his boots off.

‘I always knew you were a woman of mystery,’ he said, feeling his desire return. He loved everything about this woman, and he could understand David’s desire to worship her, and live as her slave.

‘You don’t know the half of it,’ she said, a hand straying to his hard, silky cock. ‘Ann’s a very severe Mistress, believe me. She knows how to put a man under and keep him there, and she has no compunction about doing it. None at all. David’s become much more of a slave than either of us dreamed possible.’

‘More than with you?’

‘Much more.’

‘Do you see him?’

‘Not as much as I should. I’ve visited him once, but only once. It upset me to see him, made me feel guilty and confused. He’s still my husband after all, and I’m very fond of him. Perhaps I still love him, I really don’t know any more. I speak to Ann on the phone two or three times a week to check he’s all right.’

‘And is he?’

‘I’m not sure,’ she said, pleased to feel his arousal, taking it as a sign he wasn’t judging her harshly. ‘It’s all been so sudden, I don’t think he knows what’s happened any more than I do. Ann believes he’s a natural slave growing into his true self. She beats him, you know.’

‘Beats him?’

‘Yes, with a crop or a cane. And she doesn’t spare him.’

‘My God, and he lets her?’

‘He wouldn’t dream of stopping her, and that’s not all. She sometimes locks him in her cellar like a real prisoner. Once, when I phoned her, her daughter was visiting and Ann had him locked in the cellar. Ann’s never told her children about her sex-life, and she kept him there until her daughter left a day and a half later. There’s a toilet in the cellar, and she took him food.’

‘Bread and water?’ he quipped.

‘I wouldn’t put it past her,’ said Susan, ‘but wait till you hear this,’ she added in a mischievously confiding tone. ‘When he’s working in the house, she makes him wear a uniform. A maid’s uniform.’

‘A maid’s uniform?’ Robert said in astonishment.

‘Yes,’ said Susan, ‘the kind of neat little dress and apron a proper waitress or chambermaid might wear. Just to remind him of his place, Ann says. Just to keep him on his toes.’

‘I don’t believe you,’ Robert laughed.

He’d met David Corrie the previous year when his company had designed and built their conservatory. He remembered a good-looking, intelligent man with thick, dark hair and piercing eyes, a perfect match for his lovely wife. Robert couldn’t imagine such a successful man letting a woman beat him, and dress him in a maid’s uniform. It was too ridiculous to be true.

‘Cross my heart, and hope to die!’ said Susan, laughing with him. ‘A little black dress with a white apron, dark tights and heels. Ann’s even sewn tiny bells into its hem so it makes the sweetest sound when he moves. He really does look sweet, you’ve no idea. Not like a woman, but not like a man either.’

‘You’ve seen him like that?’ he asked, glad her husband no longer looked like a man to her.

‘He was in uniform when I went to visit. It was a shock at first, but it didn’t take me long to get used to it. Actually, I rather liked the way he looked as a maid, and I think it was seeing him in his uniform that made me decide to leave him with Ann. For some reason it seemed right seeing him like that, so meek and effeminate, so helpless, as if he’d found his place in the world as Ann’s housemaid, and it made me feel cruel and strong, like a true Mistress, whatever that is.’

‘You’d never be cruel,’ he said gently.

‘Oh, don’t you believe it,’ said Susan. ‘In his little dress, I could barely see him as a real person any more, let alone as my husband, and I felt I could do what I liked with him. Holding such power over a man can go to your head. I’ve never felt anything like it. He pleaded with me to take him home, begged me with tears in his eyes, but I drove away and left him.’

‘He begged and you left him?’ he said, surprised yet aroused by her cruelty.

‘I did, and the worst of it is I enjoyed doing it,’ said Susan, loving the feel of his cock, the way it leapt in her hand. ’I know that sounds terrible, but I believe it’s what he wanted. He doesn’t want a kind and loving wife, he wants a cruel Mistress, at least that’s what I tell myself. Leaving him with Ann must have hurt him, maybe more than I know, but my instincts told me he wanted to be hurt. I think deep down he loved being abandoned, left behind by his stern and heartless wife.’

‘Is that possible?’

‘Believe it or not, I think it is. From what I’ve seen, and from what Ann tells me, he’s happy living under a woman’s rule. After all, Ann’s not forcing him to stay, not really. He could leave any time he wanted. If he’s a prisoner, he’s a prisoner of his own desires, not mine or Ann’s.’

‘So you were being cruel to be kind?’

‘I hope it was kind,’ she said, cupping his balls and then trailing her fingers up his long, hard cock. ‘But I was also being selfish, I can’t deny it. Leaving him with Ann meant I was free to be with you, and that’s what I wanted more than anything.’

‘This?’ he said, kissing her, aroused by the touch of her clever little hand.

‘Yes,’ she said tenderly, ‘and everything that goes with it.’

‘So what now?’

‘I’ve no idea, I don’t like to think about it. Sometimes, I imagine David doesn’t exist any more, that he’s vanished from the face of the earth.’

‘But he does exist.’

‘I know.’

‘How long can you leave him with Ann?’

‘We haven’t discussed it in any detail, but I know she likes having him with her. She lives out in the country, in the middle of nowhere. She won’t admit it, but she’s been lonely since her husband died. Besides, she’s a born bossy-boots. It suits her to have a slave in her life, someone to order about. If you met her you’d know what I mean. She’s said I can leave David with her as long as I like, and I think she means it.’

‘What about his family and friends?’

‘His parents are dead. He has a brother in America, but they’re not close. I’ve told our friends he’s away looking for work. I didn’t know what else to say.’

‘Does he know about us?’

‘Do you want him to know?’

‘Yes, I do.’

‘I’ve told Ann,’ she said, moved by his answer, ‘but I haven’t told David. I keep putting it off. I’m scared it might be too much for him.’

‘So he still expects you to take him back?’

‘God knows what he expects. I’m so happy being with you, I can’t think about anything else.’

She kissed him deeply, sliding her leg over his lovely cock, trapping it beneath her warm, smooth thigh.

‘I just want this,’ she murmured. ‘I don’t want anything to get in the way of this.’

‘Nothing will,’ he said.

She kissed him again, so glad of his kindness, and his hard, manly desire for her.

‘But you need to come to a decision about David,’ he said, holding her close. ‘For his sake and ours.’

‘I know,’ she said.

‘What do you want to happen?’

‘I hope he finds his true self with Ann, and everything falls into place. I know that’s just another way of saying I’ll do nothing and hope it goes away, but what else can I do? Nothing prepares you for something like this. It’s not exactly normal, is it, your husband living as another woman’s slave? It hardly feels real. Is David really living as Ann’s maid while we’re together like this? It can’t be true, and yet I know it is, but when I’m here with you, I’m happy it’s true, so happy.’

‘You haven’t done anything wrong,’ he said, hearing the strain in her voice.

‘Haven’t I?’ she said. ‘Maybe I’m cruel and selfish. Maybe I left him with Ann so I could have you in his place.’

‘It can’t have been easy for you,’ he said, stroking her hair. ‘I think you’ve been very kind and understanding.’

‘I wish that was true.’

‘You were only giving him what he wanted.’

‘What if I’ve made him the way he is?’

‘I don’t think that’s possible.’

‘Maybe if I hadn’t been so bossy, hadn’t enjoyed taking charge of him so much. God, if you’d seen me. I’d laze around like Lady Muck, make him do everything for me.’

‘It’s what he asked for.’

‘I want him to be happy.’

‘And what about you? You deserve to be happy too.’

‘Oh, God, Robert,’ she said, suddenly tearful, ‘I’ve never felt happier.’

‘I’m glad you’ve told me,’ he said, holding her tight. ‘I don’t want there to be any secrets between us.’

‘I feel so much better for telling you,’ she said.

‘You can talk about David whenever you want,’ he said tenderly. ‘I’ll help if I can.’

‘You don’t think badly of me.’

‘Of course I don’t,’ he said.

He examined his feelings and discovered he’d answered truthfully. He’d never been uptight about sex, and Rebecca’s death had taught him life was short, and people should be free to love one another in whatever way they wished. If anything, he felt glad of David’s unusual appetites. They cleared the way for him to be with Susan, and for that they deserved only his gratitude.

‘What you do with your husband is up to you,’ he continued, ‘but there’s something I have to tell you, and I want you to listen.’

‘What is it?’ she said, suddenly apprehensive.

‘I never thought I’d find this again,’ he said, ‘the way I feel when I’m with you. When Rebecca died, I thought I’d lost that forever. Listen to me, Susan. I want to be the man in your life, the only man. Do you hear me?’

‘I hear you,’ she said, her heart opening like a flower.

‘I want to be with you,’ he said, pushing her gently onto her back, laying his glorious weight across her. ‘I want our friends to know,’ he whispered, kissing her neck, the tip of his cock pressing against her cunt. ‘I want everyone to know. I’m tired of creeping about like thieves. I want the whole world to know about us.’

‘I want that too.’

‘I’m glad David’s your slave if it means we can have this. Be as cruel as you like to him, I don’t care. Make him your slave forever. Lock him up and throw away the key.’

‘Yes,’ she gasped, pushing up for him, longing for him, but he didn’t let her have him. Not yet.

‘I want David to know,’ he said, holding back so that she cursed him under her breath. ‘I want him to know about us. I want him to know you’re with me now.’

‘Oh God,’ she said, dying for him.

‘I want him to know,’ he said with a firmness that aroused her.

‘I’ll tell him,’ she groaned.

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘I mean it,’ he said. ‘You’re with me now.’

‘Yes,’ she cried, her voice fierce with need.

‘You’ll tell him.’

‘Yes.’

‘Soon,’ he insisted.

‘Soon,’ she gasped.

‘Tomorrow,’ he instructed her.

‘Tomorrow,’ she said, aching for him.

‘You’re with me!’

‘Oh, God,’ she groaned.

‘Say it.’

‘I’m with you, Robert, no-one else.’

It thrilled her to say the words

‘Forever,’ he said.

‘Forever,’ she cried out as he pushed inside her like a miracle.

‘I love you,’ he whispered, surrendering to the love he feared he’d lost forever.

DAVID FELT a stab of fear when he saw Ann Devlin coming towards him along the path. Just the sight of her made his breath quick. She was wearing riding boots, tight fawn breeches and a crisp white shirt which gave her the appearance of a huntress, and she was carrying her crop, her favourite instrument of discipline. The sun shone brightly behind her, and he had to shield his eyes to see her clearly. As she drew closer, he saw her gently mocking mouth, and the proud, intelligent eyes that always made him weak at the knees.

‘What splendid progress you’re making,’ she said when she reached him. ‘Even with last night’s rain I haven’t seen a single puddle, and we’re nearly as far as the river. Look,’ she said, tapping her crop against one of her boots, ‘all this way and not a speck of mud on my boots. Good work, David, this really is very well done.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, lifted by her praise yet unable to hold her gaze. He adored her haughty looks, but always felt intimidated by her confident beauty. If he’d been an artist commissioned to paint a portrait of every submissive man’s dream, he’d paint Ann Devlin.

Unless, of course, he painted his lovely wife who, on account of her cruel absence, held an even stronger sway over his troubled heart. He’d call his portrait ‘Empress’, or perhaps ‘The Empress of Desire.’

‘This path had become a swamp, but soon it’ll be a proper bridle-way again, and I can stroll down to the river whenever I want,’ she said, pleased by his deference. It was lovely to have this effect on a man again. It lifted her spirits and made her want to torment him all the more. ‘I might even get a horse. I used to ride when I was a young woman. Do you know about horses, David?’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘Never mind, you’re a quick learner. I’m sure you’ll make an excellent stable-boy.’

He glanced at her with such need she almost felt pity for him.

‘Whatever’s the matter?’ she asked in the lightly teasing voice she liked to use on him.

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, his face reddening with shame. ‘I’d like to … Oh, God, I want to … Please, may I …’

‘You want to kneel, don’t you?’ she said, a smile in her voice.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, despairing of his weakness. Had he no pride left? Had this stern and wilful woman taken it all? After six weeks living and working as her slave, she owned him body and soul, and he feared there was no indignity he would not suffer for her.

‘At my feet?’ she enquired.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his throat dry.

‘At my boots?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘You like my boots, don’t you, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress?’

‘And you like my tight breeches.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘How much?’

‘Very much.’

‘Are you hard in your panties?’ she asked.

He looked at her quickly, stung by this new tack.

‘Well, are you?’ she said.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his heart pounding.

‘Show me,’ she said, tapping her crop against his leg.

‘Here?’ he asked, his senses reeling.

‘Of course,’ she snapped, striking him harder. ‘And hurry up about it.’

Thankful that her land was so remote and secluded, he undid the buttons on his overalls, uncovering his erection that was rearing beyond the flimsy waistband of the panties she made him wear.

Her panties had become a ritual in their daily lives. Every night, after he helped her undress for bed, she gave him her worn panties to wear the next day. She knew the power they held over him, and she used that power to keep him under her sway. She thought of it as a form of soft power. She’d learned from her husband that a pair of pretty worn panties could imprison a man more completely than any rope or chain.

‘You’re always hard for me, David,’ she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she gripped his erection. ‘I like that, really I do. I may be your Mistress but I’m a woman too, and I like to feel desired. There’s something so simple about it, almost comforting.’

Ann loved being so brazen, so utterly open about the realities of power and desire. As his Mistress she could do what she liked with him. It was a freedom she greatly valued.

He closed his eyes and said something she didn’t catch.

‘Did you say something, David?’ she enquired, her hand working his cock lazily as if she might stop at any moment out of sheer boredom. ‘I didn’t hear it.’

‘You’re lovely, Mistress,’ he gasped.

‘What a sweet slave you are,’ she said, working his cock a little harder. ‘Polite and obedient and so hard-working, and since you’re being such a good slave, I’ll grant your wish.’

She smiled to see him look at her so eagerly.

‘You may kneel at my feet,’ she told him in her loftiest manner.

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he gasped, falling at once to his knees, welcoming the lovely drowning sensation that always rushed through him when he knelt to her.

‘Kiss my boots,’ she said. ‘I know you want to.’

Immediately he pressed his lips to the toe of the boot she’d arched so prettily for him, lavishing kisses on the gleaming leather.

‘Lick them,’ she said, the sweetest scorn in her voice. ‘Isn’t that what slaves are supposed to do?’

He licked her boots adoringly, thrilled by the taste of dust and polish on his tongue, the tang of his surrender and her power over him.

‘There,’ she said softly, looking down with satisfaction on his bowed head. ‘That’s what you want, what you need.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he mumbled, a tremble in his voice.

‘Head up,’ she suddenly commanded, tugging him by his hair. ‘I want you here,’ she said, putting his startled face between her legs. ‘Kiss me, show me how much you love your Mistress.’

Gripping his hair, she pulled his face shamelessly between the tops of her thighs, enjoying the feel of him through her breeches, using him as an object of her pleasure, a toy for her amusement.

She gripped one of his ears to pull him closer, and felt the little stud in his lobe against her fingers.

‘And how are your earrings, David?’ she asked as he worshipped. ‘Have you grown used to them? Are they still stinging a little?’

David kissed her harder through her tight breeches, goaded by her mention of his earrings, and the memory of the humiliation he’d suffered at the hairdressing salon. A humiliation, he felt sure, she’d fully intended him to suffer.

‘Such pretty earrings,’ said Ann, the ridge of his nose delightfully hard against her most private place. ‘They suit you very well, I must say. I’m so glad I’ve had your ears done.’

David’s memory rushed him back to the preceding morning when Ann had dropped him off outside Maxine’s, the ladies’ hairdressing salon in town. Wearing clean work overalls but with a pair of his Mistress’ prettiest knickers beneath, he’d got out of her car in a daze of confusion. ‘In you go,’ said Ann before driving off with a taunting smile on her lovely face.

A man in a dream, David went obediently into the busy salon, not knowing what Ann had planned for him. When he gave his name to the elegant manageress on the desk, she said, ‘Ah, yes, I remember, Mrs Devlin booked you in,’ and led him to a vacant chair where he took his place in a long line of women having their hair cut and styled, most of them chatting to their stylists, some flicking through fashion magazines.

He was the only man in the salon, and he found the strong scents of shampoos and perming lotions, and the cheerful chatter of the women, alluring and hypnotic. The young woman in the pretty nylon tunic who did his hair was pert and quick-eyed, and perfectly at ease cutting a man’s hair.

‘Just a wash and trim, is it?’ she said, fastening a bib around his neck.

‘I suppose so,’ he said.

‘Don’t you know?’ she said.

‘Not really,’ he said feeling very foolish.

‘Don’t worry,’ she said. ‘I’ll look after you.’

Her tunic made a sensual whispering sound as she worked, and her hands felt wonderful as they massaged first shampoo and then a fragrant, oily conditioner into his hair before rinsing it in a gentle spray of warm water. She cut off very little of his hair before blowdrying and brushing it so that it somehow looked longer and thicker than before she’d cut it.

‘You have lovely hair,’ she said, holding up a little hand-mirror to let him see the back of his head where his hair hung thick and shining over his collar. ‘I know lots of women who’d die to have hair like yours.’

He started to get up out of the chair but the girl, who was called Sandy, put her hand on his shoulder, saying, ‘Oh, no, you don’t. We’re not finished with you yet.’

‘What now?’ he asked, strangely thrilled to be held in the chair by her slim little hand.

‘Your ears,’ she said.

‘My ears?’ he asked, confused.

‘Didn’t Mrs Devlin tell you?’ she said, looking at him in the mirror with a quizzical smile on her face. ‘She’s arranged for you to have your ears pierced.’

His throat went dry, and he felt as if he was falling.

‘I thought she would have told you,’ said Sandy with a half-smile, ‘but, of course, I won’t do it if you don’t want me to.’

He told himself to get up out of his chair, make his escape while he could, and yet he stayed where he was.

‘No, it’s okay,’ he said, a rush of submissive arousal shooting into his veins.

‘If you’re sure,’ she said.

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I’m sure.’

‘You’re probably right,’ she said. ‘Mrs Devlin’s not the kind of woman you’d want to argue with.’

Her eyes met his in the mirror. His cheeks had reddened in shame and embarrassment.

Sandy rubbed some cream onto both of his ear-lobes to numb the pain.

‘I thought it would only be one ear,’ he said.

‘Men usually only get one ear done, that’s true,’ she said, ‘but Mrs Devlin said to do both ears. She was very clear about that.’

Her words brought him another rush of shame, as sweetly lulling as a narcotic. David glanced at Sandy in the mirror where she smiled at him in a way he thought both pitying and slightly insolent, as if she’d guessed the power Ann held over him and thought him hopelessly weak to be so subordinate to a woman. He felt relieved when she left him alone while the cream took effect, but she soon returned, smelling faintly of cigarettes, and saying brightly, ‘Right then, let’s be having you.’

Quickly and expertly she pierced both his ears, leaving him with two gleaming little gold studs perfectly centred in each lobe.

‘Nice,’ she said. ‘You’re pretty for a man.’

The pain had been sharper than expected, and he felt as if Ann had somehow inflicted it from afar, by the sheer force of her will. He’d experienced a dizzying sense of submission to her as the needles pierced his flesh, but his humiliation only deepened when he stood to leave. Patting his pockets, he realised he had no money to pay, and he was forced to wait like a small boy in a chair by the door until Ann came for him nearly an hour later.

She ignored him as she breezed into the salon, going straight to Sandy and saying, ‘I hope he’s behaved himself.’

‘He has, Mrs Devlin,’ laughed Sandy as Ann paid her. ‘He’s been a very good boy.’

‘I’m glad to hear it,’ said Ann before adding confidentially, but loud enough for David to overhear, ‘the truth is, I forgot all about him.’

Their laughter still rang in his ears as he left the salon.

Ann had been shopping for clothes and shoes, and she gave David her bags to carry. Her packhorse, he followed behind her to the car, his eyes straying helplessly to the hem of her skirt as it flicked and swayed enticingly around her lovely knees.

THESE TORMENTING memories fuelled David’s arousal as he knelt before his Mistress on the bridle-path.

Ann smiled down at her slave, playing with his little earring, and saying, ‘I never got round to piercing Joe’s ears. He was much older than you, and nowhere near as pretty, it hardly seemed worth my while, but you’re lovely, David, truly you are.’

He groaned in desire, and slid his hands up her legs to her lovely bottom, so firm and smooth in the clinging jodhpurs.

‘So you like my bottom, do you?’ said Ann, pinching his ear and laughing at his desire for her. ‘Since you like it so much, perhaps you’d like to kiss it. Would you, David, would you like to kiss my bottom?’

He made another groaning sound, which Ann knew meant far more than yes.

‘Very well,’ she said, turning and pushing her bottom against his face. ‘What are you waiting for?’

Thrilled by her casual insolence, he worshipped her glorious curves with renewed devotion. His kisses pleased her, and she laughed out loud with joy, wiggling her bottom playfully to shame him further. As he kissed her, the tip of his cock grazed against her shining leather boots so that his brain reeled with desire. He felt enchanted, as if she’d cast a witch’s spell over his senses.

‘I like that,’ she said in a husky voice, ‘having my bottom kissed so nicely. What a good and reliable little slave you are.’

‘You’re lovely, Mistress,’ he groaned in between kisses.

Aroused by his devotion, she quickly undid her breeches and tugged them down, pushing her panty-clad bottom against his mouth in a way he found delightfully careless of his pride.

‘Don’t say I’m not kind to you,’ she said, greatly aroused to use him so selfishly.

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he gasped, ‘thank-you, thank-you.’

‘Kiss my panties,’ she commanded, glancing down at him over her shoulder. ‘Make me wet so they’ll smell of me when you wear them tomorrow. Good boy,’ she said when he obeyed. ‘You like my panties, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, pressing his mouth against the white silk, hungry for what lay beneath.

‘Sissies like panties,’ she goaded him.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Pretty, silk panties.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘You’ll look so pretty in them tomorrow.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘You want to fuck me, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said devoutly.

‘You want to take down my pretty panties and fuck your Mistress.’

‘Oh, God, yes,’ he groaned.

‘Put your little cock inside me.’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, the sky and trees spinning around him.

‘You’d love that.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘More than anything.’

‘Yes.’

‘But it’s not going to happen, is it?’

‘Oh, God.’

‘Sissies don’t get to fuck,’ she mocked him. ‘They dream of it, but they don’t get to do it.’

Ann smiled to feel him push his mouth so helplessly, desperately against her pantied bottom.

‘No,’ she said, ‘fucking’s for real men, not sissies. Sissies worship on their knees, serve as maids and housekeepers, not lovers. They’re panty-washers and panty-kissers, but they can’t help it. Deep down they know it’s all they’re good for. They know they don’t deserve to live like proper men. They know it in their blood, don’t they, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he groaned.

Ann heard the need in his voice, and his anguish inflamed her desire so that she gave in to it, tugging down her pretty silk panties with a shiver of joy, and giving him her naked bottom.

‘It’s someone’s lucky day,’ she said, closing her eyes in delight.

Overwhelmed, he kissed her smooth, warm flesh, feeling a heavenly elation as his tongue flicked between her buttocks.

‘That’s it,’ Ann sighed. ‘I’ve washed, I’m clean. Put your tongue inside me, right inside. Do it now, David, now!’

He obeyed gladly, pushing his tongue deep between her sweetly curving buttocks, glorying in her taste and scent.

Desire flaring, Ann lashed out behind her with her crop, striking him painfully, and crying out, ‘Harder, deeper.’

He obeyed instantly, his ardour increased by the cruel sting of her crop.

‘Here, now, here,’ she gasped, leaning forwards a little to guide his mouth to her slick cunt.

He worshipped her there the way he knew she liked, with hard, upward strokes of his tongue, his hands roaming over her boots and breeches. Utterly lost in pleasure, he was happy to hear her moans of joy but, all too soon, she shuddered in delight and stepped away from him, pulling up her panties and jodhpurs.

‘That was lovely, David, thank-you,’ she said, tossing her hair and smiling to see his hard, needy cock. It was lovely to take her pleasure and deny him his. ‘Cover yourself,’ she instructed, ‘and walk with me.’

Still longing for her, he did up his overalls, and hurried to put his pick-axe in the wheelbarrow beside his other tools, covering them with a tarpaulin, and leaving them for his next day’s work. She’d already started back along the path, and he had to run to catch up with her. When he drew level, she smiled at him fondly, taking his hand, and walking beside him in companionable silence.

He’d come to cherish these rare moments when he felt more her friend than slave, and yet her beauty possessed him utterly. It was terrible to be denied while she used him so selfishly, but it felt glorious too, and his mind wandered to the steel chastity cage he often played with alone at night, sometimes locking it on and wondering what it would be like if Ann held the key and he couldn’t get free without her permission. More and more, he longed for her to put him in chastity. Some nights he dreamed of it. It was a darkly thrilling prospect, and several times he’d been on the verge of talking to her about the device, asking her why she’d shown him its little leather box, and warned him against its mysterious contents, without taking matters further. She must have known curiosity would get the better of him, and he would look inside the box. She was a highly intelligent, mischievous woman. Was she playing with him, testing him in some way? She must be, he thought, the taste of her in his mouth causing his cock to stir and harden as he walked at her side. Even as he longed to fuck her, he yearned to be locked up and denied with a hunger that frightened him. It was one of the many paradoxes in his life as her slave that confounded him, and enslaved his senses.

As they strolled side-by-side, enjoying the warm afternoon, Ann pointed out further improvements she wanted made to the bridle-way, branches she wanted cut back or removed, sections of the path she’d like him to widen. For reasons he couldn’t understand, she insisted the path be at least nine feet wide at every point. When he’d asked her why, she’d simply replied, ‘That’s none of your business, just do as you’re told.’

So nine feet wide it would be. At every point.

‘But I haven’t come out here just to inspect your work,’ said Ann with a sly, sideways glance at her slave. ‘It may interest you to know, I had a call from your lovely wife this morning.’

‘Susan?’ he said, a sudden chill in his blood.

‘That’s right, Lady Susan,’ said Ann who liked to tease him by giving Susan the grand-sounding title. She knew the power Susan’s absence held over him, how it made her into a powerful aristocrat in his mind, a goddess living in a world beyond his reach.

‘What did she want?’ said David, his voice raw with anger.

‘Now, now,’ said Ann sternly, hearing his anger. ‘I expect you to speak respectfully of Susan at all times. I won’t hear a word against her. Not only is she your wife and Mistress, she’s also my very dear friend. Is that understood, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered more meekly.

‘She didn’t say what she wanted,’ said Ann, ‘only that she had something to tell you, and she preferred to tell you in person.’

‘In person?’ said David, very fearful of seeing his wife. He still felt hot, stinging rage at the way she’d broken her word, and abandoned him with Ann. Susan’s promise of a week-end of fun had become six terrifying weeks of bondage to an impossibly stern and unyielding Mistress.

‘Yes, in person,’ said Ann, enjoying his unease. ‘She’s coming today in fact.’

‘Today?’ said David, his voice rising in alarm.

He wasn’t ready to see her, and he’d have no time to prepare himself, build a protecting wall against her beauty and power.

‘Don’t look so worried,’ said Ann. ‘She only wants to talk to you, although she did say to warn you not to get your hopes up. She’s not coming to take you home, if that’s what you’re hoping. She was very clear about that.’

David felt her words like a blow — he longed for Susan to come and take him home — and yet his mind raced. What could be so important she had to tell him in person? Had she found another job? Was she moving away? Worse, did she want a divorce? He felt sick with anxiety. He may have been furious with her, but he loved Susan, and dreaded losing her. Despite his enslavement, he still carried the hope they’d get back together, and live again as man and wife.

He may be a slave, but he hadn’t lost his manly pride. It lay buried under the ruins of his self-belief, deep in his centre where it burned hotter than the earth’s core. He’d come to suspect it was this molten pride still roiling within him that, by some twisted inversion, powered his strange desires, and made his submission to Ann and Susan so achingly, irresistibly sweet.

‘It’s well after three,’ said Ann, glancing at her watch. ‘If she leaves work soon, she’ll be here before five.’

‘I won’t see her,’ said David petulantly.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Ann lightly, not taking his resistance seriously. ‘We’ll get you showered and ready as soon as we get back. You have to look your best for Lady Susan.’

‘I’ll stay as I am,’ said David stubbornly, remembering how weak and foolish he’d felt when Susan had seen him in his maid’s uniform.

Often in the past month he’d wake in the middle of the night wracked with shame at the memory of Susan’s visit, and yet the memory brought with it a crushing arousal. He’d masturbate to rid himself of the memory, his fevered mind recalling how the surprise in Susan’s eyes had turned to mocking amusement when she’d recognised the pretty maid standing in the hallway as her once manly husband. ‘Is that really you, David?’ she’d said, one of her lovely eyebrows arched in amusement. Alone in his narrow bed in his little maid’s room, it was invariably the memory of these words that tipped him into orgasm.

‘You certainly will not stay as you are,’ Ann pronounced firmly. ‘Don’t be ridiculous. Besides, I’ve bought you a new dress,’ she added with a smile. ‘You can wear it for Susan.’

‘No,’ David exclaimed, anxiety flooding through him.

‘Of course you’ll wear it,’ said Ann in a voice that brooked no argument. ‘I bought it yesterday while you were at the salon having your ears done. I thought of you as soon as I saw it. I simply had to buy it, and what good timing since Susan’s coming today. You can wear it in her honour, I’m sure she’ll like that.’

She laughed at his stricken expression, knowing full well he lacked the will to oppose her.

‘And you can wipe that look off your face,’ she told him. ’When are you going to stop your silly play-acting? You know you like to wear pretty dresses. You pretend you don’t, but you do. You look so sweet and helpless in them, as sweet as any girl. And even if you don’t want to wear a dress for Susan, you’ll wear it if I tell you to. You’re not a free man any more, David, you’re a slave. It’s your duty to suffer for my pleasure, and for Susan’s. It’s high time you accepted that.’

They walked the rest of the way in a much less companionable silence, but when they reached the farmhouse, Ann relented a little, saying, ‘You needn’t wash in cold water today. For once you can come upstairs, and have a nice, hot shower.’

While he showered in her ensuite bathroom, Ann stayed in her bedroom. She thought of changing into a dress or skirt but she decided to stay in her boots and jodhpurs and tight white blouse. She liked her reflection in the wardrobe mirror, pleased at how well she looked in the riding clothes, and how the lace of her bra showed faintly through the silk of her blouse. The clothes made her look strong and domineering and, whatever it was that Susan had to tell her husband, Ann suspected she’d have to take David very firmly in hand before the day was done.

When he came into her bedroom from the shower-room with the towel around his waist, he looked timid, almost fearful. ‘Don’t be shy,’ she told him, snatching away his towel, and leading him naked to her dressing-table. ‘Sit here, and I’ll dry your hair.’

He sat on the little stool while she dried his hair with the hair-drier, brushing it expertly in the way Sandy had in the salon the day before. As she leant over him he could smell her perfume, and glimpse her bra through her thin blouse. He willed himself not to come erect but it was no use. In the mirror he saw her glance down and smile at what she saw.

‘Honestly, David,’ she said. ‘What are you like?’

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he mumbled.

‘Don’t be,’ she said, leaning in so close he felt the heat of her body through her blouse. ‘I like it, you know I do. A slave should always be hard for his Mistress, it’s one of life’s most precious rules.’

Closing his eyes, David breathed in her glorious scent.

‘Do you like my perfume?’ she asked.

‘It’s lovely,’ he sighed.

‘Then have some,’ she said, taking up a little bottle of scent from her dressing-table and spraying it on his throat. ‘Amarige de Givenchy,’ she told him. ‘One of my favourites.’

He squirmed on the stool, enchanted by her scent and her casual authority, her freedom to do what she liked with him.

‘Now you smell like me,’ she said. ‘Well, what do you say?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, deeper under her spell.

‘You’re welcome,’ she said, smiling at him in the mirror, ‘and think how lovely you’ll smell for Lady Susan. I’m sure she’ll appreciate it.’

His heart seemed to plunge in his chest at the thought of seeing his wife. Conflicting emotions raged within him, love and hate going to war one against the other.

‘Speaking of Susan,’ said Ann, ‘it’s time you tried on your new dress, don’t you think? Come over to the bed.’

He stood slowly, and crossed to the bed like a man going to the gallows.

Ann took two shopping bags from the side of the wardrobe and placed them on the bed, saying, ‘Well, Dee, aren’t you going to open them?’

She’d used his feminine name, his maid’s name, and David felt his male identity, or what was left of it, fade and vanish, and yet his cock remained stubbornly erect, in thrall to Ann’s female authority.

He opened the larger of the bags and took out a white garment that fell open in his hands. Before he could recognise what it was, Ann had taken it from him and was holding it against him, saying, ‘Oh, yes, I think this will do nicely. I can’t wait to see it on.’

Without further ado, she pulled the garment over his head and down over his body, tugging it into place. Catching sight of himself in the mirror, he felt a rush of shame so strong he feared he might faint. He was wearing a pleated white tennis dress, very short and dainty and edged with a pink trim. The top half was in the style of a sports polo-shirt, but the skirt section was shamingly short and pleated, so short it barely reached his thighs. He gave a groan of despair, and yet shame must have inflamed his arousal for his erection was clearly visible pushing against the flimsy pleats.

Ann laughed as she leaned in close to bite off the price tag, and said, ‘You’re as pretty as a picture, Dee, truly you are.’

Ann was thrilled with her purchase. His lean frame, slimmer and more muscular after his weeks of work on the bridle-path, looked pleasingly trim and athletic in the dress. As a sport’s dress it may not have carried the same connotations of service and submission as a maid’s dress but it had the same exaggerated femininity. The pleats, in particular, looked so flouncingly neat and girlish she knew they would crush his pride, and thrill his masochist’s heart.

‘That must feel lovely,’ said Ann, fluffing out the skirt, ‘all those pretty pleats against your little cock, but it doesn’t leave much to the imagination, does it? It hardly covers you at all. But maybe you like that, going bare under your dress. Naked or knickers, Dee, what do you prefer?’

He just stared at her, too stunned to speak.

‘Actually, it doesn’t matter what you prefer,’ said Ann. ‘What would Susan prefer? That’s a much more important consideration.’

Once again he said nothing, but one of his legs began to shake as it often did when she stripped away his dignity like this.

‘She might like seeing your little cock so helpless and pretty under your pleats. I’m sure she’d find that very amusing, and a slave should amuse his Mistress, and endure her contempt, but then again she’s a respectable and successful woman, perhaps she’d expect a greater modesty in her slave, something a little more elegant and restrained. How to please a Mistress, these decisions are so difficult, aren’t they, Dee?’

He opened his mouth to speak but didn’t make a sound.

‘Look in the bag,’ she said. ‘I’m sure the dress came with matching knickers.’

He reached into the bag and took out a pair of pretty white full-cut knickers edged in the same pink trim as the dress as well as a pair of white ankle socks also trimmed in pink.

‘Put your knickers on,’ she instructed him, smiling to see him wince at the shaming command.

He stepped into the knickers and pulled them up his slim, runner’s legs.

‘Oh, these are very nice,’ said Ann approvingly, lifting his short dress to inspect his knickers. ‘Pretty but modest, and they keep everything tucked away. Now that I think of it, I’m sure knickers are best. Apart from anything else, Susan won’t be remotely interested in seeing your silly little cock. Now, put on your socks.’

He bent to pull on the socks, displaying his panties as he did so.

‘I can see you need some lessons in decorum,’ said Ann, enjoying herself immensely. Few things in life gave her as much pleasure as tormenting a slave. ‘Now, look in the other bag.’

The bag contained a shoe-box. David laid it on the bed and opened it to find a pair of dazzlingly white Lacoste lady’s trainers, also with pink edging.

‘They’re in a woman’s size seven,’ said Ann, ‘the biggest they had. I hope they’re not too small. Try them on and see, but crouch this time, don’t bend, and keep your back straight. Your knickers are very pretty, but the whole world doesn’t need to see them.’

He obeyed as best he could, his heart pounding as he put on the shoes and tied the pink laces. The trainers were painfully tight but something in him enjoyed the discomfort, and when he stood Ann laughed and clapped her hands in delight.

‘Honestly, Dee,’ she exclaimed, ‘you’re the prettiest slave a woman could wish for. I can’t wait to show you to Susan. But there’s one last thing I need to do.’

She opened a drawer in her dressing-table and rummaged through it before holding up a length of pink ribbon. ‘For your hair,’ she said happily.

She told him to sit on the stool again, and he had to watch in the mirror as she brushed his hair into a pony-tail, and tied it back neatly with the pink ribbon. The pony-tail exposed his ears and made the little studs in his ears stand out brightly.

‘There,’ she said, once she’d tied the ribbon to her satisfaction. ‘La pièce de résistance.’

She made him stand and walk around the bedroom for her while she made little noises of approval and appreciation. The neat shoes and dazzlingly white dress with its sharp pleats made him seem outrageously pretty and innocent, almost virginal. She particularly liked the way the little pleats bounced vigorously against his thighs as he walked. It made him look doll-like, a puppet dancing to her tune.

‘Now turn for me,’ she said. ‘Twirl, show off your dress and your lovely figure.’

He spun round slowly, burning with shame.

‘Quicker,’ she commanded him sternly.

He turned so quickly he became dizzy.

‘That’s it,’ she said. ‘Don’t be shy.’

He pirouetted like a dancer in a music-box, his circular skirt flaring out horizontally from his waist so that his pretty pink-trimmed knickers were in full view.

‘Perfect,’ she said, wishing she had her camera. She watched for a few more moments, thrilled by the sense of power it gave her to treat him like this, and then told him he could stop.

He obeyed and stood still, blushing to have put on such a girly display.

‘You really do have a nice figure, Dee,’ she said. ‘And the dress shows it off splendidly, but just because you’re not in a maid’s dress doesn’t mean you don’t have to curtsey. Let me see you.’

His cheeks blazing red, he performed a neat curtsey that delighted his Mistress.

‘Again,’ she said, just because she could.

Suffering further agonies of shame, David once more held up the hem of his pleated dress, and bowed his head and bobbed his knees.

‘Lovely,’ exclaimed Ann, congratulating herself on his appearance. ‘Look at yourself,’ she said, turning him so he could see his full-length reflection in the wardrobe mirror. ‘Aren’t you the prettiest little slave any Mistress could wish for?’

David stared at his reflection in horror, barely able to take in how weak and foolish he looked in the dainty dress, but Ann smiled in satisfaction. She was sure Susan would be both amused and impressed by this new look, and more convinced than ever that David’s true role was as a woman’s slave and maidservant.

‘So what do you say?’ she said haughtily.

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress,‘ he stammered weakly.

‘You don’t know how lucky you are,’ she said, before commanding him, ‘now, come downstairs. Susan will be here any minute. She told me she won’t be staying long, but she’s bound to want coffee. You can make it for her, and then you can hear her news.’

In a daze of dread, he followed his proud Mistress, so lovely in her boots and tight breeches, down the stairs and into the kitchen. When he prepared the coffee Ann saw that his hands were shaking.

‘Don’t get upset,’ she told him, putting her hand gently on his bare arm. ‘A maid should always appear happy and cheerful, and I’m sure Susan doesn’t mean you any harm. If her visit upsets you, then you know I’ll take care of you once she’s gone. Perhaps I’ll take my crop to you, make you sing your slave song again. That always puts things into perspective, doesn’t it? Or I’ll use you as my toilet. That’ll give you something to think about it, won’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, sensing kindness in her cruelty, and feeling a strange form of gratitude to her.

He’d learned in his time with Ann that severe physical pain could sweep away psychological hurt, lead him through agony to ecstasy, and being used as her toilet no longer held the fears it once did. Most nights before bed, she had him kneel to clean her with his tongue after she’d had a pee. Absurdly, it was a ritual he’d come to enjoy, even look forward to. And once or twice a week she’d call him to her study or to the garden where she’d lift her skirt, take down her panties, and pee into his mouth as if it was the most natural thing in the world. At first she’d used a little plastic funnel, but he’d quickly graduated from that, learning to make a perfect seal with his mouth, and he took pride in never missing a drop of her warm, yeasty wine. When she used him like this he felt a heavenly subservience to her female power as well as a strong animal connection to her as his earthly companion. Afterwards, he’d always thank her before going to rinse out his mouth, and his gratitude was genuine. He knew few men would ever be lucky enough to experience the exquisite, transgressive pleasures he experienced every day as Ann’s bounden slave.

‘That’s Susan now,’ said Ann, cutting through his thoughts and making him jump.

The window was open and she’d heard the faint crunch of car wheels on the gravel in the yard. Feeling an excitement of her own, she smiled to feel his body stiffen in alarm. ‘There, now,’ she said, rubbing his arm gently. ‘Try to stay calm. Remember you’re only a slave and Susan is your Mistress. Just do as you’re told, and don’t speak unless you’re spoken to. Am I clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, dizzy with apprehension.

‘And I’ll expect your best curtsey,’ she said, leading him into the hall.

As he walked behind his Mistress, the sharp pleats bouncing against his thighs rent his soul in twain, sending one part to heaven and the other straight to hell.

Ann opened the door just as Susan was coming up the front steps, taking off her sunglasses and tossing her tawny hair.

‘Welcome, Susan,’ Ann said, embracing her warmly. ‘It’s lovely to see you.’

‘It’s lovely to see you, Ann,’ said Susan, returning the embrace. ‘And David too, of course,‘ she said, catching sight of her husband in the hallway behind Ann.

‘My, my,’ she said, going to him and giving him a kiss and hug before stepping back to gaze at him in his splendour. ‘You’re even prettier than I remember.’

In shock, David stood as still and silent as a statue.

‘Well, Dee, what do you say?’ said Ann sternly.

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress Susan,’ David stammered, dropping a neat curtsey that sent arrows of shame into his heart.

‘Has he been playing tennis?’ Susan asked Ann.

‘Oh, no,’ laughed Ann. ‘It’s just something I saw in a shop window, and thought might suit him.’

‘It does suit him,’ said Susan, regarding her husband with the same raised eyebrow that haunted his dreams, and then looking right into his eyes so that he looked down in shame only to see his pretty pleats and dainty shoes. ‘It suits him very well, and are those earrings?’

‘Yes,’ said Ann. ‘I’ve had his ears done.’

‘You’re too good to him,’ said Susan, grinning at her friend. ‘And look at you in your riding-boots and breeches. You look fabulous, Ann, really you do. Having a slave suits you. If I’m not careful, I’ll become your slave too.’

‘Don’t give me ideas,’ laughed Ann, leading Susan into the kitchen, and saying to her slave as they went, ‘we’ll take coffee now.’

As David set the tray and prepared to serve coffee, he stole glances at his wife. He may have felt burning anger at Susan for abandoning him, but he also found her so beautiful it hurt to look at her.

He remembered how tired and drained she often looked after a day at school, but there was no sign of fatigue now. On the contrary, her eyes sparkled, and her hair, cut in a slightly shorter style that suited her proud features, shone with health. In fact, her whole being blazed with vigour and well-being. Her smart skirt suit and elegant high heels made her look effortlessly stylish — he found her sheer, dark nylons particularly eye-catching — and she chatted and laughed with Ann as if she hadn’t a care in the world. He could just about bear her looking so well, but it was much harder to bear how happy she seemed without him in her life.

Yes, that was the worst of it.

It wounded David deeply to see how Susan was thriving in his absence, and her cheerful manner cut him like a knife. Anger raged unchecked under his subservience, and yet he carried the coffee obediently to their table, putting down the tray with the trembling hands of a lackey.

‘Careful not to spill any on your dress,’ said Susan as he poured coffee into her cup, then saying to Ann, ‘it would be a shame to spoil it. It’s such a pretty dress, and he looks so well in it.’

‘He does, doesn’t he?’ said Ann, happy to have another dominant woman to play with.

‘So neat and trim,’ said Susan, ‘but I’m sure he’s smaller. Have you shrunk him?’

‘He’s lost weight,’ laughed Ann. ‘It’s from working on the bridle-path, or the chain-gang as I call it, and I keep him to a very strict diet. Lots of fish and chicken and fresh vegetables, and only the very occasional glass of wine, no more than one a week, and only if his work’s been up to scratch.’

‘Quite right,‘ said Susan, a wicked amusement in her eyes. ‘He has his figure to think of.’

‘He does indeed, and he looks better in his maid dresses too,’ said Ann. ‘Very slim and neat, it’s a pleasure to watch him go about his work. Sometimes I think I should shave his legs, and put him in make-up, even a wig perhaps. He’d suit being a blonde, don’t you think?’

‘Oh, I think he might,’ said Susan. ‘Now that you say it.’

‘For a wig to fit properly, I might have to shave his head,’ said Ann, ‘which would be a pity as he has such lovely hair of his own.’

‘He does,’ said Susan, ‘and he’s always been so vain about it, buying the most expensive shampoos, and going to the best barber-shops. Honestly, he used to spend a fortune on his hair, far more than me, I’m sure.’

‘Then perhaps I’ll leave it as it is.’

‘Oh, no, Ann, shave it off if you like. It’s only hair, it’ll grow back.’

‘It will,’ said Ann. ‘And it would be fun, I suppose, given how vain he is.’

‘I really don’t see a problem,’ said Susan, greatly enjoying their play-acting.

‘So you’d have no objections if I shaved his head?’ said Ann, also enjoying herself immensely.

‘None at all,’ said Susan, looking straight at her distraught husband.

‘I like playing with him as my doll,’ said Ann. ‘Putting him in different costumes every day. It would be fun to change his hair too. I could buy him wigs in different styles and colours.’

‘He’s only a slave,’ said Susan. ‘Do what you like with him. Besides, I’d be curious to see how he looks without his flowing locks.’

‘Yul Bryner,’ said Ann.

‘Patrick Stewart,’ said Susan.

‘Sean Connery,’ said Ann.

‘We should be so lucky,’ laughed Susan.

‘We should be so lucky,’ agreed Ann.

‘If you do shave his head, send me a photograph,’ said Susan.

‘I will,’ said Ann.

‘Or if you put him in make-up.’

‘He’d pass for a woman in make-up, and quite an attractive one, but for now it’s more fun to see a man trapped in a dress, don’t you think?’

‘Oh, I do,’ said Susan, sipping her coffee and smiling at her enslaved husband. ‘It’s the greatest fun.’

‘Over all, I’m very pleased with his progress,’ said Ann, indicating to her slave that he should refill their cups. ‘Although he can sometimes be a little slow.’

‘I’m very pleased too,’ said Susan. ‘In fact I’m amazed. You’ve worked miracles with him.’

‘His work is excellent, I have to say, and he’s always so polite and well-behaved.’

‘And decorative,’ said Susan.

‘And decorative,’ agreed Ann. ‘All in all, he’s coming along very nicely.’

‘I agree,’ said Susan. ‘I can hardly think of him as a man any more. Are those matching knickers?’ she enquired as David bent to pour more coffee.

‘They are,’ said Ann, catching Susan’s eye but managing to keep her face straight. ‘They came with his dress. It’s a matching set.’

‘So they’re tennis knickers?’

‘Yes, they’re really quite respectable. Sporty rather than sexy, but pretty all the same.’

‘May I see them?’ said Susan, sharing a secret smile with Ann.

‘Of course you may,’ said Ann, looking sternly at her petrified maid. ‘Well, Dee, what are you waiting for? Show Susan your new tennis panties.’

He couldn’t move. The lovely gorgons had turned him to stone.

‘I hope you’re not going to disobey me in front of Susan,’ said Ann coldly. ‘I really wouldn’t advise it.’

But still he didn’t move.

‘Well, David, are you going to disobey me?’

‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered.

‘I should think not,’ said Ann, an edge of steel in her voice. ‘Then I suggest you get a move on.’

Wishing he could die, David lifted his little pleated skirt and showed Susan his matching knickers.

‘Oh, that’s too darling,’ exclaimed Susan, feeling her husband’s terrible shame in a way that aroused her deeply. ‘What lovely panties, and what a pretty matching set.’

‘It is, isn’t it?’ said Ann. ‘I couldn’t be more pleased.’

‘You dress him so well,’ said Susan, ‘really you do.’

‘A servant should always be well turned-out,’ said Ann, ‘and he’s wearing the dress and panties in your honour. He wanted to look his best for your visit.’

David wanted to scream out in denial of her lie, but he said nothing.

‘Well, I am honoured, Dee,’ said Susan. ‘Truly, I am, and I appreciate all the effort you’ve gone to on my account. I must come more often if only to see what you wear for my visits.’

‘Turn around, Dee,’ commanded Ann. ‘Let Susan see how pretty your bottom looks in your matching knickers.’

His face burning with shame, David did as he was told.

‘Hold your dress higher,’ said Ann. ‘Let Susan see properly.’

‘That’s just ridiculous,’ said Susan once he’d obeyed. ‘Five years married and I never realised he had such an adorable bum. And those legs … So long and slim, and you barely need to shave them. He’s never had much hair on his body. Honestly, Ann, it’s wonderful. I wouldn’t look half as good in that dress.’

‘Few women would,’ said Ann. ‘And feel his panties,’ she added, giving him a little push towards Susan. ‘They’re so soft and smooth.’

‘So they are,’ said Susan running her hand over her husband’s pantied bottom, amused to think of how he must feel to be so demeaned and tormented. It must be unbearable for him, she thought. ‘They’re lovely, Ann,’ she said, looking to add to his shame, ‘and the pleats are to die for. I don’t know how you can resist him.’

‘It’s not easy,’ said Ann, smiling at Susan.

‘Remember what I’ve told you,’ said Susan. ‘Do what you like with him, I mean it. He’s here to serve your pleasure, not his.’

‘I won’t forget,’ said Ann, pleased at how happy and assured Susan seemed without David in her life. Whoever her new man was, he was doing her the world of good. ‘Now, Susan,’ she said, getting down to more practical matters, ‘would you like to eat? Dee can rustle up something for you.’

‘That would be lovely,’ said Susan, ‘but I have to get back. I’m going out for an Indian meal with friends.’

David felt another blow smash into him.

It hurt terribly to think of Susan going out with friends while he lived as a helpless slave. And some of them would be his friends, he was sure, which made him feel worse. How had this happened? Why could he not break free of their spell? Why was he such a fool? What was wrong with him?

He had no answer, and feared he’d never find one.

‘I can’t stay long,’ said Susan, glancing at her watch and flicking her hair behind her ear in the way David knew and loved so well.

A spasm of yearning shook him. She’d only just arrived and already she was talking of leaving. She hadn’t seen or spoken to him for over a month, and she was just going to turn around and go. He tried to hate her for it, but he couldn’t.

To his horror, a part of him loved her for it.

‘I know you have something you want to tell Dee,’ said Ann, ‘but perhaps we should have a chat first?’

‘Thank-you, Ann, I think that might be best.’

‘Very well,’ said Ann before instructing David in a curt tone. ‘Wait in the hall. Susan will see you when she’s ready.’

Hating himself for it, he dropped a curtsey, hot needles of shame spiking in his blood, and mumbled, ‘Yes, Mistress.’

He felt their mocking eyes on the hem of his flippy little dress as he left the kitchen.

Consumed by fear and anxiety, he stood alone in the hallway, remembering his arrival six weeks ago when Ann had also banished him to wait in the hall while she talked with Susan. There was the old grandfather clock with its worn face that had seen many lives; there were the ornate Victorian tiles he now cleaned and polished every week as Ann’s busy maid, and there was the long mirror, and the straight-backed chair by the coat-stand where he’d first waited like a fool for Ann to take charge of him.

Nothing had changed in the hallway, but his life had altered beyond recognition. He looked at his reflection in the mirror, appalled by the ridiculous, befrocked creature he saw there. He used to think of himself as a handsome man, but such an opinion was no longer possible. He barely possessed a semblance of masculinity, except for the light hairs on his legs and arms, the firm line of his jaw and the wiry strength of his forearms. More than that, the brilliantly white tennis dress with its dainty pleats skimming the tops of his thighs made him look intensely vulnerable, a sacrifice about to be offered up to his Goddess.

Fleeing his shaming reflection, he sat in the chair by the coat-stand. As had happened all those weeks before, one of Ann’s raincoats brushed against his bare leg. The coat smelled faintly of rain and rubber and Ann’s perfume, and he stood immediately, pacing up and down, his stomach churning with anxiety. Surely this was a dream, he told himself. It must be. No-one could sink so low. No man would allow himself to be so reduced and demeaned.

Overwhelmed by a bout of weakness, he almost fell back down onto the chair. Oh God, he prayed, let it be a dream. Give me back my old life. Let me wake as a real man in a normal existence. Please God, I’ll do anything if you’ll only give me that.

At that moment the door from the kitchen opened and Susan came into the hallway. As he stood for her, and despite his terrible anxiety, he couldn’t help noticing how lovely she was, how happily elegant and free.

His servile heart, thrilled by her presence, beat harder and faster.

‘Will the sitting-room do?’ asked Ann, coming out of the kitchen.

‘That will be perfect,’ said Susan. ‘It shouldn’t take long.’

‘Open the door for Susan,’ Ann instructed David before telling her accomplice, ‘I’ll be in my study if you need me.’

‘Thank-you, Ann,’ said Susan, passing through the door David now held open for her, her elegant suit skirt pushing briskly past his girlish pleats. Inhaling her scent, David’s senses reeled as he closed the door behind them.

He was alone with her, the woman he loved and hated most in all the world.

‘What a lovely room,’ said Susan, going over to the settee. ‘Come and sit by me,’ she said, sitting elegantly, and patting the space beside her.

Her assurance infuriated him, and yet he went to obey, only for Susan to say, ‘On second thoughts, perhaps you’d better not sit. I am your Mistress after all, it’s not as if we’re equals. Perhaps you should stay standing, or kneel at my feet. What do you think, Dee?’

She’d used his maid’s name, which added greatly to his distress. He just looked at her and said nothing.

‘I remember how much you used to like kneeling at my feet,’ she said. ‘And I liked it too, when I was in the mood, so down you go, Dee. I think we’ll both be happier with that.’

She stared at him with a stern look in her eyes, looking to assert her female power over him. For a few moments he did nothing and then, to her relief, he fell to his knees before her, and bowed his head in defeat.

Susan smiled to see him kneel, amused by his futile efforts not to show his knickers, and by the clumsy way he tugged at his short dress to preserve his modesty.

‘There, now, that’s better,’ said Susan, crossing her nylon-clad legs with a soft rasping sound that made David catch his breath. Her tight suit skirt had ridden up her legs and David looked everywhere except at her lovely thighs.

‘I’m only sorry I don’t have more time,’ said Susan, relaxing now, and feeling none of the nerves she’d felt on her way to Ann’s.

With David so sweetly harmless in his tennis-dress, she could see nothing to be nervous about.

‘If I had more time, I’d make you stand in the corner the way Ann does,’ she said. ‘I think I’d like that, seeing you with your nose against the wall, and your pretty little knickers on display for all to see. Or I could take down your knickers and smack you with Ann’s cane. I’d like that, I’m sure, and maybe you’d like it too from what Ann’s told me. I’d like to hear you sing your slave song as she called it. I’m sure you’d sing it beautifully for me. Or I could ask Ann to lock you in her oubliette, and leave you there. I’d tell Ann my news and not bother telling you at all. She could tell you later, or maybe she’d just leave you in the dark. Now that I think about it, I’m doing you a favour by speaking to you at all. I don’t have to, you know, now that you’re a slave. You do understand that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, thrilled by her cruel and haughty manner.

‘Then what do you say?’

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress,’ he said helplessly.

‘I love this,’ she said. ‘It makes me dizzy, honestly it does. There’s so much fun a Mistress can have with a slave, it’s amazing more women don’t live this way. I’m sure the world would be a better place if they did.’

She saw the anger in his eyes, but she had no intention of sparing him. While he’d been waiting in the hall, Ann had reminded her of the importance of maintaining a severe and unrelenting manner, and of never apologising for previous cruelties. It was the most truthful and effective way to control a slave, of that Susan was now convinced. Besides, what she had to say to David would hurt him greatly, and she had to be strong, and show no weakness or remorse.

For both their sakes, Susan planned to be as brisk and frosty-faced as she could manage. David would just have to take his medicine, there was no help for it.

A little to her surprise, she discovered she was looking forward to telling him her shocking news. It was an important step in her dominion over David, and Ann had encouraged her to enjoy the moment.

Taking a deep breath, she gathered her strength.

‘I have something to tell you,’ she declared. ‘It won’t be easy for you to hear, but I’m just going to go ahead and say it. Do you understand?’

He stared up at her helplessly, wishing she wasn’t so beautiful, so stunningly elegant and assured. Her slim, nylon-clad legs vanishing under her skirt seemed to offer a way out, a way to heaven. For some reason he couldn’t fathom, they made him think of Ann’s bridle-way, and he yearned to be out in the open under the trees, running and running.

‘I asked if you understand,’ Susan said sternly, ‘and I expect an answer.’

‘I understand,’ he mumbled, his brain a mess.

‘I expect you to be brave for me,’ she said. ‘Can you do that?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, feeling anything but brave, but wanting to appear strong to his lovely wife.

‘I’ve met someone,’ she said, looking at him with a hard, proud expression on her face.

‘Met someone?’ he said, winded by her terrible words.

‘That’s right,’ she said.

‘You can’t have,’ he said.

‘But I have,’ she said.

‘Who?’ he said.

‘Another man.’

‘Another man?’ he said, the words like broken glass in his mouth.

‘Yes,’ she said, shaken by a spasm of arousal. ‘Another man.’

‘When?’ he asked, his head swimming.

‘That doesn’t matter,’ said Susan.

‘Before or after I’ve been here?’

‘After,’ she said, pressing the tops of her thighs together to make the most of her pleasure. It felt lovely to hold such power over him.

‘Is it serious?’ he asked, struggling not to burst into tears. He really hadn’t seen this coming, but now it seemed chillingly inevitable. She was beautiful. Of course other men would want her. How could he have been so blind, so stupid?

‘It’s a little early to say,’ said Susan, experiencing another rush of arousal, ‘but I like him, David. I like him a lot.’

Wounded by jealousy, and a crushing sense of defeat and inadequacy, David willed himself to rage at his faithless wife, but he lacked the strength. Her news had dealt him a hammer-blow, and left him as weak as a kitten.

‘Who is it?’ he asked in a trembling voice.

‘Does it matter?’

‘Of course it matters.’

‘Do you really want to know?’

‘Yes,’ he said, looking up at her, trying to match her proud gaze, but he was the first to look away. ‘Is it someone I know?’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘You do know him, but not well. He’s not a friend, if that’s what you’re afraid of.’

‘Then who is he?’

‘Robert Miller,’ she said, thinking of Robert’s broad shoulders and handsome face, and looking forward to seeing him later that evening. She found herself wishing he was here in the room with them. It would be lovely to kiss him in front of David. The thought made her breath quicken.

‘Robert Miller,’ David said, his mind a blank. He couldn’t think of anyone with that name.

‘You remember,’ said Susan. ‘He built the conservatory onto our house. We talked through the plans with him, he supervised the work.’

David remembered Robert immediately — a tall, rangy man with a steady, no-nonsense manner. He was good-looking and manly, and David found it painfully easy to imagine Susan with him. They would make a strikingly handsome couple, he saw that straightaway. Heads would turn when they came into a room.

‘You got on well with him,’ Susan added. ‘I remember you telling me how much you liked him.’

It was true, David recalled, he had liked him. Robert had been honest and reliable, and the standard of his work excellent, which only deepened David’s pain.

‘Oh God, Susan,’ he said, tears pricking his eyes, ‘I’m losing you.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she said, moved by his tears. ‘I still care for you, of course I do. That doesn’t go away just because I’ve met someone else. I wanted you to know the truth, that’s all. I owe you that much, and it’s only fair to Robert too. He wanted you to know, have everything out in the open. He’s not the kind of man who likes to hide. We’ve been keeping everything secret, but we’re living together now, some nights at his house, some nights at mine, and it’s time for everyone to know, know we’re a couple.’

‘Even our friends?’

‘Especially our friends,’ she said firmly.

It had to be said, she told herself, and there was no easy way to say it.

He gave a sob of despair, and hung his head as if she’d struck him. Susan felt pity for him, but she held to her course. There was no way back now.

‘I had to tell you, David,’ she said gently. ‘You must see that. I have my life to lead, and you’re not really a prisoner here, are you? You could leave any time you want. What if I hadn’t told you, and you came walking back into my life as if nothing had happened? I couldn’t risk that. I had to tell you the truth. Everything has changed, David. I’m with Robert now. You need to hear that, for my sake and for yours. I’m sorry, but there it is.’

‘Do you want a divorce?’ he said, trying to be brave.

‘I haven’t thought that far ahead,’ she said, touching his cheek tenderly, moved by his tears, and amazed once more at how slight and feminine he appeared in his dainty little dress with his earrings, and the pink ribbon holding his pony-tail. And he smelled so lovely, Ann must have given him perfume to wear.

She was glad Ann had dressed him like this. It made it easy to take charge of their talk, and their lives.

It made it easy to have things the way she wanted.

‘I’m very happy with Robert, but divorce is not something I’ve thought about,’ said Susan, telling a half-lie. She hadn’t considered divorce, that much was true, yet she’d dreamt of being Robert’s wife and having his children. Maybe she hadn’t considered divorcing David because she’d hardly been thinking about David at all. Maybe, as Ann’s slave and housemaid, he’d ceased to have much importance in her life. Maybe she really could just leave him with Ann, and forget all about him.

The thought aroused her deeply.

‘God, Susan,’ he said weakly, ‘it hurts so much.’

‘Does it, David?’ she said, struck by another lightning-flash of arousal. ‘But you like that, don’t you? You like me to hurt you. You like that more than anything.’

He looked at her with such mingled hurt and hope in his eyes, Susan decided to take things further. She’d developed a taste for power, she couldn’t deny it and, besides, he was her slave and must suffer for her pleasure.

‘Look at you,’ she said, putting scorn in her voice, ‘kneeling at my feet in your little pleats and panties, and with a ribbon in your hair. Honestly, David, no wonder I’ve found someone else. What did you expect me to do, play dollies with you?’

He winced in pain, which made her want to hurt him all the more.

‘Are you going to cry now?’ she said. ‘Cry like a baby because I’ve found a real man, a man who gives me what I need? Well, you can cry all you like, it won’t make any difference. I’m hardly going to change my mind, am I? That really would be a fantasy. You’ve made your bed, and you’ll have to lie in it.’

‘Stop, Susan, please,’ he pleaded.

‘No, I won’t stop,’ she said, tapping the toe of her high-heeled shoe against his bare arm, ‘and I don’t feel sorry for you, not one bit. This is what you wanted, not me. You need to remember that. You need to take responsibility for your own life. You may want to live as a woman’s slave, and kneel at her feet in silly little dresses, but that doesn’t stop you being a grown man. This was your idea, David, not mine, and you need to face up to that.’

David fought back tears, devastated by the truth of her words. He’d asked for this, it was unarguably true. Dreams of submission to a cruel and beautiful woman had plagued him all his life. He’d pushed Susan, begged and cajoled her until she’d given him what he wanted and, now that she had, she’d lost all respect for him as a man and as her husband. She was right — ‘What did you expect me to do?’ — but the truth hurt. It was much easier to blame her, hide behind anger, and his fantasy of her cruelty, than confront the reality of his own dark and ceaseless desires.

‘You’d even kiss my shoe if I told you to,’ she said, tapping the tip of her shoe harder against his arm. ‘You would, wouldn’t you? You wouldn’t be able to stop yourself.’

‘I l-love you, Susan,’ he stammered.

‘Is this love?’ she said coldly, feeling real contempt for him. ‘Kneeling at my feet in matching dress and panties?’

‘Yes,’ he sobbed.

‘Then show me,’ she said, wiggling her pretty high-heeled shoe in front of his face. ‘Show me your kind of love. Show me how a slave loves his Mistress. Go on, David, kiss my shoe.’

He didn’t even try to refuse. He knew he hadn’t the strength and so, with a little cry of defeat, he bowed his head and lavished tender, hopeless kisses on her uncaring shoe.

‘There,’ she said with a little laugh of triumph. ‘That’s what I want, what I expect from a slave. Obedience and respect, but I want something else too, David. I want forgiveness. I want you to promise you won’t be angry with me. Can you promise me that?’

He said nothing, but his kisses grew more ardent.

‘When I drive away this evening I want to go with a light heart. I want to know you don’t hate me. That’s the gift I want from my slave. I know this must hurt you, David, hurt you very much, but it’s your duty to suffer for my happiness. That’s how this works. You’ve learned that from Ann, haven’t you? You’ve learned what it really means to serve a woman?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his trembling lips now kissing her lovely ankles and her warm, silken calves.

‘Then tell me,’ she said, her voice softly seductive. ‘Tell me you’re not angry.’

‘I’m not angry,’ he whispered, still kissing her lovely legs.

‘I don’t hate you, Susan,’ she prompted.

‘I don’t hate you, Susan,’ he echoed, utterly enthralled.

‘Promise me,’ she said, pushing her ankle against his mouth. ‘It won’t work if you don’t mean it.’

‘I promise,’ he said, meaning it despite his boundless anger and pain.

‘Thank-you, David,’ she said, moved by the sincerity in his voice. ‘And you mustn’t hate Robert either. Tell me you don’t hate him.’

‘I don’t hate him,’ he said helplessly.

‘He’s so kind to me,’ she said with a fondness for her lover that pierced David’s heart. ‘So kind and funny and gentle, and he’s honest and strong too — a decent man, truly he is. We’re happy together, so happy, and I’m going to be even happier now you don’t hate me. Tell me you’re happy for me, happy for your Mistress.’

‘I’m happy for you, Mistress,’ he said, his voice breaking with emotion as tears fell onto her nylon-clad legs.

‘Oh, don’t cry,’ she said, pulling his head onto her lap and kissing his hair. ‘You’re such a sweet slave to cry for your wife, your horribly cruel and selfish wife, and I love you for it, truly I do, just not the way I love Robert. You do understand that, don’t you.’

Still crying, he could only nod his head, soothed by her gentler tone even if it had been prompted by her feelings for another man, the man now at the centre of her life.

The man who had everything David had thrown away like a fool.

‘Let me dry these tears,’ said Susan gently, tugging down her slip from beneath her suit skirt, and wiping his tears with its pretty lace hem. ‘There, now,’ she said, ‘that’s better, isn’t it?’

Once more he could only nod his head, darkly thrilled, even in the midst of his grief, to be consoled in such a way. Ever since he’d been a boy, nothing had haunted his erotic imagination more than a woman’s slip, its lace hem most of all. He thought of it as the boundary to a magical kingdom.

Susan kissed his hair again, saying playfully, ‘Is that Amarige I smell?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, pressing his face into her lap.

‘Lovely,’ she said. ‘But I hope you’re not looking up my skirt. Are you, David? Are you trying to see my panties?’ she laughed, hoping to tease away his pain. ‘You can see them if you like, I won’t mind. They’re very pretty panties, but not as pretty as yours.’

To his amazement, he found himself laughing with her through his tears, grateful for her teasing which felt oddly loving, and far from cruel.

‘It’s mad what’s happened to us,’ she said, stroking his head, and glad that he’d laughed along with her, thinking of him more as her girlfriend now than her husband. ‘It is, isn’t it? I don’t know if it’s real or a dream, but I’m going along with it. I don’t know what else to do. Do you feel the same?’

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I do.’

It was exactly how he felt.

‘It’s been lovely to see you and talk to you,’ she said, lifting his head gently from her lap, and getting up from the settee. ‘Really, it has, but I must be going. We’re meeting for a drink with Neil and Sarah, and Ally, Kate and Ross, Paul and Alison too, if they can get a babysitter, and then we’re all going for a curry. It’s the first of them meeting Robert, the first of us going out with friends as a couple, and I don’t want to be late.’

David’s heart clenched in pain. She had named some of their closest friends, and the thought of them seeing her with another man left him weak and dazed. How could he ever go back to his old life? The shame would be too much to bear. He even thought of the waiters in the restaurant. He and Susan had become regular customers, and they knew him well. What would they think when they saw Susan with Robert Miller? It truly was more than he could bear.

‘I’m sorry,’ Susan said, seeing the pain in his eyes. ‘I know they’re your friends, but they’re my friends too, and I want them to meet Robert, get to know him and like him. It’s only fair that they do — he’s a real person in the world, you know, not just a devil in your head — but don’t worry, I haven’t told them about you and Ann, about how you live, about the maid’s dresses and aprons, about you being her slave. I know you wouldn’t want them to know. I’ve told them you’re in London looking for work and that … we’re not together anymore.’

He gave such a hurt look, she threw her arms round him, hugging him tight, and saying, ‘Please don’t blame me. I had no idea it would come to this, but now that it has we have to do the best we can. This may be what you want,’ she said, touching his dress, ‘but I need something else, something more. Forgive me, David. I want you to be happy, really I do.’

‘I love you, Susan,’ he said, fresh tears in his eyes.

‘I know you do,’ she said sweetly.

‘I love you so much.’

‘You can love me all you like,’ she said, trying once more to tease away his pain. ‘There’s nothing to stop you. You can kiss my shoes, and look up my skirt any time you like, so don’t look so sad.’

She laughed her lovely, kind laugh, but he didn’t laugh with her this time. All he could think was that the next person lucky enough to hear her wonderful laugh would most likely be Robert Miller.

‘I don’t want you to go,’ he said, barely able to speak.

‘I know,’ she said, ‘but I have to go. I’ve made arrangements, I’ve told you that.’

A shiver shook his body, and her heart went out to him.

‘I miss you so much,’ he said. ‘I’m frightened without you.’

‘Don’t be frightened,’ she said, kissing his cheek, and rubbing his arm. ‘Be brave for me, be brave for your Mistress.’

Taking a ragged breath, he looked into her lovely eyes and nodded his head.

‘Think of me kindly,’ she said. ‘That would mean everything to me.’

‘I’ll try,’ he said, dreading her going.

‘I love you for that,’ she said tenderly, leaving the room before her feelings got the better of her, and calling out Ann’s name as she went into the hall.

‘Well?’ said Ann, coming from the narrow corridor in the old part of the house.

‘It’s done,’ said Susan.

‘You’ve told him?’

‘I’ve told him.’

‘And?’

‘He’s been wonderful,’ said Susan, smiling fondly at David when he came out into the hall. ‘He’s listened obediently, and promised not to be angry or hate me.’

His heart trembling, David stood looking down at his feet, so foolishly dainty in his ankle socks and tennis shoes. Overcome at the thought of Susan’s departure, he leaned against the door-frame for support.

‘He’s been very brave and kind,’ said Susan, her eyes misting with tears. ‘I’m so proud of him, and I’m so glad I’ve told him. It’s such a weight off my mind.’

‘That’s wonderful,’ said Ann, delighted the difficult encounter had gone so well. ‘You can get on with your life. No more worrying about David or feeling guilty.’

‘No more,’ said Susan with a gusto that broke David’s heart.

‘That’s my girl,’ said Ann, embracing her warmly, ‘but you’d better be on your way. You don’t want to be late.’

‘Yes, I must go,’ said Susan, opening the front door, but turning to say, ‘I can’t thank you enough, both of you. I’ll phone every few days.’

‘Come again soon,’ said Ann.

‘I will.’

‘And bring Robert.’

‘Really?’ said Susan, glancing doubtfully at her husband. ‘Would that be all right?’

‘Don’t worry about Dee,’ said Ann lightly. ‘I’m sure he’ll be only too pleased to meet Robert. He’ll want to know if his intentions are honourable.’

David shivered as a new terror took root in his heart.

‘You’re a wicked woman, Ann Devlin,’ laughed Susan as she turned to go, calling out over her shoulder, ‘be good to each other.’

With a blast of her horn and a happy wave, Susan drove out of the yard.

Waving after her, Ann slid her other hand under David’s skirt, and patted his pretty, pantied bottom.

‘She’s gone,’ she said. ‘Off to meet the new man in her life. Isn’t that a lovely thought?’

She laughed at his pained look, saying, ‘Oh, you know you like it, you can’t fool me. Slaves always secretly like it when their Mistress finds a man to give her what she wants. It frees them from the terrible burden of being a disappointment. And did you see how well she’s looking? More beautiful than ever, positively blooming. Whatever she’s getting up to with Robert, it’s doing her the world of good.’

She kissed him then, aroused by his pain.

‘And you did very well,’ she said, tempted to kiss him some more, he was hurting so sweetly. ‘Really and truly, you did. You were brave and obedient, and made Susan very happy. You put her happiness before yours, as a slave should. I’m very pleased with you, Dee, pleased and proud. You’re learning what it really means to be a woman’s slave.’

Her hand slipped round to the front of his panties. A little to her surprise he wasn’t hard, but she knew a slave could sometimes be very aroused and yet not be erect. Such a state often denoted an especially deep and transforming level of submission.

‘So small and pretty in your panties,’ she said. ‘It’s lovely, Dee, really it is. Now, I’m going up to my room to get changed for dinner. When I come down I’ll expect my meal to be ready. Open a bottle of wine and set the table for two. As a reward for good behaviour, you can eat at table with me tonight. You can be my companion,’ she said as she climbed the stairs to her bedroom, ‘and I’ll try to be as pretty in my dress as you are in yours.’

ANN FELT an elusive excitement as she changed from her riding clothes into a black silk coat-dress with sheer stay-up nylons and heels, wearing her prettiest white slip beneath her dress. When she’d first met David, she hadn’t much liked him. She’d thought him spoiled and pleased with himself, and nowhere near good enough for his lovely wife, but in his time with her she’d grown to like him both as her slave and as her companion. He was intelligent and hard-working, and he put women on a pedestal, which Ann thought foolish but endearing. And she’d always liked people who were driven to live according to their sexual nature, so long as they never exploited the young or the weak. She enjoyed the intelligence and complexity that often accompanied transgressive sexuality, the darkness and the light. David may have been a masochist, but she saw him, not as sad or strange, but as defiant, almost noble — an independent spirit brave enough to defy convention.

Society expected to control men through shame, force them into the dull, masculine conformity deemed essential to sail the capitalist ship. Ann was a successful businesswoman well able to negotiate murky capitalist waters, but in recent years she’d detected a laziness and greed in the banking and business worlds that depressed her. She remembered Joe saying shortly before he died that he wouldn’t want to start in business now. ‘Too much looking to profit from the failure of others,’ he’d said, ‘too much asset-stripping, not enough enterprise and invention,’ and Ann agreed with him. The world needed something much better than greedy, self-regarding men in suits. She had no clear idea what that something might be — many of the businesswomen she knew were more aggressive and predatory than their male equivalents — and yet she still believed there was a feminine way of running things more likely to make the world a better place, and she appreciated the individuality of men like David who defied the fears intended to shame and control them.

The more she thought about it, the more she thought David truly did possess his own peculiar brand of courage. ‘Don’t be a sissy,’ the male-dominated world told him, ‘don’t give in to women if you want to be a real man,’ or ‘a man should rule his wife and live as the head of his household,’ and yet he found pleasure where he was supposed to find only pain. ‘I’ll show you,’ he seemed to be shouting back at the world, ‘I’ll enjoy what you command me to hate. I’ll take pleasure in the shame you send to crush me.’

It was a twisted and immature kind of defiance, Ann concluded, but defiance it was nonetheless.

He’d found his own kind of freedom, a freedom in bondage, and she admired him for that, and was glad he was staying with her longer.

But, when she came downstairs, David seemed anything but brave or defiant. He’d set the table for two as he’d been told, and the kitchen was filled with the delicious aroma of the lamb curry he’d prepared earlier that day in the slow-cooker, but he was slumped over the work-top with his head in his hands.

His panties were showing, and his whole body was trembling. He didn’t look funny or sweet any more in his little tennis dress.

He looked lost and broken, Ann thought, angry with herself for relaxing her guard and not seeing this coming. She’d been lazy, and taken his compliance for granted. Clearly, Susan’s news had cut him to the quick, and hurt him very deeply.

‘Oh, come on,’ she said in a matter-of-fact voice she hoped might snap him out of it. ‘I thought you were beyond this.’

‘She’s found someone else,’ he said tearfully. ‘Another man.’

‘Of course she has,’ said Ann. ‘That’s what Mistresses do.’

‘I’m losing her,’ he said. ‘I’m losing Susan.’

‘Oh, don’t make such a fuss.’

‘Oh God,’ he moaned.

‘She still cares for you, you know she does.’

‘I love her.’

‘Then be happy for her,’ said Ann as if such a course was obvious, and the only choice open to him. ‘You’re her slave, her happiness should be your happiness, her pleasure your pleasure.’

‘I can’t do it,’ he sobbed. ‘I can’t.’

‘Of course you can,’ said Ann. ‘What choice do you have? Once a woman gains power over a man she’s going to use it, and quite right too. Why shouldn’t she? Why should we live in chains all our lives? Call it the life-force, call it anything you like, but a dominant woman is one of Nature’s true and irresistible glories. Did you honestly think a woman as beautiful as Susan wouldn’t find another man to love her? There’s nothing you can do about it, David, believe me, I know. I’ve been in Susan’s position. I took lovers openly and made my husband accept it, even thank me for it. He’d help me get dressed for my dates, look out my prettiest underwear and shoes while I did my hair and make-up. He’d answer the door to my lover, take him a beer while I finished getting ready. He didn’t want to meet him, I knew that — it shamed him terribly, brought tears to his eyes — but I’d make him do it. It aroused me, and you’ve no idea how deliciously wicked it felt to come downstairs and kiss my lover in front of my husband. It made me feel so strong and free, almost superhuman. You can’t fight a woman who’s tasted freedom like that, you can’t expect her to go back to being the loyal little wife. She’s grown too strong, flown too high. You have to think of her as more than your Mistress — as your Queen, your Empress, your lovely Italian Contessa. You may as well bow to her — celebrate her freedom, honour her beauty and power — let her hurt and enslave you. There’s pleasure in that, as you know better than most. You’re nearly there, David, so nearly,’ she said, hoping to persuade him of the delights to come, and of the strange freedom and nobility to be found in surrendering fully to a woman. ‘You’re standing at the gates. All you have to do is take a few more steps, and a whole new world will open up before you. It’s true, believe me. There are many different ways to find love and happiness, but few can match the joy of submitting to a dominant woman.’

‘I can’t do it,’ he said in a trembling voice. ‘I just can’t.’

Irritated with him, Ann tried surprising him with humour.

‘Don’t torture yourself,’ she said, quoting Morticia’s wonderful line from The Addams Family, ‘that’s my job.’

But her attempt at humour fell very flat. He didn’t even turn to look at her, and Ann felt a spasm of anger and impatience.

‘I’m not having this,’ she said sharply. ‘I’m really not. It’s just your silly pride getting in the way. Honestly, David, anyone would think you were important. Keep this up and I’ll give you something to cry about, you know I will. I’ve done it before and I’ll do it again. I’ll have you singing under my crop in no time.’

But he showed no reaction to her threat — nothing, not a flicker of fear or excitement and, for the first time in his stay with her, Ann felt worried about him. There was a deadness in his eyes and a weariness in his posture that alarmed her. He’d retreated to a desolate place beyond her reach, and she decided against beating him. He was in too delicate a state for such a harsh if life-giving medicine, but she wasn’t going to molly-coddle him either. That wasn’t in her nature.

‘It’s delayed shock,’ she said. ‘Nothing more, and nothing you won’t get over. You’ll get used to the idea of Susan having a lover soon enough. You’ll even come to like it, believe me, I know about these things. Now, come over to the table. You’ll feel better once you’ve had something to eat, and a glass of my best red wine.’

Taking over serving duties, Ann dished out the delicious smelling lamb and basmati rice, and poured the wine, but he barely ate, pushing his food around his plate like a surly teenager, and he didn’t touch the ruby red wine.

‘Well, you’re not much of a dinner companion, I must say,’ Ann said, her appetite diminished by his moodiness. ‘So much for wit and repartee — they obviously belong to a lost age. Remind me not to eat with you again.’

But he just stared at his plate and said nothing.

Ann sipped her wine, and said, ‘What am I going to do with you?’

‘Do what you like,’ he said in such a bleakly despairing and self-pitying tone it put an end to any possibility of conversation.

By force of habit, she took him through to the sitting-room and made him lie at her feet as her foot-stool. It was something Ann knew he liked, and she pretended to ignore him as she drank her wine and watched television, but she was keeping a watchful eye on him. She made sure her silk coat-dress fell open, allowing him a good view of her dark nylons, and the lace hem of her slip, and yet his eyes never once strayed towards her, not even when she dug her high heels into his back. He lay under her feet as unmoving as a corpse, for once immune to her charms.

She watched a cookery programme, and then caught up with an episode of BBC’s thriller series The Fall, giving up on it half-way through, and deciding not to watch any future episodes. She found it well written and acted, and she loved the Irish actors, but it gloried in its violence against women. It implied at the very heart of the drama that all the female victims of the handsome, charismatic killer, even the principal detective played by the lovely Gillian Anderson, Agent Scully from the X-Files, secretly longed for the killer to abduct, torture and kill them. Ann simply didn’t believe in such a psycho-sexual collusion, and yet it featured in countless films and TV dramas. It was a familiar, dead-headed formula that wearied and sickened Ann to her core.

Not for the first time, she wondered at how dangerous and unpleasant popular mainstream entertainment could be — far more dangerous and unpleasant than any of the S&M sex she’d enjoyed in her life-time, the kind of sex the same mainstream culture would be only too quick to condemn as twisted and perverse. She believed there was an almost traceless poison under this hypocrisy that held everyone prisoner, and allowed real cruelty and evil to thrive in the world.

Perhaps it was her reaction to the drama that made her decide to take a gentler and more loving approach to her slave.

‘Come upstairs with me,’ she said, rising from her chair. ‘It’s time for bed.’

Normally, when she walked ahead of him up the stairs, she felt his keen sexual interest, his eyes glued to her legs and softly swaying skirt or dress, but tonight she felt nothing from him at all.

‘Switch on the bedside light, and turn down my bed,’ she said, leaving him in her bedroom as she went into the shower–room.

As she peed, she thought of calling him through and using him the way she usually did before bed, but she decided against it. She knew such an act, as with everything in S&M, had to be consensual or, at its best, symbiotic. A meeting of minds, a sweetly shared contagion.

It would be no fun for her if it was no fun for him.

She brushed her teeth and considered her options. If the shock of Susan’s news had rendered him immune to her charms as a Mistress, she had other more conventional methods she could bring to bear. Ann knew herself to be nothing if not resourceful, and she enjoyed many different kinds of sex.

No, she decided, David was not beyond her reach.

When she went back into the bedroom, he was standing by her bed with the same dead look in his eyes. He didn’t move or turn his head to look at her. She felt his hurt almost as a physical presence in the room, and she sensed a profound loneliness in him, which Ann had always thought the most human of suffering.

‘Take your shoes off,’ she said.

When he didn’t move, she knelt by his feet and unlaced his dainty tennis shoes before tugging them from his feet.

‘If you’re going to be such a baby,’ she said, ‘Mummy will have to do it for you.’

She stood and, leaning lightly against him, reached back prettily to shuck off her high-heeled shoes, first one, then the other, letting them drop onto the carpet. Shorter without her shoes, he was a little taller than her.

‘Oh, these buttons are a nuisance,’ she said, undoing one of the long row of buttons that ran down the front of her coat-dress. Normally, she just pulled the dress off over her head, but tonight she would do it differently.

‘Aren’t you going to help?’ she enquired, undoing another button. ‘There are so many for Mummy to undo all by herself.’

Hating her teasing, maternal tone, he shot her a murderous look, but Ann saw it as a sign of life, and persevered, undoing another button to reveal the soft lace of her slip and bra. Ann had noticed on a number of occasions how much David liked her in a slip, and she planned to use his liking to rekindle his passion, and free him from his dark and lonely prison.

‘Come on, baby,’ she said. ‘Mummy needs help.’

Once more he shot her a murderous glance, but there was something else under his anger, Ann was sure of it. Something like life. Something like desire.

‘Come on,’ she said, risking all by taking his hands and leading them to the next button on her dress. ‘On you go, baby, you can do it,’ she whispered, nuzzling into his neck, and kissing his throat. ‘Show Mummy how clever you are. Show Mummy.’

He gave a low moan, either of desire or despair, she couldn’t tell which, and then he undid the button with trembling fingers.

‘Clever baby,’ she said warmly. ‘Good baby, that’s the way. Mummy’s pleased, very pleased. Now the next button.’

He gave another moan, and unfastened the next button.

‘Such a good baby,’ she said. ‘Soon Mummy will be able to take her dress right off. Won’t that be lovely?’

Ann made further encouraging remarks, both sweet and goading, as he worked his way down the buttons, keeping her gaze firmly on his face even if he never once dared to look her in the eye. Every now and then she grazed against him, letting her dress and slip touch his pretty pleats, pushing her leg against his leg, letting him feel the smooth nylon of her hose against his skin. She rubbed her nose and mouth softly against his throat, then kissed one of his earrings.

Good baby,’ she whispered. ‘Clever baby.’

He felt her soft, warm breath against his cheek as his fingers undid the buttons on her dress. He couldn’t drag his gaze from her full breasts so prettily encased in her bra and slip.

‘Thank-you, baby,’ she said, once he’d undone the last button. ‘You’re such a help to Mummy.’

She shrugged off her coat-dress, and let if fall to the floor.

‘I could wear my nightdress to bed,’ she said, or I could sleep naked,’ she added. ‘Or I could keep my slip on in bed, my stockings and panties too. What do you think, David? Hmm, what would you prefer?’

He looked at her then, and she saw the fire in his eyes.

‘I think maybe you’d like me to keep my slip on?’ she said. ‘Would you, David? My stockings and panties too, my pretty silk panties? Would you like that?’

‘Yes,’ he said so quietly it was as if a ghost had spoken.

‘Then I will keep them on,’ she said, ‘but only if you keep your pretty dress on too. Will you, David, will you keep your pretty dress on for me?’

She pushed against him, once more letting her slip graze against his soft pleats.

‘I’d like you to keep it on,’ she said when he didn’t reply. ‘If you keep it on, we can cuddle up like girls. Wouldn’t that be lovely, but I’ll take my bra off first, I think,’ she added, never taking her eyes from his as she reached behind her to unclasp her bra before pulling it free from the delicate little straps of her slip. Dropping her bra on the floor by her dress and shoes, she arranged the lace of her slip over her lovely breasts. ‘Oh, that feels much better,’ she said, her nipples hard against the soft lace. She touched her breasts with softly drifting fingers, making her nipples yet harder and, seeming to offer them to David, said, ‘Look, David, look how much nicer it feels.’

His gaze dropped to the heavenly sight, and she felt his breath quicken.

‘You like that,’ she said, her hand slipping under his pleats. ‘Let me feel how much you like it.’

She placed her hand on the front of his panties and smiled to feel his erection beneath the soft material.

‘Oh, my,’ she said, sweetly mocking, ‘baby’s getting to be such a big boy.’

Unable to resist any longer he pulled her into a kiss made fierce by anger, and she returned his passion, feeling her own desire grow to match his, but she kept up her lightly mocking manner. She knew how much it aroused him.

‘And quite the ladies’ man too,’ she said, pulling him down with her onto the bed and covering them with the duvet.

She felt his surprise. She’d never invited him into her bed before — that was too great an honour for a lowly slave — and she’d never let him fuck her, only worship her with his mouth, but tonight she felt a genuine tenderness towards him.

Ann knew Susan’s news had hurt him very deeply, despite his submissive nature, and she wanted to heal that hurt. And for six long weeks he’d been so obedient, and worked so hard in her service that she wanted to reward him for his devotion. She kissed his forehead, and held him in her warm embrace. In the soft light of the bedside lamp, she thought he looked fragile, otherworldly, a timid Tam Lin in the bower of The Faerie-Queen.

To her surprise, her desire for him grew strong and urgent.

‘I’m not going to send you away the way I usually do,’ she said. ‘You can sleep with me tonight. You don’t have to worry, baby, you don’t have to worry about anything.’

Moving a strap of her slip to one side, she led his mouth to her breast where he latched on gratefully, sucking her swollen nipple, his tongue swirling around it.

‘There, baby,’ she said softly in his ear. ‘Nothing can hurt you here. Nothing at all.’

He nestled in her soft embrace as needy as a newborn babe, and Ann felt a deeper rush of arousal.

She’d tricked herself.

Falling for her own silly act, she felt genuinely loving and protective towards him, and this stirred a response in her as sensual as it was maternal. His mouth felt wonderful on her breast, and she welcomed the wetness between her legs.

Her hand slid under his dress where she freed his cock from his panties, rubbing it slowly, and murmuring seductively, ‘Does that feel good, baby? Does it feel good against my stockings and my pretty slip? Does it feel good?’

His eyes tight shut, he suckled harder while one of his hands slipped between her legs and rubbed her through her panties. Without taking his mouth from her breast, he gave a long moan of desire. His hand had found that magical place at the tops of her stay-up stockings where nylon gave way to flesh, and he touched her gently there, his gliding fingers possessed by a wonder and grace that thrilled Ann.

She put her hand on his and led his fingers to the edge of her panties, saying, ‘Feel how soft my panties are, how soft and loose. I won’t have to take them off. I’ll hold them to one side and keep them on while you fuck me. Would you like that, David, would you?’

He moaned and one of his fingers slid inside her. Ann gave a shiver, and gasped in pleasure, opening her legs wider for him.

‘Think how the lace will feel against your cock,’ she said. ‘So soft and silky. I’ll like it too, just holding them aside to let you fuck me. Should we do that, baby, should we?’

His mouth let go of her breast but, before he could speak, she’d led his mouth to her other breast, saying, ‘Don’t forget the other one. Kiss it, baby, that’s it. It’s for you, all for you.’

Kissing her breast with even greater fervour, he drowned in her beauty, his fingers moving inside her slick cunt.

‘That’s it,’ said Ann huskily, ‘that’s the way. I wonder if Susan’s doing this too, fucking her new man.’

David tensed and tried to pull away, but she held his mouth to her breast, and pushed her cunt against his fingers.

‘I’m sure she is,’ said Ann, lancing his deepest wound to let the poison out. ‘They won’t be able to keep their hands off each other. They’ll be doing it and doing it, fucking and fucking and fucking. Lucky Susan,‘ she said, ‘and lucky us.’

She pulled him on top of her then and, with a lovely fluid motion of her hips, took him deep inside her.

Letting go of her breast, he threw his head back and cried out in loss and desire, hailing Ann’s sensual beauty even as he mourned the loss of his wife. Aroused by the animal sound, Ann pulled him closer and began to move with him, finding an easy, hungry rhythm. God, it felt good to fuck a man. She’d forgotten how good.

‘That’s it,’ she gasped, increasing their tempo. ‘That’s what I want.’

He fucked her harder, and she matched him, saying, ‘Don’t hold back, don’t you dare. Just come, come for me.’

His thrusts grew frenzied, and she gazed up at him as she moved wantonly beneath him. His hard vigorous cock felt lovely inside her. It had been too long since she’d done this with a man, and she felt a womanly satisfaction at the depth of his need for her. He was doing all he could to hold back and prove what a man he was, but she knew he’d fail. She could tell by his ragged breathing, and the little sounds he was making in his throat. Soon he would empty himself inside her, and find peace.

She fondled his lean buttocks under his pretty dress, saying in his ear, ‘Come now, baby, I mean it. Come for me, come now!’

Thrusting harder, he buried his face in her soft hair, and then he lifted his head and claimed her mouth with a fierce, hungry kiss. Moving with him, she lost herself in the kiss and, when she felt him lose control, their cries of pleasure became one, and she plunged over the cliff with him, astonished to climax in so short a time.

They lay hugging, getting their breath back and struggling to find their bearings. Feeling suddenly awkward in such an intimate embrace, Ann tried to move from under him, but he only groaned and held her tighter. He went to pull out of her but he shivered and stayed where he was. After his explosive orgasm, his cock felt so sensitive he couldn’t bear to move, and he waited for it to soften but, while he waited, he thrilled again to the smoothness of her stockings against his legs, the lovely scent of her hair, and her glorious warmth and shape beneath him.

Impossibly, he hadn’t softened, or at least, not much. When he moved, he felt her deep female warmth as well as the soft lace of her panties and slip, and he experienced once more the hunger to possess her. Afflicted by an almost painful renewal of desire, he stayed hard inside her, and they lay locked together like dogs in heat. In no time, he began to move inside her again, his cock harder, hungrier than ever.

Ann looked at him wide-eyed in surprise, and started to speak, but he silenced her with a kiss, and began to thrust with a passion rooted in pain and pride. The jealous anger he felt at his wife’s infidelity, and Ann’s colluding authority, fuelled his passion, and drove him beyond the physical laws of desire. He couldn’t be this aroused so soon after orgasm, and yet he was, and he pounded into his erstwhile Mistress, taking her with all his masculine strength and vigour.

Thrilled beyond measure to have this imperious woman under his power, he fucked her with a primal energy. Free at last, he claimed her as his own, arching his back to take her breasts in his mouth, then seeking out her lovely, full mouth, drowning with her in a never-ending kiss.

At first Ann was too surprised to return his passion, and clung on like a rider on a runaway horse, but she responded soon enough, feeling his loneliness and anger, as well as the burning male pride she’d held in check for so long. She knew he longed to punish her for her female authority, hurt and ravish her, beat the slave song out of her with his hard, thrusting cock the way she’d beaten it from him with her fiery crop, and yet, for all his potency, he still could not get the better of her. Thrilled by his vigour, Ann melted into his kiss, moving under him with a liquid ease that both welcomed and inflamed his passion as she raced him to bliss.

This time David felt the wave begin in his feet and move inexorably up his legs before taking possession of his gut, his chest, his whole being, clearing his mind of everything that wasn’t pure, animal lust. When the wave broke, he felt as if his body was tearing itself apart. He broke free of their kiss and threw his head back, roaring out in joy and loss like a warrior going to his death in battle, too lost in pleasure to feel Ann’s crushing embrace, or hear her wanton cries of joy.

Afterwards, he softened and slid out of her at last, and he lay to one side, freeing her from his weight, but they still embraced, sharing tender little kisses of joy and wonder.

Ann wanted to speak, call him by some sweet name, and David wanted to say how lovely her hair smelled, and how warm and wonderful her body still felt under her slip, but neither of them said a word.

Pleasure had drained them utterly.

Within moments, they’d fallen fast asleep in each other’s arms.

Tam Lin and The Faerie-Queen.

WHEN DAVID woke it was the middle of the night. For long moments he had no idea where he was, and then he felt Ann stir and settle, breathing slowly, fast asleep again. He needed to pee, and he got out of bed, careful not to wake Ann, and found his way to the shower-room. He closed the door, and switched on the light, blinking against the porcelain brightness. He went to pee and saw the dainty pleats of the dress he was still wearing. He pulled it off over his head, and tugged off his matching knickers and ankle-socks, leaving them in a pile under the sink. He stood with his legs apart and took a long, satisfying pee, a free man again. He remembered Susan’s visit, and felt once more a stinging anger and shame, but he also remembered making love with Ann, and a kind of peace settled on him, a peace that calmed his jealous anger without coming near to banishing it.

He splashed his face with cold water and looked at his reflection in the mirror, wondering what kind of man he’d become, and what lay in store for him. He put out the light and went back into the bedroom. He thought of going downstairs, finding Ann’s car keys, and driving away. Susan and her builder could go and fuck themselves for all he cared. He’d drive home, pack a suitcase of clothes, find his wallet and phone, and keep on driving.

He had no idea where he’d go — a destination wasn’t important — only the prospect of freedom and the open road. He was about to go when he heard Ann’s voice, warm and soft in the near-darkness.

‘So there you are,’ she said. ‘I thought I’d lost you. Come back to bed.’

She stretched with feline grace, and moved her head on the pillow to find sleep again. Captivated by her warm voice and sleepy movement, David forgot all about driving away, and got back into bed beside her. Ann sighed with sleepy satisfaction, and pushed her glorious bottom, so warm and silky beneath her slip, against his cock. He would tell by her breathing that she’d fallen asleep again, and he pulled her tight against him, one of his hands cupping a lovely breast through the lace of her slip. He didn’t mind the wet patch left by their coupling, and he lay like that for a long time, listening to her breathing, inhaling the warm womanly scent of her. His cock hard against the tops of her thighs, he recalled how wonderful it had felt to fuck her at last. His cock leapt at the memory, and began to pulse involuntarily as if he was having a wet-dream, but he didn’t wake her. His cock was still pulsing sweetly, beating with desire, when he joined her in sleep.

The next he knew, Ann was kissing him, saying, ’Good morning, David, did you sleep well?’

He mumbled something, and nuzzled his face against her hair. It was light outside but he didn’t feel ready to wake. Ann laid a hand on his chest, and said, ‘You’ve taken off your dress, you must be a big, strong man now.’

She laughed and kissed him lightly, rubbing her nose softly against his, and letting her hand slide down to his cock.

‘Are you?’ she murmured huskily, ‘are you a big, strong man? Oh yes, you are,’ she said, fondling his jutting erection. ‘What a lovely way to wake,’ she said, cupping his balls before sliding on top of him.

‘I wouldn’t want this to go to waste,’ she said, a smile in her voice as she took his cock inside her, and began to move with a motion as slow and easy as the sea.

It was a lazy, morning fuck, and they came sweetly together before snuggling down and going straight back to sleep, puppies in a basket.

When next he woke he was alone in the bed. He could hear the shower running, and the light from half-opened curtains was much brighter. Looking at the bedside clock he saw that it was after ten o’clock, much later than his scheduled time to bring Ann coffee and cook her breakfast.

He felt a stab of anxiety, but he didn’t get out of bed. Instead, he gave in to the comfort of his warm bed, and lay back, luxuriating in the soft, linen sheets. He heard the shower go off and, not long after, Ann came naked into her bedroom. Suddenly awkward, he closed his eyes and pretended to be asleep.

He heard drawers opening and closing. He risked a peek over the edge of the duvet to be greeted by the glorious sight of Ann putting on a pair of pretty white panties and matching bra. She looked beautiful getting dressed, graceful yet purposeful, and infinitely enticing.

‘Are you enjoying the view?’ she said, sitting on the stool at her dressing-table to put on her tights. Caught out, he stretched and yawned, pretending he’d only just woken.

‘You can’t fool me,’ Ann said lightly, standing and going to the wardrobe where she selected a black leather pencil skirt, before stepping into it and pulling it up her legs with a delightful swishing sound, and reaching behind her to do up its zip. ‘I really don’t mind, you know, you can look all you like,’ she said as she disappeared into her shoe closet, coming out moments later with a pair of elegant black high-heeled shoes. She sat on the bed to put them on, and then leaned down to kiss him.

Now his lover, her proud face seemed to him more open, less guarded and stern. He took his arms out from under the duvet to embrace her, but she’d already stood and gone back to the wardrobe where she put on her red silk blouse.

‘For once I’m going to cook you breakfast,’ she said, brushing her hair briskly. ‘Have a shower and it’ll be ready when you come down.’

She’d gone to a blanket-box in a far corner of her bedroom where she rummaged inside before pulling out a pair of faded blue men’s work overalls.

‘You can wear these,’ she said, tossing the overalls onto the bed. ‘You can wear my panties underneath if the like. You’ll find a pair in the laundry-basket, but maybe this time you should go without. I’ve a feeling we should take a holiday from being Mistress and slave.’

And with those words, she left the room, leaving him to ponder the significance of her words.

DAVID FOUND it strange to come downstairs and discover Ann busy in the kitchen. In his stay with her she’d only cooked on a handful of occasions, and hadn’t done a stroke of housework, but she served up a magnificent breakfast of grilled sausages and bacon with scrambled eggs, fried mushrooms, and strong black coffee, and endless slices of toast with butter and marmalade.

Sex had given them hearty appetites, and they said little as they devoured the delicious food.

‘My God,’ said Ann once she’d finished, ‘I won’t have to eat for a fortnight.’

To David’s surprise, she stood and cleared the table, and then tidied up and loaded the dishwasher while he sat at table drinking coffee.

He watched her as she worked, thinking again how beautiful she was.

‘What are you staring at?’ she asked him.

‘You,’ he said. ‘I’ve never seen you do housework before.’

‘I like a little novelty in my life,’ she said, smiling as she came over and poured more coffee. She didn’t sit down, but stood by his side looking at him warmly.

‘How are you?’ she said.

‘Well, I think,’ he said, moved by her friendship. ‘Better, thank-you.’

‘I should hope so,’ she said with a glint in her eye. ‘I don’t usually take slaves to my bed, or cook them breakfast in the morning.’

‘Am I still your slave?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Are you?’

‘Do I have a choice?’

‘I was hoping you’d made your choice,’ she said.

‘What do you mean?’ he said.

‘Let’s see,’ she said, sliding her hand through a gap in his overalls and reaching down between his legs. ‘No panties,’ she declared.

‘No panties,’ he said.

‘I’m glad,’ she said, sitting on his lap and pulling him into a deep kiss. ‘Let’s just be friends for a change,’ she said in between kisses. ‘Man and woman, okay?’

‘Okay,’ he said, pulling her into another kiss.

‘It’s good to take a break,’ she said. ‘See what the view’s like from the other side of the mountain.’

‘You’re lovely,’ he said.

‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ she said, smiling at his earnestness.

‘What do I call you?’ he said. ‘On this side of the mountain?’

‘Ann,’ she said.

‘I don’t know if I can,’ he said.

‘Why not?’

‘I’m a creature of habit.’

‘I’ve told you,’ she said. ‘We’re taking a holiday from Mistress and slave. Go on, try. Say my name.’

‘It’s not a trick?’

‘No,’ she said tenderly. ‘It’s not a trick.’

‘Ann,’ he said, his eyes filling up.

‘There you go,’ she said, kissing his eyes gently. ‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’

‘No,’ he said. ‘That wasn’t bad at all.’

THAT AFTERNOON they drove to the nearest town where Ann took David shopping for clothes. They went into Next where he tried on a shirt and jeans to find out his sizes. Susan was right — he had shrunk. He now took a waist size 30 instead of 34, and medium instead of large in shirts. His hard labour in service to Ann had transformed him into a different, wirier creature.

Ann didn’t like any of the shops in the town, and she decided that Timberland, although dull, was the best of a bad bunch. She led him inside and, in double quick time, she selected four shirts, two in white, one in printed chambray and one in blue check; a slim fit jumper in blue merino wool, a pair of blue jeans, and a pair of dark chinos with a vintage leather belt, six pairs of plain socks and a 4-pack of boxers in blue and black. David tried on a pair of sturdy but good-looking Earthkeeper boots, which both of them liked, and finally Ann brought him a lambskin leather bomber jacket to try on, which David noticed was priced at £750. Ann, who didn’t seem to notice the price of things, added it to the growing pile of clothes. ‘You look good in it,’ she said, ‘and you need to look good if you’re going to be seen with me.’

She found a pair of old-fashioned striped men’s pyjamas, and threw them onto the pile on the counter, saying, ‘I’ve always liked men in pyjamas like these, don’t ask me why.’

Ann paid for the clothes while David went into a cubicle and changed into the jeans with one of the white shirts, his new boots and his leather jacket. It felt strange but wonderful to be dressed in well-made, manly clothes with loose cotton boxer shorts beneath instead of flimsy panties, and he felt something in him recover a little from the terrible blow of Susan’s infidelity.

Ann wolf-whistled when he came out of the cubicle, which made the assistant laugh and David blush.

‘I can’t let you pay for all this,’ he said as they carried the packages to the car.

‘Of course you can,’ said Ann. ‘I’m your sugar-mama, and besides, I owe you for all the work you’ve done for me. I always pay my debts, David,’ she added, ‘I’m funny that way.’

Over the next few days, they settled into a close and easy relationship. The intimacies they’d shared as Mistress and slave must have prepared the way for a more conventional kind of bond for they quickly took to their new life. They went for long walks, discussed music, books and films, ate out in restaurants where Ann enjoyed the envious looks from other women, jealous of her handsome and attentive young escort, and they sought out theatre productions and art exhibitions in the nearby cities.

Ann certainly did not become subordinate to her young lover, not by any means, but she lived happily as his equal partner. They took turns to drive, cook, and clean and tidy the house, and they passed the toughest test of all — being able to sit together in silence without feeling the need to speak.

They both loved Leonard Cohen, and they marked the sad news of his death by listening to his songs for a whole evening, drinking far too much wine, and waltzing round the kitchen to ‘Dance Me To The End Of Love.’ When ‘Closing Time’ began to play and Cohen sang the wonderful line, ‘The women tear their blouses off and the men they dance on the polka-dots,’ Ann sang out with him, and then tore off her blouse and fucked David on the kitchen floor to honour the singer’s passing.

Afterwards, David lit the stove and they cuddled in front of it, listening to his fabulous last record, only released a few weeks before his death, ‘You Want It Darker.’ Now that he was dead, every word seemed to predict his end, and yet these last songs, like all their predecessors, were full of warmth and humour.

But they were not only mourning Cohen’s passing — ‘The Death Of A Ladies’ Man’ as Ann called it — they were also in their own way mourning the recent election of Donald Trump to the American presidency, an event they feared marked the beginning of a new Dark Age for the world. Depressed and miserable about his election, they couldn’t bring themselves to talk about it, but they found relief in the humanity and deep intelligence of Cohen’s songs. When the playlist began again and they heard him sing, ’There is a crack in everything, that’s how the light gets in,’ they held each other closer, and felt the beginning of a new hope.

They even found it in their hearts, despite their terrible misgivings, to wish the President Elect well in his new job.

But it was sex that bound them together most powerfully, a connection Cohen would have understood, and given his blessing to. Ann liked David in his old-fashioned pyjamas and they slept together every night in Ann’s wide bed, often making love again in the morning before sleeping late and rising around ten o’clock to shower together and then share breakfast. Ann let David choose her clothes, which were mostly the clothes she would have worn anyway. David had grown to love her restrained and lady-like style, and most days she wore her usual slips and dark nylons under her customary pencil skirts and elegant dresses. David found her intoxicating and irresistible whatever she wore. Quite literally, he couldn’t keep his hands off her, and Ann did nothing to discourage his attentions. They often took siestas, and Ann would keep her clothes on while they fucked. He loved to see her with her respectable clothes in disarray, and her eyes, at first sparkling with amusement and desire, turn warm and sleepy with contentment. When they woke from their siesta, he’d lie in bed and watch her arrange her clothes, and do her hair and fix her make-up. He’d grow hard again as he watched her, already looking forward to going to bed with her at night.

And once, in the dark of the cinema, after kissing and fondling like teenagers, he got down on his knees and worshipped between her legs until she came with a muffled cry of delight. The cinema was almost empty and, when David climbed back into his seat, Ann undid his trousers and gave him a blow-job that made him see stars.

Another time, they left a poorly acted production of Three Sisters, and hurried back to their car where they fucked in the back seat with the desperate hunger of Masha and Vershinin.

From time to time they talked about sex, and their discovery of sadomasochism.

‘I think it started in my last year at Primary School,’ Ann said one night as she opened their second bottle of wine, and Bobbie Gentry played quietly from the speakers.

‘Primary School?’ said David in surprise. ‘That’s a bit young for S&M, isn’t it?’

‘Don’t be stupid,’ she said. ‘I didn’t think of it as S&M in those days, I was only eleven.’

‘So what happened?’

‘Nothing actually happened,’ she said, ‘but a new class teacher took over after the summer holidays. A Scottish woman from Glasgow, Miss Munro.’

‘Miss Jean Brodie,’ said David.

‘In a way,’ said Ann. ‘The old teacher had been too soft, and the bad boys had the run of the place. It used to drive me mad because I was clever and wanted to learn, but everything changed once Miss Munro took over.’

‘Was she strict?’

‘Actually, she wasn’t,’ said Ann, ‘at least not in the way teachers are usually strict. It was more that she didn’t take any nonsense, especially from the bad boys. Suddenly peace and quiet reigned, and everyone got on with their work. I really don’t know how she did it. She didn’t rage or shout or send anyone to the headmistress. She just seemed to expect you to obey — I’m sure that was the key, her expectation of good behaviour — and everyone fell into line. Somehow she made it seem that disobedience wasn’t an option.’

‘Maybe it’s because she came from Glasgow.’

‘Maybe,’ laughed Ann who, like most English people, found Glaswegians terrifying, ‘but she made the work fun, and that always helps. She was pretty and small with a dancer’s figure, skinny but full of energy, and she always smelled nice. I must have had a crush on her. Whenever she sat down beside me to go over my work I’d get this lovely feeling in my stomach, like butterflies, but nice butterflies, if you know what I mean.’

‘I do,’ he said.

He was suffering an attack at that very moment, and he couldn’t help thinking how impish and quick-minded Ann must have been as a girl.

‘I’m sure, more than anything, it was the intelligence in her eyes that did it,’ said Ann. ‘And she always looked as if laughter was never far away, a private, shared laughter. And I loved her Scottish accent. She hypnotised the whole class with it. I remember wanting to be like her one day. Clever and kind, and able to make boys do whatever I wanted without even having to try.’

‘Well, you succeeded,’ he said.

‘Ah, yes, but you’re biased,’ she said, kissing him and cuddling up close. ‘Biased, and a bit of a walkover.’

‘Guilty on both counts,’ he said.

‘So what about you?’ she asked.

‘When did I first know I was mad?’

‘Yes,’ she said, giggling in a way he’d never heard from her before.

‘Cherchez la femme,’ he said.

‘Ah,’ said Ann.

‘We were fifteen. She was in my class at school. Sarah Davidson.’

‘Your first girlfriend?’

‘I wanted her to be, but I never quite got my wish.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I did all the usual things, carried her books to school, bought her presents, took her to parties and dances, but she only kissed me once, and that was to make another boy jealous at a party. She’d get me to do her homework, and ask me round to her house to do the chores her parents expected her to do. I knew she was taking advantage of me, but I didn’t care. I was head over heels in love with her.’

‘You were her slave?’

‘Yes, but I didn’t know it. I just thought this was how it was between boys and girls. It quickly became too much for me. She started dating other boys, and confiding in me about the things she did with them, as if I was her girlfriend. She’d try on different dresses in front of me, and ask which dress I thought her latest boyfriend would like her in best. She’d walk around naked in front of me, make me fetch her shoes and underwear. She’d even let me walk her to her dates, hold my hand until she saw him. I still remember how it hurt when I watched her kiss another boy. She had a cruel streak a mile wide, but it didn’t make any difference. It just made me love her all the more. I tried to stop seeing her, but I couldn’t.’

‘No wonder you’re the way you are,’ Ann said gently, feeling sorry for him.

‘She was all I could think about,’ said David. ‘I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep at night, I started to do badly at school. My parents thought I was taking drugs. They even sent me to see a doctor.’

‘There ain’t no cure for love,’ said Ann, quoting Cohen as was her wont.

‘There was no cure for the way I felt, but that summer her family moved to Australia, and I never saw her again. After a month or two I recovered, and life went back to normal.’

‘But the seed had been planted?’

‘It had,’ he said. ‘I never stopped dreaming about her, sometimes I still do, all these years later, and then there was TV and film. Around that time, I discovered black and white reruns of The Avengers.’

‘God, yes,’ said Ann. ‘Diana Rigg as Emma Peel.’

‘From the moment I saw her she lived inside me like a fever,’ said David. ‘She took Sarah’s place in my dreams. I couldn’t sleep for thinking of her.’

‘You and millions of other men.’

‘It wasn’t the boots or cat-suits,’ he said. ‘At least, I don’t remember it being that. It was what you said — the intelligence in her eyes. She always had that amused look as if she knew you wanted to fling yourself at her feet, and stay there until the end of time. More than that, she looked as if she wouldn’t mind if you did.’

‘That’s right,’ said Ann. ‘She looked as if she’d be perfectly happy to let you.’

‘”Be my guest,” she seemed to be saying, ”and if you end up looking like a fool then so much the better.”’

‘Yes,’ laughed Ann. ‘That was it exactly.’

‘And then there was her nose,’ said David. ‘Her lovely, pert nose.’

‘I saw her recently, playing a queen in Game of Thrones.’

‘So did I,’ said David. ‘She was the best thing in it.’

‘Here’s to Diana Rigg,’ said Ann, clinking glasses with him in a toast. ‘A Goddess of intelligence in a dull, modern age.’

‘And then there’s Debbie Harry,’ said David.

‘Everyone loves Debbie Harry,’ said Ann.

‘They do,’ said David. ‘And Ann Bancroft.’

‘Here’s to you, Mrs Robinson.’

‘And Chrissie Hynde.’

‘The singer in The Pretenders?’

‘That’s her.’

‘I like her,’ said Ann, suddenly breaking into, ‘”Gonna use my arms, gonna use my legs, gonna use my fingers, gonna use my-my-my-imagination,”’ from The Pretenders’ great song Brass In Pocket.

‘Rita Hayworth in Gilda,’ said David.

‘I love that film,’ said Ann, feeling their bond deepening. ‘What’s that great line she says to Glenn Ford?’

‘”I hate you too, Johnny. I hate you so much I think I’m gonna die from it.”’

‘Genius,’ said Ann. ‘Pure, twisted, bloody genius, probably the sexiest line in any film.’

‘And what about Barbara Stanwyck taking charge of Henry Fonda in The Lady Eve,’ said David, ‘and Ava Gardner and Faye Dunaway in just about anything.’

‘Cate Blanchett and Rooney Mara in Carol,’ said Ann.

‘Loved it,’ said David.

‘I bet you wanted to wear the dresses,’ said Ann.

‘I bet you did too,’ said David.

‘Every last one of them,’ said Ann. ‘And the coats and the underwear and hats, and the gloves, especially the gloves, that pair she leaves on the counter most of all. I could smell her perfume on them.’

‘And the cars,’ said David.

‘And the cars,’ said Ann.

‘And Jeanne Moreau and Isabelle Huppert,’ said David. ‘My God, Isabelle Huppert,’ he said again, awed just by the sound of her name.

‘She’s wonderful,’ said Ann. ‘Fearless and beautiful.’

‘I can hardly bear to watch her,’ said David. ‘I’m terrified I’ll fall in love, move to France and become one of those stalkers.’

‘It all comes down to the eyes again. Intelligent eyes.’

‘It does,’ said David. ‘You look a little like her, you know?’

‘Who?’

‘Isabelle Huppert.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous, she’s as thin as a rake.’

‘You do look like her. You have that same shrug.’

‘What do you mean ‘shrug’?

‘That French look that says I know I’m sexy, but who cares, it’s only sex?’

‘Nonsense.’

‘It’s true, you look like Isabelle Huppert crossed with Elizabeth Taylor in Cat On A Hot Tin Roof, especially when you’re wearing a slip.’

‘Oh, stop it!’

‘It’s true!’

‘It’s nothing of the kind.’

‘Believe me, you’re as beautiful as any film star.’

He kissed her then, softly and lingeringly, making her believe him, at least for a moment or two.

‘In that case,’ she said, ‘you look like, oh, what’s his name?’

‘Who?’ he said.

‘That actor with the unpronounceable name.’

‘Doesn’t help,’ he said.

‘You know who I mean,’ she said. ‘He played Hornblower on television.’

‘Ioan Gruffudd,’ said David, doing his best with the Welsh name.

‘That’s him,’ said Ann. ‘You look just like him.’

‘Do I?’ said David.

‘He’s taller, but apart from that you could be brothers, twins even.’

‘Is that a good thing?’

‘Oh, yes, a very good thing,’ said Ann. ‘I liked him in Hornblower, not just for his looks, but also for his shyness and good manners. Those remind me of you too.’

‘So that’s why you can’t get enough of me?’

‘Very possibly,’ laughed Ann, pouring them more wine. ‘I remember one night having the sweetest dream about young Captain Hornblower. Would you like to hear it?’

‘I’d like nothing more.’

‘It’s X-certificate.’

‘What a surprise.’

‘In my dream,’ she said, leaning her head on his shoulder, ‘I was a rich Italian Contessa.’

‘Type cast again,’ he said.

‘Keep quiet and listen,’ she said. ‘I’d come on board Hornblower’s ship, taking passage to God knows where. I remember coming up the gangway in a long velvet coat and gown. It felt so lovely, dreamy and free, with all the sailors looking at me. Anyway, out of deference to my sex and nobility, Captain Hornblower gave up his captain’s cabin to me. It soon became a very feminine cabin with my dresses and undergarments and other knick-knacks scattered in every corner, much to the young captain’s annoyance and embarrassment. He’d eat with me in the cabin every night, and then I’d take him to bed as my shyly adoring lover. During the day he’d be the all-powerful ship’s captain commanding his crew, but at night he’d live at my feet, and worship under my petticoats.’

‘Lucky Captain Hornblower.’

‘Not always so lucky,’ said Ann. ‘My authority over him grew crueller by the day until it knew no bounds. Soon I had him hanging naked over the side of the ship painting a new name on the ship’s side. Instead of being called The Hotspur, I’d commanded him to re-name his ship ‘Contessa’ in my honour. In my dream, I took tea on the bridge with his officers while he hung over the side painting the name. It sounds foolish, but I found it all intensely erotic. I remember very clearly laughing and flirting with his officers as I took command of his ship. After he’d completed his task, he had to report to me, shivering and naked, on the bridge in front of his officers. Of course, I bad him kneel and kiss my dainty ankle-boots before telling him to go below and await me in my cabin. After an enjoyable time flirting with his handsome officers, I went below where I did unspeakable things with Captain Horatio Hornblower in the cabin of His Majesty’s Ship Contessa.’

‘I’d sail on The Contessa any day,’ said David.

‘You already have,’ said Ann. ‘But shore leave has its moments, don’t you think?’

Aroused by her dream, David kissed her and caressed her breasts. She returned his kiss, parting her legs for him, leading his hand under her skirt to the tops of her legs where he felt her glorious warmth beneath her panties. She moaned into his mouth and pushed down against his hand.

Before long, they finished their wine, and went upstairs to bed where they did unspeakable things with each other in the Contessa’s luxurious bed-chamber.

THE DAYS became a week, one week became two, and in the third week of their new relationship, David accompanied Ann to London for three days of meetings about her many business interests.

During the day David roamed the city while Ann attended her meetings. He relished being a tourist in the lovely city, but he spent every evening with Ann. They ate in expensive restaurants, attended an excellent production of Much Ado About Nothing, and a musical based on the music of The Kinks whose songs they both adored, and had sex in the luxurious bedroom of the five-star hotel Ann always used when she came to London.

Ann greatly enjoyed both the sex and the company. Only one thing bothered her. Whenever Susan called, she pretended she and David were still living as Mistress and slave. She didn’t tell her they were in London, or that they’d become lovers. She wasn’t sure why she didn’t tell her. Perhaps it was because she thought Susan had enough on her plate with her promotion and a new man in her life, or maybe she didn’t want her friend to think she was trying to steal her husband. She knew that was stupid — Susan had found a lover and given Ann permission to do what she wanted with David, but all the same she didn’t tell Susan the truth, which was unlike her. She set great store by courage and honesty. One night, lying in bed beside David after they’d made love, she wondered if she hadn’t told Susan the truth because she no longer knew what was true.

Was she falling in love with this young man? She quickly dismissed the idea. She had certainly grown very fond of him, but love was surely too strong a word. And what about him? Was he falling in love with her? Once more she dismissed the idea. What he felt for her was a fever, a sexual obsession, and not full-blown romantic love, whatever that was.

Happy as she was in their new relationship as equals, Ann missed taking charge of him. Watching David sleep beside her, she had a sudden image of him wearing one of his maid’s dresses, and her reading a book while he slaved for her. She found it a very pleasing image, and it brought her a thrill like nothing else. And she suspected he was missing being her slave. Only last night, when she’d slapped him playfully on the arm as they were walking to the theatre, she’d seen that look come into his eyes, a slight glazing that gave away his need to submit.

They would be Mistress and slave again, she was sure of it. It held too strong a lure, and it was part of their deepest natures, his even more than hers, she thought, remembering how he’d sung out his slave song beneath her crop. She felt a rush of arousal at the memory, but she felt sorrow too. She liked David Corrie, and enjoyed the closeness they shared as lovers, and yet she knew herself to be a Mistress first and foremost.

And besides, she believed he’d recovered sufficiently from the blow of Susan taking a lover. He never talked of his wife, but Ann was confident his time with her as a man and lover had healed his hurt, and restored, if not his pride exactly, then a substantial portion of his self-esteem. Their break from S&M had served its purpose, and freed him from the worst of his jealousy and despair. He was ready to be her slave again, and she was ready to take the reins once more as his cruel and haughty Mistress.

It would take time, she told herself, but there was no need to rush things, and she’d make sure she enjoyed putting him under her heel again. And she’d talk to him about it too, just in case he had a view of his own. As his friend and lover, she owed him that.

She saw the boots in Harrods.

It was the last afternoon of their visit to London. Her business meetings had gone well, and she’d come to the famous store to buy herself a reward but, as soon as she saw the boots, she knew they would serve another purpose.

‘What do you think of those?’ she said to David, indicating the boots with a little nod of her head. They were displayed prominently on a glass stand, a leather sculpture to the power and elegance of women.

‘They’re very nice,’ he said.

Ann heard the catch in his throat.

‘Do you really think so?’

‘I do,’ he said. ‘They’re very elegant.’

Colour had come into his cheeks, and he couldn’t hold her gaze.

‘Shall I try them on?’ she said as if she couldn’t much care if she did or didn’t.

‘Yes, why not?’

‘No, I don’t think I will,’ she said to torment him. ‘The last thing I need is another pair of boots. I’ve got a cupboard full of them at home.’

‘There’s no harm in trying them on?’ he said.

‘Look at the price,’ she said. ‘They cost an arm and a leg.’

‘You deserve something nice,’ he said.

‘All right,’ she said, sitting down and waving over an assistant, ‘I’ll try them on, but I’m not going to buy them.’

‘The zip’s a little stiff,’ she said as the assistant helped her with the boots.

‘Let me help, Madame,’ she said.

‘It’s all right,’ Ann said. ‘David can help.’

He knelt at her feet and pulled up the zip, which wasn’t stiff at all.

‘Thank-you, David,’ she said, standing to walk in her boots, her dress moving and swaying around her knees. ‘What do you think?’ she asked him. ‘Should I buy them?’

She wore the boots out of the shop, giving David her shoes to carry as they strolled back to their hotel for their last afternoon and evening in London. The boots looked sensationally good on her, sleek and elegant, and infinitely alluring. There was nothing outrageous or unusual about them. They didn’t have particularly high heels, and they only came to just under her knees, but they were so exquisitely well-made and shaped, and the leather was of such quality, that her legs drew the eye of every man, and many of the women, she passed.

Their bedroom in the hotel was on the third floor, and Ann decided to take the stairs, making sure to walk ahead of David as she climbed the stairs. It was an old trick and, smiling to feel the heat of his gaze, she exaggerated the sway of her glorious bottom as she climbed the stairs ahead of him.

And she was wearing Amarige de Givenchy, which she knew always worked on him.

‘I think we should take a siesta,’ said Ann, giving him her coat as they came into their room. ‘What about you, David? Would you like to take a siesta?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his voice heavy with desire.

‘Then perhaps you’ll help me off with my boots.’

He looked at her, seeing the amusement in her eyes, her knowledge of his longing, and of his true nature.

‘Go on,’ she said, sitting on the bed and showing off her boots prettily. ‘Don’t keep me waiting.’

He knelt slowly and put his hands adoringly on her lovely boots.

‘What’s the matter, David?’ she said, knowing full well what the matter was. ‘You’re not taking down the zip, you’re not undoing my boots. Perhaps you’d like me to keep them on. Would you like me to keep them on, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled before he could stop himself.

‘Did you just call me Mistress?’ she said, amused by his lapse.

‘Oh, God,’ he said, winded by his need to submit.

‘It’s all right,’ said Ann with a little laugh that inflamed his desire. ‘I’m happy to be your Mistress. That never goes away. It always comes back, stronger than ever. Kiss them if you want, David, like a good slave. Kiss my boots.’

Having not yielded for so long, his submissive desires returned with a force that shocked him, and he kissed and licked her boots with a helpless, frantic hunger to abase himself.

‘That’s the way,’ she said seductively. ‘That’s what I like, a slave kneeling at my feet worshipping my boots. Undo your belt, and take down your jeans. I want to see how hard you are for your Mistress.’

Without taking his mouth from her lovely boots, he hurried to obey. His erect cock leapt into view as if it was on a spring, and Ann could only laugh at his eagerness.

‘My, my,’ she said with a scorn that thrilled him, ‘you do like my new boots, don’t you?’

He made a strange, inarticulate sound which she translated as, ‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And you like this too,’ she said, sliding up her dress so he could see her pretty white panties beneath the dusky gauze of her hose.

Still kissing her boots, he gazed at the heavenly valley with a lost look in his eyes.

‘Oh, yes,’ she said, ‘I think you like that very much.’

His mouth moved up from her boots to her lovely, nylon-clad knees.

‘You can kiss me here too,’ she said, her slender fingers playing over the front of her panties. ‘I wouldn’t mind, you know. In fact, I think I might like it.’

Hugely aroused, his mouth flew to her panties where he kissed and worshipped with a desperate hunger.

‘Not so rough,’ she said, secretly enjoying his passion. ‘Gently, David. Remember your place, show a little respect for your Mistress.’

The violence of his kisses eased a little, and she stroked his hair, saying, ‘Better, much better. If you stay gentle like this, I might even take down my panties for you.’

She smiled to see him shiver with anticipation.

‘Can you do that, David?’ she said. ‘Can you stay gentle for your Mistress?’

He groaned in frustration, longing to rip off her tights and panties and bury his face in her lovely, insolent cunt, but he kept control of his desires, nuzzling and kissing her panties with a barely restrained ardour.

‘That’s lovely,’ said Ann, feeling the conflict in him. ‘It’s coming back, isn’t it? You’re remembering, I know you are. You’re remembering how a slave loves his Mistress. Good boy, David, clever boy.’

He groaned again, and pressed his jutting cock helplessly against her boots.

With a sudden movement, she lifted herself from the bed and tugged down her tights and panties, saying, ‘Good things come to those who wait.’

Mad for her, his mouth fixed on her wet, warm cunt, his tongue flicking and delving with a passion that delighted her, but she didn’t want him to know of her pleasure.

It was more fun to mock and belittle him.

‘That’s not gentle,’ she scolded him, tugging him by his hair, but he worshipped with even greater force so that she had to put her hands behind her for support, and open her legs a little more to make room for his head.

‘How hungry you are,’ she said, feeling her pleasure mount, and trapping his head between her thighs so that his tongue delved deeper inside her.

He groaned and began to thrust against the smooth leather of her boots. He groaned louder, terrified he wouldn’t be able to control himself.

‘Don’t you want to fuck me?’ said Ann, sensing his weakness. ‘Don’t you want to come to bed and fuck your Mistress?’

He told himself to get up from his knees and join her on the bed, but he only worshipped harder with his tongue, and thrust his cock more urgently against her boots.

‘Oh, dear,’ said Ann in a voice laced with scorn, ‘you don’t want to fuck me, do you, you want to fuck my boots? You want to fuck your Mistress’ boots.’

He gave a low moan and tried to pull his head free but she held him between her strong thighs, and wouldn’t set him free. Being restrained in such a way inflamed his arousal, and he thrust against her boots with an ever-increasing frenzy.

‘Do what you want,’ she said to goad him, gripping his head tighter between her thighs. ‘On you go, if it’s the best you can do.’

His devoted tongue reached deeper and higher, and she felt her own control begin to slip away. It was a delightful feeling.

‘Fuck my boots like a good slave,’ she gasped. ‘Make your little mess, but I warn you, you’ll be cleaning it with your tongue.’

His eager tongue flicked and flickered inside her, making her tense and hold her breath, and close her eyes in delight.

‘Do it,’ she urged him through clenched teeth. ‘Make your mess, make your little mess for Mistress.’

Suddenly his body convulsed as if he was suffering a fit, and he came on her boots with a power that shook him, and left him dazed.

Ann had come too but, once more, she wanted only to put him down.

‘That didn’t take long,’ she said, masking her pleasure, and putting disappointment in her voice.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said, hot shame taking the place of desire.

‘So you should be,’ said Ann contemptuously, finally letting go of his head. The studs in his ears had left little indentations on the insides of her thighs. His face was flushed, and wet with her arousal. ‘Coming all over my new boots, it’s hardly what you’d expect from a man, is it, but perhaps you’re not a man after all. Perhaps you’re only fit to be a slave.’

He looked up at her with hurt in his eyes, but she took only pleasure in his pain.

‘Clean up your mess,’ she commanded. ‘Clean it with your tongue.’

‘I can’t,’ he said, horrified by her command.

‘You can and you will,’ she said firmly. ‘Hurry up, I won’t tell you again.’

Gagging with disgust, he did what she told him, licking up his mess with his tongue. In spite of his disgust, and his recent orgasm, he felt deeply aroused by his subjugation, and he loved her for her cruel authority.

A familiar fever stirred within him.

The fever to serve.

‘That’s the way,’ said Ann. ‘And don’t miss any, or you’ll be in trouble. You’ll be in my bad books, and you wouldn’t want that.’

She smiled at his bowed head, thrilled by his renewed subservience. Life was so much simpler this way. Dominance was in her blood, she decided.

It was what made her happiest.

‘This is how a slave should clean his Mistress’ boots,’ she told him, her voice slow and hypnotic, ‘and this is how you’ll clean them from now on. You’ll cover them with your little mess and work it into the leather with your tongue. I’m sure that will keep them wonderfully soft and supple. It will give them a very special shine.’

Once he’d cleaned her new boots to her satisfaction, she pulled him up onto the bed beside her where they fell asleep in seconds, drained by the sweet, narcotic fix of S&M.

THEY’D BEEN home for several days before Ann pushed matters further.

It was a pleasant evening, and she suggested they walk the four miles to The Raven Tavern on the outskirts of the village. They held hands as they walked, like young lovers. From time to time, when they stopped to kiss, there was a mischief in her eyes that delighted David, and made her kisses doubly enchanting.

The Raven was a welcoming old pub with a beer garden by the river and they sat outside, David with a pint of dark ale, and Ann with a glass of Merlot. There was no-one else in the garden, leaving them free to speak as they liked.

‘We need to talk,’ said Ann.

‘What about?’ said David, suddenly anxious.

‘You know perfectly well,’ said Ann.

‘Oh, that?’ he said.

‘Yes, that,’ she said. ‘We need to talk about what’s next, about where we go from here.’

‘Do we?’ he said.

‘We do,’ she said. ‘The way I see it there are three options.’

‘I’m happy the way things are,’ he said a little too quickly.

‘That’s one of the options,’ said Ann. ‘We simply go on as we are, a man and woman having an enjoyable affair.’

‘Is that what this is, an affair?’

‘I didn’t mean to put a label on it,’ she said. ‘It’s just the word that came into my head.’

‘I like it this way,’ he said.

‘I like it too,’ she said, ‘but we both know we have other desires. They don’t go away, I think you know that too.’

He drank his beer and looked into the distance, and then said, ‘So what are the other options?’

‘You go away from here,’ she said.

‘Go away?’ he said, trying to sound calm. He’d grown very fond of this lovely, unpredictable woman, and he didn’t want to leave her. And he’d grown frightened of the world beyond Ann’s steading. He had no job, dwindling savings and, without Susan, he no longer knew his place in society.

‘That’s right,’ she said. ‘Go back to your own life.’

‘I can’t go back to Susan, not now she’s …’

He still couldn’t speak about Susan having a lover, another man in her life. He hadn’t got over his hurt. He’d simply buried it away.

‘No, you can’t go back to Susan,’ said Ann, ‘but there’s nothing to stop you moving on — finding a new job, a new woman the same age as you, starting a new life.’

‘Is that what you want me to do?’ he said, shooting her a dark look.

‘I didn’t say it’s what I wanted,’ she said, ‘only that it’s an option and, in my view, a very sensible one. I’m sure it’s what an objective observer would recommend. I’m twenty years older than you, and you’re not a prisoner here. There is such a thing as free will, believe it or not. You can go any time you like, I won’t try to stop you.’

‘And the third option?’

‘You become my slave again,’ she said as calmly as if she was talking about the weather.

‘Do you want that?’ he said, his heart missing a beat.

‘Possibly,’ she said. ‘But only if it’s what you want. Safe, sane and consensual is not just a slogan, you know.’

‘Consensual, I get,’ he said, ‘but I’m not sure there’s anything safe or sane about being your slave.’

‘You may be right,’ she said, enjoying his dry humour. She’d miss that if he became her slave again. She could laugh at a slave, but not with him. ‘I can be a harsh Mistress, it’s true.’

‘That’s an understatement.’

‘Oh, come on, I’m not that bad,’ she said.

‘You’re terrifying,’ he said.

‘Am I?’

‘Completely and utterly,’ he said. ‘Believe me.’

‘But that’s what makes it fun, don’t you think?’

‘Heaven in hell?’

‘Something like that,’ she said.

‘God, Ann, you’re so lovely, I don’t know what I want. I’ve done things with you I didn’t think possible.’

‘You can do more if you want,’ she said with a wicked smile. ‘There’s always more, and there’s nothing to stop you.’

‘Don’t do that,’ he said.

‘Do what?’

‘Smile like that.’

‘Like what?’ she said, her eyes sparkling.

‘With that look that says, ”I know you can’t resist me.”’

‘Well, you can’t, can you?’

‘Stop it,’ he said. ‘You’re like Kipling’s snake.’

‘Trusssst in me,’ she said.

‘I love being your slave, you know I do, but I love being normal too — talking, living, fucking like ordinary people.’

‘Which do you like best?’

‘Don’t ask.’

‘Which?’

‘You know which.’

‘There you are, then.’

‘Knowing doesn’t make it any easier.’

‘It does if you’re honest with yourself.’

‘It’s all right for you,’ he said. ‘You get to keep your freedom, all your dignity and pride. You get to be the proud, stern Mistress who everyone likes and admires. No-one laughs at you, thinks you’re weak or a fool. You can lead a normal life, have friends, family, go to meetings and parties whenever you like. But not me. It’s far harder for me, have you ever thought of that?’

‘Actually, no,’ she said, ‘I don’t think I really have.’

‘I have to give up everything, become something less than human. I have to stop being a man, and become, God knows what, a slave, a freak everyone laughs at, a shameful creature born of my darkest dreams.’

‘My dreams too,’ she said. ‘It’s a partnership.’

‘All right, your dreams too,’ he said, ‘but in your dreams you become more than you are, I become less, much less. I lose everything.’

‘Not everything,’ she said gently. ‘You have what you most want.’

‘A Mistress?’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘A cruel Mistress, and there’s freedom in serving a woman, you know that.’

‘Is there?’ he said. ‘When I submit to you, it’s like I cease to exist, and I live only for you.’

‘Isn’t that the greatest freedom of all?’

‘God, Ann,’ he said, trying to clear his head. ‘There comes a time with all this when I can’t think any more. My brain just stops working.’

‘That’s because you’re thinking with another part of your body,’ she said with another of her wicked smiles.

‘True,’ he said, smiling back at her.

‘Are you scared?’

‘Yes.’

‘So you should be.’

‘Jesus,’ he said, drinking his beer.

‘So what’s it to be?’ she said, sipping her wine, and arranging her skirt in a way that made his heart flutter.

‘Can I think about it?’ he said, tempted to give in there and then, and beg to be her slave.

‘Of course you can think about it,’ she said with only a hint of impatience, ‘but I should warn you against becoming my slave again.’

‘Against?’ he said, surprised. ‘I thought it’s what you wanted.’

‘We’re not talking about what I want,’ she said. ‘If you become my slave again, you need to know I’ll be much harder on you this time.’

‘Why?’ he said, unable to imagine an authority harder than her previous regime.

‘I’m not entirely sure,’ she said honestly. ‘When this kind of sex comes back it comes back with a vengeance, that much I do know. Maybe it’s because we’ve already been over the course, and need something more the second time round. Or maybe it’s because we’ve learned to like and trust each other, so we can risk more, push harder at the bounds of what’s possible.’

‘So what will it be like?’ he asked.

‘If you become my slave again?’

‘Yes,’ he said, the word catching in his throat.

‘I’ll do all the usual things,’ she said, looking at him over the rim of her glass. ‘I’ll give you my panties to wear, my panty-girdle too, I’m sure. My slips and nylons, and I’ll insist you wear a maid’s uniform every day. I like a man in uniform.’

She laughed at her silly joke, and he couldn’t help but laugh with her.

‘I’ll use you as my toilet again,’ she continued. ‘You’ll go back to doing all the cooking and cleaning, and you’ll finish your work on the bridle-path. I’ll beat you with my crop or cane whenever I feel like it, and I’ll beat you hard.’

‘So what will be different?’

‘A number of things. For instance, if my daughter comes to visit again, I won’t lock you in the oubliette this time. I’ll introduce you to her. Rebecca’s a grown woman now, she’s twenty-nine, I shouldn’t have to hide anything from her. “This is my slave,” I’ll say.’

‘You wouldn’t.’

‘Actually, I might,’ said Ann. ‘I’ll expect you to be every woman’s slave, not just mine. For some reason, that’s important to me.’

‘What else?’ he said, possessed by a dark excitement.

‘I’ll be colder with you, less talkative. I’ll take much less interest in what you’re thinking or feeling. I might gag you more often so you can’t speak. It’s important that you understand I don’t care in the slightest what you have to say. I really will see you as my servant. I won’t even think of you as a cleaning-lady. I’d be friendly and chatty with a cleaning-lady, but I won’t be friendly with you. Days will go by without me saying a word to you. I’ll expect you to get on with your work without any fuss. I’ll take you completely for granted. I did that with my husband, and I found it most enjoyable. In fact, I liked that best of all. It gave me a delicious sense of freedom to know he was so completely under my power.’

‘What else?’ he asked again, his cock stirring under his jeans.

‘Let me think,’ she said, sipping her wine and watching the river flow by. ‘I might take up again with some of my old lovers, bring them to the house. Yes, I think I might do that.’

‘I’d hate that,’ he said, a darkness in his eyes.

‘Would you?’ she said, her eyes sparkling.

‘Yes,’ he insisted, his arousal growing.

‘Good,’ she said, never taking her eyes from his. ‘All the more reason to do it.’

‘Would we still be lovers?’

‘No,’ she said. ‘That would stop entirely. I might let you worship me with your tongue, but I wouldn’t let you fuck me. That would only be for real men, not for a pathetic slave wearing panties and a dress.’

‘You don’t mean that,’ he said.

‘Oh, I do,’ she said. ‘But don’t worry, you’d have your memories of fucking me. That’s more than a slave deserves.’

‘Will I have to sleep in the maid’s room?’ he asked, feeling as if he’d been punched.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘You’ll sleep there every night as you used to, but you won’t be on your own. You’ll have my nylons and worn panties to keep you company. I know how much you like those.’

To his despair, his cock grew harder.

‘God, Ann,’ he said, his heart trembling. ‘It’s too much. I don’t know what to say.’

‘I’m only telling you the truth,’ she said.

He didn’t doubt that for a second.

‘I can’t do it,’ he said.

‘It’s up to you,’ she said, shrugging as if she couldn’t care what he decided.

‘Is it?’

‘Of course it is,’ she said. ‘It’s a free world.’

‘Not from where I’m sitting.’

‘The decision’s entirely yours.’

‘So you say.’

‘I do.’

‘I can’t do it,’ he said again.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes.’

‘That’s a pity,’ she said.

‘Why?’ he said.

‘Because it’s what you want,’ she said, tapping the toe of her shoe against his leg.

‘How do you know?’

‘I just do,’ she said.

‘How long would it last?’

‘Being my slave?’ she said, pleased the door was still open.

‘Yes.’

‘How long would you like it to last?’

‘No longer than last time,’ he said, looking to make some kind of bargain with her. ‘No longer than six weeks.’

‘Six weeks?’ she said. ‘That doesn’t sound like much of a commitment to me.’

‘It felt like a lifetime to me.’

‘Wait till you find out what a lifetime feels like.’

‘Six weeks,’ he said, trying to sound firm. ‘Not a minute longer.’

‘No, David, I can’t agree to that,’ she said in her best businesswoman’s voice. ‘I’m afraid I can’t give you that guarantee.’

He took a drink of beer and noticed his hand was shaking.

‘How long, then?’ he said, hating the weakness in his voice.

‘That depends,’ she said.

‘On what?’ he said.

‘On what I decide,’ she said. ‘After all, if you agree to be my slave you’ll no longer be in any position to make decisions. You’ll have forfeited that freedom entirely. I’ll make your decisions for you.’

‘That really is too much,’ he said.

‘Is it?’ she said.

‘Far too much,’ he said.

‘Then don’t be my slave,’ she said with a shrug that would have been the envy of Isabelle Huppert.

‘You’re being impossible,’ he said.

‘I’m a Mistress, I’m allowed to be impossible.’

‘If you’d only give me a time-limit,’ he said in a complaining tone that irritated her. ‘If I knew how long I’d be your slave for.’

‘If you knew that you wouldn’t be my slave. You’d be driving the bus, not me.’

‘All right, then,’ he said. ‘Two months.’

But Ann just laughed, and said, ‘If you agree to be my slave it will be entirely on my terms. It might last for a day, a week, a year, or it might last forever. It would be completely up to me.’

‘Forever?’ he said in disbelief.

‘Why not?’ she said. ‘It’s certainly a possibility. I may never set you free, David. That’s something you need to consider.’

‘That’s just crazy.’

‘I don’t care if it is,’ she said calmly. ‘I won’t have you setting the rules, you need to be very clear about that.’

‘Tell me you won’t shave my head,’ he blurted out suddenly.

‘Is that what frightens you?’ she said, laughing at his alarm, but also a little aroused by it.

‘I couldn’t bear that,’ he said, already beset by a sick arousal at the prospect of being shaven-headed for her. He was very proud of his hair, and yet he loved it when she destroyed his pride.

‘You don’t learn, do you?’ she said, still laughing. ‘Of course I’ll shave your head if I want. I could make you beg me to do it if I wanted, and that’s not all I might do.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You may as well know, I have other plans for you.’

‘What other plans?’

‘Well, for one, I think it’s time I invited Susan again.’

‘Not that,’ he said emphatically, attempting to lay down the law.

‘Yes, that,’ she said, amusement in her eyes.

‘I said, no,’ he said, angry all over again. ‘I don’t want anything to do with her.’

‘What you want doesn’t matter,’ Ann said coolly. ‘It’s what I want that matters. And Susan, of course.’

‘Not that, I mean it!’

‘The more you go on about it, the more I’m sure it’s the right thing to do. You need to get over your anger at Susan.’

‘Never,’ he said.

‘Well, you’d better,’ said Ann, ‘because I’m going to invite Robert too.’

‘No!’ he exclaimed, a darker terror clutching his heart.

‘Of course I’ll invite him,’ said Ann with a calmness that chilled him. ‘Susan wants you to meet him, and besides, I’m curious to see if he’s as good-looking as she says. She’s sent me a photograph, but you can never tell from a picture. You need to meet a man in the flesh to really get his measure.’

‘I can’t do this,’ he said, a crack in his voice, but she saw the need in his eyes.

She knew what he wanted or, at least, what he most feared, and she’d learned that, with submissive men, what they wanted and what they feared were often one and the same.

‘It’s all right,’ she said. ‘I’ll make you do it. All you have to do is obey.’

‘God, Ann, stop this,’ he said. ‘You’re playing a joke, tell me you are.’

‘I’m telling you the truth, David,’ she said in a serious tone that left him in no doubt she meant what she said. ‘I’ll dress you in your prettiest uniform, and make you greet them at the door. You’ll give your best curtsey, and offer to take their coats. You know how it goes, you’ve seen Mollie do it,’ she said, reminding him of their evening at Cathy’s, and the terrible events he’d witnessed there. ‘And then you’ll show them into the sitting-room.’

‘No,’ he gasped.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘You’ll ask Robert if he’d like a beer. “Can I get you a beer, sir?” you’ll say. You could call him Master, I suppose, or Mister Miller, but I think sir will be simpler, all things considered — I’ll check with Susan when I invite them — and then I’ll sit and have a pleasant talk with our guests, get to know Robert a little while you go to the kitchen, and see to the meal you’ve cooked in their honour.’

He looked at her with panic in his eyes, but she only smiled, and continued to tap the toe of her shoe against his leg with the insistent, mocking rhythm that had never wavered.

‘I know you’re frightened,’ she said. ‘That’s only to be expected, but a slave has to suffer for his Mistress, either that or rise above fear, and I think you’re ready now, ready to meet Susan and her lover.’

There was kindness in her voice and, absurdly, he felt a rush of affection for her beneath his fear.

In some fragile part of his heart, he trusted her, and cared for her very deeply.

‘Once you’ve seen Susan with her lover, you’ll be able to move on,’ she said, ‘leave behind all your anger and resentment. It’ll be good for you in the long term. You’ll be able to accept yourself for what you are.’

‘A slave?’ he said.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘But I have something else planned for you, something very special.’

‘What,’ he said, astonished there was more.

‘It’s a surprise,’ she said. ‘Something I’ve been thinking of for a while, planning for.’

‘Planning for?’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Actually, I’m surprised you haven’t guessed what it is already.’

‘Tell me,’ he said, sure it was the chastity cage he’d found in his maid’s room.

‘If I tell you, it won’t be a surprise,’ she said. ‘No, you’ll just have to wait and see. But I will tell you this, it will require a surrender deeper than you can imagine. It won’t be easy for you, I promise you.’

‘If I decide to be your slave again,’ he said, deeply aroused by her threat.

‘That goes without saying,’ she said, ‘but let me warn you again,’ she added in a grave voice. ‘I meant everything I said, every last word. This is not a game, David, I promise you. If you have an ounce of sense in your head, you’ll walk away from this, get as far away from me as possible. If you become my slave again, I’ll show no mercy, none at all. I’ll put you so far under you’ll never be able to lead a normal life again. This is not a decision you should take lightly, you need to understand that. I know what I’m like, I know what I’m capable of. There’s magic in this, a very strong kind of voodoo.’

Her eyes burned with a new light, and David felt a shiver run down his spine as if he really was in the presence of a witch.

‘That first option you mentioned,’ he said.

‘Living together like ordinary people?’ she said.

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘What about it?’ she said.

‘I like living like that.’

‘So do I.’

‘But it’s not really a possibility, is it?’

‘No,’ she said. ‘I don’t think it is.’

‘It’s lovely, but it’s not us.’

‘That’s well put,’ she said. ‘It was only a holiday, a break from our real selves.’

‘So there are really only two options,’ he said. ‘I go away and start a new life, or stay here and become your slave again.’

‘That’s about it,’ she said.

‘At least we’ve narrowed it down,’ he said.

‘At least we’ve done that,’ she said, feeling a rush of affection for him.

’It’s important to be truthful with each other,’ he said, struggling to think clearly.

‘The most important thing of all.’

‘It’s a hell of a decision,’ he said, staring into his beer.

‘It is,’ she said.

‘I need time,’ he said, ‘time to think about it.’

‘Of course you do,’ she said. ‘You have three days.’

THEIR EASY relationship changed over the next three days. Ann didn’t become overtly bossy or dominant, but she changed her behaviour subtly, adopting the distant, haughty manner she knew put him under like nothing else.

She didn’t want him to leave, and she was confident he’d choose to stay, despite her warning, or perhaps because of it, but she wanted to make certain, and so she used her most powerful charms on him, unleashed her deadliest wiles.

When he was undressing her, touching her through her panties and kissing her breasts, she’d whisper in his ear, ‘Think, David, if you were my slave you’d be wearing these panties tomorrow. You’d wear them with nylons and a pretty slip under your maid’s dress. You’d curtsey to me, be my obedient little maid again, and run after me hand and foot. I’d be bossy with you, so stern and bossy. Think of it, David.’

And once, when he was cooking, she sidled up to him, and said, ‘What will you cook for Susan and Robert when they come? It will have to be something special to mark such an occasion, something truly delicious.’

He gave her a very dark and forbidding look but, when she laughed and kissed him, she felt his erection through his jeans, and she knew she was enslaving him all over again.


Taking back her power over him gave her enormous pleasure. She’d enjoyed having him as her lover — he’d been a loving and intelligent companion — but he was going to be her slave again, she’d made up her mind, and she would welcome his surrender.

It wasn’t predictable.

It was much more than that.

It was inevitable.

Another time, when he was brushing his hair after their morning shower, she stroked his head and said, ‘I wonder what you’ll look like with no hair?’

She laughed to feel him start in shock and fear.

‘Will you look proud and manly, I wonder?’ she continued, ‘or strange and ugly like a convict or circus freak? What do you think?’

She really didn’t know which it would be, or which she would prefer, but she was eager to find out. Ann found the prospect of shaving his head intoxicating, and deeply exciting.

And, almost more than that, it was fun.

‘I’ll buy you a wig like I told Susan I would,’ she said to ensnare him further. ‘I’ll buy more than one. Why not? I’ll buy two or three —blonde and brunette, long and short, curled and straight. I’ll take you shopping with me, and you can try them on. I’m sure the shop-girls will be more than helpful. Perhaps we’ll go to Maxine’s again, and ask Sandy to help you choose. She’s such a nice, helpful girl.’

‘Oh, God,’ he gasped, dropping to his knees and burying his face in her skirt, trying to hide from the dreadful choice that lay before him. It was Saturday already, and he’d agreed to let her know his decision on Sunday. He had only one more day before he must make his choice, and he was a mess of anxiety, indecision and twisted arousal.

But Ann just laughed at his quandary, and covered his head with her skirt. While he worshipped beneath its soft mantle, she regarded their bizarre reflection in her dressing-table mirror, and thought how she really did have a secret plan for him, a plan more extreme and outrageous than anything she’d done before.

It had been growing in her imagination for a long time, and she was impatient to try it out on him, and make her fantasy a reality. If she had the courage to see it through — and she wasn’t yet sure if she had — it would enslave him beyond his wildest dreams. It really would lead them through a secret doorway to a magical world.

But first he had to agree to be her slave again.

That night she whispered a potent spell in his ear when they were fucking.

‘Enjoy it, David,’ she whispered as his thrusts grew urgent. ‘Enjoy it while you can … I won’t allow this if you’re my slave … I won’t permit it, you know I won’t,’ she said, moving with him, aroused by his need. ‘Poor David,’ she gasped, following him into bliss. ‘Tomorrow … You have to decide tomorrow … This might be the last time you fuck me … The very last time …’

The taunting cruelty of her words pushed him over the edge, and he exploded inside her with shattering force, crying out her name as if he was losing her forever, Orpheus to her Euridice.

She played the same game on Sunday morning when she was cooking breakfast.

‘Make the most of it,’ she said. ‘Soon you’ll be doing all the cooking and cleaning. I’ll be lazing around in my tight skirts and heels, watching you in your little dress and apron. I won’t lift a finger to help, you know I won’t. Mistresses don’t do housework, and woe betide you if your work’s not up to scratch,’ she added without a trace of humour, but fighting the urge to laugh. ‘I’ll lay into you with my crop, be sure of it. You’ll sing your slave song for me, you’ll sing it so loud the angels in heaven will hear, and all the devils in hell.’

She smiled to see his stricken look, savouring her anticipation of taking possession of him again, and holding his fate in her hands.

HIS CAPITULATION came sooner than she expected, almost sooner than she’d have liked. She’d set Sunday evening aside to accept his surrender, and she was looking forward to drawing out the process, luxuriating in a slow and sensual slide towards capturing him anew.

But David surprised her early that afternoon by bursting into her study, and throwing himself at her feet.

‘I can’t wait,’ he said in a trembling voice. ‘I can’t take it, I can’t! I give in, I surrender!’

‘Calm down, for heaven’s sake,’ she said, but he didn’t seem to hear her.

‘Do it,’ he begged her. ‘Do it all, do everything. Make me your slave, nothing else is possible. Kill me if you want, I don’t care. Do what you like with me!’

‘Sssh,’ she said, laughing at his frenzy. ‘Calm down.’

‘I can’t calm down!’ he almost yelled at her. ‘How can I calm down?’

‘Don’t get into one of your states,’ she said, the amusement in her eyes stealing away his soul. ‘Come and sit by me on the settee. We’ll talk it through like friends.’

’What good will talking do?’ he said loudly.

‘Do what you’re told,’ she said quietly, rising from her desk and leading him to the old leather couch beneath the window. She sat down, arranging her skirt prettily, and patting the space beside her.

‘Sit beside me,’ she said.

‘We don’t need to talk,’ he said, his voice strained and desperate. ‘Just do it. Get it over with.’

‘Sit,’ she said sternly, as if she was addressing a particularly stupid labrador. ‘Good boy,’ she said when he obeyed. ‘Now, you need to calm down, can you do that?’

‘No,’ he said in a trembling voice. ‘I can’t.’

‘Do it for me,’ she said. ‘Go on, take deep breaths. Let me see you.’

Feeling like a child, he took long, deep breaths.

‘There,’ she said, ‘that’s better, isn’t it?’

He nodded his head, still breathing deeply, but feeling no calmer.

‘Now, start again,’ she said. ‘And this time speak slowly and calmly.’

‘That’s easy for you to say,’ he said, still speaking in a rush.

‘That’s not slow,’ she said, ‘and it’s certainly not calm. Try again. What is it you want to tell me?’

‘Oh, God,’ he said, a tremor passing through his body.

‘Tell me,’ she said. ‘I’m listening.’

‘Please,’ he said, looking at her pleadingly, and speaking as calmly as he could in the circumstances. ‘Please make me your slave again. I can’t resist you. It’s what I want, what I need more than anything in the world.’

Experiencing a thrill of triumph, Ann pressed the tops of her thighs together, feeling a rush of pleasure so sweet she decided to prolong the delightful feeling. She’d make him work harder if he wanted to win back his position as her slave.

‘It’s very sweet of you to ask, David,’ she said, ‘but I can’t make you my slave, you have to do that for yourself.’

‘I don’t understand,’ he said, his brain swimming.

‘You have to do it of your own free will.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘It’s not difficult,’ she said, amused by his fever to submit. ‘You must ask me differently, that’s all.’

‘How?’ he said, frantic to know. ‘Tell me.’

‘Don’t ask me to make you my slave,’ she explained, ‘ask instead if I will accept you as my slave. Submit, David. Offer yourself to me.’

‘Will that work?’ he said, the light of obsession in his eyes.

‘Ask me and see.’

‘I will,’ he said, sliding from the settee, and kneeling at her feet as if he was about to propose to her.

Ann felt another thrill of pleasure.

He would soon be hers again.

She would be his Mistress, and he would be her slave.

‘Please, Mistress Ann,’ he said. ‘Please, will you do me the very great honour of accepting me as your slave?’

Ann felt her eyes well up. She hadn’t expected such sincerity or formal language. In some strange way, she felt as if he really had asked her to marry him.

‘Thank-you,’ she said, as moved as a bride, ‘but I must ask if you truly understand what this means.’

‘Yes,’ he said, speaking quickly again. ‘I know what it means.’

‘I warn you, David, this is not something to be rushed into,’ she said, stroking his head and wondering if he really did understand. ‘Do you remember our talk in the beer garden?’

‘I remember.’

‘I meant every word.’

‘I know, and I don’t care.’

‘But you should care,’ she said. ‘If I accept your offer, there will be no going back. Do you know what that means?’

‘Yes.’

‘I wonder if you do,’ she said. ‘You will suffer for me, be in no doubt.’

‘I know.’

‘You’ll be mine.’

‘Yes.’

‘I’ll own you body and soul.’

‘You will.’

‘I’ll do what I want with you.’

‘Yes.’

‘I’ll be cruel, and take pleasure in my cruelty.’

‘Do it, I beg you.’

‘You’ll regret it, I warn you.’

‘It’s what I want.’

‘It’s important you think carefully before you answer, very important. I’ll say it again — there will be no going back.’

He looked up at her, his eyes wide with love and devotion.

He’d never seen a woman so proud or so beautiful.

He knew he should get to his feet and walk out of the house, out of her life. He knew if he gave in to her now there would be no going back.

‘Well, David,’ she said, ‘do you understand what it will mean to submit to me again?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said devoutly, ‘I understand.’

‘I’ll lead you to a place you may never come back from. Your life will change forever, I warn you. For the last time, is that what you want?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his stomach turning over.

‘Are you sure?’

‘I’m sure,’ he vowed, unable to resist her stern beauty.

‘Then you may ask me again.’

‘Please, Mistress Ann,’ he said, his eyes wet with tears, ‘will you do me the very great honour of taking me as your slave?’

Deeply moved, she leaned down and kissed him, first on his mouth, and then on each eye, tasting his tears.

‘I will, David,’ she said gently, ‘I accept you as my slave.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, his voice trembling with emotion.

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said tenderly, kissing him again, her hunger growing.

‘Well,’ she said in a harder tone, getting suddenly to her feet. ‘We’d better get started. You can begin by taking off your clothes,’ she commanded. ‘All of them, every last stitch.’

He stood and did as he’d been told, his hands shaking so badly he had difficulty with buttons and boot-laces.

When he stood naked before her, she took hold of his partly erect cock, rubbing it so that it came fully erect.

‘That’s better,’ she said. ’Now gather up your clothes and follow me upstairs,’ she added as she turned and left the room.

She waited for him at the foot of the stairs, then took hold of his cock again, and led him upstairs by it, tugging him hard so that he gave little groans of discomfort.

She led him into the bedroom and went straight to the big blanket box in the corner. ‘Get all the clothes I bought you, and bring them here,’ she instructed him.

When he obeyed, she opened the blanket-box, saying, ‘Put them inside, you won’t be needing them any more.’

Putting all his male clothes into the box made him dizzy, and he feared he might faint when she closed the lid and locked the heavy padlock.

The loud click echoed in his head, the slamming of a dungeon door.

‘There,’ she said briskly. ‘All that’s over with, all that pretending to be like everyone else.’

She saw his look of sorrow, and said, ‘You’ll miss it, won’t you, living as my lover?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

‘I’ll miss it too,’ she said, ‘but look how much I want this,’ she added, lifting her skirt and taking down her panties and hose. ‘Look, David.’

He gazed at her lovely, glistening cunt.

‘Well,’ she said in the mocking tone he loved. ‘What are you waiting for?’

Immediately, he knelt at the heavenly altar. He’d never known her this wet before, and the knowledge that his surrender had aroused her so much fuelled his own desire, and he worshipped with the fervour of a zealot.

Her joy in dominance came back with a vengeance, and within moments she came in his mouth, crying out in delight, yet that pleasure had barely begun to fade before a more pressing hunger took control of her senses.

‘Downstairs,’ she said with breathy urgency, hurrying to re-arrange her clothes. ‘Hurry.’

She almost flew down the stairs, and led him back to her study where she went straight to the cupboard in the corner, emerging with her whippy little cane in her hand. She swished it through the air so that it made its deadly hissing sound.

The sight and sound of it sent a shiver down David’s spine.

Her riding-crop could render him almost senseless with pain, but her fiery cane was worse. It burned with a truly diabolical fire. He hadn’t expected this fierce a punishment so soon, and he struggled to come to terms with the injustice of his fate.

‘Don’t stand there like a fool,’ she barked, pushing the leather stool into the middle of the room. ‘Take your position. Hurry up,’ she said. ‘I need to do this. I need to do it now.’

Terrified yet aroused by her ferocity, he got down on his knees and laid his chest across the stool. A quiver ran through his body. He was naked and utterly in her power, and he knew she was in no mood to show him mercy.

Normally, before she beat him, she walked slowly around him, talking to him, tormenting him with her fragrance, her high-heeled shoes and lovely nylon-clad legs, and the enticing whisper they made under her tight skirt, but not this time. This time, she took up her position straightaway, and laid her cane across his buttocks to get her range and take aim.

‘I’m going to beat you now, David,’ she said in a husky voice that further enthralled him. ‘And I’m going to beat you for two reasons. First, for having the nerve to think you could ever be my lover and my equal, and second, to mark the beginning of your new surrender.’

He moaned in fear.

He knew she was going to hurt him very badly, and yet a part of him welcomed it, the part of him that had led him to this place of torment.

‘Mark my words, David,’ she said, tapping him lightly a few times to claim his soul, ‘I am your Mistress, and you are my slave.’

And with those words she laid into him with a volley of strokes so vicious they reduced him in moments to a sobbing wreck. His cries of pain were music to her ears and, transported by a sweet, soaring pleasure, she beat him until he sang his slave song for her once more. Only then did she stop, when she’d led him to that sacred place beyond pain, a refuge from all the world’s troubles and tribulations.

His temple of peace through pain.

‘Stand up,’ she said.

He stood on shaking legs. Ann saw that his face was streaked with tears and his nose was running, but she felt no pity for him. Rather, she felt another spasm of dark arousal.

‘Wipe you face,’ she said coldly, handing him a tissue from the box on her desk.

He made a sobbing noise as he wiped his face, but Ann felt only scorn for him.

‘Stop making those stupid noises,’ she scolded him, pleased that his cock was small now, shrunken by the pain of her beating. ‘It’s pathetic. Go and stand in the corner. Go on, and stay there until I say otherwise.’

Glad to hide his tear-streaked face from her gaze, he went immediately to the corner, and stood with his face touching the wall.

‘Hands behind your back,’ she commanded him. He obeyed instantly, clasping his hands behind his back, just above his flayed buttocks.

‘And stop shaking,’ she said. ‘Honestly, you’re such a baby.’

Doing his best to control the tremors that shook his body, David stood facing the corner while his Mistress sat at her desk and switched on her computer.

She opened her emails and selected Susan’s address, and then sat, thinking of what to write.

Still very aroused from beating her slave, and by the welts and stripes she could see on his buttocks, her hand slid under her skirt where she touched herself through her tights and panties.

The combination of her touch, the sight of her naked, vanquished slave in the corner, and the thought of what she might write to Susan, brought her such dreamy delight she sat like that for long minutes until at last she arranged her skirt primly, and began to type.

‘Dear Susan,’ she wrote. ‘We haven’t spoken for a few days, and I thought I’d invite you and Robert to come for a meal this Friday if you’re free. I’m curious to meet Robert, as you can imagine, and I think it’s time David/Dee faced his demons. It will be very hard for him, of course, but I think it’s what he needs, and I think he’s ready. Love, Ann.’

She read it over a few times, and thought about saying more, but then decided it said all she needed to say, and pressed send.

She began to browse websites that sold maid uniforms, tunics and tabards, looking to add to Dee’s wardrobe but, after only a few minutes, she saw that Susan had replied to her email. Such a prompt reply surprised her until she remembered it was Sunday, and Susan wasn’t at work.

Ann opened Susan’s email, and read —

‘Thank-you, Ann. It’s very kind of you to invite us. Actually, it’s not David I’m worried about — I believe you when you say he’s ready — but I’m not so sure about Robert. I’ve told him about David/Dee, and told him how he lives with you. He’s been very understanding and supportive, but meeting Dee in the flesh will be very different to hearing about him. Don’t misunderstand me — Robert’s very open-minded and intelligent, but he’s also quite conventional, and very much a man’s man. I’d like him to meet Dee as it would get everything out into the open, but I don’t want to frighten him off. Can you advise? Love, S.’

Ann replied immediately —

‘Dear Susan, I understand your concerns about Robert, and please don’t ask him to come if the time’s not right. If you talk to him about my invitation, please assure him that he won’t have to interact with Dee in any way unless he wants to. Dee will simply serve for the evening as our cook and maid. Naturally, he won’t sit at table with us as I’ll expect him to serve you and Robert as my guests, but I’ve told him he may have to call Robert ‘sir’ if that’s all right with you. He won’t join in with our conversations unless you ask him to. After all, he’s only the maid, and no-one has any interest in what the maid has to say. Robert would be free to ignore him entirely, or take charge of him in any way he likes. Does that help? Love, Ann.’

Ann read it over, and pressed send.

Ann had ordered a pretty white waist-apron from Alexandra’s workwear site, and a classic housekeeping dress and a pair of ladies’ black patent leather court shoes from the Simon Jersey website, when Susan’s reply popped into her in-box.

‘Thank-you, Ann, that does help,’ Ann read. ‘I’ll talk to Robert about it, and get back to you as soon as I can. I hope you and Dee are well, and I’m sorry not to have visited more often. Even if Robert doesn’t want to come, I promise to come on my own. I miss you and think of you all the time, but Robert and I are so busy at work there never seems to be time for anything else. I’m so happy with him! Thank-you for looking after Dee so well. I don’t know what I’d do without you. Love, S.’

Ann replied immediately –

‘That’s fine. Let me know what you decide. Dee and I are both very well, thriving in fact. We hope to see you soon, with or without Robert. Love, Ann.’

She pressed send, and then, feeling a quiet satisfaction, she rose from her desk and went over to her slave.

‘Well, David,’ she murmured in his ear. ‘Are you happy to be my slave again?’

He turned to speak, but she spoke first.

‘Face the wall,’ she said fiercely. ‘I’ll tell you when you can move.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, facing the wall.

She ran her hand over his bruised buttocks, and slid it slyly round to his front, laughing to discover he was erect. It was a mocking, contemptuous laugh that cut him to the bone yet made his cock leap in her hand.

She’d beaten him mercilessly, and still he’d grown hard for her.

Such was the miracle of S&M.

‘I’ll ask you again,’ she said, moving her hand slowly up and down his jutting cock. ‘Are you happy to be my slave again?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped.

‘Then what do you say?’ she said, pressing her body against his, pushing him deeper into the corner.

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he groaned, fearing he might come in her hand.

‘Why are you thanking me?’

‘For accepting me as your slave.’

‘And why else?’

‘For beating me.’

‘And why did I beat you?’

‘For daring to think I could be your lover and equal.’

‘That was very presumptuous of you, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he moaned, beginning to thrust against her hand.

‘But that’s all behind us now, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress?’

‘And why else did I beat you?’ she said, taking her hand away now that he wanted it so much.

‘To m-mark the beginning of my new surrender,’ he stammered, fearing his knees might give way.

‘That’s excellent, David,’ Ann praised him, impressed by his feat of memory under duress. ‘I’ve forgotten what a clever and attentive slave you can be. I’m going to enjoy having you under my heel again, I know I am.’

He made one of his choking sounds, which she couldn’t decipher.

‘What was that?’ she said. ‘I didn’t hear you.’

‘I love you, Mistress,’ he said, his words very clear this time.

‘I wonder if you do?’ she said, laughing at his fever.

‘I do, Mistress,’ he said devotedly. ‘I love you.’

‘You can love me all you like,’ she said, her voice lazy with scorn. ‘It makes no difference to me. As long as you understand you’re my slave, and I can do what I like with you. That’s all that matters to me. You understand that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, as weak as a shadow fading from a wall.

‘Then you may turn and face your Mistress.’

He turned obediently, and looked into her lovely, mocking eyes.

‘There you are,’ she said. ‘There’s my slave again, as good as new.’

‘You’re lovely,’ he said, in awe of her beauty and power.

‘Don’t overdo it,’ she said, ‘and I don’t care what you think.’

He made another of his choking sounds, which she chose to ignore.

‘You can go now,’ she said. ‘Shower and shave — in your bathroom, not mine. It’s cold water for you from now on. Put antiseptic cream on the cuts on your bottom, and then go to the laundry-room and find a pair of my worn panties and tights, and a slip as well. Put them on, and get dressed in one of your maid’s dresses. The candystripe one, I think. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, unable to hold her gaze.

‘And then get on with my laundry and ironing,’ she said, leaning into him so that her skirt brushed against his erection. ‘And when you’ve finished doing that, go to the kitchen and cook something nice for my supper. I’ll let you choose, but you won’t be eating tonight,’ she added. ‘I want you to go hungry. I want you to know you can’t even eat without my permission. Have I made myself clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

‘Then what are you waiting for?’

He left her study quickly. When he turned to close the door behind him, she smiled to see his hard cock swaying and bobbing as if it was bowing to her.

SUSAN MULLED over Ann’s emails for the rest of the day, worrying over whether or not to tell Robert about the invitation. The thought of him seeing her husband as Ann’s maid was a dizzying prospect, one that both troubled and aroused her, but she didn’t want to do anything that might jeopardise her newfound happiness. What if they went to Ann’s on Friday evening and Robert felt anger and disgust at the way she’d treated David? What if it damaged his warm and loving regard for her? What if he thought her truly heartless?

Robert was away playing rugby for the afternoon, and she went over to his flat and cooked a roast of beef with all the trimmings for their Sunday meal. When he came in he was walking with a limp and he had a bash on his cheek, and yet he was in a good mood despite having lost the game. Running himself ragged and having lumps kicked out of him made him happy in a way Susan couldn’t begin to understand. He’d moan about his aches and pains, complain that he was getting too old for ‘this bloody game’ but she could tell he found pleasure in complaining. It was ‘a man’s thing’ she decided, liking him all the more for his limp, and the bash on his cheek.

After their meal, when they were sitting on the couch in his front-room drinking wine and listening to Radiohead’s ‘A Moon Shaped Pool,’ she decided to tell him about Ann’s invitation. She’d always been honest with him, and she wasn’t going to stop now.

‘I heard from Ann today,’ she said casually.

‘Ann Devlin?’ he enquired.

‘Yes,’ she said.

‘Catwoman?’

‘Stop it.’

‘The Borg Queen?’

‘I’m warning you.’

‘What was she saying?’

‘She wasn’t saying anything,’ said Susan. ‘It was an email. She’s invited us for a meal on Friday evening.’

‘This Friday?’

‘Yes.’

‘What did you say?’

‘I said I’d talk to you about it.’

‘Do you want to go?’

‘In some ways, yes, in other ways, no,’ she said. ‘I’d like you to meet Ann, but I don’t know how you’ll feel about meeting David in his new life as a slave. He’s not exactly the man you remember.’

‘How do you think I’ll feel?’

‘I really don’t know.’

‘Would you like me to meet him?’

‘You’ll have to meet him one day, I suppose,’ she said. ‘It would be good to get it over with.’

‘He is your husband, I suppose.’

‘He is.’

‘In that case, I’ll do it.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Shouldn’t I be?’

‘I don’t want you to be shocked or embarrassed.’

‘Is that likely?’

‘I’ve told you, I don’t know.’

‘All right, then,’ he said, taking her hand and squeezing it gently, ‘say we do go, what will it be like? Tell me what to expect.’

‘Dee will be our maid for the evening.’

‘Dee?’

‘That’s what Ann calls him when he’s in uniform.’

‘When he’s a maid?’

‘Yes.’

‘So he’ll be in a dress?’

‘He will,’ said Susan. ‘A maid’s dress, but don’t worry, it’s a neat little uniform with an apron like a real waitress or maid might wear. He looks a little strange, but perfectly respectable. After a while you just think of him as a maid. He fades into the background, and you find yourself ignoring him.’

‘Really?’

‘Really.’

‘I can cope with that, I think. What else?’

‘That’s about it, really. He’ll cook our meal, and bring us drinks and serve at table, all the things you’d expect a maid to do. You wouldn’t have to talk to him if you didn’t want to.’

‘Why, because he’s only the maid?’

‘Yes,’ said Susan. ‘Ann has him well-trained. He only speaks when spoken to. You could order him about if you wanted, but you wouldn’t have to speak to him.’

‘Order him about?’

‘Yes.’

‘In what way?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘Bring me a drink, close the door, put another log on the fire.’

‘Peel me a grape.’

‘That kind of thing.’

‘Kiss my shoes.’

‘Possibly, if you wanted.’

‘Is that how he likes it?’

‘Yes.’

‘He likes to feel like a slave?’

‘Yes.’

‘As if he’s not important?’

‘Yes, and we’re his superiors.’

‘And he can’t say anything except, “yes, sir, no sir, three bags full, sir.”’

‘That’s right.’

‘Truly?’

‘Truly.’

‘Well, if it’s what he wants, who am I to disappoint him? As long as it’s something he’s agreed to. I don’t want to do anything that might really hurt him.’

‘I know you don’t,’ she said, touched by his concern for David.

‘Will there be anyone else there?’

‘She would have said.’

‘So it will be just us and Ann having a nice meal and chat, with David as our waitress?’

‘Basically, yes,’ said Susan, hiding how much the idea aroused her. ‘Ann’s keen to meet you. I’ve told her all about you.’

‘All good, I hope.’

‘All good,’ she said, leaning in to kiss his bashed cheek, and then his mouth.

‘Tell her we accept,’ he said.

‘Do you mean it?’ she said, delighted by his decision.

‘But I’d rather not stay the night,’ he said. ‘One step at a time, I think. I want to know I can escape if it gets too much.’

‘That’s fine with me,’ said Susan. ‘I won’t drink, and I’ll drive us home.’

‘No, I’ll drive,’ he said. ‘I want to keep a clear head.’

‘All right,’ she said. ‘But there’s one thing I’ve forgotten to tell you.’

‘I have to wear leather?’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ she said. ‘Friday’s rubber night.’

‘What haven’t you told me?’ he said once he’d stopped laughing.

‘Ann wants David to call you sir.’

‘Sir?’ he said in disbelief.

‘Yes,’ she said, suddenly worried he’d change his mind.

‘You’ve got to be joking.’

‘I’m not.’

‘My God, my own men don’t call me sir.’

‘It’s no big thing,’ said Ann. ‘It’s just a bit of fun, one of the ways Ann likes to remind David of his place, make his slavery as real as possible.’

‘What do you think?’

‘About David calling you sir?’

‘Yes.’

‘I don’t think anything,’ she said, still trying to hide her excitement. ‘It’s not important.’

But he’d seen her blush, and look away in embarrassment.

‘Oh, I think it is important,’ he said.

‘What do you mean?’ she said, her blush deepening.

‘I think you do like it,‘ he said teasingly, sure he was right. ‘You do, don’t you? You like the thought of David calling me sir.’

‘Don’t be silly.’

‘You do, I can tell.’

‘I do not.’

‘You can’t fool me,’ he laughed.

‘You’re one to talk,’ she said, putting a hand on his lap, feeling his erection beneath his jeans. ‘Someone’s very keen on the idea.’

‘If that’s the way you want it,’ he said, trapping her arms and sliding his hand under her denim skirt, ‘let’s see who likes it most.’

‘Stop it,’ she said, giggling and trying to squirm away from him, but his strong hand found its way to the crotch of her panties. He smiled to feel how wet she was.

‘Depute Headteacher Corrie!’ he said in mock outrage, stroking her through her panties with his strong, gentle fingers. ‘You should be ashamed of yourself. I’ll have to write to the Board of Governors, take the matter up with The Inspectorate.’

‘Stop it,’ she said again, giggling harder. She freed a hand and squeezed his cock in revenge, but he didn’t stop.

‘Dear sirs,’ he said, voicing his imaginary letter to the school-board, ‘I am writing to inform you that one of your most senior teachers gets very excited at the thought of her husband calling her lover sir. Needless to say, I consider this to be a matter of the utmost concern, and one that requires urgent disciplinary action.’

‘Shut up and fuck me,’ said Susan, settling into his strong arms, and pulling him on top of her.

‘Whatever you say, Mistress Corrie,’ he said.

SUSAN ACCEPTED the invitation that Sunday night, but Ann didn’t let David know they were coming until Wednesday evening. Relishing her secret knowledge, she watched her slave go about his work for the first part of the week, smiling inside at his ignorance of his coming ordeal. She felt not a flicker of guilt. Rather, she delighted in her cruelty and cunning.

They’d had their evening meal on Wednesday — David eating at the work-top while his Mistress ate at table — and David had tidied the kitchen and gone to the laundry-room to finish his ironing. Ann strolled down the narrow corridor with her glass of wine in hand, savouring the thought of giving him the terrible news. He turned to look at her nervously when she appeared in the doorway.

‘Don’t let me stop you,’ she said, coming into the room and leaning elegantly against the sink.

He went back to ironing one of her skirts, alarmed by her arrival. She didn’t usually visit him in the laundry-room.

He was wearing the new housekeeping dress, waist-apron and court shoes that had arrived in the post the day before. The dress, which buttoned down its middle in the style of her own coat-dress, had a slightly austere, old-fashioned style that Ann liked. It made him look very neat and obedient, like a maid from the 1950s.

She knew he was wearing her panty-girdle beneath his dress. She’d given it to him the previous evening before she’d sent him off to his maid’s room for the night. She’d done him the honour of wearing it first. She knew how much that increased its power over him.

She wanted him to be wearing it when she told him the awful news about Susan and Robert’s visit. It aroused her greatly to think of his poor little cock crushed beneath the unyielding feminine garment. It would add to his feelings of helplessness and defeat.

‘I have some news for you,’ she said, sipping her wine.

He glanced up at her, an anxious look on his face, and went back to his work.

‘It’s important, and I didn’t want to wait any longer before telling you.’

She didn’t say anything for long moments, happy to let his anxiety and dread do the work for her.

‘I’m expecting guests on Friday night,’ she said finally, experiencing the sweetest spasm of arousal. ‘I’d like you to cook something special for them.’

He stopped for a moment, and then went back to his ironing, but one of his legs had begun to shake.

‘Are you all right, Dee?’ she enquired in mock sympathy.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a very small voice.

‘Your leg’s shaking,’ she said. ‘Is your girdle too tight?’

‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered.

‘In that case, I’ll have to buy you a new one in a smaller size,’ she said. ‘A panty-girdle should be tight. They don’t have any purpose otherwise.’

He said nothing, but a shiver ran through his body. He laid the skirt on the neat pile of clothes to be taken upstairs, and selected one of her blouses from the ironing pile.

‘Don’t you want to know who our guests will be?’ she asked him cruelly. ‘Don’t you want to know who’s coming to visit, who you’ll be cooking for?’

He gave a gasp and leant forward, holding onto the ironing-board for support. He knew who it would be, and the knowledge thrilled and terrified him in equal measure.

‘It’s Susan and Robert,’ she said, ‘but, of course, you’ll have guessed that. It will hardly have come as a surprise to you.’

He made a soft, moaning sound, and Ann felt another spasm of arousal shock her senses. It delighted her to torment him like this, made the life-force inside her burn with a savage intensity.

‘Please, no,’ he gasped.

She’d wondered if he’d object, and she was pleased that he had. Ignoring his objections would add greatly to her pleasure.

‘Whatever’s the matter?’ she said, playing with her mouse. ‘Don’t you want them to come?’

‘N-no,’ he beseeched her. ‘Please, no.’

‘Why ever not?’ she said. ‘Don’t you want to see your lovely wife?’

He closed his eyes in pain and said nothing.

‘Don’t you want to meet Susan’s lover?’

He moaned again, an animal sound.

‘I know what it is,’ she said. ‘You don’t want him to see you in your little maid’s dress. That’s what frightens you most, isn’t it, being seen in your uniform by your wife’s handsome lover?’

‘Yes,’ he confessed, his mind in turmoil.

‘It frightens you very much.’

‘Yes.’

‘But it’s what you want,’ she said. ‘I know it is. You want Susan’s lover to see you in your maid’s dress, you want him to know you’re not a real man any more. And you want him to see that in front of Susan. It’s true, isn’t it?’

‘Oh, God,’ he said, once more leaning against the ironing-board for support.

‘Sacher-Masoch put it perfectly,’ said Ann, before quoting the author of Venus In Furs, one of her favourite books — ‘”Nothing can match the pleasure of being outdone by another man in front of the woman you love.”’

He looked at her as if she could see his dreams.

‘And it’s what I want too,’ she said, taking another sip of wine. ‘Let’s not forget that. I want them to see you like this. I want them to see what a sissy and slave I’ve made you into. I want them to see I can make you do whatever I like. And what a Mistress wants, a Mistress gets, you should know that by now.’

He stared at her with fear and wonder in his eyes.

‘Susan and Robert will see you as you really are,’ she decreed. ‘There’s nothing you can do about it. They’ll see you as my housemaid, and it will give me the greatest pleasure to let them see you like that. It’s your duty to serve my pleasure, you know that. You know it in your heart.’

He remained silent, but everything about him said, ‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then kiss me and say thank-you,’ she said, lifting the hem of her skirt so he could see her panties through the veil of her hose. ‘Kiss me here,’ she said, touching herself through her underwear.

Without a moment’s hesitation, he flung himself to his knees and kissed her pretty panties and hose, the nylon gloriously warm and smooth against his trembling lips.

‘And what do you say?’ she said. ‘What do you say to your Mistress?’

‘Thank-you,’ he gasped in between kisses. ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said. ‘Now, get back to your work. I’m bored with you.’

ANN ALLOWED her slave a dress rehearsal on Thursday evening, partly for the fun of it, but also to give him an opportunity to come to terms with his fate.

Ann had no doubt David would find greeting Susan, and Robert in particular, a terrifying ordeal, and she wanted him to survive it. Apart from anything else, she wanted to amuse and excite her guests, not alarm them.

‘You’re bound to feel worried and frightened,’ she told him as she led him into the hallway, ‘so I want you to imagine it with me now, and then perhaps it won’t feel quite so bad tomorrow evening when Susan and Robert really do arrive. Do you think that will help?’

‘I d-don’t know,’ he stammered.

‘Well, I think it might,’ she said, not sure if a practice-run would help him face his ordeal, or greatly increase his dread of it.

‘Tomorrow night you’ll have prepared the meal already,’ she reminded him. ‘It will be waiting safely in the oven, and the table will be set so you won’t have to worry about the food side of things. Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled.

’You’ll be wearing the uniform you’re wearing now,’ she said. ‘And you’ll keep your hair as it is.’

He was wearing the new housekeeping dress again with black court shoes and dark tights, and a freshly laundered apron. His hair was pulled back in a tidy pony-tail held with a gold clasp that matched his ear-studs. She’d decided not to put him in make-up, or shave his head and buy him a wig. She thought that might alarm Robert, and besides, such new humiliations could wait for another day.

It would give her something to look forward to over the summer months. That, and the special fate she had planned for him.

‘This is the most appropriate uniform for their visit,’ said Ann. ‘It’s not as pretty as some of your others, but it’s very smart and formal, and that will put Robert at his ease. Remember, Dee, Robert will be nervous too. I don’t imagine he’s had much experience of being served by a man in a dress, particularly when it’s his girlfriend’s husband.’

David hung his head, and tried to stop his legs from trembling.

‘That reminds me,‘ said Ann, noticing his meek posture. ‘I’m reasonably happy with your curtsey, and your cooking and serving skills, but we haven’t really worked on how you look when you’re standing still awaiting instruction, have we?’

He glanced at her fearfully but said nothing.

‘How you’re standing just now is actually quite good,’ she said. ‘Straighten your back a little,’ she commanded, ‘and lower your gaze so you’re not looking at your superiors, but keep your wits about you. They’ll look at you if they want anything, and you have to notice when they do, or you’ll be in trouble. And clasp your hands at the front, just at the top of your apron. That’s good,’ she said when he obeyed. The position made him look pleasingly meek and obedient. ‘That’s how you’ll stand and wait when we’re eating and talking — completely still, but attentive and ready to serve if required. Is that clear?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘But I don’t want to see your legs shaking. Can you stop them doing that?’

‘I’ll t-try, Mistress.’

‘See that you do,’ said Ann coldly. ‘It’s a tiresome habit.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

‘I’ve invited them for seven o’clock,’ she said. ‘So I want you to imagine it’s a few minutes to seven, and we’re waiting like this in the hall for them to arrive. I’ll be with you so you won’t be alone. I might rub your back if I’m feeling kind, tell you what a good little slave you are. Would that help your nerves?’

‘I d-don’t know,’ he said, the hallway spinning around him.

‘Let’s try,’ she said, rubbing the small of his back in a way that only made him feel more weak and helpless. ‘I’ll rub your back and tell you not to worry, and how much I enjoy showing you off to Susan and Robert as my maid. “Thank-you, Dee,” I’ll say. “I know how frightened and ashamed you are, but your suffering gives me great pleasure.” That will make you feel better won’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, gripped by the sweet terror of humiliation.

‘Knowing that your pain gives me pleasure?’

‘Yes.’

‘There’s one vital thing you must remember,’ said Ann. ‘You’re not important. Remember that, and you’ll get through the evening, I’m sure. Repeat after me — I’m not important.’

‘I’m not important,’ he said, his heart trembling like a leaf.

‘Again.’

‘I’m not important,’ he said again.

‘I don’t matter,’ she said. ‘Try that.’

‘I don’t matter,’ he repeated.

‘Let that be your mantra, and everything will be much easier,’ she told him. ‘Say it again.’

‘I don’t matter.’

‘Very good,’ she said, her hand slipping under his dress to pat his pantied bottom. ‘When the time comes you’ll hear their car driving up to the house. I want you to imagine that now,’ she said. ‘Can you hear it? Can you hear the sound of their car engine in the distance coming up my farm track?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Coming nearer and nearer?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And now the sound of the car wheels on the gravel in my yard?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hearing the sound as if his wife and her lover were arriving at that very moment.

‘When you hear that sound, I want you to take deep breaths. Let me see you.’

He obeyed her, taking deep breaths, but staring straight ahead as if he was facing a firing-squad.

‘Try not to look so terrified,’ she said. ‘It’s hardly becoming in a maid. I want you to look happy in your service to me, as if you’re devoted to your Mistress, not frightened out of your wits.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he gasped, his top lip trembling as he tried to compose his features.

‘Never mind,’ she said, ‘that’s what practice is for. What’s the next sound you’ll hear?’

‘The c-car doors,’ he said, his brain in a fever.

‘That’s right,’ she said, pleased he was so lost in their simulation. ‘You’ll hear two car doors opening and closing. And then what will you hear?’

‘Footsteps,’ he said, swallowing hard.

‘That’s right,’ said Ann, enjoying herself immensely. ‘You’ll hear Susan’s pretty little steps, and Robert’s much heavier tread. Can you hear them?’

‘Yes, M-mistress.’

‘Coming closer and closer?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Deep breaths,’ she reminded him. ‘This is when you’ll have to be very brave.’

He dragged in a great lungful of air, but his legs continued to tremble.

‘And then what will you hear?’

‘The d-doorbell,’ he stammered, sure they were really about to arrive.

‘That’s right,’ said Ann, opening the front-door. ‘When they arrive, I’ll open the door to them like this, as the lady of the house, and you’ll wait where you are while I welcome them. Once I’ve done that, I’ll show them inside. That’s when Robert will see you for the first time. You’ll curtsey to him, and say, “May I take your coat, sir?” Imagine I’m him, and let me see you.’

His cheeks flaming, he dropped a quick curtsey, and mumbled, ‘May I take your coat, sir?’

‘A little slower with the curtsey,’ said Ann. ‘Don’t look as if you’re rushing to get it over with, and speak up. It doesn’t have to be loud, but he needs to hear you. Do it again.’

He obeyed to the best of his ability, and she praised his efforts.

‘Much better,’ said Ann, ‘but lift your dress a little higher when you curtsey. I like to see your slip hem, it makes you look so pretty. Do it again.’

He obeyed but still she didn’t see the lacy hem of his slip.

‘You are wearing a slip, aren’t you?’ she enquired, a hint of frost in her voice.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

‘Let me see,’ she said, lifting up his dress. He was wearing a slip, but it was quite short, and his new housekeeping dress was an inch or two longer than his other dresses.

‘I see what the problem is,’ said Ann. ‘You need a longer slip, that’s all. I’ll look one out for you tomorrow. Do it one more time,’ she said, ringing the doorbell to make him jump.

He curtsied prettily, and said steadily, ‘May I take your coat, sir?’

‘Much better,’ said Ann, ‘but make your voice a little lighter, more like a woman’s. Do it again.’

He dropped another curtsey, and spoke his greeting to her satisfaction.

‘That’s splendid,’ said Ann. ‘Do it like that, and I’ll be very pleased with you. I’m sure Susan will be too. Once they’ve arrived, the worst will be over, and you can get on with serving food and drinks. You’ll be too busy then to worry about Robert seeing you in your dress. Do you feel better now, a little less frightened?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered, even more frightened than before. He’d imagined it fully now, seen the full horror in his mind’s eye, and he was terrified.

’Then what do you say?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he replied helplessly.

‘You’re welcome,’ she said. ‘Now, come through to the kitchen, and we’ll plan the menu for tomorrow. We’ll keep it simple, I think, so you can concentrate on your other duties.’

ON FRIDAY morning, Ann instructed David to cook the main course for their evening meal. She wanted him to get that out of the way so he had one less task to worry about. She asked him to prepare a lamb casserole. He’d made it for her several times before, and she’d always found it delicious. It was a plain dish, but the succulent lamb and rich gravy went beautifully with new Ayrshire potatoes, and a selection of fresh vegetables.

She instructed him to make a starter of green salad with chopped, fried chorizo, and for dessert a fresh fruit salad with cream, then Stilton cheese and biscuits, all of which he could prepare in the evening. Ann had looked out her best wine from her cellar.

Once the casserole was simmering, Ann sent him to put his new housekeeping dress in the wash so it would be fresh and clean for his guests, and then she sent him out in his overalls, with a pair of her worn panties beneath, to work on the bridle-path.

He threw himself into the work, hard labour his only way of forgetting the ordeal ahead but, when he came back at the appointed time of three o’clock, he saw his housekeeping dress billowing gently on the line where Ann had pegged it out to dry. The sight of it sent a frisson of pure terror down his spine, and yet he felt a deep undercurrent of masochistic arousal. He told himself to run away, take the farm-track to the road, and hitch a ride home. He’d go to one of his friends and ask for help. What was to stop him? He didn’t have to go through with this. It was more than any man could bear.

But he didn’t move, and he remained by the drying-line, a man in a dream. Finally, after long moments, he took his dress from the line and went inside.

When he came out of the shower, Ann was in his room, draping a slip over his bed along with a pack of new dark tights.

‘I’ve brought you a longer slip,’ she said, ‘and a pair of new tights, an expensive pair, in honour of the occasion.’

Normally, he wore cheap nylons from 3-packs bought in the supermarket, or nylons Ann had discarded, but these were stylish Wolford tights. Absurdly, he felt honoured by her gift.

‘And some fresh panties,’ she said, lifting her skirt and taking down the pair she was wearing. They were in white silk by Chantelle. David had often admired them, but she’d never given him them to wear before.

‘They’ve very pretty, aren’t they?’ she said, dangling them in front of his face.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly in her thrall.

‘So what do you say?’ she said, dropping her panties onto the bed beside his dress and slip.

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress.’

‘You shouldn’t need me to tell you,’ she said sharply. ‘Now, have a lie-down. Try to rest if you can, although I doubt you’ll sleep. I don’t want to see you until five o’clock when you’ll report to me in the kitchen. I’ll inspect your uniform, and you can prepare the vegetables, and set the table. It promises to be quite a night. Are you looking forward to it?’

He looked at her with wide, fear-filled eyes, and she felt a thrill of arousal to wield such power over him.

‘If you’re not, you should be,’ she said. ‘Moments like these come along only rarely in life. Enjoy it if you can, I know I will.’

She kissed him on the cheek, and swept out of the room in a breeze of perfume.

She was right — he didn’t sleep. He huddled under the blankets staring at the ceiling. He tried to think, plan some way out of his terrible predicament, but anxiety possessed him, leaving him incapable of coherent thought. He clutched his cock in fear. It usually felt big and comforting in his hand, but it was tiny now, shrunken by anxiety, and yet he felt an elusive arousal deep in his gut.

A part of him wanted this, wanted it very much, but wanting it did nothing to calm his nerves. If anything, it intensified his distress as real fear mixed with his absurd longing for pain and humiliation.

He must have fallen into a trance for when next he looked at his bedside clock in was nearly a quarter to five. Sick with nerves, he leapt out of bed and pulled on his Mistress’ lovely silk panties. Then he took up the slip she’d left for him on the bed, and pulled it on with trembling hands. It had thin, delicate shoulder straps, and elegantly understated lace at its bodice and hem. Coming to just above his knees, it seemed to wrap him in sacred magic as if it was imbued with Ann’s feminine grace and power. Then he sat on the bed and opened the flat cellophane packet containing his hose. His stomach fluttered with excitement as he shook the tights loose, and gathered up each leg before putting them on. They were very sheer, and much softer than he was used to. They felt delightful against his skin, and he loved the way his longer slip skimmed smoothly against his nylon-clad legs.

Then he did his hair, brushing it through before gathering it in a tight pony-tail, and fixing it in place with the gold clasp that matched his earrings. He slipped on his new court shoes, and then put on his housekeeping dress. Its front buttoning style left a little gap just above the knee, which displayed the briefest flash of slip hem with every step he took. This added greatly to his feelings of shame — what a fool he looked, how dainty and weak — and his hands were trembling when he fastened his apron, making sure he tied it with a long bow in the way his Mistress preferred.

When he came into the kitchen, it was a minute before five o’clock, and Ann praised his reliability and timekeeping.

‘How punctual you are, Dee,’ she said with an approving smile. ‘And how neat and tidy you look. I particularly like the way your slip peeps out at the knee when you walk. It’s really most attractive, well done.’

He couldn’t help but drop a quick curtsey, the shame of it injecting a masochistic joy straight into his blood.

‘And how lovely the lamb smells,’ she said. ‘It’s making my mouth water.’

He laid the table by the huge glass wall with a white tablecloth and set it with cutlery and wine-glasses. He polished each item until the three place-settings sparkled in the evening sunlight.

It was a lovely place to eat, with the stunning view of the huge lawn running down to the wood, but it was for his superiors, not for him. He was nothing but a slave, the servant to their pleasure. His Master and two Mistresses would enjoy the fruits of his labour. He only hoped they’d find no fault with his service.

Oh, God, he thought, a shiver running through him, they would soon be here, in this very room, his wife and her lover! They would sit at table while he served in his dress. They would see him for what he was — a slave, a woman’s uniformed maid, a creature without pride.

He tried to push the thought out of his head, but he couldn’t. It was a powerful demon that possessed his soul.

‘Wash and prepare the vegetables,’ Ann commanded him, ‘but don’t cook them until they’re here, they’ll be fresher that way. I’ll send you through once you’ve served drinks in the sitting-room. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his stomach churning.

‘Make the starter, and the fresh fruit salad for dessert. Be sure to put the cream in the silver jug.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And set the log-fire in the sitting-room. We probably won’t need it, but I’d like it set all the same.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Is the dessert wine in the fridge?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And there’s beer for Robert if he wants it?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Very good,’ she said, her excitement growing. ‘Open two bottles of red and let them breathe. I’m going upstairs to get ready. Make sure everything’s done when I come down.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said again, but she’d already gone.

He performed his tasks as instructed, struggling all the time against a growing terror of what was to come. When he set the fire, he marked his crisp white apron with soot. He tried to clean it with a damp cloth, but he only left a wide smear, and he had to hurry to the laundry room where he ironed another apron as a replacement.

He checked on the casserole, turned the oven down a little, and put it back in at the lower temperature. With nothing to occupy him, he paced up and down in the long kitchen, his anxiety turning to nausea. Fearing he might take ill, he rushed to his servant’s bathroom where he splashed his face with cold water, and fought off the urge to be sick.

Like a runner before a race, he kept needing to pee, but when he took down his tights and panties, and lifted his dress and slip and sat on the toilet like a woman, nothing happened. Feeling faint, he slid down onto the floor, pressing his face against the stone floor to cool his fever. He stayed like that for what felt like hours before dragging himself upright, rearranging his underwear and dress, and leaving the bathroom.

When he came back into the kitchen his heart was racing, and his skin was covered in a clammy sweat, but when Ann entered the room he could only gape in amazement.

A goddess had come to earth.

She looked magnificent in a knee-length blue silk dress that flowed and swayed beguilingly around her lovely knees. And she was wearing the boots she’d bought in London, which made the most of her naturally good legs. Her make-up highlighted her proud features, and her hair hung thick and shiny to her shoulders.

And she was wearing Amarige de Givenchy.

A part of him longed to be her lover again, but he feared that joy was lost to him forever.

‘Well, Dee,’ said Ann, turning for him, her dress flaring prettily, ‘what do you think? Will I do?’

‘You look lovely, Mistress,’ he said, awed by her beauty.

‘You’re very kind,’ she said, smiling at his devotion.

‘Lovelier than I can say,’ he said, overwhelmed by his love for her.

‘Just think,’ she said, reading his mind. ‘You could have been my lover, but you gave all that away when you asked to become my slave. You chose instead to wear a dress and serve as my maid. But what’s done is done. All that’s in the past. This is who we are now, Mistress and slave, and we must make the best of it.’

He could only stare at her.

‘You’ve changed your apron,’ she remarked, a hint of irritation in her voice.

‘The new one got dirty when I set the fire,’ he explained.

‘Never mind,’ she said, stepping behind him to adjust the bow, ‘this one’s even prettier. My word, is that the time?’ she said suddenly, glancing at the oven clock, and smiling at her slave. ‘They’ll be here any minute.’

She led him out into the hall. The old grandfather clock put the time at eight minutes to seven, and she rubbed his back gently as she had in their rehearsal, and spoke quietly into his ear, ‘It’s going to happen, David, it’s really going to happen. Your wife is coming to visit with her lover, and you’ll serve as their pretty maid and waitress.’

‘Please,’ he gasped, suddenly in a panic. ‘Please, make this stop.’

‘It can’t be stopped,’ she purred in his ear. ‘You know it can’t.’

‘Help me, please help,’ he beseeched her.

‘There is no help,’ she whispered, slipping her hand under his dress, delighted to discover he was soft in his panties. It pleased her to know anxiety had overcome arousal. She preferred it that way.

‘How soft and pretty you are in your panties,’ she said. ‘More like a woman than a man.’

He felt his soul tremble as if it was about to leave his body.

‘There’s nothing you can do,’ she said, ‘except give in to it.’

‘Oh, God,’ he mumbled.

‘Be brave,’ she said, kissing his pretty cheek. ‘It’s what you want and, more important, it’s what I want.’

‘I’m frightened,’ he said, his voice quaking.

‘I know.’

‘Really, Mistress, I am.’

‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘I want you to be frightened. I’m a cruel woman, Dee. It excites me to know I can do this to you. Do you want to see how excited I am?’

He just looked at her, too overcome to speak.

‘I’m going to show you,’ she said, smiling as she slowly raised the hem of her lovely silk dress. ‘I’m wearing stay-ups, Dee, and look at my panties.’

As she raised her dress higher, David saw the dark band of nylon at the tops of her stay-up stockings, and then the abundant lace of her French knickers, the same beautiful pair she’d worn on the night she’d taken him to witness the dreadful subjugation of Professor Oliver Grant.

She laughed at his haunted look, saying, ‘I like wearing these knickers when I’m going to be especially cruel to you. They feel so soft and loose compared to your terrible entrapment.’

He couldn’t tear his eyes from the lovely sight, and she swayed her hips slowly from side to side so that her loose knickers moved to her rhythm, a heavenly sight that made him forget the hell he was in.

‘I know how much you like me in these,’ she said huskily, ‘and I love wearing them when I really take charge of you. It makes me so wet, you’ve no idea. I’ll let you see.’

She gathered the silky lace in her slender fingers, and held it to one side, allowing him a glimpse of her lovely cunt glistening amidst her sweet forest of curls.

‘Perhaps you’d like to kiss me here,’ she said teasingly, moving the abundant lace back and forth, ‘just a little kiss before our guests arrive. Would you like that, Dee, would you like to kiss me under my French panties?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a voice heavy with longing.

‘Then get on your knees,’ she commanded.

Lifting the hem of his housekeeping dress, he knelt before her.

‘My boots first,’ she said. ‘I know how you like kissing my boots.’

Dizzy with fear and arousal, he pressed his lips devoutly against the softly shining leather of her boots.

‘Sweetly done,’ said Ann. ‘Now you may kiss my knees.’

His heart pounding, he raised his mouth to her knees, thrilled by the warmth of her flesh beneath her smooth dark hose.

‘This is where you belong,’ she said softly. ‘On your knees before a woman.’

He kissed first one knee and then the other, his eyes glancing up at the heaven above.

‘This is what you want, isn’t it, Dee?’ she said, still swaying her French knickers slowly from side to side, permitting him tantalising glimpses of her sweetest place. Her lovely scent seduced and sedated him. ‘Come and kiss me,’ she whispered to him. ‘Come and taste how wet I am.’

Lost in her beauty, he kissed the tops of her stockings and the smooth flesh above but, just as his lips brushed the warm silken lace of her panties, a distant sound wrenched him from joy.

The sound of a car engine.

‘Oh, God,’ he whimpered, tumbling back into hell.

‘What a shame,’ said Ann, dropping her dress which swayed alluringly around her knees. ‘And what bad timing, but you can kiss me there another time, and you can wear my French panties tomorrow. All day if you like. Won’t that be lovely?’

He gazed up at her, stricken with fear.

The sound of the car engine grew louder.

‘Onto your feet,’ she said, helping him stand.

He stood dazedly, staring at her, his eyes wide with panic. He tried to speak but made no sound.

‘I know, I know,’ she said gently, ‘you’re praying this isn’t happening. You’re praying it’s only a dream, but it’s real, David, it is happening, and you’ll suffer it for me. You’ll suffer it for my pleasure and amusement, you know you will. You have no choice in the matter.’

She kissed him then with a kiss so deep and sensual it stole his very soul.

‘Be brave,’ she said, ‘and try to enjoy yourself if you can. There’s pleasure to be found in pain, you should know that by now.’

He heard the car drive into the yard.

‘They’re here,’ said Ann gaily, patting her hair as she checked her reflection in the hall mirror. ‘Stand straight,’ she commanded him. ‘And remember you’re only a slave.’

David stood straight with his hands clasped neatly at the front as she’d shown him, but his breathing was ragged, and he shook with fear.

The sounds as they happened were uncannily close to those he’d imagined the night before. First, he heard the sound of the car coming to a halt, and then the few moments of silence after the engine had been turned off. Then came the sounds of two car doors opening and closing, and the crunch of approaching footsteps on the gravel, a woman’s quicker, lighter steps clearly distinguishable from a heavier male tread. He also heard the sound of indistinct voices, and the familiar sound of Susan’s lovely laugh.

David swallowed hard, feeling the hallway spin around him, and a need to pee so strong he feared he might wet himself. Then the doorbell rang, making him jump with fright, and clutch at his heart as if it might stop beating.

And then Ann had opened the door and was standing in the doorway greeting and embracing Susan, and shaking hands with Robert, their laughter and voices cheerful and normal, as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Robert was mostly obscured by the doorframe, but David could see Susan was wearing a very pretty, summery dress, made prettier by the bouquet of flowers she held in her slim arms. Her eyes flicked over to him. She smiled at him with kindness in her eyes, and he felt a surge of helpless panic that made him want to die.

Ann took the flowers from Susan, and stepped back into the hallway to allow her guests entry.

His legs quaking, and his brain clouded, David took a step towards his wife’s lover, dropped a quick curtsey, and said, ‘May I take your coat, sir?’

There was a moment’s silence, and then Robert said in a deep, strong voice, ‘Well, you could, I suppose, if I had a coat.’

Ann and Susan laughed at his remark, and David felt even more foolish, if that was possible. He’d spoken by rote, without taking in that Robert was wearing a dark blue linen suit with a white shirt open at the neck, but with no coat. His successful rival looked tall and ruggedly handsome in the suit, and very relaxed with a bottle of red wine cradled in his arm.

‘You must forgive Dee,’ said Ann through laughter. ‘He’s not used to having guests, and he’s a little nervous.’

‘Never mind, Dee,’ said Susan warmly, her lovely eyes shining with laughter and affection, ‘anyone can make a mistake, and it was good of you to ask.’

‘Perhaps you could take this instead,’ said Robert kindly, offering the bottle of wine to the blushing maid.

‘Thank-you, sir,’ said David, dropping another curtsey as he took the bottle.

‘And these,’ said Susan, giving him the box of Belgian chocolates she’d brought with her.

‘And you can take these lovely flowers Susan’s been kind enough to give me,’ said Ann, handing the bouquet to her slave. ‘Put them in a vase of water, and then come through and see what our guests would like to drink.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his brain in an even deeper fog as he took the flowers, and dropped another curtsey.

His cheeks burning, he turned and hurried into the kitchen, pursued by the sound of their laughter.

‘Try to forgive him,’ he overheard Ann saying. ‘He’s never met a proper man in my house before.’

In the kitchen, David gave a groan of despair and doubled over in shame, the flowers he was clutching reminding him of his wife’s fragrant beauty. His brain wouldn’t let him recall Robert’s appearance, but he’d seen how handsome he was, even more manly and impressive than he remembered, and he couldn’t let his mind dwell on that. The pain and jealousy of it threatened to overwhelm him, undo his sanity altogether.

Taking deep breaths, he made himself stand up straight, and fill a vase with water. He arranged the flowers clumsily, hindered not just by anxiety but also by the pressure of knowing they’d be waiting for him to take their drinks order.

A new wave of terror broke over him, prompting another desperate need to pee. He rushed into his maid’s quarters, lifting up his dress and taking down his tights and knickers before he’d even made it into the bathroom. He sat just in time, his stomach fluttering with nerves as he emptied his bladder.

‘Oh, God,’ he muttered under his breath, ‘this can’t be happening … It can’t, it can’t.’

He stood and arranged his dress and underwear, then washed his hands, unable to look at his reflection in the little mirror for fear of what he might see there.

As he hurried back through the kitchen to meet his fate, he looked down and saw his pretty apron, his new shoes and tights, and the vivid white flash of his slip hem flicking out prettily at his knees with every step he took. He knew that somewhere deep in his psyche the pretty display aroused him, and he willed himself to find some refuge in arousal, but he felt only fear and deep embarrassment.

Shame and raw terror held sway over any pleasure he might find in his humiliation. He truly was a soul in torment.

He arrived at the door to the drawing-room, but he couldn’t summon the courage to go inside. He could hear the murmur of their voices from behind the door, although he couldn’t make out what they were saying, only the bass rumble of Robert’s voice, and the lighter tones of Ann and Susan’s voices. Their voices were punctuated by frequent bursts of laughter. The sounds crushed David for he could no longer imagine how it might feel to be so happy and free.

He leaned his head against the wall and tried to control his bounding heart, but it did no good. As terrified as a man jumping to his death from a high building, David opened the door and went inside.

‘Here he is,’ said Ann impatiently, adding, ‘what kept you, we’re dying of thirst?’

Before he could answer, Ann asked Susan what she’d like to drink.

‘Wine will be lovely,’ said Susan. ‘Your wines are always wonderful.’

‘And Robert, what would you like?’ Ann asked her handsome visitor.

‘Just water for me,’ said Robert.

‘Are you sure?’ said Ann. ‘I’ve got beer, if you’d prefer.’

‘Thank-you, but water’s fine,’ said Robert. ‘I’m driving.’

‘You’re more than welcome to stay the night,’ said Ann. ‘The maid keeps the guest-room made up and ready.’

David felt his heart miss a beat. He desperately didn’t want his wife and her lover to stay the night.

‘That’s very kind of you, but I can’t,’ said Robert, hugely to David’s relief.

Robert felt surprisingly at ease, and hadn’t been at all shocked by David’s dress and submissive demeanour — he barely recognised the shy little maid as the man who’d employed him only a year ago to do work on his house — but he felt compelled to stand up to this lovely, assertive woman, and he wanted to keep his escape route open.

‘I have work in the morning,’ he said.

‘On a Saturday?’ said Ann.

‘He always works on Saturdays,’ said Susan.

‘Most successful businessmen do,’ said Ann approvingly. ‘Bring Mister Miller a glass of water, Dee,’ she instructed David with casual authority. ‘Put ice and lemon in it, and I’ll join Mistress Susan and have wine.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he muttered, curtseying, and hurrying out of the room.

Once more their laughter formed the soundtrack to his departure.

He brought the drinks on a tray. To his relief, they each took their drink without addressing a word to him, and continued with their conversation about the work Ann had done on her farm-house.

‘You must show me round,’ said Robert who, as a builder, had a genuine interest in her house.

‘I’d love to,’ said Ann before turning to her slave and saying, ‘you may go and prepare our meal now, Dee. We’ll expect to eat in thirty minutes.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, giving a quick curtsey and fleeing the room, but he’d seen Susan exchange a little smile with Robert.

God, what a fool I must look to them, he thought in despair as he crossed the hall — what a complete and utter non-entity. No wonder they’re laughing at me. What else can I expect? I’m nothing compared to them, an object of scorn, a fool for their amusement.

Thinking himself worthless, he considered his existence a matter beneath even their contempt. Strangely, he found solace in this judgement. If he was of such little consequence, then what could his suffering possibly matter? The only answer was that it couldn’t matter in the slightest, and he should ignore what was left of his pride, and accept his degradation as part of some natural order he could neither understand nor control.

And he found refuge in the gleaming tidiness of the huge, glass-walled kitchen. He put heat under the vegetables, which came quickly to the boil, and he filled and set the coffee machine for later, when they’d finished their meal.

He began to feel a little better, as if he might survive the evening, but his hopefulness didn’t last for long. He was making the French-dressing for the starter when he heard voices in the hallway, and Ann and Robert drifted into the kitchen followed, a distance behind, by Susan who was drinking her wine and looking idly around her.

David froze in terror, and continued with his work, hoping he would be ignored. Ann and Robert were deep in conversation about the huge glass-wall, and how it had been designed and installed, but Susan, who had taken the grand tour on a previous visit, detached from them and came over to David, standing so close to him their dresses touched, her lovely, floral dress against his prim maid’s frock.

The touch sent a shiver down his spine, and made his cheeks flame brightly with embarrassment. This was a woman he’d been married to for five years, and knew and loved more than any other person on the planet, and yet he felt terrified of what she might do or say to him.

To David, she was no longer an ordinary woman. She was a Mistress, a woman in possession of a power so strong it left him cowed and breathless. He feared that if she told him to take up his kitchen-knife, and plunge it through his trembling heart, he would obey without question.

In the background, he heard Ann laugh at something Robert had said, and then Susan put her hand on his bare arm, and said, ‘That smells lovely, David. It’s your special lamb, isn’t it? I miss your cooking so much. I can’t wait to taste it again.’

She’d spoken so kindly, in a voice he knew so well, that he gave a sob, and had to fight back tears.

‘Are you all right?’ she said, real concern in her voice.

‘I don’t know if I am,’ he said in a very small voice.

‘You’re doing fine,’ said Susan, squeezing his arm in encouragement. ‘You’ve done so well already, and you look so smart in your new maid’s dress, really you do. It suits you, and your apron and slip look so pretty. You don’t look silly at all, I promise you don’t.’

‘Don’t I?’ he said, swallowing back tears.

‘Not even a bit,’ she said. ‘In fact, I think you look how you were always meant to look. You’re brave and kind, and I’m very proud of you.’

‘Th-thank-you,’ he said, moved by her gentleness.

‘No,’ she said quietly in his ear. ‘I should be thanking you. I’ve been so happy these past few weeks, and all because of you. It’s lovely to have everything out in the open, and be able to come here with Robert. I’m so happy you’ve become Ann’s slave, really I am. It’s so good of you to suffer this for me. Thank-you, Dee. You’ve helped me find what I want, and I’ll always be grateful to you for that.’

And with that she was gone, drifting back to join Robert as he listened to Ann, and then going on with them to inspect the rest of Ann’s extraordinary house.

David could still smell his wife’s perfume as he went back to making the dressing, and he still felt the touch of her fingers on his arm. Her words had both crushed his pride, and lifted his spirits for, while he hated to think of her with another man, he also loved to think he’d been responsible in some small way for her radiant happiness.

The meal went well — at least to begin with. Robert, Ann and Susan conversed easily as they helped themselves to several helpings of the chorizo salad. David stood meekly in attendance but, greatly to his relief, no-one so much as looked at him, or required any further service.

He then served their main course and stood nearby, straight-backed and with his hands clasped at the front as they ate and talked happily. Susan congratulated him on the delicious food, and Robert and Ann agreed wholeheartedly, and then they ignored him altogether, talking about Trump and Brexit and how important it was to remain positive in such rapidly changing times. Then David spoke about his business, and Susan talked positively about her work, and her newly promoted position. It was clear they were both thriving in their careers.

David experienced a rising hope that he could get through the rest of the evening with relative ease. Not long now, he told himself. They’d finish their meal, he’d serve them coffee in the sitting-room and, after chatting for an hour or so, Robert and Susan would leave. The finishing-line was in sight, and soon his torment would be over.

But then his fragile optimism was shattered.

Ann nodded at him, indicating that he should refill their wine-glasses. He stepped forward obediently but, as he was refilling Susan’s glass, Ann said something that rekindled his anxiety.

‘Robert,’ Ann said, ‘are you sure you won’t try some of this wine? It’s the very best from my cellar.’

‘Try it,’ said Susan, offering her glass to her lover. ‘Go on, it’s absolutely delicious.’

‘No, thank-you,’ said Robert.

‘Go on,’ Susan said again. ‘A sip won’t do any harm.’

He took her glass and tasted the wine, his broad, handsome face registering his pleasure.

‘That really is delicious,’ said Robert. He wasn’t a wine expert, but he knew excellent wine when he tasted it.

‘Well, then,’ said Ann, ‘stay the night, why don’t you? You can leave early in the morning if you need to be at work.’

‘I don’t know,’ said Robert, beginning to relax his guard. He’d taken a liking to his beautiful hostess, finding her friendly and good-humoured, and he’d grown quickly accustomed to the sight of David in his maid’s uniform. More than that, he found it oddly pleasurable to be served by Susan’s feminised husband in his neat maid’s dress. He wasn’t a cruel man, yet he wanted to claim Susan as his own in front of David, prove to him they were a couple, and deeply in love. He wanted to crush any lingering hope David may harbour of winning Susan back for his own.

And it was enjoyable and flattering to be in the company of two such charming and beautiful women while another man had to serve as their waitress and slave. Despite his kindly nature, he began to savour the power of being the alpha male in the house, and he found a primitive, intoxicating pleasure in his ascendancy.

‘Why don’t we stay?’ said Susan, to David’s despair.

‘We’d need to leave in the morning by eight at the latest,’ said Robert.

‘That’s no trouble,’ said Ann. ‘My maid will wake you at seven, and cook you breakfast before you go.’

Robert glanced at David, unable to keep the scorn from his gaze. He knew he held this man’s fate in his hands.

Susan saw Robert’s scornful look, and she pitied her husband’s plight even as she thrilled to her lover’s power over him. Not for the first time, she wondered at the many paradoxes and contradictions of sadomasochism.

‘All right,’ said Robert, his cock stirring and coming erect under his suit trousers, ‘we’ll stay.’

The words devastated the watching slave, but there was nothing he could do.

Nothing at all.

‘That’s wonderful,’ said Ann. ‘Bring a glass for Mister Miller,’ she instructed her pale little maid, ‘and hurry up about it.’

Susan smiled to see David’s hand tremble as he poured wine for her lover, knowing what a delicious torment it must be for him. And she also felt a delicious excitement. She was already looking forward to going to bed with Robert knowing her enslaved husband was in the same house. There was something inevitable about the prospect.

Inevitable, and deeply, primitively satisfying.

Plunged into despair by Robert’s decision to stay the night, David struggled to keep his composure as he served the fresh fruit salad, and then the cheese. But the diners seemed lifted by Robert’s decision, and their conversation flowed with even greater fun and fluency. Both bottles of red wine were consumed, along with the bottle of dessert wine until all three were slightly the worse for drink.

When Robert asked for directions to the bathroom, Ann instructed her maid to show him the way. Why she couldn’t just have said, “Second on the left in the hall” was beyond David, but his was not to reason why.

Both men felt awkward to find themselves alone together in the hallway. David led the way, deeply shamed by the feminine clip of his heels on the hall tiles. ‘This way, sir,’ he said, not looking at Robert as he pushed open the door to the bathroom off the hall. He hated calling his wife’s lover sir, and yet it thrilled him to his very core.

Robert stopped in the open doorway. His tall, strong frame loomed over David so that he smelled Robert’s cologne, and felt his suit jacket touch against his bare arm. For a terrible moment David felt sure Robert was going to take him in his arms and kiss him.

‘Susan is a wonderful woman,’ said Robert. ‘I’m very fond of her, and I intend to take the greatest care of her.’

David just stared at his rival’s broad chest and said nothing.

‘I wanted you to hear that,’ said Robert in his deep, strong voice. ‘I wanted you to know that she’s in safe hands.’

Once more David said nothing, but a tremor shook his body.

‘Don’t be afraid,’ said Robert. ‘I’m sure everything will work out for the best.’

David opened his mouth to speak but made no sound.

‘And thank-you for the meal,’ said Robert. ‘It was delicious. You’ve made us very welcome.’

‘Thank-you, sir,’ David muttered weakly as his handsome rival went into the bathroom, and closed the door behind him.

David stood by the door for a few moments, taking deep breaths and trying to gather himself, and then he went back into the kitchen where he busied himself quietly at the sink. He overheard Ann and Susan talking as he went about his work.

‘I’m so glad you like Robert,’ said Susan.

‘What’s not to like?’ said Ann. ‘He’s funny and charming, and I’ve never seen a more handsome man. No wonder you’ve fallen for him.’

‘You don’t think him dull?’

‘Why would I think that?’

‘No reason, really,’ said Susan, ‘except that he’s so normal and manly. He even plays rugby.’

‘There’s nothing wrong with manly men,’ said Ann. ‘Every goddess needs a god from time to time, and just because Bush and Blair dragged their knuckles across The White House lawn and behaved like arrogant fools doesn’t mean all manliness has to be condemned. No, Susan, you’ve found yourself a good man, I’m sure of it, and all I can say is well done, and make the most of it.’

‘I’m so happy with him,’ said Susan with a warmth that broke David’s heart

‘I wish you every joy,’ said Ann, clinking glasses with Susan, and drinking the last of the dessert wine.

David thought he saw both women glance over at him with their lovely, twinkling eyes, but he was too crushed to look up from his work, and he couldn’t be sure.

He served them coffee in the drawing-room where Susan was sitting on the settee next to Robert. As David passed round the chocolates, he saw that Robert’s knee was pressed against Susan’s. He felt a flaring of jealous anger mixed with panic, but he continued to hand around the chocolates like a good little maid. They complained about having no room for more food, but they each ate several of the chocolates, declaring them too delicious to resist. Ann then sent her maid to fetch her bottle of Jura Prophecy whisky and three glasses. Robert and Ann accepted the whisky happily, but Susan, never a whisky drinker, had to be persuaded.

‘Only a very small one, then,’ she said, smiling up at her enslaved husband as he poured her whisky with a trembling hand. ‘I’ve already had too much wine.’ David saw her other hand lying fondly on Robert’s broad thigh.

Ann then instructed him to light the fire he’d set earlier.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Susan, ‘it’s not cold.’

‘I know,’ said Ann, ‘but it gives off such a lovely light, and the logs smell so nice. Go on, Dee, show Mistress Susan what I mean.’

Lifting his dress hem, David knelt in front of the fire, uncomfortably aware that he was kneeling at Robert’s feet, and lit the fire. To his relief, the kindling caught quickly and the fire began to burn with a pleasant, crackling sound.

‘Will there be anything else?’ he asked the room blindly, desperate to be gone.

‘That will be all for now,’ said Ann, sipping her whisky, and regarding him with dark amusement. ‘Clean and tidy up in the kitchen. I’ll ring if we need anything.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a neat curtsey.

He tried to lose himself in work, but shame and arousal fought inside him like snakes in a sack. As he carried the glasses and plates to the dishwasher he noticed that both Ann and Susan’s wine-glasses were marked with their lipstick in slightly different shades of red. These feminine markings turned their glasses into sacred chalices in his fevered mind and, burning with shame, he kissed each glass, thrilling to the faint taste of their lipstick, before placing them carefully in the dishwasher.

As he did this, and for the first time that evening, he felt a stream of arousal begin to flow in the desert canyons of his shame. And, when he heard Ann’s hand-bell summon him to her side, his arousal spiked in the way he loved, and he hurried to answer her ring.

At last, he told himself, he was learning to take pleasure in his dreadful humiliation. He was coming to terms with his fate.

All Ann wanted was for him to pour Robert and herself another whisky. Susan was still nursing her first glass, and she refused a refill. David felt relieved. She’d already had too much to drink, and wasn’t used to whisky.

Ann told him to put on some music.

‘Miles Davis would be good,’ she said, a gleam in her eye. ‘Kind of Blue, I think.’

David wondered if she’d chosen that piece of music to torment him. She knew it was a particular favourite of his, and they’d listened to it together many times when they’d been lovers. And, true enough, when the incomparable intro to ‘So What’ began to play, David couldn’t help recalling the intense joy he’d felt as Ann’s lover, a joy he’d thrown away as he’d thrown away the love of his beautiful wife.

And what had he in place of that joy? Nothing, except a life of shame and servitude. There could be no doubt, he concluded — he’d become insane.

And yet … And yet … A part of him wondered if he’d found his way to a new and magical kingdom where the laws of love and desire could be invented anew; a kingdom where pleasure could be found in pain, and cruelty could express a new form of love and compassion.

‘Have you finished in the kitchen?’ Ann asked him.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hoping she’d send him away for the night. He’d hide in his little room at the back of the house, and try to forget his shame.

‘Then wait in the corner in case we need anything,’ she said curtly.

He stared at her in disbelief. Surely she couldn’t send him to the corner in front of Robert and Susan.

‘What’s the matter?’ Ann said when he didn’t move. ‘Didn’t you hear what I said?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered.

‘Then do as you’re told,’ she said, shooting him a very dark look.

Feeling their eyes burning into his back, David went obediently to the corner and stood with his face pressed against the wall. Being treated like this in front of his wife and her lover humiliated him so terribly he felt weak and breathless. He raged silently at Ann’s coldness and contempt, and yet he loved her for her cruelty.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ he heard Ann say to her guests. ‘I have to be very firm with him or he forgets his place in my house.’

‘I don’t mind at all,’ said Robert. ‘Each to their own.’

‘Precisely,’ said Ann, liking Robert’s open-mindedness. ‘Each to their own, and Dee needs to learn this is not a game, it’s a way of life.’

‘It looks to me as if he’s learning very well,’ said Robert.

‘Overall, I’m very pleased with his progress,’ said Ann. ‘And I hope Susan is too.’

‘I couldn’t be more pleased,’ said Susan. ‘He’s come so far in such a short time. You’ve worked wonders with him, Ann, truly you have.’

‘I’m so glad you’re happy,’ said Ann, ‘but he still has a great deal to learn.’

‘He couldn’t have a better teacher,’ said Susan.

‘You’re very kind,’ said Ann, ‘but I enjoy teaching him, and I’m looking forward to taking him to the next stage.’

‘I can’t wait,’ said Susan, pressing her knee against Robert’s, suddenly longing to be in bed with him.

After that, and greatly to David’s relief, they made no more mention of him, and David began to feel invisible in his little corner, as if he’d ceased to exist. The light in the room slowly dimmed to a warm glow made magical by the light from the burning logs. David listened to the dreamy murmur of their voices over the beauty of Miles Davis’ ‘Flamenco Sketches.’

‘Well, then,’ he heard Ann say, ‘all this wine and whisky has made me sleepy. I’m going to bed. It’s been lovely to meet you, Robert, and I’ll see you in the morning. Dee will have breakfast ready for you at seven.’

It wasn’t even eleven o’clock, and Ann didn’t feel remotely sleepy, but she wanted to leave David alone with Robert and Susan. He would be her gift to them. She felt sure they’d enjoy having him under their control, and it would be good for David to spend longer in the company of the man who’d taken his wife from him. It would leave a deep brand on his psyche, mark him permanently as a woman’s slave. The thought excited her, and gave her great pleasure.

After their fond goodnights, and just as Ann was about to leave the room, Susan said, ‘Can I ask a favour, Ann?’

‘Of course you can,’ Ann replied warmly. ‘Ask away.’

‘I was wondering if Dee could possibly wear his uniform with the bells in the morning,’ said Susan. ‘It’s such a sweet sound. I’ve never forgotten it, and I’d love to hear it again. I’d like Robert to hear it too.’

‘Of course he’ll wear it for you,’ said Ann, thrilled by her request.

‘I hope I’m not being a nuisance,’ said Susan.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Ann. ‘He’ll be only too pleased to wear it, and I won’t have to tell him, I know he’s listening.’

And David was listening, a cold shiver of dread running down his spine.

‘Thank-you, Ann,’ said Susan.

‘You’re welcome,’ said Ann. ‘I’ll leave Dee with you in case you need anything, and he can show you to your room when you’re ready. Feel free to use him as you like.’

And then she was gone, leaving David facing the corner, alone in the room with his wife and her lover.

He heard them laugh softly, and then it went quiet except for the soft jazz music. After a while, he heard them whisper something he couldn’t hear, and then he was sure he heard them kiss before laughing and whispering again.

Thinking of them kissing was a cruel and delightful torment for he longed to see them kiss, and not to see them, in equal measure. Once more his legs began to tremble, and he feared he might be sick. He heard another sound, which he feared was the soft rustle of clothing. Imagining Robert’s hand under his wife’s dress, he swallowed hard, and pressed his forehead into the corner. He could smell paint, and plasterwork, and the cold stone beneath.

‘Kind of Blue’ came to its glorious end. In the silence, David could make out more clearly the sound of kissing and sighs, intercut with the soft murmur of voices, and the crackle of the logs in the fire.

He heard Susan murmur, ‘You tell him,’ and Robert reply, ‘no, you tell him.’ He heard laughter, and some whispers he couldn’t make out, and then Susan said softly, ‘It’s okay, I want him to see.’

After a few moments, Susan announced in a loud voice that made him jump, ‘Turn round, Dee, I need you to do something for me.’

Trembling with dread, he turned to face them. They were sprawled lazily on the large settee. The hem of Susan’s flimsy summer dress was at her waist, and Robert’s hand lay high on her slender, nylon-sheathed thigh. His hand moved slowly, caressing her idly, letting David know exactly who was in charge. Susan’s hand was on Robert’s knee. She smiled almost insolently at David, and slid her hand up to Robert’s crotch where she caressed his erection, clearly visible through the thin material of his dark linen trousers.

David gave a little gasp of shock, but Robert just stared at him, and then leaned over and kissed Susan deeply. She groaned in delight, surrendering to his kiss and parting her legs in welcome as he slid his hand beneath her raised skirt to cup her between her thighs. David could only watch in horrified arousal as they kissed, and Susan moaned with pleasure as Robert caressed her through her panties.

When at last their kiss was done, Susan pulled Robert’s head down to her breasts, and ruffled his hair tenderly as she gazed at David.

‘Now, what was it I wanted you to do for me?’ she said to her petrified husband, pulling down the front of her dress, and leading Robert’s hungry mouth to the swollen nipple pushing beyond her flimsy bra. Her eyes closed in delight as he took her breast in his mouth, and continued to caress her through her hose and pretty white panties.

‘Ah yes,’ she said dreamily to David, ‘I remember now. The music’s stopped. Put something else on, something I like.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hating the tremor in his voice.

He went to the music player and searched the tracks blindly, unable to think straight. His eyes fell on the name Laura Veirs, a singer he knew Susan liked. He selected it, and her album ‘Warp and Weft’ began to play quietly.

‘That’s lovely,’ said Susan when he turned back to her. ‘One of my favourites, how thoughtful of you.’

Both she and Robert were staring at him with hard, proud expressions, but David was stunned by what he saw. The whisky must have gone to Susan’s head, for she’d opened the front of Robert’s trousers and taken out his long, hard cock. She was running her slender fingers slowly up and down its eager length while Robert had an arm around her shoulder, his hand fondling her breast. With his other hand he held out his empty glass, and smiling, said, ‘I’d like another whisky, thank-you, Dee.’

Susan giggled at his nerve, then leant down and took his cock in her mouth. Robert gave a gasp of delight, running his fingers through her thick, shining hair, but he continued to stare at David as if daring him to intervene.

Frozen in shame and horror, David could only stand and watch. Then Susan sat up, her hand taking the place of her mouth, and said huskily, ‘I wanted you to see what a lovely cock he has, Dee. It is lovely isn’t it, big and handsome, just like him?’

David could barely think let alone speak.

‘Another whisky?’ Robert reminded him, tapping a finger against his empty glass.

‘Yes, sir,’ said David, hating his weakness, yet hurrying to fetch the whisky bottle. They were kissing when he returned with the bottle, and he had to wait until they’d finished their kiss, tormented by the sight of Susan’s hand moving slowly and sensually on his rival’s proud erection.

Finally they broke apart, and Susan smiled at David as he poured whisky into Robert’s glass.

‘Thank-you, Dee,’ said Robert, deeply aroused by Susan’s caresses, and the feeling of power it gave him to dominate another man so openly. ‘You’ve made me very welcome, and looked after us so well. It’s lovely whisky, and you’re a very pretty and obedient maid.’

Susan laughed, and Robert laughed with her, and then they kissed again.

‘Well, Dee,’ said Susan once the kiss was over. ‘Mister Miller has paid you a compliment, so what do you say?’

‘Th-thank-you, sir,’ said David before making a choking sound, and shuddering as if he’d heard news of his own death, which only made the lovers laugh again.

‘Don’t be frightened,’ said Robert. ‘I won’t bite.’

David gave another shiver and looked down helplessly at his feet, so neat and feminine in his little court shoes.

Smiling at the sight of her uniformed husband, Susan took a sip of Robert’s whisky, and began to sing along quietly with Laura Veirs’ lovely ‘Dorothy of The Island,’ feeling as happy and free as she’d ever felt in her life.

Robert looked at his defeated rival in his maid’s dress and apron. He’d never seen a man look so lost or defeated, or so pretty. He was amazed things had gone this far so quickly, but he was glad they had. To his complete surprise, their outrageous behaviour felt perfectly natural. ‘I would say have one yourself,’ he said to the trembling slave, ‘but I don’t imagine maids are allowed whisky, are they?’

‘No, sir,’ said David, ascending to the cruellest of heavens.

‘What a pity,’ said Robert. ‘In that case, you’d better take away Ann’s glass, and put her whisky back before I’m tempted to have more.’

‘Yes, sir,’ said David, taking Ann’s empty glass from the table beside her armchair, and hurrying to leave the room.

‘And come straight back,’ Susan called after him. ‘We’re not finished with you.’

Wracked with shame, he took Ann’s glass and her bottle of whisky to the kitchen, and stood by the sink in an agony of indecision. What could he do? Where could he run? Did he even want to run? Susan’s command to ‘come straight back’ echoed in his head and, to his despair, a part of him wanted to go back. A helpless addict, he longed to lose himself in the dark joy of submission to his faithless wife and her handsome lover. His surrender brought him terrible pain, but there was something sublime in his suffering, a twisted arousal that lit up his soul like nothing he’d ever known.

When he came back into the room they were locked in another passionate kiss. Susan looked up and saw him, and went back to kissing Robert.

‘He’s back,’ she whispered to her lover in between kisses.

‘Who cares?’ Robert said, kissing her deeply. Susan closed her eyes in delight, thrilled by Robert’s mastery over her husband.

Finally Robert broke their kiss, and said to the trembling maid, ‘Do you want something?’

Her head on Robert’s chest, Susan looked at her husband, an impish smile in her eyes.

‘N-no, sir,’ David stammered.

‘In that case, go back to your corner,’ said Robert.

‘Yes, sir,’ said David, turning to go.

‘Dee?’ Susan said.

‘Yes, Mistress?’ he said, turning back to face her.

‘You forgot to curtsey.’

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, curtseying to her.

‘Not to me,’ she said, ‘to Mister Miller.’

‘I’m sorry, sir,’ he said to Robert, curtseying to him.

‘That’s more like it,’ said Robert, enjoying the ridiculous role-play. ‘Now go and stand in the corner. We’ll let you know if we need anything else.’

‘Yes, sir,’ David said weakly, dropping another curtsey before returning to his shameful place in the corner of the large, elegant room.

They left him like that, listening to the sounds of their kisses and sighs, for what felt like hours, but Laura Veirs was still playing when he heard them get up from the settee, and Susan called to him, ‘Dee, you’re needed again.’

He turned obediently from his corner, terrified of what he might see.

To his relief, Robert had fastened his trousers, but his shirt was untucked, and his shirt-buttons were open to his well-muscled midriff. Susan’s dress now fell primly to her knees, but a shoulder strap hung loosely, and a lovely breast was visible above her loosened bra. Her hair sweetly mussed, she stood with her cheek pressed tenderly to Robert’s bare chest.

To David’s fevered gaze, they looked almost impossibly beautiful, dazed and happy, sleepy with desire.

‘It’s time we went to bed,’ said Susan, her lovely, mocking eyes burning into David’s. ‘Perhaps you’d be good enough to show us to our room.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ said David.

‘Then lead the way,’ said Susan.

He led them into the hall, and to the foot of the stairs where he waited attentively for them to catch up with him. They’d been dallying, kissing and whispering as they followed slowly behind him.

‘After you,’ said Susan when they drew near, their arms around each other’s waists.

As David climbed the stairs ahead of them, he felt truly mortified by the thought of them seeing his dress and slip at such close quarters, and his dainty shoes and sheer hose. He heard them whisper, and Susan giggling softly. He was glad he hadn’t heard what they’d said.

He led them past the door to Ann’s bedroom, wondering if she was lying awake savouring his humiliation, and into the luxurious guest bedroom with its king-sized bed and ensuite shower-room.

Not waiting to be told, he switched on the bedside lamp which gave a soft, shaded light, then drew the curtains, and turned down the bed.

‘Will that be all?’ he said, dying to flee the room.

‘Don’t be in such a hurry,’ said Susan, turning to her lover and whispering seductively in his ear.

‘If you want,’ David thought he heard Robert say.

Standing close to the bed, Susan kissed Robert deeply, then nuzzled her nose sweetly against his, and said, ‘I do want.’

Experiencing a terrible dread, David went to leave the room.

‘That won’t be all, Dee,’ said Susan, preventing his getaway. ‘I require another service from you. Come over here, and don’t be slow.’

His heart hammering, he went over to her.

‘I’m afraid Mr Miller’s far too busy kissing me to have time to take off his shoes,’ she said to her husband, a cruel gleam in her eye. ‘You’ll have to do it for him.’

Her words rang in his head like a death-knell.

And then she kissed Robert again, who kissed her back with a passion inflamed by their terrible power over her husband.

‘What are you waiting for?’ said Robert when David hadn’t moved. ‘Susan has given you an order.’

Susan gave a sigh of pleasure, deeply aroused to hear her lover take charge of David so brazenly, and kissed him again to reward his mastery.

This time David did as he’d been told, kneeling at the feet of the kissing lovers, and untying Robert’s shoe-laces. As he untied them, the fragrant hem of Susan’s pretty dress brushed against his cheeks, and he heard the sound of their hungry kisses.

‘Now take them off,’ Robert instructed him from somewhere high above.

First one, then the other, David took off Robert’s large, black shoes.

‘Now mine,’ Susan commanded, bending back each leg prettily so he could take off her elegant high-heeled shoes. Each shoe made a delightful shucking sound as he pulled them from her lovely feet.

‘Kiss my feet,’ she said sharply, going back to kissing her lover.

What remained of his pride yelled at him to refuse, to stand and leave the room, yet he stayed kneeling behind his wife where he took her pretty foot in his trembling hands and pressed adoring kisses to its nylon-sheathed sole and ankle while she kissed her lover with a hunger made fiercer by her husband’s submission.

‘Oh, God,’ he heard her say breathlessly to Robert, ‘I love this.’

As he kissed and nuzzled her shapely ankle, David glanced upwards to see Robert’s large hands roaming over Susan’s bottom, pulling her hard against him. First one hand, then the other, slid under her flimsy dress, lifting it so that he was caressing her through her hose and panties.

Then he heard Robert say urgently to him, ‘Kneel up.’

Startled, David let go of Susan’s foot and did as he was told, his face coming level with his wife’s lovely bottom.

‘Kiss her,’ he heard Robert say. ‘Kiss your Mistress.’

Softly, tentatively, he pressed his mouth to Susan’s panty-clad bottom. Her curves felt incomparably sweet and lovely to his trembling lips.

‘Oh, God,’ he heard Susan say, her voice husky with desire, ‘he’s doing it.’

‘Harder,’ Robert instructed him.

Barely needing instruction now, David pushed his mouth hungrily against his wife’s glorious buttocks. Above him, they kissed, moaning with arousal, and David felt the violent urgency of their desire, his humiliation hardly eased by the certainty that his servile kisses were adding to their pleasure.

David felt himself come submissively erect, and he too groaned with desire as he worshipped his wife’s high, sweetly rounded buttocks. And then Robert’s hands came roughly between his mouth and his Mistress, gripping her buttocks firmly, claiming them for his own, and then tugging down her tights and panties with a sudden violence that made Susan cry out in surprise and delight.

Overwhelmed by the sudden warmth of her flesh, and her lovely woman’s scent, David kissed his wife’s naked bottom, experiencing a submissive delight so strong he feared he might faint.

But Robert still clasped Susan’s buttocks, crushing them in his strong fingers, pulling them slowly apart and then closing them again so that David’s tongue flicked in between her buttocks, only to be pushed out again, banished from Eden. Sometimes his tongue touched against Robert’s fingers, which only deepened his shame.

‘Do it,’ Robert commanded, holding her lovely buttocks a little apart. ‘All the way.’

David pushed his tongue between his wife’s buttocks, savouring her salty musk, and glorying in the depth of his submission. He’d never kissed her like this before, and his adoring tongue seemed to send an electric current through her, making her slender frame tense and quiver as she clung to her lover. Then she gave another groan of pleasure, and sighed, ‘Oh, that’s good … God, that’s so good.’

Robert held her tighter, so tight she could hardly breathe, then reached behind her where he put his hand on the back of David’s head and crushed his face between her buttocks.

‘Deeper,’ Robert commanded the kneeling slave.

Held fast by Robert’s strong hand, David could only obey, his tongue delving deep inside his lovely wife.

These deeper kisses, and Robert’s mastery over her husband, sent Susan into a frenzy of lust. As David worshipped, her arms began to move so rapidly he feared she was having a fit, and then he heard Robert’s trousers and belt buckle fall to the floor, and he understood that Susan had been undressing her lover, tearing at his clothes in a fever of desire.

Frantic now, wanting only one thing, Susan flung her legs around Robert’s waist, and took his jutting cock deep inside her. Robert let go of David, and put his hands under Susan’s thighs to support her weight, and then, firmly, almost brutally, he began to fuck her.

David didn’t stop worshipping his Mistress. If anything, his kisses became deeper, and more adoring until, by some long-buried instinct to serve the alpha male, he placed his hands on Susan’s buttocks to help hold her weight while Robert fucked her, claiming her utterly for his own. With his hands, and his adoring mouth, David held Susan for Robert, offering her to him, insanely happy to play his part in their pleasure.

This new surrender struck some primitive chord in Susan, and she threw back her head and howled with animal pleasure as her lover’s cock moved back and forth inside her while her enslaved husband worshipped her from behind, their dual devotions rushing her towards bliss.

Their animal thrusts grew wilder and more vigorous so that David’s tongue flicked one moment against his wife’s lovely cunt, and the next against his rival’s pounding cock, tasting her wetness on him. It shocked him deeply to touch another man so intimately, but it did not diminish his desire. Rather, he relished his lowly position beneath them where he could lick both cock and cunt with equal devotion.

‘He’s kissing you,’ Susan gasped, surprise and delight in her voice. ‘He’s licking you.’

Robert made a guttural sound and fucked her harder but then, as if suddenly irritated by his helper’s presence, he pushed David roughly to the side, and flung Susan onto the bed.

‘Go now,’ he said to David, lying on top of Susan who welcomed him with a moan of pleasure. His face buried in her hair, Robert began fucking her with steady, remorseless strokes that rendered her almost unconscious with delight.

David got unsteadily to his feet, but he couldn’t take his eyes from the couple entwined on the bed. To him they were beautiful animals, the king and queen of creation. Such glorious creatures deserved each other, he told himself. It would be entirely wrong for anything or anyone to stand between them. It would be a crime against the power and beauty of the natural world.

Their passion and joy made sense of existence.

Susan’s eyes flickered open as she rocked beneath her lover and, just for a moment, she seemed to recognise her husband.

‘Go,’ she gasped. ‘We don’t need you any more.’ And then her eyes closed in delight, and she forgot all about her helpless husband.

Their groans growing louder, David turned away from them, and left the room.

Outside, he stood in the hallway like a shadow, listening to their passion through the door. He told himself to go, but his volition no longer held any sway over his actions. He shivered as the sounds of their delight grew louder until their passion peaked, and they fell silent at last, save for the sound of quiet voices and soft, warm laughter. And then all truly was silence, and David still hadn’t moved.

Suddenly terrified he might be discovered listening outside their door, he hurried away down the long hallway, his steps soundless on the thick carpet. He stopped outside Ann’s room, wondering if she’d heard the lovers, and if she might come out to console or mock him, but he heard nothing from her room, and he didn’t dare go into her.

Feeling like his own ghost, he went downstairs, and drifted slowly into the huge kitchen. He stood by the glass wall and stared out at the silvery moonlight. A shiver shook his body, and then another, and soon he was shaking uncontrollably as if he’d gone into shock. He looked at the long table where Ann and Susan and her lover had enjoyed their meal. The memory of serving them made him feel weak and foolish and very alone. Wetness pricked his eyes and he feared he would burst into tears. He saw the bottle of Jura whisky and his hand shook as he poured a measure into Ann’s dirty glass. He drank the whisky in one swallow, but he felt no better. The taste only reminded him of when he’d been a free man able to enjoy a glass of whisky whenever he wished, and he had no choice but to face the dreadful truth that he’d savoured the faint taste of Ann’s lipstick on the glass far more than the flavour of her lovely whisky. And yet, even in the depths of his loneliness and despair, he felt a stirring of hopeless desire, and a profound gratitude to Ann and Susan for their terrible cruelty.

He left the kitchen and passed unsteadily along the narrow stone corridor to his maid’s room. When he clicked on his bedside light he saw a sight that thrilled him and, absurdly, touched his heart.

Ann’s lovely French knickers were draped over his pillow, and her dark nylons were hanging from the metal head-rail. She hadn’t forgotten him after all. Feeling loved, and deeply grateful to her, his senses melted with submissive desire as he lay down on the bed in his pretty maid’s dress, and kissed the abundant lace of her silken panties, taking her heavenly woman’s scent deep into his lungs.

Memories of the many humiliations he’d suffered that night flashed through his brain, but two memories kept recurring — the taste of his wife on his rival’s thrusting cock, and the lustful, scornful look in Susan’s eyes when she’d told him to ‘go,’ to leave the bedroom so she could be alone with her lover.

Haunted yet thrilled by these memories, he kissed Ann’s fragrant panties, lifting his head every now and then to let her softly swaying nylons touch against his face. As he did this, he began to move against the bed, pushing his submissive erection against the mattress. Feeling delightfully weak and foolish in his uniform, and drunk on Ann’s scent, his arousal quickly mounted, and soon he came in his panties and tights like the helpless little slave he had become.

Orgasm released a wave of shame, and yet he fell asleep with surprising ease, his face still pressed against the lovely knickers on his pillow.

He didn’t sleep well, and he woke early, rising just after six.

Deeply shocked by what had happened the night before, by the sheer extremity of Susan’s dominance, and by the depth of his submission to her and her lover, he shaved and showered in cold water, and came back to his room to get dressed. Despite his shock and anxiety, he felt a thrill of anticipation. He would soon be wearing Ann’s French panties — he’d worn them once before, and he knew how delightfully soft and loose they felt against his skin — and, in accordance with Susan’s wishes, he would have to wear his neatest black maid’s dress with the little bells sewn into its hem. His knowledge that Susan had asked for him to wear it only added to his shame and excitement.

He took the silken panties from his pillow, held them one more time to his face, and them stepped into them, his cock stirring partly erect as he pulled them up his legs. Every nerve-end alive with desire, he took Ann’s dark stay-up stockings from the head-rail, amazed by their silky weightlessness. He sat on his bed and pulled on the stockings, unrolling them slowly and sensually over each leg. He’d never worn stay-ups before, and he loved the way they gripped lightly around the top of each thigh, a constant reminder of their presence, and his sweetly enforced effeminacy.

He put on a different slip, a shorter one to match the slightly shorter dress, and then he went to his wardrobe and took his black maid’s dress from its hanger. The tiny bells sewn into its hem sounded faintly as he held it, sending a wave of arousal through his senses. Taking a deep, trembling breath, he put it on quickly, slid his feet into his court shoes as he tied on his apron, and walked up and down with quick dainty steps, the better to hear the tinkling bells of his japery.

Transported by masochistic delight, he quickly did his hair, and went from his room to the kitchen, thrilling to the sound of his bells, and his heels on the stone floor.

To his surprise, Ann was already up and dressed in a smart tweed skirt and white silk blouse with her lovely new boots. She was seated at table by the high glass wall, drinking black coffee and reading on her tablet.

‘You’re early,’ she said affectionately when her maid came into the kitchen. ‘Couldn’t you sleep?’

David just looked at her, his eyes filling with tears.

‘No, of course you couldn’t,’ said Ann with infinite warmth and understanding. ‘Come over here,’ she said, standing from the table. ‘Come to your Mistress.’

He ran to her, and threw himself into her arms. She held him tight, kissing his cheek, and saying quietly in his ear, ‘It’s all right, I’m here, I’m here …. You’ve done so well, really you have … I’m very proud of you.’

‘I saw them,’ he said tearfully. ‘I saw them together.’

‘I know you did,’ she said, a kindly laughter in her eyes. ‘I wanted you to see.’

‘I took them to their room and I saw them kissing,’ he said, ‘I saw them …’

He couldn’t say the word.

‘Fucking?’ she said, the word easy in her mouth.

‘How did you know?’ he said.

‘I heard them,’ said Ann. ‘After all, they weren’t exactly quiet about it. You could have heard them from every room in the house.’

David looked down, crippled with shame.

‘But that’s a good thing,’ said Ann, laughing lightly, and holding him almost as if he was a child. ‘A Master and Mistress should enjoy themselves, and I’m sure they loved letting you see them. Kissing and fucking in front of you will have made them feel strong and free, believe me. You added greatly to their pleasure, and you must take comfort in that. It’s a slave’s highest honour and purpose.’

He swallowed hard and, strangely comforted, pressed his face into her lovely hair.

‘There now,’ she said gently. ‘That’s better, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said meekly.

‘And I didn’t forget you, did I?’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘You found my panties on your pillow?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And my stockings?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his face still pressed into her hair.

‘Did you like them?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then what do you say?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said, laughing at his gratitude. ‘And are you wearing them now under your pretty uniform?’

She felt his timid nod against her shoulder.

‘My stockings too?’

He gave another nod.

‘That’s so sweet,’ she said, letting go of him and taking a step back. ‘Let me see.’

He stood helplessly as she took hold of his dress, lifting it to inspect his underwear. He’d never worn stockings before, only tights, and the sheer nylons looked girlishly pretty beneath his slip, and the French panties exquisitely soft and diaphanous against the bare skin above his stocking-tops.

Looking into his eyes, she said, ‘How pretty you are, Dee, and how lovely all that lace must feel against your little cock.’

It was an old and well-worn taunt, but she trusted in its power.

Smiling, she put her hand on his panties, and caressed him beneath the fine silk. ‘It does feel good, doesn’t it?’ she said.

He gave a soft groan, and she felt a shiver run through him.

‘You can do better than that,’ she said, rubbing him through his panties, delighted to feel him come fully erect in her hand.

‘That’s what I like,’ she said with a shiver of her own. ‘Now you’re ready to get on with your duties, aren’t you, Dee?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his soul flying to her in the way he’d come to crave.

‘I’m so pleased with you,’ she said, squeezing his balls through the soft silk before rubbing his cock again. ‘Are you ready to go back to work?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, fearing he’d come in her hand.

‘Then on you go,’ she said, smiling as she let go of him, his slip and dress falling back primly to his knees with a soft tinkling of bells. ‘Make a fresh pot of coffee, and take it up to your Master and Mistress. It’s nearly seven o’clock, and we don’t want them to be late.’

He stared at her in desperation, beseeching her to spare him this new humiliation, and longing for her to take hold of his cock again, but Ann held firm, happy to deny him on both counts.

‘Hurry up,’ she said, putting steel in her voice. ‘Unless you want me to cane you in front of our guests. Would you like that, Dee? Would you like to sing your slave song for Master Robert and Mistress Susan?’

His eyes wide with fear, he shook his head quickly from side to side in a way that made her laugh.

‘I’m sure you’ll sing it beautifully for them,’ said Ann. ‘I’ll put you over the breakfast table, and lift up your dress and take down your pretty panties.’

‘Please, no,’ he gasped.

‘Then do what you’re told,’ she said, smiling with satisfaction as he scurried away to make fresh coffee, and take it upstairs to his wife and her lover.

Accompanied by the sound of his jester’s bells, David carried his little silver tray with the cups of steaming coffee along the upstairs hallway, the servant to his darkest dreams.

Stopping outside their bedroom door, he recalled the crushing humiliations of the night before. Closing his eyes in memory of the shame, he listened carefully but heard nothing from inside the room. Steadying himself, he knocked quietly on the door but heard no reply. He waited a few moments, and then knocked again, a little more loudly.

This time he heard Susan reply quietly, ‘Come in.’

His stomach turning over, he opened the door and went inside.

‘Good morning, Dee,’ said Susan sleepily.

In the dim light through the curtains, he saw Robert lying beside her, fast asleep.

‘Good morning,’ David replied very quietly, hoping not to wake Robert. ‘I’ve brought you coffee.’

‘It smells lovely,’ Susan said happily, sitting up and stretching her lovely arms above her head. ‘You sweet thing, you’re wearing your dress for me,’ she added, loving its sound of bells. ‘Open the curtains so I can see it better,’ she said with a lazy yawn.

He put the cups of coffee on her bedside table, and went obediently to the window, wincing at the loud sound the curtains made when he drew them.

Sure enough, Robert stirred at the sound, and covered his eyes against the sudden brightness.

‘Wake up, sleepyhead,’ Susan said to her lover, kissing his tousled hair fondly. ‘Dee’s brought coffee, and he’s wearing his prettiest dress for us. Isn’t that kind of him?’

But Robert just made a sleepy sound without opening his eyes, and put his arm around Susan, pulling her close.

‘He’s terrible in the morning,’ Susan confided to her blushing maid. ‘He’s like a bear. I can never get him to wake.’

David just looked at her. She was naked, and he felt embarrassed by the sight of her bare breasts.

‘Don’t be shy,’ she said, smiling at his embarrassment. ‘It’s not as if you haven’t seen my breasts before.’

Unable to hold her amused gaze, he looked down only to see their clothes and underwear scattered at his feet. He saw their shoes too, and he remembered kneeling at their feet, taking them off for them while they kissed.

‘What mucky pups we are,’ she said. ‘Be a dear, and tidy our clothes onto the chair.’

He bent obediently, and gathered up her clothes, thrilled by the touch of her pretty dress and bra, and her soft panties and nylons as he draped them over the chair-arm. He picked up her high-heeled shoes and put them neatly under the chair.

Aroused by her husband’s obedient service, and by the softly lulling sound of the tiny bells sewn into his dress, Susan pushed her bottom against her lover’s cock, smiling to feel it come erect.

‘His too,’ she commanded her husband. ‘Pick up Mister Miller’s clothes. You’re his slave as well as mine, don’t forget.’

Shamed almost beyond bearing, David collected Robert’s suit trousers and jacket from the floor, then his white shirt, socks and boxer shorts, draping them neatly across the other arm of the chair. Touching his clothes brought back the deeply shaming memory of licking Robert’s cock as he’d fucked his wife. Tormented by the terrible memory, he picked up Robert’s large black shoes and put them neatly beside Susan’s under the chair.

‘Very good, Dee,’ said Susan. ‘I’ll have to ask Ann to lend you to me. You should see the state of my house without you to keep it tidy. And Robert’s is no better. Perhaps you could clean his house as well.’

‘May I go now?’ he asked, desperate to be gone.

‘Not yet,’ she said to his despair, turning her head to her lover, and saying, ‘didn’t you hear, Robert? He’s wearing the dress I told you about?’

‘What dress?’ Robert murmured sleepily, kissing her neck, and pulling her sweet bottom harder against him.

‘The one with the bells,’ she said.

Robert made a sound as if he couldn’t care less, a large hand fondling her lovely breast, flicking its nipple erect with his thumb.

‘Walk,’ Susan suddenly commanded her husband. ‘Walk up and down for me.’

In a daze of submission, David walked up and down in the large bedroom, haunted by the pretty tinkling sound his dress made, the sound of his shame, and surrendered manhood.

As she watched him, Susan’s eyes shone with a strange brightness.

‘I love that sound,’ she said. ‘I don’t know why, but I love it so much. It’s like the music in a dream.’ Pushing back slyly against her lover, she asked Robert, ‘Can you hear it?’

‘I hear it,’ said Robert, sliding his cock deep inside her, and now watching David over Susan’s slim shoulder, his hand still caressing her breast, tugging its swollen nipple.

‘Oh, God,’ gasped Susan, her eyes fixed hungrily on her pretty maid walking up and down for her. ‘He’s fucking me, David, can you believe it? He’s fucking me again right in front of you.’

David stopped his shameful parade, too shocked to know what to do.

‘Keep walking,’ Susan commanded him, rocking to Robert’s virile thrusts.

Crushed, yet thrilled beyond all imagining, David resumed walking, the softly tinkling bells a symphony of submission.

‘Curtsey,’ she commanded, a growing urgency in her voice. ‘Curtsey to me.’

Utterly enthralled, he could only obey, lifting his dress prettily with both hands and dropping a neat curtsey.

Deeply aroused by the bizarre spectacle, Susan gave a long groan of satisfaction, turning her head to reward her lover with a hungry kiss.

She turned back to regard her slave, but spoke to her lover, her body moving in time to his thrusts.

‘Do you see him, Robert?’ she gasped.

‘I see him,’ said Robert.

‘Isn’t he pretty?’

Robert just gave a dismissive laugh.

‘Oh, don’t be cruel,’ said Susan.

But Robert gave another laugh.

‘No, really you mustn’t be cruel,’ said Susan. ‘He’s wearing his prettiest dress, and he’s wearing it for me, aren’t you Dee?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ David stammered.

‘And you’re wearing it for Master Robert too, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly.

‘Then curtsey to him,’ she commanded. ‘Curtsey to Master Robert.’

Praying he would die and vanish from existence, David curtsied obediently to his wife’s lover.

‘What a good slave you are,’ Susan gasped, thrilled by the growing force of Robert’s desire. He was clearly very aroused by David’s subjugation.

‘How good of you to dress so prettily for Robert,’ she said. ‘Are you wearing pretty underwear too?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ David answered, his torment agonisingly sweet.

‘Then show him,’ she ordered. ‘Show Master Robert your pretty undies.’

Unable to refuse, David lifted his maid’s dress, showing first the lacy hem of his slip, then his stocking tops, and the abundant lace of his French knickers.

‘Look, Robert, look how pretty he is,’ groaned Susan, pushing back to take her lover’s cock deeper inside her. ‘He’s wearing stockings and French panties for you, isn’t that good of him?’

Robert just pulled her tighter and fucked her harder, his arousal growing into delight.

‘Say thank-you to Robert,’ Susan commanded her husband, possessed by the thrill of power. ‘Say, “Thank-you, sir, for fucking my wife.”’

A wounded creature lost in headlights, David couldn’t make a sound.

‘Say it!’ commanded Susan, her voice harsh with lust.

Somehow finding his voice, David said quietly, ‘Thank-you, sir, for fucking my wife.’

‘Louder!’ Susan said, her senses on fire.

‘Th-thank-you, sir, for fucking my wife,’ David said again.

Robert said nothing, moving now with a driving, insistent rhythm that made Susan groan, and move in time to his harder thrusts. ‘Oh, God, that’s lovely,’ she said, her eyes closing in delight.

David watched in helpless fascination as the beautiful lovers lost themselves in joy.

Susan opened her eyes and, in between gasps of pleasure, said to her husband, ‘Ask him … Ask him … To make me come … Say, “Please, sir, make my wife come …” Say it!’

Unable to refuse, David said the terrible words.

‘Please, sir,’ he said, sure he would die, ‘make my wife come.’

The words, profane yet utterly sacred, echoed in his head and heart.

And they acted as a trigger to the lovers, sending them into a frenzy of sensual delight as they came together with savage force.

Despite his unbearable shame, David once more felt strangely honoured, almost happy to have played a part in their joy.

‘I love you, Susan,’ Robert murmured softly.

‘And I love you,’ Susan replied tenderly. ‘You dear, lovely man.’

Overhearing their endearments wounded David far more than witnessing their love-making. Deep down, he still yearned to be the love of Susan’s life. He wanted to be the man she admired and adored most in all the world.

‘You can go now, Dee,’ Susan said with amusement in her lovely eyes as her breathing slowed.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ said David, dropping a quick curtsey and hurrying from the room. From the other side of the door he heard the sound of their laughter.

Susan came down first for breakfast, but told David she wouldn’t eat until Robert joined her. They would take breakfast together, she informed him.

She drank coffee and sat talking with Ann in voices too quiet for David to make out what they were saying, but soon Ann called for more coffee and, while he was refilling their cups, Ann put her hand on his thigh under his dress, lazily stroking the tops of his stockings, and said, ‘Susan’s been telling me how helpful you were last night, and what a pretty display you put on this morning.’

‘Oh, yes,’ said Susan, ‘it was quite a display, believe me. I’ve never seen anything quite like it. I think I’m beginning to understand the true benefits of having a slave.’

‘It’s lovely to enjoy one man and deny another,’ said Ann.

‘Oh, it is,’ said Susan, aroused by the memory of fucking Robert in front of David. ‘Lovelier than I can say.’

‘I’m so glad you enjoyed it.’

‘And Robert did too. Those lovely stockings Dee’s wearing, and French knickers too. He found the sight quite inspiring.’

‘I’m so glad,’ said Ann, her eyes sparkling as she lifted David’s dress so they could admire his stockings and panties once more. ‘I was wearing them last night, and I gave him them to wear as a special treat. He has a particular fascination for my worn nylons and panties.’

‘Your Mistress is too kind to you,’ Susan told her husband with a knowing smile. ‘They’re the loveliest panties I’ve ever seen.’

‘I like to reward him from time to time,’ said Susan.

‘So long as you don’t spoil him.’

‘Oh, you needn’t worry about that,’ said Ann, dropping his dress and slip with a tinkling of bells. ‘In fact, that reminds me,’ she said to her blushing maid, ‘Susan’s so impressed with your work she’s asked if I might spare you for one day a week to clean and tidy her house. What do you think of that? Isn’t it kind of her to ask?’

Shocked by this new development, David could think of nothing to say.

‘What’s the matter?’ said Ann, a threat of anger in her voice. ‘Don’t you want to clean for Mistress Susan?’

‘Y-yes,’ he managed to say, hating the idea of cleaning Susan’s house, the house that used to be his.

‘Then show some manners,’ said Ann, ‘and ask Mistress Susan if she’ll be good enough to let you.’

‘Please, Mistress Susan,’ he said helplessly, ‘may I clean your house?’

‘If it’s not too much trouble,’ said Susan, delighting anew in her power over her husband.

‘It’s n-no trouble,’ he said, scalded by the laughter in their eyes.

‘Will you work hard and well for me?’

‘Yes, Mistress Susan.’

‘I’ll expect everything to be spotless, you know that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress Susan.’

‘In that case,’ said Susan, ‘perhaps you’ll be good enough to clean Master Robert’s house as well.’

‘Oh, that is a good idea,’ said Ann, her eyes sparkling wickedly. ‘He can do Robert’s laundry, iron his shirts and polish his shoes. I’ve a feeling he’s ready for that now.’

‘Yes,’ said Susan, her lovely eyes raking her husband. ‘I think he’s more than ready.’

‘Well, Dee?’ said Ann. ‘Will you clean for Master Robert too?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, appalled by his weakness.

‘Then ask Susan nicely,’ said Ann. ‘After all, it’s a rare honour to clean for both your Master and Mistress.’

‘Please, Mistress Susan,’ he said, ‘may I also clean Master Robert’s house?’

‘Of course you may,’ said Susan. ‘I’m sure Robert will be delighted, and it’s sweet of you to ask.’

‘Then it’s settled,’ Ann said to Susan. ‘We’ll meet for coffee in a week or two and arrange a convenient time for him to come into town as your cleaner. What a busy little maid he’s going to be, but it’ll get him out from under my feet.’

‘I’m impressed, Ann, truly I am,’ said Susan, aroused by David’s new surrender, and by the prospect of him cleaning her house and her lover’s as a helpless maid. ‘You have him so well-trained.’

‘There’s nothing worse than a poorly trained maid.’

‘I couldn’t agree more,’ said Susan, sipping her coffee and eyeing her mortified husband. ‘Have you finished his training, may I ask?’

‘Oh, no,’ said Ann. ‘Not by some distance, and I have something very special in mind for him. Something I’ve never done before. Something new.’

‘New?’ said Susan, her eyes bright with interest.

‘Yes,’ said Ann. ‘Entirely new. It will put him under like nothing else.’

‘What is it?’ said Susan, unable to think of anything worse than the torments her husband had already suffered.

‘If you don’t mind, I’d rather not say,’ said Ann mysteriously. ‘I want it to be a surprise, both for David and for you.’

‘I can’t wait,’ said Susan, genuinely intrigued.

‘As a matter of fact, neither can I,’ said Ann, regarding her slave with a wolfish smile.

But David had sensed another danger. He’d heard the footsteps in the hallway.

‘Here you are,’ said Susan fondly as Robert came into the kitchen, relaxed and handsome in his linen suit, and with his hair still wet from the shower.

Both women stood to greet him, Susan kissing him, and Ann telling him a cooked breakfast was waiting for him. David hated to see them fuss so eagerly around his successful rival.

‘I’m starving,’ said Robert, before saying to the waiting maid, ‘but coffee first, if you don’t mind, Dee. I can’t wake up without coffee.’

David curtsied and hurried to obey, while Ann and Susan laughed as if Robert had said something brilliantly witty. David wondered if Robert was giving off a scent, an alpha musk that drugged their female senses. What else, he speculated, could transform two such strong and intelligent women into giggling schoolgirls?

Robert and Susan ate heartily, chatting easily with Ann. Robert asked for second helpings, and David brought him more bacon and sausage to go with his toast and coffee. He saw Susan looking at him as he served her lover, and he felt a deeper submission take root in his soul. He couldn’t deny it, a part of him gloried in being of service to Robert in front of his wife’s mocking gaze. Now, after what he had suffered, it felt like his destiny.

But soon they were gathered by the front-door, making their farewells. Ann embraced Robert, kissing him on the cheek and telling him how much she’d enjoyed meeting him, and then she hugged Susan fondly, telling her to visit again soon.

‘We will, Ann,’ said Susan. ‘We’ve had a lovely time, truly we have. Thank-you so much for everything.’

‘You’re more than welcome,’ said Ann.

Susan had intended to give David a hug and kiss, and thank him for his obedient service but, on a sudden impulse, she decided instead to ignore him completely. He was only the maid after all, she had no need to thank him for anything. It aroused her very deeply to walk with Robert to his car without saying a word to her husband.

Sharing her cruel impulse, Robert too said nothing to David, didn’t even acknowledge him with a look. When they reached his car, aware that Ann and David were watching from the front door, he pulled Susan into a deep, lingering kiss before opening the car door for her. As they drove away, the lovers waved happily to Ann, and the lost, shadowy figure standing behind her in the doorway.

‘I’ve a feeling they’ll be back,’ said Ann to her trembling maid as their guests drove away. ‘Susan’s very fond of you, and they both enjoy the attentions of an obedient maid. Oh, yes, I think you’ll be seeing much more of them.’

OVER THE next few days David fell back into his established routine of serving his Mistress breakfast in the morning, working on the garden or the bridle-path until mid-afternoon, and then showering and changing into one of his uniforms, and serving Ann as her maid until bed-time.

Ann paid him little attention, seldom speaking to him except to issue the occasional instruction or reproof for a task not carried out to her satisfaction, and yet David felt oddly content with his life. Susan and Robert’s visit had thrust him into an even deeper state of submission, and Ann’s distance from him confirmed his lack of status in a way he both accepted and welcomed.

On a Saturday morning, two weeks after Susan and Robert’s visit, Ann met Susan for coffee and arranged a cleaning schedule for David. Starting next month, David would spend every Wednesday cleaning and tidying Susan’s house and Robert’s flat. To remind him of his lowly position, the women agreed that David would take the bus. He’d catch the early bus at just after seven o’clock in the morning, and a late afternoon bus would bring him back at six o’clock in the evening, giving him time to prepare and serve Ann’s evening meal. The bus stopped everywhere on the way to town, and took well over an hour, but what else could a maid expect, the women agreed? Certainly not the use of a car.

To confirm his diminished status, and increase his sense of confinement, Ann bought him a three pack of panty-girdles in a smaller size, one in white, one in black and one in pink. She’d make him wear a girdle under his uniform almost every evening. She knew how much wearing these garments shamed him, and it amused her to see his cinched waist, and hear his sighs of discomfort whenever he bent down to carry out one of his many domestic duties.

One Monday evening, when David was tidying up after serving Ann’s meal, his Mistress looked up from Facebook and exclaimed, ‘It’s Susan’s birthday on Wednesday, I had no idea. I hope you haven’t forgotten.’

‘I haven’t forgotten,’ said David as he loaded the dishwasher.

It was true, he hadn’t forgotten — he’d deliberately pushed it out of his mind.

‘Then what are you going to give her?’ asked Ann.

‘Nothing,’ said David, a cold edge to his voice.

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ said Ann. ‘You can’t give her nothing. Come over here and sit by me.’

Queasy with anxiety, he pulled up a chair and sat as he’d been told, his tight girdle causing him to wince in discomfort.

‘It’s only two days till her birthday,’ said Ann, setting her tablet on its little stand so they could both see it. ‘There’s no time to give her a present in person. We’ll have to arrange to have it delivered instead. What do you think she would like?’

‘She won’t expect a present from me,’ said David, determined not to give anything to his unfaithful wife. She’d already taken everything, he thought bitterly, why should she have anything more?

‘What Susan expects is neither here nor there,’ said Ann. ‘It’s a matter of the love and devotion a slave must always show to his Mistress. You’ll send Susan a gift, David,’ she said very firmly, ‘and I’ll hear no more about it, is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, something inside him falling like a heavy stone down a bottomless well.

‘Very good,’ said Ann briskly. ‘What would you suggest?’

‘Flowers,’ he said, hoping to get off lightly.

‘Flowers are always nice,’ said Ann, ‘but they’re a little dull. What else might she like?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Oh, come on, think.’

‘A book,’ he suggested.

‘I’m sure Susan already has thousands of books. Come on, you can do better than that,’ she said, putting her hand on David’s nylon-clad knee, and smiling to think of how trapped he must feel in his girdle. The knowledge of what he was wearing under his maid’s dress prompted a new thought — a deliciously wicked and perfect idea she knew immediately would solve the problem of what to send Susan for her birthday.

‘I know what you should give her,’ said Ann, her voice rising in excitement. ‘I don’t know why I didn’t think of it before.’

‘What?’ said David, his anxiety growing.

‘Don’t you remember how much she admired you in my French knickers and stay-up stockings?’

David stared at her in horror.

‘Of course you remember,’ said Ann. ‘She told you to your face how much she liked them. I remember her exact words — “They’re the loveliest panties I’ve ever seen.” You can’t have forgotten.’

‘Not that, please …’ David started to protest, appalled by the idea of buying lingerie for his wife so that she may wear it for her lover, but Ann spoke over him.

‘Oh, be quiet,’ Ann interrupted him imperiously. ‘It’s the perfect gift for Susan, you know it is.’

Delighted with her idea, Ann immediately began searching the web for sites that sold luxury brand lingerie, muttering as she clicked and searched, ‘The only problem is Joe bought them for me a number of years ago … It might not be possible to find the same panties.’

She searched a list of brand names, and exclaimed with excitement, ‘Lise Charmel, that’s the brand … Let me see what I can find.’

She searched for twenty minutes and more, tormenting David with countless images of haughty models in French knickers, until finally she clicked on an image, and exclaimed in triumph, ‘These are the ones, I’m sure of it.’

Certainly, the exquisite knickers in the image looked identical to Ann’s, and she clicked on the product description, and read out the details — ‘Luxury, classic, loose-fitting French panties fashioned in hand-embroidered silk tulle. Vintage cream or Midnight black. Timeless elegance.’

‘I’m sure these are the same,’ said Ann, ‘or so similar it makes no difference, but they are rather pricey, I’m afraid,’ she added, noticing the price of £140, ‘but I’m sure you can stretch to that for your lovely wife and Mistress. Just think how beautiful they’ll look on her.’

David swallowed and said nothing as he watched Ann select a medium size in vintage cream, and add it to the shopping cart.

‘Now, then,’ she said, clicking on hosiery, ‘let’s see what we have here.’

She quickly found a pair of sheer, dark stay-up stockings by Wolford in size medium priced at £38, and added them to the shopping cart.

‘Nearly done,’ she said, filling in details of Susan’s address. There was an extra charge of £10 to guarantee Wednesday delivery, and she clicked that option, and found herself looking at a little box inviting a personalised gift message.

‘Isn’t that lovely?’ said Ann, smiling at her helpless maid. ‘You can send Susan a special birthday message along with her lovely stockings and panties. How thoughtful of them. On you go, then,’ she urged him, pushing the tablet closer to David.

‘I can’t,’ said David.

‘Of course you can,’ said Ann.

‘I d-don’t know what to put,’ he stammered, the stone inside him still plummeting down the bottomless well of his submission.

‘Oh, you’ll think of something, I’m sure,’ said Ann, darkly aroused by his quandary. ‘I’ll leave you to get on with it.’

She stood from the table and went over to the glass wall, sipping wine while David agonised over what he could possibly put in a note to his cruel and beautiful wife. As she gazed out at her garden, so tidy now after all David’s hard work, she spoke absent-mindedly, looking to goad and taunt him further.

‘Remind me to find out when Robert has his birthday. I’m sure Susan would appreciate you sending him a gift as a mark of your gratitude for taking such good care of her, and as a mark of your respect for him as the man in her life. Oh, I know it’s difficult, but a slave must learn to respect his Mistress’ lover every bit as much as he respects his Mistress — it’s an essential part of his education — but I suspect you know that already. When I next meet up with Susan for coffee I’ll ask her when Robert’s birthday is, and find out what she thinks he might like you to send him as a gift. I’m sure she’ll have some interesting ideas. She’ll know much better than you what he might like.’

Watching David’s reflection in the glass wall, she saw him bow his head in defeat, and another jolt of pleasure shocked her senses. Wondering anew at the joy she found in cruelty, she turned and folded her arms, and leaned back against the glass. David glanced up at her, and looked instantly down again, which made her smile. She knew how stern and formidable she must appear to him in her smart blouse, and tight, knee-length skirt — like a strict school-teacher, she imagined.

‘And then there’s Christmas, of course,’ she continued. ‘You can send them both something lovely for Christmas, I’m sure they’ll appreciate that.’

She saw him shiver in fear. And so he should, she thought. It was over six months until Christmas, and she’d just let him know she wouldn’t be letting him go before that date.

If she ever let go of him at all.

After all, what was there to stop her from keeping him as long as she liked?

It was clear Susan had little use for him now except as an occasional maid to clean her and her lover’s houses.

Yes, perhaps she would keep him as her slave for as long as it amused her. Maybe it was his destiny to spend the rest of his life as her bounden slave and maid.

There were worse fates for a man, she decided.

Flushed with excitement, and hot from standing in the sunlight by the glass wall, she went over to the sink and poured herself a long, cool glass of water. As she drank it, she felt a sudden need to pee as well as a sweet wildness between her legs, and a savage strength seemed to pulse in her veins. She gave a little shiver of pleasure and need.

When she went back to the table she saw that the little message box was still blank.

‘For heaven’s sake, this won’t do at all,’ Ann said impatiently, sitting beside him in a very businesslike fashion. ‘We’ll be here all night at this rate. I’ll tell you what to put, and you can type it. Agreed?’

He gave a little sob and said nothing.

‘I asked if we’re agreed,’ she said sternly.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly.

‘Then put this,’ she said, clearing her throat as if she was about to make an important speech. ‘To my dear and lovely Mistress Susan.’

David gave a shudder, but began to type with trembling hands.

‘Very good,’ said Ann, reading his work as she slid her hand under his dress to caress him through his hose and girdle. ‘Now put this … Thinking of you on your birthday. I hope you have a wonderful day.’

She waited while he typed, rubbing the little bump so sweetly trapped beneath his girdle, and pressing harder as she dictated — ‘With love and fondest wishes to you and Robert from your devoted slave, Dee.’

David gave another sob, but he continued to type obediently.

‘Now put some kisses,’ Ann instructed him. ‘Let Susan know how much you love and adore her.’

He typed x four times after his message.

‘No, on second thoughts that doesn’t look right,’ said Ann. ‘A maid shouldn’t presume to offer kisses to her Mistress. It’s simply not done. It’s disrespectful, a step too far, don’t you think?’

David just sat in helpless silence.

‘Get rid of the kisses,’ Ann said when he didn’t reply. ‘I’m sure your little note will be much better without them.’

David deleted the kisses.

‘Yes, that’s much more like it,’ she said, giving the front of his girdle an approving pat before removing her hand. ‘Now read it back to me.’

‘To my dear and lovely Mistress Susan,’ David read aloud in a very small and timid voice, fearing he would die of the shame. ‘Thinking of you on your birthday. I hope you have a wonderful day. With love and fondest wishes to you and Robert from your devoted slave, Dee.’

‘Short and simple, but perfect in its own way,’ said Ann, ‘if I may say so myself. Now, do the rest.’

David entered his payment details, distraught to be paying £188 for a gift of lingerie to his faithless wife and yet, when he’d completed the purchase, he felt a strange glow of pleasure and satisfaction at a job well done.

‘Your Mistress always comes first,’ said Ann, smiling at him as she sipped her wine. ‘Never forget it.’

Deeply aroused by his surrender, Ann stood from the table, tugging up her skirt, and taking down her hose and panties. ‘Get on your knees,’ she commanded him. ‘I can’t be bothered going to the bathroom.’

SUSAN RANG at just after six o’clock on the evening of her birthday. David was standing at the cooker in his candystriped house-dress preparing Ann’s evening meal when he heard Ann answer the call, and speak cheerfully before saying, ‘That’s wonderful, I’m so glad it arrived on time … I’ll put him onto you now.’

Smiling broadly, Ann handed her phone to David, saying, ‘Guess who?’

‘H-hullo,’ David said tremulously into the phone, his whole body trembling with fear and anxiety. His wife was no longer an ordinary woman. Nothing like it. She was a distant and all-powerful Goddess of Love and Pain.

‘That was sweet of you, David, truly it was,’ Susan told him.

He could hear genuine emotion in her voice, but he thought he could hear suppressed amusement as well.

‘Thank-you so much,’ she continued. ‘I really wasn’t expecting a birthday gift from you — I certainly don’t deserve one — and it was a lovely surprise to find your parcel waiting for me when I got back from work. I cried when I read your kind note, truly, I did.’

‘I’m g-glad you like it,’ said David, the room spinning around him. ‘H-happy birthday.’

‘You really are sweet,’ she said. ‘And the panties are beautifully made, and so elegant. I hate to think how much they must have cost you. And they feel wonderful on, but you know that, don’t you?’ she added with a little laugh. ‘I’m wearing them now, you know, the stockings too, which are a perfect fit, and I’ve bought a new dress. Robert’s taking me out tonight to celebrate my birthday. I don’t know where, it’s a surprise, but now I’ve got a surprise for him too. I wonder which surprise will be the nicest. He’s in the shower just now, and I won’t let him see your lovely panties and stockings until we get home otherwise we’d never get out the house.’

She laughed her lovely, kind laugh, and David feared he might fall to his knees.

‘Thank-you, David,’ she said again. ‘It was unbelievably sweet of you to think of me, and send me such a beautiful present. I’m a very lucky woman.’

‘You’re w-welcome,’ he stammered like a fool.

‘Put Ann back on,’ said Susan.

Stung by her abrupt dismissal, he shivered with submissive arousal as he handed the phone back to Ann.

‘I’m so glad you like them,’ Ann said to Susan.

Ann listened for a few moments, and then said, ‘Oh, yes, it was David’s idea to buy them for you. In fact, he insisted.’

She saw from David’s stricken expression how much her lie horrified him, but she just smiled at him, and said to Susan, ‘And you might like to know that David’s wearing a panty-girdle under his maid’s dress.’

Ann listened with laughter in her eyes before saying, ‘That’s right, it makes wearing such loose panties even nicer when you know he’s wearing something much less accommodating under his frock.’

Ann laughed at Susan’s reply, and said, ‘I hope you do think of that all evening … Yes, he’s listening now … Oh, he’s giving me a very dark look, I’m sure you can imagine, but he’s only pretending he didn’t want me to tell you. I know what he’s really like.’

After listening for a little longer, Ann said warmly, ‘Give my regards to Robert, and have a lovely evening, you deserve it,’ and then she put her phone away, and said to her maid, ‘Susan’s delighted with your gift, isn’t that lovely? Now, hurry up with my meal, it’s getting late.’

For David, the days that followed passed like a dream. Now that he’d lost his wife to another man, and witnessed his loss so painfully, he took the world’s side against himself. More and more he believed himself to be a slave, a lowly drudge and maidservant who deserved to be ignored and rebuked as he went about his work in girdled service to his glorious Mistresses, one present in his life, the other tormentingly absent.

Crushed, yet darkly thrilled by his wife’s flagrant passion for another man, and by Ann’s haughty control, David’s masochism deepened by the day, and this manifested itself most acutely in his growing fascination with the metal chastity cage Ann had left for him to find in his maid’s room.

Every night he took it out of its little leather box, and dreamed of being locked in it by Ann. He could fit the steel ring over his cock and balls with relative ease, but he had to wait until he’d masturbated before he could fit the cage over his cock.

Once he’d fitted the cage, it wasn’t long before his imprisonment aroused him again, and he’d take pleasure in his futile attempts to grow hard in the cage’s tight steel grip. It delighted his submissive nature to feel so trapped and unmanned, and he’d often lock the cage to the ring with the padlock, and sleep in chastity, enjoying a wakeful night of delicious torment before unlocking the device in the morning, and beginning a new day in service to his Mistress.

This nightly ritual, and his frequent wearing of tight girdles, greatly increased his submission, and his hunger to be locked by Ann. Deep in his heart he knew that chastity would only be real when he could never get free of his own accord. The thought of such a surrender haunted his dreams and waking thoughts until, one night, he took the little box to Ann when she was drinking wine and listening to Madeleine Peyroux in the sitting-room after her evening meal.

‘Ah,’ she said, smiling to see the little box in his hand, ‘I was wondering when you’d get round to that.’

‘You must have known I’d find it,’ he said meekly.

‘Of course I knew,’ said Ann, taking the box from him. ‘Have you worn it?’

‘Yes,’ he said, ashamed yet thrilled by his confession.

‘Often?’

‘Often enough.’

‘When?’

‘During the night.’

‘All night?’

‘Usually, yes.’

‘Isn’t it tight?’

‘Very,’ he said.

‘I’m not surprised,’ said Ann, opening the box and taking out the silver cage. ‘It’s a pretty little thing, isn’t it, and so well-made? I had it made to measure for Joe — they make the cages to fit soft not hard cocks, to keep them from getting hard — and his cock was smaller than yours. I’m amazed you can get the cage on at all.’

‘But I can.’

‘If you persevere.’

‘Yes.’

‘After you’ve come and grown small?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m not sure I believe you,’ said Ann, amusement glinting in her eyes. ‘Perhaps I’ll get you to show me.’

He swallowed hard and said nothing.

’Does it hurt when you wear it?’

‘After a while.’

‘When you can’t get hard?’

‘Yes,’ he confessed.

‘When your little cock pushes against the steel bars?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his arousal growing.

‘That must be terrible,’ she said to torment him all the more. ‘Wanting to get hard but not being able to. Isn’t that the worst thing for a man?’

‘In a way,’ he said, unable to explain the dark lure of being aroused but denied by a cruel and knowing Mistress.

‘And yet you like it?’

‘Yes.’

‘Aren’t you afraid?’

‘A little, I suppose.’

‘But that’s why you like it?’

His chest felt tight and he couldn’t speak.

‘You do like wearing it, don’t you?’ she said.

He gave a shrug, his senses reeling.

‘Answer me, David.’

‘It’s more than like,’ he said, struggling to express what he truly felt. ‘I feel at peace when I wear it.’

‘Do you indeed?’ said Ann. ‘Well, that’s something, I suppose, but I imagine you’d like it a lot more if I locked it on you.’

Her eyes never left his. The hard amusement in her expression thrilled David, and made him want to fall to his knees.

‘Would you like it if I took charge of you like that? Would you like me to lock up your silly little cock?’

‘Yes,’ he said hoarsely, a longing in his eyes that excited her.

‘And take away the key?’

‘Yes.’

‘Hide it where you’ll never find it?’

‘Yes.’

‘Or maybe wear it around my neck where you can see it but never have it?’

He gave a gasp and nodded, a darkness in his eyes.

‘When Joe was locked,’ she told him in a teasing, matter-of-fact voice, ‘I sometimes put the key under the top of one of my stockings, under the little band of darker nylon at the top of the thigh, you know where I mean. That way he could see it, and kiss it through the nylon when he was worshipping me. So near but so far, if you can imagine. He used to get into such a state, you’ve no idea,’ she said with a little laugh. ‘There were times when tears ran down his face. It was pathetic, really, to see a man so reduced. You wouldn’t want that, would you, David? You wouldn’t want to become such a pathetic creature?’

His mouth suddenly dry, he could only stare at her in silence.

‘You’re not saying anything, David,’ she said. ‘What am I supposed to take from that? Perhaps you would like me to do that to you — lock you up, and put the key under my stocking-top. Would you like that, David? Would you like to kiss the little key through my stocking?’

He tried to speak but his heart was in his mouth.

‘I should warn you,’ she said, amused by his helpless arousal. ‘Devices like these carry a magic of their own, a dark magic strong enough to change the world. They’re not to be trifled with, I promise you. Do you understand what I’m saying?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, blinded by his desire to submit, to surrender his manhood to her once and for all.

‘I’m not sure that you do,’ said Ann. ‘Sit at my feet, and I’ll try to explain.’

He sat obediently at her feet, arranging his maid’s dress primly, and glancing at her lovely nylon-clad legs vanishing under her tightly clinging skirt.

‘I’m sure you enjoy wearing the cage on your own at night,’ she said, ‘but that’s because you can take it off in the morning. You can get free whenever you like.’

He looked at her doubtfully, thinking that what he really liked was the thought of her holding the key so that he could never get free without her say-so. The prospect of such a captivity made him dizzy with desire.

‘Oh, I know you like the idea of me holding such a terrible power over you,’ she said with a soft laugh, ‘but think what it would really be like.’

He thought, and still he liked the idea. He liked it more than ever.

‘Oh, come on, David,’ she said. ‘How many times do you come in my stockings or panties every day? How many times do you make your little mess when I’m not around to see you?’

‘I don’t know,’ he said, too ashamed to answer.

‘Of course you know,’ she said.

‘Sometimes at night,’ he said.

‘Sometimes?’ she said, a knowing glint in her eye.

‘Every night,’ he confessed.

‘That’s more like it,’ she said. ‘And during the day too, I’m sure.’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘And more than once at night? The truth, now.’

‘Usually, yes,’ he said, blushing like a teenager.

‘Well, then, imagine what it would feel like not to be able to do that any more, to never find relief from desire. To want it more than anything in the whole world, but never to have it.’

David gazed at her lovely legs, and high-heeled shoes, thinking to himself, ‘that’s exactly what I do imagine, and what I want more than anything else in the world.’

‘Listen to me,’ said Ann, reading him like a book. ‘You wouldn’t feel at peace for long, I promise you. If I lock you in chastity you’ll feel happily enslaved for a day or two, but then you’ll grow more and more desperate. You’ll go mad with desire, quite literally, you will. You’ll beg me to release you, and it won’t be an act or a game. You’ll get down on your knees and promise me everything. You’ll weep and wail in an ecstasy of despair, but I won’t unlock you,’ she said with a firmness that thrilled him. ‘Weeks will go by, possibly months. The time will come when you’ll offer me your life to be free, but I won’t unlock you. I’m warning you, David, I won’t. It will give me too much pleasure to deny you. I’m not exaggerating, I think you know that. I’m not lying to tease you. I’m telling you the truth.’

Overwhelmed, he gave a little sigh she found enchanting, and pressed his burning cheek to her shoe.

‘And it will have an effect on how I come to regard you,’ she said, ‘you need to consider that too. Once a man submits to a woman in such a way, once she’s taken control of him by putting the very core of his masculinity under lock and key, then she loses all respect for him as a man. That may be cruel, and not what you want to hear, but it’s the truth all the same. It’s the way of the world, I’m afraid. A woman can never respect a man who’s surrendered to her like that, and I’m no exception to the rule. I already see you as my slave, but if you wear this cage for me, I’ll come to see you as less than a slave, as something almost less than human. You need to know that.’

‘Oh, God,’ he muttered, terrified yet thrilled to his soul.

‘After a few weeks, it might get better,’ she said with a hint of sorrow in her voice. She knew, if they took this course, he would never be the same, and she would never see him as her lover again. ‘But only a little better, and only because something inside you will have broken, and you’ll have come almost to accept chastity as part of your existence. Almost,’ she said, ‘but not entirely. You’ll still suffer terribly in your little cage, I promise you.’

She laughed to see the naked desire on his face.

‘Look at you,’ she said. ‘I’ve only made you want it all the more, haven’t I?’

‘Yes,’ he said, kissing her lovely ankle, and wondering if she’d intended to make him want it more. He hoped she had. He longed for her to control and manipulate him, wrap him around her little finger, and never let him go.

‘Honestly, David, you’re such a fool,’ Ann said affectionately. ‘After all I’ve told you, do you really want me to lock you up, and take away the key? Do you really want me to lock up your little cock and never set you free?’

‘Yes,’ he said, a turmoil of nerve-jangling arousal deep in his gut.

‘Well, I’m not going to,’ she said.

Shocked and disappointed, he looked up at her in surprise, but she just laughed at his distress.

‘I’m going to give you a little longer to think about what I’ve told you,’ she said. ‘I won’t force you to wear the cage — I know I could, but that would hardly be fair — but if you’re foolish enough to ignore my warnings, and come to me again, let’s say this time next week, then it’s possible I might relent and change my mind. But only if you ask politely, and of your own free will — that’s of the utmost importance to me. As I’ve told you, this is far too important a decision to be taken lightly. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said sadly, longing to be put under lock and key that very moment, and find his way to a new, and more abject level of submission.

Such was the depth of his passion, he ached for her to take possession of his manhood as she’d taken control of every other aspect of his life, but Ann dismissed him, instructing him airily to go upstairs and put away her clean laundry, and put fresh sheets on her bed.

Ann found a sublime satisfaction in manipulating him like this. Every word of her warning had been true, but she knew it had only made him want to wear the cage all the more. And she also knew that making him ask for the cage himself would greatly deepen his surrender, and she looked forward to reminding him that chastity had been his idea, not hers. It would be another weapon to torment him with.

All through that week she treated him with scorn, using him often as her toilet, and frequently locking on his black rubber bit so he couldn’t even speak. ‘Get used to it,’ she’d say. ‘This is your life now, and I’ll keep you gagged until you learn to speak only when you’re spoken to.’

It amused her to issue her commands and watch him silently obey, a lost and fearful look in his eyes. From time to time, she’d lift his dress and laugh openly to see how hard he was in his panties or girdle. It was abundantly clear how much he craved her cruel dominion, and her anticipation grew sweeter by the day. She was certain he’d ignore her warning, and ask her to lock him in the cage, and she fully intended to give him what he asked for.

A hunger was growing inside her, a hunger that wanted to devour him entirely, and put him completely under her power.

Thursday was his date with destiny, and all that day she tormented him by pretending it was an ordinary day, and she’d forgotten all about their arrangement, but she saw how nervous he was, how timid and flustered. He spilled her afternoon coffee which allowed her to scold him fiercely, and he left streaks of polish on the hall tiles for which he received a dozen stinging strokes of her cane.

After her evening meal, she was relaxing in front of a news programme when he came quietly into the room holding the little box containing the chastity cage.

‘What is it now?’ she said impatiently, pretending she didn’t know.

‘Please, Mistress,’ he said weakly, offering her the box.

‘Not this again,’ she said sharply, shaken by a secret spasm of arousal. ‘My God, there’s no stopping some people. Has a week gone by already?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a trembling voice.

‘Honestly, David, I can’t be bothered with you,’ she said. ‘Always wanting something, never happy. Wait in the corner until I’ve finished watching the news.’

She sat in a daze of arousal, barely listening to the news while he stood facing the corner, the little box clutched in his hand. It was lovely to think of his coming surrender, and her imminent triumph. He really had no idea how difficult it would be living in chastity. And she’d make sure to do everything she could to arouse him, and deepen his frustration, the knowledge that he could never find relief adding the sweetest spice to her pleasure.

‘Hurry up,’ she said irritably when the news ended. ‘Come over here, and stand closer.’

He left his corner and hurried to her side. Ann smiled to see that his face was flushed, and his legs were shaking.

‘Well,’ she said wearily, ‘what is it this time? What do you want?’

‘P-please, Mistress,’ he stammered, handing her the little box.

‘What a nuisance you are,’ she said coldly, taking the box from him and squeezing the tops of her thighs together to make the most of her excitement. ‘I don’t know why I put up with you.’

‘Please,’ he beseeched her. ‘I want you to do it.’

‘You want me to?’ she said in mock disbelief, ‘after all I’ve told you?’

‘Y-yes.’

‘You can’t want this,’ she said, opening the box and taking out the cage.

‘I d-do.’

‘You want me to lock you up in this little cage, and take away the key?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Do you think that’s wise?’ she said, twirling the steel cage in her fingers.

‘I d-don’t know,’ he stammered.

‘I can assure you it’s not wise, but you don’t listen, do you? You’re far too busy with your silly plans and schemes to listen to anything I say.’

He just stared at her, his eyes wide with excitement.

‘You think this will be fun, but it won’t be fun, I can assure you. At least not for you.’

He kept staring at her, lost in her stern beauty.

‘I’ll make you suffer, David, you know that?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, possessed by a mad hunger.

‘I won’t unlock you, no matter how hard or how often you beg,’ she said, her fingers still playing with the little cage, beguiling him with it. ‘You need to be very clear about that. In fact, I’ll gag you so I won’t have to listen to your begging.’

‘I know,’ he gasped, longing to give up his manhood to her. He’d give his life for her if she wished it.

‘I’ll say it one last time,’ said Ann gravely, her excitement growing. ‘I’m warning you not to do this. I mean it, David. This will lead you to a very dark and painful place. If I lock you in this cage, you’ll never be the same man. In fact, you may never be a man again at all.’

‘Please, Mistress,’ he said helplessly.

‘You still want it?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his voice ragged with need, ‘I do.’

‘Then put it on,’ she said in a bored voice. ‘I won’t stop you.’

He lifted his dress and slip, and took down his tights and girdle. She smiled with satisfaction to see he’d already placed the steel ring around his cock and balls. All she had to do was fit the cage, and lock it to the ring with the sturdy little padlock, and he would have his darkest wish — but such an apparently simple manoeuvre was not remotely possible.

Deeply aroused by the prospect of being locked in the cage by his beautiful Mistress, his cock had grown fiercely erect, and far too big to fit inside the tiny cage.

‘What a pity,’ said Ann, caressing his cock, her fingers slow and taunting. ‘The cage will never fit, David, you’re far too excited.’

He made one of the silly coughing sounds he made when he was beyond speech.

‘But I might be able to help you,’ she said. ‘Would you like that? Would you like me to help you with your little problem?’

He stared at her, his eyes wide and unblinking, and said softly, ‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then lie down,’ she said. ‘Lie down on the floor.’

He quickly obeyed, lying on his back, his eager cock sticking out from a pretty froth of lace.

‘That’s good,’ she said, getting up from her chair and standing astride her befrocked slave, lovely in her high-heeled shoes and tight, elegant skirt — a beautiful huntress above her prey.

‘I think this might help,’ she said, sliding up her skirt with a delightful rustling sound, and taking down her tights and panties.

Hugely aroused by her victory, she squatted down on him, taking him inside her, and causing him to cry out in surprise and delight. Their pretty slips meshed together as she began to move, saying, ‘Better make it last, David. This isn’t just the last time I’ll let you fuck me, it’s the last time I’ll let you come.’

He stared at her in wonder, deeply aroused by her teasing words and her proud, haughty expression. And he could see her lovely thighs, and her bunched up skirt and slip, and the top three buttons on her blouse had come undone, letting him see her magnificent cleavage, and the pretty lace of her bra.

Looking into his eyes, she rose up from him, and then pushed slowly down, taking him deep, letting him feel her full glory. He made a strange, guttural sound as if he was in pain.

‘Make it last, David,’ she said warningly, the sweetest scorn in her voice. ‘Make it last for your last time.’

A knowing smile flashed in her wonderful eyes, and her wide, lovely mouth, framed by her shining hair, curved in disdain at his efforts to please her.

He tried all he could to control himself, and make it last, but her warm, wet cunt felt so good, and the rise and fall of her so steady and insistent, that his body and soul went into crisis.

‘Oh, God,’ he gasped, ‘Oh, God … Oh, God.’

‘Not yet,’ she said, putting disappointment in her voice, her rhythm slow and remorseless, unchanging, sweetly mocking. ‘Not so soon, David … Not already … Not for your last time … Your very last time …’

He bucked and moaned and shook his head wildly from side to side, but it did no good. To her delight, Ann felt his hard, helpless cock begin to pulse inside her.

He howled in joy and despair, angry that he could hold on no longer.

But Ann just laughed in triumph, grinding down against him, his defeat electrifying her senses, and bringing her the sweetest delight.

‘Poor David,’ she gasped, finding her own joy as he erupted inside her. ‘Poor David’s had his fun for the last time.’

She kissed him tenderly, letting her soft, fragrant hair trail across his face, and then stood, quickly arranging her underwear and skirt before sitting back down in her chair.

‘It’s time,’ she said, contempt in her voice as she threw the little cage onto his chest where he caught it with trembling hands.

‘Put it on,’ she commanded him. ‘I’m sure it’ll fit now.’

His cock had quickly softened and, wet from her arousal, it slipped easily inside the gleaming cage. He took up the padlock and slid it through the hole where the cage fitted onto the steel ring around his cock and balls.

He gazed up at her, wanting one last blessing from his Goddess.

‘Please, Mistress,’ he said. ‘Please lock it.’

‘Do it yourself,’ she said. ‘It’s your own stupid idea.’

‘Please,’ he said again, longing to feel the full force of her female authority.

‘Beg me.’

‘Lock it, I beg you,’ he beseeched her. ‘I want it to be you. I need it to be you.’

‘If you insist,’ she said, masking her excitement with a pretence of boredom as she leant down and snapped the padlock shut.

The air in the room seemed to move as the sound of the lock clicking shut sent a fresh wave of arousal through their overheated senses.

‘The key, David,’ Ann said firmly, holding her hand out to him.

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, putting the key obediently into her hand, and glancing helplessly under her skirt, seeing her pretty white panties. Already, he longed to worship again, cleanse her of the mess he’d left inside her.

‘You won’t be thanking me in a day or two,’ Ann said, amused to see him look up her skirt. ‘You’ll be cursing your weakness and stupidity.’

‘You’re lovely,’ he said quietly, overwhelmed by her power and beauty.

‘I’ll never let you go,’ she said with a smile that chilled him. ‘Why should I when I can do what I like with you, when I can make you do whatever I want? Why would I ever give that up?’

‘At least the worst is over,’ he said.

‘The worst?’ she said. ‘What do you mean?’

‘The special plan you have for me,’ he said.

‘You think wearing that little cage is my special plan?’ she said, laughing at his stupidity.

‘Isn’t it?’ he said, his features clouding with alarm.

‘Of course it’s not,’ she said as if he was a fool. ‘What I’ve got planned for you is far worse than anything you can imagine, and you know I never lie.’

‘What is it?’ he said, terror deepening his arousal, and making him painfully aware of the cage’s fierce grip.

‘I’m not telling you,’ she said. ‘That would spoil the fun.’

‘When will you do it?’ he asked fearfully, the cage cruelly tight. He remembered her warning, and began to believe it. He saw his future self on his knees at her feet, begging her for release. He saw her look down at him, and smile, and shake her head.

‘Soon,’ said Ann, her own arousal dreamy and free.

‘How soon?’ he said, desperate to know.

‘I only have a few things to put in place,’ she said, ‘so it won’t be long now, I promise.’

Ann laughed out loud, experiencing a glorious feeling of well-being as she tapped the toe of her elegant, high-heeled shoe against his cage.

‘Not long at all,’ she said through her laughter.

Also by Molly Sands – Cruel Heaven, The Devlin Woman, A New Devotion, An Obedient Husband, Magda, Slave Song, Sacred Days. Serving Sarah, The Adoration of Adele Adams, Lady Catherine, Mrs Shepherd’s Boy.
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