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    ‘It is only his ego that makes a man want to bury a woman like treasure. None of his vows, contracts, and holy ceremonies have succeeded in bringing permanence to that most changeable part of human existence, namely love.’ 
 
    (Leopold von Sacher-Masoch)


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LADY CATHERINE 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t the kind, thoughtful woman he’d married. It couldn’t be. This was another creature entirely, a devil, a fiend, a tormentor of souls. 
 
      
 
    JAMES DIDN’T understand it fully at the time, but turning down David Petrie’s offer of work marked a sea-change in his marriage, a transformation so deep it made everything that had gone before seem almost innocent. Once he’d surrendered so completely to Catherine, his subjugation quickly deepened to the point where he no longer even dreamed of escape. Catherine’s elevation to the post of headmistress at the same time as he'd turned down the opportunity to return to a successful working life opened up an unbridgeable gap in their status, and made Catherine’s position as his superior absolute and unchallengeable. Only when the children came home to visit did he feel a connection with his old self. When Kate and Brendan were in the house he and Catherine kept up appearances by pretending nothing had changed between them — they even slept in the same bed for the short duration of their children’s visit — but Catherine didn’t let him make love to her. Instead, she idly fondled his erection while she lay beside him talking with her lover on her phone, making arrangements for Tom to come to the house when he returned from Madrid where he was completing the purchase of La Fiera bar.  
 
    ‘Oh, he’ll be very well behaved,’ James heard her say with a certainty that made him pulse in her hand and earn an answering squeeze. ‘I’ll make sure of it. And if he isn’t, well, he’ll just have to suffer the consequences.’ The mocking assurance in her voice, and the insolence of speaking to her lover like this in front of him, almost made him come in her hand. 
 
    Once she’d finished her call, Catherine smiled wickedly at James, yet spoke tenderly. 
 
     ‘It’s lovely to have Kate and Brendan home for a few days, and see them so well and happy. When they’re here I almost see you as my husband again. You’ve made me so happy, James, and you’re a wonderful father — I’ll always love you for that — but we’ve had that part of our lives, and now we have something else to look forward to. I have a lover, and a new job, and you have a whole new world of submission to explore. It’s frightening, I know, but I know how much it excites you, and so, when the children leave, you’ll be my slave again, make no mistake about it. You’ll be back sleeping in your cot, and wearing your maid’s uniform to remind you of your place. It’s the way we are now, and it can’t be changed but, as a reward, you can go to the laundry basket and find a pair of my knickers. On you go then, what are you waiting for?’ 
 
    A man possessed, he rose from the bed and went into the shower-room where the laundry basket was kept. While he searched through the basket for her knickers, Catherine kept talking to him from the bedroom, telling him how their life would be, and how he would take his pleasure from now on. 
 
    ‘You can lie beside me and make your little mess in my panties,‘ she taunted him. ‘I know how much you like to do that, and besides, Tom’s the man in my life now. I’ve told you that before, but it’s truer now that ever. He’s asked me not to have sex with you, and I’ve agreed. I’m faithful to him, not you. You truly are my slave, and you need to get used to it, learn to make do with my stinky panties and be thankful for them.’ 
 
    Crushed yet painfully aroused by his demotion, James came back from the shower-room with the pair of worn panties he’d untangled from her hose.  
 
    Catherine wondered at how lost he looked crossing the shadowy bedroom, a ghost searching for peace. 
 
    ‘They’re quite a pretty pair, aren’t they?’ she said. ‘Soft and lacy, and in a lovely shade of pink.’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, absurdly enchanted by her worn underwear. 
 
    ‘Just right for a sissy to play with.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said helplessly, getting back into bed. 
 
    ‘So silky and soft,’ she whispered in his ear when he’d lain down beside her. ‘It’s your lucky night, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘So what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you.’ 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You like calling me that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Hold my panties to your nose.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, immediately doing as he’d been told. 
 
    ‘Can you smell me?’ she asked, a smile in her voice. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like the smell?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he gasped, sedated by her lovely woman’s scent. 
 
    ‘Deep breaths, then,’ she instructed him, touching herself secretly. 
 
    Pressing her soft knickers against his face, he inhaled deeply, gratefully, her scent inducing a bone-deep euphoria. 
 
    ‘That’s the way,’ she said approvingly. ‘Now wrap my panties round your cock.’ 
 
    He obeyed immediately, groaning in arousal, and loving the feel of the silky panties against his erection. 
 
    ‘They feel nice, don’t they?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes.’ 
 
    ‘A lovely prison for your silly little cock.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God …’ 
 
    ‘It makes you want to come, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Then come now,’ she commanded him. ‘Come in my panties, come for your Mistress … This is how you’ll do it from now on … You’re not a man any more, you don’t have to control yourself for my pleasure … Those days are gone … They’re over and done with … You can relax … Let it all go … Let it all out … Make your little mess for me.’ 
 
    Crying out in delight, he climaxed with a gut-wrenching ferocity that soaked his wife’s silken panties, his cry so loud and his pleasure so great he didn’t hear Catherine’s own little cry of delight. The power of his orgasm left him weak and drained, yet even more in thrall to his wife and Mistress. 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he muttered as if from the bottom of a deep well. 
 
    ‘I know you do,’ Catherine said warmly, pulling him close, and feeling immensely fond of him, this lovely conflicted man who had given up everything for her, and put his life entirely at her service. ‘Come and cuddle,’ she whispered as sleep claimed them. ‘And enjoy it while you can … When the children leave you’ll be back sleeping in your cot … Your lonely little cot … You’ll dream of holding me like this … Oh, James, how you’ll dream …’ 
 
    Both their children were about to embark on a year abroad as part of their studies — Kate as an exchange medical student to Canada, and Brendan on a sports bursary to New Zealand. They truly did seem well and happy, and very excited about their futures, which delighted their parents. James and Catherine would miss them terribly, but James knew their departure would break the flimsy connection he felt to his old life as a free man. 
 
    And, true enough, when James drove first Brendan, and then Kate, to the railway station, and embraced them in farewell, he knew there was nothing that could save him from Catherine’s growing dominance, and his own submissive desires. He felt as if his old life was over, and a new life as Catherine’s slave and cuckold was just beginning. He felt as if his fate had been sealed, and a terrifying future awaited him. 
 
    There was one humiliation he feared above any other — meeting his wife’s lover. The thought of it haunted him, and brought on a feeling of panic close to terror. Catherine knew this, and used it against him, often teasing him about Tom coming to the house, partly for the fun it gave her, but also to accustom him to the prospect of seeing her with her lover so that, when Tom finally did come to the house, James would not be overwhelmed, or broken beyond repair. And her plan was working. He’d begun to want Tom to come to the house, to hunger for the very humiliation he feared the most. And events quickly conspired to propel him towards his fate. On Tuesday morning the new housemaid uniforms Catherine had made him order arrived along with his neat little maid’s shoes. When she returned from work, Catherine wasted no time in dressing him in his new uniform and court shoes, and she was delighted at how meek and submissive he looked in them. Plain and practical, the new housecoat-style dresses weren’t as classically stylish as Eve’s dress, but Catherine thought them perfect for his daily chores and household duties, and it wasn’t long before the sight of James in a servant’s dress came to seem entirely natural, and she thought of him more and more as her housemaid, and hardly at all as her husband. 
 
    ‘We’ll save Eve’s uniform for special occasions,’ she informed him, very sure of herself, ’and you’ll wear your new house-dresses and aprons every evening along with your lovely new shoes.’ 
 
    ‘Every evening?’ he protested. 
 
    ‘I don’t see why not,’ Catherine replied, enjoying herself immensely. These days, few things gave her as much pleasure as laying down the law to her lovestruck husband. ‘It’s important to develop a routine with such a big change in our marriage, establish a pattern. It will help you adjust to your new life — after all, you’re my maid now, not my husband — and dressing you in a uniform keeps everything clear and simple, and that’s the way I like it. It lets me get on with my life without having to worry about yours. So, James, you’ll wear your own clothes in the day-time, with my dirty panties underneath of course, but you’ll change into your uniform every evening before I return from work. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, helpless in her coils. ‘But what if we have guests?’ he asked, giving voice to one of his deepest fears. 
 
    ‘We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it,’ she said, aroused by his terror of being exposed to others as her maid. ‘Of course it will depend on who our guests are,’ she continued. ‘After all, I have no desire to shock or upset anyone, but if it’s Eve or Tom, or anyone else who might be accepting of our new arrangement, I’ll certainly expect you to serve in your best uniform. You’ll curtsey and attend to their needs exactly as if you’re a proper maid. I have a feeling Tom and Eve will like that — I know I will — and I want them to see how submissive and obedient you’ve become. I know it will shame you terribly, James, but I expect you to suffer that for me. I’ll see it as further proof of your love and devotion. With other guests, I’ll permit you to dress in a smart white shirt and black trousers but with your panty-girdle beneath. You’ll wear neatly polished black shoes, and keep yourself smoothly shaved. At those times, you may think of yourself as my butler, and not my maid. Have I made myself clear?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered, further enslaved by her confidence and easy authority. 
 
    She made him hang his dresses in the little wardrobe in his box-room, and she looked out several of her slips to go with them, and put them in a drawer along with his panty-girdle and some packets of tights she’d bought for him. Having his own drawer of ladies’ underwear made James feel that his feminisation was becoming a permanent arrangement which both terrified and thrilled him. Catherine also bought a set of four little brass hand-bells from an antique shop in town. She positioned them around the house so that she could ring for her maid whenever she needed anything, placing one in the kitchen, another in the sitting-room, and one each on the desk in her study and on the bedside table in the master bedroom. She found this a wonderfully convenient and effective method of having James completely at her beck and call. Sometimes she’d take one of the bells with her into the bathroom so she could ring for him when she was bathing. It was a lovely way to order up a glass of wine or a peppermint tea, and she liked to have him kneel by the bath in his uniform and soap her with the bath-sponge. Her nipples would grow hard under his gentle ministrations, and she’d lie back in the scented water, and sigh, ‘That’s lovely, James, don’t stop.’ For James, it was the sweetest torment to be so intimate with his Mistress without being allowed to have sex with her. And for Catherine, it was a delight to see the helpless devotion deepen and darken in his eyes. 
 
    Catherine loved the clear, sharp ring of the bells, and the way using them made her feel so much the lady of the house. And James loved them too, their sudden ringing causing him to start with fright even as they struck a spark of masochistic joy deep in his heart. Whenever he heard Catherine ring for him, and he hurried to serve her, a lovely wave of submissive arousal flooded through his senses, putting him utterly under her spell. More and more, he came to crave this slyly addictive pleasure beyond all others. 
 
    One evening, when Catherine saw that James was walking a little gingerly in his new shoes, she enquired if the shoes were too tight for him. 
 
    ‘A little,’ he answered. ‘They’re all right for the first few hours but then they begin to hurt.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not such a bad thing,’ she said. ’It’s good for you to suffer in my service, and learn what it’s like to be a woman who wears heels like I do. You’ll understand more clearly the discomfort women have to put up with, and you’ll be able to give me much better foot-rubs as a result, won’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, her taunting smile making him welcome the discomfort of his shoes. 
 
    ‘There you see, every cloud has a silver lining,’ she said, ‘but now that I think of it, why don’t you give my feet a rub right now? Oh, yes,’ she said, sighing with pleasure as she shucked off her elegant high-heeled shoes, and stretched out a lovely, nylon-sheathed foot, ‘I think I’ll like that.’ 
 
    Utterly entranced, he sank to his knees before her, and took her little foot in both hands, lavishing kisses on her instep and toes as he ran his thumbs over her sole, and spread her toes gently apart one by one. 
 
    ‘Oh, that’s heaven,’ Catherine groaned, closing her eyes and laying her head back in delight. ‘I’m going to want this every night when I get home … Every night, James, without fail.’ 
 
    James was astonished at how quickly he grew accustomed to wearing his uniforms and neat little shoes, and at how aroused he felt whenever he served Catherine in them. He could hardly wait for five o’clock to come around which was his time to put on his uniform in readiness for Catherine’s return from work, and change from man to maid. And Catherine greatly enjoyed coming home to a tidy house and its neat, attentive maid, and she rejoiced in their new life, giving thanks for the strange symbiosis between Mistress and slave that had so blessed and transformed their marriage. 
 
    And then, only five days after the arrival of his new dresses, another parcel arrived for James, a heavy little parcel that brought him a frisson of dark excitement. He knew immediately what it must be, but he was too afraid to open it, and he waited until he’d served Catherine her evening meal, and she’d settled in the sitting-room with a glass of wine, before he found the courage to show her the parcel. 
 
    ‘What is it?’ she said. 
 
    ‘It’s wh-what you asked for,’ he stammered, trembling in dread. 
 
    ‘Your cage!’ she exclaimed in delighted surprise. ‘But that’s wonderful, James. I’d given up on it ever arriving, and it couldn’t have come at a better time. Quickly, open it, I can’t wait to see it.’ 
 
    With trembling fingers, he unwrapped the parcel to reveal a little black box adorned with the word ‘Jailbird’ in red lettering. 
 
    ‘Oh, you’re in trouble now,’ said Catherine, amused but also very excited by the turn of events. ‘I’m so pleased it’s here at last. Take it out the box, hurry up.’ 
 
    She gasped in delight when he took out the beautifully crafted little metal cage with its accompanying cock-ring and tiny, sturdy padlock. 
 
    ‘It’s so sweet,’ she said, laughing with girlish pleasure. ‘Like a piece of jewellery. Was it very expensive?’ 
 
    ‘Four hundred pounds.’ 
 
    ‘It should be well-made, then. Give it here, I want to hold it.’ 
 
    Shaking with nerves, he handed the cage to his wife. 
 
    ‘It’s quite heavy,’ she said, weighing it in her hand. ‘I wonder what it’ll feel like on — you certainly won’t forget you’re wearing it — but it’s a bit small, isn’t it? I can’t see how it’s going to fit. Are you sure you ordered the right size?’ 
 
    ‘The instructions were to measure at my smallest,’ he told her, also worried by its smallness. ‘Apparently that’s when it works best.’ 
 
    ‘So it’s made to measure?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘So that your poor little cock can’t ever get hard?’ she said, her eyes sparkling with amusement. ‘No matter how hard it tries?’ 
 
    ‘I suppose so,’ he mumbled, wondering why he found the idea of being restricted like that so fiercely arousing. 
 
    ‘Imagine that,’ said Catherine, experiencing a spasm of the sweetest arousal. ‘Not ever being able to get hard, not even the littlest bit. Oh dear, James, how will you ever manage?’ 
 
    James swallowed, and looked down, overwhelmed by shame and excitement, but all he saw was his maid’s dress and apron, and his nylon-clad knees and dainty shoes which only deepened his shame. 
 
    ‘Let’s try it on, shall we?’ she said, sounding very brisk and matron-like. 
 
    ‘Do we have to?’ 
 
    ‘Of course we do.’ 
 
    ‘Can’t we wait a few days?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly,’ she said. ‘I won’t wait a minute longer. Come on, then, up with your dress, and down with your knickers. Hurry now.’ 
 
    Consumed by a shame so sweet he feared he’d die of it, James obediently lifted his skirt and slip, and took down his panties and hose to mid-thigh. 
 
    ‘It’s the ring first, I suppose,’ said Catherine, holding the cock-ring and cage against his nakedness, and trying to work out how the device worked. 
 
    ‘I think so,’ said James, his brain a mess. 
 
    She placed the metal ring over his cock, and slid it up to his balls. 
 
    ‘It’ll never go round them,’ she said, sounding very disappointed. ‘It’s much too small.’ 
 
    ‘They go through one at a time,’ he said, remembering the information on the web-site. 
 
    ‘You do it, then,’ she said, suddenly impatient with him, and embarrassed to be touching him so intimately. 
 
    James took told of the ring and, after an awkward struggle and some discomfort, succeeded in fitting his balls through the ring one at a time. Once in place, the steel ring gripped his cock and balls tightly, but not unbearably so. 
 
    ‘Well done, James,’ Catherine praised him, genuinely pleased but unable to stop from giggling at the sight of his confinement — the adornment of the ring made his manhood look so tamed and pretty. ’I was sure it would never go on.’  
 
    But then, when she went to place the cage over his cock, she saw to her dismay that the device would never fit. Very aroused by his shameful situation, he’d grown erect, and his rearing erection dwarfed the cage. 
 
    ‘You’ve got all excited,’ she scolded him. ‘You’ve spoiled everything.’ 
 
    ‘I couldn’t help it,’ he said weakly. 
 
    ‘I’m sure you could have if you’d tried. You just want me to do this, don’t you?’ she said, taking hold of his erection and rubbing it up and down with bored flicks of her wrist. ‘You just want me to make you come so you can fit into your cage.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he gasped, so violently aroused he was already on the brink of orgasm. 
 
    ‘Honestly, James,’ she said, her little bracelets making their feminine tinkling sound as she worked him harder. ‘I can read you like a book.’ 
 
    He groaned in desire, and she felt him strain and leap in her hand like a fish. 
 
    ‘I suppose this is the only way to make you small,’ she said. ‘By helping you make your little mess.’ 
 
    She giggled when she felt his cock give another leap. 
 
    ‘Look, James,’ she said. ‘You’re so close already, I think you must want to get small so I can lock you up. Oh yes, I think that’s exactly what you want. I wonder how long I’ll keep you locked for. An hour, a day, a week? A year, perhaps, or maybe I’ll never let you out … Maybe I’ll keep you locked forever … Think of that, James … Never to have sex again in the rest of your life … Never to be a proper man … Some women do that to their slaves, you know, I’ve read about it.’ 
 
    He groaned again, and sucked in air through his teeth, and she knew he was about to come and so, experiencing a delicious surge of female power, she slowed her strokes to prolong her fun and deepen his torment. 
 
    ‘It’s such a shame to let you come,’ she said. ‘It would be much more fun to lock you up when you’re desperate. I’m sure that’s how this is supposed to work, when you’d give anything just to be allowed to make your little mess. Wouldn’t that be lovely, James? Well, wouldn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, unable to think, and closing his eyes in delight as he teetered on the brink of orgasm. 
 
    ‘If only we could do it that way,’ she said, wracking her brains for a way to fit the cage without allowing him the release of orgasm. ‘I wonder?’ she said, a solution coming to her that was so obvious she wondered why she hadn’t thought of it before.  
 
    ‘I know what to do!’ she exclaimed, leaping to her feet. ‘Wait here, I’ll be right back.’ 
 
    In a trance of submission, James stayed by her chair, fearful of whatever Catherine was up to, and touching the ring around his cock and balls, intrigued by its unfamiliar feel, and checking its tightness, worrying it might do him harm, but it caused him no physical discomfort and, when he turned it, it moved easily enough despite its tight fit. He remembered following the instructions on the web-page by taking his bespoke measurements with a piece of string, and he felt sure the ring was a perfect fit. He also remembered with a thrill of fear the manufacturer’s claim that The Jailbird was ideal for long-term confinement. And yet his fear didn’t prevent him from positioning the ring’s connecting nub at the top of his cock, ready to accept the cage and the padlock that would hold the device securely in place, and complete his imprisonment. 
 
    ‘I hope this works,’ said Catherine, rushing back into the room, and sitting down eagerly in her armchair. ‘Let’s be having you, then,’ she said, leaning forward and pressing the bag of ice-cubes she’d found in the freezer against his erection, the shock of it causing James to cry out in surprise, and try to pull away. 
 
    ‘Stay still,’ she admonished him. ‘If this doesn’t make you small, nothing will.’ 
 
    It didn’t take long before the ice-cubes caused his erection to subside, and then his cock to shrink until it was hardly any bigger than his little finger. 
 
    ‘There we go,’ said Catherine, sounding very pleased with herself. ‘You’re ready now, James. Oh yes, you’re nice and ready.’ 
 
    ‘Please, don’t do it,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘Oh, keep quiet.’ 
 
    ‘Please don’t.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t mean that,’ she said, smiling her lovely smile. ‘You want this, you know you do, and so do I.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he gasped, the last of his resistance slipping away. 
 
    ‘Here we go,’ she said, taking the cage from the arm of her chair, and handing it to him. ‘Put it on.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine, no.’ 
 
    ‘Do it,’ she commanded him firmly. ‘Unless you want to make me angry.’ 
 
    With a trembling hand James took the cage from her, and pushed it against his shrunken cock, hoping against hope that his cock would still be too big for the device but, to his despair yet also to his twisted delight, the cage slipped smoothly over his cock, coupling perfectly with the waiting nub on the cock-ring. 
 
    ‘Eureka!’ Catherine exclaimed, as excited as a child with a new toy. ‘Hurry, fit the padlock,’ she instructed him, turning the key to open it, and handing it to him. ‘Do it quickly before you get big again!’ 
 
    Her eyes gleaming with arousal, she watched him thread the padlock through the cage and ring, fixing them securely together. 
 
    ‘Close it,’ she commanded him. ‘Lock it.’ 
 
    ‘Please …’  
 
    ‘Do it!’ she said, almost shouting in her excitement. 
 
    ‘Please,’ he said, a lost look in his eyes. ‘Please will you do it?’ 
 
    ‘You want me to lock it?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Y-yes,’ he stammered. 
 
    ‘You want your Mistress to lock you up?’ she said, intrigued but also very aroused by his request. ‘You want your cruel wife to lock up your silly little cock.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘How much would you like it?’ 
 
    ‘V-very much.’ 
 
    ‘I have a feeling I might like it too,’ she said, cupping his balls, and giving them a squeeze. ‘But I’m warning you, James, if I close this lock I may never unlock it. You may never be a free man again. You do understand that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he gasped, his cock struggling in vain to come erect in the cage. 
 
    ‘Look,’ she said, caressing him through the metal bars. ‘You’re pushing against your cage, but you can’t get hard, can you? You can’t get free?’ 
 
    ’N-no.’ 
 
    ‘Pushing with all your strength, but it’s not doing any good, is it?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he gasped. 
 
    ‘Poor James, but I’d better lock it quickly, hadn’t I, in case you try to escape?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, recalling his dream of the quicksand, and the terrifying but glorious feeling of sinking in the mud while she stood by and did nothing to help him. 
 
    ‘Say please,’ she said for the fun of it. 
 
    ‘Please,’ he groaned helplessly. 
 
    ‘Beg me,’ she commanded him, experiencing another surge of raw female power. 
 
    ‘I beg you, Mistress, please lock it.’ 
 
    ‘It won’t be your cock any more,’ she warned him. ‘I’ll have the key so it will belong to me, not you. I’ll own it just as I own you,’ she added, fondling him through his cage, ‘lock, stock and barrel.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t care,’ he groaned.  
 
    ‘You should care, James, I’m warning you.’ 
 
    ‘Please, do it.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll hide the key where you’ll never find it.’ 
 
    ‘I know.’ 
 
    ‘You still want me to lock it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, God, yes,’ he beseeched her. ‘Do it, please … Own me … Lock me … Make me yours … Please, I beg you …’ 
 
    ‘Very well, James,’ she said, giving welcome to the lovely wetness between her legs, ’but look me in the eye first, I want to know you mean it.’ 
 
    Trembling with need, he gazed into her proud, smiling eyes, seeing the fondness in them, but also the scorn which, more than anything else, bound him to her inescapably as her slave. 
 
    ‘I’m going to do it now, James,’ she said, still gazing into his eyes, feasting on his surrender. ’Are you ready?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, a shiver running through him. 
 
    ‘I wonder if you are,’ she said, her voice warm and sultry. ‘But here it is, James — what you’ve always wanted.’ 
 
    With those words Catherine clicked the padlock shut, and took its little key into her possession. The air in the room seemed to move and shimmer at the sound of the lock clicking shut, and she shivered in arousal as James groaned and buckled at his knees, falling at her feet in an ecstasy of submission. 
 
    ‘It’s done,’ she said, stroking his hair. ‘You’re where you belong, on your knees at my feet.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he gasped, transported to a heaven of masochistic arousal. 
 
    ‘And here’s your reward for loving me,’ she said, sliding her tight tweed skirt up her nylon-sheathed thighs, showing him the tops of her stay-up stockings and her pretty silk panties. ‘Come to cunny,’ she said, longing for his kisses. ‘It’s what you want, what you need … Come to cunny.’ 
 
    Thrilled by her triumph, she held her silken panties to one side to let him worship. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ she gasped as he pressed his hungry mouth to her nakedness, her arousal all the greater for knowing she was denying him the very pleasure he was giving her. ‘Love me … Serve me … Give in to me, James … For ever and ever …’ 
 
    His trapped cock pushing in vain against the cage, James worshipped his lovely wife with all his heart and soul. He longed to come erect, yet the sensation of being so cruelly prevented brought him a submissive delight so great it possessed him entirely, and he welcomed her cry of delight as she came in his mouth. It thrilled him beyond measure to give her the joy she would no longer give him. 
 
    Deeply, endlessly frustrated, he was happy to give up his pleasure for hers, and to suffer whatever trials and torments she chose for him. This was his life now, his destiny, and he would just have to survive it as best he could. 
 
    But Catherine did release him from his cage that night, and the night after, and both nights she was kind enough to give him her worn panties and hose when she put him down for the night in his cot. She was inexperienced with chastity, and fearful that keeping James locked might cause him serious damage, but then she spent an entire evening reading about male chastity on the internet. The articles she read calmed her fears, and further piqued her interest in keeping James under lock and key. From what she read, it seemed there was nothing to fear from imposing long-term, even permanent, chastity on a male-slave, providing, of course, that the chastity device was a proper fit that didn’t cut off circulation, and allowed the wearer to wash through the bars, and that the slave was in good health. More than that, several of the articles, written by both submissive men and dominant women, strongly recommended long-term confinement on the grounds that it led to a very deep, almost spiritual level of submission. Apparently the first two weeks were the hardest for the slave — when he rebelled most violently against the shock of chastity, and hungered for sexual relief every second of the day and night — but then, gradually and inexorably, his suffering led him to a new world, not of contentment exactly, but one where continual confinement and denial became extremely arousing in their own right. One Mistress compared this to breaking in a horse. Another wrote convincingly that, while the chastised slave’s arousal and desire for sex with his Mistress remained very great, his deep-rooted pleasure at being locked and denied became even greater so that his desire to remain denied surpassed his longing for sexual release. It seemed that, after only a few weeks of chastity, a dark addiction laid claim to the slave’s soul, making the bittersweet experience of being owned and denied the very centre of his sexual orientation. If Catherine had understood it correctly, the complete surrender of his manhood to his Mistress then became the slave’s greatest honour and erotic delight. 
 
    It was a tantalising thought, and Catherine wanted to try it without delay and so, the very next evening when she returned from work, she had James lift his maid’s dress so she could shrink him with the bag of ice while explaining her intentions in the clear, matter-of-fact voice she knew would fuel his arousal. 
 
    ‘I’ve been doing some research,’ she said, smiling as she locked his cage back on, thrilled by the way he shivered at the click of the lock. ‘From what I’ve read, long-term chastity carries no risk of serious damage. In fact, it appears that the longer the confinement the better, and it seems that it’s particularly effective when the wife takes a lover as the slave’s unrequited passion helps him deal with the pain of jealousy at losing his wife to a stronger and better man. It’s all very David Attenborough when you get right down to it. Apparently the slave, unable to find pleasure of his own, begins to find instead a deep and transforming contentment in his wife’s pleasure. I couldn’t get my head round that to begin with, but now I can see there’s a strange kind of sense to it. The first weeks will be very difficult for you, that’s true, but it’s only to be expected. After that, it seems you can look forward to a feeling of submission so strong and overwhelming it resembles the experience of rapture. And so, James, I’m afraid I won’t be unlocking you for quite some time.’ 
 
    ‘How long?’ he asked, a tremble in his voice. 
 
    ‘I haven’t really thought,’ she replied. ‘A month to start with, I imagine.’ 
 
    ‘A month?’ he exclaimed, horrified at the thought. 
 
    ‘Oh, I know it sounds a very long time,’ she said, enjoying his panic. ‘But you’ll get used to it, I’m sure.’ 
 
    ‘It’s too long,’ he protested. 
 
    ‘I’ll be the judge of that.’  
 
    ‘I won’t be able to stand it.’ 
 
    ‘You will if I tell you to.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine …’ 
 
    ‘Catherine?’ she said as if she’d misheard him.  
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he corrected himself. ‘But please, not a month, perhaps a few days …’ 
 
    ‘So now you’re laying down the law,’ she said, an edge of warning coming into her voice. ‘The slave’s telling his Mistress what to do, is that it?’ 
 
    ‘No, I only want to …’ 
 
    ‘You’ll keep quiet if you know what’s good for you,’ she said in a clipped and stern voice that quelled him in an instant. ‘I’ve made up my mind, James — a month it is — and there’s no going back. Try and trust me,’ she added, relenting a little. ‘If what I’ve read is true, a month in chastity may wake in you a very real sense of peace and acceptance, lead you to a place of even deeper surrender, and that can’t be bad, can it?’ 
 
    Too shocked to answer, he just stared at her in silence. 
 
    ‘Perhaps you’ll be my monk,’ she said, only half joking, ‘and truly come to worship at my feet.’  
 
    But once again he said nothing, and she saw the anger burning in his eyes. 
 
    ‘Oh, come on, James,’ she said, becoming impatient with him. ‘I know you’re brave, so be brave for me now. You may even thank me for it one day, who knows? We’ll find out when your month is up. Now pull up your panties and tights and tidy your uniform — honestly, what a sight you are. I expect my maid to be neat and tidy at all times. Go and finish cooking my meal. I’ll expect to eat in half an hour. I’ve got work to do, and I haven’t any more time to waste on a silly slave.’ 
 
    Nine days into his month of chastity, when his hunger to be released was at its greatest, an event occurred that plunged James into even greater turmoil. 
 
    Tom Shannon, the mysterious rival James regarded as his nemesis, returned from Spain, and James knew he must soon confront his worst fear, and suffer his greatest humiliation. 
 
    He was cooking Catherine’s evening meal when she received the text, giving a cry of delight when she read that Tom would be landing in an hour. 
 
    ‘Tom’s back!’ she exclaimed, kissing her startled husband on the cheek before rushing to find her coat and bag. ‘I wasn’t expecting him until the weekend. I’m going to pick him up from the airport. We’ll eat out somewhere, and then go to his flat. I’ll be late, so don’t wait up. And don’t look so sad,’ she said when she saw his distraught expression. ‘You knew this would happen, so be happy for me, say you will.’ 
 
    ‘All right,’ he said, his heart breaking. 
 
    ‘Then say it.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be happy for you.’ 
 
    ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ she said. ‘I love you for that, but try and keep busy when I’m out. Get on with some housework, it’ll be easier if you do.’ 
 
    And with that she was gone, eager to be on her way, and with her lovely hair flying, and her full pleated skirt swirling around her incomparable legs. When he heard her car start up and drive away James fell to his knees with a sob of despair, waiting for the thrill of submission to rescue him from the awful pain of losing his wife to another man. But it was over an hour later, well after he’d gone into the laundry-room to iron Catherine’s clothes, and hand-wash her underwear and delicates, that he felt the first, faint stirrings of the twisted arousal he relied on to dilute his pain, and which made his life as a slave, not only bearable, but sometimes also darkly joyous. 
 
    As he worked, he slowly began to savour the soft sway of his maid’s dress around his knees, the gentle hug of the nylons against his legs, and the feminine clip of his woman’s shoes on the stone tiles in the laundry-room. Beguiled by these sensations, and the feeling of subjugation they provoked, he began to imagine what his wife might be doing while he was trapped at home doing her laundry. He saw her running into Tom’s arms at the airport, welcoming him with a passionate kiss. Then he saw her laughing with him as they ate in a restaurant, and then he saw them making love in a wide bed, Catherine’s head thrown back in ecstasy as Tom fucked her with a vigour that caused her to cry out as if in pain. These images opened a vast ache of emptiness in his gut, and made him feel dazed and faintly nauseous, but they also woke in him a frenzy of masochistic arousal that turned his chastity cage into an instrument of the sweetest joy as well as the cruellest torment. Unable to get free, or even get hard, his desperate cock strained against his cage with a hunger that brought him a dizzying mix of pain and pleasure, joy and despair. He remained in this frenzied state for the time it took him to hand-wash Catherine’s panties, bras and hose, and hang them to dry on the overhead pulley, and then iron her skirts and blouses before taking them upstairs and putting them neatly away in her bedroom. And then, driven mad by frustration, he prowled around her bedroom searching everywhere for the key to his cage. He looked under the clothes and underwear in her drawers, and in the pockets of her blouses and jackets hanging in her wardrobe, and then he searched through her jewellery boxes as well as her handbags, looking in every little flap and compartment, but he found no sign of the key. Suddenly inspired, he looked in every pair of her shoes and boots, turning them upside down and shaking them in the hope that the little silver key would fall out into his palm. 
 
    But he didn’t find the key, and handling her clothes and shoes and leather boots only inflamed his arousal until, in a rush of madness, he pushed his face into one of her high-heeled shoes, and breathed in the intoxicating scent of shoe leather and worn nylons with all the hunger of an addict seeking a fix. His desperation rising, he ran downstairs and searched everywhere in the kitchen, and then in his old den which Catherine now used as her study — but still he found no sign of the key to the padlock. 
 
    Finally, his hope draining away, he ceased his search — the key was so tiny how could he hope to find it? — and he went to the garage where he took out his frustration by chopping logs like a crazed lumberjack. He must have made a very strange sight, wielding his long axe like a berserker while dressed in a maid’s dress and dainty woman’s shoes, but the violent exertion helped him feel better, and when he went back into the house he ate some of the meal he’d prepared for Catherine. Afterwards, he thought of having a beer or a whisky, perhaps a glass of his favourite Jameson’s whisky which Catherine had denied him for so long, but his stern wife only rarely allowed him alcohol, and only when he was in her presence. She’d forbidden him to drink on his own and, such was her sexual authority over him, he couldn’t bring himself to break her rule. He despised himself for his weakness, and for allowing himself to become so spineless and downtrodden. My God, he had every right to drink whisky. Catherine was out with another man, wasn’t she, openly shaming and cuckolding him? And who knows what friends or acquaintances might see them together, he suddenly thought, his brain reeling at this new terror? And here he was dressed in a maid’s uniform, and locked in a chastity cage without the slightest prospect of release. If anyone deserved a drink, he did, and yet he couldn’t pour himself a glass of his own whisky! He couldn’t summon the strength to stand against his absent wife! He’d become a fool, a deranged fantasist, a creature without pride or honour! He was nothing, he saw that with startling clarity — a complete non-entity! 
 
    How had he allowed this to happen? Even worse, why had he wanted it to happen, and how could he have fallen so low? And yet, even as he pondered these questions, the sly, familiar arousal once more began to swim in his blood, giving him his answer. You love it, that’s why, it told him. You can deny it all you like, but you know it’s the truth. You crave being shamed and humiliated by your lovely, faithless wife — or maybe she’s not faithless at all, maybe she’s simply found a higher faith that acknowledges her female power and supremacy. And why try to understand it? It won’t do you any good, not when you love having everything taken from you while she takes everything for her own. You even love the thought of other people witnessing Catherine with her lover, knowing another man has taken your place, and laughing at you behind your back. It crushes your pride yet it thrills and excites you like nothing else ever has, or ever will. Oh yes, it told him, you may have one foot in hell, but your other foot’s in heaven, and how many men can say that about their lives? And then his arousal asked another question of him — what do pride and status matter when you can find such joy in their destruction? Why be bound by cowardice and convention when you can fly among the stars? Why be an ordinary man in an ordinary marriage when it’s possible to be extraordinary? 
 
    But still he couldn’t accept his captivity. Raging against his chastity, he lifted the front of his dress, holding it under his chin as he tugged down his panties and hose, and set his mind to freeing himself from the hellish contraption. He pulled and tugged and prodded until he became sore, and his balls ached as if someone had kicked them, but the cage remained stubbornly in place. Cursing the careful measurements that had made the cage such a good fit — he truly did have only himself to blame — he found some massage oil and rubbed it around his balls and the base of his cock, hoping the lubrication might help him slide free, but he only succeeded in making his hands slippery and useless. Washing his hands, he went to his tool-store where the only implement he found that might help him was a hacksaw, but he quickly saw he’d be far more likely to injure himself than free his manhood. His head filling with an image of being taken away in an ambulance with a blood-soaked towel between his legs, he gave up the attempt to free himself, and went into the sitting-room where he tried to distract himself by watching television. Flicking from channel to channel he managed to pass nearly two hours, but every woman on screen made him think of sex, and imagine what his wife might be doing with her lover. Finally, he went upstairs and took a cold shower which shocked him back to some kind of sanity but, by the time he’d put on the foolish shorty pyjamas Catherine insisted he wear for bed, and lain in his cot, sex and desire had taken possession of him again. But this time, rather than fighting his arousal, he tried giving in to it instead, touching his cock as it strained against the cage, bringing himself what faint pleasure he could through the bars, looking to welcome the terrible frustration of chastity as just another part of his submission to Catherine. 
 
    Gradually, minute by minute, the desperate yearning worked its way into every part of him until it took root at his centre. Under this new spell, he began to imagine how pleasurable it might feel to experience this elusive arousal all the time, to be permanently aroused yet eternally denied. Darkly excited, but also lulled and strangely calmed by the prospect, he drifted at last into a troubled sleep. 
 
    It seemed only moments later when he was woken by the sound of his phone. Struggling to his feet, he found his phone and saw that he’d received a text from Catherine. He also saw that it was nearly one o’clock, long after she should have returned home. His heart pounding, he opened her text and read her message — I’m staying the night. Please don’t be angry. I’m so happy to be with him again. Be brave, and be happy for me. C x 
 
    Even as the terrible wave of pain and loss washed over him, his phone received another text. Seeing it was also from Catherine, he hoped it would tell him she’d changed her mind, and would be coming home after all, but it was a forlorn hope — I’ll be home early to get ready for work. Look out clean clothes for me, and make me breakfast. And wear your uniform, or else! C x 
 
    He cursed her selfishness and cruelty. How could she make light of his feelings when she must know the terrible pain her staying away overnight would cause him? Her behaviour was inexcusable, and beyond all reasonable limits. She hadn’t even offered an apology, only given him further instructions, and told him to wear his maid’s uniform in the morning! She’d gone too far this time, he told himself. Furious with her, and deeply hurt, he lay back down and drew on his anger to plan a very different morning. He’d get up at dawn, pack a suitcase, and leave. She could have her new lover and her new life, but he wouldn’t be a part of it! He would be a free man, and she could rot in hell! 
 
    He did wake at dawn, but his rage had faded and been replaced by the ache of submissive arousal he knew so well. His caged cock unable to get hard, he got out from his cot and shaved carefully before dressing in panties and slip and his best uniform, the one Eve had given him. He tied his hair back in a neat pony-tail, and clipped on his ear-rings before sitting on his cot to pull on his hose. And then, the bittersweet hollowness once more opening in his gut, he stood and put on his woman’s shoes. Before going downstairs, he went into Catherine’s bedroom and looked at his reflection in her wardrobe mirror, amazed at the feminised creature he’d become, and barely able to recognise the successful, confident man he’d once been. Thrilled by his subjugation, he curtsied into the mirror as if he was greeting his Mistress. And then he curtsied again, but this time he blushed in shame, and gave a moan of distress because this time he’d imagined curtseying to his wife’s lover. 
 
    In a trance of submission, he took an age looking through Catherine’s clothes and underwear, trying to decide what she might like to wear to work. He loved the dreamy sway of her clothes on their hangers, and the lingering scent of her perfume on her skirts and blouses put him deeper under her spell. Mostly she approved his choices, and praised his taste in her clothes, but sometimes she gave a very different response, scorning his choice, and accusing him of looking to dress her for his pleasure, and not hers. Sometimes he wondered if he preferred criticism to praise as being scolded by her gave him a particularly sharp and piercing pleasure, yet he always took her admonishments to heart, and strived to learn from his mistakes. 
 
    And so, knowing she liked to wear simple but elegant clothes to work, he decided on a charcoal pencil skirt and a dark red silk blouse, both by Jaeger, laying them on her bed along with a Charnos bra and panty set in light blue, an elegant slip, and a pair of sheer dark Wolford hose. He searched through her shoe-rack, selecting a pair of suede high heels in the same charcoal shade as her skirt, placing them neatly on the floor by the bed, ready for her to step into. Confident his choice would please Catherine, he thought the clothes looked lovely laid out on the bed, and he experienced a sweet spasm of arousal from working as her lady’s maid as well as a renewed yearning to see her again, to hear her warm, lovely voice, and gaze in wonder at her beauty. He went into the shower-room and put a clean towel on the radiator for her, and took her dirty laundry from the basket and carried it downstairs, enchanted by the softness of the garments, and by her scent on her clothes and underwear. As he descended the stairs what remained of his rage from the night before faded step by step until it vanished altogether, and the strange, narcotic delight he found in serving as his wife’s slave took possession of him once more.  
 
    In the laundry-room, sorting her dirty clothes into whites and coloureds, cottons and delicates, he felt himself stir and try to come erect, but this time he welcomed the cruel restraint of his cage, experiencing it as his Mistress’ power from afar. Maybe his wife truly was a witch, he speculated, not for the first time. Or perhaps men always tried to brand powerful, sexual women as witches or dark enchantresses in a bid to explain and denigrate the formidable power they held over them. 
 
    His trance deepening, he went to the kitchen and looked at the clock. It was coming up to seven o’clock and he began to worry that Catherine might be too late to keep to her normal schedule. She liked to arrive at work a full hour before the school-day started, and she usually left the house no later than twenty to eight, but he heard her car pull up outside just as he was putting on the coffee machine. His heart pounding, and with a strangely pleasurable anxiety in the pit of his stomach, he hurried into the hallway to welcome his Mistress home from the arms of his rival. 
 
    ‘How lovely,’ Catherine said, smiling radiantly as she strode into the hall, ‘you’re wearing your best uniform for me, and your ear-rings too. I couldn’t wish for a prettier maid or a better welcome. Thank-you, James, and well done,’ she added, kissing him on the cheek. 
 
    Shivering at her kiss, James curtsied neatly and gazed at her in helpless devotion, fearing he might faint at her feet. Her thick, auburn hair was tousled and unkempt, which was unlike her, and she wore no make-up, and yet she looked more beautiful than ever. Everything about her exuded sex and sensuality, and she couldn’t keep the knowing, slightly spoiled smile from her face. It was clear she’d had sex that morning, and who knows how many times the night before, but it wasn’t her sultry ‘guess-what-I’ve-just-been-doing’ smile that brought James the most pain, it was the look of happiness in her eyes. She didn’t just look like a woman who’d recently enjoyed love-making, she looked like a woman in love, and a new fear hit James with the force of a blow — the terrible fear that he might lose her, not just from his bed, but also from his life. 
 
    ‘I’m running late,’ she said, hurrying upstairs. ‘Come up and help me get showered and changed.’ Mesmerised by her coquettish grace, he followed her upstairs, never taking his eyes from the hem of her skirt swaying around her lovely legs. 
 
    He held the towel for her when she stepped from the shower, and she smiled at him fondly, and said, ‘Dear James, you’re a wonder.’ And when she saw her clothes and underwear laid out neatly on the bed, she said, ‘The clothes are perfect. What would I do without you?’ Thrilled by her spoiled manner, and by how easily she took his service for granted, he watched her put on her underwear and slip, and sit at her dressing-table to blow-dry her hair, and put on make-up. She smiled to see his adoring face in the mirror. 
 
    ‘You like watching me get dressed, don’t you, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.  
 
    It was true. Watching Catherine get dressed had always been one of the greatest pleasures of his life and, now he’d become her slave, it had deepened into a masochistic delight. 
 
    ‘Well, I like how much you like it,’ she said, applying her lipstick. ‘It makes me feel very special and sexy.’ 
 
    Overwhelmed by her spoiled manner, he curtsied helplessly. 
 
    ‘Oh, James,’ she said, laughing at the depth of his submission. ‘You can’t help curtseying to me, can you? Well, I’m very glad to see it. It’s an excellent habit for a maid to have, and I expect you to do it every time you come into my presence.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he meekly agreed, his cheeks flaming bright red. 
 
    Catherine was delighted by her husband’s deepening subservience. She’d worried that staying the night with Tom might be too much, and make James upset and angry, but the opposite seemed to be the case. Her flagrant selfishness seemed to have woken an even deeper surrender in him, a much greater need for her dominance and control. She told herself to learn from this, and not be afraid to push the limits of her power much further in the days and weeks ahead. 
 
    ‘Come closer,’ she said, exhilarated by her power, and looking to use it for her pleasure. 
 
    Immediately James stepped nearer to his Mistress, and she reached out and patted his bottom to reward his obedience. 
 
    ‘Lift up your dress and take down your knickers,’ she commanded him. ‘I want to see your cage again.’ 
 
    A shiver ran through him, and one of his legs began to shake as he lifted his dress, and tugged down his panties and hose. 
 
    ‘It’s been in the back of my mind all night,’ she said, smiling at the astonishing sight of his confinement. ‘A part of me couldn’t believe I’ve really done this to you. I told myself it must be a dream or a silly fantasy, but here you are, my helpless little husband locked up tight in his cage. Oh James, your cock looks so small and pretty all locked up like that, I can hardly think of you as a man any more. Well, how could I? No real man would let himself be locked up like that, would he?’ 
 
    ’N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered helplessly. 
 
    ‘Only a silly little slave would let that happen to him.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his head spinning. 
 
    ‘Is the cage very tight?’ 
 
    ‘Y-yes, Mistress, it is.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a selfish woman,’ she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief, ‘to go to my lover while you’re locked up like this, but it’s a delicious kind of cruelty, you have to say. Have you been trying to get hard all the time I’ve been with Tom?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘You poor dear, and did you try to escape from the cage?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I thought you might, but you couldn’t escape, could you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘Now I know the cage really works.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I love this,’ she said, laughing as she cupped his balls, and fondled his cage, tapping her wedding ring against the bars, a sound that echoed in his heart like a death-knell. ‘It’s so sexy for me, knowing you’re locked up while I’m free to do as I please. It makes sex with Tom all the better knowing you’re waiting at home in your cage, knowing you can’t even get hard. Doesn’t that make you happy, James, knowing that your suffering makes sex with Tom even better?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I’m so glad,’ she said, smiling at him in the mirror. ‘I want my slave to be happy.’ 
 
    ‘Please don’t leave me, Catherine,’ he suddenly pleaded, hating himself for his weakness.  
 
    ‘Oh, don’t fret, my love,’ she said gently, seeing the very real fear in his eyes. She wanted to calm his fears, but she didn’t want to loosen her hold over him. The power she wielded had become far too precious to risk losing. She loved being his Mistress, and never wanted it to end. 
 
    ’Why would I leave such a pretty and well-behaved slave?’ she continued, the tenderness in her voice laced with a teasing mischief. ‘What woman would want to lose such a loyal servant? No, James, I’m going to keep you, have no fear of that. I may not be much of a wife to you these days, but I’ll always be your Mistress, so you really mustn’t fret. You’ll cook and clean for me, wash my clothes and underwear, take care of my every need, and I’ll never let you go. Tom will be my lover, but you will be my obedient servant. In many ways we’ll be closer than ever. You’ll know all my most private and secret thoughts, and I’ll know yours. It’s what we both want, I know it is. It can’t be helped, so don’t fight it … Give in to it, my poor love … A lifetime of servitude … Give in …’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he said, his voice trembling with emotion. 
 
    ‘And I love you too,’ she said, ‘for everything you’ve given me, and especially for this,’ she added, taking hold of his cage, and caressing him gently, maddeningly, though the bars. ‘Just you wait, my love. It’s all going to happen, everything you most fear and desire. I’ll be so cruel and bossy, there’ll be no end to it, and you’ll love it so much you’ll think you’ve died and gone to heaven.’ 
 
    Inflamed by her words which seemed to him both kind and infinitely cruel, his cock swelled and pushed impotently against its prison, making Catherine laugh at his plight, and goad him further. 
 
    ‘Look at you,’ she said, still laughing as she leaned forward to kiss his cock through the bars, taunting him with the touch of her warm, lipsticked mouth, but offering him not the faintest hope of relief. ‘It’s so sweet, James, seeing you try to get hard like that,’ she added, blowing on him gently through his cage, deepening his torment. ‘It’s like watching a baby bird try to break free of its egg, but you’re not going to break free, are you? Oh no, you’re going to stay locked for as long as I say.’ 
 
    ‘Oh God,’ he groaned, drowning in the pleasure he took in her female authority. 
 
    ‘You like that, don’t you?’ she continued, her voice husky and warm. ‘You like being tormented by your cruel wife, you like being locked up and never being allowed out, you like knowing she can have sex with her handsome lover whenever she likes while you can’t even get hard? You like that more than anything in the world,’ she said, kissing him through the bars again, and blowing on his tormented flesh. ‘Say it, James. I want to hear you admit it.’ 
 
    Unable to speak, he sucked in air through his teeth and gave a groan of distress. 
 
    ‘Say it,’ she insisted. ‘I want to hear how much you like being my prisoner. Come on, now, tell the truth.’ 
 
    ‘I l-like it,’ he stammered, his poor, crushed cock pushing against the steel cage. 
 
    ‘What do you like?’ she said, very aroused by his desire for her. 
 
    ’T-to be locked up and never allowed out,’ he answered, exulting in her power. 
 
    ‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘I like it when you tell the truth, and what else do you like?’ 
 
    ‘Knowing you can have sex with your lover while I can’t get hard,’ he gasped, finding a twisted delight in confessing his deepest shame. 
 
    ‘There, it’s said,’ she whispered, kissing him on his lips to reward his confession, but also to remind him of what he was missing. ‘That feeling you have now of being completely owned and controlled by me, I want you to remember it, and be able to summon it whenever you need it. I have a feeling I’m going to be very cruel to you, and I want you to have somewhere to hide, a place in your head where you can go to shelter from my cruelty and scorn. Learn to love your cage, James, and you may learn to love my cruelty too, and I want you to keep loving me, James, I want that very much. I don’t think this will work unless you love me. Will you try to do that for me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, so deep under her spell he’d suffer for all eternity if she required it of him. 
 
    ‘Even if I’m very bad to you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, thinking he’d like nothing more. 
 
    ‘Only three weeks to go,’ she said, patting his imprisoned cock. ‘I know it seems like forever, but it’ll be over in no time, now go down and get my breakfast. Hurry up, I don’t want to be late.’ 
 
    Catherine smiled to see him pull up his panties and tights, and scurry from her presence. Going over to the bed, she put on her silk blouse, and then stepped into her skirt, turning sideways to admire her reflection in the mirror as she did up its zip. Slipping into her shoes, she looked at herself in the mirror. She’d never been a vain woman, but what she saw delighted her. She looked so elegant and assured that she gave thanks for her sexual dominance, and for the freedom and lust-for-life it gave her. 
 
    A short time later, as she drove to work, Catherine experienced a sense of wellbeing so strong it verged on delirium. She was glad she’d commandeered James’ powerful car — driving it added to her sense of female power — and she was looking forward to the day ahead. Her work was going very well, both with the handover of her current post to her successor, and the shadowing of the departing head-teacher at Ashton High where she would take over full-time after the long summer vacation. She’d miss her old job, but she was greatly looking forward to the challenge ahead. She had a mountain to climb, but she’d already taken to her new school where the senior staff, so far at least, had made her feel welcome. She didn’t take her sexual dominance into work with her — she wasn’t foolish enough to imagine her domestic authority would apply in her work-place — but the life-affirming thrill she got from dominating James, and from having a handsome, virile lover, boosted her self-esteem, and gave her the extra confidence required to take on the head-teacher’s role. 
 
    But even more than this boost to her confidence, Catherine valued the sense of rebelliousness living as a dominant woman gave her. It made her feel like an outlaw or some kind of secret agent, and the delicious secret of her clandestine sex-life burned at her core like a reactor, feeding her energy and drive, and giving her a lovely feeling of inner freedom. As head-teacher she was required to set an example to the whole school, staff and pupils alike. Whether taking morning assembly, disciplining and counselling staff, talking to parents or members of the board, she had to be strong and even-handed at every turn. She had to look the part, and fill the role convincingly every minute of the day, and there were times when she felt oppressed by the burden of propriety, of having to be scrupulously careful in everything she said and did, and so it was lovely to enjoy such wild and passionate sex with Tom while exerting her sexual dominance over her husband. Breaking all the rules made her feel like she imagined a she-wolf must feel roaming free in a vast forest, and she welcomed the thrill of the forbidden, and the antidote it provided to the respectable front she had to present at work. 
 
    And she knew the fun was only just beginning. She now understood that, even before she’d met Tom, her subconscious instincts had been preparing the ground with James in their ‘Mistress-nights’ and, now that she’d found a lover, and Tom had returned from Spain, it was time to take her husband’s submission to a whole new level. Very aroused by the prospect, she recalled how last night, in between the bouts of wonderful sex, she and Tom had talked about James, kindling their passion by planning how they might dominate him as a pair. They laughed a lot, amused but also very aroused by some of the things they planned for ‘poor James’ as they referred to him. Catherine felt a huge sense of relief at being able to share her dominant sexuality with Tom, and she was delighted by how much at ease he seemed about taking charge of James, and treating him openly as their slave. He’d had some experience of sexual domination with past girlfriends, and he told Catherine about his time with the older woman in Spain who’d enjoyed using him to humiliate her submissive husband. But, more than that, he confessed how dominating James chimed with his deeper, more romantic feelings for her. 
 
    ‘Taking charge of James isn’t just about sex,’ he said, holding her close after sex. ‘It’s more than that for me, much more. I’m falling in love with you, Catherine. I couldn’t stop thinking about you all the time I was in Madrid … There were times when I couldn’t eat or sleep for dreaming of you … Your voice, your eyes, your hair, the way your legs looked in that skirt when we stood outside the club smoking in the rain … Remembering you as a girl at school when I used to follow you up the hill from the bus station … I want us to be together, really together,’ he told her, sounding very firm and determined. ‘I won’t share you with another man not even if he’s your husband.’ 
 
    ‘I know you won’t,’ she said, moved by his passion for her. 
 
    ‘I’m going to take you from him,’ he said, slipping his hand between her legs. ’It may not be fair or kind, but that’s what I’m going to do, and if that means I have to be cruel to him then that’s what I’ll do. If he enjoys cruelty so much the better, but he needs to learn he really is your slave and no longer your husband. He needs to learn his place. That’s what matters most to me, and I’m going to make that very clear to him.’ 
 
    ‘He is my slave,’ she groaned, pushing against his hand to welcome his caresses. ‘I’ve done something to him that means he can never be my lover again.’ 
 
    ‘What have you done?’  
 
    ‘Oh, now, that’s a secret,’ she teased him. 
 
    ‘Tell me.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do better than that, I’ll show you.’ 
 
    ‘When?’ 
 
    ‘Soon,’ she said. ‘When I think he’s ready, I’ll invite you to the house and he’ll see how we are together. I’ll make him wear his silly uniform.’ 
 
    ‘His maid’s uniform?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, the one I told you about. It’s lovely how weak and helpless he looks in it. He’ll curtsey to you, and call you Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Will he really do that?’ 
 
    ‘He’d better, unless he wants to be in trouble.’ 
 
    ‘And then will you show me what you’ve done to him?’ 
 
    ‘I might,’ she said to tease him. 
 
    ‘Do it tomorrow,’ he said, wanting to assert his primacy as quickly as possible. 
 
    ‘Soon, my love, but not tomorrow. He’s not ready.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t wait, Catherine, I’m warning you.’ 
 
    ’Just a few days more,’ she said, aroused by his impatience, ‘and then we can do all the things we’ve talked about, every last one of them.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t be kind to him.’ 
 
    ‘I know you won’t, and neither will I.’ 
 
    ‘He needs to learn his place.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, he’ll learn, don’t worry.’ 
 
    ‘God, you make me crazy.’ 
 
    ‘That’s the general idea,’ she said, smiling wantonly as she pulled him on top of her, and took him deep inside. 
 
    Parking in her space at school, Catherine closed her eyes and savoured the memories of the night before. Tom’s passion had been fierce and never-ending, and she longed to experience it again. She hadn’t planned on seeing him today, but she knew now she’d have to see him that night, go to him as her lover, and stay the night with him again. How could she stop herself, it had been so lovely to wake in his arms? Staying the night again would be very hard on James, she knew that, but he’d just have to suffer it. After all, what could he expect? He was her slave, wasn’t he? She felt a momentary stab of pity for her husband, but then she told herself how lucky he was. Her feelings for Tom had grown very strong and she understood with sudden clarity that, had she been a conventional wife in a normal marriage, she’d have to leave James for Tom but, given their arrangement to live as Mistress and slave, there was no need to leave her husband as she could be with Tom as often as she liked. If James had any sense, he’d welcome the arrangement, and be thankful she’d found a way to keep him in her life if only as her slave. She hoped that his chastity would deepen her hold over him, and help him accept his subjugation without any displays of prideful anger. It would be easier for him if he didn’t put up a fight. She knew treating her husband like this broke many of society’s most sacred rules, and yet her new relationship with James didn’t strike her as at all strange. On the contrary, it seemed entirely sensible and practical, particularly in the way it let her live honestly according to her sexual nature, and avoid the worst kinds of jealousy and rage that normally beset a marriage when one partner takes a lover. As Catherine went into Ashton High, and climbed the stairs to her spacious head-teacher’s office, she gave thanks that her life seemed set on such a positive and exciting course. 
 
    But James, by contrast, found little to look forward to in the day ahead. He’d changed out of his uniform as soon as Catherine had driven away, but dressing in his man’s clothes gave him back neither his pride nor his dignity. Wearing Catherine’s panties under his trousers acted as a continual reminder of his submission, and the grip of his cage reinforced Catherine’s authority in a way that aroused and tormented him without cease. He looked to distract himself by doing some housework and then, when that didn’t work, he went into town and walked along by the river before going into the main shopping streets, hoping to lose himself amidst the milling crowds, but his submissive fever, his hunger to abase himself further in some way he could neither identify nor explain, only grew stronger. He went into a hardware shop, drawn by its window display of domestic cleaning equipment, and bought a new mop for the kitchen-floor, a filter for the vacuum cleaner, and a packet of dust-cloths to polish the furniture, taking a twisted joy in purchasing such essentials of his menial new life as a housemaid. This small act appeased the demon inside him, but only for a short time. Soon the ache of frustration returned with renewed strength, sending him home where he changed into his running gear, and ran out of the house. 
 
     In an attempt to rid himself of desire, he ran as far and as fast as he could until he stopped to rest on a park-bench, sucking in great lungfuls of air, but the insatiable yearning still nagged at him, forcing him back to his feet, and making him run all the way home without stopping for a break. 
 
    Having pushed himself well beyond the limits of his stamina, he collapsed onto the couch and lay in an exhausted heap, at first fearing he was on the verge of a heart-attack and then, when he’d recovered his breath, drifting into a stupefied doze. When he woke he felt almost normal, and his appetite had returned so he went into the kitchen and made a bacon and mushroom omelette, washing it down with a glass of milk. Then he prepared a bolognese sauce for Catherine’s evening meal, putting on some music and singing along to his favourite reggae band Toots and The Maytals, before going upstairs for a shower. 
 
    No longer permitted to use the master bedroom’s ensuite shower-room which was now reserved solely for Catherine, he used the bathroom off the upstairs hallway. Still blessedly free of arousal, he took a long, hot shower, soaping himself through the bars of his cage, very glad the device allowed him to wash but as he dried himself he looked at the time and saw it was well after four o-clock — time to put on his uniform in readiness for Catherine’s return from work. The thought of his demeaning transformation brought an immediate end to the hard-won peace he’d earned through exercise and sleep. Pulling Catherine’s knickers over his imprisoned manhood, and then sitting on his cot to pull on his hose was bad enough, but it was taking his light grey housekeeping dress from his wardrobe that pushed him into the quicksand again. 
 
    Putting on the dress and doing up the row of buttons that ran up its middle, James sank into an abyss of submission. Glancing in the mirror, he saw the frock’s pretty white trims at its quarter length sleeves, and at its collar which made the dress look excessively neat and feminine and, when he tied the broderie anglaise apron around his waist, and stepped into his black court shoes, his surrender was complete. He made himself confront his shameful reflection in the mirror, tugging the dress into place before brushing his hair into a neat pony-tail and clipping on his ear-rings, not so much for their appearance, but more for the way they nipped his ear-lobes — a discomfort he’d grown to enjoy. He thought this plainer housecoat style of uniform emphasised the menial side of his duties as Catherine’s maid, and he liked it for that. Smoothing the dress over his tummy, he turned sideways to admire his figure in the way he’d seen Catherine do countless times and, to his despair but also to his delight, he thought he looked very neat and smart in his maid’s frock. Adjusting the bow of his apron, he felt both deeply ashamed and yet proud to serve such was the confounding and contradictory nature of sadomasochism which often made him experience diametrically opposed emotions at the same moment in time. Unable to stop himself, he curtsied into the mirror, giving a whimper of desire as the dam burst inside him, and the slow stream of submissive arousal turned to a flood. 
 
    When Catherine arrived home he hurried to greet her, curtseying dutifully before taking her coat and hanging it in the cloak-room. Tired-out and moody, she went straight into the sitting-room, and collapsed into an armchair. 
 
    ‘It’s been a long day,’ she said, shucking off her high heeled shoes. ‘Come and give my feet a rub.’ 
 
    James gladly knelt at her feet and, first one then the other, massaged her pretty nylon-clad feet with all his pent-up desire. 
 
    ‘That’s heavenly,’ she murmured, soothed by his skilful fingers. ‘You’re getting very good at this.’ 
 
    She luxuriated like this for several minutes, before telling him her plans for the evening. 
 
    ‘You can stop now, James,’ she said, tucking her legs under her, and snuggling like a cat into the depths of the armchair. ‘I’m going to have a snooze. Wake me in half an hour. I’ll have my meal, and then you can help me get ready to go out.’ 
 
    ‘You’re going out?’ he said, his stomach turning over. After staying away the night before, he expected her to spend the evening at home with him. 
 
    ‘Didn’t I say?’ she said sleepily. ‘I’m seeing Tom again. He’s meeting some of his friends for a drink, and he wants me to go with him … I think it’s lovely that he wants me to meet his friends … We’ll be like a proper couple … It’s just for a drink in a pub so I won’t need to get dressed up … Jeans will do, perhaps with my black cashmere top … I’ll be staying the night again so don’t wait up … By the way, James,’ she added, on the brink of sleep, ‘you look very smart in your grey dress … Just like a real maid … I’m very pleased with you … So very pleased …’ 
 
    And then she fell asleep, leaving James to gaze on her sleeping form, his heart riven by love and pain. She looked so slender and innocent he couldn’t believe how cruelly dominant she’d become, how spoiled and self-centred, and yet he loved her for it. It hurt him terribly to hear she was going to her lover again, meeting his friends as if she was his girlfriend, and then staying the night, but his heart leapt with joy and excitement as he went to prepare her meal, such was the depth of the masochistic delight he took in serving as her slave. 
 
    Catherine woke in a much improved mood and ate her meal with a hearty appetite. As had become their habit, James no longer ate with her — that was much too great an honour for a humble maid — but Catherine reminded him to eat something once she’d gone out. ‘You need to keep your strength up,’ she said. ‘You have a lot to deal with in the days ahead, and we don’t want you fading away, do we?’  
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he replied with a neat curtsey, dreading what the days ahead might hold for him. 
 
    She said little else as she ate, taking James’ silent, attentive service utterly for granted in the way he’d come to love. Later, after her shower, she had him rub and pat her dry with a luxuriously soft bath-towel. Smiling at him as he dried her, she flicked a foot at her discarded panties lying on the shower-room floor, saying, ‘There are your panties for tomorrow, James. Aren’t you a lucky slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his heart skipping a beat. 
 
    ‘So what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress.’ 
 
     Still smiling, she gazed into the mirror above the sink, and began to apply face-cream with a rapid, circular movement of her fingers. 
 
    ‘I know this is very hard on you,’ she said, glancing at him in the mirror. ‘Me going out with Tom again, but I want you to get used to it, even welcome it if you can.’ 
 
    ‘I miss you,’ you said, dreading her departure.  
 
    ‘I know you do,’ she said, ‘but try to enjoy missing me in the same way you enjoy being locked in your cage, or being made to wear your uniform. Everything’s different now, you need to accept that. Here,’ she said, swaying her lovely bottom insolently from side to side, ‘you can kiss my bum if you like.’ 
 
    Immediately James fell to his knees, and lavished adoring kisses on her glorious bottom. 
 
    ‘You’ll feel better now,’ she said through laughter. ‘On your knees kissing my bum.’ 
 
    Bewitched, he pushed his tongue tentatively between her buttocks. He’d never kissed her like this before, but her high-and-mighty manner made him long to show her the deepest obeisance. 
 
    ‘Oh dear, you have got it bad, haven’t you?’ she said, continuing to sway her heavenly bottom. ‘On you go then, if it’s what you want.’ 
 
    She leaned forward a little, pushing out her bottom to make it easier for him.  
 
    ‘I’ve washed, I’m clean,’ she urged him, suddenly very aroused. ‘Do it, don’t be frightened … All the way in … ’ 
 
    Overwhelmed, he pushed his tongue between her buttocks, kissing and licking hungrily, tasting soap and, under that, a deeper, saltier musk that thrilled him to his core. Inflamed by her long groan of arousal, and by the way she pushed back so eagerly against his mouth, he ran his tongue down to her lovely cunt and then back up to her bottom, repeating the move again and again, his kisses growing deeper and more ardent until he felt her shudder, and heard her cry out with the joy of orgasm.  
 
    ‘What’s happening to me?’ she said, her face flushed with delight as she turned and smiled down at him. ‘I think about sex all the time, even at work when I’m supposed to be running a school. I’m turning into an addict, and it’s all your fault for leading me astray, and giving in to me the way you do. All this power’s gone to my head, made me believe I can have anything I want. It’s such a strong feeling, you’ve no idea. Sometimes it frightens me, but there’s no going back. I couldn’t change even if I wanted to. This is how we are now,’ she said, stroking his head fondly. ‘Now, go through to the bedroom and look out my undies, the prettiest you can find.’ 
 
    He chose a black lace bra with matching panties, and knelt to help her into the panties while she put on her bra. Then she slipped into a lacy camisole with her black cashmere jersey on top.  
 
    ‘My jeans,’ she commanded him. ‘My new ones.’ 
 
    He fetched her jeans and watched in wonder as she pulled them on, tucking in her vest, and doing up the zip. No-one looked as good in jeans as Catherine, and the tight J Brand jeans made the most of her lovely figure. She might only be going for a casual drink, but she looked as good in her jeans and cashmere top as she did in any of her dresses and skirts. 
 
    Once again James experienced the stinging pain of loss and jealousy, tormented by the knowledge that his lovely wife was making herself ready for another man. 
 
    ‘My boots,’ she said. ‘My black pair.’ 
 
    He fetched her knee-length black boots, kneeling to help her into them and fitting them carefully around her jeans, mesmerised by the sensual rasp of their zips as he did them up. 
 
    ‘Very good, James,’ she said briskly, sitting at her dressing-table to do her hair and make-up. ‘Now, tell me, have you some housework to be getting on with while I’m out?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘No ironing or laundry?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘What about the polishing and hoovering?’ 
 
    ‘I did those this morning.’ 
 
    ‘The whole house?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘My, my, you have been busy, but we’d better think of something to keep you occupied,’ she said, applying mascara with deft little flicks of the brush. ‘Otherwise you’ll get yourself into a terrible state, if I know you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, bewitched by her imperious manner. 
 
    ‘But I wonder what?’ she said idly, putting down her mascara brush, and unscrewing the top of a lipstick. ‘I know,’ she announced with sudden energy. ‘You can take all your belongings out of my bedroom, all your clothes and shoes and books. I’ve been meaning to have you do that for ages. After all, it’s my room now, not yours. Take everything up to the attic,’ she added in between applying lipstick. ‘Don’t put them in your little box-room, that’s just for your dresses and undies. It’s your maid’s room, I don’t want any of your man’s clothes in there. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, insanely aroused by the prospect of removing all trace of himself from the master bedroom, and further reducing his status in the household. 
 
    ‘Be happy in your work,’ she said. ‘Try to enjoy getting rid of all your things, and making the room just as I want it. I know you’ll enjoy it if you try, just as you enjoy wearing your little cage under your uniform, and you do enjoy that, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, flushing red as another spasm of arousal coursed through his veins. 
 
    ‘Change the sheets while you’re at it, and listen to music while you’re working,’ she said, suddenly leaping to her feet, and going to the music player where she selected a playlist, but didn’t set it to play. ‘There, I’ve chosen your music for you. Don’t put it on until you start clearing out your things, but listen to it all the time you’re working. It’ll put you in the right frame of mind. It may even make you want to dance while you work. Isn’t that a lovely thought, a happy little maid dancing in her pretty dress while she goes about her duties? Well, isn’t it a lovely thought?’ she asked again when he didn’t reply. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, twisted arousal mingling with a queasy self-disgust. 
 
    ‘Then be sure and dance,’ she commanded him. ‘Promise me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise,’ he vowed helplessly. 
 
    ‘Good girl,’ she said, laughing as she put on her short leather jacket. ‘Well, how do I look?’ 
 
    ‘You look lovely,’ he said, his voice catching with emotion. 
 
    ‘And so do you,’ she said, kissing him lightly, letting him taste her lipstick and smell her scent. ‘As pretty as a picture. Now, come downstairs, and see me out.’ 
 
    When she reached the front-door, she turned to face him and said, ‘Well, then, aren’t you going to see me out properly?’ 
 
    Immediately he fell to his knees and commenced kissing and licking her black leather boots. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it,’ she said, gazing down at her obedient husband. ‘I’ll be sure to tell Tom how well-behaved you’ve been. He’ll like to hear that. I’ll tell him how pretty you look in your uniform, and how you cooked me a lovely meal. I’ll even tell him how sweetly you kissed my bottom. He won’t mind, you know. We’re very close, and we talk about everything. He knows you don’t fuck me any more but we’ve agreed you can worship me with your tongue. After all, a slave should worship his Mistress, don’t you agree?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, pressing a flame-red cheek against her tyrannous boot. 
 
    ‘And I’ll tell him you looked out my undies for me,’ she taunted him. ‘Such pretty undies … He’ll be very grateful to you for that, and you want Mr Shannon to think well of you, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped from a place beyond reason. 
 
    ‘I’m going now, James,’ she said, aroused by his whimper of defeat. ‘I’ll be back in the morning to get ready for work. You’ll help me get dressed, and serve me breakfast just as you did this morning. I find that a very convenient arrangement. And you’ll wear your uniform again. I like to see you in your dress and apron.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, lost in a fever of submission. 
 
    ‘Then everything’s as it should be,’ she declared with satisfaction. ‘Work hard, and I’ll see you in the morning.’ 
 
    And with that she turned and strode through the front-door, calling to him over her shoulder, ‘And be sure to dance to the music.’ 
 
    His brain reeling, James remained on his knees for several minutes after her car had driven away. When he finally got to his feet he stumbled into the kitchen and drank a glass of water to clear his head, but he only felt worse. Dizzy, and faintly nauseous, he felt a sudden need to pee that sent him rushing to the bathroom where he lifted his dress and took down his panties and hose before sitting to pee. Positioning his cage, he sighed in relief as he peed through the enclosing bars, but a little pee always got on the bars, and he tore off a strip of toilet paper and wiped his cage clean. He stood to re-arrange his underwear and dress, and then went to the sink where he washed his hands before splashing handfuls of cold water against his face. His head cleared a little, and his breathing steadied, but then his heart started to beat much too rapidly, missing a beat every now and then in a way that alarmed him. He went into the sitting-room and lay down on the couch. After a while his heart slowed and, greatly to his relief, a pleasant lassitude swept through him, and he fell into an exhausted sleep.  
 
    When he woke over an hour had passed and he felt much better. He wasn’t hungry but, wanting to keep up his strength, he went into the kitchen and heated up the bolognese sauce. Serving it on a slice of bread, he stood at the breakfast bar to eat. He could have sat at table — Catherine had no objection to him eating there after she’d finished her meal and gone through to her study or the sitting-room — but he felt very weak and submissive, and wanted to deepen his feelings of subjugation by eating like a servant. As he ate, he rejoiced in the tightness of his shoes and chastity cage, and in the silken trap of his underwear and maid’s dress. He tried to think of the house as his, and tell himself he was its joint owner along with Catherine, that he was still her husband despite his ridiculous transformation, but none of that made sense any more. Nothing felt like it belonged to him, everything was hers. He was her slave and she was his Mistress, and her supremacy was beyond dispute. 
 
    Fortified by his meal, he went upstairs to clear his possessions from the bedroom as Catherine had commanded. He’d already taken a box of his shoes and trainers up to the attic when he remembered Catherine’s instruction to put on the playlist. He saw that the list was titled ‘Girl Pop’ and he immediately knew what to expect. Catherine listened to these songs whenever she felt light-hearted and playful, turning them up loud, and dancing round the bedroom with her dress flaring out prettily around her lovely legs. With a sweet anxiety gnawing in his gut, he pressed play, shivering in arousal when Sandie Shaw’s wonderfully catchy and irresistibly feminine ‘Monsieur Dupont’ began to play. The saccharine-sweet song taunted him as he worked, deepening his shame by reminding him of his lost masculinity, and yet he thrilled to the song, and when Lynsey De Paul’s ‘Sugar Me’ began it sent him dancing round the room, loving the sway of his dress, and the shaming glimpses he caught of himself in the wardrobe mirror. He found the flashes of his lacy slip both thrilling and deeply, endlessly humiliating, and a part of him wondered at Catherine’s prescience, at the way she seemed to know what would put him most powerfully under her spell. But the spell was just beginning to weave its magic for ‘Lost in France’ by Bonnie Tyler began to play, followed in quick succession by ’Hurt So Good’ by Susan Cadogan, ‘9 to 5’ and ‘Jolene’ by Dolly Parton, ‘Uptown Top Ranking’ by Althea and Donna, ‘The Summer Wind’ by Madeleine Peyroux, ’Your Love Is King’ by Sade, ‘Lonely Girls’ by Lucinda Williams and two more wonderful Sandie Shaw songs, ‘Long Live Love’ and ‘There’s Always Something There To Remind Me.’ The stream of fantastic pop music drowned James in its feminine charm, and made it almost impossible for him to concentrate on his work.  
 
    He had to turn the music down before he could get back to his chores, but The Supremes’ ‘Where Did Our Love Go’ and Patti Labelle’s ‘Lady Marmalade’ continued to taunt him as he carried the last of his possessions upstairs, removing all trace of his masculine self from his Mistress’ boudoir. Once that was done he vacuumed, and then made up the bed with clean linen sheets, recalling all the nights he’d slept in the wide bed as Catherine’s husband and lover. Were those days really over? Would he never again be the principal man in her life? The prospect distressed him greatly and yet, instead of raging at his loss, he accepted his reduced status, and felt almost grateful to his chastity cage for the way it provided a permanent reminder of his surrender, and made his new life as a woman’s slave seem inescapable, almost inevitable. He recalled Catherine talking of how long-term chastity might induce a rapture of submission, and he wondered if this feeling of acceptance was proving her right. He gave a shiver of alarm for he’d felt a hidden part of him exult, and give welcome to the coming rapture, and the complete and final submission it would bring with it. 
 
    Possessed by an over-zealous desire to please his wife, he tidied the bottles of scent and hairbrushes on her dressing-table into neat rows, and then walked slowly around the bedroom, taking a masochistic delight in the absence of his possessions, in the fact that the room was now Catherine’s room, and hers alone. Looking to deepen his feelings of inferiority and servitude, he opened her wardrobe, and looked through the rack of clothes, trying to decide what she might like to wear for work in the morning. Finally, he selected a black Reiss wool-blend skirt suit and a white silk blouse, and laid them carefully on the freshly made-up bed. Then he went to her underwear drawer where, with trembling hands, he selected a powder pink embroidered lace cup bra and matching panties, and a pair of dusky black hose as well as the black Gilda & Pearl lace slip he’d given her that Christmas, and laid them on the bed next to her elegant skirt suit. Then he took his time searching her shoe rack, finally settling on a pair of Michael Kors black pumps with two inch heels, and putting them by the bed. The clothes and shoes seemed to summon her presence and, experiencing a surge of submissive arousal, he curtsied to her clothes as if she really was in the room. But that still wasn’t enough and, overwhelmed by the exquisite drowning sensation that he’d come to crave, he knelt by the bed as if he was about to say his prayers and kissed the hem of her skirt, and then the delicate lace hem of her slip and the soft nylon of her hose before bowing his head to lavish adoring kisses on the toe of each of her high-heeled shoes. 
 
    Later that night, lying in his cot, he recalled dancing to the pop songs Catherine had chosen for him, and once more he marvelled at her cunning for she’d clearly understood how much the exuberantly feminine songs would deepen his acceptance of chastity and feminisation, and Lucinda Williams’ ‘Lonely Girls’ played again in his head, seducing him anew, and ushering him softly and sweetly into the arms of sleep. 
 
    In the morning he rose early, dressed in his uniform, and went downstairs to put on the coffee and prepare Catherine’s breakfast. This time she returned just before seven o’clock, but she was hungover, and short with him. 
 
    ‘I don’t feel like talking,’ she snapped at him. ‘Black coffee and orange juice, and don’t be slow.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, curtseying neatly, and pouring coffee for her. 
 
    A hot shower improved her mood and once more she approved his choice of clothes. 
 
    ‘They’ll do nicely,’ she said, putting on her underwear and slip before sitting on the bed to put on her hose. ‘And the bedroom’s much nicer without all your books and clothes. Well done, James.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he replied, very glad he’d pleased her. 
 
    Utterly captivated, James waited dutifully by the dressing-table, watching Catherine do her hair, and apply her make-up. 
 
    ‘Did you listen to the music I chose for you?’ she asked him idly. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And did you dance while you worked?’ she asked, a knowing mischief dancing in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, longing to throw himself at her feet. 
 
    ‘In your pretty uniform?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘So you had an enjoyable evening?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I had an enjoyable evening too,’ she said, brushing out her shining hair. ‘Tom’s friends were very good company, although I had a little too much to drink, but you have to kick off the traces now and then, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, knowing he’d lost that freedom. 
 
    ‘Did you miss me?’ she asked, her tone a little more pointed. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. ‘Very much.’ 
 
    ‘Tom and I talked about that last night when we got back from the pub.’ 
 
    ‘About me?’ he said, unable to hide his surprise. 
 
    ‘Yes, you,’ she said, peering into the mirror as she applied mascara. ‘We do talk of you sometimes, you know. Not often, but sometimes.’ 
 
    ‘Wh-what did you talk about?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, this and that,’ she said, amused by his need to know. ‘Mostly, we worried that we’re leaving you too much on your own, and that your life as my servant must be very dull and lonely. Do you think that’s true, James? Has your life become dull and lonely?’ 
 
    Struggling to order his thoughts, James answered as honestly as he could.  
 
    ‘It’s too strange and new to be dull, but I am lonely sometimes.’ 
 
    ‘When are you most lonely?’ 
 
    ‘When you’re at work isn’t so bad because I know you’ll be home at the end of the day, and I enjoy cooking for you and making everything ready for you when you get home, but I hate it when you go out at night.’ 
 
    ‘When I stay the night with Tom?’ 
 
    ‘I hate that. I miss you, and worry about you, and I become frightened?’ 
 
    ‘Frightened?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What is it that frightens you?’ 
 
    ‘The thought of losing you,’ he said, tears misting his eyes. ‘I love you, and I couldn’t bear to lose you.’ 
 
    ‘Dear James,’ she said softly, moved by his tears, and patting her knees. ‘Come here and let me hold you.’ 
 
    Immediately he sank to his knees, and laid his head gratefully in her lap where the lace hem of her slip stretched gloriously across her thighs. 
 
    ‘I know you’re afraid of losing me,’ she said, running her fingers gently through his hair. ‘That’s why Tom and I made some new plans last night, plans that will make you feel safe and loved.’ 
 
    ‘What plans?’ he said, a new disquiet stirring in his gut. 
 
    ‘You’re going to meet Tom at long last,’ she said. ‘I’ve invited him to the house on Saturday evening, and he’s agreed to come. Isn’t that wonderful?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he answered, overwhelmed by fear and distress. 
 
    ‘Oh, come on,’ she said. ‘I’ve teased you about it often enough, you knew it had to happen sooner or later, and now’s the time, that’s all.’ 
 
    ’No, Catherine, please,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘You’ll keep quiet and do as you’re told,’ she said, her voice turning stern.  
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he said, trembling as he spoke. ‘Do what you like, go out every night, I won’t care, just don’t bring him to the house. Don’t let him see me in my uniform. Please, I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, he knows perfectly well you dress as my maid, so what difference will it make if he sees you in your uniform or not? He’s a grown man, not some shrinking violet.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t want him to see me like this, please, Mistress, I don’t.’  
 
    ‘I’m not sure I believe you,’ she said, aroused by his panic. ‘I think it’s exactly what you want, you just can’t admit it, that’s all.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t want it,’ he insisted.  
 
    It was a lie, he knew, for deep in his slavish heart he longed to be humiliated by his successful rival in front of the woman he loved, but Catherine’s news had surprised him and, in that moment, fear and dread far outweighed his twisted longing. 
 
    ‘It doesn’t matter what you want, it’s what Tom and I want that counts,’ she said, putting her foot down. ‘And besides, Tom doesn’t care in the slightest what you wear or how you look as long as you remember your place. He knows how this kind of sex works and so he’ll treat you as his servant and be very dominant with you, but that doesn’t mean he’s evil or cruel, it just means he understands, that’s all. I’ve told him what you’re like, and he’s happy that you’re submissive because it means he can be with me without any fuss or unpleasantness, and have me for himself. And I want that too, James, I won’t lie to you. I want him to have me. I want to be his woman, not yours.’ 
 
    ‘It’s too much, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘Of course it’s too much,’ she answered firmly, ‘but only to begin with. You’ll soon get used to it, and find your place as our slave. Just think, you’ll have a Master as well as a Mistress. You’ll serve as our maid, you’ll see us laughing and kissing, if you’re lucky you may even see us have sex. Think of that, James, watching me with my strong and handsome lover. Maybe we’ll have you kneel by the bed while we fuck, or stand in the corner so you can hear but not see us. Tom and I have talked about such things, you know, all the ways we can rule over you, and tease and torment you as our slave. Yes, it’s too much, but only in a wonderful, sexy way. All you have to do is be true to yourself, and not pretend to be someone you’re not. Let your pride go. You can have everything then, James, everything you’ve ever wanted.’ 
 
    ‘I’m frightened, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘Then enjoy the fear.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t have any choice in the matter,’ she said, determined to keep him under. 
 
    ‘Help me,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘I am helping you,’ she said. ‘You just can’t see that yet.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll die,’ he said. ‘I won’t be able to go on living, not like this.’ 
 
    ‘Of course you won’t die,’ she said, losing patience with him, and standing to put on her skirt suit and shoes. ‘I’m warning you, James, you’d better buck up your ideas or I’ll get cross with you. I’ll send you for the crop, and really give you something to cry about. Have I made myself clear?’ 
 
    ’Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, struggling to hold back tears. 
 
    ‘Today’s Thursday,’ she said, checking her reflection in the mirror. ‘That gives you three whole days to get ready for Tom’s visit on Saturday evening. That’s more than enough time, and I won’t hear another word about it. You’ll take Eve’s mother shopping today as usual, and then take her for lunch. When you’re shopping, buy the ingredients for Saturday night’s meal. Cook something special for Tom, something that will make him feel welcome.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly defeated. 
 
    ‘Then there’s no more to talk about,’ she said. ‘Come downstairs and see me out.’ 
 
    Later that morning, when James drove Lilian to the supermarket, he couldn’t summon his usual good humour, and she was quick to notice its absence. 
 
    ‘What’s the matter?’ she asked him. ‘You look like your dog’s been run over.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t sleep well,’ he replied. ‘I’m tired.’ 
 
    ‘How can you be tired?’ she said. ‘You never do anything except laze around the house all day.’ 
 
    ‘Whatever you say, Lilian.’ 
 
    ‘You should have taken that job.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but I didn’t.’ 
 
    Lilian said no more, surprised by his sullen mood. She’d grown used to his good humour and teasing comments, and she missed them. 
 
    Once they’d done their shopping, and were sitting down to a bar lunch, Lilian made an effort to lift his spirits. 
 
    ‘Cheer up,’ she said. ‘I have some good news for you.’ 
 
    ‘What is it?’ he said. 
 
    ‘Eve’s asked me to move down to Cornwall so I can live near to her. She’s found a house for me. If I agree, you’ll be shot of me, and you won’t have to take me shopping any more or fix my internet, or listen to my complaints.’ 
 
    ‘Knowing my luck, it won’t work out and I’ll be stuck with you.’ 
 
    Lilian laughed, glad be was back to something like normal. 
 
    ‘Look,’ she said, showing him a photograph on her phone. ’Here’s the house she wants me to buy.’ 
 
    James took the phone, and scrolled through the photographs and details of the property. It was a pleasant two bedroom cottage in a pretty village with a shop and two pubs and a small supermarket as well as a regular bus service to the much larger town nearby. Only eleven miles from Eve’s restaurant and chalets, James thought it would suit Lilian very well. It even had a small garden running down to a narrow river. 
 
    ‘Well?’ she said. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    ‘It’s lovely,’ he said. ‘But I’m not sure about the river.’ 
 
    ‘What’s wrong with the river?’ 
 
    ‘There’s something in the back of my mind about witches and running water.’ 
 
    ‘You’re thinking of vampires,’ she said, her sharp eyes glinting with humour. 
 
    ‘Possibly,’ he said, ‘but I think it applies to witches as well.’ 
 
    ‘I said I’d let Eve know my decision within a fortnight. What do you think I should do?’ 
 
    ‘I think you should buy it.’ 
 
    ‘You just want rid of me.’ 
 
    ‘True.’ 
 
    ‘Wouldn’t you miss me if I moved away?’ 
 
    ‘Honestly?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    ‘I’d miss you, Lilian, you know I would.’ 
 
    ‘I’d miss you too,’ she said, moved in a way that took her by surprise. ‘Not for long of course,’ she added, remembering herself. ‘Maybe a day or two.’ 
 
    ‘At the most.’ 
 
    ‘At the very most.’ 
 
    ‘You’d soon get over it,’ he said, smiling at her. 
 
    ‘I would,’ she said, smiling back at this strange, lonely man who had become her friend. 
 
      
 
    JAMES FELT better after being with Lilian, more like a normal human being but, as soon as he’d taken her home, his dread of Saturday night returned with renewed force. The image of Catherine’s lover coming to the house invaded his mind, and made him weak and feverish. He tried to distract himself by doing housework for the rest of the afternoon and then at five o’clock, when he was changing into his maid’s uniform, he made up his mind to talk to Catherine again, and find a way to make her change her mind about Tom’s visit. Bringing her lover to the house was a step too far, and he had to find a way to make her listen. 
 
    But that evening Catherine wasn’t in any mood to listen. Various problems at work took up her thoughts and she talked about them to James, using him as a sounding-board, but not expecting him to answer. As she ate her meal she read her phone messages, and sent texts, and paid scant attention to her anxious, attentive maid. And then, when she’d taken her glass of wine through to the sitting-room, she ordered James to lie down at her feet where she used him as her foot-stool while she watched the Channel Four news. It was only when the programme was over that she switched off the television, and turned her attention to the slave at her feet. 
 
    ‘How was Lilian?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘Well,’ he answered. 
 
    ‘Eve wants her to move down to Cornwall.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Lilian talked about it.’ 
 
    ‘Will she agree to go?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, she’s thinking about it.’ 
 
    ‘I hope she goes. Eve worries about her being so far away.’ 
 
    ‘She manages well enough on her own.’ 
 
    ‘For now, yes, but she’s not getting any younger.’ 
 
    After a few moments silence, Catherine went on. 
 
    ‘What about you? Did you get the shopping done?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he answered. 
 
    ‘Yes, who?’ she said, giving him a good-natured little kick. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said. 
 
    ‘And did you get something for my meal with Tom on Saturday night?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, steeling himself. 
 
    ‘No?’ she said, sounding surprised. ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘I c-couldn’t think of what to cook,’ he stammered weakly, before saying, ‘I want to talk to you about Saturday.’ 
 
    ‘Do you indeed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I do.’ 
 
    ‘What’s there to talk about?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been thinking about it all day,’ he began nervously, staring up at the sleek pillars of her nylon-clad legs, and at her stern face gazing down at him with such icy authority. ‘I’m sorry,’ he made himself continue, ‘but I can’t do it, Catherine, it’s more than I can bear.’ 
 
    ‘What did you say?’ 
 
    ‘I want you to stop him from coming to the house, I don’t want to meet him, I don’t want …’ 
 
    ‘Are you really doing this?’ she interrupted him, her temper rising. 
 
    ‘Please, listen … I know you’ll understand if you listen …’ 
 
    ‘I have listened, and I do understand,’ she said in her sternest voice. ‘I’ve heard that you’re weak and a coward, and I understand that you wish to disobey me.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not like that.’ 
 
    ‘That’s exactly what it’s like.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine …’ 
 
    ‘I’ve heard quite enough,’ she said, getting to her feet and towering above him. ‘I won’t put up with this a moment longer. Go to the laundry-room and fetch the crop.’ 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ he pleaded, shocked by her response. This wasn’t the kind, thoughtful woman he’d married. It couldn’t be. This was another creature entirely, a devil, a fiend, a tormentor of souls. 
 
    ‘The crop, James, this minute!’ she commanded him. 
 
    ‘You can’t do this.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you dare tell me what I can or can’t do!’ 
 
    ‘Please …’ 
 
    ‘This minute!’ she shouted with a ferocity that caused James to scramble to his feet, and hurry from the room. 
 
    Once out of her presence, James told himself to calm down and refuse her command to fetch the crop — after all he was an intelligent man in a free world — but why then was he passing through the kitchen on his way to the laundry-room? ‘Don’t be a fool,’ he told himself, ‘you can’t do this,’ and yet here he was in the laundry room, staring up at the riding-crop where it hung on the wall like some pagan artefact. ‘Leave it where it is,’ he urged himself even as he reached up and took the slim brown crop from the wall. On his way back to his formidable wife, his brain rebelled at his servile compliance, and a terrible anxiety caused every nerve in his body to jangle and quake, and yet he hurried without pause into the sitting-room where he curtsied to his Mistress, and meekly handed her the instrument of his punishment. 
 
    ‘You know what to do,’ she said, whipping the crop through the air to signal her intentions.  
 
    He tried to speak, but no sound would come, and he lifted up his dress, took down his panties and tights, and lay across the footstool. 
 
    ‘You’ve brought this on yourself,’ Catherine said, walking up and down in front of him, letting him see her lovely legs in her high-heeled shoes, and hear the sensual whisper of her skirt against her nylons. ‘I’ve been through all this with you, given you your instructions for Saturday — you’ve had more than ample time to get used to the idea of Tom coming to the house — and yet all you do is complain and try to change my mind. I’m very disappointed with you, James. It’s not good enough, and I won’t put up with it.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he whimpered, his blood turning to water and leaving him as weak as a kitten. 
 
    ‘Oh, you will be,’ she said, rolling up her sleeve. ‘I’ll make sure of that.’ 
 
    Normally she liked to take her time before punishing him — walk round him a few times, tease him about what was to come, laugh at how foolish he looked with his dress up and his knickers down, and with his bare bottom sticking up in the air — but this time she just started right in, lashing him with six cutting blows of the crop before stopping to take a few deep breaths, and then starting again, striking him harder than ever. 
 
    James liked to take his punishments in silence — it was the only way he could maintain some small semblance of dignity — but this beating was so severe he was crying out in agony long before it was over and, when Catherine finally did cease her blows, he continued to moan and whimper as hot, shaming tears rolled down his cheeks. He felt utterly crushed and defeated and yet, in that mysterious place at his centre, the flame of twisted arousal still flickered, keeping him sane, and somehow deepening his love for his ferociously cruel and selfish wife. 
 
    Catherine, for her part, was shocked at the severity of what she’d just done — she knew it had been more of a violent assault than an erotic beating — and yet she felt neither guilt nor remorse. On the contrary, she felt a savage arousal that drove her to use her slave for her pleasure. No longer bound by conventional morality, she loved her new life as a Mistress, and she intended to live it to the full. 
 
    ‘Lie on your back,’ she said, her voice sharp with need. When James, still whimpering in pain, quickly obeyed, she slid her smart suit skirt up to her waist, and stood astride his head, a proud queen above her conquered foe. 
 
    ‘Don’t ever make me do that again,’ she told him. ‘If you do, it won’t be me who punishes you, it will be Tom. I’ll give him the crop and tell him to show you no mercy. And he’s strong, believe me. If you think my beatings are hard, just wait until you’ve had one from him. And I won’t stop him. I’ll just watch and laugh, and tell him to hit you harder, and then I’ll fuck him in front of you. I mean it, James, I’m warning you.’ 
 
    Gazing helplessly at the distant white heaven of her panties, James tried to speak but only made a foolish choking sound. He didn’t doubt for a moment that she’d carry out her threat, and yet, mesmerised by her mocking smile and by the sight of her glorious legs and pretty panties, he grew aroused at the thought of Tom beating him, and of Catherine witnessing his punishment. It would be such a brutal and final way to mark his surrender, and prove his inferiority beyond all doubt. 
 
    Despite the pain from his beating, his imprisoned cock twitched at the thought, and Catherine’s quick eyes caught the little movement. 
 
    ‘You like that, don’t you?’ she said witheringly. ‘It makes you want to get hard, the thought of being punished by Tom and watching us fuck. Look at you lying there in your stupid dress and silly cage. No wonder I don’t let you fuck me any more, no wonder I’ve taken a lover, but that doesn’t mean I can’t use you … Use you any way I like.’ 
 
    Lifting her skirt higher, she squatted on his mouth and moved her panty-clad crotch against his face, pleasuring herself with selfish abandon. It gave her the greatest pleasure to use him like this and, as her pleasure mounted, she slid down his chest, and crushed his caged cock beneath her crotch. Staring down into his startled, tear-streaked face, she ground against his cage, loving the feel of the ridged bars through her panties and hose, and delighting in his subjugation. 
 
    ’Oh God,’ she gasped as she rocked against him. ‘That … feels … so … fucking … good.’  
 
    He let out a helpless whimper, darkly thrilled by her dominance, and pushed up against her, seeking in vain to find the release of orgasm. 
 
    ‘Poor James,’ she said, smiling down at him as she pleasured herself against the ribs of his cage. ‘How does it feel to know you can’t come … Can’t even get hard … When your cage feels so lovely and sexy against me … So lovely it makes me want to … Want to …’ 
 
    And then, with a cry of delight, she came against his imprisoned cock, her pleasure deepened and enriched by the knowledge that she’d denied him. 
 
    ‘Let that be a lesson,’ she said, standing from him and re-arranging her skirt with a prim shake of its hem. ‘You don’t have the right to question what happens in this house any more. If I say you’ll meet Tom them meet him you will, and in your prettiest uniform and with your best behaviour. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly crushed by her display of power. 
 
    ‘I hope for your sake it is,’ she said. ‘You’re very low down now, James, you have to remember that — very low down in the pecking order, but you have your uses. You take care of the housework and cooking, you worship me beautifully with your tongue, and now you’ve made me come with your pretty little cage. These are the services a slave should be glad to provide for his Mistress and so, instead of complaining about meeting my lover, you should be thanking me for giving you the opportunity, don’t you think? Well, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, insanely aroused. 
 
    ‘To serve me so intimately, to play such an important part in my life, no slave could ask for more, and I’m very happy with our new arrangement. If you really want the truth, I couldn’t think of you as my husband or lover now if I tried. That time’s well and truly gone, James, and you’ll serve as my chastised slave for as long as I see fit, and I have a feeling that will be a very long time. What do you say to that?’ 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you, Mistress,’ he stammered weakly, drowning in an endless longing for her slender body and slim legs, for her soft hair and mocking smile, for her elusive female essence that now remained so far beyond his reach. 
 
    ‘I should think you are,’ Catherine said proudly as she strode towards the door. ‘You’ll cook for my lover on Saturday evening and you’ll show him the utmost respect. This is your life now, James, and there’s nothing you can do about it.’ 
 
    The next morning, once he’d served Catherine her breakfast and she’d left for work, he went into town and bought the ingredients for Tandoori Murghi, an Indian curry he’d cooked before for Catherine, and which he remembered her greatly enjoying. It was a dish that took many hours of preparation, and he spent the afternoon grinding and mixing fresh spices before placing the chicken breasts into a bowl of spiced yoghurt and lemon juice to marinade for twenty-four hours. Then, he prepared a lentil dhal curry and a vegetable side-dish of cauliflower with onions and potato, knowing that such dishes always tasted better after resting for a day. He’d also bought some Cobra Indian lager to go with the meal, and placed the bottles in the fridge to cool. Beneath his dread and fear, he lost himself in his cooking, experiencing a growing arousal at the thought of pleasing Catherine and her lover. In his mind’s eye, he saw them laughing and flirting as they enjoyed his meal while he stood attentively in the background wearing his maid’s dress and apron. It was a terrifying thought but more and more the prospect of such degradation came to seem inevitable — a fate that could no longer be put off or delayed. 
 
    Catherine smelled the curry when she got back from work, and she expressed her approval as her uniformed maid helped her off with her coat.  
 
    ‘You’re making one of your curries,’ she said happily. ‘I couldn’t be more pleased. They’re always delicious, and Tom loves Indian food. You couldn’t have made a better choice, James, well done. Now come and give my feet a rub, I’ve had an exhausting day.’ 
 
    On Saturday morning, when Catherine saw how pale and anxious James looked, she felt pity for him but her resolve held firm. She knew what she wanted, and she wasn’t going to turn back even if it meant subjecting her husband to unbearable humiliation. And besides, she sensed his hunger for a deeper debasement, and she determined to follow their path to its destination. And, more than that, she’d come to understand that, with this kind of sex, it truly was kinder to be cruel, and keep her foot pressed down firmly on his neck. 
 
    ‘Don’t look so glum,’ she told him. ‘A maid should look happy and cheerful, particularly on the day his Mistress welcomes her lover to the house for the first time. That should be a day of celebration, not mourning.’ 
 
    James attempted to lighten his expression but he only looked more anxious and fearful.  
 
    ‘I’m going into town to buy a new dress for tonight. If you’re lucky, I might buy something pretty for you too. After all, we both want to look our best for Mr Shannon, don’t we?’  
 
    He gave her such a lost, helpless look that she almost relented, but she told herself to be strong, and remember that she was his Mistress now, not his wife. 
 
    ‘While I’m out, you can tidy the house, and make everything ready. Tom will be staying the night, and I want everything to be perfect for him. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his eyes shining with tears.  
 
    Catherine saw not only his tears but also that one of his legs had begun to shake, something that happened more and more when she took charge of him. She felt no pity for him. On the contrary, this proof of her power made her feel contempt for him, a pleasant feeling which deepened her sadistic arousal, and made her want to drive home her authority even more firmly. 
 
    ‘Be sure to wear your best uniform tonight,’ she instructed him. ‘The one Eve sent you. Make sure it’s clean and pressed, your apron too, and polish your shoes, and look out your prettiest slip. I like to see your slip hem when you curtsey, it gives such a feminine touch to your service.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, the horror deepening. 
 
    ‘Very good,’ she said, taking up her bag and coat. ‘And try and eat something, you need to keep your strength up.’ 
 
    Once she was gone, James tried to eat something but the anxious feeling in the pit of his stomach wouldn’t let him, and he threw himself into housework instead, making sure the house was immaculately tidy. As he worked, he tried to tell himself that meeting his wife’s lover was only another part of his submission to Catherine, something to be welcomed not feared — after all, he wouldn’t be left on his own any more, and he could feel part of their relationship even if only as a slave — but he couldn’t convince himself, and his anxiety deepened to the point where he felt ill with it, dizzy and nauseous. His hands shook as he changed the sheets on Catherine’s bed, and he muttered ‘God help me’ again and again under his breath as he imagined his wife in the arms of her lover while he lay in his ridiculous cot in the side-room, listening to the sounds of their love-making. Crushed by his imaginings, his cock no longer even tried to get hard in its cage and yet, deep in his gut, he experienced a masochistic arousal so strong it threatened his very sanity. 
 
    Going into his box-room, he took out the maid’s uniform Eve had sent him, along with his apron and shoes, and took them down to the laundry-room. The dress had recently been washed but it needed ironing to give it the crisp, fresh look Catherine insisted upon. As he set up the ironing-board, he suddenly felt dizzy and he had to sit down with his head in his hands waiting for the fainting-fit to pass. Fearful that he may be too weak to carry out his duties, he stood and went dazedly to the basket of dirty laundry where he found a pair of Catherine’s worn panties. Deeply shamed, yet unable to stop himself, he held her panties to his nose and breathed in deeply, letting her lovely woman’s scent work its magic, sedating him, making him accept her authority at the deepest part of him. Feeling better, he got back to work. 
 
    It was after three o’clock when Catherine returned from her shopping trip laden with parcels.  
 
    ‘Take my parcels upstairs,’ she commanded James. ‘I’m going for a lie-down on the couch. Wake me at five and we’ll go up and get washed and changed into our dresses. Tom will be here at seven.’ 
 
    A man in a dream, he carried her pretty parcels upstairs and laid them neatly on the freshly made bed. When he came downstairs he looked in on Catherine who was already fast asleep on the couch in the sitting-room, the afternoon sun from the window falling on her like a blessing. For long moments he stood looking down at her, amazed at how carefree and innocent she looked. 
 
    ‘How could such a devil look so like an angel?’ he wondered, captivated by her sleeping beauty. 
 
    He fussed in the kitchen for an hour or so, heating the oven for the tandoori, measuring out the rice, and setting the table for two with a pressed white tablecloth and their best cutlery and glasses. Overcome with nerves, he ran to the bathroom three times during that hour, desperate to pee and yet, when he took down his panties and tried to pee, nothing would come. On his third visit, he suffered another dizzy turn and lay on the floor with his face against the cold tiles. When at last he stood and looked at his reflection in the mirror above the sink, he wondered at the pale and lost creature he’d become. Had he really once been a strong and successful man, had Catherine truly been his loving and faithful wife, or had his previous life only been a preparation for this transformation into a slave addicted to his wife’s scornful governance? 
 
    Washing his hands, he glanced at his watch and saw that it was after five. Seized by panic, he rushed through to the sitting-room but Catherine was already awake, standing by the window and looking out at the sky which had grown heavy and overcast.  
 
    ‘A storm’s on the way,’ she murmured dreamily. ‘A wind’s getting up, we may even have summer lightning. It’s like the world knows he’s coming. I’m so excited, James, are you excited too?’ 
 
    ‘I’m frightened,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Oh well,’ she said, ‘that’s the next best thing to being excited, I suppose. Bring me a glass of water and then we’ll go upstairs and get ready.’ 
 
    Mesmerised by her shapely bottom in her tight skirt, and by the soft rasp of her nylon-sheathed legs as he followed her upstairs, James felt as if he was ascending to the cruellest of heavens. 
 
    ‘Undress me,’ Catherine said as soon as they reached her master bedroom. 
 
    With trembling hands James undid her blouse and slid it softly from her shoulders before unclipping her bra and freeing her full breasts. Then he unzipped her skirt and watched her step out of it before kneeling at her feet to take off her high-heeled shoes and take down her panties and hose.  
 
    ‘Just one kiss,’ she said, swaying her lovely naked bottom insolently from side to side. 
 
    His heart missing a beat, he kissed her bottom adoringly, groaning in dismay when she walked away from him into the shower-room, saying as she went, ’Tidy up my clothes, then go and shave. Bring your uniform and shoes back with you, and don’t forget your slip and ear-rings.’ 
 
    ’Yes, Mistress,’ he said but she’d already vanished into the shower-room. In a fog of submission, he hurried to his washroom where he shaved quickly but carefully before going to his box-room where he’d laid out his best maid’s uniform with his prettiest waist-apron and his newly polished court shoes. He heard Catherine come in to the master bedroom, humming happily to herself before putting on some music to play quietly — her girl pop playlist. Taking a deep breath, James gathered up his clothes and went into Catherine’s room. She smiled at him as she stood drying her hair with a towel.  
 
    ‘Ah, there you are,’ she said. ‘Put your uniform on the bed by my parcels, and then undress and take a shower. On you go, don’t be slow.’ 
 
    When he came through after his shower Catherine was sitting at her dressing-table wearing nothing but black stay-up stockings and a pair of red high heels. 
 
    ‘Come and sit here,’ she said, standing from the stool. ‘This evening the Mistress is going to help her maid get dressed.’ 
 
    His heart pounding, he sat obediently on the stool while Catherine dried his hair with the drier, brushing it out until it was thick and shiny before tying it back in a neat pony-tail. As she brushed his hair her breasts occasionally brushed against his shoulder causing him to shiver in arousal.  
 
    ‘Behave yourself,’ she said, laughing at his excitement as she clipped on his ear-rings. ‘Are they painful?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled. 
 
    ‘Good,’ she said, smiling at him in the mirror in a way that made him feel they were somehow the best of friends. 
 
    ‘I could put you in make-up,’ she went on, studying his reflection in the mirror. ‘You’d look pretty in lipstick and mascara, you’d almost pass as a woman, but I think it’s sexier when you look like a man trapped in a dress. I don’t know why — maybe it’s because it’s more shameful to see the prisoner under the dress, the man who’s been made to dress as a serving-maid, so you’ll go without make-up, but that doesn’t mean you have to go without pretty undies.’ 
 
    Going over to the bed, she reached inside one of her parcels and took out a shiny, flat packet and handed it to her husband. 
 
    ‘For you, James,’ she said. ‘I told you I might buy you something, and here you are. It may interest you to know they’re the very same as the pair I’m wearing.’ 
 
    James looked at the packet. It was a pair of sheer black Le Bourget stay-up stockings. He’d never worn stockings before, only tights, and the thought of wearing them made him feel dizzy. 
 
    ‘They were very expensive,’ said Catherine, amused by the look of wonder in his eyes. ‘So what do you say?’ 
 
    ‘Th-thank-you,’ he stammered weakly. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome, James. They’re your reward for being such a good slave. Now open the packet and put them on.’ 
 
    He opened the sleek little packet with trembling hands and gasped with excitement when the lovely nylons hung soft and loose in his hands. 
 
    ‘Sit on the bed to put them on,’ she told him. ‘It’s easier that way.’ 
 
    He obeyed dazedly, gathering up each of the stockings carefully in his fingers before pulling them up his legs. They felt delightfully smooth and feminine, and the grip of the stay-up bands made the tops of his thighs feel pleasantly bare and exposed. 
 
    ‘Stand up and let me see them on you,’ Catherine commanded him. ‘Oh, they look lovely,’ she said when he obeyed. ‘You have very nice legs for a man, and your little pee-pee looks so sweet locked up in its cage.’  
 
    Recently Catherine had taken to calling his penis his ‘pee-pee’ — a term that she knew he found deeply yet pleasurably shaming — and she laughed when he looked at her with a lost look in his eyes. 
 
    ‘Be strong, James,’ she said. ‘This is only the start of the fun we’re going to have, I’m warning you.’ 
 
    Turning from him, she went to her underwear drawer where she bent to rummage though her panties.  
 
    ‘What panties will we wear, I wonder?’ she said happily as she searched. 
 
    Gazing at her lovely pert bottom, James experienced a dizzying spasm of arousal. Suddenly he wanted her, not as a slave serving his Mistress, but as a husband making love to his wife. He longed to embrace her and feel her full, heavy breasts in his hands, and press his hard cock against her bottom before bending her over the dressing-table and thrusting into her heavenly cunt. Driven by anger and pride, he’d fuck her with savage hunger, watching her face in the mirror as she cried out in delight. The thought made him stir and try to get hard but once more his cage kept him helplessly small, sending a surge of masochistic arousal through his veins, and then Catherine turned from her dressing table holding up a pair of french knickers in each hand, the Aubade panties he’d bought for her to wear for her lover. 
 
    ‘We’ll wear these,’ she said excitedly. ‘And then we’ll be dressed the same under our dresses. What pretty girls we’ll be.’ 
 
    James choked back his shame and disappointment. Not only was he never going to make love to his beautiful wife, but now she was going to dress him in the flouncy french panties she wore to arouse her lover. It was a shame too painful to bear, but what choice did he have? Sex had woken the goddess in his wife and he knew better than stand against her. 
 
    ‘I’ll wear the black pair, and you can wear this lovely white pair,’ she announced, handing him the luxurious knickers. ‘They’ll match your white slip and apron, and the cuffs and collar on your maid’s dress. Put them on, hurry up.’ 
 
    They stepped into their panties at the same time, and pulled them up their nylon-clad legs. 
 
    ‘Look at you, James,’ she said, strangely moved by how feminine he looked in his panties and stockings. ‘You’re so pretty in your undies maybe Mr Shannon will want to kiss you, not me.’ 
 
    Such a pained look came into his eyes that she threw her arms around him and held him tight. 
 
    ‘You’re trembling,’ she said gently, overcome with fondness for him. But it was the kind of fondness she might feel for another woman, and she held him as she might a woman, pressing her loose, silken panties against his, and loving the feel of his nylon-clad legs against hers. When she pressed a little harder she felt the steel bars of his cage through their panties, making her sigh in sweet arousal. 
 
    ‘I know, I know,’ she said consolingly, ‘you’re frightened, and you have every right to be. God knows how everything’s got so wild and kinky, but this is where we are, and we just have to get on with it. I love being your Mistress, but I have a feeling I’ll be cruel to you tonight, crueller than you can imagine. I can feel the hunger growing inside me, the wildness. It’s so sexy to have Tom come to the house and introduce you to him as my slave, my obedient little housemaid. It goes to my head, makes me drunk, and Tom wants to take me from you, show you I’m not your wife any more. He’s strong and very determined. He won’t be kind to you, I’m warning you, and neither will I. I’m telling you this because I want you to forgive me if I’m very cruel to you. I need you to know that underneath everything I still love you as my life’s companion and closest friend. That will never go away, do you hear me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he said, his face buried in her soft hair. 
 
    ‘Promise you’ll forgive me.’ 
 
    ‘I promise,’ he said, his voice trembling with emotion. 
 
    ‘Don’t hate me,’ she said. ‘I couldn’t bear that.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll never hate you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m the luckiest woman in the world,’ she said, kissing him warmly. ‘To have such a kind and loving slave in my house and a handsome, charming lover in my bed. And I owe it to you, sweet James, I owe it all to you.’ 
 
    Lucinda Williams’ ‘Lonely Girls’ began to play and they swayed together, lost in the sweet erotic sorrow of what they were about to do. 
 
    ‘This way,’ Catherine, said, leading him slowly to the bed once the song had finished where she helped him into his slip and dress before tying his apron around his waist with a pretty long bow. When he stepped into his court shoes, she tidied some stray strands of his hair, and stood back to look at him. 
 
    ‘You look lovely,’ she said kindly. ‘So neat and pretty I can hardly see the man in you any more. Try and forget that man,’ she added. ‘Tonight will go easier for you if you think of yourself as my maid, and not as my husband. Try and do that if you can. It will help me relax and enjoy myself with Tom.’ 
 
    Bewitched by her warm assurance, he simply nodded his head. 
 
    ‘Off you go, then,’ she said. ‘See to the food, and I’ll finish getting dressed.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll help you,’ he said, longing to stay with her. 
 
    ‘You just want to see me in my new dress,’ she said through laughter. ‘No, I want my dress to be a surprise to my slave as well as to my lover. I’m perfectly able to get dressed on my own. Hurry now, he’ll be here soon.’ 
 
    Going down to the kitchen James felt like a ghost in his own house and, when he glanced in the hall mirror, he half expected to see no reflection. But there he was, an absurdly feminised male maid looking back at him with wide, startled eyes. Tormented by the shameful image, he hurried past the mirror into the kitchen. The lovely aroma of the Indian dishes calmed his nerves a little, but his hands shook as he transferred the food from pots to dishes, placing them in a low oven to keep warm. He then stirred some pre-cooked peas and mushrooms into the pilau rice and placed it in the oven beside the other dishes, and then turned on the small oven so it would be ready to heat the garlic nan bread he’d bought to accompany the meal. 
 
    Looking round the kitchen, he saw that everything was ready and there was nothing more for him to do except wait. Overwhelmed by anxiety, he began to pace up and down, acutely aware of the movement of his dress and slip around his legs, and the sound of his woman’s shoes on the kitchen floor. Outside, summer lightning flashed in the sky while wind and rain lashed the house, adding to his foreboding. His loose french knickers made him all the more aware of the heavy pull of his chastity cage, and the grip of the stay-up stockings around his bare thighs. His cock lay soft and inert in its cage and yet he experienced an arousal greater than any he remembered experiencing when he was erect. It was an elusive, dream-like arousal that made him feel as if he was falling though the air. Was this the rapture Catherine had spoken of, or was it merely the working of his over-heated senses? Suddenly the grandfather clock in the hall struck the hour causing him to start with fright. It couldn’t be that time already but, when he glanced at the clock on the cooker, he saw that it was indeed seven o’clock, the time his rival was due to arrive. 
 
    His heart thumping, James hurried into the hall while the clock was still chiming only to see Catherine descend the stairway, resplendent in a short, loosely flowing red silk dress. As poised and lovely as a film-star, her beauty took his breath away. 
 
    ‘It’s time, James,’ he heard her say. 
 
    Her beautiful new dress made a soft rustling sound as she came towards him, and there was laughter in her eyes when she spoke. 
 
    ‘Zip me up, will you, darling?’ she said, her lovely face flushed with excitement. 
 
    Experiencing an unsetting sense of déjà-vu — had he dreamed this moment or merely fantasised about it? — his hand shook as he pulled up the zip in the back of her silk dress. The gown had thin shoulder straps which emphasised Catherine’s grace and elegance. He’d never seen her look so beautiful, or so happy. 
 
    ‘He’s late,’ she said, glancing at her watch. ‘I hope nothing’s happened.’ 
 
    James tried to speak, but no words would come. 
 
    ‘You’d never keep me waiting, would you, James?’ she said in a lightly mocking voice. ‘Oh no, you’d always be right on time.’ 
 
    Once more he tried to speak, and once more he made no sound. 
 
    ‘Sssh,’ she whispered in his ear, enjoying his fear. ‘It’s going to be all right.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not,’ he said weakly. ‘It’s not going to be all right.’ 
 
    ‘Of course it is,’ she said, ‘if you’re brave.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not brave.’ 
 
    ‘In that case you’ll just have to suffer,’ she said, kissing him on the corner of his mouth. 
 
    ‘I love you,’ he said in a trembling voice, enchanted by her scent and the touch of her lips. 
 
    ‘I know you do,’ she said softly. ‘That’s why I can do this to you.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Catherine,’ he pleaded, ‘don’t let him see me like this. Let me hide upstairs until he goes.’ 
 
    ‘But there’s no point unless he sees you,’ she said gently. ‘He has to see you’re no match for him, no threat. That’s the real reason I’ve invited him.’ 
 
    ‘Please,’ he said again, his heart fluttering. 
 
    ‘No, James, this is happening, try to enjoy it.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, you can,’ she said, ‘and you will.’ 
 
     Longing to trust her, he leaned his head against her shoulder. 
 
    ‘You lucky man,’ she whispered, ‘to have such a cruel and selfish wife.’ 
 
    And then he heard it through the noise of the wind and rain — the sound of a powerful car engine driving up outside the house. 
 
    ‘Listen,’ she said, the word a gasp of delight. ‘He’s here.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said, but she didn’t seem to hear him. 
 
    ‘Stand by the door,’ she instructed him. ‘Your best behaviour, now. Be brave for your Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Help me, Catherine,’ he beseeched her. 
 
    ‘There's no help,’ she replied firmly, checking her reflection in the hall mirror. ‘We’ve been over this. You’re a slave, and must do as you’re told.’ 
 
    He heard the engine being turned off, and the sound of a car door opening and closing followed by the sound of a heavy male tread on the gravel, and then on the front-door steps. There was a short silence, just long enough for Catherine to look at him with an indifference that froze his blood, and then the door-bell rang. 
 
    He jumped like a startled deer, but Catherine only said, ‘Quickly now. Don’t keep him waiting.’ 
 
    A man in a trance, but once again with a strong sense of déjà-vu, James went to the front-door and opened it with a trembling hand. 
 
    A cold wind blew into the hallway, lifting his dress and apron, and sending a shiver down his spine. 
 
    He couldn’t take in the man’s features, only that he was tall and strongly built carrying a bunch of roses and a bottle of red wine and wearing a dark suit over a white shirt. As James stood like a fool, the tall man strode past him as if he wasn’t there.  
 
    ‘Catherine, how lovely you look,’ he said. ‘What a stunning dress.’ 
 
    Giving a little cry of welcome, Catherine ran into his arms, almost swooning from the wicked pleasure it gave her to kiss him in front of her husband. 
 
    James could only watch helplessly as the tall man kissed Catherine, crushing his lips to hers, claiming her for his own. 
 
    ‘I’m so glad you’re here,’ Catherine said as they broke apart, gazing up at her lover with eyes that were only for him but, when she turned her gaze to James, the warning in her eyes struck him like lightning, and prompted him to curtsey to his rival. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it, James,’ she said. ‘Now remember your manners, and say hullo to Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Hullo Mr Shannon,’ he said, sure he’d die of shame. 
 
    ‘Hullo to you, James,’ Tom answered in his deep, strong voice, both pleased and a little taken aback by how flustered and subservient Catherine’s husband looked in his maid’s frock. Catherine had told him about the uniform, but he hadn’t expected James’ appearance to be so meekly and convincingly feminine. Catherine really did have him under her thumb, he realised, very aroused by the prospect of driving home his dominance over her husband. He’d fallen in love with Catherine, and he planned to teach James his place once and for all. ’I’m pleased to meet you at long last.’ 
 
    He smiled at James but didn’t offer to shake hands with him.  
 
    You shake hands with equals, Tom told himself, not servants. 
 
    James looked quickly away, too ashamed to keep eye-contact, but he’d seen how extraordinarily manly and handsome Tom was. He felt a sharp sting of pain at his rival’s good looks, but he also felt a sense of pride and pleasure that Catherine had found such an attractive lover, a perfect male match for her female grace and beauty. 
 
    ‘Take Mr Shannon’s gifts,’ Catherine instructed James, thrilled to witness the first meeting of her lover and her husband. It was lovely to have two men in her power in such vastly different ways. It made her feel strong and infinitely desirable, and the female power surged inside her like a force of nature. ’Put his lovely roses in a vase.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a quick curtsey before taking the roses and bottle of wine from Tom. 
 
    ‘We’ll be in the sitting-room,’ she said, walking arm-in-arm across the hall with her lover. ‘I’ll ring if we need anything.’ 
 
    In a state of shock, James stood as still as a statue for long moments before rousing himself and making himself go into the kitchen where he filled a blue china vase with water and began to arrange the flowers as well as he could manage — he was sure Catherine would find fault with his arrangement — but then, overcome once more by the terrible humiliation of his situation, he bent over with his hands on his knees and took deep breaths, trying to stop the room from spinning around his dazed head. This can’t be happening, he told himself, he must be dreaming, but then he heard the sound of their distant laughter from the sitting-room and he knew it was no dream. 
 
    ‘I can’t believe it,’ Catherine said to her lover now she had him to herself. ‘You’re really here.’ 
 
   
  
 

 ‘I’m really here,’ said Tom, very aroused by how she looked in the new red dress, and by the decadence of what they were doing. 
 
    ‘Did you see the look on his face?’ she said, laughing as she pressed against him. 
 
    ‘I thought he was going to pass out.’ 
 
    ‘I’m surprised he didn’t, his legs were shaking.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I saw.’ 
 
    ‘He couldn’t believe how tall and handsome you are. He surrendered the moment he saw you.’ 
 
    ‘You really do have him under your thumb,’ he said, loving her scent and the feel of her through the silk dress. 
 
    ‘Oh, I do,’ she said. ‘You’ve no idea.’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to take you from him.’ 
 
    ‘You already have.’ 
 
    ‘God, Catherine,’ he said, amazed by her wanton beauty. ‘You’re magnificent, I can’t get enough of you.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ she said, loving the feel of his arms around her, and the thought of her husband awaiting her summons while she dallied with her lover 
 
    ‘Really,’ he said. 
 
    ‘You’d better kiss me, then.’ 
 
    Struggling to arrange the roses, James’ mind filled with his rival’s handsome face and manly physique. What chance did he have against such a man, he thought? Be happy for Catherine, he told himself. Be happy she’s found such a strong and handsome partner. But he couldn’t be happy, the weight of self-disgust and the pain of jealousy were much too great. Torn by jealousy, he cursed the roses which would not sit in their vase. Suddenly angry at his wife, at himself, and with the whole world, he went to throw the vase and flowers against the wall, but he somehow controlled himself, taking long, deep breaths before finishing the arrangement as best he could, and placing the vase on the table where his wife and lover would take their meal while he served as their pitiful servant, their neatly uniformed waitress. 
 
    But what now? The table was set, and the food was ready in the oven. There was nothing for him to do except wait, but doing nothing would drive him crazy. With a terrible hollowness in his stomach, he began to pace up and down, tormented once more by the clip of his woman’s shoes on the floor, and by the weight of his cage and the feel of the french knickers beneath his dress and apron, the same style of knickers his wife was wearing for her lover, he remembered with a sting of shame. But the shame woke him from his stupor. He couldn’t do this, he decided with sudden clarity. It was more than any man could bear. He’d go up to the attic where he’d stored his clothes and possessions, tear off his silly uniform and put on his own clothes before running from the house to live as a free man. Lifted by the thought, he went into the hallway and began to tiptoe up the stairs but halfway up he stopped and listened, fearful his captors might discover him. All was silent except for the ticking of the old grandfather clock but, rather than feeling relief at the silence, James experienced an erotic disquiet. They must be kissing, he thought, struck by a flash of arousal. He urged himself to continue climbing the stairs yet he stayed where he was, darkly excited by the thought of Catherine kissing her lover. He stood like that for over a minute, listening keenly and with his heart pounding in his chest like a frightened bird’s. And then, just as he began to climb the stairs again, he heard the sound he most feared and longed for — the imperative ring of Catherine’s hand-bell calling him to service. He shuddered at the sound and for one terrible moment he feared he might lose control of his bowels. He told himself to run up the stairs before it was too late and yet, with a heavy sigh of defeat, he descended the stairs and stood by the door to the sitting-room like a condemned man. Amazed at his foolishness, and trembling with fear, he opened the door and went into the room. The sight that met his gaze was as terrible as he feared. They were sitting together on the couch wrapped in a passionate embrace, Catherine with her arms around his neck, pulling him into the kiss, and Tom with a hand under her dress which had ridden up her thighs, revealing the tops of her stockings, and the frothy lace of her french panties. His hand moved slowly under the lace, causing Catherine to moan in desire and kiss him ever more hungrily. Very aroused by their slave’s presence, and the power they held over him, they kept kissing until at last they broke apart, and turned to look at James. Tom went to remove his hand from Catherine’s panties but she put his hand on it to keep it where it was, and kept her other hand around his neck. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said to her husband, her lovely eyes impudent and amused, ‘aren’t you forgetting something?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a curtsey. 
 
    ‘And one for Mr Shannon too,’ she commanded, pushing slyly against Tom’s fingers. 
 
    ‘Mr Shannon,’ James muttered through a fog of shame as he curtsied to his rival. 
 
    Suddenly embarrassed for the poor fool, Tom averted his gaze, but then he made himself look back at James, and keep looking at him, making his expression proud and scornful. He’d talked with Catherine about this, and he knew they had to be strong and show James no mercy. They had to put him so far under their control he’d never want his old life back, make him understand that this was real, and not some game or fantasy. James had to learn he no longer had any claim on Catherine, and she was free to live as she liked. 
 
    ‘Now, James, I’ve called you through because I want to show Tom a few things that will make your position in my house very clear to him. Are you ready to show him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, his brain swimming. 
 
    ‘First I want you to show off your uniform,’ she instructed her trembling maid. ‘Turn round so he can see it in its full glory. Go on, but do it slowly, and hold up your dress as you go to let him see your slip and pretty legs.’ 
 
    James stared at her in horror, too stunned to obey. 
 
    ‘Do as you’re told,’ she said with icy calmness, ‘unless you want another beating.’ 
 
    Burning with shame, James held up the hem of his dress and twirled slowly in front of his amused tormentors, roasting on the spit of his shameful submission. 
 
    ‘Well, Tom, what do you think?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a lovely uniform, and he looks very obedient and hard-working in it.’ 
 
    ‘He does, doesn’t he?’ said Catherine, greatly enjoying the sweet collusion with her lover. ‘It’s a proper maid’s uniform and not one of those silly fakes. He has other plainer dresses — I insist on him dressing every evening now — but this is his best uniform, the one he keeps for special occasions, and he’s wearing it tonight in your honour.’ 
 
    ‘I am honoured,’ said Tom, relaxing into his role as the alpha male. ‘He has a nice figure for a man, but he looks embarrassed and upset.’ 
 
    ‘That’s no wonder — he hates being seen by you in his dress and apron.’ 
 
    ‘Does he?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes, he hates it more than anything, it makes him want to die of shame. He still tries to think of himself as a big, strong man but he has to understand those days are gone and can never come back. That’s why I invited you to the house.’ 
 
    ‘To make him understand he’s not free any more?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, and that he’s a slave now.’ 
 
    ‘And no longer your husband.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that more than anything. He needs to see you’re the man in my life now. My lover.’ 
 
    ‘Does he accept that, I wonder, really accept it?’ 
 
    ‘If he doesn’t, he will by the end of the night.’ 
 
    ‘He’s shaking again,’ said Tom, aroused by her husband’s distress. 
 
    ‘He does that all the time, it’s nothing to worry about.’ 
 
    ‘I think he’s going to cry.’ 
 
    ‘He does that too, pay no attention.’ 
 
    ‘He looks frightened.’ 
 
    ‘He is frightened, and very ashamed, but he’s aroused too, more than he’ll admit. He loves being my slave, and longs for me to be cruel to him. The crueller I am the more he loves me.’ 
 
    ‘He’s a masochist.’ 
 
    ‘I believe that’s the correct term for it.’ 
 
    ‘Does that mean we’re sadists?’ 
 
    ‘I suppose it must.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never thought of myself like that before. Is it wrong of us, do you think?’ 
 
    ‘It doesn’t have to be, not if he wants us to be cruel,’ she said, pulling him into another kiss. 
 
    Squirming in shame, James could only watch as they gloried in their ascendancy over him. 
 
    ‘He reminds me of the couple in Spain I told you about,’ Tom said after their kiss. ‘The more she humiliated her husband, the more he came to love and adore her. At the end of the evening she’d have him bow to me and thank me for having sex with his wife. He’d be shaking too, and there were tears in his eyes, but I swear they were tears of gratitude. It was the strangest thing.’ 
 
    ‘But I bet it was sexy.’ 
 
    ‘It was, yes.’ 
 
    ‘It’s like magic.’ 
 
    ‘In some ways I believe it is,’ he said. ‘James is certainly under your spell.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s see, shall we?’ said Catherine, turning her attention to her petrified husband. ‘Now, James, you’ve shown Mr Shannon your pretty dress and apron, now it’s time to show him the pretty underwear you’re wearing under your uniform.’ 
 
    She saw the look of terror come into his eyes but it only increased her arousal. She knew she was going too far too quickly, but her instincts were driving her on, telling her to take complete control of James, and show him once and for all how strong she could be, and how much their lives had changed. She was entering uncharted waters, but she yearned to explore, and she had no intention of turning back. The thought of what lay ahead was much too exciting, and besides, after all the years of living as a respectable wife and school-teacher, it felt indescribably sexy to flaunt her manly lover in front of her husband. It broke every rule in the book, and lit a fire in her senses that threatened to consume her. 
 
    ‘What are you waiting for, James?’ she scolded him. ‘Show Mr Shannon your pretty undies.’ 
 
    ‘P-please …’ he started to protest. 
 
    ‘Do what you’re told,’ she said without mercy, ‘and don’t dare disobey me in front of our guest.’ 
 
    Utterly crushed, James lifted the hem of his dress to mid thigh, displaying the pretty hem of his underskirt, and his sheer nylons. 
 
    ‘As you can see, he’s wearing a slip under his dress,’ Catherine told her smiling lover. ‘It helps his dress hang better, and he’s always had a thing about slips. When he was my husband he was forever on at me to keep mine on in bed, and making him wear one takes away his strength, and makes him utterly helpless.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve caught him in a silken web,’ said Tom, caressing the bare skin above Catherine’s stocking-tops. 
 
    ‘I have,’ said Catherine, grateful for his sensual intelligence, and longing for him to slide his fingers under her knickers again. 
 
    ‘He’s wearing stockings too,’ said Catherine, feasting on her husband’s tear-filled eyes. ‘I went shopping this morning and bought them for him, the same kind as I’m wearing now.’ 
 
    ‘They’re lovely,’ said Tom, smiling at James as he continued to run his fingers possessively over the tops of Catherine’s stockings, loving the contrast between nylon and warm, bare flesh. 
 
    ‘And that’s not all that’s the same,’ said Catherine, gazing into James’ eyes, wondering at the kind of woman she’d become, at how she could find such exquisite pleasure in cruelty. ‘Go on, James,’ she instructed him. ‘Lift your dress higher, let Mr Shannon see your stocking-tops and panties.’ 
 
    Struggling to breathe, Jame lifted his dress, revealing the tops of his sheer black stockings and the froth of lace that trimmed his french panties. His tormentors smiled at him, very aroused by his servile display of enforced femininity. 
 
    ‘As you’re already so closely acquainted with my panties,’ Catherine said playfully to her lover, ‘you may notice that James is wearing the very same style, only in a different shade. Mine are black as you know, and his are in a lovely shade of antique cream. They’re the panties he bought for me to wear on my dates with you, and I thought it only right that we should wear the same panties on your first visit to the house.’ 
 
    ‘That’s very considerate of you both,’ said Tom, settling deeper into his role as the alpha male. It was powerfully erotic to know that Catherine was his and his alone while James had no say in the matter. 
 
    ‘I wanted to look my best for you,’ said Catherine, ‘and so did James.’ 
 
    ‘You both look lovely,’ said Tom. 
 
    Hugely aroused by his mastery, he felt himself come fully erect in his suit trousers. 
 
    ‘But there’s something else I want you to see,’ Catherine whispered to her lover, kissing him again, and pulling his hand under her panties. ‘It’s my gift to you, the surprise I spoke to you about, and I hope you like it.’ 
 
    ‘What is it?’ said Tom, very intrigued. 
 
    ‘Wait and see,‘ she said, turning her attention to her slave, and commanding him, ‘take down your panties, James. Show Mr Shannon what you’re wearing under your panties.’ 
 
    ‘No, Catherine,’ he gasped, astonished at her cruelty. 
 
    ‘But Mr Shannon needs to see,’ she taunted him. ‘You know he does.’ 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ he pleaded. 
 
    ‘Do as you’re told,’ she snapped at him, ‘or you’ll be over the stool with your bum in the air before you know what’s hit you!’ 
 
    Drowning in shame, and closing his eyes so he didn’t have to see the mockery in their eyes, James took down his french panties, revealing the terrible secret of his caged cock. There was a short silence, and then he heard Tom give a scornful laugh, and say in quiet amazement, ‘You’ve locked him, you’ve put him in chastity.’ 
 
    ‘I have,’ Catherine replied, ‘and I’ve done it for you. I want you to know he can never be my lover again. I want you to know I’m your woman, not his. I want you to see I’m yours and no-one else’s.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Catherine,’ he said warmly, both moved and aroused by what she’d done to prove his primacy over her husband. A number of times as a younger man he’d seen men wearing chastity cages in Spanish sex-clubs being led around on leashes by their wives or Mistresses, and the sight had always amused and intrigued him. How could a man let a woman do that to him? He loved Catherine but he couldn’t imagine being her slave, but it pleased him greatly to see that her husband was of an entirely different disposition. 
 
    ‘I love you so much,’ she said, overcome by her emotions and kissing him again. 
 
    Trembling with shame, James began to pull up his panties, but Catherine saw what he was doing and immediately broke her kiss to hiss at him, ‘You’ll stay exactly how you are until I say otherwise. Skirt up and panties down, is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, mortified beyond endurance yet holding up his dress obediently, the shame of his caged cock in full view. 
 
    ‘God, Catherine,’ Tom gasped, very aroused by her cruelty to James, and caressing her lovely cunt under her panties. 
 
    ‘Do you like that, my love?’ she said teasingly, ‘seeing my slave locked up so he can never fuck me again, seeing my husband in a cage so only you can fuck me?’  
 
    Groaning with desire, Tom kissed her breasts through the thin silk of her dress. 
 
    ‘Let me see how much you like it,’ she said, placing her hand on the front of his trousers, and fondling his erection through the soft cloth. ‘Oh yes,’ she said, laughing wantonly, ‘I can feel how much you like it.’ 
 
    ‘I want you,’ Tom whispered in her ear. 
 
    ‘I should think so too,’ she said, kissing him before turning once more to the lost creature who’d once been the man in her life. 
 
    ‘Now, James, you’ve been kind enough to show Mr Shannon what you have under your panties,’ she said, undoing the buckle of Tom’s belt, ‘it’s only right and proper he should return the favour, don’t you think?’ 
 
    Wide-eyed in dread, James stared as she undid Tom’s belt, unfastening his trousers and opening his fly.  
 
    Tom just smiled as if he hadn’t a care in the world. 
 
    ‘What have we here I wonder?’ she said, lowering the front of Tom’s boxer shorts to reveal his rearing erection. 
 
    ‘Now do you see, James?’ she said, running her hand slowly up and down her lover’s proud, upstanding cock, ‘do you see why I love him? He’s a real man with a real cock, not some silly fool who lets his wife put him in a dress and lock him in a cage. That’s why I love him, and want to fuck him. That’s why I chose him over you. That’s why you’re my slave and he’s my lover. That’s why you get nothing and he gets everything.’ 
 
    Tom’s handsome cock pulsed in her hand, and she felt an answering arousal of her own, a lovely yearning between her legs that spread delightfully to every part of her. God knows why, but it thrilled her to pour scorn on her husband, and flaunt her sexual freedom right in front of his eyes.  
 
    ‘Turn round,’ she commanded James. ‘Show Tom your bare bottom.’ 
 
    Helpless against her, James turned obediently, displaying the vivid stripes and bruises that still criss-crossed his pale buttocks. 
 
    ‘You’ve whipped him?’ said Tom, very aroused by the sight. 
 
    ‘Yes, I have,’ said Catherine. ‘On Thursday night he started to complain, beg me to stop you coming to the house, but I couldn’t have that, could I?’ 
 
    ‘Certainly not,’ said Tom, enjoying their game.  
 
    ‘So I put him over the stool and took the crop to him,’ said Catherine, pleased to see James wince in shame. 
 
    ‘Did he learn his lesson?’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘I wonder?’ said Catherine, a mischievous edge in her voice. ‘Turn round again, James, stand facing us.’ 
 
    He did as he was told, still holding up his skirt to display his caged manhood. 
 
    ‘Curtsey to Mr Shannon, and thank him for coming to the house.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mr Shannon,’ James mumbled weakly, dropping a curtsey. He had no pride left, none at all. All that was left to him was obedience, and whatever sad, twisted pleasure he could find in it. 
 
    ‘It is I who should thank you, James,’ said Tom, ‘for learning your lesson and making me so welcome.’ 
 
    Catherine laughed at his remark, but a flash of arousal ambushed her senses. Thrilled by Tom’s dominance, she suddenly hungered for sex with him, but it wasn’t just the decadent sensuality of the moment that overwhelmed her. Every part of her sexual being seemed to merge as one, all the thoughts and dreams she’d had about sex as a young woman, her strange recurring dream of a stranger taking her over a car bonnet while her husband watched helplessly through the car’s windscreen, her recent experiences as a dominant woman and the heady eroticism they’d brought into her life, and the wonderful sex she enjoyed with Tom — all of these merged and fused in her brain waking a hunger that drove her to sit astride her lover, hold her loose french panties to one side, and take his eager cock deep inside her, riding him with abandon, her rise-and-fall like a haughty equestrienne’s, her joy savage and urgent. She heard James whimper with shock at the same time as Tom gave a long groan of pleasure. Both sounds aroused her, making her move faster, and call out between little gasps of pleasure, ‘I want this … I need this … God in heaven, I need this …’ His cock reached deep inside her, filling her so beautifully that she was soon teetering on the brink of orgasm. Glancing to the side she saw her befrocked husband standing like a fool with the metal chastity cage dangling between his legs, the mark of his submission. This is really happening, she thought in sweet astonishment, struck by another lightning-flash of pleasure. Suddenly Tom gave a deeper groan, and clasped her so tight he squeezed the air out of her lungs. 
 
    ‘I love you, Catherine,’ he groaned, lost in her shameless beauty. ‘I love you.’ 
 
    She felt his cock leap inside her, and she knew with a delicious feeling of triumph that he was about to come. Normally he could outlast her, drive her beyond pleasure to ecstacy, and it thrilled her to hold the reins for a change. Looking to drive him over the edge, she flicked off the straps of her dress, revealing her naked breasts. ‘For you, my love,’ she gasped, teasing his mouth with her breasts. ‘Only for you.’ 
 
    With another groan of pleasure, he took a hard nipple in his mouth, suckling like an infant, and crushing her in his strong arms but she only laughed in joy, and threw back her head and rode him harder, racing him to bliss. 
 
    James couldn’t tear his eyes from the shocking sight. A soul in torment, he gave another whimper, the pain of jealousy mingling with the dark joy of humiliation as he watched his wife and her lover mate like animals. It didn’t cross his mind to stop them. Who was he to stand against them, to interrupt their pleasure by putting his pain above their wild and sacred joy? He was nothing, it was clear — a fool, a slave, a creature of no importance. His pride, his very sense of himself faded to nothing as his trapped cock struggled in vain to grow hard in its cage, deepening his masochistic joy into a rapture of submission. 
 
    ‘Catherine,’ Tom cried out as the orgasm tore through him. ‘Oh God, Catherine.’ 
 
    His powerful spasms melted her insides like a candle, and dragged her over the cliff-edge with him, their cries mingling and becoming a single wail of carnal joy. Fearing she’d faint from the joy of it, she bit his shoulder to earth her passion, the pain of the bite heightening and prolonging his climax. Afterwards they lay entwined like victims of Vesuvius baked together by the heat of their passion. They remained like that for several minutes, recovering their breath, whispering sweet, foolish endearments. Finally, Catherine, groaning with regret, slid from his lap, and sat by his side with her head on his shoulder. 
 
    ‘You’re a wicked woman,’ he murmured fondly, nuzzling her tousled hair. 
 
    ‘And you’re a very bad man,’ she said warmly, cuddling into him. ‘But I wouldn’t want you any other way.’  
 
    When she finally took in her cowering husband, she laughed and said, ‘Really, James, how foolish you look. What must Tom think of you? Pull up your panties, for heaven’s sake, and tidy your dress and apron.’ 
 
    His head spinning, James quickly did as he was told. For a moment he thought of complaining that it was she who’d made him look so foolish, but he thought better of it. A hard amusement still gleamed in her eyes, and he felt a genuine fear of what else she might do to him. 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ she said lazily, sensing his fear and aroused by it, ‘having such wonderful sex with Tom has given me quite an appetite. Perhaps you’d like to serve our meal now.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said dazedly, unable to take in what had just happened. 
 
    ‘He’s cooked an Indian meal for us,’ she told Tom, glancing down at his large cock, still glistening from sex but at peace now against his sturdy thigh. 
 
    ‘I smelled it when I arrived,’ he said, sounding very calm and happy with life. ‘It smells lovely.’ 
 
    ‘He’s an excellent cook when he puts his mind to it,’ Catherine said.  
 
    ‘You’ve trained him well.’ 
 
    ‘He’s getting there,’ she replied. 
 
    ‘Sh-shall I go to the kitchen?’ James stammered, longing to escape from the room, and the mocking gaze of his tormentors. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Catherine, ‘but not just yet. There’s something I want you to do before you go, a service I require from you. Can you guess what it is?’ 
 
    ’N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered, his mind reeling. 
 
    ‘Oh, I’m sure you can,’ she said, touching the rucked hem of her dress and the exposed lace of her french panties, and adding, ‘I’m afraid everything’s rather messy down here. I need to be cleaned, James, I’m surprised you haven’t offered already. I mean, what kind of maid would let her Mistress come to table in such a state?’ 
 
    Tom laughed in surprise, aroused by Catherine’s cruel power-play.  
 
    ‘Let’s be having you,’ said Catherine, holding the froth of lace to one side, displaying her glistening cunt in all its wanton glory. ‘You’ve done it before, shown me your devotion, and now you’ll show Tom what a useful and obedient little maid you can be. Come on, don’t keep me waiting.’ 
 
    Utterly bewitched, and trembling as if he’d caught a fever, James took two faltering steps towards his wife and fell to his knees at her feet, never taking his eyes from her imperious cunt. 
 
    ‘Clean me, James,’ she said simply, sharing a smile with Tom. 
 
    Slowly, helplessly, James stretched his head forward until his mouth touched her nakedness through her little forest of damp curls. He felt her flinch and heard her gasp when he began to lick, pushing his tongue inside to clean her. He’d done this before but never with her lover present. Worshipping her in front of him, tasting his seed in his mouth, crushed his pride like nothing he’d ever known. He felt his soul quake. Truly he didn’t know if he was in heaven or hell. 
 
    ‘Fuck, that’s sexy,’ he heard Tom say from a place far above him. 
 
    ‘Kiss me,’ Catherine said. 
 
    As James licked and lapped, he heard them kiss, and felt her open her legs wider and grip hold of his hair to pull his mouth harder against her, making him worship with even greater hunger. The taste of her lover’s seed sickened him but, delighting in their supremacy, he licked and swallowed for all his worth, his submissive frenzy far outranking his crushed pride. When he glanced upwards he saw Tom’s hand fondling her breasts as he kissed her, but the caresses only piqued his twisted delight — and theirs too — for he felt Catherine shudder and moan as she came in his mouth like sweet summer rain. 
 
    ‘That’s enough, James,’ she suddenly said, pushing him away, and arranging her dress with a prim shake. ’You’ve cleaned me very nicely, but you can stop now.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, preparing to stand. 
 
    ‘Where do you think you’re going?’ she said. 
 
    ‘To the kitchen,’ he said. 
 
    ‘You’re not finished yet,’ she said, smiling down at him. 
 
    Both her slave and her lover looked at her in shared shock and surprise. 
 
    ‘So soon?’ said Tom, frowning at her questioningly. He’d guessed what she intended, and feared it might be one step too far, for him as well as for her slave. 
 
    ‘Why not?’ said Catherine, smiling at her lover, and placing her hand on his cock which had stirred and grown partially erect again during their kiss. ‘He’s as ready now as he’ll ever be.’ 
 
    They’d talked about putting James to cock, amusing and arousing themselves with tales of how they might do it, but they hadn’t expected to arrive at this point so quickly. Sex and Desire were the Masters here, not they, the lovers vaguely understood. 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ James gasped, understanding their intention and horrified by it, but his fear only aroused Catherine, and made her more determined. 
 
    ‘Don’t be silly, James,’ she said. ‘You can’t clean your Mistress but not your Master, it wouldn’t be fair.’ 
 
    Reaching forward she put her hand behind his head and pulled him towards her lover’s lap. 
 
    ‘Don’t be afraid,’ she told him. ‘You knew it had to happen one day, and you’ll feel better for doing it. Much better to get it over and done with, and you’ll learn your place once and for all.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ he said again, staring in horror at his rival’s long, thick cock. 
 
    ‘You’ll obey me in this,’ she said, amazed at what she was doing but determined to see it through. ‘He’s your master, James, submit to him. Don’t fight it.’ 
 
    She felt his head move forward. 
 
    ‘That’s it,’ she said in encouragement. ‘Closer now.’ 
 
    James whimpered in fear, yet his head continued to move slowly forward until his mouth was an inch from the tip of his rival’s cock which stirred a little as if to welcome its visitor. 
 
    ‘He’ll taste of me,’ said Catherine, thrilled to wield her female power over two men at once, and in such different ways. ‘Do it, James … Obey me … Obey your Mistress and serve your Master.’ 
 
    Whimpering more loudly, James tried to pull his head away, earning the sternest of rebukes. 
 
    ‘Stop making silly noises, and do what you’re told,’ she scolded him, as lost in dominance as he was in submission. ‘Remember your place or I’ll fetch the crop, and I mean it, I’m warning you.’ 
 
    Shivering in revulsion and desire, James stretched forward the last inch, and touched his lips against his rival’s cock, retreating quickly, hoping he’d done enough. 
 
    ‘There now,’ Catherine said warmly. ‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ 
 
    It was terrible, James thought, riven by shame — the worst experience of my life. 
 
    ‘And again,’ she said, pulling his head once more towards his fate. ‘A bigger kiss this time … See how lovely he is … You can do it.’ 
 
    This time James kissed his rival’s cock deeply, longingly, giving in entirely to his submissive nature. It no longer mattered that he was kissing a man. Some mechanism deep inside him had broken apart and his will, his very identity, had broken apart with it. 
 
    ‘That’s wonderful,’ said Catherine, both moved and very aroused by her husband’s surrender. ‘I’m so happy with you, James. So happy.’ 
 
    Appalled by his weakness yet lifted by her praise, he kissed and licked wantonly, tasting her on him, thrilled by this proof of his rival’s triumph.  
 
    Also very aroused, Tom looked down at the extraordinary sight of her befrocked husband kissing him so intimately. Groaning in pleasure, and experiencing a thrill of power, he came fully erect, his triumphant cock rearing proudly. 
 
    ‘Look, James,’ Catherine exclaimed in delight. ‘Look how much he likes it. Keep going, don’t stop.’ 
 
    Staring in shock, James froze for a moment before taking Tom’s cock in his mouth and licking and sucking for all his pitiful worth. It felt huge in his mouth, and he gagged at its size, yet he licked and sucked all the harder, utterly outdone by his rival’s virile power, and his wife’s sly dominance. 
 
    He heard them laugh together, and say something he couldn’t make out, and then he felt them kissing as if excited by his submission. The knowledge that they felt relaxed enough to laugh and kiss while he toiled in a furnace of shame infuriated him, but his anger only deepened the thrill of defeat, and he felt almost bereft when Tom pushed his head away, saying, ‘That’s enough, James.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to come in his mouth,‘ he heard Catherine say. 
 
    ‘Maybe another time,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Coward,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘I’m saving this for you,’ he said, leading her hand to his erection. 
 
    ‘In that case you’re excused,’ she said, pulling him into another kiss. 
 
    They dallied for several minutes, happy to ignore the slave at their feet. Finally, Catherine looked down at her husband, and gave him instruction. 
 
    ‘Go and clean yourself up,’ she told him. ‘Then see to things in the kitchen. Come and tell us when our meal’s ready, but don’t be slow, we’ve worked up quite an appetite.’  
 
    She thought of saying more, of offering him some words of kindness, but she thought better of it. Cruelty was kindness for James now, she reminded herself. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James said, getting to his feet, and hurrying out of the room. 
 
    He heard them laughing as he rushed across the hallway to the bathroom where he rinsed out his mouth again and again, trying to rid himself of the taste of his rival’s cock. His nerves shattered and his pride crushed, he couldn’t bear to look at his reflection in the mirror, and waves of stinging shame broke over him as he recalled what he’d just done. He’d never felt any fear or dislike of homosexuality — he’d always believed sex was just sex regardless of gender or orientation — but nonetheless the memory of taking Tom’s cock in his mouth filled him with a crippling shame. Having an open, progressive attitude to sex and sexuality didn’t shield him from the effects of a lifetime of conditioning. Gay sex was fine for everyone else, but for him it remained taboo, a line he’d never expected to cross. And yet a dark arousal lingered beneath all his shame and distress that made him fear there were no limits to his masochism. Swept up in this fear, he tidied his hair and uniform and then, his eagerness to serve undiminished, he hurried to the kitchen to take the food from the oven and set it on the table. 
 
    When he went into the sitting-room to call them to table they’d arranged their clothing and were talking and laughing easily together as if nothing out of the ordinary had taken place. Catherine looked so respectable and elegant he could hardly believe she’d just had passionate sex with her lover in the sitting-room of her house, and right in front of him, her husband and the father of her children. What had happened to their marriage? Had sex put them under its spell and made them both into its slaves? Was Catherine as helpless as he was? 
 
    ‘If you’d like to come through,’ James said, hating the tremble in his voice. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ said Catherine, taking Tom by the hand and walking from the room without even looking at her husband. 
 
    Catherine and Tom drank the chilled lager thirstily, and ate hungrily, barely saying a word to James as they dined. Every now and then they’d praise his cooking which they found delicious but, greatly to James’ relief, they were much too taken up with themselves to pay him much attention. But then, watching them together, he felt a growing disquiet at how happy they seemed as a couple. Sitting close to each other, they touched frequently as they ate, and stole fond kisses, but it wounded James deeply to see how at ease they were in each other’s company. They conversed freely and openly about work, music, films and life in general, and James learned that sex was far from the only passion they shared. In particular, he noticed how much they laughed — Tom even teased Catherine about her dominance, calling her ‘Her Ladyship’ or ‘Lady Catherine’ and then, greatly amused, Catherine would retaliate by calling him ‘Master Tom’ or ‘Lord Shannon.’ 
 
    It caused James acute pain to discover that they could joke about dominance and submission, subjects he viewed with sombre gravity as he held them responsible for his pitiful loss of status, and his absurd transformation into a house-servant. 
 
    When he finished his meal, Tom sat back contentedly and said to Catherine, ‘Is his cooking always this good?’ 
 
    ‘Actually, it usually is,’ she replied. 
 
    ‘I’ll have to come more often.’ 
 
    ‘Ah,’ she replied, ‘so it’s food before love?’ 
 
    ‘Every time,’ he replied cheekily. 
 
    ‘Do you hear, James?’ Catherine said to her slave. ‘He’s tired of me already, and thinks only of his stomach.’  
 
    James, beyond humour, could think of nothing to say in reply, and could only watch as the lovers stole another kiss. 
 
    James offered them dessert — he’d prepared a fruit tart with cream — but they were both too full to eat anything else, and Catherine instructed him to serve coffee in the sitting-room. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a curtsey which neither of them seemed to notice as they left the room. It stung him that they paid him such little attention, but he loved them for it too. It confirmed his lowly position as their slave, and drove him deeper into the dungeon of his desire. 
 
    Waiting on the coffee machine, James leaned dazedly against the kitchen counter, glad to have some time to himself. His brain still reeling at what had happened, he dreaded going back to the sitting-room, and yet arousal swam in his blood, enslaving him anew, and reminding him how much he loved to submit, not only to Catherine, but now also to her handsome lover. He tried to push it from his mind, but he already wanted to take Tom’s cock in his mouth again, and surrender to his manly assurance. It wasn’t so much his cock he wanted as the feeling of utter shame and defeat that came from submitting to a stronger man in front of his wife. The dreadful shame of such a forbidden act, and the twisted joy it gave him, captivated him entirely, and made him believe, in the depths of his enslavement, that he’d discovered a new and magical kind of freedom. 
 
    Once again he wondered at the many contradictions and paradoxes of sadomasochism, and at Catherine’s instinctive grasp of their power. Rather than being confounded by them as he was, she wielded them with ease as part of her feminine allure, a skill that put him deeper and deeper under her spell. Despite all he’d been through that night, he was once more trembling with fear and excitement as he took their coffee to them. When he reached the door to the sitting-room, and heard the sound of their voices from inside the room, he experienced a sense of loneliness and isolation that shook him, and nearly brought him to his senses, but then he heard them laughing, and his yearning to submit took possession of him once again.  
 
    ‘Put the coffee on the table,’ Catherine instructed him when he came into the room.  
 
    They were sitting together on the couch but, to James’ relief, they were fully clothed, although Tom had a hand on Catherine’s nylon-clad knee which caused James a bittersweet stab of pain. 
 
    ‘Thank-you, James,’ Catherine said once he’d put the tray down on the table by the couch. ‘We’ll pour it ourselves, you’ve got plenty to get on with tidying the kitchen.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he meekly agreed. 
 
    ‘On you go, then. I’ll ring if we need anything.’ 
 
    Surprised and disappointed to be dismissed so summarily — a part of him hungered desperately to suffer their scorn once more — James curtsied, and left the room, but the sound of their laughter as the door closed behind him went some way towards satisfying his absurd need to be mocked and reviled. 
 
    As he cleaned and tidied in the kitchen, his masochistic sexuality came to his rescue. At last he was able to sink fully into his role as a lowly servant, and he experienced his degradation and defeat as the sweetest of pleasures as he washed and wiped, handling his superiors’ glasses and plates as if they were sacred objects. The lipstick mark on the rim of Catherine’s glass filled him with delight, and he held the glass against his heart for a few precious moments before stacking it in the dishwasher. He’d gone mad, he knew that but, for now at least, it felt like a wonderful form of madness. 
 
    But his happy mood quickly faded once he’d finished cleaning the kitchen. Catherine had given him no other instructions and he had no choice except to wait for the ring of her bell. Over an hour went by and all he heard was the distant sound of their voices and laughter.  
 
    ‘If they’re talking they’re not having sex,’ he reassured himself, but then he began wanting them to have sex, recalling the sight of their passionate coupling, and the way they’d made him serve them afterwards. The memory released a flood of submissive arousal which deepened and darkened whenever their voices fell silent, and he imagined them having sex.  
 
    He’d given up on ever being summoned when at last the bell sounded, and he hurried across the hallway with a pleasurable anxiety deep in his stomach. Reaching the door to the sitting-room, he took some deep breaths to steady his nerves, and knocked on the door. 
 
    ‘Come in,’ he heard Catherine reply. 
 
    They were still sitting fully dressed on the couch, although Catherine’s lovely silk dress had risen to the tops of her legs allowing James a glimpse of her stocking-tops and the lace of her french panties. 
 
    ‘Please don’t ogle me like that, James,’ Catherine said haughtily, glad to have a reason to rebuke him. ‘It’s not appropriate in a servant.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, lowering his gaze. 
 
    ‘It’s Mr Shannon you should apologise to,’ she said, the wicked joy of dominance thrilling her once more. ‘Let me hear you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m s-sorry, Mr Shannon,’ he said, horribly aroused by his rival’s power. 
 
    ‘So you should be,’ said Tom firmly, gazing sternly at the trembling slave. ‘If I catch you looking at Catherine’s legs like that again, I’ll put you over a chair and thrash the living daylights out of you, is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ James answered, his legs shaking in a way that deepened his shame. 
 
    ‘I hope it is clear,’ said Catherine, very aroused to hear Tom speak so sharply to her husband. ‘And stop shaking like that. It’s a pitiful habit in a grown man.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled weakly, struggling without success to stop from shaking. 
 
    ‘Mr Shannon and I would like a nightcap,’ she said calmly. ‘Your best Jameson’s, if you please.’ 
 
    ‘At once, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a curtsey and hurrying to the drinks cabinet where he found the bottle of whisky and two heavy whisky glasses. 
 
    ‘A small one for me, but a good measure for Mr Shannon.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James replied, pouring a small measure for Catherine and adding water in the way she liked, and then pouring three fingers for her lover. 
 
    ‘Irish whisky,’ said Tom approvingly. ‘Nothing to match it.’ 
 
    ‘Irish, indeed,’ said Catherine, smiling at her handsome lover. ‘In honour of our homeland.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll drink to that,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Would you like water, Mr Shannon?’ James enquired. 
 
    ‘No, thank-you, James,’ Tom replied, looking forward to the whisky. ‘Just as it comes will be fine.’ 
 
    James handed the glasses to them and watched as they tasted the whisky. 
 
    ‘Now that’s what I call whisky,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘It’s lovely, isn’t it?’ said Catherine, smiling insolently at her husband. ’It’s James’ favourite. He used to have a glass every night before bed, but not any more. He’s not allowed, isn’t that right, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, infuriated yet enchanted by her taunts. 
 
    ‘He’d love nothing more than a whisky, just as he’d love to have sex with me, but I don’t allow him that either, do I James?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he admitted, his trapped cock pulsing helplessly in its prison. 
 
    ‘No sex and no whisky,’ said Tom, taking another drink of the delicious whisky. ‘I don’t know how he stands it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s the funny thing,’ said Catherine. ‘I actually thinks he likes it.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t believe that,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘I know, it doesn’t seem possible,’ said Catherine, gazing in amusement at her slave. ‘But I think he must like it or why else would he let me treat him in this way?’ 
 
    ‘I suppose there must be something in it for him,’ said Tom. ‘Why don’t you tell us?’ he suddenly asked James. ‘Do you like being locked up and treated as a slave?’ 
 
    James just stared at him, squirming in shame and embarrassment. Even if he could have spoken he wouldn’t have known how to answer. 
 
    ‘Mr Shannon has asked you a question,’ Catherine said sternly. ‘And he expects an answer.’ 
 
    ‘Well, James?’ Tom asked again. ‘Do you like us to be cruel to you, and treat you as a slave?’ 
 
    ‘I d-don’t … I’m not …’ James stammered before falling once more into silence. 
 
    ‘That’s hardly an answer,’ Tom said firmly, not sparing him. ‘Do you like it or don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ James said. 
 
    ‘You like it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ James said. 
 
    ‘Being our slave?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I like it.’ 
 
    ‘So it’s what you want?’ 
 
    ‘Yes … Yes, it is.’ 
 
    ‘What did I tell you?’ said Catherine. ‘Although I think he needs it more than he wants it. I don’t think he can help himself, if you want the truth.’ 
 
    ‘Well, if he needs it, we don’t have to feel guilty,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Not in the slightest,’ said Catherine, enjoying herself hugely. ‘We can be cruel to him to our heart’s content.’ 
 
    ‘That sounds like fun,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Oh, it does,’ said Catherine, kissing Tom again before turning to her slave, and saying with a toss of her lovely hair, ‘I don’t think we require anything further from you tonight, James. You may go.’ 
 
    James winced in pain, and Catherine smiled. She knew sending him away was the cruellest thing she could do to him, and God knows, she loved to be cruel. 
 
    ‘You’ve had a long day, it’s time you went to bed,’ she said, knowing full well he’d never be able to sleep. 
 
    ‘Where shall I sleep, Mistress?’ he asked, terrified of sleeping in the box-room with its door to the master bedroom. If he slept there he’d hear everything. 
 
    ‘Where do you always sleep?’ Catherine replied sternly before explaining to Tom. ’These days he sleeps in the little room off my bedroom. It used to be the children’s room when they were tiny. It still has a cot in it and James sleeps in it as befits his status. He’s not a man any more, and doesn’t deserve a man’s bed.’ 
 
    Tom nodded, surprised but very aroused by the extremity of Catherine’s control over her husband. 
 
    ‘And I like having him so close by,’ she continued. ‘It means if I need anything I can simply call for him.’ 
 
    ‘It’s his maid’s room,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Catherine, ‘that’s exactly what it is. So off you go then, James. Don’t wear your jim-jams tonight. Take off your dress but sleep in your slip and nylons. You’ll cook us a late breakfast in the morning and you’ll wear your uniform again. It’ll be easier if you sleep in your undies.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, consumed by twisted arousal. 
 
    ‘Turn back our bed and put on the bedside light. We won’t be long.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘And leave your door open in case we need anything,’ she added cruelly. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Off you go.’ 
 
    ‘Good night, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a curtsey. 
 
    ‘Goodnight, James.’ 
 
    ‘Good night, Mr Shannon,’ he said, curtseying again. 
 
    ‘Goodnight, James,’ Tom replied. 
 
    They were already kissing as James fled the room, a lost soul pursued by exulting demons of ignominy and shame. 
 
      
 
    AS HE climbed the stairs to bed James tried to summon the spirit of resistance by reminding himself of his plan to change into his man’s clothes and flee the house, but his courage had vanished, swept away by the inexplicable joy he found in defeat, and by its sly companion — the hunger to submit ever more profoundly, and suffer a degradation so strong and all-consuming his pride would cease to exist, and could torment him no more. 
 
    But pride still tormented him as he took off his dress and apron, reminding him of the man he once was, and how far he’d allowed himself to fall. Tortured by memories of Catherine with her handsome lover, he put his maid’s dress on a hanger and hung it on the back of the door, and then took off his shoes, placing them neatly under his cot. Remembering Catherine’s instructions to prepare her bedroom, and feeling girlishly light-footed in just his slip and stocking-soles, he hurried into the adjoining bedroom where he turned down the bed, and switched on the bedside light, bathing the room in a soft, sensual glow. Then, taking the lovely little white mini-slip Catherine wore as a nightdress from under her pillow, he laid it ready for her on the bed. Once more armies of conflicting fears and emotions went to war within him, and he shivered in arousal, and said under his breath, ‘I love you, Catherine … Oh God, I love you.’ 
 
    Going back to his box-room, he obeyed Catherine’s command to leave his door ajar before getting into his cot. His pillow and single duvet were decorated with images of ballerinas. Catherine had bought the bedding for him, taking every opportunity to treat him as less than adult, and hardly ever as male. Drowning in the dark joy of humiliation, he pulled his duvet up to his chin, and lay peering into Catherine’s room through the partly open door. In the dim light from her bedside light he could make out the bottom of her bed and a narrow section of her bedroom, and the prospect of seeing her with her lover again excited him greatly. Slipping his hand under his flouncy knickers, he touched himself through the bars of his chastity cage, and lay enchanted in a fever of shame and submission. Somehow, the faint moonlight from the window in his room made him feel that his vantage-point was safe. 
 
    It was over an hour before the lovers, laughing and talking, came upstairs to bed. By that time James had passed through excited anticipation into a state of near hysteria. Hearing them come up the stairs awakened in him an excruciating dread, but he longed to see them again, and be cruelly excluded from their passion. Tears of shame glistened in his eyes, yet he yearned to lie helpless in his child’s cot while they took their adult pleasure in their wide bed. His heart and soul leapt with joy at the thought. 
 
    ‘He’s done what you told him,’ he heard Tom tell Catherine as they came into the bedroom. ‘He’s turned down the bed, and put on the sidelight.’ 
 
    ‘What do you expect?’ said Catherine, passing quickly across James’ line of vision before vanishing again. ‘He’s a very good and obedient little maid.’ 
 
    ‘He certainly is,’ said Tom as he came into the space at the end of Catherine’s bed. James gazed at him in horrified fascination, struck anew by his strength and manly grace. 
 
    ‘He’s even put my nightdress out for me,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘You won’t need a nightdress,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Brute,’ said Catherine humorously. ‘A lady always wear a nightdress, especially when her maidservant lays it out for her.’ 
 
    ‘Whatever you say, Lady Catherine,’ Tom answered lightly, making her laugh. 
 
    Tom quickly undressed, dropping his clothes on the floor until he stood naked, his heavy cock swinging between his thighs like a club. Once more James, lashed by jealousy, marvelled at his rival’s strength and manly vigour. And then Catherine came to Tom in her lovely mini-slip, kissing him, caressing his buttocks, and murmuring seductively, ‘Wait here, I’ll be right back.’ 
 
    James’s heart jumped as Catherine came into his little room. 
 
    ‘There’s my little Ba-Ba,’ she said, a mocking edge to her voice that shamed James terribly, yet thrilled him to his core. ‘I just wanted to check that you’re all tucked up for the night, but you’re not, are you?’ she said, making a tutting noise as she pulled up the side of his cot and clicked it into place so that James felt even more like her prisoner. ‘There,’ she said, smiling down at him, ‘now you’re all cosy and safe. Night-night, Ba-Ba, sweet dreams.’ 
 
    And then she turned away and went to her lover who took her in his arms and kissed her hungrily, very aroused by the knowledge that James was watching them. 
 
    And James was watching, in a state of painful excitement, his heart leaping and his brain swimming. They looked so wonderful together, like beautiful animals, that his jealous pain and masochistic joy were tempered and refined by an aesthetic appreciation of their physical perfection. 
 
    ‘God, Catherine, you’re lovely,’ he heard Tom say, his voice warm and loving. 
 
    ‘Shut up and come to bed,’ Catherine said in fond reply, gripping him by his erection and leading him to bed, and out of James’ line of sight. For several moments he felt a terrible bereavement — he longed to see them have sex again — and then he heard them together, and the sounds of their lovemaking thrilled and tormented him even more than seeing them.  
 
    He could only imagine what they were doing and, as a submissive man, imagining was what he did best. 
 
    James was familiar with the sounds his wife made during sex, the little gasps and groans she made as her pleasure mounted, but it hurt him terribly to hear them brought about by another man, particularly when they were louder and more intense than the sounds she made with him. Before long her gasps became cries of delight, and the bed creaked and groaned as if it was sharing their joy. He heard what he was sure was the sound of her reaching orgasm, but the bed kept up its rhythmic creaking. Tom hadn’t finished, and the rhythm increased, causing Catherine to cry out as if in fear and panic. A part of him exulted in Tom’s virility. If he couldn’t do it, then at least another man was punishing his wife for her arrogant beauty, for her power over men, driving her beyond pleasure to a place where she no longer held control, but then Tom too began to cry out in delight, his cries mingling with Catherine’s as they plunged over the cliff together. 
 
    Afterwards the lovers lay in silence save for the occasional whispered endearment, and James lay listening in his cot, utterly bewitched by the charged eroticism in the air around him. To his despair, but also to his delight, he heard Tom say softly, ‘I love you, Catherine Dempsey,’ and Catherine say in reply, ‘And I love you, Tom Shannon, I love you with all my heart.’ And then he heard the sound of a long, lingering kiss. 
 
    They must have fallen asleep for James heard no more and he lay in his bed of shame, acutely aware once more of the hug of the stockings against his legs, and the unrelenting grip of his chastity cage. He felt miserable and alone, but he also felt joyous and transported as if his human spirit had soared to another plain. Strangely at peace, he drifted into sleep. 
 
    When he woke he had no idea what time it was. The shadowy light in his room told him it must be the middle of the night, and he started in fright to see the slender figure of his wife come slowly into his room. In her white slip she had the appearance of a ghost or a moon-shadow, and she seemed oddly lifeless as she stood by the side of his cot looking down at him. When she spoke, her voice sounded strange and distant, and he wondered if she was sleep-walking. 
 
    ‘My love,’ she said dreamily. ‘My poor husband … I’ve taken you for my own, and you have no separate existence … My own one … My own …’ 
 
    Suddenly Tom loomed in the doorway behind her. 
 
    ‘Catherine?’ he said, barely awake. ‘What are you doing? Are you all right?’ 
 
    ‘Come to me,’ she said to him without looking round, as if she expected him to be there. 
 
    He quickly joined her, putting his arms round her from behind, and holding her close. 
 
    ‘My love,’ he whispered, kissing her slender neck. ‘My beautiful love.’ 
 
    ‘Look at him,’ she said to her lover. ‘Look at our little Ba-Ba so helpless in his crib.’ 
 
    ‘I see him,’ said Tom, coming fiercely erect, pushing against the lace hem of her slip. 
 
    ‘He’s awake,’ said Catherine, gripping the side of the cot and pushing back against him. ‘He’s watching us.’ 
 
    ‘He is,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘Show him,’ said Catherine, her voice slow and heavy with lust. ‘Show him who’s Master.’ 
 
    Kissing her neck, and burying his face in her soft hair, Tom slid his hands under her slip and held her lovely breasts as he pushed into her from behind, all the time looking down into the wide-open, frightened eyes of their slave. 
 
    ‘This is what I want,’ Catherine moaned, already on the verge of orgasm. ‘This is what I’ve always wanted.’ 
 
    Deeply aroused, Tom pounded into her with such vigour her breath came in gasps and the cot shook as if struck by a storm. 
 
    James stared up in wonder as they took their pleasure, lost in the pain and pleasure of their joy. 
 
    ‘I shall die,’ Catherine gasped in between cries of delight, ‘Oh God, I shall die …’ 
 
    Suddenly her face contorted as if by the pain of rapture, and with a cry of sheer abandon, she lost consciousness and fell back into her lover’s arms. 
 
    ‘My love,’ Tom said, holding her with infinite gentleness. ‘Come to bed.’ 
 
    Kissing her hair, he carried her back to bed, and lay holding her until he joined her in sleep. 
 
    James woke very early and, taking care to be as quiet as possible, he climbed over the wall of his cot, and took his uniform and shoes with him to the bathroom off the upstairs hall where he shaved carefully before putting on his maid’s dress, and fixing his hair in its usual neat pony-tail. Going downstairs, he saw that the sky was clear and blue. After the violent storm of the day before, it was going to be a beautiful day. His spirits lifted by the beauty of the morning, he busied away in the kitchen, preparing the coffee machine and making fresh orange juice, but it was nearly two hours later before he heard the ring of Catherine’s hand-bell, by which time he’d fallen back into a state of anxious boredom and disquiet. 
 
    ‘Come in,’ he heard Catherine say in reply to his knock. When he went in he found her sitting up in bed, her hair wild and tousled. To his relief Tom was still asleep. 
 
    ‘What time is it?’ she said through a yawn. As she stretched, a strap of her slip fell from her shoulder, revealing a lovely breast. 
 
    ‘It’s after ten,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s Sunday,’ she said. ‘You’re allowed to be lazy on Sundays. Open the curtains a little.’ 
 
    ‘What a lovely day,’ she said when the bright sunshine poured in through the crack in the curtains. ‘And how lovely you look in your dress, James. It suits you very well, and I couldn’t be happier with you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, both humbled and lifted by her praise, and falling immediately under her spell. 
 
    ‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a curtsey. 
 
    ‘That’s more like it,’ she said, amusement in her voice.  
 
    ‘Would you like breakfast?’ he asked. 
 
    ‘Just coffee for now,’ she said, stretching again, her lovely breasts pushing against the lace of her slip. ‘We’ll take it in bed.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, delighted by her lazy authority. 
 
    When he returned with the coffee, Tom was awake, sitting up beside Catherine, and smiling at him with a look of mischief in his handsome eyes. 
 
    ‘Good morning, James,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Good morning, Mr Shannon,’ James replied respectfully, his legs trembling as he curtsied.  
 
    ‘Did you sleep well?’ Tom asked him. 
 
    ‘Yes, thank-you, sir,’ James lied, the word ‘sir’ slipping out by accident. 
 
    ‘Oh, I like the sound of sir,’ said Catherine, laughing and kissing her lover. ‘I like it very much, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Shall I cook breakfast?’ said James, blushing deeply, and looking desperately for a way to escape the room as quickly as possible. 
 
    ‘Actually, James, don’t do that,’ said Catherine. ‘Tom has had a better idea. Seeing as it’s such a lovely day, we’d like to go for a picnic. Go down and make a picnic lunch, and we’ll drive into the country. Tom knows a special place. You can come with us, and be our servant.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ said James, possessed by the new terror of serving them in the outside world. His terror was intensified when Catherine told him to keep his uniform on, albeit under one of her long coats. ‘Don’t worry,’ she told him. ‘Where we’re going is very private. You’ll be perfectly safe, no-one will see you.’ 
 
    But he felt far from safe as he sat behind them in the back seat of Tom’s dark blue VW Touareg as they drove into the countryside. After the events of the night before, he’d expected Catherine to spend some time alone with him, and he felt shocked by this new turn of events, and uncomfortably anxious and exposed. The coat he wore hid his uniform from the gaze of other motorists but, when he looked down, he saw the hem of his dress above his nylon-clad legs and court shoes, causing him to squirm in shame. Tom and Catherine talked and laughed happily as the miles went by, seemingly oblivious to their fretful passenger. 
 
    After driving for around fifty minutes, Tom turned onto the track to a farm owned by one of his friends. To James’ relief, he drove past the steading, and into a heavily wooded area where he drove for over a mile before parking by a gate to a footpath. He and Catherine got out of the car, and kissed and talked for a few moments before Tom gestured to James and said, ‘Get out.’ 
 
    Feeling foolish and deeply vulnerable, James got out and stood like a fool. 
 
    ‘Take off your coat,’ said Catherine.  
 
    ‘Please, can I keep it on?’ he pleaded, very afraid of being outside in his uniform. 
 
    ‘No, you can’t,’ she said, aroused by his fear. ‘We’re on private land in the middle of nowhere. No-one will see you.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Take your coat off,’ she repeated, fire in her voice. 
 
    Slowly, reluctantly, he took off her long coat. 
 
    ‘Put it in the car,’ she commanded him. ‘Take out the picnic rug and hamper,’ she said, once he’d got rid of the coat. ‘Shut the door,’ she added. 
 
    James pushed the heavy door shut, startled by the sound it made when Tom locked the car with his key-hob. He’d denied him the refuge of the car, James realised with a thrill of helplessness.  
 
    ‘Be good,’ Catherine told her husband, ‘or we’ll drive away and leave you.’  
 
    Tom laughed, and kissed her, impressed by her dominance. 
 
    Then they walked away hand in hand, strolling like lovers along the tree-lined path, leaving their terrified maid to follow behind with the rug and hamper. After walking for twenty minutes they came to a secluded clearing by a river swollen by the recent storm, its water sparkling in the sunlight. 
 
    ‘This is lovely,’ Catherine said fondly. ‘Like a dream.’ 
 
    James laid out the rug for them, and put the sparkling wine in the river to chill, tying the bottle to a root with some string so it wouldn’t sink or be swept away. 
 
    ‘Wait in the trees,’ Catherine commanded him. ‘We’ll call if we need you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, curtseying and going to the trees, glad to find shade from the midday sun, and even more glad to have an unobstructed view of the lovers. But he groaned in distress, his helpless cock pushing impotently against its cage, when he saw Tom kiss Catherine and take off her pretty dress and underwear before laying her down on the rug and rubbing suntan lotion all over her slender body, taking his time over her breasts and thighs, kissing her throat and mouth as he rubbed in the lotion. Then he stood and quickly undressed, lying down beside Catherine while she rubbed lotion on him, taking a very long time over his cock which had grown fiercely erect. Her little hand working up and down on his oiled cock, they kissed hungrily, his hand sliding between her legs, fingering her until she begged him to fuck her. He made her wait until she became almost angry with desire before lying on top of her and pushing into her eager cunt. More than ready for him, she threw her head back in delight, lifting her legs to grip his waist and matching the hungry rhythm of his thrusts, her slim arms tight around his neck. 
 
    James watched in shame and wonder as the beautiful pair disported themselves under the blazing sun, seeing them almost as animals in the wild, their passion and physical grace convincing him even more of his unworthiness. Of course he was their slave. What else could he be in the face of their extraordinary beauty? ‘No,’ he told himself, his submission deepening into a fact-of-life, ‘you’re not their equal and never will be. You’re where you belong, watching them like a fool, the servant of their desires.’ 
 
    When they reached orgasm, he experienced a thrill of his own in the form of a shiver of longing that shook him from head to toe, and left him weak and breathless. And still he couldn’t take his eyes from them, his pained and hungry gaze taking in every inch of them as they lay dozing in the hot sun, basking in the afterglow of sex. This was really happening, he thought in amazement. He’d become his wife’s chastised slave and cuckold, and given over his life to her pleasure. And he wanted more, he realised. Lost in a fog of submission, he longed for her cruelty and scorn as other men longed for love and affection.  
 
    After about thirty minutes, Tom stirred, and stood dazedly, baked by the sun.  
 
    ‘Come on, sleepyhead,’ he said to Catherine, helping her stand, and holding her close. 
 
    ‘It’s too hot,’ she said sleepily. 
 
    ‘This way,’ Tom said, leading her to the riverbank. Sitting on the bank, he dipped his legs into the water, gasping at the cold, but saying, ‘Try it, it’s wonderful.’ 
 
    ‘Not on your life,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ he said. 
 
     Leaning a hand on his broad shoulder, Catherine dipped a toe in the river, but withdrew it instantly, proclaiming, ‘It’s freezing!’ 
 
    ‘Nonsense,’ said Tom, sliding into the river which came up to his chest, and smiling up at Catherine. ‘In you come,’ he called to her. 
 
    ‘Not bloody likely,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ he said, reaching up and gripping her ankle. 
 
    ‘Don’t you dare,’ she said, reaching down to pull his hand away, but he just took hold of her hand and pulled her into the river with a huge splash, and a loud scream of shock. 
 
    ‘I’ll kill you!’ she shouted at him, but he just laughed and pulled her close, making sure she was safe. They laughed and splashed and cavorted for less than a minute before the cold forced them out, Tom hoisting her onto the grass before pulling himself up beside her. They hadn’t brought towels so he called to James, ‘Bring the rug.’ 
 
    Woken from his trance, James hurried into the clearing and picked up the rug, giving it to Tom who wrapped it round Catherine and rubbed her dry as she shivered and cursed. 
 
    ‘I’ll get you for that, Tom Shannon,’ she threatened. ‘I’ll wait till you’re asleep, and then I’ll get you.’ 
 
    ‘Make it quick.’ 
 
    ‘Not a chance’ she said. ‘It’ll be a slow and lingering death.’ 
 
    But he only laughed and kissed her, and kept on drying her with the picnic rug. 
 
    ‘I’m starving,’ she said, still shivering. 
 
    ‘Bring the picnic basket,’ Tom told James. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ he said, hurrying to obey. 
 
    When he returned with the hamper, he saw how lovingly Catherine gazed into Tom’s eyes, and he felt a sharp stab of loss. She truly wasn’t his any more. The woman he loved now belonged to another man. He’d lost her and had only himself to blame.  
 
    ‘Put it down here,’ Tom commanded him.  
 
    As he laid the hamper by the river’s edge, he noticed Catherine give a violent shudder.  
 
    ‘The cold’s got to me,’ she said. ‘I have to pee.’ 
 
    She went to go into the trees, but Tom held her back. 
 
    ‘Stay,’ he said. 
 
    ‘What?’ she said, not understanding. 
 
    ‘Use James,’ he said. 
 
    ‘James?’ she said, still not understanding. 
 
    ‘He’s your maid, isn’t he?’ he said. ‘It can be his new duty.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t mean …’ she said, catching on, and laughing in amazement. 
 
    ’Well, why not?’ said Tom, smiling at her mischievously. ‘He’s here for your convenience, isn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘You’re mad,’ she said, shocked but intrigued. 
 
    ‘It’s only pee,’ he said, ‘and he’ll probably like it.’ 
 
    ‘No-one could like that.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be so sure,’ he said, remembering that extraordinary night as a young man in the club in Madrid. The hard-faced woman in the middle of the dance-floor had just lifted her dress, held her knickers to one side, and peed into the mouth of her kneeling slave. The man, red-faced with shame, gulped frantically, swallowing every drop of his Mistress’ sacred wine. Once she’d finished, the woman held her arms aloft in triumph, laughing as all those who’d witnessed them clapped and cheered her outrageous deed. Tom had never forgotten it, and he wanted to see Catherine do the same to James. He knew Catherine would never again be able to think of James as the man in her life if she used him in such a demeaning fashion, and it aroused him greatly to think of so reducing James in her estimation. It was very cruel, he knew, and he’d never thought of himself as a cruel man, but he was beyond caring. Sex ruled him. He wanted Catherine for his own, and he’d do what he had to. 
 
    ‘Help me, then,’ Catherine whispered to her lover, aroused by his wickedness, and by the fear in James’ eyes.  
 
    She’d peed on James before but that had been a crazy whim on a drunken night. But to make him drink from her, to pee right into his mouth, well that was something else altogether. This was brazen and selfish. This was designed to crush and humiliate, put him in a prison so deep he’d never find a way out. 
 
    This was truly dirty. 
 
    ‘Get on your knees,’ Tom commanded James. 
 
    ‘No,’ James gasped, understanding their intentions, and recoiling in horror. 
 
    ‘Do what you’re told,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘You c-can’t,’ James stammered.  
 
    ‘Of course I can,’ she said coldly. ‘You’re my slave, I can do what I like.’ 
 
    ‘On your knees, James,’ Tom said again, a flash of anger in his eyes. ‘I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    Shaking in fear, Tom sank to his knees. 
 
    ‘He’s doing it,’ said Catherine, hugely aroused by her lover’s dominance over her husband. 
 
    ‘Stand above him,’ Tom told her. ‘Go on, don’t be shy.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t believe we’re doing this,’ said Catherine, standing astride her husband, her forest of curls touching sweetly against the hair of his bowed head. 
 
    ‘Look at me, James,’ she told her slave.  
 
    Lifting his gaze, James stared up past her imperious cunt to her lovely face, searching for some sign of mercy, but there was no mercy in those proud eyes, only a hard amusement that chilled his blood.  
 
    ‘Make a seal,’ Catherine said, positioning her cunt over his open mouth, aroused to feel his shiver of dread. ‘Don’t spill a drop or you’ll be sorry.’ 
 
    Obediently, James pressed his mouth to her most private place, terrified of what was to come yet bound by desire to serve to the best of his ability. 
 
    Catherine gave another shudder of need. She desperately needed to pee, but she couldn’t relax and let go of her inhibitions. 
 
    ‘I want to but I can’t,’ she said. 
 
    ‘Let it come,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘I can’t,’ she said. 
 
    And then he kissed her, rubbing the small of her back through the rug to help her relax. Melting into his kiss, she felt her inhibitions fade away and, with a groan of pleasure, she began to pee, releasing a powerful stream into her slave’s mouth. 
 
    ‘Good girl,’ Tom said approvingly. 
 
    ‘I’m so bad to him,’ she said, finding a transgressive thrill in using her husband so crudely. 
 
    ‘What of it?’ said Tom, coming erect again. ‘He’s your slave.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose he is,’ she said, looking down at her husband as he gulped and swallowed for all his worth, his eyes wide with panic, his cheeks bright red with shame. 
 
    ‘Look what I’ve done to you, James,’ said Catherine. ‘I’ve made you into my toilet. How clever of Tom to think of it. It’s actually rather nice to use you like this, and so very convenient. I’ll have to do it more often. Oh yes, you can definitely add this to your duties.’ 
 
    Tom kissed Catherine while she continued to pee, sharing the transgressive pleasure she took in debasing her husband, and then asking her, ‘Have you finished?’ 
 
    ‘Nearly,’ she said, giving a pretty little shiver as she finished. ‘Now I have.’ 
 
    ‘Swallow it all,’ Tom commanded his defeated rival, a threat of violence in his voice. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Shannon,’ said James once he’d swallowed the last of his wife’s warm, yeasty wine, too ashamed to look up at his tormentors. 
 
    ‘Now lick her clean,’ Tom commanded him. 
 
    Immediately he resumed his duties, cleaning and drying her with adoring flicks of his tongue while the lovers kissed. 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ James heard her say to Tom. ‘I’d never have dared if you hadn’t made me.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome,’ said Tom. 
 
    ‘You can stop now, James,’ Catherine told him. ‘Wash out your mouth in the river,’ she added, wrinkling her pretty nose in disgust. ‘You smell like a public lavatory.’ 
 
    Reeling with shame, James hurried to the riverbank where he knelt and rinsed out his mouth. As he bent to reach the water, his maid’s-dress rode up revealing the lace hem of his slip and the tops of his stockings, and Catherine couldn’t help but laugh at how foolish he looked. She experienced a sudden urge to kick his backside and send him plunging into the river, but for once she controlled her urge, and turned her attention to laying out the food James had prepared while Tom opened the bottle of sparking wine. 
 
    ‘Here,’ she said, giving James a sandwich, ‘you’d better have something to eat, I suppose, but go back to the trees, we’re bored with you.’ 
 
    Crushed yet insanely aroused, James returned to his place under the trees from where he watched them enjoy their picnic, and share the bottle of sparkling wine. James had drunk his slave’s wine, and the warm, heavy pool in his stomach reminded him constantly of his degradation. It was impossible to take in, and yet she’d done it, she’d used him as her toilet. If she could do that to him, what else might she do? There were no limits now, he understood with a shudder. He was the lowest of the low, it was clear, and must serve her pleasure in any way she wished. 
 
    Nearly an hour passed before Tom and Catherine got dressed and signalled to James to come and carry the picnic basket and rug. Listening to them talk and laugh he followed them back to the car like a grotesque sherpa. He tried not to, but he couldn’t stop admiring their extraordinary grace and beauty, and in particular how lovely Catherine looked in her loose summer dress. And how carefree she seemed, how utterly happy to have two men entirely under her sway. And how frightened and ill-at-ease he was by comparison, convinced someone would come along the wooded path at any moment and see him in his maid’s uniform, and darkly worried that Tom and Catherine would drive off and leave him. 
 
    Reaching the car, Tom threw his keys to James and told him to drive them home. He’d drunk wine, and wasn’t stupid enough to drink and drive. 
 
    ‘You can be our chauffeur,’ Catherine said to her husband, adding with a laugh, ‘I suppose it’s a promotion of sorts.’ 
 
    Putting his coat over his dress to prevent curious looks from other motorists, James got into the driver’s seat while Catherine and Tom got into the back seat where they kissed and laughed and talked in secretive whispers all the way home. James drove with the greatest care, terrified of having an accident and being exposed in his maid’s uniform, but he stole frequent glances in the driver’s mirror, tormented by the sight of his wife kissing her lover. Once, waiting at lights, he saw Tom’s hand slide between her legs to pet her through her panties. Catherine gave a soft groan of arousal but her eyes, bright with scorn, met her husband’s in the driver’s mirror, plunging a dagger of pain and pleasure deep into his slavish heart. 
 
    After the extreme events of the week-end, James hoped and expected Catherine to go easier on him, and talk to him as her friend and companion if no longer as her husband, but she was much too taken up with her busy life. Whether leaving or returning from work, she treated James as her housemaid, giving him instructions in a very matter-of-fact way, but saying little else. Most nights she saw Tom, sometimes staying the night with him and coming home in the morning to get ready for work, sometimes having Tom stay the night so that James had to serve him as his Master, something that aroused Catherine more than any of her other cruelties. 
 
    James also had to endure public scorn. Catherine and Tom went out openly as a couple to restaurants and pubs, theatres and cinemas and it was inevitable that James and Catherine’s old friends and acquaintances would see them together, and gossip about their affair. Several times, when doing the shopping or taking Lilian to lunch, James had to endure knowing looks and comments from so-called friends. Once, in the supermarket, he ran into Jane Hiller who’d taught alongside Catherine for several years before leaving to have children.  
 
    ‘James,’ she said, a little too friendly. ‘Long time no see. How are you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m very well, thank-you,’ James replied, sensing what was to come. He’d never liked Jane, and the way she found pleasure in the misfortune of others. 
 
    ‘I saw Catherine the other night,’ Jane said. ’She was looking lovely, radiant you might say, but I didn’t speak to her. She was with a rather good-looking gentleman. They looked very happy together, I must say, very close and happy.’ 
 
    ‘Well, that’s good to hear,’ said James, angry with her, and wanting to put a spanner in her works. 
 
    ‘Good?’ said Jane, confused. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes,’ said James. ‘Better happy than sad, wouldn’t you say?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand,’ she said. 
 
    ‘There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,’ he said, looking to Shakespeare for help, ‘than are dreamt of in your philosophy.’ 
 
    And with that, he walked away, but his feeling of victory didn’t last for long. By the time he got home, he felt very hurt and unhappy, so much so that he told Catherine about his encounter with Jane, but if he was hoping for sympathy, or a promise of greater discretion, he was very wide of the mark. 
 
    ‘There will always be people like that,’ Catherine said. ‘People who like to gossip and talk behind your back, and hurt you if they can, but I intend to ignore them, and I suggest you do the same. Of course it worries and upsets me but I won’t let it effect how I live my life. I won’t live in fear, believe me. And if staff at my new school find out about Tom, then there’s nothing I can do about it. I’ll keep my head up and carry right on. The headmistress has a lover, so what? The chances are they’ll respect me all the more for it. Tom and I will go out whenever and wherever we like. If other people seeing us together embarrasses you, then you’ll just have to put up with it. It’s your problem, not mine. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ James replied, sinking deeper under her spell, and aroused to think how Catherine would be admired and envied for her dominance while he’d be pitied and mocked for his subservience. It was the way of the world, he thought wearily — everyone admires a Mistress, no-one respects a cuckold. 
 
    Moment by moment, day by day, James felt himself change until he barely remembered the man he once was. He no longer took any interest in the news or what was happening in the world. He didn’t keep up with his friends or wider family. He didn’t care whether the football team he supported won or lost. He didn’t listen to music or read books or enjoy his food, but he grew ever more obsessive and fastidious in caring for his Mistress. He made sure that the house was immaculate at all times, and he anticipated her every need, and obeyed her every command with the passion of a true slave. Strangely this was enough for him, all he wanted. It was exactly as if a spell had been cast over him, or perhaps a curse. A part of him knew it was unhealthy and wrong, and no way to lead a life, but he’d gone far beyond the rational, and he hadn’t the slightest desire to change anything, or find a way back to his old life. He even felt physically weaker as if his wife’s dominance was draining the life-force from him, yet he gloried in this weakening as it added to the delightful powerlessness he felt in his new life. 
 
    Catherine tuned into his deepening submission, and responded by treating him more and more as her servant, astonished to discover that she too barely remembered the man he used to be. There were moments when she felt guilty, and troubled that things had gone much too far, but it was easier not to talk about it, and it was lovely to have such a devoted servant, and then there was her career and Tom and, before long, James hardly seemed to matter very much at all — except in one vitally important way. Catherine and Tom found an ever-increasing joy in dominating and tormenting him. It added spice to their relationship, and made sex the centre-point of their lives. 
 
    It delighted them to push James deeper into servitude, and they made James suffer in all the ways they’d talked about before Tom had come to the house. It was as if a dark sexual hunger had taken possession of them, driving them to ever greater heights of decadence and cruelty. 
 
    On a Wednesday night in the week after their picnic, Catherine had Tom whip James with the crop. He’d done nothing to deserve a punishment, and Catherine openly admitted it. 
 
    ‘This is very unfair, I know,’ she told her trembling slave as he obeyed her command to lift his dress and take down his panties and hose before lying across the footstool. ‘You’ve done nothing wrong, but that only makes it more fun. Don’t ask why, but it pleases me to have Tom punish you, perhaps you can take some joy in that.’ 
 
    The sight of her manly lover towering over her husband thrilled Catherine like nothing she’d ever known, and she urged Tom to strike harder and faster until James cried out in an agony of torment. Finally, when Tom threw down the crop, Catherine flung herself at him, tearing open his jeans and pulling him onto the floor in full view of their broken slave. Fiercely aroused by their dominance, they took each other with savage hunger, almost passing out with the joy of it. When they recovered Catherine noticed that Tom had broken the skin in several places on James’ buttocks and at the tops of his thighs, but she felt neither guilt nor remorse. 
 
    ‘Go and fetch some antiseptic cream from the bathroom,’ she told James curtly, before turning to her lover and saying, ‘I loved watching you do that. From now on only you will beat him. And then we’ll fuck in front of him, fuck until we die of it.’ 
 
    ‘Whatever you say, Lady Catherine,’ Tom said, making her laugh. They both knew they’d been taken over by a form of madness, but they lacked the will to do anything about it. The joy they found in their madness was too great to resist, and they gave in to it as helplessly as James surrendered to their mastery. 
 
    All three of them were out of control and, in their own different ways, exceptionally happy. 
 
    As well as suffering regular and very painful beatings, it also became commonplace for James to clean them after sex, and for Catherine to use him as her toilet. James even began to look forward to serving them in this way, and when Tom finally summoned the courage to come in his mouth, James swallowed submissively, almost gratefully as Catherine laughed in delight, kissing Tom and congratulating him on demonstrating his authority so absolutely over her husband.  
 
    ‘Use him any way you like,’ she told him. ‘Make him serve you at any time of the day or night. He’s yours now every bit as much as he’s mine, and don’t let him forget it.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t,’ Tom said, in thrall to her beauty. 
 
    ‘Promise me,’ she said, in the grip of her madness. 
 
    ‘I promise,’ he vowed, falling ever more deeply in love with her. 
 
    Not long afterwards, Catherine showed Tom how she liked to collar and leash James, and treat him as her dog. They had great fun making him drink from a bowl, and follow after them naked on all fours, taking him into the secluded back garden where they made him sit obediently while they laughed and kissed. They threw a stick for him and made him fetch it, and it caused them particular amusement to watch him from behind as he walked on all fours. The ring around his balls made them dangle prominently between his legs just like a real dog’s.  
 
    ‘You’d better be a very good dog,’ Catherine warned him, a wicked gleam in her eye. ‘Or we’ll take you down the vet and have you seen to.’ 
 
    ‘Now, there’s an idea,’ said Tom, kissing Catherine, and tugging James’ lead to make him walk to heel. 
 
    And then, a few nights later, when Tom drove up to the house, Catherine noticed that his car was streaked with dirt and grime. 
 
    ‘Tom’s car is dirty,’ she told James after she’d kissed Tom in welcome. ‘Drive it round the back of the house where no-one will see you, and clean it for him. And take your uniform off, I don’t want you getting it dirty, and clean his car properly. We’ll inspect your work and if we find the tiniest speck of dirt, I’ll ask Tom to beat you, and you wouldn’t want that, would you?’ 
 
    ‘No, Mistress,’ he answered, angered yet thrilled in the way he’d come to crave. 
 
    Aroused by the thought of James cleaning Tom’s car, the lovers strolled hand in hand into the garden to watch their naked slave at work, his cock cage glinting in the evening sunlight like a piece of silver jewellery. The reality of his chastity made them think of him as their shackled bondsman, and encouraged them to treat him as cruelly as they liked 
 
    ‘Don’t mind us,’ said Catherine when James turned to look at them. ‘Get on with your work.’ 
 
    He returned to washing Tom’s car, stung by the sound of their laughter, and it wasn’t long before Catherine had an idea that she knew would deepen James’ humiliation to an almost unbearable degree. 
 
    Opening the car door, she showed Tom into the back seat, saying to James, ‘No peeking,’ and then got into the back seat beside Tom, pulling the door closed behind her with a heavy, excluding clunk. 
 
    As James soaped the car windows Catherine knew he’d have no choice but to ‘peek’ through the suds as he worked, and witness once more the sexual passion she shared with Tom. 
 
    And she was right. Groaning in desire, his cock swelling uselessly in its cage, James peered helplessly through the soap-streaked window, and saw them kissing and petting like teenagers. Catherine lay back as Tom kissed her, opening her legs so his hand could slip between her legs to caress her sweetly through her pretty white panties, the panties he’d be wearing the next day, James thought with a shiver of twisted arousal. Then Catherine pulled down the front of her dress and the lace cups of her flimsy white bra, and stared insolently into her husband’s pale, startled, face as Tom kissed and suckled her breasts. Deeply aroused by Tom’s strong fingers and hungry kisses, and by James’ helpless servility, Catherine climaxed with a power that left her weak and trembling. 
 
    But she wasn’t finished. Once she’d recovered a little, she undid Tom’s trousers and took out his rearing erection, caressing it softly to begin with, and then with firmer, faster strokes, pleased to hear him gasp in arousal. All the time they remained aware of James soaping the car, the helpless voyeur of their wanton display. Wanting to torment her husband all the more, Catherine leaned down and took Tom’s cock in her mouth, licking and sucking and bobbing her head up and down in a way that made him groan in delight and pulse in her mouth. She kept this up for several minutes until, when she knew he was close to orgasm, she sat up and opened the door, saying to James, ‘Get in here. You know what to do.’ 
 
    Utterly enslaved, James leant into the car and took his rival’s cock in his mouth, pleasuring him with a passion that matched Catherine’s so that Tom quickly erupted in his mouth, sending great jets of sperm down his throat while pulling Catherine into a spine-tingling, never-ending kiss. 
 
    Then she dismissed James coldly, saying, ‘Haven’t you got work to be getting on with?’ Speaking so cruelly to him aroused them, and they kissed lazily as he went back to work. 
 
    They lay in each other’s arms for several minutes while James cleaned the car, enjoying the lovely, dream-like euphoria that follows sex. Then they arranged their clothes and went back into the house. As they went, they spoke happily to each other of their plans for the evening, but neither said a word to James. What would have been the point? He had his duties to see to, it was as simple as that. 
 
    Having made James clean Tom’s car, Catherine soon added to his duties by having him travel across town twice a week to clean Tom’s spacious flat, and do all his washing and ironing. She made him take one of his uniforms in a bag, and put it on when he arrived at Tom’s apartment. On those days, if they could get away from work, Catherine and Tom took their lunch hours in Tom’s flat in order to enjoy the exquisite thrill of having sex while James worked as Tom’s cleaner and housemaid.  
 
    ‘How far you’ve come,’ she’d say to James as he lapped her clean before she returned to work. ‘I can’t think of you as a man any more, I don’t suppose you can either, but God, the joy of it. There’s nothing on earth to match it.’ 
 
    In reply, he’d kiss and clean her more devoutly, lost in the lovely drowning feeling that submission gave him. 
 
    ‘Do you still love me?’ she asked him once, running her fingers gently through his hair as he cleaned her. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ he gasped in between kisses. ‘For ever and ever.’ 
 
    ‘I’m so glad of you, James,’ she said as he worshipped. ‘I know it might not always feel like it, but I am, so very glad.’ 
 
    Catherine still expected James to buy pretty underwear online, but not just for her.  
 
    ‘Buy some boxer shorts for Tom,’ she commanded him one night. ‘The loveliest you can find. Silk ones, in blue or black.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied, his heart fluttering with twisted delight. 
 
    When the silk boxers arrived, Catherine made James prepare a little speech before presenting his gift to Tom. 
 
    ‘These are lovely, James,’ Tom said, surprised and oddly moved by the gift from his defeated rival. 
 
    ‘James has something he wants to say to you,’ said Catherine, amazed once more by how much it pleased her to subjugate her husband in front of her lover. ‘On you go, James, don’t be shy.’ 
 
    ‘These are my gift to you,’ said James, his voice shaking with nerves, ‘to thank you for making my Mistress so happy, and for giving her everything that I can’t. Thank-you, Mr Shannon, I can’t thank you enough.’ 
 
    ‘What a lovely little speech, James,’ said Catherine, her voice laced with scorn. ‘You spoke it very well, but you can go now, Tom and I want to be alone.’ 
 
    Hurt by her cruel dismissal, James curtsied and left the room, his pleasure heightened by the sound of their laughter as the door closed behind him. 
 
    And on that night, as on many other nights, he had to lie in his cot and listen to them making love in the adjoining bedroom. It wasn’t the sounds of their delight, loud as they were, that caused him the most pain. It was the sound of them laughing and talking together so closely and companionably. He’d noticed it before, but they really did seem to be the best of friends as well as passionate lovers, and he couldn’t help but wonder what the future had in store for him. Why would his beautiful Mistress wish to remain married to a lowly slave? Now that she’d found happiness with another man, she’d surely wish to divorce him. His only hope was that she might keep him on as her slave. This fear of losing Catherine lurked at the back of James’ mind as he sank deeper and deeper into servitude. He wanted to talk to her about it, but he was too scared of what she might say. Better to keep quiet, he thought, and hope that one day she’d tire of Tom, and he could be alone with her again. But then, no sooner had he hoped for this, than he mourned the loss of Tom as surrendering to his Master brought him almost as much joy as his surrender to his Mistress. 
 
    James wasn’t alone in having these thoughts. Catherine and Tom weren’t fools. They knew they were flying too close to the sun. They feared their wings would catch fire, or they’d hurt James, or the real world would hold them to account for daring to break too many of its rules. And time was hurtling on, bringing with it some hard decisions. Tom would soon be returning to Spain for several months to supervise the refurbishment of La Fiera, and recruit a manager and staff, and there were only a few days of the school-term left before Catherine went on holiday for two months. She’d have timetables and budgets and recruitment to work on at home, but she’d no longer have the daily routine of going into school to balance her increasingly fervid private-life. 
 
    It was Tom who talked about it first. It was a Thursday lunch-time, and they were lying in bed after sex while James cleaned the kitchen and did the housework in Tom’s flat. 
 
    ‘Come to Spain with me,’ he said. ‘I can’t bear to be apart from you, and there’s an apartment that comes with La Fiera. We can stay there. You can help me with the refurbishment of the bar if you like, I’d appreciate your advice, or just have a break and explore Madrid, and we could take some time to travel round Spain. We’d have the whole summer. Come with me, Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘That sounds lovely, but I have to stay in touch with the school.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what lap-tops are for,’ he said, ‘and besides you need a holiday.’ 
 
    ‘But what about James?’ 
 
    ‘He could come with us,’ Tom replied. ‘I’d certainly find plenty of work for him, but I’d rather he didn’t come, Catherine. Don’t take this the wrong way — I love having him as our slave, I’ve never known sex like it — but I’d love even more some time on our own. It may seem boring, but I’d like to be a normal couple for a while.’ 
 
    ‘That doesn’t sound boring at all,’ said Catherine. ‘And James needs a break from us. It’s all happened so fast and gone so far, I worry that he’ll have a breakdown or become ill.’ 
 
    ‘I worry about that too,’ Tom said, taking her gently by the hand. ‘I know you care for him very much, and I don’t want to hurt him, at least not in any real way.’ 
 
    ‘It’s hard to know what’s real and what isn’t,’ she said. ‘This kind of sex takes you over, makes you mad.’ 
 
    ‘It does,’ he agreed. ‘That’s why we need to take a break from it. Come with me to Spain, Catherine, please.’ 
 
    ‘Let me think about it,’ said Catherine. ‘If I can keep on top of work, and find a way to leave James without worrying about him, then I’ll come with you.’ 
 
    ‘I love you,’ he said. 
 
    ‘I love you too,’ she said, already dreaming of Spain. 
 
    When Tom went to take a shower, Catherine decided to ask her closest friend Eve Bailey for help. She was the only one of her friends who knew about Tom, and about James’ new life as her slave, and she knew her to be completely trustworthy as well as unshockable. Even better, she was driving up from Cornwall that very day on her monthly visit to her mother Lilian. Catherine picked up her phone, and called her. 
 
    ‘Hi Catherine,’ Eve said, speaking on her car-phone. ‘How are you?’ 
 
    ‘I need to ask a favour of you.’ 
 
    ‘Ask away.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a very big favour, I’d rather ask it to your face.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve still got three hours to drive, and then I’m taking Mum out for dinner. How about if I come round some time after eight?’ 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘See you then,’ said Eve, ending the call. 
 
    Catherine drove James home before going back to work, and she took the opportunity to tell him about Eve’s visit. 
 
    ‘Is your best uniform clean?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘The one Eve sent me?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘It’s washed, but it needs ironed.’ 
 
    ‘Then iron it as soon as you get in,’ said Catherine. ‘And wear it tonight, I’m expecting a very special guest.’ 
 
    ‘Who is it?’ James asked, instantly terrified of whatever new humiliation Catherine had in store for him. 
 
    ‘Eve is coming, but not until eight or so. She’ll have eaten so you won’t need to cook for her, but I’ll expect something when I get in, and I’ll also expect you to look your best. Eve gave you that uniform, and I want her to see how pretty you look in it. Besides, you promised her you’d wear it on her next visit in your lovely thank-you note, do you remember?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he meekly replied. How could he possibly forget? 
 
    James knew better than question his wife’s commands. He’d learned that complaining only made her more determined, and increased the likelihood of a punishment. No, better to keep quiet, he’d learned, and accept his fate no matter how cruel. This was his life now, and he’d grown used to it. Worse than that, he’d grown almost to love it. 
 
    All the same, he reflected, it would be very humiliating to be seen by Eve in his uniform. She may have sent it to him, but she’d never seen him in it, and she’d be bound to laugh at how foolish he looked. Still, at least she already knew of his submission to Catherine, and she was a kind and intelligent women. But then, as the day wore on, and he pressed his maid’s frock and apron, and got dressed in them, he began to dread Eve’s arrival.  
 
    And Catherine didn’t help, making such remarks as, ‘Eve will love how you look, James. Just like a real maid,’ or ‘be sure and curtsey when you let her into the house. And she’s Mistress Eve to you, don’t forget it.’ 
 
    As the clock in the kitchen crawled towards eight o’clock, James couldn’t help thinking of Eve’s elegant good looks, and how he’d always felt attracted to her. As a younger man, when he was starting his business and the children were young, he’d always tried to impress her, and make her admire him. He’d never flirted with her — he was always loyal to Catherine — but he’d wanted Eve to rate him as a husband and a man, and view him as a ‘good catch.’  
 
    ‘Nothing but a foolish dream,’ he told himself when he heard Eve’s car pull up outside the house. Eve would never admire him. She’d see him as he truly was — a weak and submissive slave, and a willing cuckold to his beautiful wife and Mistress.  
 
    Catherine was coming into the hall from her study when James, red-faced and flustered, hurried to answer the door, pulling it open as Eve came up the front steps, as lovely as ever in a knee-length denim skirt and a soft cashmere jumper.  
 
    ‘James, is that really you?’ she said, her eyes wide with surprise, and her hand going to her mouth to stifle laughter. 
 
    ‘Welcome, Mistress Eve,’ said Tom, blushing an even brighter red as he curtsied to their beautiful guest. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God, it is you,’ Eve said in amazement. ‘Catherine told me me how neat and pretty you look in the uniform, but I never expected you to look as good as this. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were a real maid.’ 
 
    ‘Actually, that’s what he is now — a real maid,’ said Catherine, embracing her friend in welcome. ‘Thanks for coming so quickly, I really appreciate it.’ 
 
    ‘Anything to get away from my mother,’ Eve said, ‘but I have to hug James too, especially now he’s only the maid.’ 
 
    Eve had seen how frightened and ashamed James looked and, wanting to re-assure him, she put her arms around him, saying, ‘I hope it wasn’t too much sending you the uniform. It was only intended as a bit of fun. I didn’t think it would really turn you into Catherine’s maid.’ 
 
    He tried to speak but made only a strange, coughing sound, and she felt a shiver run through him as if he was very afraid of something. She felt a sudden pity for him, but she also felt a dark excitement. He was clearly in distress but it was undeniably erotic to see a man who’d once been so proud and successful reduced to the role of a woman’s servant, and forced to dress in the pretty uniform that had oppressed so many women over the centuries. Catherine had talked to her about this, the thrill that came from breaking the rules, and imposing her female authority on a man, and she could see exactly what she meant. 
 
    ‘There, now,’ she said, speaking to James as if he really was a frightened little maid. ‘It’s only me, and I don’t care one bit what you wear or how you look. I’ll always be your friend, and my mother sends you her best wishes. She’s very fond of you, you know, but don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me. I’ve never told her how you live at home, and I’ve no intention of telling her.’ 
 
    ‘Thank-you,’ James said, truly grateful.  
 
    Lilian was the only real friend he had, and he didn’t want her to know about his life as a slave. His friendship with her had become his only refuge from the strangeness of his life, and he wanted to preserve it if he could. 
 
    ‘You’re right not to tell her,’ said Catherine. ‘James needs something normal in his life.’ 
 
    ‘As does my mother,’ said Eve. ‘James is the only person I know who can put up with her. In fact, he’s the only reason she won’t move to Cornwall. “But what about James?” she keeps saying. “I’d miss him terribly. He’s the only one who can put up with me.”’ 
 
    ‘That’s one of the things I want to talk to you about,’ said Catherine, taking Eve by the arm and leading her into the sitting-room, and calling to James as she closed the door on him, ‘I’ll ring if I need you.’ 
 
    James wondered what was so important that Catherine needed to talk to Eve so urgently. And what did she mean by ‘that’s one of the things I want to talk to you about?’ And they hadn’t asked him to bring tea or wine, or serve them in any way. With nothing to do other than wait, he went into the kitchen where he paced and fretted for nearly an hour before the sound of Catherine’s hand-bell called him to service. 
 
    He knocked before entering — something Catherine insisted upon — and went in only after Catherine said ‘Come in.’  
 
    They were sitting together on the couch, smiling at him, and with their lovely legs crossed in a way that gave them an air of elegant assurance. Their smiles widened when James curtsied, and said, ‘You called, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘I did, James,’ said Catherine. ‘Eve and I have been having a wonderful talk, and we’re going to tell you all about the plans we’ve made. Most of them involve you, and so I want you to listen very carefully, and without interruption. Is that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, both worried and intrigued. 
 
    ‘I’ve told Eve everything,’ Catherine went on, ‘about how cruel Tom and I have been to you, how hard Tom beats you, and how well you’re coming along as Tom’s slave as well as my own. I’ve even told her how I’ve used you as my toilet, and put you to cock, so there are no secrets between us. None at all.’ 
 
    James looked at his feet, too lost in shame to meet Eve’s gaze. 
 
    ‘Don’t be embarrassed, James,’ Eve said, her voice warm and friendly. ‘I’m a big girl, and I don’t shock easily. Perhaps one day I’ll tell you about some of the things I’ve done, and then you won’t feel so bad.’ 
 
    He glanced up, and the kindness in her eyes lessened his shame a little, and reminded him how much he liked her. 
 
    ‘So this is what Eve and I have decided,’ said Catherine. ‘I’m going to spend the summer in Madrid with Tom, and you’ll be spending it in Cornwall with Eve. I didn’t want to leave you on your own, and so I asked Eve to take care of you while I’m away, and she’s been kind enough to agree. But you won’t be on holiday, James, I can promise you that.’ 
 
    ‘Indeed you won’t,’ said Eve. ‘I’ll expect you to work very hard for me. Perhaps I should tell him his duties,’ she said to Catherine. 
 
    ‘Please do,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘You’ll stay with me in my house which is three hundred yards from the restaurant but very close to the holiday chalets that overlook the river. There are four chalets, and they’re fully booked for the whole summer. Guests can arrive any time after three o’clock, and they must leave by eleven o’clock the next day which means you’ll have an hour to clean each chalet in order to have them ready for the next arrivals. That sounds like a long time, but I promise you it’s not. They’re luxury chalets and everything must be cleaned and made ready to the highest standards — the linen sheets must be changed along with the towels, fresh fruit and neatly arranged flowers placed in the living-areas, the windows cleaned and polished, and the bathrooms spotless. I’ll work the first few days with you to show you the ropes but after that you’ll be on your own, and I’m warning you, I won’t put up with anything less than perfection. My guests expect that and so do I.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be sending the riding-crop with you,’ Catherine told him. ‘I’ve told Eve she can use it on you as hard and as often as she likes.’ 
 
    ‘And I will use it if I have to,’ said Eve. ‘Do you hear me, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress Eve,’ he answered, suddenly weak at the knees. 
 
    ‘And that’s not the end of your duties,’ Eve continued. ‘I won’t need you in the restaurant, but you’ll have to launder the chalets’ dirty sheets and towels, and dry them carefully — I’ve got an industrial sized washing-machine and tumble-drier — and then fold them ready for the next day.’ 
 
    ‘And you’ll also be responsible for all the cooking and cleaning in Eve’s house,’ Catherine added, taking pleasure in adding to his duties. ‘You’ll pack your uniforms, and dress and work as a housemaid just as you do here.’ 
 
    ‘I hadn’t thought of that,’ said Eve, laughing at the thought of having a housemaid. ‘I’m afraid I have a very untidy house, James.’ 
 
    ‘It won’t be untidy for long,’ said Catherine. ‘He’s become an excellent housekeeper. He’ll have everything shipshape in no time.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t wait,’ said Eve. ‘But you have one more, very important job. After talking to Catherine, I telephoned my mother and told her you’ll be coming down to Cornwall to help with the business. She was so delighted that she’s agreed to buy the cottage I found for her. The sale’s been agreed in principle with the estate agent for over a month, so it should go through immediately. You’ll help decorate the cottage and get it ready for her, and then come back up with me to drive her down and help her move in. After that, you’ll take her shopping and to lunch two days a week just as you do at present. Is all that clear?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress Eve,’ said James, struggling to take it all in. He was being given away to another woman without any consultation, and yet he hadn’t the strength to resist. He felt almost as if he’d ceased to exist. 
 
    ‘Then everything’s settled,’ said Eve. ‘This couldn’t have come at a better time. My chalet maid Sally’s just left to have a baby, and I’d have been cleaning the chalets myself if Catherine hadn’t rung me. When all’s said and done, I think you’re doing me a bigger favour than I’m doing Catherine.’ 
 
    ‘Not at all,‘ said Catherine. ‘You’re the only person I can trust with this, and it’ll be lovely so spend all summer with Tom without having to worry about James. He’ll be delighted to hear I’m coming with him.’ 
 
    ‘I’m driving back down on Sunday morning, will James be ready by then?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll make sure he is,’ said Catherine. 
 
    ‘Then I’d better get back to my mother.’ 
 
    ‘One last thing before you go, Eve,’ said Catherine. ‘I’m afraid I told you a lie when I said I’d told you everything about James. There’s one more thing I have to tell you.’ 
 
    ‘What is it?’ said Eve, wondering what could be so bad that Catherine had left it till last. 
 
    ‘On you go, James,’ said Catherine. ‘Show Mistress Eve your little secret.’ 
 
    ‘Please, no,’ James pleaded, wishing she’d spared him this final humiliation. 
 
    ‘Hurry up,’ said Catherine, putting steel in her voice. ‘I won’t tell you again.’ 
 
    Bowing his head in shame, James slowly raised the hem of his dress. 
 
    ‘As you can see,’ Catherine told her friend, ’he’s wearing a slip to make his dress fit better, and a pair of my panties, the pair I wore yesterday. I always give him my worn panties, I suggest you do the same. It puts him under like nothing else.’ 
 
    ‘I’m afraid most of my knickers are very washed-out and shabby.’ 
 
    ‘He won’t mind,’ said Catherine. ‘Or have him buy you some new ones online. He loves doing that, and he has very good taste in ladies’ underwear.’ 
 
    ‘I might just do that,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘Come on, James,’ Catherine urged her husband. ‘Don’t keep us waiting, take down your tights and panties.’ 
 
    Feeling as if he was falling, James hooked his thumbs into the waist of his tights, and took down his underwear to reveal the unbearable shame of his cage. 
 
    ‘Oh, my God!’ Eve exclaimed. ‘You’ve locked him in a cage.’ 
 
    ‘I have,’ said Catherine. ‘A chastity cage.’ 
 
    ‘Does it work?’ 
 
    ‘Perfectly,’ said Catherine, enjoying her friend’s astonishment. 
 
    ‘Can’t he escape from it?’ 
 
    ‘Not without the key,’ said Catherine, ‘and I’ve hidden that where he’ll never find it.’ 
 
    ‘Has Tom seen this?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes, many times,’ Catherine replied. ‘He’s bored looking at it.’ 
 
    ‘Well, James,’ said Eve, unable to keep the pity from her voice, ‘you really are in quite a mess, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, close to tears. 
 
    ‘How long’s he been locked?’ Eve asked Catherine. 
 
    ‘It’ll be a month on Saturday.’ 
 
    ‘A month?’ said Eve, her astonishment rising. ‘Is that safe?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, yes, quite safe,’ said Catherine. ‘It actually helps him be a better slave, and he’ll have his little fun on Saturday. I promised to let him out after a month, and I always keep my promises.’ 
 
    ‘Well, that’s something, I suppose,’ said Eve. 
 
    ‘I’ll lock him back up once he’s had his fun, and give you the key to take away with you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure I can bear the responsibility.’ 
 
    ‘Of course you can,’ said Catherine. ‘Just remember you’re the one in charge, and I meant it when I said you can do what you like with him. Whip him if you want, have him serve you in every way possible — nothing’s too small a task to give him. Keep him locked or unlock him, it’s up to you. Take him to bed with you if you want, I really won’t mind, but make sure it’s on your terms, not his. Use him as your sex-slave as well as your domestic slave — I won’t be jealous, I promise — but don’t spoil him whatever you do. When I take him back at the end of the summer, I’ll expect him to be just as obedient and well-behaved as he is now.’ 
 
    ‘Can I borrow your hand-bell?’ said Eve, rather taken with the idea of summoning James with a little ring of a bell. She was often very tired after a day at work, and it would be lovely to have an obedient maid at her beck and call. 
 
    ‘Of course you can,’ said Catherine. ‘I’ll have him pack it along with his uniforms and the riding-crop.’ 
 
    ‘In that case, I’ll do my best,’ said Eve, both amused and excited by the prospect of having James entirely under her thumb for the summer.  
 
    ‘I can’t ask for more than that,’ said Catherine, taking her friend’s hand and giving it an affectionate squeeze.  
 
    ‘Well then, James, I’ll see you on Sunday morning,’ said Eve, rising to go. ‘Make sure you’re packed and ready to leave.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his head spinning. 
 
    ‘Enjoy your moment of freedom on Saturday.’ 
 
    He tried to speak but once more made only the foolish coughing sound, making both women laugh. 
 
    ‘Oh, he will, I’m sure,’ said Catherine, answering for him. ‘After waiting a month, he’ll probably faint from the excitement.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all right,’ said Eve, still laughing. ‘Pretty little maids are allowed to faint.’ 
 
    The next two days passed in a frenzy of activity as Catherine had James prepare the house for their long absence by paying all the household bills and arranging for a gardener to look after the lawns and flower beds. As her lady’s-maid, she also had him pack her suitcase as well as his own. Overjoyed, Tom had booked their tickets to Madrid. They’d be flying out on Sunday afternoon, and the thought of being in Spain with him for the whole summer filled her with happiness. 
 
    ‘Just pack my prettiest summer dresses and undies,’ Catherine instructed James. ‘I won’t need much as I’m planning on buying a new summer wardrobe in Madrid. It’ll be lovely to shop for new clothes in another country — Tom tells me the shops are fabulous.’ 
 
    But she was stricter with his packing, checking his suitcase to make sure he’d packed all his uniforms along with his slips and panty-girdle, and with the riding-crop and hand-bell lying prominently on top of bis lacy slips. 
 
    ‘There,’ she said in satisfaction, ‘A maid’s valise if ever I saw one.’ 
 
    As he made his preparations to leave, James’ excitement was heightened greatly by his expectation of release. That Saturday was one month to the day since Catherine had locked him in chastity, and he longed for the relief of orgasm with a dizzying hunger. 
 
    ‘Wait till this evening,’ Catherine told him as he served her breakfast on Saturday morning. ‘Waiting a few hours longer will make it all the better. You can think about it all day, dream about it, and all in the knowledge that I’ll be unlocking you at long last.’ 
 
    All that day his chastity cage felt excruciatingly tight and uncomfortable, so much so that there were times when he could barely walk. The anticipation of release made him swell and push against the cage without cease, and Catherine increased his torment by making him help her get changed for the evening. 
 
    ‘I’m going out with Tom for a meal, and Eve’s coming too,’ she told him as she came out of the shower. ‘Eve’s never met Tom before, and I want her to see how handsome and charming he is. I want to show him off to her.’ 
 
    James felt the sting of jealous pain, but he was too taken up with his imminent release to let it worry him. 
 
    Catherine took her time getting dressed, putting on a lovely bra and panty set with sheer black stay-up stockings, and sending James to her wardrobe to find her red silk dress. While he fetched it for her, she took the little key to his padlock, and slipped it under the top of one of her stockings, smiling secretly at the fun she’d have showing it to him. 
 
    ‘Well, then, James,’ she said when he’d helped her into her dress and high-heeled shoes. ‘I think it’s time, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, beside himself with desire. 
 
    ‘Just let me finish my make-up and hair,’ she said cruelly, sitting back down at her dressing-table to extend his torment. ‘Kneel if you like,’ she added casually. ‘I know how much you like kneeling at my feet.’ 
 
    With a sigh of desire, James sank slowly to his knees, and gazed up adoringly at his lovely wife and Mistress as she put on lipstick and then brushed her thick, shining hair with maddeningly slow strokes of her brush. 
 
    ‘I’m ready for you now,’ she said with haughty calm as she finally turned to face him. ‘Lift up your dress and take down your undies.’ 
 
    In a flurry of haste, he lifted up his dress and apron, and tugged down his panties and hose. 
 
    ‘Oh my, James,’ she said, smiling at his poor, engorged cock as it pushed against the bars of his cage. ‘You really are in quite a state, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, longing for release. 
 
    ‘It’s just as well I’m going to unlock you, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his heart pounding. 
 
    ‘Just think you’ll be able to make your little mess at last. Would you like to make your little mess, James?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Then I’d better let you have your key, hadn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God, yes.’ 
 
    ‘Ask nicely, James, or I’ll change my mind.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress.’ 
 
    ‘Beg me.’ 
 
    ‘I beg you, Mistress,’ he pleaded, his voice strained and trembling. ‘Please let me have the key. I beg you, Mistress, I beg you.’ 
 
    ‘Very well,’ she said, her voice warm and sultry as she slowly opened her incomparable legs, and slid the hem of her silk dress to the tops of her thighs. ‘Here it is, James, what you’ve been dreaming about all this time, what you want more than anything else in the world.’ 
 
    At first he didn’t understand what she meant, and he stared in panicked confusion at the lovely sight of her stocking-tops and panties, and then he saw it — the tiny silver key held in place under the smoky nylon of her hose. The heavenly sight struck him like a blow, bringing tears to his eyes, and causing his heart to miss a beat. 
 
    ‘It’s your reward for all you’ve done for me, for all you’ve suffered and endured in my service. No-one deserves it more.’ 
 
    Entranced by the sight of the key, James couldn’t move. His holy grail was right in front of him, and yet he couldn’t raise his hand to reach for it. 
 
    ‘What are you waiting for?’ said Catherine. ‘Don’t you want your key?’ 
 
    ‘I want it,’ he said, his voice heavy with need. 
 
    Then take it,’ she said. ‘It’s yours by right.’ 
 
    Slowly, after a long hesitation, he lifted his hand and placed it on her slender thigh, thrilling to the touch of the smooth nylon and the hardness of the key beneath. And then his fingers slid slowly to the top of her stocking, and began to reach under it for the key. 
 
    ‘Wait,’ Catherine said suddenly. ‘Just one moment longer.’ 
 
    Intrigued by his hesitation, a new and very wicked idea had taken shape in her mind. 
 
    ‘I want to give you a choice, James,’ she said, giving welcome to the lovely wildness between her legs. ‘Take the key if you like, I won’t stop you. But if you’d prefer me to keep you locked, then just say. Maybe it will give you more pleasure to be denied than set free. And it would certainly please me to keep you locked. Wouldn’t you like to please me, James? Isn’t that what you like doing best?’ 
 
    He stared up at her in horror. How could she know? How could she always know the secrets that lay buried in his heart? 
 
    ‘Take the key if you want, it’s entirely your choice,’ she said, her smile bright and knowing, ‘but if you choose to stay locked I’ll let you kiss the key through my stocking, and then I’ll hold my pretty panties to the side and let you worship me the way you like best. I’ll come from the joy of denying you,’ she added. ‘Come in your mouth like rain. But of course, it’s entirely up to you.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, God,’ he mumbled weakly, tumbling down and down into the deepest of prisons. 
 
    ‘It might be best to stay locked, you know,’ she said. ‘I could give the key to Eve tonight, and that way she’ll own you body and soul right from the start. You’ll do anything for her in the state you’re in. She’ll decide whether to release you or not. It would be a lovely gift to give your new Mistress, the gift of power. Don’t you think that would be for the best, James, all things considered?’ 
 
    ‘Please, Mistress,’ he gasped, his brain a mess. 
 
    ‘Please Mistress, what?’ she asked him, smiling her lovely smile, and holding her silken panties to one side ‘Unlock me or keep me locked?’ 
 
    ‘Oh God …’ he mumbled. ‘Oh God …’ 
 
    ‘Make up your mind,’ she said. ‘I won’t wait much longer.’ 
 
    ‘K-keep me locked,’ he stammered, appalled by his answer. 
 
    ‘You want me to keep you locked and give the key to Eve?’ Catherine said, very aroused by his surrender, and already looking forward to telling Tom and Eve about it. It would amuse them greatly, she was sure. And it would be such fun to take the key from her stocking and give it to Eve. 
 
    ‘Yes, do it, keep me locked,’ James begged her, almost shouting in his pain and confusion. 
 
    ‘Then you may kiss your key,’ said Catherine, tapping the key with an elegant finger, and sighing with pleasure as he hurried to obey her. ‘That’s it, James … Kiss your key … Kiss it goodbye.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, Mistress,’ he groaned, lifting his head to worship her nakedness, his joy in her supremacy as deep and eternal as his pain. 
 
    ‘I know you do,’ Catherine gasped, the wave of pleasure carrying her to the sweetest and most decadent of heavens. 
 
      
 
    Also by Molly Sands – Cruel Heaven, The Devlin Woman, A New Devotion, An Obedient Husband, Magda, Slave Song, Contessa, Serving Sarah, Sacred Days, The Adoration of Adele Adams, Mrs Shepherd’s Boy. 
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