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‘Thou art to me a delicious torment.’

(Ralph Waldo Emerson)


The Devlin Woman

As she drove away she felt the powerful engine reverberate inside her, an expression of her unyielding will.

SUSAN LOOKED at her watch and smiled. She was really going to do it. They were making good time and would be at Ann’s house in less than thirty minutes.

She glanced at her husband in the passenger seat beside her. Tense and unhappy, he was staring straight ahead, his hands clasping his thighs.

Keeping her eyes on the road, she reached over and patted him on the knee.

‘Poor baby,’ she said as if she meant it.

David took in a deep breath and let it out slowly.

‘Don’t look so worried,’ Susan told him, ‘you’re going to be fine.’

‘That’s easy for you to say.’

‘It is easy for me to say, but that’s the point, isn’t it?’ she said. ‘This is supposed to be about what I want, not you.’

‘I can’t believe you’re doing this.’

‘Well, I am, and you’ll just have to get used to it.’

‘I don’t know if I can, Susan. Look.’

He held up one of his hands to show her. It was shaking.

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, David,’ she said, laughing at his distress, ‘it’s only a little fun.’

‘Is it?’

‘Of course it is.’

‘It doesn’t feel like fun.’

‘Oh, really?’ Susan replied. ‘That’s not what you said last night. Last night I seem to remember you thanking me, making me promise to do it no matter how much you begged me not to in the morning.’

It was the truth, and he couldn’t deny it.

He remembered her kiss, and the warmth of her breath on his cheek as she’d whispered in his ear, telling him he’d be better off kneeling to hear her news.

And he remembered the mockery in her eyes as she’d watched him sink slowly to his knees.

She’d stood looking down on him for long moments before making her announcement.

She was giving him away for the week-end, it had been decided, and he had no say in the matter.

She’d delivered her shocking news in that special voice she used on him, a slightly bored, matter-of-fact voice that expected his complete obedience.

She’d taken charge of him before, but never like this.

He’d wanted to argue, and put up a fight, but he couldn’t summon the strength. Her assurance had overwhelmed him, sending a delightful weakness coursing through his blood.

He remembered too how she’d kept him on his knees by her side while she’d spoken to Ann on the telephone, making the arrangements.

He’d never felt so helpless.

Watching Susan drive, David felt the knot in his stomach pulled tighter by the memory of how she’d stood above him talking on the telephone, her face flushed at her daring, keeping him to heel by slowly lifting the hem of her skirt and swaying her hips from side to side, mesmerising him with her bare thighs and pretty underwear, and the heavenly breeze of her scent.

She’d spoken happily to Ann while he’d knelt at her feet. He’d heard the sound of Ann’s voice but hadn’t been able to make out what she was saying. He recalled how for long moments Susan had listened in silence, occasionally saying ‘yes’ or ‘if you’re sure’ before laughing as if she was embarrassed, but nonetheless committed to some secret plan.

The sound of her laughter had aroused him more than anything else, draining him of strength and pushing him deeper under her spell until he feared he would never be able to swim back to the surface.

After the call had ended she’d kept him on his knees and let him worship her with his tongue, taking her pleasure but denying him his, wanting him hungry in the morning so he would still be eager to do her bidding.

SUSAN BEGAN to sing as she drove, the wonderful Richard Thompson song ‘She Never Could Resist A Winding Road.’ David found her cheerfulness irritating and yet it aroused him even as it inflamed his anxiety.

He had agreed to do this, to please Susan and prove his worth, but the closer they got to Ann’s house the more his courage failed him.

What Susan had planned for him was too much, more than his pride could bear. He turned to tell her he couldn’t go through with it, but saw only the hem of her elegant dress which had ridden above her knees. Her lovely legs were clad in sheer, dark hose, and David felt a new wave of arousal weaken his resolve.

‘You’ll come and get me on Sunday, won’t you?’ he asked meekly. It was far from the refusal he’d intended, and he hoped she hadn’t heard the tremor in his voice.

She flashed him a smile, pleased he was compliant again.

‘Come and get you? Well, now, I might, I suppose, but then again …’

‘Don’t joke about it.’

‘Poor baby,’ she said, her lovely, nylon-sheathed leg moving smoothly as she changed gear and increased her speed.

‘I need to know, Susan,’ he said, troubled yet aroused by her acceleration.

‘Oh, don’t be such a grouch. Of course I’ll come.’

‘Promise me.’

‘How many times do I have to tell you?’ she said, driving even faster.

‘Damn it, Susan, I need to hear you say it,’ he insisted, ‘I need to hear you promise.’

‘Say please,’ she said, hoping to lighten his mood.

‘Please.’

‘Please, Mistress,’ Susan corrected him.

‘Please, Mistress,’ he repeated, experiencing a thrill of arousal.

‘All right, I promise I’ll come and get you on Sunday,’ she said, unable to keep the scorn from her voice. ‘For heaven’s sake, you’ll only be away for two nights. It’ll be over before you know it.’

It was late on Friday afternoon. Susan had picked David up straight after she’d finished her fourth week as the new Depute Head Teacher in their local High School.

She was on her way to deliver him to Ann’s house in the country where she’d volunteered his services as groundsman and housekeeper for the week-end.

She loved her promoted post, but hadn’t grown accustomed to its new responsibilities, and the thought of a week-end to herself was glorious. She badly needed time on her own to reflect on her career and marriage. Ann had offered her that chance, and Susan felt truly grateful for her kindness.

Since meeting at an art class five months ago, Ann Devlin had become Susan’s closest friend, and taking David ‘under her wing’ for the week-end had been her idea. Susan had laughed at first, thinking the offer a joke and unable to imagine such a thing but, when she realised Ann was serious, she’d slowly come round to the idea.

Recently widowed, Ann Devlin was twenty years older than Susan, but she was bold and unshockable and full of life despite her bereavement.

Lonely, and worried about her marriage, Susan had confided in Ann, speaking shyly at first and then with increasing openness about David’s sexuality and her fears that his submissive desires, sparked first by redundancy and fuelled subsequently, she suspected, by her promotion, had turned into an addiction.

Ann had been more than understanding, listening quietly and attentively before confessing that for the last eight years of her marriage her husband had lived as her house-servant and slave, carrying out all domestic duties, and submitting entirely to her will.

Without shame or embarrassment, she’d told Susan how this unusual arrangement had brought them both the greatest happiness.

Ann’s confession took Susan by surprise, yet Susan found comfort in sharing her worries, particularly with another woman as free-minded and unafraid of sex as Ann Devlin.

Talking made everything easier. Her sex-life with David no longer felt like a shameful secret and, while Susan admitted there were times when she enjoyed taking charge of her husband – it felt so contrary to her respectable upbringing – she also talked of feeling trapped and suffocated by the confines of the role.

Not that she was prudish about sex. Dominating her husband was a game she liked to play when she was in the mood but, for David, it was a game he now wanted all the time.

At thirty-four David had spent all his working life as an editor with the same publishing company. When the company was bought over, and he was considered surplus to requirements, sexual fantasy seemed to take over his life.

At first he’d applied for one job after another, but with no success — the publishing industry was suffering its own crisis of confidence — and Susan wondered if he was even bothering to apply any more.

In their five years of marriage they’d played at being Mistress and slave on a handful of occasions — Susan’s humour and intelligence as much as her clear-eyed beauty had always made David weak at the knees — but in recent months his desires had grown darker and more insistent.

Submission to his wife had become his refuge from the world. He wanted her to berate and belittle him at every opportunity. He would beg her to make him kneel at her feet while she laughed at his inadequacies as a husband and as a man.

When she did as he asked David experienced a great and transcendent pleasure such as he had never known, a bliss beyond compare.

He was good in the kitchen, and he cooked delicious meals for her every evening when she returned from work. He liked to serve them to her in the dining-room or the newly built conservatory, with fresh flowers on the table, as was her due as the lady of the house, while he ate a plainer meal alone in the kitchen, a lowly servant.

Once, she made him kneel by her chair while she fed him scraps from her plate, telling him how disappointed she was to have such a weak and unmanly husband, and laughing wickedly at his arousal. It amused her for a while to pull his hair and pinch his nose and tug his ear as she told him of his shortcomings, and that he was fit only to be a woman’s slave.

Quickly bored, she’d made him crawl under the table to kiss her ankles and shoes while she ate dessert and finished her glass of wine before going through to watch television, leaving him to wash up the dishes and tidy the kitchen in a fever of submissive desire.

Soon a pattern became established and most evenings, after he’d finished his cleaning and come through to join her, she’d instruct him to kneel at her feet where she’d use him as her foot-stool while she watched the programmes of her choice, or made phone-calls to friends and family. He took a shameful delight in being used in this way, particularly as she was often strict with him, forbidding him to move or speak as he lay under her pretty feet. ‘Keep quiet,’ she’d tell him in a deliciously clipped and indifferent tone, pressing a nylon-covered foot over his mouth. ‘Don’t move unless I tell you, or you’ll be sorry.’

Sometimes she’d keep him there for hours at a time as if she’d forgotten all about him, her indifference to his comfort casting a dark and powerful spell over his senses.

David had never much liked Susan’s mother, and Susan knew her mother had never liked David, and one evening she discovered a strange new delight in kneeling astride him on the settee, tugging her skirt up around her hips, and making him kiss her through her tights and panties while she made her weekly telephone call to her mother who lived over two hundred miles away.

For reasons she couldn’t explain, it thrilled Susan to hold him down in such a way, imprisoned beneath her with no option but to listen to her chatter about work and clothes and family, and she now insisted on this every time she called her mother, smiling as David took his place beneath her and she waited for her mother to answer.

Over time she discovered the position that brought her the greatest pleasure. A weekly ritual, she would sit atop him facing his feet with her legs on his arms, holding them down so that he couldn’t free himself even if he wanted to. There was a pleasant view of the countryside from the sitting-room window, and she would enjoy the view as she talked to her mother with her husband pinned helplessly beneath her.

As he lay beneath his wife in this way David felt a pleasure so powerful he lost all track of time and place. Listening to Susan talk to her mother, he became convinced that, for the duration of their call, he’d become the helpless slave to both women. The deepest shame mixed potently with the strangely pleasurable feeling of being trapped, and her lovely woman’s scent which drugged his senses like a narcotic.

His pride screamed at him to break free and stand up for himself, and yet he did nothing. The pleasure he found in his subservience overwhelmed any remaining dignity or pride.

He didn’t know if he was in heaven or hell.

After the calls were over Susan would hurry to take down her panties and hose, and settle over her husband’s mouth like a queen. Lost in her imperious beauty, David worshipped her with all his heart.

While he adored her in this way Susan experienced a glorious feeling of freedom and power. She’d hurry to undo his trousers so that she could squeeze and slap his jutting cock. When he cried out in pain she’d press down on him all the harder, and tease and torment him about her mother.

‘I’m going to give you to her, David,’ she’d tell him. ‘You don’t believe me, but I’m going to do it. One day soon, I promise, I’ll go on holiday and leave you at her house on my way to the airport. How will you like that?’ she’d say, twisting his balls and bearing down on him so heavily he couldn’t catch his breath.

The fear and panic he felt as he struggled for breath only increased his arousal and made him worship all the more devoutly.

‘You’ll be her servant when I’m away, her little maid and helper. She’ll make you wear the pretty apron that hangs by the cooker. You know the one I mean, the white one with a pattern of roses and a little lace frill around its edge. She won’t be surprised to see how much you like wearing it. She’s never had a good opinion of you, never thought you were much of a man. And as for me – well, I’ll be lazing in the sun, dancing and drinking with handsome men while you cook and clean for her, wash her clothes and underwear, polish her shoes and listen to her tell you what she really thinks of you. She won’t be kind, you know that, don’t you? Oh no,’ Susan would taunt him as her pleasure mounted, thrilled to feel him gasp and struggle beneath her, ‘I’ll tell her to be as cruel as she likes. I’ll tell her to punish you. I’ll tell her all the horrible things you’ve said about her,’ Susan liked to say as she crushed him beneath her, arousal making her voice soft and dreamy. ‘She’ll punish you then, David, she’ll hurt you for being such a weak and useless man. Oh, she’ll make you pay all right, just you wait, she’ll make you pay and pay.’

Often at these moments Susan closed her eyes in ecstasy and spoke of even darker cruelties.

‘I’ve decided, David, I have, I really have. I’ve made up my mind. I won’t be coming back for you after my holiday. After all, what good are you? I’ll leave you with her. You’ll be waiting for me. Waiting and waiting. Every car that goes by you’ll pray will be mine. Every ring of the doorbell will make your heart lift with hope. But I won’t come, David. I’ll be getting on with my life without you. I’ll be rid of you. I’ll be free. Free to find another man, a better man. Oh, God, yes. You’ll be her slave, and I’ll be free to do what I want … To live how I want … Oh, God, yes …’

Taunting him so cruelly sent waves of pleasure racing through her blood and she’d cry out in delight as she came, gripping David’s cock cruelly tight to deny him release as he struggled for breath beneath her.

It added greatly to her pleasure, knowing she was denying him at the moment of her sweetest joy.

Afterwards, drained by pleasure, and surprised and faintly embarrassed by the strange role her mother had played in her fantasy, she’d speak no more about her mother or lovers or holidays – until the next week when it was time to make another call.

Most evenings David ran Susan a bath before bed, and in the mornings prepared breakfast for her while she put on her make-up and got dressed in the elegant skirts and dresses she wore to work. Then she’d come downstairs and sit in the conservatory reading The Guardian newspaper while he served her grilled bacon and poached eggs or porridge served with fruit and honey, always with freshly made coffee. She bought him a pretty apron like the one that hung in her mother’s kitchen, and she insisted he wear it when he served her at table. The feminine garment shamed him deeply and his hands would often be trembling when he set her plate before her, but Susan would only smile and say, ‘How smart you are in your apron, David. Just like a real waitress.’

It wasn’t long before Susan took such service for granted. She began to look forward to it, and could be very stern with him if everything wasn’t just the way she wanted.

She had never punished him physically, although she’d once smacked him with her bare hand for the serious crime of shrinking a favourite cashmere jumper in the wash, yet she’d recently begun to wonder what it would feel like to punish him with a cane or a whip.

She considered herself above such role-playing, and she didn’t possess a strap or cane, but all the same she found herself aroused at the thought of wielding such absolute authority. She wondered what really went on in the mind of a masochist. Would David stay hard as she beat him, or would the pain break him and put an end to his arousal? Would she take pleasure in her cruel ascendancy, or would she lose courage and comfort him, and ask for forgiveness? She felt sure such severity was beyond her, and she doubted she’d ever have the courage to punish her husband, and put him truly under her heel.

David, for his part, longed for her curt reprimands every bit as much as her gracious approval. Susans’s stern scowl and approving smile both brought him a thrill of submissive delight.

Every morning, before she drove to work, Susan would insist on another of her little rituals. She’d wait until he’d helped her on with her overcoat before insisting he kneel on the hard tiles in the hallway to kiss the hem of her skirt and tell her how much he loved and adored her.

If she was in the mood she’d slowly raise her skirt and let him kiss the lacy hem of her slip if she was wearing one, and then her panties through the sheer nylon of her hose, warning him that his kisses must remain soft and respectful.

At such times David felt a dizzying arousal transport him to a higher world, a world where he had no significance except as a servant to his glorious wife and Mistress.

Susan often tired of him, feeling contempt for his weakness and unmanly servitude and yet, while he knelt at her feet, she found a dreamy pleasure in telling him his duties for the day. It was undeniably enjoyable to drive a man to his knees, and have him at her beck and call. It brought her a tantalising pleasure that always made her feel there was further to go, new cruelties to be explored.

While Susan was at work, he carried out her instructions diligently, haunted by memories of her haughty manner. He kept the house spotless and every day he yearned for her homecoming when he’d hurry to take her coat, and serve her in any way she desired.

When his housework was done, he searched the internet for the styles of clothes she liked to wear, often items she had already selected, and bought them for her from his savings.

Very occasionally, as a treat, she’d permit him to buy her underwear. If she approved his choice she’d allow him to lay the pretty lingerie out for her in the morning with her shoes and the rest of her clothes.

When she left for work, he felt proud of her elegant appearance, as if he’d played some small part in the success of his beautiful wife and Mistress.

As the weeks rolled on he took over all the housework and laundry, the ironing too, blushing with shame and pleasure whenever she scolded him for a poorly ironed skirt, or took him to task for a shoe or boot that wasn’t shined to perfection.

‘If you’re going to be my servant,’ she’d tell him, ‘then you’d better learn to be a good one. Otherwise I may have to dismiss you, and find a suitable replacement. You may not be much of a husband, but you can at least try to be a good and obedient housekeeper.’

For Susan, being waited on hand and foot, and never having to do any cooking or cleaning, was far from unpleasant, particularly when she came home exhausted after work, and there were days when she might have said she had an ideal marriage, but those days were outnumbered by days when she felt lonely and confused.

David lived in a daze of arousal, and in bed he often came as soon as he entered her, shamed yet oddly thrilled by his lack of manly control. He strove to make it up to her in other ways, and she came to enjoy his eager devotions, but Susan missed the joy of ordinary sex between man and wife, and she knew something was missing from her life.

Soon after her promotion, proud of her, yet belittled by her success, he begged her to be even stricter with him, pleading with her to treat him more harshly, and call him ever more cruel and hurtful names.

She’d oblige him to give herself peace, irritation and contempt bringing real sting to her admonishments. On one occasion, she lost patience and mocked him with such icy contempt that tears began to run down his cheeks, and yet, when she went to console him, she found to her astonishment that he was fully and helplessly aroused.

Susan despised cruelty in the world, and resented the way it made her feel even when she saw the bliss it brought her husband. At those times she’d try to talk to him, tell him she needed to take a break from their games, and live like an ordinary couple.

That was when he became moody and unhappy, sulky as a teenager, and unbearable to live with.

She feared she’d become his dealer, her scorn and derision his only fix. She worried that these games were taking over his life, and with it, her own.

And, at thirty-two, Susan felt it was time she started a family, and her instincts told her she needed a strong and loving provider to be the father of her children.

‘WHAT TIME will you pick me up on Sunday?’ David asked moodily as Susan slowed to negotiate a cattle-grid in the narrow country road.

Susan felt a fire catch in her heart, urging her to be cruel.

She knew he didn’t want to go to Ann’s, and must be afraid of being left alone with a woman he barely knew, but the truth was she wanted him to be afraid. It aroused her to hold such power over him.

For once they would play by her rules not his.

‘Oh, that’s for me to know and you to wonder,’ Susan replied, treating him to a mysterious smile.

‘Please, Susan, I need to know what time you’ll pick me up. I can’t do this unless I know.’

‘My God,’ thought Susan, feeling a flash of anger, ‘this is what he wants and he can’t even enjoy it.’

‘What time, Susan? I need to know what time.’

‘You can need all you like. I’m not telling you what time.’

‘Why not, for God’s sake?’

‘Because I’m your Mistress and I like to see you suffer, that’s why. Because I like to keep you in the dark.’

She gave another smile but the fire in her heart burned more fiercely.

This time she would take charge in a way that went beyond play-acting.

Maybe then she’d find out what real power felt like.

She hoped it might feel like freedom.

‘If you don’t tell me, I’m not going,’ said David.

‘Don’t take that tone with me. I’m your Mistress and you’ll do what I tell you.’

‘I’m not going, Susan. Stop the car. It’s over. I’m not doing this. I’m not staying with Ann bloody Devlin.’

‘You’ll do what you’re told, David, I’m warning you.’

She’d used her strictest tone, more clipped than usual as real anger lay just beneath her act. Such a tone usually brought him quickly to heel, but this time his rebellion deepened.

‘Stop the car,’ he shouted, reaching for the steering-wheel, ‘I’m not doing this.’

Seized by anger, Susan pulled over and braked to a halt by a line of beech trees, flinging them forward against their seat-belts, and then violently back into their seats.

They sat in angry silence for a few moments. They were already on the quiet country roads that led to Ann’s house, and no other traffic was visible except for a tractor, tiny on the slope of a distant field.

David was the first to speak.

‘Blackbird,’ he said.

It was their safe-word which either of them could use to stop any play that made them unhappy.

‘My God,’ said Susan, suddenly so weary she thought she might cry, ‘you ask me to take control, you beg me, and you take fright at the first thing.’

‘I’m sorry, Susan. I didn’t think you’d really do this, that’s all.’

‘Oh, I see, so you think I’m weak. You think I’m stupid.’

‘You know I don’t,’ he said contritely. ‘It’s my fault. I thought I could go through with it, but now I know I can’t.’

‘That’s my decision, not yours.’

‘I’m frightened and embarrassed, that’s the truth, and I can’t do it, Susie. I’m sorry, I really am.’

‘I don’t care if you’re frightened or embarrassed. I expect you to suffer that for me.’

‘I’m telling you honestly how I feel,’ he said quietly, sure that she’d listen to reason. ‘You have to listen to that.’

‘You call me Mistress but you’ve always got to be the ring-master. Everything has to suit you. It’s just a silly game to give you pleasure. Where I fit in, God only knows. I’m not a real person to you, I’m just a fantasy, a figment of your imagination. I’m sick and tired of it, and I’m sick and tired of you!’

‘Please, Susan, I’ll make it up to you, I promise. Just turn around and drive home.’

‘What am I going to tell Ann?’

‘Tell her what you like. I hardly even know her, and what I do know I don’t like. Sticking her nose into our lives.’

Ann felt another flash of anger.

‘I won’t have you talk about her like that. She’s a good friend, and she couldn’t have been kinder.’

‘You shouldn’t have told her about us.’

‘I had to talk to someone.’

‘Our marriage is private. Man and wife. It should have stayed that way.’

‘I felt lonely and worried. My God, who wouldn’t? It’s not as if you ever talk about it. You never talk about anything.’

David made a dismissive sound as if she was over-reacting in a way that was typical of a woman.

Fighting to keep her temper, Susan made herself speak more slowly.

‘Ann knows about these things. She understands this kind of sex far more than I do. I’ve told you, it’s second-nature to her. Her husband lived as her slave for years, and she’s not in the least bit judgemental. She doesn’t think any the less of you because you like to be bossed around.’

The knowledge that Susan had told Ann Devlin about his submissive desires infuriated David, and caused him profound embarrassment. Deep down he had a fiercely competitive nature, and liked the world to think him strong and manly. He recalled the way Ann had behaved towards him the last time she’d visited Susan.

When he’d come into the room she’d barely let her eyes rest on him, and had continued talking with Susan as if he wasn’t there, making him feel small and jealous. She was a sternly attractive, well-dressed woman with a natural air of confidence and authority. Her manner towards him hadn’t been one of dislike, but rather of complete indifference, which was somehow harder to bear, and he found it easy to imagine her enjoying the prospect of having him under her control.

He made up his mind once and for all – he would not, could not, give her that chance.

‘I’m not doing this, Susan, and that’s final.’

‘That’s the most pathetic thing I’ve ever heard,’ Susan replied. Her mouth, normally so full and sensual, had become a thin hard line. ‘You want me to be your Mistress, but the first time I act like one and use my own initiative, the first time I ask you to do something for my sake not yours, you run away like a stupid coward.’

‘I’m not a coward,’ David retorted, stung by the accusation.

‘Then prove it,’ she said, looking him straight in the eye.

He was tempted, he really was.

It would be a wonderful feeling to give in to her, to let his pride and dignity melt away, to let her do what she wanted with him and surrender body and soul to his lovely wife and her formidable friend, but he just couldn’t do it, and he was the first to look away.

‘I’m sorry, Susan, I can’t. It’s too much. I can’t let you leave me with that Devlin woman.’

‘That Devlin woman, as you call her, has gone out of her way for me, listened to me, talked to me and now she’s set aside her time for me. You should be grateful for her help.’

‘Well, I’m not bloody grateful, and I don’t need help.’

‘Oh, so you say,’ Susan said coldly, reaching for her bag and taking out her cigarettes and lighter.

‘You’re not going to smoke?’

‘I’ll do what I like.’

‘Not in my car.’

‘Your car!’ exclaimed Susan. ‘Since when? Who’s paying for it? Who’s paying it up every month since you lost your job? Tell me that.’

‘That’s not fair.’

‘Oh, get out, just get out!’

David stared at her in fury before getting out the car, and slamming the door behind him. Susan lit her cigarette and watched him in the driver’s mirror as he strode away. She inhaled deeply, but she didn’t enjoy it. In the last month she’d cut down to a packet a week, and she’d planned to get through the day without smoking. Instead of calming her, the cigarette only made her more upset.

‘My God,’ she said under her breath, ‘if I don’t get some time to myself, I’ll go mad.’

In the mirror she saw him pace angrily, muttering to himself, kicking out at something on the verge. At times like this she felt no love for him, and she wondered why she’d ever married him. She glanced up at the mirror again and saw him turn and march back purposefully towards the car.

On impulse, she operated the central locking system, and heard the car obey her with a heavy clunk.

It was an oddly satisfying sound that both calmed and aroused her.

David tried the door and, when it wouldn’t open, he knocked impatiently on the window.

Susan liked seeing the look of surprise on his face.

‘Susan, for God’s sake let me in,’ she heard him say, his voice pleasingly quiet outside the cocoon of the well-built car.

Susan pressed a button and lowered the passenger window an inch. She listened to his angry words for a few moments, then closed the window and sat smoking her cigarette like a film-star awaiting her call.

When he stopped shouting, she lowered the window again.

‘Are you going to stop being a baby and do what you’re told?’ she asked him.

‘Let me in, Susan,’ he said, his voice quieter, but still sharp with anger.

‘Only if you behave yourself,’ she said. ‘Well, will you or won’t you?’

‘Just let me in.’

‘Not until I hear your answer.’

‘For heaven’s sake.’

‘I’m waiting, David.’

‘All right, I’ll behave,’ he agreed in a long-suffering tone.

‘You’ll do what I tell you to do?’

‘Yes, yes.’

‘And you’ll stay with Ann.’

‘I’ve told you. No, I can’t do that.’

‘Are you quite sure?’

‘Yes, I’m sure, now let me …’

Susan savoured his look of surprise when she slipped the car into gear and drove away, feeling a thrill of elation as she sped off along the country road, watching him grow smaller and smaller in her driving-mirror.

Soon he was no bigger than her thumb, and then he wasn’t there at all.

SUSAN DROVE fast with a tight, angry feeling in the pit of her stomach, yet she enjoyed the quiet roar of the engine, the way it obeyed her without question.

After a few miles, when her heart stopped racing, she pulled in at a farm-gate, switched off the engine, and sat in silence, considering what to do next.

She took out her phone and thought about calling Ann, but she wanted to deal with this herself, prove to Ann she was strong enough to see their arrangement through without help.

She put her phone away and opened her window, enjoying the cool breeze on her face and bare arm. She gave a sudden laugh, thinking again of the look on David’s face when she’d driven away and left him.

She’d shown him, she told herself, she’d shown him who was boss.

Her breathing had slowed but she still felt a tumult in the pit of her stomach, a strangely pleasurable anxiety warning her of the challenge ahead. She let her hand stray under her dress to the tops of her thighs. With a sigh, she lay her head back and closed her eyes, her fingers fluttering against her panties and hose.

The pleasure she gave herself brought a welcome sense of peace and purpose, and she made a vow as her pleasure mounted.

However it happened, this week-end would go the way she’d planned. She would have her way no matter what it took, and her troublesome husband would bow to her will whether he wanted to or not.

She would not be an ordinary woman any more.

She would be a Mistress, and take charge of her life and marriage in the way a Mistress should.

DAVID SAT against a tree by the side of the narrow lane. In the twenty minutes Susan had been gone only two cars had passed by. He would have phoned and asked her what on earth she was playing at, but his phone was in his jacket pocket along with his wallet, and his jacket was in the car boot.

He felt lost without them.

Unmanned.

When at last he saw her car approach, he fixed her with a steady gaze but didn’t get to his feet. He wanted to look strong and composed, as if he’d always known she’d come back for him.

She stopped the car opposite him, but didn’t turn her head to look in his direction. She’d put on sunglasses which she knew made her look haughty and stern. When he didn’t get to his feet she revved the engine and drove away, making him fear she was abandoning him again, but she turned the car skilfully, and pulled up with the passenger door beside him, but with the car once more facing stubbornly in the direction of Ann’s house.

Once more she revved the engine, and David knew she was in no mood to back down. Despite his anger, the thought excited him, but he did all he could to ignore his excitement.

This was no time to submit.

He had to be strong.

If he gave in to her now there was no knowing where it would end.

He got to his feet and walked towards the car, the hint of a swagger in his stride. He tried the door, and his temper flared when he found it was still locked.

He bent and peered through the window, rapping angrily on the glass.

The window slid down an inch.

‘Open the door,’ he commanded. ‘This is ridiculous, Susan. Let me …’

With a quiet hum the window slid shut.

David stood and looked to the heavens. Taking a deep breath, he bent down and rapped on the window once more.

Nothing.

She didn’t even turn to look at him.

Once again he rapped on the glass, glaring at Susan.

Her jaw was set firmly, her expression unreadable behind her sunglasses. With a quick movement of her hand, she flicked a strand of her lovely dark hair behind her ear. David knew this was never a good sign.

He tapped the glass again, more quietly this time.

The window slid down an inch.

‘Now, listen, Susan …’ he began.

But Susan spoke over him, her voice clear and firm.

‘No, you’ll listen, David. If you don’t, I’ll drive away and leave you. I’ll do it, believe me, and I won’t come back.’

A car appeared on the road. Feeling suddenly exposed and foolish, David pretended to examine the nearest front tyre until the car had passed.

Susan watched him and gave a bitter laugh, understanding more clearly how important dignity was to him.

Perhaps, she reflected, that was why it gave him so much pleasure when she took it away.

‘All right,’ David said, his face at the window again, ‘I’m listening.’

‘Very well,’ said Susan, ‘then answer this question. Am I or am I not your Mistress?’

‘Look, Susan …’

‘Just answer the question.’

‘Yes,’ he admitted reluctantly, ‘you are.’

‘And what does that make you?’

He muttered something she couldn’t hear.

‘Speak up, David, I can’t hear you.’

‘Your slave,’ he said, angered yet aroused by the inquisition.

She turned off the engine and immediately all was calmer between them.

‘And what does a slave do?’

He wouldn’t answer.

‘Come on, I’m waiting. What does a slave do?’

‘He obeys,’ he said with a grimace.

‘That’s right, and who does he obey?’

‘You know the answer to that.’

‘Yes, I do, but I want to hear you say it. Who does he obey?’

‘His Mistress,’ he said, trying to sound bored. ‘He obeys his Mistress.’

‘Good,’ said Susan, ‘now we’re getting somewhere.’

‘Will you let me in now?’

‘No, David, I won’t, not until you’ve answered one more question.’

He turned away to conceal his irritation before turning back and speaking as calmly as he could manage.

‘All right, what is it?’

‘Did you or did you not agree that I could give you to another woman for the week-end, a woman I like and trust?’

‘Yes, I agreed.’

‘Did you not, in fact, give me your word?’

‘Yes, I gave you my word.’

‘Then it’s very simple, David. As your wife and Mistress, I’m holding you to your word.’

‘Listen, Susan …’

‘No, David, I’m not listening. Mistresses don’t have to listen to slaves. That’s not how this works. You should know that by now.’

‘I can’t say it any plainer. I thought I could do it, but I can’t.’

‘That’s not acceptable, David,’ she said with a clipped assurance that enthralled him. ‘You’ll take back your safe-word, get into the car, and come with me to Ann’s. I’m afraid I’m going to have to insist on it.’

‘All right, Susan, whatever you say,’ said David, saying what he had to say to get back into the car. ‘I take it back, now open the door.’

‘I have conditions,’ said Susan, taking off her sunglasses and looking him in the eye.

She knew he was bluffing.

‘What conditions?’ he asked warily.

‘Take off your shoes.’

‘What?’

‘You heard me. Take them off.’

With a weary sigh, he bent and took off his shoes before standing and clapping them together like flippers. ‘Now what?’ he asked.

‘And your jeans.’

‘What?’

‘I mean it. Take them off.’

He looked up and down the road. No-one was coming. With a muttered curse, he quickly undid his belt and pulled off his jeans.

‘Now what?’ he asked impatiently.

‘Your socks too, unless you want to look really stupid.’

‘For God’s sake,’ he said, taking off his socks.

‘Now go to the back of the car.’

‘Why?’

‘Don’t argue.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘Just do what you’re told, I won’t tell you again.’

Cowed by the steel in her voice, he walked to the back of the car, treading gingerly in his bare feet. Susan operated the control which unlocked the boot.

‘Put everything in the boot,’ she called to him through her window.

He didn’t move.

‘Hurry up, David, I’m warning you.’

She looked over her shoulder and saw him open the boot and throw his jeans and shoes inside.

‘Close it,’ she called.

He hesitated for a moment, strongly tempted to snatch back his jeans and shoes along with the jacket which held his phone and wallet.

‘I said, close it,’ he heard her call.

David urged himself to take back his clothes and shoes while he had the chance, and yet, aroused by her stern commands, and the pleasurable feeling it always gave him to give in to her, he reached up and shut the car-boot as he had been instructed.

As soon as he shut the boot, Susan locked it again.

‘Now you really wouldn’t want me to drive off and leave you,’ Susan said as he came back to the passenger window.

She felt a strong temptation to drive off and leave him in his underwear by the side of the road. The thought of leaving him like that gave her a thrill of arousal. If he hadn’t been watching she would have reached under her dress again.

‘Come on,’ he said, ‘you’ve had your fun.’

‘Be quiet, David,’ she snapped as if scolding a child. ‘I’m going to unlock the door and let you into the car. I want you to sit quietly and listen while I tell you how it’s going to be. I won’t tolerate any display of bad temper, and I expect your complete obedience. Do you understand me?’

‘This has gone far enough,’ he said, prompted by a surge of angry pride.

‘Do you understand me?’ she said again in an even firmer voice.

‘No, Susan, quite frankly, I don’t.’

He gasped in surprise when Susan started the engine and drove away.

Feeling afraid now, and utterly exposed, he ran after her as fast as he could in his bare feet and underwear.

Susan stopped the car after about a hundred yards and watched him draw close in her driver’s mirror but then, when he’d almost reached her car, she drove away again, more slowly this time so he could almost keep up with her.

She stopped her car and started again to tease and torment him, and prove to him just who was in charge.

She did this a number of times, driving away just as he drew close, watching him in her driving-mirror all the time, feeling a sweet, tell-tale wetness between her legs as she played him like a fool.

It was a wickedly delightful feeling to have him at her mercy like this. He looked so ridiculous running after her, sometimes limping after stepping on a loose stone. As she watched him in the mirror, she slid her hand under her dress and touched herself through her underwear. Her insides trembled with desire. It was all she could do not to drive away and leave him.

Finally she stopped her cruel game, and let him come to the passenger window again. His eyes were wide with shock, and his face red with anger and exertion.

‘Well, David, have you learned your lesson?’ she asked him calmly. ‘Are you going to be good?’

Before he could reply another car approached and Susan laughed out loud as David knelt to hide his state of undress from the passing driver.

‘Well, David, are you?’ she asked once the car had passed.

‘Yes,’ he said, a new respect and eagerness to please in his voice.

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his arousal growing despite his anger.

‘You’ll be a good boy?’

‘Yes, Mistress, I’ll be good, I promise.’

‘So I have your word?’

‘Yes, Mistress, you have my word.’

‘Very well, but I’m going to hold you to it.’

She unlocked the car, and David opened the door and got in.

He was aware of her looking at him but he sat in silence, unable to meet her gaze. Barefoot and out of breath, and wearing only his t-shirt and boxer shorts, it was impossible to keep up any pretense of dignity.

She leaned over close, admiring his long, well-muscled legs. She kissed him on the cheek and placed her hand on the inside of his thigh, and caressed him lightly.

‘What nice legs you have, David.’

‘I’m glad you like them,’ he said, trying to sound carefree.

‘You should show them off more often,’ she said, sliding her hand up to his undershorts.

‘Listen, Susan …’

’What have we here, I wonder?’ she said mischievously, reaching deftly into the opening in his shorts, and taking out his cock.

‘For God’s sake,’ David said in astonishment, ‘someone will see us.’

‘Don’t be a spoilsport. No-one will see. We’re in the middle of nowhere.’

His cock was full and heavy, and partly erect.

‘Come on, David, make it hard for me,’ she urged him. ‘You know how I like it when you do that.’

She knew he still planned to defy her, and she was going to take control by the most direct route.

Caressing him with feathery touches, she felt him come erect, filling her hand in the way she loved. She laughed at his eagerness, and rewarded him by taking a firmer hold, the little silver bracelets on her wrist making a hypnotic jingling sound as her hand moved up and down. The sweetly feminine sound goaded and tormented him, taking away his strength and waking in him the lovely drowning feeling that always made him feel so helpless. He could smell her perfume, and glimpse the swell of her breasts down the front of her dress along with the pretty lace of her bra.

He groaned with pleasure, and grew yet harder in her hand.

‘That’s what I like,’ Susan said approvingly, a smile in her voice, ‘my slave standing up nice and hard for his wife, for his wife and Mistress.’

‘God, Susan,’ he gasped, ‘you’ll make me come.’

‘We wouldn’t want that,’ she said, loosening her hold and slowing her rhythm to a safer but more maddening pace. ‘You’ll want to look your best for Ann. I’m sure she’ll want you all big and hard, not soft and sleepy. I wonder if she’ll like it. What do you think?’

‘God …’

‘Do you think she’ll like your pretty little cock?’ she asked, a dark amusement in her eyes.

Susan knew his cock wasn’t little, but she’d learned over the past months that calling it so excited him, and greatly increased her control over him.

‘Ann’s going to be your Mistress for the week-end. Mistress Ann Devlin.’

‘No …’

‘Sssh, David, I’m speaking. You’ll only speak when I tell you to. Is that understood?’

‘Please …’

Suddenly, she leaned down and took him in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip of his cock.

Taken by surprise, David groaned in delight and ran his fingers through her hair, but she quickly sat up, taking hold of him again with her hand.

‘Is that understood?’

‘Yes,’ David replied, deeper under her spell.

‘Yes, who?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ said David, at her mercy.

‘Good boy,’ praised Susan. ‘You’re afraid of Ann, aren’t you? Mistress Ann Devlin. But that’s all right,’ she said when he didn’t answer. ‘A slave should be afraid of his Mistress. It’s only to be expected, and besides, it adds to the fun. She’s older and wiser, and she doesn’t suffer fools. You’ll discover that very soon, I’m sure, and she’s very good-looking for a woman of her age, wouldn’t you say?’

She felt him pulse in her hand, and she gave an answering squeeze.

‘Oh, yes, she is, isn’t she?’ she went on. ‘I’m sure you’ve noticed that, with those tight skirts she wears, and high heels. Oh, David,’ she whispered conspiringly, ‘it’s going to happen. It’s really going to happen. What a lucky man you are. You’re going to be the slave of a strong and clever woman while your cruel wife drives away and leaves you all alone with her.’

She let go of his cock and cupped his balls in her bossy little hand. David closed his eyes and gave a moan as if he was in pain, and she knew she had him where she wanted.

And now that she had him, she wasn’t going to let him escape.

‘I’m going to tell you a secret, David,’ she murmured seductively. ‘Would you like that?’

David could barely think let alone speak.

‘I asked you a question. Would you like to hear a secret?’

‘Yes,’ David groaned, his eyes closing tighter.

‘But are you ready, I wonder?’ she whispered. ‘Are you ready to hear the terrible secret of your cruel and heartless wife?’

‘Yes.’

‘I beg your pardon.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Say please.’

‘Please, Mistress.’

‘Very well, David. Listen carefully for I’ll only tell you once.’

‘Yes … Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then here it is, here’s my secret,’ she whispered softly, leaning closer so he could feel her breath on his cheek, and tugging his balls to make him gasp. ‘I like to think of driving away and leaving you. I know that’s very cruel of me, but it’s lovely to think of being free to go where I want when I know you’re a prisoner who has to work and serve as another woman’s slave. It excites me, David, makes me smile, makes me wet, makes me want to touch myself the way I’m touching you now. That’s my secret.’

She gave him another squeeze, and kissed his throat, enjoying the way he tensed and began to breath through clenched teeth.

‘You wouldn’t want to deny me that pleasure, would you, David?’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘Of course you wouldn’t. You like to serve your Mistress, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘You like to make her smile, make her happy.’

‘Yes.’

‘That’s what you like best, isn’t it, doing what a woman tells you?’

‘Yes,’ he said helplessly, his eyes still closed.

‘Well, then, you should thank me for giving you to Ann, shouldn’t you?’ she said, smiling to see his cock pulse and leap.

He began to breath more rapidly, but didn’t answer.

‘Shouldn’t you?’ she insisted, a harder edge coming into her voice as she spurred him on with a tug on his balls.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Well, then, let me hear you,’ she whispered eagerly, kissing the corner of his mouth and sliding her hand up to his cock again, caressing him with a lightness she knew would inflame him without letting him come. ‘Let me hear you say it, let me hear you say thank-you.’

He groaned and said, ‘Thank-you.’

‘And what are you thanking me for?’ she quickly asked, wanting him so deep under her spell he would drown.

‘For giving … For giving me away.’

‘That’s right, David, for giving you away to a strong and beautiful woman. And what else?’ she asked, her little bracelets making their jingling sound again.

‘For driving away … For driving away and leaving me.’

‘That is cruel of me, isn’t it?’

‘Yes.’

‘So cruel … Crueller than I’ve ever been before.’

‘Yes.’

‘But you like me to be cruel, don’t you?’

‘Yes … Oh, God, yes.’

‘Poor baby.’

‘Oh, God …’

‘Poor David.’

‘I love you,’ he moaned, thrusting against her hand.

She smiled, and loosened her grip to torment him all the more.

‘I love you too,’ she said, ‘now you’ve decided to be good. And you’ll be good for Ann too, won’t you?

‘Yes.’

‘How good?’

‘Very good.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘I hope you won’t disappoint me. You won’t do that, will you. David?’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘I want to be proud of my slave. You will make me proud, won’t you, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I’m very pleased to hear it. It wouldn’t do to disappoint your Mistress, it wouldn’t do at all. And I’ll expect you to call Ann Mistress too, to show her the respect she deserves. That will only be right, won’t it, right and proper?’

‘Yes.’

‘But it will be terribly embarrassing for you, won’t it?’

‘Yes.’

‘Oh, dear, think how embarrassing. You won’t know where to look, but I like that, David. That’s another of my secrets. I like to think of you feeling ashamed and embarrassed. I like to think of you suffering for me, doing things you don’t want to do, having to obey a woman you don’t even like, and all because I’ve made you do it. Oh, yes, I like that very much. Very, very much. Let me hear you say her name … Mistress Ann … Mistress Ann Devlin … Come on, now, don’t be shy, I want to hear you say it.’

‘Mistress …’ he gasped, some part of him still too proud to say Ann’s name.

‘Nearly, David, so nearly. Come on now, say it, say it for me. Say her name.’

‘Mistress Ann … Mistress Ann Devlin,’ he said finally, his mouth twisting in shame at his weakness.

‘There, now, it’s said,’ she whispered, feeling again the heavenly dampness between her legs. ‘I wonder if Mistress Ann will be strict with you. We haven’t talked about it in any detail, but I’ll expect you to serve her as if you’re serving me. I’m going to give you over completely to her charge, I want you to know that. She’ll be free to do what she wants with you. You do understand that, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘You’re only a slave after all, and you have no say in the matter, do you?’

‘No.’

‘None at all. You won’t be consulted. You simply don’t matter.’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘Say it.’

‘I w-won’t be consulted. I don’t matter.’

‘Now you understand,’ she said soothingly, pleased and aroused by his obedience, ‘but I wouldn’t worry too much. I’m sure she won’t be too cruel, not on your first visit.’

Truthfully, Susan wasn’t so sure.

Some of Ann’s stories about the way she’d treated her late husband had shocked her to the core.

Shocked and fascinated her.

‘Well, now, David, it’s time we were on our way,’ she said gaily, tormenting him with a final caress before letting go of his jutting cock.

‘Please, Susan,’ he said in a weak voice, ‘please don’t do this.’

‘Don’t be silly, David, of course I’m going to do it.’

‘Please …’

‘You may be afraid, but I’ll be brave enough for the two of us. Now, tell me you’ll be a good boy.’

‘God, Susan …’

‘Tell me!’

‘I’ll be … I’ll be good.’

‘That’s what I like to hear, and since you’re going to be a good boy, I’m going to make you a promise. Do you want to know what it is?’

This would be the final part of her spell.

She felt sure it would enchant and enslave him beyond all resistance.

David had a dazed look on his face as if he was lost in a dream. He looked at Susan and slowly nodded his head.

‘Here it is,’ she said, smiling as she slowly slid her dress up her thighs until her pretty little panties were showing through the sheer gauze of her hose. She let her fingers play over the smooth nylon. Her panties were white and silky, matching her bra, with a pretty lace frill around the edge.

‘Do you remember last night?’ she asked him, ‘when I let you kiss me here?’

David nodded, gazing helplessly at the lovely sight.

‘When I let you kiss my panties?’

‘Yes.’

‘Just after I’d been talking and laughing with Ann on the telephone?’ she asked, amused by the way he couldn’t stop looking at her panties.

Once again David nodded.

‘Making the arrangements,’ she goaded, parting her legs a little and touching herself where he longed to touch her. ‘Making the arrangement for this very special week-end.’

‘Yes.’

‘Well then, before I leave you with Ann, I’ll let you kiss me here again, just to show how pleased I am with you. It’ll be your reward for being a good boy. I’ll let you kneel and kiss my panties. Right here,’ she said, touching her sweetest place to show him exactly where he could kiss her. ‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he said, a tremor in his voice.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ she corrected him.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he echoed helplessly.

‘How much would you like it?’ she asked him, laughter shining in her eyes.

‘M-more than anything,’ he answered, lost in her beauty.

‘What a lucky boy you are,’ she said, kissing him on the cheek as she reached across him to pull down his seat-belt. ‘You’re getting everything you want today.’

‘Please, Susan,’ he begged weakly, ‘don’t do this,’ but there was no strength in his voice, nothing to challenge the terrible power she held over him.

‘Keep quiet, David,’ she said briskly, as if he was of no consequence, ‘keep quiet and be a good boy.’

David looked imploringly at his beautiful wife.

She was smiling, her eyes sparkling and her cheeks flushed, but it wasn’t the smile a woman gives to a man she desires. Rather, David thought helplessly, it was the smile a woman might give to her child as she straps him into a push-chair.

Still smiling, she gave him another peck on his cheek, and clicked his seat-belt into place.

The sound echoing in his head, David felt a terrifying thrill of helplessness as the last of his resistance melted away.

‘There, now,’ said Susan, reading his mind, ‘all safe for mummy.’

She sat up and started the engine, putting on her sunglasses and bunching her dress around her waist so the sight of her slim legs and pretty underwear would keep him sedated for the remainder of their journey.

As she drove away she felt the powerful engine reverberate inside her, an expression of her unyielding will.

ANN DEVLIN was surprised to see Susan’s car driving up the long track to her house. She knew her friend to be a strong and determined young woman, but giving her husband to another woman was an unusually bold step into uncharted territory, and she’d been half-expecting a call to cancel their arrangement.

She felt her heart flutter with anxiety. At fifty-two, Ann was nearly twenty years older than David and she wondered if she’d be able to impose her sexual authority on a man in the way she had with her late husband. ‘Well, you’ll soon find out,’ she told herself, smoothing her tight skirt over her hips before opening the front-door to watch Susan park her car by the old stables.

She waved and smiled, and Susan waved back at her through the windscreen, but she didn’t get out of the car. Ann could see that David was speaking and gesticulating, arguing most likely, she imagined, pleading with Susan to call the whole thing off and drive him home.

The next few minutes would be crucial, and Ann reminded herself that confidence and attitude were everything when it came to taking charge of a man. She knew that Susan badly needed a break from her marriage, and she made up her mind there would be no escape for David Corrie.

Ann considered how embarrassing this must be for him. He would be feeling an apprehension close to terror, but she would do nothing to allay his fears. On the contrary, she would play on them, use them to increase her power over him. The thought excited her, and she felt a tingling in her blood she hadn’t felt in a long time.

Ann watched as Susan got out of her car and walked to the boot. She opened it and took out a hold-all, then closed the boot and walked round to the passenger door where she dropped the hold-all onto the gravel, and waited impatiently with her hands on her hips.

She looked delightfully wilful, Ann thought, almost feeling sorry for David.

Finally the passenger door opened, and David slowly got out. He started to speak but Susan ignored him, pushing the door shut, and locking the car with a press of her key before turning and walking briskly towards the house, leaving David to pick up the hold-all and follow in her wake.

Ann saw that he was barefoot, and she thought he was wearing a t-shirt with summer shorts but when he got closer she saw he was wearing underwear. ‘Good for you, Susan,’ Ann thought admiringly as her friend strode towards the front-door, her husband hobbling awkwardly behind her on the gravel.

‘Well, here you are,’ said Ann, smiling and hugging Susan warmly.

‘Here I am,’ said Susan, her lovely face lit by a shy smile. ‘Sorry I’m late.’

‘It’s good to see you,’ Ann said happily, not even looking at David. ‘Come in, I’ve opened a bottle of wine.’

‘I’d love some, but I have to drive back. Coffee would be lovely, if it’s no trouble.’

‘No trouble at all. In you come.’

Arm-in-arm, the two women passed companionably through the front-door into the hallway.

Alone and abandoned, and utterly ignored, David stood in a daze for a few moments before following them into the house.

He was just in time to see Ann and Susan go through a door at the far end of the hall. He had no idea where to go, or what to do with himself. Susan had been to Ann’s house several times before, but David had never come with her. He put his hold-all down and stood like a man in a trance. And then, feeling a curdling shame deep in his bones, he crossed the hall and pushed open the door to the kitchen, and looked inside.

The entire outside wall of the enormous room was made of glass, and the evening sun shone into his eyes, blinding him. He shielded his eyes against the glare but even then the two women were only shadows.

He heard a tap running, to fill the coffee maker for Susan, he imagined, and then he heard Ann’s strong, clear voice.

‘Oh no, David, we’re not ready for you yet. Nowhere near. Susan and I are going to have a private talk first. Wait outside in the hall.’

David stood in the doorway, too stunned to respond.

‘For goodness sake, don’t just stand there,’ Susan snapped at him. ‘Do what Ann tells you. Wait in the hall. Out you go. We’ll let you know when we’re ready.’

David told himself to refuse and make a stand against his rude dismissal, and yet he turned meekly away and left the kitchen, tormented by the sound of their laughter as the door closed slowly behind him.

Feeling very alone, David caught sight of himself in the hall mirror. God, he looked a fool in only his underwear. Determined to recover some of his pride, he hurried to his hold-all.

He knelt and unzipped the bag. At least he could put on some clothes and stop feeling so foolish. He found a large white towel, his wash-bag, presumably with his toothbrush, hairbrush and razor and, wrapped in a plastic bag, the work-boots he wore for gardening. He rummaged frantically, but there was nothing else. None of his clothes were to be found in the bag.

With growing dread, he remembered that Susan had insisted on packing his bag for him.

He recalled the knowing smile on her face as she’d put the hold-all into the car boot along with the jacket which held his phone and wallet.

She must have wanted him to feel like this, helpless and exposed beyond endurance.

He knelt by his bag, holding his head in his hands. The thought that she must have planned this moment infuriated him.

She had no right to humiliate him like this. It was too much, really it was.

But then he recalled all the times he’d knelt at her feet and begged her to be cruel, pleaded with her to treat him harshly and without mercy.

He was too upset to forgive her, but he understood she had every right to treat him in this way.

He had given her the right, and had only himself to blame.

He got to his feet and sat in a wooden chair between the coat-stand and an old grandfather clock with a worn face that must have seen many lives. He was breathing rapidly, and his body was trembling as if he was in shock. His mind searched frantically for a way of coming to terms with his ridiculous situation. He’d surrendered his free will, given himself up to Susan’s power, and there was nothing he could do about it, except try to find a new kind of pride, the perverse and twisted pride that might lie in submitting without complaint to the will of the woman he loved.

Perhaps she could respect him for that.

Perhaps he could even respect himself.

He made himself sit up straight and take deep, slow breaths, trying all he could to forgive his own foolishness, and accept his fate.

‘IT’S SO beautiful here,’ said Susan, sipping her coffee and gazing though the high glass wall at the fields leading down to the woods.

‘We fell in love with it the moment we saw it, the view more than the house,’ said Ann, sitting down in the armchair opposite Susan. ‘The house was a ruin but we took on the challenge of doing it up the way we wanted.’

‘I like it more every time I see it. All this glass against the old stone. It’s lovely, the most beautiful house I’ve ever seen.’

‘It took us years and years.’

‘Well, it was worth it.’

‘Thank-you, you’re very kind.’

‘Where’s your nearest neighbour?’

‘Four miles in that direction,’ said Ann, taking a drink of wine and pointing vaguely at the fields outside the glass.

‘Don’t you get lonely out here on your own?’

‘Sometimes, yes. In the months after Joe died, I thought I’d have to sell up and leave. It was a very unhappy time. I missed him terribly. Everything reminded me of him, but I’ve grown used to it. I can enjoy the memories now.’

‘I wish I’d met him.’

‘I wish you had too.’

‘You must have sat with him here so many times.’

‘To begin with, yes, but after he stopped being my husband he wasn’t allowed to sit in comfortable armchairs and admire the view. I didn’t allow him many comforts, you know. I kept him far too busy for those.’

‘After you made him your servant?’ asked Susan, aware that they were getting down to business.

‘Yes. My servant and my slave,’ said Ann, emphasising the last word. ‘I was really very strict with him, you know.’

‘Was he really your slave, or was it just a game?’

‘It’s not always easy to tell the difference. I suppose it started as a game, but it soon became real enough.’

‘How real?’

‘More than real, if that makes sense, as if we were sharing a dream where he belonged to me, body and soul, and I could do what I liked with him. Anything I liked, no matter how selfish or cruel.’

‘Did you live like that all the time?’

Susan wanted to know. She had no idea what the future held for her and David, but she couldn’t help wondering if a Mistress-slave relationship could ever form a viable basis for a marriage.

‘Never when the children came to visit. We were always just Mum and Dad to them, but when we were on our own, yes, all the time,’ Ann replied, ‘without a single break for more than eight years until the day he died. Even on holiday he’d travel second-class while I went first-class. If I took a lover on holiday with me – something I did more and more as time went by – he’d travel as our driver and servant. I even bought him a chauffeur’s uniform, a dark suit with piping down the seams and a little matching cap. It was wonderful how anonymous and forgettable it made him look. My lover and I would sit kissing and laughing in the back seat while Joe drove us to dinner or the theatre. Sometimes I’d catch his eye in the driving-mirror and smile as if to say, “Look at all I’ve got, and all you’ve lost.” God, Susan, you’ve no idea how good that felt, and when we arrived at our destination, he’d get out and open the door for us. If it was raining he’d escort us inside with an umbrella. Of course, we made him call us sir and madam. We’d call him driver, as if he was a nobody, a creature with no proper name.’

Ann saw Susan blush and look away.

‘Am I embarrassing you?’ asked Ann. ‘I’ll stop if I am.’

‘No, don’t stop,’ said Susan, ‘I want to understand how you made it work.’

Susan really did want to understand, and she was enjoying hearing about Ann’s extraordinary dominance over her husband. It fascinated her, and she wanted to hear more.

‘I talk too much,‘ said Ann. ‘It comes from living on my own. If I go too far or say too much just tell me to shut up. I really won’t mind.’

‘Please go on,’ said Susan with a smile. ‘I’ll be fine.’

‘At night in the hotel,’ Ann continued, ‘we’d make Joe sleep in the adjoining room, a child’s room, while my lover and I took the master bedroom. Knowing he could hear us making love only added to our pleasure. That sounds monstrous, I know, but once the rules were established such cruelty came to seem inevitable, almost normal. Joe had made a success of his business, and was tired of the rat-race. He’d had enough of fighting and competing, of having to be top dog. He yearned to find an escape from it all. He’d been a wonderful provider, and I was happy to give him that escape.’

‘So it was as much your idea as his?’ Susan asked, sipping her coffee.

‘No, the real hunger came from him, but I quickly developed my own appetite.’

‘Was that easy?’

‘Surprisingly easy, but then I’ve never been afraid of sex. Taking charge in the bedroom came quite naturally to me and, once you take charge in the bedroom, it’s not long before you take charge everywhere else. And it really was fun to try something new after so many years of conventional marriage. A part of me couldn’t wait to be his Mistress. Straightaway, I made him sign everything over to me. I remember sitting with the lawyer’s papers on my lap so he had to kneel at my feet to sign them. He was naked while I wore a tight skirt suit and heels, very much the elegant business-woman. I made him kiss the hem of my skirt after each signature that gave me control of everything he owned. In the next few months, with his help and advice, I took over running the business. I loved that part of it most of all and, when I no longer needed his help, I demoted him, turned him into my housekeeper, my devoted little serving-maid. I didn’t call him Joe any more. I called him Josie or Josephine just to torment him, and remind him of his new place in my life. It took a few months, but it was a remarkably smooth transition.’

‘You took everything?’

‘Oh yes, I insisted on that. All his savings and investments. This house, the business, his car. I made him transfer them all to my name. I could hardly be his all-powerful Mistress if he controlled the money or owned the house. I left him with nothing of his own. I didn’t even allow him pocket money, or let him buy his own clothes. He was completely in my power, I made sure of that.’

‘Was he happy living as your slave?’

‘Giving up everything he’d worked for hit him very hard, but I think part of him craved the hurt. It brought him a kind of peace, and we both knew it was the next step in our marriage. It was just too sexy to resist, too tantalising, too much fun. Certainly, the rules changed very quickly after he’d signed everything over. It wasn’t a game any more, it was real. He had nothing and I had everything. I really was his Mistress and he truly was my slave. There was no way back after that. He was Edward and I was Mrs Simpson.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I read somewhere that Mrs Simpson made Edward into her slave after he’d abdicated to marry her. Apparently, in their travels round Europe he served as her maid while she flirted and went to bed with other men. At drinks parties she’d order him to his knees, use him as her foot-rest in front of their guests. Imagine a king giving up his throne for a woman only to have her turn him into her slave. There’s something delicious about that, don’t you think? How must he have felt wearing his little maid’s uniform while she got dressed to go out with another man, knowing that he’d have been king but for her? And as for Mrs Simpson, well, I wouldn’t be surprised if she felt more like a queen when she danced and flirted with her lovers than she ever would have in Buckingham Palace.’

Susan looked shocked, but Ann only laughed and sipped her wine.

‘Who knows if it’s true,’ she said, ‘but when I see photographs of them together it certainly looks like she’s the one in charge, always sitting above him with that stern and haughty expression on her face.’

‘It’s a strange way to live,’ said Susan.

‘Yes, it is,’ agreed Ann, ‘but it has many pleasures, even for the slave.’

‘But didn’t you, I don’t know …’ Susan asked, struggling to find the words. ‘Didn’t you lose respect for Joe?’

‘Honestly?’

‘Yes.’

‘It may not be what you want to hear, but yes, I did lose respect for him. It was impossible not to. In fact, sometimes I felt nothing but contempt for him. Conventional notions of manhood and masculinity are as ingrained in women as they are in men, perhaps even more so. Read any book or watch any film. Strong and powerful men are extremely attractive, weak and submissive men are not, there’s no point pretending otherwise. Once you think of your husband as your slave, it’s almost impossible to think of him as your lover again, as a real man worthy of respect.’

‘Yes, I think that might be true,’ said Susan, recalling the disdain she felt for David whenever he knelt at her feet, or scurried to obey her in his little apron.

‘It’s just the way of the world. A woman can feel affection for a slave – friendship, even a love of sorts, or perhaps fondness would be a better word – but not respect. I’m warning you, Susan, taking control of a man can bring out a part of your personality you never knew existed. Power like that can go to your head, make you dizzy. Once you’ve tasted it you want more and more. I didn’t just play at looking down on Joe, I really did look down on him. I treated him very harshly, took everything from him, scorned and tormented him without mercy. And, since we’re telling the truth here, I came to enjoy it very much. Don’t ask me why, but I did.’

‘Did he never ask you to stop?’

‘I don’t believe he ever did. No, that’s not true. Once, I remember, he begged me not to go on a date with a new lover I’d met through work. He was an old business rival of Joe’s, an arrogant, good-looking man who would have done anything to get one over on my husband. I’m sure that’s the real reason he asked me out. He knew how much Joe disliked him, and how much he would hate the idea of me going out with him.’

‘So you didn’t go?’

‘What do you think?’ said Ann, a wicked gleam in her eye.

‘My God, you did go!’ Susan exclaimed with an incredulous laugh.

‘Of course I did,’ said Ann, laughing at her friend’s surprise. ‘I couldn’t pass up a chance like that. And not only did I go, I had Joe look out my prettiest underwear, and help me get dressed for my date.

‘Ann Devlin, you’re well named, truly you are.’

‘Oh, you haven’t heard the half of it,’ Ann said with a mischievous smile. ‘I had him kneel by my dressing-table as I sat in my slip, doing my hair and putting on make-up. I chatted away about this and that, as if nothing was out of the ordinary, but I felt a wicked excitement at holding such power over him. I put perfume on my wrists and behind my knees, and then I put some on him too, so my scent would be with him all night when I was out with another man. He pleaded with me not to go, told me how much he hated my new lover, but that only strengthened my resolve, and added to my pleasure. And besides, I wanted him to beg and plead so I could enjoy being firm with him. “I’m your Mistress and I’ll do what I like,” I told him as I put on my lipstick, “and if it hurts you then so much the better. A slave should suffer for his Mistress.” I told him he had no say in the matter,’ Ann said with a shrug, ‘but he still begged me not to go, and so I took my worn panties from the laundry basket and stuffed them into his mouth. After that he was as good as gold.’

Susan took another drink of her coffee, trying to pretend she wasn’t shocked by what she was hearing.

‘When it was time to go,’ Ann continued, ‘he helped me on with my coat, and I gave him his chores for the evening which included washing out my underwear by hand, and putting fresh sheets on the bed. That sounds cruel enough, I know – power truly had gone to my head – but at the end of the evening,’ said Ann, leaning forward and speaking in a confiding whisper, ‘I brought my lover home with me. It was the wickedest thing I’d ever done, but I remember laughing as I rang the doorbell, and waited for Joe to answer the door like a butler or maid. You should have seen the look on his face when he opened the door.’

‘“Well, what are you staring at?” I asked him, “haven’t you seen a real man before? Take his coat and bring him a whisky, and be quick about it.” My lover gave such a cruel laugh to see Joe so demeaned. I thought it was the sweetest sound.’

‘Poor Joe,’ said Susan, gripped by the cruel tale.

‘Or lucky Joe,’ said Ann with a knowing look. ‘When he brought the whisky we were already kissing on the settee. We ignored him, just carried on as if he wasn’t there. Well, that’s not quite true. Knowing he was standing there like a fool with his silly little tray added fire to our kisses, knowing he was watching while we kissed and embraced right in front of him. Such a sweet fire, you’ve no idea. I could feel my lover’s hunger to lord it over Joe and take his wife in front of him. I shared his hunger, I admit it, and I loosened my dress and looked my husband in the eye while another man, a man he hated, kissed my breasts and slid his hand under my dress. It was a heavenly feeling, believe me.’

Despite the cruelty of her tale, Ann’s voice was warm and captivating, with humour and mischief never far away.

Susan sat very still, picturing the scene in her head, mesmerised by Ann’s story-telling.

‘Joe looked back at me, so pale and helpless, his eyes so wide you’d think he’d seen a ghost, and I knew I’d flung him down into the deepest of dungeons, but I loved the way it made me feel. I hardly know how to describe it, but I remember it gave me such a wild feeling between my legs. That’s the best I can do. Do you know what I mean?’

‘Yes,’ said Susan, ‘I think I do.’

‘But listen to me, I’m talking too much again,’ said Ann. ‘You really should tell me to be quiet.’

‘I wouldn’t dream of it,’ said Susan. ‘I love listening to you talk.’

‘You’re just being kind.’

‘Believe me, I’m not,’ said Susan. ‘I’ve never heard anything like it. No-one else knows about this kind of sex. Or if they do, they never talk about it. Please don’t stop.’

‘Very well, but just a little more, and then I’ll stop.’

She took a drink of wine, and resumed her story.

‘When we finished our whiskies I took my lover upstairs. It was a glorious feeling to fuck in a bed made up with clean sheets by my husband. It really was the cruellest I’d been to Joe, and yet I experienced a pleasure so fierce and primitive it took me to a place beyond guilt. From that day on, I never questioned if my marriage was right or wrong, fair or unfair, good or evil. It simply was what it was. A power had been unleashed into our lives far greater than conventional morality could hope to contain.’

‘That wild feeling?’ said Susan.

‘Yes,’ said Ann, ‘that wild feeling.’

Ann looked at Susan, gauging her reaction. Her cheeks had reddened, but Ann was pleased to see that her gaze remained steady and untroubled. Ann took another drink of wine, and continued.

‘When you’ve been cruel to a man, really cruel,’ she said thoughtfully, ‘it’s best to keep your foot on his neck. Once you’ve put him under, it’s kinder to keep him there, perhaps you already know that.’

‘I’m beginning to think I do,’ said Susan.’

‘In the morning,’ Ann continued, ‘I had Joe serve us breakfast, naked except for a little apron I’d tied around his waist. A woman’s apron, white, with a lace frill around its edge, and a big bow at the back. You’ve never seen a man so broken, and yet I watched happily as he suffered the mocking remarks of my lover who was a handsome but not a kind man. That’s what I liked about him, I think, what made me want to go to bed with him in the first place. In some simple, animal way his cruelty matched my own, and like me he wasn’t afraid to enjoy his sadistic nature. The way he talked down to my husband aroused and amused me. I could have put a stop to it if I’d wanted, but I just sat there drinking coffee, watching my husband suffer. Finally, I couldn’t resist any more. I sat astride my lover and kissed him, opening my dressing-gown and letting him inside me while he took my breasts in his mouth. We made love there and then, right in front of my husband. I’ve never known such pleasure or felt so free, and yet I believe there was love in my cruelty, a strange kind of love perhaps, but love all the same. Poor Joe was trembling, and he had tears in his eyes, but his soul was in heaven.’

‘You really are a cruel woman,’ Susan said lightly, struggling to keep up her pretense that the story hadn’t shocked her. Ann had spoken before of her freedom to take lovers in her marriage, but never of having sex with her husband’s rival, and never with her husband present.

It was a level of cruelty and dominance she could scarcely imagine.

‘Yes, I was cruel,’ Ann replied, ‘but the crueller I became the more Joe loved it. That morning with the apron led to many more ordeals for my poor husband. I started giving him my old underclothes to wear. I threw all his out, made him stand and watch one night as I threw his boxer shorts one by one onto the fire. My worn panties came to hold a particular fascination for him, and I would give them to him as a special treat. Soon after that I bought him a number of maids’ dresses and tunics, and not those silly fantasy uniforms. I bought him plain, practical working-maids’ uniforms, black with white sleeves and collars, the kind real maids wear in hotels when they have real work to do. I made him wear a little white cap on his head, and taught him to perform a neat little curtsey whenever I came into the room. I even sewed tiny bells into the hem of one of his dresses so it made a silly jingling sound whenever he moved. The sound of those bells always made me smile. It was the sound of his utter subjugation to my will, and to my woman’s power over him. It shamed him greatly and so, of course, I insisted he wear that dress more than any of the others, particularly when I was entertaining one of my lovers. I bought him several pairs of neat black shoes, pretty but practical with a one-inch heel. I wanted him to walk properly, not totter around on four inch heels. After all, I expected him to work hard, and carry out all household duties, and it was only right he was dressed for real work and not some silly fantasy. A part of him understood that, even welcomed it, but another part of him burned in agony every time he put on his uniform. But it was the agony he craved, and which gave me such terrible power over him. It’s true, Susan, believe me. That’s the way this kind of sex works. You must have seen it with David. You must know what I’m talking about.’

‘A little, perhaps,’ Susan agreed.

She did know, even if she didn’t always understand or approve.

‘My cruelty seemed to unburden him,’ Ann continued, ‘and set him free from his anxieties about status and power. You have to remember Joe had been an exceptionally driven man and yet, in our last years together, I hardly spoke to him, barely even acknowledged his presence. I didn’t have to. He was only a servant who occupied a position far beneath me. I’d become bored with him. He’d turned into a nobody in my eyes, a drudge, certainly not a man. He was a housemaid, no more, no less. I’d completely forgotten the man he used to be. You don’t believe that’s possible, but it’s easier than you might imagine. I only ever spoke to him to give him instructions, and I barely needed to do that any more. He knew what his duties were, and I expected him to get on with them. If he didn’t work to the standards I required, I’d punish him, simple as that.’

‘Punish him?’

‘Oh yes, and most severely, sometimes with a riding-crop but most often with a nasty little cane I keep in my study. There’s no point in administering a punishment unless it leaves its mark.’

Susan blushed and looked away.

An image of Ann punishing David had come into her mind and, a little to her shame, the image excited her.

‘Sometimes I’d punish him when he’d done nothing wrong,’ Ann said, ‘just because I could. I think he liked that best of all, when his punishment was unjust, and he was powerless to stop me. I honestly believe those were the times when he found a pleasure in his helplessness so deep it came close to bliss.’

‘And you?’

‘I just took it all for granted, accepted it as my due. I was selfish and arrogant, but that’s what Joe seemed to want, and it was thrilling to break all the rules about how a woman’s expected to behave. That wild feeling again,’ said Ann with a smile.

‘Didn’t you feel guilty?’ said Susan, ‘as if the real world would catch up with you.’

‘To start with, I did,’ said Ann. ‘There were times when I felt sure I’d be punished for my crimes, but mostly I delighted in my power. And it wasn’t just about sex. I loved running the business – the travel, chairing the meetings, making decisions. I turned out to be a very good businesswoman, although I take much less to do with it these days. The company performed better with me as managing director than Joe, something I never tired of telling him. But you’re the breadwinner now too. You must recognise some of this from your relationship with David.’

‘I suppose I do.’

‘The way you brought him here, walking him barefoot from the car in his underwear. That was truly impressive.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Susan, enjoying the praise.

‘To the manor born,’ said Ann. ‘You’re much further ahead at this than I thought.’

‘Maybe I am, but I don’t see it as clearly as you,’ said Susan, ‘and I can’t accept it so easily. Most of the time I feel guilty and confused. Is this really the kind of sex I want? Is he my husband, or is he my slave? If he’s my slave, will I ever be able to think of him as my husband again? Can I respect him? Is this the kind of man I might want to have children with? I don’t know if it’s coming from him, or if I want it too. Sometimes it makes me feel so free and I want it, really want it. David tells me I’m a natural Mistress, whatever that means, and he’s only picking up the signals I’m giving out. He tells me to accept that part of me, and enjoy the power it brings.’

‘Perhaps he’s right. Just because he’s your slave doesn’t mean he’s wrong.’

‘Yes, but I think it suits him to see it that way. The real hunger comes from him, as you put it, not me. I would have been perfectly happy with ordinary sex. Yes, there are times when I enjoy taking charge of him, but more and more I feel trapped and unhappy, and angry with him. And, on top of everything else, my new job is so hard. Sometimes, when I come home, I’m so tired I can’t think.’

‘It’s harder for you,’ said Ann kindly. ‘You’re young, at the beginning of life. Joe and I had lived the most important part of our lives, brought up a family, built this house and a business. The dark joys of sadomasochism took us by surprise. We hadn’t tried anything like it before, we hadn’t the time, and we came to think of it as a blessing, our reward for long service.’

Susan laughed at Ann’s humour, but she had a difficult question she needed to ask.

‘What I’d like to know, Ann, I hope you don’t mind me asking. Did you … Did you still love him?’

‘Oh, now, Susan, that really is a question.’

‘I’m sorry, I don’t mean to pry.’

‘You’re not prying, and I understand why you want to know.’

Ann took another drink of wine, and tugged her skirt down over her knee, as if the ideal of love required a greater modesty.

‘I missed Joe very much when he died. I still do, and I haven’t been with anyone since his death, but there were certainly times when I didn’t love him, at least not in the way a woman likes to love a man.’

‘As a lover?’

‘Yes, as a lover, and as an equal partner. Once I’d made him my slave I stopped thinking of him in that way. I felt a certain fondness for him, and I enjoyed the power I held over him, but I no longer shared a bed with him. I no longer wished to. After all, he was my slave. Why should a Mistress sleep with her slave? No, he’d lost the right to sleep with me.’

‘He can’t have been happy about that.’

‘I never asked him. By that stage I didn’t consult his feelings any more, but I believe he came to enjoy being denied, wanting me but never being allowed to have me. I think that made a strange kind of sense to a man like Joe. And, as I said, he wasn’t consulted. I held complete authority over him, and he knew better than to argue. That’s another advantage of having a slave instead of a husband. No more arguments. What you say, goes.’

‘So where did he sleep?’ Susan asked through laughter.

‘In the maid’s room, where else?’ Ann replied with a smile. ‘At the back of the house there’s a little bedroom next to the laundry-room. It was the maid’s room when the house was first built. I could hardly resist that, could I? It was the perfect place for him. There’s even an old servant’s bell I had restored so I could ring for him whenever I wanted anything. I’ll show it to you later. The servant’s quarters. It’s where I’ll put David.’

‘Yes,’ said Susan, suddenly shy, ‘speaking of David.’

‘Speaking of David,’ echoed Ann with a smile.

‘Is this still all right,’ Susan asked, ‘leaving him here with you?’

‘Of course it is. I wouldn’t have offered if it wasn’t. I’m quite looking forward to it, if you want the truth.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Quite sure, but how about you?’ Ann asked with a pointed look.

‘What do you mean?’

‘He’s your husband. Are you all right about leaving him with another woman?’

‘I think so.’

‘Please try to be sure. I’d hate anything to get in the way of our friendship.

‘Honestly, Ann, I’m worn out with him,. I just want some time to myself.’

‘You won’t be jealous?’

‘Of course not,’ said Susan, who hadn’t considered such a possibility. ‘You can do what you like with him, I really don’t care.’

‘I hope that’s true.’

Susan looked at her questioningly.

‘I know about this kind of sex,’ Ann explained. ‘I know how it works, and I’m very good at it even if I am a little out of practice. I hardly know David, and so I’ll have to take him in hand very quickly, and very firmly. To do that, I may have to be quite severe with him, more severe than you might expect.’

‘Well, perhaps that’s what he needs,’ Susan replied, feeling a guilty excitement at the thought of putting her husband at Ann’s mercy.

She really was angry with him, Susan discovered, angry at the way he’d lost his pride, and given up on his role as the man in her life. ‘Maybe you’ll shock him out of it,’ she said with a serious look, ‘bring him to his senses, and we can go back to living like an ordinary husband and wife again.’

Ann saw Susan’s look, and honoured her with a serious reply.

‘That might happen, it’s true, but listen to me, Susan. You need to understand that this might go another way altogether.’

‘What other way?’

‘In my experience, this kind of sex goes deep with a man. He becomes the slave to his desires, his own deepest nature. That’s how it went with Joe. His submissive desires never lessened. On the contrary, they grew stronger and stronger until they knew no bounds.’

‘Pandora’s Box?’

‘Very much so,’ said Ann. ‘David’s need to submit may be something he’ll never stop wanting. He may come to want it more and more. You need to consider that.’

‘I don’t know if I want to.’

‘I won’t lie to you. This may be a game he can stop playing, or it may be he sinks deeper and deeper into the quicksand. If that’s the way it goes, he won’t be able to love you like an ordinary man again.’

‘Is that true?’

‘Yes, I believe it is.’

‘That’s a sad thought,’ said Susan quietly.

‘It is,’ said Ann gently. ‘This kind of sex is not without its dangers. And then there are your feelings to consider. Now that you’ve seen him as a slave you may not be able to accept him as your husband.’

‘You mean I might leave him?’

‘Yes, or take a lover. If you truly become his Mistress you’ll be free to do whatever you want.’

‘That’s quite a thought.’

‘It’s the next step, believe me, at least it was for me, and it’s something I came to enjoy very much, and I think Joe did too, in his own way.’

‘That’s a little scary.’

‘Only to begin with, like everything else.’

Susan smiled, but Ann saw the worry behind her eyes.

‘I won’t mind, you know, if you want to call it off,’ Ann said kindly. ‘You can drive him home now if you want.’

‘Perhaps I should,’ said Susan.

‘There’s nothing stopping you. You must do as you see fit.’

But there was a challenge in Ann’s voice, and Susan didn’t want to disappoint her. She looked Ann in the eye, and spoke with a new resolve.

‘No, I want to go through with it,’ Susan said confidently. ‘It’s better I find out what I want than go through life without knowing.’

‘You won’t blame me if he sinks deeper into the quicksand?’ asked Ann, admiring her friend’s courage.

‘Of course I won’t,’ said Susan sincerely.

‘Or if you find yourself a handsome lover?‘ said Ann with a wicked smile.

‘Don’t worry,’ said Susan, her cheeks blushing. ‘This is our problem, mine and David’s, not yours. I’m just grateful for your help. And your honesty,’ Susan added.

‘You’re my friend, and you’re very welcome,’ said Ann, putting her wine-glass down and getting to her feet.

‘How do you want to do it?’ Susan asked, suffering a sudden attack of nerves as she got up from her chair. ‘Should I just go and leave you to it?’

‘Not yet, if you don’t mind. I’d like you to witness the hand-over, and give it your blessing. You’re his real Mistress, and having you there will make me much more powerful in his eyes.’

Susan couldn’t see how Ann needed any help to appear powerful, but she would do as she was asked. It was the least she could do.

‘What do you want me to do?’

‘Nothing, really. Just sit there looking bored and bossy, that usually does the trick.’

Susan laughed. As ever, Ann’s humour made her feel better, and she began to look forward to seeing this formidable woman take charge of her husband.

‘Leave the rest to me,’ said Ann, ‘but you have to agree with everything I say. Can you do that?’

‘I think so.’

‘Even if I take things a little further than you expect?’

‘I don’t see why not,’ Susan replied, suddenly less sure.

‘Promise me,’ said Ann. ‘This won’t work if you lose your nerve.’

‘I promise,’ said Susan, telling herself to be bold.

‘Good girl. I need to know you trust me.’

‘I trust you,’ said Susan.

‘Then poor David,’ said Ann with another of her wicked smiles.

‘Poor David,’ echoed Susan, returning the smile.

DAVID STARTED in alarm when the door to the kitchen opened and Ann and his wife strode into the hallway. He was still sitting on the chair by the coat-stand, one of Ann’s raincoats brushing against his bare knee. Her coat smelled of rain and rubber, and faintly, of perfume.

‘Your first lesson, David,’ Ann announced in a very firm voice. ‘You’ll stand up whenever I or Susan or any other guest in my house comes into the room.’

David rose immediately to his feet, his face reddening with shame.

Susan looked at her husband in a new light. He was quite a tall, athletic man, an inch under six feet, but he looked shorter now standing red-faced in his underwear, shorter and smaller. After her long talk with Ann she saw him even more as her servant and slave, even as a potential cuckold. Ann’s tale of taking a lover, and flaunting her affair in front of Joe, had taken root in her mind and inflamed her imagination. The world seemed suddenly full of new, astonishing possibilities if only she had the courage to explore it.

‘Better,’ Ann told David briskly. ‘This way, now, don’t be slow. Obedience is all, you need to remember that.’

She strode into the corridor that led through the oldest part of the house, not waiting to see if David would obey. She hadn’t the slightest doubt that he would do as he was told.

David looked pleadingly at his wife, hoping she would come to his rescue, but Susan just looked at him sternly, and indicated with an impatient movement of her head that he should follow first. She kept her expression cold and aloof, but couldn’t help smiling when he looked down submissively and hurried to follow Ann.

She walked along the corridor behind her husband, trying to imagine how helpless he must feel as he followed Ann, barefoot and wearing nothing but a t-shirt and boxer shorts, watching Ann’s tight skirt hug her shapely hips, hearing the rhythmic whisper of her nylons under her skirt, and the purposeful click-clack of her high-heeled shoes on the tiled floor. She was sure Ann’s powerful sensuality would be casting its spell over his senses, rendering him helpless and compliant.

Ann had often complained to Susan of her struggle to keep her weight down as she’d grown older, but Susan dismissed her worries as the vanity of a woman who must have been blessed in her younger years with truly exceptional looks. She had a lovely, full figure, thick auburn hair – coloured, no doubt, but skilfully done – and naturally good legs which looked even better in her high heels and tight skirt. She had strong, proud features with eyes full of humour and intelligence.

She was one of those lucky women where the lines around her eyes and mouth only added to her appearance. They brought depth and character to her face, and Susan often thought she would be less attractive without them. Ann didn’t work too hard at looking good. She didn’t have to. She wore the unremarkable dresses and skirts many women of her age wore, but they were invariably well-cut and elegant. She never looked plain or matronly, and she always looked at ease with herself.

In so many ways, Susan reflected, she was a submissive man’s dream.

‘In here,’ said Ann sharply, stopping by a panelled door and pushing it open. David hesitated, unable to meet her gaze.

‘After you, David,’ said Ann, sharing an amused look with Susan as David passed obediently through the doorway, feeling her skirt brush against his leg as he inhaled the warm, heady scent of her perfume.

These days Ann used the ancient, low-ceilinged room as her study. It had been the living-room in the old farm-house, and some of the original beams were still visible above the mantle. In one corner there was a wide oak desk with a computer and telephone, its chair facing into the room. One entire wall was filled with bookcases, and a long brown leather settee stretched under the windows which were framed by dark green velvet curtains.

When Susan came into the room her attention was immediately taken by a painting on the wall behind Ann’s desk.

The painting showed an elegant young woman dressed in the clothes of the late nineteenth century reclining in a rocking chair. She had her hands behind her head in an attitude of easy relaxation, and her face was lit by a self-satisfied smile. But what made the painting so striking was the man kneeling by her chair. He was well-dressed, most likely her husband or suitor. By contrast to her lazy sensuality he seemed tense and ill-at-ease as if in dread of what she might have in store for him. His subservience was made abundantly clear by the length of silk ribbon that tethered him to her chair like a leash. There could be no doubt who was the Mistress and who was the slave.

David saw the painting too. It did nothing to lessen his apprehension.

‘It says it all, doesn’t it?’ said Ann.

‘It’s wonderful,’ said Susan, amused by the painting’s wit and style.

‘Joe gave it to me as a birthday present. He said she reminded him of me.’

‘Now that you mention it, I can see the resemblance.’

Ann laughed and indicated the settee.

‘Please sit down, Susan, make yourself comfortable. This shouldn’t take long.’

Susan did as she was asked, sinking luxuriously into the soft leather, and arranging her dress elegantly at the knee. David looked at his wife, and considered sitting beside her, but he saw her cold expression and thought better of it.

‘Very good, David,’ said Ann, folding her arms and leaning back against her desk, as confident and relaxed as the woman in the painting. ‘A slave should never sit in the presence of his Mistress unless he’s given permission to do so. I’m glad to see you understand that. It will make my job easier.’

David attempted to speak but could only make a strange, choking sound which made both women laugh as if he’d said something amusing.

He looked at Susan imploringly, but saw no help there. He looked at Ann, and then at his feet. To his dismay, one of his legs had begun to shake.

‘You’re trembling,’ Ann said, still laughing. ‘Is he always like this, Susan? Is he always so afraid?’

‘Oh yes,’ replied Susan, gazing scornfully at her husband. ‘He pretends he’s a big, strong man, but he’s a terrible cry-baby really.’

‘Is that true, David?’ Ann asked him, surprise in her voice. ‘Are you a cry-baby?’

‘No!’ David replied indignantly, stung by his wife’s betrayal and looking up quickly, anger burning in his eyes.

Ann saw his angry defiance, and felt an answering flash of anger that made her examine her feelings towards David. She hardly knew him and yet, while Susan spoke fondly enough of him, she felt instinctively that he didn’t deserve such a lovely young wife. Quite simply, Ann felt he wasn’t good enough for Susan. He was a handsome man with dark eyes and thick dark hair, and regular, almost pretty features, but there was something spoiled about him as if he expected to get what he wanted in life without having to work for it. Ann sensed that he didn’t value Susan enough, or understand how lucky he was to have such a remarkable woman as his wife and companion.

Ann knew she was most likely being unfair, but nonetheless she decided there and then to take an unusually strict and uncompromising course of action with David.

She was going to punish him for his presumption in marrying Susan, and prove to Susan that he was not worthy to be her husband and equal.

A much lowlier position awaited him, she decided, thrilled by the prospect of taking charge of him, and by the knowledge that he had no idea what lay in store for him. After today, she felt certain, his life would never be the same.

‘Well, if you’re not a cry-baby,’ said Ann in her most reasonable voice, ‘you won’t be afraid of a little punishment.’

‘A punishment?’ said David uncertainly, the defiance passing from his eyes. ‘Why? What for? I haven’t done anything wrong.’

‘That’s true, David, and you’re quite right to point it out. But this is not about you, you need to understand that. We can punish you if we think that’s best. As a matter of fact, we can do whatever we like with you. You’re a slave, and a slave’s opinions don’t matter in the slightest. This is about your wife and I. It’s about what we decide.’

Ann slid up onto the desk and sat with her shapely nylon-clad legs crossed neatly at the ankle. Her tight skirt rode up a little, allowing David the faintest glimpse of the lacy hem of a cream-coloured slip just above her knee. Try as he might, he couldn’t drag his gaze from the pretty lace hem.

Despite his strong feelings of alarm and apprehension, his brain swam with arousal.

The phrase ‘It’s snowing in Paris’ came into his head from a time long ago in his childhood. It was a funny little euphemism his grand-mother had often used to draw attention to any slip or underskirt peeping out from beneath a dress or skirt. Even as a young boy he’d found the phrase alluring and magical, the secret password to a hidden land.

‘As you’re well aware, David,’ Ann continued, ‘I’ve agreed to take you under my wing for the week-end. I’m sure you’ve had all that explained to you. Now, Susan’s had a very long and tiring week at work, and she’s keen to be on her way, and so I’m going to take control of you very quickly, and in a way that makes it utterly clear to you that this is not a game, and that I expect your complete obedience at all times.’

David told himself to protest, to insist that he would be going home that evening with his wife, and yet he remained silent, in thrall to this proud and beautiful woman.

Ann fixed David with a stern gaze, pleased by the way his eyes kept flicking down to her exposed knees and the pretty hem of her slip.

‘The best and quickest way I can do that,’ Ann continued, ‘is to administer a punishment so you’re left in no doubt about your place in my house, and I want Susan to witness your punishment. That’s very important. Susan’s permission and approval are of paramount importance to me. Not only is she your wife and Mistress, but I consider her to be one of my closest friends, and I wouldn’t want anything to damage our friendship.’

David watched with growing dismay as Ann turned her gaze from him to speak more companionably to his wife. What did she mean, a punishment? He couldn’t understand what was happening. And how could her friendship with Susan have anything like the importance of his marriage? It just wasn’t possible.

‘I think this way’s best, Susan, really I do,’ Ann said persuasively. ‘It will stamp my authority on him, quite literally, and it will help if you stay to witness his punishment. It will be a kind of ceremony to mark our partnership, our friendship and trust. This way, there’ll be no possibility of any misunderstandings between us. No stupid jealousy or worry. You’ll witness his surrender to me first-hand, and everything will be out in the open.’

‘This can’t be happening,’ David told himself. He held his breath as Susan looked at Ann for what seemed like an age before giving a slow nod of agreement.

‘Susan!’ David exclaimed in disbelief.

‘Oh, keep quiet, David,’ Susan said sternly. ‘Ann’s right, your opinion’s of no importance whatsoever, and I’ve no interest in what you have to say. Keep quiet, and listen to what Ann is saying.’

David stared at her, astonished by her coldness, but Susan only looked back at him with icy indifference, savouring his dismay.

With a shiver of fear, David suddenly understood.

His dear, lovely wife was enjoying this. She was enjoying the spectacle of his shameful surrender. She was enjoying seeing him submit to The Devlin Woman.

And David was right.

Any remaining fears that she might feel protective towards her husband had faded entirely and, to her surprise, and a little to her relief, Susan found siding with Ann darkly arousing. She no longer felt alone, and it was a lovely feeling to have an intelligent and experienced accomplice take control of her husband. Feeling a great weight lift from her shoulders, she smiled at Ann, and crossed her legs, enjoying the secret pleasure it gave her.

‘It’s settled, then,’ Ann said happily, ‘a punishment it is.’

‘A punishment it is,’ agreed Susan.

‘I d-don’t understand,’ David stammered. ‘What kind of punishment?’

Ann slid down from the desk, and went over to the large leather footstool in front of the settee. She put her foot on it, pushing it into the centre of the room, before bending down and patting it with her hand.

‘It’s very simple, David. You’ll lie across this footstool and I’ll thrash you with a cane until you cry.’

She had spoken in such a calm, everyday tone of voice that David didn’t at first take in the enormity of what she’d said.

But Susan did, and she felt a frisson of shock at the brutality of Ann’s intentions towards her husband, yet she remained silent, mindful of her promise to agree with whatever Ann said.

‘I intend to beat him quite severely,’ said Ann, ‘unless, of course, you have any objections, Susan.’

David felt his fears fade.

He knew Susan would never agree to such a thing, and he looked over fondly at his beautiful wife, waiting confidently for his reprieve.

‘Oh, no, Ann,’ Susan said firmly.

David breathed a huge sigh of relief. He was safe.

This would teach The Devlin Woman. This would teach her to get so far above herself, and he felt a deeply pleasurable anticipation at the thought of her imminent retreat.

‘No, Ann,’ Susan continued, ‘I can honestly say I haven’t the slightest objection. None at all. Do what you like with him.’

David stared at his wife in horror. He started to protest but stopped when he saw the hard amusement glittering in her eyes. The room began to spin around him. Suddenly fearing he might faint, he groaned and leaned forward with his hands on his knees.

‘The truth is, he deserves it,’ he heard Susan say. ‘He was very difficult on the way here. Rude and disobedient. It nearly drove me mad the way he moaned and whined. He almost refused to come. He needs to be taught a lesson he won’t forget. You have my complete approval, Ann. I mean it. Do what you like with him.’

Susan wondered at herself.

Was it really her saying these words?

She had always thought herself a gentle, intelligent woman. As a teacher she would never have countenanced the atrocity of beating a child the way they had so cruelly and frequently in days gone by, but here she was agreeing to the physical chastisement of her husband, and what’s more, looking forward greatly to witnessing it.

It was a strange and puzzling contradiction, but she put it out of her mind.

All she knew for certain was how wickedly pleasurable it felt to see David put so firmly in his place.

‘Come on, then, David, let’s be having you,’ said Ann, as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

David looked up in confusion. He hadn’t seen Ann move to the wall-cupboard behind her desk, but there she was, emerging from behind its dark panelled door with a thin bamboo cane in her hand.

She flicked the cane through the air. It made its deadly hissing sound, and David felt the first real tingle of fear down his spine.

She tapped the stool with the tip of her cane, giving David a look of unwavering authority. Her silk blouse was short-sleeved and he couldn’t help noticing how strong her arms looked, and how full and lovely her breasts looked beneath the thin silk.

‘Over you go,’ said Ann. ‘On your knees with your chest on the stool.’

David’s mouth moved to protest but no words came out. He cleared his throat and tried again.

‘No,’ he said in a voice not much louder than a whisper.

‘I beg your pardon,’ said Ann.

‘No,’ said David again.

‘Yes, over you go,’ said Ann briskly, paying no attention to his refusal. ‘And facing Susan, I think. That will be best for all concerned.’

‘I’ve told you,’ said David. ‘I won’t do it.’

‘Of course you will,’ said Ann, her certainty undimmed.

‘I won’t,’ said David, trying to sound strong and manly.

‘Oh, hurry up, David,’ Susan said impatiently. ‘Do what you’re told.’

Her bossy tone irritated David beyond measure, and he made up his mind absolutely to refuse her ridiculous command.

It would be he who would teach them a lesson.

The whole situation was absurd. He was a man, fit and strong, much stronger than any woman. He didn’t have to put up with this nonsense. He’d put an end to it that very moment. He’d show them they couldn’t treat him like this. Oh yes, he’d put them in their place.

David saw himself laughing in their faces, and walking out the room, slamming the door on their arrogant conniving, and yet, driven by a longing infinitely greater than his pride or personal dignity, he felt himself sink slowly to his knees, and lay his chest obediently, and with a terrible inevitability, across the leather stool.

‘What’s wrong with you?’ he thought dazedly. ‘What are you doing?’ He felt his top lip begin to tremble as if he might cry.

Susan exchanged a triumphant smile with Ann.

For a moment it seemed they might ruin it all by laughing out loud, but Susan hid her amusement behind her hand, and Ann succeeded, with some difficulty, in keeping her voice stern and serious.

‘That’s good, David, I’m very pleased with you,’ Ann praised him, running the tip of her cane from his shoulders slowly down to his undershorts and bare thighs, claiming him as her prey. ‘You’ll feel much better down there. On your knees. From what Susan’s told me, I think you’ll find it’s where you belong. Now, try to relax if you can. After all, there’s nothing you can do except suffer this, and you’ll do that, won’t you?’

David gave a muffled groan.

‘I beg your pardon, David,’ said Ann.

‘Yes,’ David managed to say.

‘You can do better than that,’ Susan reminded him sharply, wanting to play her part in his subjugation. ‘Yes, who?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ David said hoarsely, his blood once more turning to water in his veins.

‘Very good,’ said Ann. ‘When Susan is here you will address her as Mistress Susan, and myself as Mistress Ann. When Susan has gone, you will address me simply as Mistress. Is that clear, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress Ann,’ he said, dreading ever being left alone with this woman.

‘Quite clear, I hope?’ asked Susan with ice in her voice.

‘Yes, Mistress Susan,’ David replied, angered yet thrilled by her coldness.

‘I’m very pleased to hear it,’ said Susan, the threat undiminished.

Ann was impressed with Susan.

It was clear she was enjoying herself, and she was much better at this than she’d led her to believe. David was right. She did have the natural air of a Mistress, her authority heightened by her proud features, elegant figure, and her clear, commanding voice.

‘Tell me, Susan, have you done this before?’

‘Punished him?’

‘Yes.’

‘Not really,’ Susan replied. ‘Not properly like this. Once, when he’d shrunk a cashmere jersey in the wash, I put him over my knee and spanked him with my bare hand.’

‘Did he like it?’

‘I think he must have,’ Susan answered, ‘he came all over my skirt.’

‘In that case,’ said Ann, ‘we’d better keep him off the furniture.’

The two women convulsed in laughter.

The sound of their laughter infuriated David, and he made to get to his feet, but Ann placed her cane on his neck to keep him down, and spoke calmly through her mirth.

‘Oh, don’t be silly, David,‘ she told him. ‘You’ll stay exactly where you are. We’ll laugh at you if we like. Of course we will, and you’ll just have to put up with it. You’re our slave, I’ve told you, we can do what we like with you.’

Sure of their authority, a new wave of laughter engulfed Ann and Susan as David lay back meekly across the foot-stool, his resistance vanishing like smoke as his erection pushed helplessly against the loose cotton of his shorts.

Why did it excite him so much to be treated like this?

He must have asked himself this question a thousand times, yet he was no closer to finding an answer.

Many times he’d tried to forbid himself the dark and lonely pleasures of submission, urging himself to love Susan in a more normal and manly way, but his desires always returned, all the hungrier for his forbidding.

He was not only a slave to his wife and her formidable friend, David thought helplessly, he was a slave to his own dark and ceaseless desires.

He was a slave to his own nature.

‘Now, Susan, pay attention. I’m going to give you a lesson in how to properly chastise a man.’

Susan smiled and sat back to listen, relaxed now, relishing her alliance with Ann.

‘The first time I tried this, I got it badly wrong, and I didn’t enjoy myself in the slightest. I rushed everything. I was too scared to hit hard enough, then I hit too hard and broke his skin, and had to hunt everywhere for antiseptic cream. I felt foolish and miserable. I wore four inch heels and black stockings with seams. I could barely stand, and I hate suspenders. I don’t normally wear them, and I didn’t feel like myself in them. I’d turned myself into a cliché, a cartoon dominatrix, but it’s attitude that’s important, attitude and confidence, not clothes and shoes. It’s always better to wear clothes you feel comfortable wearing. You’d be surprised how important that is. You have to remember, it’s about you – your pleasure, not his – that really is the golden rule. If you remember that everything else falls into place.’

Ann began to walk around David, circling him with slow, sensual strides, trailing the tip of her cane slowly through his hair and then across his neck and down his back.

He gave a shiver and held his breath, feeling his cock leap and pulse beneath his shorts.

‘You have to learn to slow down and take your time,’ Ann continued, tapping his bottom lightly with her cane. ‘He’s not going anywhere and, when he’s on his knees like this, he’s at his most vulnerable and exposed. His senses are working overtime. He’s watching your feet and legs, smelling your perfume, listening to your clothes move against your body.’

Susan saw David glance up at Ann’s strong, shapely legs, a lost look in his eyes.

‘And he knows you’re going to beat him,’ Ann continued, ‘but he doesn’t know when, or how hard, or how many times. That’s entirely at your discretion. His nerves are stretched as tight as a wire, and you’ve got him exactly where you want him. You can do what you like with him, take as long as you like. When you understand that, you can begin to enjoy yourself.’

‘I imagine you could almost forget he’s there,’ said Susan.

‘Exactly,’ replied Ann, ‘you almost can. I used to leave Joe across the stool like this for ages while I sent e-mails, shopped for clothes, read a book or newspaper, drank coffee or wine, as if he wasn’t even in the room. Once, I even had a little doze on the couch, knowing he wouldn’t move without my permission. Sometimes, I’d ring friends, talking and laughing with them, and accepting invitations to parties Joe knew he wouldn’t be attending. After all, a slave doesn’t attend parties with his Mistress. She has other men to go out with, real men who can give her what she needs. Joe knew that, but it never does any harm to rub it in. If I was feeling particularly cruel, I’d ring my lover, sitting on the settee where you are now so Joe could see up my skirt. I’d talk to my lover for ages, making sweet talk, telling him how much I loved him, how much I desired him, describing all the things I wanted to do with him, and longed to let him do to me. Sometimes I’d touch myself as we talked, and I’d always make sure to tell him how happy I was to have a real man in my life, a man who could give me the pleasure my husband never could.’

‘And all the time your husband knew you were going to cane him?’ Susan asked.

‘That’s right,’ said Ann, smiling at her skilled accomplice, ‘all the time.’

A shiver passed through David, and Ann smiled to see Susan uncross her legs and part her knees a little to let David glimpse the shadowy heaven at the tops of her thighs.

She really was a quick learner.

‘All men are adolescent boys at heart,’ Ann continued, ‘always trying to look up your skirt or down your dress or blouse. Often, I’d stand above Joe and lift my skirt, slowly, like this,’ said Ann, sliding her skirt to mid-thigh with a soft rustling sound, and placing the toe of her shoe on the foot-stool an inch from David’s mouth. ‘He would always know what to do.’

‘Well, David,’ said Susan, alert to her cue, ‘what are you waiting for?’

Like a man in a dream, David stretched forward and kissed the toe of Ann’s high-heeled shoe.

‘And again,’ said Susan, smiling up at Ann.

Unable to resist, David once more pressed his lips adoringly against Ann’s shoe, tasting leather and polish, and smelling her perfume, intensely aware of her exposed underskirt, a froth of pretty lace floating above his head like a cloud.

‘And what do you say, David?’ Susan prompted her husband.

‘Th-thank-you,’ David stuttered, barely able to breathe.

‘I beg your pardon?’ said Susan, aroused by his submission and her authority over him.

‘Thank-you, Mistress Ann,’ David said obediently, his stomach turning over with a dread that was both terrible and infinitely sweet.

‘Better,’ said Susan, barely appeased.

‘Well, then,’ Ann declared with a swish of her cane, ‘I think it’s time.’

David closed his eyes in alarm, and Susan felt a thrill of anticipation.

How hard would Ann strike him?

How many blows would she deliver?

Would David be able to bear the pain?

Would he cry out, and beg for mercy?

She couldn’t wait to find out.

‘There’s just one thing we have to do first,’ said Ann.

Susan gave her a questioning look, disappointed at the delay.

‘We have to take down his underpants,’ Ann said, smiling at Susan.

‘Of course we do,’ said Susan, joining in the cruel game.

‘To my way of thinking, there are three ways we could do it,’ Ann said casually.

‘And what ways are those?‘ Susan enquired with a lady-like innocence she knew would add to her husband’s torment.

‘Well,’ said Ann, ‘we know he’d do it himself if we told him to. I’m sure he wouldn’t refuse, not after he’s got down on his knees and kissed my shoe, and think how much it would embarrass him to bare his bottom to a woman he hardly knows.’

‘Oh yes, I think that should definitely remain an option,’ said Susan, smiling to see David squirm with shame.

‘I agree,’ said Ann, running the tip of her cane under the waistband of his boxer shorts and in between the cleft of his buttocks, ‘or I could take them down, or you could do it. What do you think, Susan?’

‘I can see merit in all three,’ Susan answered calmly, looking into David’s disbelieving eyes. ‘It would be highly amusing and entertaining to have him do it himself, bare himself for punishment, and it would be lovely to see you do it too, taking such absolute control of him, but really I think it might be best if I do it myself,’ she said, getting up from the settee. ‘It will show him how much I agree with his punishment, and how obediently I expect him to serve you in my absence. What do you think, Ann?’

‘I wholeheartedly agree,’ said Ann, impressed by her friend’s composure. ‘It’s the right decision, I’m sure of it. Thank-you, Susan. It’s much better if you do it.’

‘Well, then, David,’ said Susan, standing over her prostrate husband, ‘you’ve got yourself into a fine mess, haven’t you? Playing at being my servant, running after me hand and foot, begging me to treat you as my slave. You never thought it would come to this, but here we are. It’s really happening. It’s not one of your silly little games any more, and you’ve only got yourself to blame, you know that, don’t you? Well, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped.

‘I beg your pardon.’

‘Yes, Mistress Susan.’

‘Think of all the times I asked you to stop your silly games, and love me like a normal man and a proper husband. But you wouldn’t stop, would you?’

‘N-no, Mistress Susan.’

‘You kept on and on about it.’

‘Yes, Mistress Susan.’

‘You didn’t think about me, you only thought about yourself.’

‘I’m sorry, Mistress Susan.’

‘You were selfish and lazy,’

‘I’m sorry …’

‘It’s too late to be sorry, far too late.’

‘Please, Mistress Susan, I’ll be what you want, I promise.’

‘No, David, you had your chance.’

‘Oh, God, please.’

‘You had your chance, and you didn’t take it.’

‘I’m begging you, Susan, please.’

‘No, David.’

‘I’ll do anything.’

‘There’s nothing you can do.’

‘Please, don’t do this.’

‘I’ve told you, it’s too late.’

‘Oh, God …’

‘Are you ready to be brave, David? I hope you are.’

Beyond speech, David could only stare at his wife’s pretty feet and shoes only inches from his face.

In imitation of Ann, Susan lifted the soft hem of her dress, and placed her foot on the stool an inch from David’s mouth.

‘Well, then?’ said Susan.

In an ecstasy of shame, David leaned forward and kissed the toe of her pretty little shoe.

From high above, he heard the sound of their laughter, and then his wife’s voice.

‘I’m going to take your underpants down now, David, and Mistress Ann is going to beat you on your bare bottom.’

Scarcely able to believe what he was hearing, David gave a whimper, but Susan showed no pity.

‘Say please,’ she instructed him.

‘God, Susan,’ he spluttered.

‘You heard me,’ she said icily. ‘Say please.’

‘P-please,’ David stammered, appalled at his weakness.

‘Please what?’ Susan enquired relentlessly.

‘Please … Please take down my pants,’ David said in a trembling voice, surrendering what little remained of his pride.

‘Very well, David, I will,’ said Susan, thrilled by his surrender. ‘Now, I’m sure your punishment will be very painful, but that’s only what you deserve, and you’ll be a brave boy and suffer it for me. And, when Ann’s finished beating you, you’ll thank her politely for her time and trouble. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress Susan,’ David said faintly, hating the tremor in his voice yet pressing his lips to her shoe again with feverish devotion.

‘Very good,’ Susan said, taking her foot from the stool, and moving behind him, ‘then it’s time to begin.’

David swallowed hard as he felt her take hold of his undershorts and tug them down to his knees. The waistband caught for a moment on his helpless erection, adding to his shame. Susan then pushed his t-shirt up to his neck, baring his back so that David felt utterly naked and exposed beneath the fully dressed women.

A dark excitement flared within him, as if he was awaiting execution at the hands of a goddess.

‘There you are, Ann. He’s all yours,’ said Susan, returning to the settee, and sitting down again opposite David, once more arranging the hem of her dress demurely around her pretty knees.

It was the best seat in the house.

She would be able to see every expression on her husband’s face. She sat back comfortably and pressed her thighs together in excitement, enjoying a secret and voluptuous thrill of power.

‘Very well, then,’ said Ann, feeling David shiver as she placed her cane across his buttocks, taking aim. ‘Shall we begin?’

She looked over at Susan who smiled, and gave a slow nod of her head.

‘Please do,’ said Susan.

The first blows were painful but not unbearably so, and David felt confident he could endure the pain but, as the blows rained down with remorseless intensity, and as the fiery cane began to strike already burning flesh, his confidence vanished altogether.

He clenched his teeth, and dug his fingers deep into the leather stool. He was in agony, but he vowed not to make a sound. In the midst of his degradation, he would find some pride in remaining bravely silent.

But soon even that solace was denied him, and he heard himself begin to moan and whimper like a lost soul.

At last the blows ceased. His cries of pain died to a low moan as he struggled with the sharp, lingering pain, and he could hear Ann behind him, breathing a little heavily from her exertions. He opened his eyes, blinking in confusion, and looked up at his wife.

Her face was flushed and her eyes were shining. Her knees were a little apart, and he could see under her dress to the distant white heaven of her panties. Despite his pain, he felt a stab of twisted arousal.

‘Now, David,’ he heard Ann say, ‘Susan tells me you have a safe-word. Is that true?’

‘Yes, oh God, yes,’ he whimpered, cursing himself for not thinking of it before now, ‘I do, I do.’

‘Then let me hear it,’ said Ann.

‘Blackbird,’ said David desperately, relishing the sound of the word, and the refuge it provided.

But a stinging blow immediately lashed him across his buttocks, harder than any he had yet endured, causing him to yelp in pain and surprise.

What was happening? Where was his refuge?

‘Let me hear it again,’ said Ann.

‘Blackb …’

This time she struck before he’d finished speaking, extending the word into a long howl of pain and indignation.

She didn’t stop there.

As if incensed by his use of the safe-word, she laid into him with a volley of fiery cuts and blows that had him squirming and crying out in agony.

When at last her blows stopped, his tormented cry did not, filling the room with a slowly dying whine of pain and distress.

‘I trust you will now have learned that I do not hold with safe-words,’ said Ann imperiously. ‘There are only two safe words in this house, and those are “Yes, Mistress.” Let me hear you.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ David whimpered, shaken to his core.

‘Let that be a lesson,’ said Ann. ‘My word is the only law here. Do you understand me?’

‘Yes, Mistress Ann.’

‘Very good,’ said Ann, looking over at Susan to re-assure her that all was well. ‘Not long now, David,’ she said, more for Susan’s benefit than her husband’s. ‘I’ll stop when I see your tears. Then I’ll know you’ve truly surrendered to my authority. If it’s any consolation, my husband was an exceptionally tough and stubborn man, and yet he always cried when I caned him. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, and I think you’ll find it’s a happy place, the land beyond dignity and pride.’

She laid into him once more with fierce, flaying strokes that had him crying out even louder in shock and pain. And yet his pride struggled against the tears he knew would end his torment.

Summoning the last of his strength, David refused to cry.

He would not give them the satisfaction.

When his cries became a continuous keening sound, like those of an animal in distress, Ann ceased her blows, and walked round to look at his face.

‘Is he crying yet?’ Ann asked calmly.

She’d expected to break him by now, and she was genuinely curious to know.

‘It’s hard to say,’ Susan replied, looking into her husband’s eyes.

His face was flushed deep red, his lips were trembling, and moisture had gathered in his eyes.

‘Very nearly, I would say,’ said Susan in a voice so indifferent to his suffering that David almost lost control there and then but, with a huge effort of will, he twisted his mouth into a kind of snarl, and held back his tears.

‘Yes, very nearly,’ said Ann. ‘Not long now.’

‘Not long,’ agreed Susan, the lack of concern in her voice once more adding to David’s distress.

‘I wonder,’ said Ann, smiling as she offered the cane to Susan, ‘would you like to finish it?’

Susan looked up at Ann, wondering how she’d known.

Of the many conflicting feelings she’d experienced watching David’s punishment, curiosity was uppermost among them, the desire to know what it would feel like to wield the cane, and to have her husband so abjectly at her mercy.

Until this moment she’d never dreamed she could ever do such a thing, and she told herself to refuse and leave it to Ann, but there was a wildness in her now, leading her into a deeper and darker part of the forest.

‘Thank-you,’ said Susan, smiling at Ann as she stood up and took the cane, ‘That’s very kind of you. I think I’d like that very much.’

She flicked the cane through the air. The hissing sound it made excited her, and both women laughed to hear David’s moan of fear.

‘Did you say something, David?’ Susan asked him impishly. ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t hear.’

‘No more,’ he pleaded. ‘Please, no more.’

‘Don’t be such a spoilsport.’

‘Please, I beg you, no more.’

That’s not for you to say, David.’

‘Please …’

‘But I want to try it,’ said Susan. ‘I want to know what it feels like to really be your Mistress. And I want you to know what it feels like to really be my slave.’

‘All we need are your tears, David,’ added Ann. ‘Real tears. That’s not too much to ask, is it? And then we’ll know we’ve got rid of all that silly male pride, and you’ll truly know your place as a woman’s slave.’

‘How many should I give him?’ Susan asked, to David’s horror.

‘As many as it takes,’ Ann replied.

‘I wonder if six will be enough,’ said Susan, her excitement growing.

‘We’ll soon find out,’ Ann replied, smiling at Susan, and thinking how strong and beautiful she looked with the cane in her hand.

Moving behind David, Susan was mildly disappointed to see that Ann’s fierce blows hadn’t yet raised any weals, only marked his buttocks with a criss-crossing mass of angry red stripes.

She laid the cane across David’s buttocks to steady her aim. He shivered, and gave another moan, but made no move to resist.

Thrilled by his submission, and the delicious feeling of power it gave her, she lifted her arm and brought the cane down fiercely against his flesh.

He yelped in pain and Susan felt a dark, forbidden pleasure race through her blood. She knew that nothing would ever be the same between them after this.

She would never again play by his silly little rules.

These were her rules, and this was real power.

And it did feel like freedom.

David told himself he could endure six more blows, but the severity of Susan’s strokes took him by surprise. Landing on already tender flesh, they were even more painful than Ann’s.

Yet it wasn’t the pain that broke him. It was the terrible self-pity that came from knowing it was his wife, the woman he loved and cherished above all others, who was treating him so cruelly.

On her fourth blow he broke and began to cry like a baby, his shoulders heaving as great tears rolled down his cheeks.

Lost in pleasure, Susan didn’t notice his tears or, if she did, she paid no attention to them, and she had delivered many more than six strokes before Ann put a hand gently on her arm to stop her.

‘It’s done,’ said Ann softly.

Only then did Susan step back from her broken slave, her eyes shining, and her whole body trembling with excitement. It had given her enormous pleasure to punish David. She felt as if she had pushed open the doorway to a secret world.

The two women stood in silence above the sobbing man, thrilled yet strangely moved by his surrender to their female power.

When his sobbing didn’t stop, Ann sat by him on the foot-stool. Even in his deepest pain and humiliation, a part of him thrilled to the scent of her perfume, and the whisper of her silky hose under her skirt.

She put a hand on his head, stroking his hair.

She knew she had to be gentle now, reward him with praise.

‘That’s good, David,’ she said softly, ‘you’ve done very well, and been very brave. I’m very pleased with you, and I’m sure Mistress Susan is too.’

She took a tissue from a box on her desk and wiped his tears. ‘But there’s one last thing you have to do. Can you remember?’

‘Th-thank-you,’ he said through his sobs. ‘Thank-you, Mistress Ann.’

‘Excellent, David,’ said Ann, surprised and pleased that he’d remembered to thank her for his punishment. ‘That’s very good, but shouldn’t you thank Mistress Susan too?’

‘Thank-you,’ he said, looking up at Susan through tear-stained eyes. ‘Thank-you Mistress Susan.’

The deeper shame of thanking his wife brought forth a new flood of tears. Rather to Susan’s surprise the sight and sound of these fresh tears only deepened her arousal, and the scorn she felt for her husband.

‘It’s all right,’ said Ann soothingly, wiping his face again, ‘Let it all out. All that silly pride. Let it all get washed away. Far, far away. You don’t need it any more. You’ll be much happier without it, just you wait and see.’

David looked up at her with big, tearful eyes. He felt utterly subjugated by her and yet, despite her terrible cruelty, he felt a deep and heartfelt gratitude for her gentle words.

‘Come on, then, up onto your feet,’ said Ann.

Taking an arm each, Ann and Susan helped David stand up from his place of punishment. He was trembling all over, and still sniffling. To make matters worse, his undershorts fell down around his ankles as he stood. He bent to pull them up, but Ann spoke firmly, forbidding him.

‘No, David. Leave them where they are. You won’t be needing these any more,’ she said, giving him a gentle push so that he stepped out of his shorts. With a quick movement she bent and picked them up, dropping them into the waste-paper basket by her desk. ‘I’ll decide if and when you wear clothes. You’ll go naked unless I tell you differently.’

She decided to let him keep his t-shirt on. Without his undershorts, it served only to emphasise his nakedness.

‘I know this has come as a shock to you, David,’ said Ann, ‘but you need to know this is not a game. I think of you quite genuinely as my slave, please be clear about that, and I expect obedience from you at all times and in all matters, and I’ll be looking for you to work hard in my service. Very hard. I won’t tolerate the slightest episode of insolence or laziness.’

David just gazed at her, a look of wonder in his tear-filled eyes.

‘You will work your hardest for Mistress Ann,’ Susan added, finding a cruel pleasure in commanding her husband, ‘and do all you can to please her. She has my permission to do whatever she wants with you, and you will serve her exactly as if you were serving me. You’ll obey her without question, and woe betide you if you step out of line. If I hear the slightest complaint about your work or your behaviour, I’ll expect Ann to take you straight to her study for another punishment. An even harder one. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress Susan,’ David mumbled.

‘Louder,’ Susan insisted.

‘Yes, Mistress Susan,’ he said more loudly.

Susan’s proud, lovely eyes raked him with a scornful gaze.

Shamed anew, he tried to cover his nakedness with his hands. His cock was soft now, shrunken by shock and pain, which added greatly to his shame.

Susan almost laughed out loud at the sight. He really was a pitiful figure, she thought, but still she felt no pity for him.

Once more she wondered at herself.

Where had this cold and pitiless woman come from? Perhaps she’d suffered a bout of temporary madness and lost track of her true self, or perhaps she’d learned to be honest, and grown at last into her strength as a woman, a woman unafraid of her sexual power.

She suddenly longed to be alone in her own home where she’d have the peace and quiet to contemplate such matters.

‘Well, Ann, it’s time I was going,’ said Susan, surprised to hear herself speak normally under such unusual circumstances. She noticed David look at her imploringly before quickly lowering his gaze, fearful of seeming insubordinate and earning a rebuke.

‘Yes,’ said Ann, ‘but I’d like to show you his room first.’

‘Of course,’ Susan politely agreed, impatient to be gone.

‘This way, David,’ said Ann, leading the way. ‘Come with me, and we’ll get you settled in.’

ONCE MORE Susan followed Ann and David along the narrow corridor, admiring the angry stripes on David’s buttocks, and reliving the pleasure she’d found in witnessing, and then delivering, his cruel punishment.

She made a mental note to ask Ann where she’d got her cane, thinking she might like one of her own at home. She thought she might hang it on a hook in the laundry room, just to keep David on his toes. Seeing it every day would act as a powerful reminder of her dominance.

‘How will you like that, David?’ she thought in amusement, beginning to imagine a much firmer form of control over her husband.

When they reached the hallway, Ann instructed David to pick up his hold-all, and they passed through the hall and the long, glass-walled kitchen into the utility rooms at the rear of the house.

As they went, Ann pointed out the scullery, and a large walk-in cupboard which held the hoover and cleaning equipment, and the spacious laundry-room with its washing-machine, pulley and tumble-drier, as well as its deep Belfast sink and ironing-board. She also showed them the narrow stone steps that led down to the cellar where she stored her wine, referring to it mysteriously as her ‘oubliette.’

David didn’t know what the word meant, but Susan did, and she wondered if Ann really had used the cellar as a secret dungeon for her enslaved husband. If she had, she wondered if Ann would use it to imprison and punish David. Susan was no longer surprised to discover that she hoped Ann would. It aroused her to think of David imprisoned in darkness while Ann went about her life in the house above him

‘Susan tells me you’re already a very good housemaid,’ said Ann as they drew near to the end of the corridor, ‘so you’ll become very familiar with this part of the house. These are the maid’s quarters. You’ll spend a large part of your time here. It will be your domain.’

She indicated the doorway to a small toilet with an ancient high cistern and a chain-pull flush, a tiny sink, and a narrow shower with a drain in the stone floor.

‘That will be your toilet and wash-room, David. You’ll use none of the other toilets and bathrooms in the house. They will be for my use only, and any other guests who might be staying with me. You will keep them sparkling clean, but you will not use them, is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress Ann,’ David meekly replied.

‘You will use only the servant’s toilet and shower.’

‘Yes, Mistress Ann.’

‘There’s no heating in this part of the house, I’m afraid,’ Ann continued, ‘and it’s only a cold shower, but a slave doesn’t need hot water, and I’ll expect you to wash thoroughly in cold water after you’ve finished your work in the house and gardens. You will keep yourself clean and close-shaven at all times. Being naked doesn’t mean I won’t expect you to be well-groomed.’

Susan couldn’t help smiling at Ann’s lady-of-the-manor performance as they stepped into a small bedroom by the back door to the garden grounds. It was a sparsely furnished room with a narrow metal-framed bed, a wooden chair and a small wardrobe locked with a padlock.

It was a sad and lonely little room, Susan thought, brightened only by a faded floral bedspread and matching curtains. Two prints on the wall of Degas’ ballet dancers gave the room a feminine aspect. There was no radiator in the room, only a single-bar electric heater by the side of the bed.

The only window overlooked a drying-line, a row of dust-bins and a coal bunker — a housemaid’s view of the world.

‘Well, David,’ Susan thought with grim satisfaction, ‘be careful what you wish for.’

‘This is one of the original parts of the house, built in 1823. It was built to be the maid’s room,’ said Ann, ‘so it’s entirely appropriate for you, David, since for much of the time you’ll be working as my housemaid. Some of Joe’s old clothes and uniforms are still in the wardrobe. That’s private. I’ll keep it locked for now, and you will remain naked to begin with. If, however, you work well, and to my satisfaction,’ Ann decreed, smiling knowingly at Susan, ‘I may allow you to wear a uniform suitable to your position, but that’s a privilege you will have to earn.’

David put his hold-all down by the bed and looked around the room in dismay. He was still in great pain from his caning, and he felt excruciatingly embarrassed by his nakedness, and no less embarrassed at the prospect of a uniform. Suddenly feeling dizzy, he clutched onto the metal bedrail for support. The hard, cold metal caused him to experience a jolt of fear, as if he was sinking deeper and deeper into a quicksand from which there was no escape.

‘And there’s your servant’s bell,’ said Ann, smiling once more at Susan and pointing to a little clapper and bell attached to the wall above the door. Susan saw the bell but also noticed a brown leather riding-crop hanging from a hook on the door. The sight of it pleased and aroused her. It would remind David of his place, and the consequences of any bad behaviour or shoddy housework.

His life in Ann’s house would be one of complete servitude, of that she hadn’t the slightest doubt, and she rejoiced at the thought of his subjugation.

‘I’ll ring the bell whenever I need anything,’ Ann continued. ‘I’ll expect you to come running to attend me the instant you hear me ring.’

‘Yes, Mistress Ann,’ said David, feeling a terrifying thrill at the thought of being summoned in such a way into the presence of his Mistress.

‘Oh, this is perfect,’ said Susan, taking a dark delight in David’s predicament, and wondering what Joe’s old uniforms might look like. ‘Suitable to your position,’ Ann had said. Well, it was a maid’s room, so the uniforms would presumably be suitable for a maid, Susan imagined, recalling Ann’s stories of dressing Joe as her maid, and thinking how foolish David would look in a little maid’s dress and apron.

An image of David blushing as he curtsied to Ann came into her head. The wickedness of the thought brought her a thrill of arousal, and made her smile with cruel amusement.

‘Well, now, David, aren’t you the lucky one?’ she asked her husband mischievously.

He saw her cruel smile and gave her a look of such distress she thought he might burst into tears once more.

‘Well,’ Susan continued, half-hoping she could make him cry again, ‘aren’t you going to thank Mistress Ann for looking after you so well, and for giving you such a lovely room as your very own?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress Ann,’ David said obediently, swallowing back tears. ‘Thank-you for looking after me s-so well, and for giving me such a lovely room for my own.’

Too ashamed to look at either of his beautiful tormentors, he looked down instead at the faded pink carpet, and the hold-all that contained no clothes of his own.

‘You’re very welcome, David,’ Ann replied, impressed once more by Susan’s poise and authority, and by the depth of David’s submission. ‘Having your own maid’s room at the back of the house will remind you of your place in my household. You must remember at all times that you are a slave and maidservant, nothing more and nothing less. From what I’ve seen, I’m sure you’ll be very happy here. I know Joe was … for eight long years.’

David felt a shiver pass through him.

Such a length of time sounded like an eternity, and he gave thanks that this sad and feminine little room would be his prison for only two days and nights.

Any longer would be unbearable, a nightmare beyond his imagination.

‘I’m sure he’ll work hard and give satisfaction,’ said Susan. ‘Over the last year he’s become an excellent cook and housemaid.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it, and I’ll let you know if he gives me the slightest trouble.’

‘Please do, Ann. I expect his work to be of the highest standard. If it isn’t, or if he shows you the slightest lack of respect or obedience, you have my permission to punish him in any way you like.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Ann, her eyes sparkling with humour at their ridiculous charade, ‘I’ll be sure to remember that.’

‘I mean it,’ said Susan. ‘It was wonderful to see him put in his place. It really opened my eyes, and I’ll be extremely grateful if you teach him his true place in a way he’ll never forget.’

Susan felt a thrill of arousal at the fear in David’s eyes.

‘It’ll be my pleasure,’ said Ann.

‘Thank-you, Ann,’ said Susan. ‘Thank-you for everything.’

‘Well, then, shall I see you to your car?’ Ann asked, noticing David shiver at the prospect of being abandoned by his wife.

‘It’s all right, David can see me out. And don’t worry,’ she added when the saw the surprise in her friend’s eyes, ‘I just want a moment alone with him.’

‘If you’re sure,’ said Ann.

‘I’m sure,’ Susan replied.

A tiny flame of hope flickered in David’s heart as the women embraced.

Perhaps Susan would take him home with her after all.

Perhaps this was all a hoax.

Please, God, it had to be.

‘Goodbye, Ann,’ said Susan, feeling genuine warmth and affection for her friend. ‘How can I ever thank you?’

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Ann fondly. ‘There’s nothing to thank me for. I’ll enjoy having him here. I’ll be able to sit with my feet up the way I used to, and have him run after me. I’ll find plenty for him to do in the gardens and the house. And don’t worry, I’ll be very firm with him, you can be sure of that. He’ll soon learn his true place in the world.’

‘I don’t doubt it for a moment,’ laughed Susan.

The two women made small talk on their way to the front door and then, with a final hug, Susan took her leave of Ann and walked quickly towards her car followed by David who once more hobbled behind her on the gravel in his bare feet.

‘Stop, Susan, please,’ he pleaded, a tight feeling of panic in his chest.

But Susan didn’t stop, or slow down, or turn her proud head in his direction.

‘Please, Susan, we need to talk.’

‘There’s nothing to talk about,’ said Susan, lengthening her stride.

‘You can’t leave me here,’ he said, scurrying to keep up with her.

“I’ll do what I like,’ said Susan, giving nothing away.

‘Please, Susan, tell me it’s a game, a joke.’

She said nothing, and kept walking towards the car.

‘It’s a game, I know it is,’ he said desperately. ‘You’re my wife. You’d never do this to me.’

Susan gave a bitter laugh, her arousal growing. The more he pleaded with her the more her heart hardened.

‘Please, Susan. You won’t leave me. Tell me you won’t.’

‘Things are different now,’ she said coldly. ‘After today our lives have changed. You can’t expect me to forget what just happened.’

‘Susan …’

‘Nothing can ever be the same again.’

‘You can’t do this. It’s too much, you know it is. Please, listen.’

‘You’re the one who needs to listen,’ she said as she reached her car. ‘You’re my slave, I can do what I like with you. Even you must see that by now.’

She unlocked the car with a press of her key, and opened the driver’s door, turning to face him with one foot resting in the car, and an arm leaning casually on the open door. A light breeze lifted the hem of her dress so that it fluttered enticingly around her lovely knees.

He’d never seen her look so beautiful or so free.

‘Please,’ he implored her, his voice rising in panic. ‘You can’t leave me here. You saw what she did to me.’

‘Oh, stop your silly lies. I can’t bear them any more.’

‘What lies?’ he said. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Of course I saw what she did,’ she said, her voice harsh with scorn. ‘I could hardly have had a better view, could I? And I saw what you’re like. For the first time I really saw,’ she said in contempt. ‘You just lay there and took it. I was waiting for you to do something, say something, put up a fight at least, but you did nothing. Nothing at all. You even kissed her shoe, and said thank-you. You could have stood up and walked out, there was nothing to stop you. But you didn’t, did you? Well, did you?’

David opened his mouth to speak, but made no sound.

He took a ragged breath, and tried again, saying in a trembling voice, ‘I wanted to, believe me, I did, but I … I couldn’t.’

‘Exactly,’ said Susan. ‘You couldn’t do anything, and you got what you deserved. I enjoyed beating you, believe me, I enjoyed it very much.’

‘God, Susan, this isn’t you. It can’t be.’

‘If it’s not me, then who is it? Tell me that.’

When he didn’t answer, Susan spoke plainly and honestly.

‘You don’t want to come home with me, David, I know that now. You say you do, but you don’t.’

He started to speak, but she interrupted him.

‘Don’t lie to me,’ she said with something like sorrow in her voice. ‘You want me to leave you here. You want Ann to order you around like her slave, it’s plain to see. Well, it’s time you learned to be true to your nature. And she’s going to make you wear a uniform, you know that, don’t you? She’s going to turn you into a real little housemaid.’

David looked up quickly, a new fear in his eyes.

Susan saw his fear, and the contempt she felt for him only made her speak more cruelly.

‘I’m right, David, you know I am. She’ll turn you into a pretty little maid with a frilly white apron around your waist, and neat little shoes on your feet. You might even look quite pretty. It wouldn’t surprise me if you did. She’ll teach you to curtsey so you can show respect in the proper way. I’m sure you’ll like that, curtseying to your Mistress. You won’t have to pretend to be a man any more.’

‘Please …’

‘You’ll suit a uniform,’ she continued, speaking over him. ‘Perhaps I’ll ask Ann to send me a photograph of her new maid. I think I’m going to like you in a uniform. Once you’re a proper little maid, I won’t have to think of you as my husband any more. I’ll be free to find a real man, a strong and manly man who knows what a woman wants.’

‘Not that,’ he exclaimed in terror. ‘Please not that!’

‘Oh, why not, for heaven’s sake?’ said Susan coldly. ‘Do you honestly expect me to put up with you crawling on your hands and knees for the rest of my life? Oh yes, David, I’ll take a lover if I want,’ said Susan, recalling the darker threads in Ann’s tales of her marriage, and spinning them into a silken yarn of her own.

‘When he comes to the house, you’ll answer the door in your uniform. You won’t want to, you’ll be trembling and sobbing. You’ll beg me not to let him see you dressed like that, but I’ll make you answer the door to him. I will, David, truly I will. It’ll be the perfect time for you to show off your curtsey which I’ll expect to be very neat and respectful, and when you curtsey to my lover he’ll see your pretty petticoat peeping out from under your dress. He’ll laugh at the sight, what man wouldn’t? Oh, how he’ll laugh, and I’ll laugh too, and then I’ll kiss him right in front of you, a long, deep, loving kiss. And later that evening, when we get back from our night out, I’ll go upstairs with him, undressing as I go, dropping my panties and bra on the stairs for you to pick up, and we’ll make love in what used to be our marriage bed while you lie alone in your little maid’s room, or kneel outside our bedroom door holding my underwear, smelling my scent in them, feeling their warmth from my body as you listen to our cries of pleasure. In the morning, I’ll have you cook us breakfast, and you’ll watch as we kiss and laugh, and plan our next date together … Our new life together.’

‘No,’ he gasped, terrified yet thrilled beyond his wildest dreams.

‘Yes, David,’ she insisted, lost in her cruel tale, and delighting in her new power over him. ‘This is what happens when a husband stops being a man, when he begs his wife to make him her slave. She starts to use that power, and enjoy using it. Why wouldn’t she? It’s the way of the world, I see that now. You’ve only got yourself to blame. It’s what you asked for, David, begged me for, day after day, week after week. Well, now you’ve got it.’

‘No, please.’

His voice was trembling, and one of his legs had begun to shake.

‘It’s going to happen, David, there’s nothing you can do.’

‘I’ll change, I promise I will.’

‘You won’t change,’ she said scornfully. ‘You can’t change.’

‘I’ll be a proper husband. I’ll make you happy.’

‘It’s too late for that.’

‘Please, Susan.’

‘Goodbye, David.’

‘No!’

‘Yes!’

‘You can’t do this.’

‘I’m going now.’

‘You can’t.’

‘That’s not for you to say.’

‘I’m begging you.’

‘Are you, David?’

‘Yes,’ he said desperately, his head spinning.

‘I don’t think you are. You have to kneel if you want to beg. You have to get down on your knees.’

A sweetly mocking smile played around her lovely mouth, but her eyes were cold and hard.

‘Please, don’t do this,’ David pleaded, captivated by the hardness in her eyes.

‘Do what?’

‘Make me kneel.’

‘Make you?’ she said with a disbelieving laugh. ‘I won’t have to make you do anything. Look at you, standing there, barefoot and naked with the marks of her cane on your bottom. No, David, I won’t have to make you kneel. You’ll do it all by yourself. It’s your rightful place in the world — on your knees before a woman.’

‘God, Susan …’

‘Down you go.’

‘Please …’

‘What are you waiting for?’

‘God …’

‘You want to kneel. Go on, say it.’

‘No …’

‘Say it.’

‘I want … I …’ David stuttered, choking on the words.

‘You’re such a coward!’

‘I want … I want to kneel,’ said David, trying to prove her wrong.

‘Do it, then!’

With a whimper of defeat David sank slowly to his knees before his lovely wife and Mistress.

‘There,’ said Susan, smiling down at him with a look of triumph on her face. ‘You’re where you belong, and we don’t have to worry about who’s in charge any more. That’s clear for the whole world to see, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ said David, gazing adoringly at her pretty legs, feeling the soft hem of her dress brush against his mouth and cheek.

‘There’s no going back now, David. You know that, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘This isn’t a game any more. You know that too, don’t you?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m your Mistress, David, not just for today, but for the rest of your life. For ever and ever. Let me hear you say it.’

‘For ever and ever,’ repeated David, the religious weight of the words putting him deeper under her spell.

‘Well, then, now you’re in your proper place, you can beg me for what you want.’

‘God, Susan …’

‘Hurry up, I’m waiting.’

‘Please, Mistress, please don’t leave me here. I love you. I want to come home with you, and live as your husband.’

But Susan only laughed, and shook her head in disbelief.

‘You’re lying again,’ she said. ‘If you’re going to beg, I expect you to beg for what you really want. The truth, now. You owe me that at least.’

He groaned, and pressed his head against her leg.

‘No,’ she said sternly, pushing him away with her knee. ‘I won’t let you touch me until you beg for what you really want.’

‘I love you.’

‘Of course you do,’ she said, ‘but I want to hear you beg for what you truly want.’

‘I can’t.’

‘Of course you can. Be brave for once in your life. Show a little courage. Be brave for your Mistress.’

‘God, Susan …’

‘Hurry up, I’m waiting.’

‘Please …’

‘Tell the truth, and you can have your reward. Don’t you remember the reward I promised you?’ she said, sliding her dress up her thighs until he could see her pretty panties through the silky gauze of her hose. ‘I said you could kiss my panties, I’m sure you remember, but only if you’re a good boy. Come on, then, be a good boy for me.’

David gazed up at her in wonder, longing to kiss her panties more than he wanted freedom or dignity or self-respect.

More than he wanted life itself.

‘This is your last chance, David.’

‘Please, Mistress … please, leave me,’ he beseeched her finally.

‘What did you say? I didn’t hear,’ Susan lied. ‘Say it again.’

‘Please leave me. Please drive away and leave me, I beg you.’

‘My, my,’ said Susan, feigning surprise, ‘you really do want me to do it.’

‘Yes, Mistress, I do,’ he confessed, fearing he might faint at her feet.

‘Well, David, I don’t know if I can,’ she said, toying with him now just for the fun of it. ‘To really drive away and leave you? That would be terribly cruel and unkind of me, don’t you think?’

‘I beg you, please do it,’ he urged her, feeling some mechanism deep in his soul wind down and come at last to a halt.

‘Are you begging me, David, really begging?’ Susan asked, amusement mingling with contempt in her eyes.

‘Yes, I’m begging you. Do it, please. I don’t deserve you, never have deserved you. Drive away and leave me. Do it!’

It distressed him terribly to say these shameful words, yet it was the sweetest pain he’d ever known.

‘Very well, then, David, I will,’ she said, her face lit by a strange radiance. ‘Since you asked so nicely.’

David groaned in an ecstasy of defeat.

‘Poor David,’ she said as if she meant it.

‘God …’

‘Poor baby.’

‘I love you, Susan,’ he gasped.

‘It’s time I was on my way.’

‘I love you.’

‘Soon, David, I’ll be gone soon.’

‘God, Susan …

‘Driving away in my car.’

‘I love you.’

‘I know, but it makes no difference.’

‘Help me.’

‘There is no help. None at all.’

‘Please …’

‘It’s time I was gone.’

‘No.’

‘Yes.’

‘You can’t.’

‘Here I go.’

‘No.’

‘I’m on my way.’

‘No.’

‘Goodbye, David.’

‘Please, I’ll do anything.’

‘You can watch me go, you’ll like that. You can stay on your knees, and watch while I drive away.’

‘Please, Susan.’

‘Say thank you.’

‘I can’t.’

‘Say it!’

‘Th-thank you.’

‘Thank you for leaving me.’

‘Thank you for leaving me.’

‘You’re welcome, David. You can kiss me now. You can have your little reward. You’ll like that, won’t you?

‘Yes, yes, God, yes.’

‘Then ask nicely.’

‘Please, Mistress, please may I kiss you.’

‘Where would you like to kiss me?’ she asked him.

He tried to speak but couldn’t make a sound.

‘Where, David?’ she repeated. ‘Say it.’

‘Please, Mistress, please may I kiss your panties?’

‘You may,’ she said, amusement in her voice as she slid her dress higher, pulling her hose down to the tops of her thighs, and pushing her hips forward to receive his kiss. ‘But softly, now. Don’t be greedy. Just a little kiss to remember me by.’

Utterly enthralled, he leaned forward and placed his lips gently against the soft lace of her panties, breathing in her lovely woman’s scent.

‘That’s good, David, very good,’ said Susan, a wild feeling between her legs as she touched herself through her panties, moving them aside to feel his tongue against her nakedness, letting him taste her at last.

‘That’s what you want, what you need,’ she said, pulling her panties completely aside, giving him all of her.

Her sweet forest of curls took possession of him body and soul.

He knelt there, glorying in her beauty and power, worshipping his cruel and beautiful Mistress.

Susan looked down at her kneeling husband and suddenly longed to break her promise to him.

She longed not to come back for him on Sunday.

She remembered Ann telling her she could leave David with her for as long as she liked, and perhaps that’s just what she’d do. The thought of betraying him so cruelly thrilled her deeply. With a shiver of arousal, she took hold of his hair and pulled his mouth harder against her.

In that moment, she came to a profound and shocking understanding — she’d never really intended to keep her promise to David, and she knew she’d leave him with Ann for far longer than he expected.

She remembered all the times she’d sat astride David on the settee at home, and threatened to leave him with her mother as her helpless slave and housemaid.

Maybe, Susan reflected, she’d always known she’d leave him with another woman, a strong and wilful older woman who would show him no mercy.

It was a delightful thought that thrilled her to the core, and yet his ardour began to irritate her.

‘Enough,’ she said, pushing his head away, but he only clung to her more tightly, his kisses deeper and more ardent.

She’d intended to torment him by permitting him only the briefest of kisses, but she hadn’t allowed for her own pleasure.

His yearning tongue woke in her a deep and urgent passion. All the strange joys of the day seemed to gather in that moment to sweeten and inflame her desire until she no longer had the will to stop him. She closed her eyes in delight, thoughts flashing in her head as he worshipped her. She thought of how she could break the news to him that she wouldn’t be coming back for him on Sunday as she’d promised.

Perhaps she’d ring on Sunday evening and order him to kneel at Ann’s feet while she told him the terrible news in the matter-of-fact voice she knew he liked so much, or maybe she’d call Ann privately and ask her to tell him. She was sure Ann would find a sweetly cruel and mocking way of tormenting David with the dreadful news.

‘Why should she come for you?’ she imagined Ann telling him, ‘You’re not worth the trouble, and I’m sure she’ll find another man to keep her happy. A real man, and not a hopeless little cry-baby like you.’

David worshipped higher and harder, and Susan gasped in pleasure as her mind filled with delicious visions of wielding a new, and more severe authority over her husband.

What was to stop her leaving him at Ann’s for a week, or a month, or the whole Summer? Or maybe she’d leave him with Ann forever, and never come back for him. The thought brought her a new spasm of delight, making her moan and push down harder against his mouth. And then she thought how she might come to lunch one day after many months had passed, and David could serve at table in his pretty maid’s dress. Maybe she’d have found a lover by then. They could both come for lunch. Yes, she decided, that’s what they would do. She saw herself and her lover sitting with Ann at the table by the huge glass wall in the kitchen, laughing while David fussed around them in his uniform, serving food and wine with trembling hands.

Susan hoped Ann would make him wear the maid’s dress with the little bells sewn into its hem.

She felt sure that she would.

The tinkling sound his dress made when he moved would haunt him forever.

He’d never recover from such shame. No man could.

David would never again be the man in her life.

She’d own him body and soul, and yet she’d be free of him, free to live her life in whatever way she wished.

And maybe at another time she’d visit Ann and not let David see her at all.

Ann could keep him locked away in the cellar, Susan thought as her pleasure mounted. Locked in darkness. David would know Susan was there, he’d long to see her with all his heart.

But he would not be permitted to see her.

That day she would be a goddess too bright for his servant’s gaze.

Susan saw herself talking and laughing with Ann, and eating the delicious meal David had cooked for them, but he would be kept prisoner until she’d left. Only then would Ann set him free to clear away their dishes, and touch the plate Susan had eaten from, and the sacred glass that had held her wine, and been touched by her lips.

And then Ann would take him to her study and punish him just because it pleased her. She’d bend him over the leather stool, pull up his silly dress and petticoat, and cane him until he sobbed and cried for a mercy that would never come .

It seemed almost insane to imagine such cruelties and yet, after what she’d witnessed that evening, Susan knew that anything was possible once a woman truly took charge of her marriage.

The thought of wielding such power sent another shock-wave through her senses. Moaning in delight, she twisted her fingers in his hair, and pressed down against his mouth, closing her eyes as the lovely feeling swept through her, making her tremble and cry out in joy.

‘Stop,’ she gasped once she’d taken her pleasure.

When he wouldn’t stop, she pushed him hard with her knee, sending him sprawling on the gravel at her feet.

‘When I say stop, I mean stop,’ she said, a flash of triumph in her eyes.

He reached for her again, but she quickly pulled up her panties and hose and got into the driver’s seat, closing the car door behind her.

‘It’s time, David,’ she said.

He heard the car door lock with a heavy thud.

‘No!’ he cried out.

‘I’m going,’ she said through the open window, smiling to see his hard cock straining towards her.

‘Goodbye, David.’

‘Susan!’

She started the engine and drove away.

He was sure he heard her shout out in joy as she drove out of the yard.

Shocked and abandoned, David stayed on his knees, watching her car grow smaller and smaller on the narrow track until it vanished behind a copse of ancient oak trees.

The sound of her car engine grew fainter and fainter until he could hear it no more.

She’d done it.

She’d really done it.

She’d driven away and left him at the mercy of The Devlin Woman.

‘I love you, Susan,’ he called to her from the depths of his defeat.

‘I love you.’
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