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‘The path to paradise begins in hell.’

Dante


LEARNING HIS PLACE — Part Twelve

‘Many, I’m sure, would call this unnatural, perhaps even evil,’ said Laura, smiling down at her kneeling husband, ’but I’ve come to find it quite natural. In fact, now we’ve found our way to this, I can’t imagine living any other way.’

‘YOU’RE ON the train?’ Laura almost shouted into her phone such was her delight.

She had just finished her evening meal and was enjoying coffee and wine served by her befrocked husband when she received the call from her lover.

‘What train are you on?’ she asked, standing from the table in excitement. ‘But that’s wonderful,’ she exclaimed. ‘You’ll be here in less than an hour. I’ll come and meet you at the station … I’ve only had a few sips of wine … Of course it’s no trouble, don’t be silly. I can’t wait to see you … Yes … Yes … Love you too.’

Ending the call, Laura placed her hand over her heart as if her fondest wish had been granted.

‘He’s on his way, Pippa, can you believe it?’ she said breathlessly, her eyes shining. ‘He’s safe and sound, and he’s coming home! I have to get changed, I want to look my best for him,’ she added, rushing from the room. ‘Come upstairs and help me. That’s what maids are for, aren’t they?’

His dress and apron flaring around his knees, Philip hurried after his wife, stung by the words he’d overheard her say to her lover, ‘Love you too.’ He still carried the hope that Laura’s affair with John Garra was more about sex than love, and that he might one day win her back as his wife, but the hope was growing slimmer by the day, and yet he remained as bewitched as ever by her brisk stride and by her alluring shape beneath her smart pencil skirt as he climbed the stairs behind her like a faithful dog.

In the turmoil of his emotions, a new terror seized Philip’s heart. In the past few days he’d settled into a pleasing routine as his wife’s house-maid at Carlyn Cottage — changing into his maid’s uniform every evening before her return from work, shopping and cooking for her, bathing her, washing and ironing her clothes, laying out her smart skirts and blouses for work, and cleaning and tidying the large house during the day when she was gone. Sometimes, on her return, Laura spoke to him as a friend and companion so that he felt almost like her equal, but more often she took care to talk down to him with the haughty disdain she knew he loved, and which kept him helplessly under her sway. Each evening, in a daze of submission, he went up the wooden stairway to his bed in his little servant’s apartment, his heart and soul devoted to his cruel and lovely wife. Lulled by this routine, Philip had allowed himself almost to forget about his rival John Garra, his wife’s lover, and the owner of Carlyn Cottage. But now the Master was returning home, and Philip would have to confront the true depth of his enslavement.

Going into the vast master bedroom Laura shed her work clothes and underwear, dropping them carelessly on the floor for her maid to pick up before hurrying into the shower-room to use the bidet. As she washed, she called over her shoulder to her husband, ‘Look out some clean undies for me, my French knickers and matching bra, and stay-up stockings to go with the knickers. I’ll keep the knickers and stockings on in bed for him. He loves it when I do that. The knickers are so loose he can pull them to the side and fuck me with them on. He adores the feel of the lace against his cock, and I love to be fucked like that — there’s something so decadent about it, and I want to be everything he wants tonight, everything he’s ever dreamed of.’

In the last few days Philip had tidied Laura’s chaotic underwear drawer and he quickly found the French knickers and matching bra, and laid them on the bed along with a pair of sheer, dark stay-up stockings. Handling the intimate garments fuelled his submissive arousal, as did bending to pick up her discarded clothes and underwear, and putting them in the wardrobe and laundry-basket.

‘You can wear my worn panties tomorrow under your jeans,’ said Laura, drying herself as she came through from the shower-room. ‘And for a special treat you can wear these ones tomorrow evening when you change into your maid’s uniform,’ she added, taking the loose-fitting French knickers from the bed and stepping into them before pulling them up her incomparable legs. And then, taking up the matching bra, she slid her arms through its straps, fitted the cups over her breasts, and fastened the clip behind her back with a speed and elegance that never ceased to amaze Philip.

‘You’ll love the way the lace feels against your little cock when you’re getting on with your housework,’ Laura said, sitting on the bed to pull on her stockings, then standing to pull them all the way to the tops of her thighs.

With her lover returning home, Laura knew she had to put her husband right under her heel. It was a kindness, she told herself, as it would prepare him for the humiliations to come.

’All the time you’re bending and reaching and cooking and cleaning and polishing,’ she continued, ‘you’ll think of how close the panties have been to me, and how I kept them on in bed for John, how his big, manly cock pushed past the soft lace. And you can wear these stockings too. Think of that, my love.’

Shamed yet deeply aroused, Philip could only gaze at her in wonder. He’d never seen a more beautiful sight, the fact that she was dressing like this for another man only adding to her allure.

‘You bought these French panties for me, didn’t you, Philip, when you were my husband not my slave?’

‘Y-yes, Madam,’ he answered, hurt by the memory of all that he’d lost.

‘For Christmas two years ago, if I remember correctly?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Or was it three?’

‘Two, Madam.’

‘Well before I met John at any rate?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Do you remember how excited you became when I first wore them for you?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Isn’t it strange how quickly life can change. How does the old saying go? One day you’re a peacock, the next you’re a feather duster,’ she said, laughing more at Philip’s glum expression than at her wit. ‘Don’t look so sad, Pippa, but I suppose it must hurt to know I once wore them for you when now I wear them for another man?’

‘It d-does, Madam.’

‘Does it hurt very much?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘You poor dear, but I’m sure you’ll find a way to enjoy the pain, you usually do, so try to cheer up,’ Laura said, knowing how much he would enjoy her taunts.

Laura had learned the importance of referring openly to her husband’s submissive desires. It reinforced her authority by making him feel responsible for the strange demotion he’d suffered in his life. It was all his fault, she made him believe, and she was only giving him what he wanted. ‘I’m doing this more for you than me,’ she seemed to be saying, masking the enormous pleasure she took in her dominance, and in the freedom it brought her. She knew that preserving a cool, faintly amused distance made her even more alluring to his submissive soul, and besides, she was about to welcome her lover home, and this was no time to go easy on Philip. She had to put her foot on his neck and keep it there.

’A maid needs to look cheerful at all times,’ Laura told her befrocked husband, ‘especially for the Master newly returned home. No-one has any use for a sullen maid, you need to remember that, Philip. It’s of the utmost importance to our future happiness.’

‘Yes, Madam, I’m sorry, Madam.’

‘I expect your best behaviour tonight, you know that, don’t you?’ Laura added, sitting at her dressing-table to repair her make-up, and brush out her thick, shining hair.

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, utterly in her thrall.

‘I want John to take a good impression of you in your new role at Carlyn Cottage — if he doesn’t, he may not permit you to live here as my slave, and we wouldn’t want that, would we, Philip?’

‘No, Madam,’ Philip mumbled, stung to think that he was under probation to live as a slave.

‘It’s his house and you must respect his wishes at all times, and do nothing to displease him. I suggest you go about your work quietly, and without drawing attention to yourself. I have a feeling John will prefer it that way. He has little time for fuss. He’s a military man at heart, a man of action and few words.’

‘P-perhaps I should change out of my uniform,’ Philip stammered, looking to escape the worst of his humiliations. He hadn’t grown accustomed to Laura let alone John seeing him dressed as a maid. John had seen him only fleetingly in his frock and apron but Philip had never forgotten the shame of it. Often, during the night, he’d start awake wracked by the stinging shame, and the thought of being seen again like this by his rival filled him with terror — a terror tinged with the sickly, over-ripe arousal that enslaved him more and more with every passing day.

‘Good try, my dear, but that won’t be necessary,’ Laura replied, smiling at her husband’s reflection in the dressing-table mirror as she applied lipstick to her sweetly mocking mouth. It aroused her to see the fear in his eyes. It made her power over him all the more tangible and deliciously real. ’It’s much better if you stay as you are. Seeing you in your uniform doesn’t bother John in the slightest. He only has a problem with you dressing if other people are likely to be around. He’s perfectly all right with it when it’s just the three of us. In fact, I think he rather likes it. It makes it so clear who’s the man of the house, and that you’re just the maid and no longer have any claim over me. And that makes me feel wonderfully free, as if I no longer have a husband and can live as I like. Besides, we need to go on as we mean to continue, and so you’ll keep your uniform and apron on tonight, and greet John with your neatest curtsey as a maid should, and ask him politely if there’s anything you can get for him. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, tumbling from heaven to hell and back again.

‘And remember to call him sir,’ Laura continued. ‘Only friends and equals call him John, and you’re neither his friend nor his equal, not by any stretch of the imagination. As the maid of the house you must call him sir at all times, I trust that too is clear.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip agreed, a surge of submissive arousal flaring within him.

‘So what will you say when he comes through the door?’ said Laura, greatly enjoying her absurd performance as the cruel and haughty lady of the house. Sometimes, she thought, the real appeal of sadomasochism lay in the freedom it gave adults to play-act in the way they once had as children. In the strangest of ways, her dominant Mistress persona felt almost innocent to her.

‘W-welcome home, sir,’ Philip stammered, his brain swimming.

‘Very good, that will do splendidly. But try not to stammer. It suggests reluctance. Now fetch my dress from the wardrobe. The red floral one, I think, I know he likes me in that.’

Obediently and with trembling hands, Philip took the lovely summer dress from the wardrobe and placed it over his wife’s’s head, watching in awe as she pulled it down over her slender body and regarded her reflection as she tugged it into place at her hips and breasts.

‘What do you think?’ she said, scowling at her reflection as if she was about to pick a fight with it. ‘Will I do?’

‘You look lovely,’ Philip said, amazed anew by her beauty.

‘Ah, yes, but I suspect you may be more than a little biased,’ said Laura, taking up a perfume bottle from the dressing-table and spraying scent at her throat and wrists. ‘And some for you too,’ she added, spraying the sweet-smelling perfume on her husband’s neck and bare arms. ‘Now you’ll smell of me wherever you go. You’ll like that, won’t you, it’ll help you get through the evening?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, beguiled both by her scent and her playfully dominant manner.

‘Good, then fetch my shoes. My new strappy sandals.’

Immediately he went to obey, finding the sandals and kneeling at her feet to place them on her feet and fasten the delicate little buckles.

‘Now, Pippa, there’s something I need you to remember,’ Laura said as he struggled with the tiny buckles. ‘When John’s here I become more than a little preoccupied, and I can be rather curt with you to say the least. I don’t really mean to be like that for all I know how much you enjoy it. It’s just the way it goes when a woman’s with the man she wants to take to bed. Everyone else becomes unimportant, almost invisible. So I want you to forgive me if I’m a little distant and cold with you, or if I treat you badly. You will forgive me, won’t you, my love?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip answered, doing up the buckle on her other shoe, and glancing up her dress only to immediately look away like a guilty schoolboy.

‘It doesn’t mean I don’t care about you, please don’t ever think that, but John comes first,’ she said. ‘He’s my lover, and the man I most want to be with. You’ve lost that place in my life, I’m afraid, and he’s the Master of the house, be sure to remember that.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he said, stealing another glance upwards and glimpsing the tops of her stockings beneath her dress and the lacy froth of the French panties between her legs.

‘Are you looking up my dress?’ Laura suddenly asked in a tone of mild rebuke.

’N-no … Yes … I’m sorry …’ Philip replied his cheeks turning the brightest red. ‘I couldn’t help it …’

‘You poor dear, but they are very pretty undies, aren’t they? I shouldn’t blame you for looking, and I’m sure you can’t wait to wear them under your maid’s frock tomorrow evening, so loose and lacy against your little cock,’ she added for the fun of it. ‘Besides, it doesn’t matter what a maid sees, does it?’

’N-no, Madam.’

‘And why doesn’t it matter?’

‘Because no-one c-cares what a maid thinks.’

‘Very well put, Pippa, you really are beginning to learn your place. But you mustn’t be sad,’ Laura added, seeing the hurt in his eyes. ‘There are so many pleasures ahead for you living as my maid, not least playing second fiddle to John. Try and enjoy them if you can. This is your life now, and there’s nothing you can do about it. I hold you in my power and have no intention of letting you go. You understand that, don’t you, Pippa?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, feeling as if he was falling down and down through space.

‘In that case I’m sure we’ll all get along splendidly,’ Laura declared somewhat grandly, turning to admire her reflection. ‘Say your vow for me, I want to hear it.’

‘I will serve you always, Madam Laura, always and always.’

‘Thank-you, Pippa, you spoke that very nicely. Remember your vow and you won’t go far wrong. Now, I’m going to the station to pick John up. I’ll meet him on the platform so I can run into his arms like they do in those silly films,’ she added with a girlish laugh.

And with that she strode from the room leaving Philip to scurry after her like the insignificant lackey he’d allowed himself to become.

‘Make sure there’s food for him,’ Laura said as she descended the stairs. ‘He’s bound to be hungry. And open another bottle of wine, and make sure there’s beer in the fridge.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip gasped, struggling to keep up with her.

‘You’re going to be nervous, it’s only natural,’ Laura said, taking up her car keys from the little bowl on the hall table, ‘but you’re a maid now, not my husband. Give in to that, and all will be well. You may even enjoy yourself, you never know,’ she added giving him an affectionate peck on his cheek. ‘But please do your best, my love. This is very important to me. I really want it to work. Promise to do your best?’

‘I promise,’ Philip mumbled, drowning in a sea of conflicting emotions. It broke his heart how casually she called him ‘my love’ but it thrilled him too, and pushed him ever deeper under her power.

‘I can’t ask for more than that,’ Laura said regarding him with affection, and more than a trace of sorrow. They’d enjoyed a happy marriage — he’d been a kind and loyal husband and an attentive lover — and there were times when she mourned his loss, and the degraded state she’d reduced him to. It was hardly fair or reasonable of her, she knew that full well, but their growing symbiotic connection as Mistress and slave had taken them on this journey with a force neither of them could oppose. And now, with John Garra in her life, her husband’s submission to her felt like fate, as if it was destined to be. ’I won’t be long, my dear. Be good, and I’ll be back before you know it.’

Philip watched her go with tears in his eyes, appalled by the depth of his surrender yet yearning for the pain and humiliation to come.

LAURA WAS gone for little over thirty minutes but it felt like an age to Philip. Fearful of his coming ordeal, he couldn’t settle for a moment. He knew there was food ready if John was hungry, there was already beer in the fridge, and it only took him a moment to open another bottle of wine and set it to breathe on the table. All he could do then was pace up and down, first in the hall, then the kitchen and then the hall again, tormented by the scent she’d sprayed on him and by the clip of his heels, a sound that reminded him of his feminised appearance. Every now and then he caught a glimpse of his reflection in a mirror or window, and his insides liquefied at the sight. How weak and foolish he looked. Not like a man at all, or even a woman for that matter. A freak was the best that could be said of him, a sad and pitiful creature existing outside the bounds of nature. Suddenly nauseous, he rushed to the bathroom where he knelt with his head over the bowl, muttering, ‘No, no, this can’t be happening.’ Then he lay with his head on the floor, pressing his face against the cool tiles until the nausea passed, before standing on shaking legs and leaning over the sink to splash his face with water. Looking into the mirror, he dried his face, then tidied his pony-tail and repeated Laura’s last words to him before she went to meet her lover at the station — ‘You’re a maid now, not my husband. Give in to that completely and all will be well.’

Saying the words like a mantra slowed his racing heart, and he felt his breathing steady a little. What could he do except give in? He hadn’t the strength to run any more, and what choice was left to him except to please his Mistress as best he could. He may even find some sort of pride in that, he told himself, in being true to his submissive nature and devoting his life to the happiness of his wife. Most people would find him laughable and pathetic, he knew that perfectly well, but he wasn’t part of the ordinary world any more, and he had to learn to live in an entirely new way.

While this train of thought soothed his mind, his body rebelled against it and a sudden trembling shook him so violently he wondered if he was suffering a fit, and yet, despite his trembling, he made his way back to the hall where he stood by the front-door like the most devoted of servants. He’d given Laura his word, and he would endeavour to keep it, and be as good and obedient a servant as she could wish for.

He heard her car before he saw it, the sound of its powerful engine carrying from the driveway behind the trees. The sound set him off again so that he moaned and trembled like a soul in torment and, when Laura’s car came into view and parked at the front of the house next to John’s BMW, he felt nauseous again and experienced the terrible fear that he might wet himself. For a moment he hoped he’d become ill and pass out on the hard hall-tiles. They’d have to take care of him then, and confront the consequences of their selfishness and cruelty. Or he could pretend to take ill, lie down and pretend to have lost consciousness. It was a tempting thought that filled him with a delicious sense of self-pity, but he pushed it from his mind. He didn’t want to ruin Laura’s pleasure and, even greater than his terror of the coming ordeal, was his desire to experience once more the exquisite humiliation of submitting to his wife’s cruel authority.

Philip watched through a hall window as they got out the car, John hoisting a large hold-all from the boot before taking Laura by the hand and talking and laughing with her as they climbed the stairs to the front-door. John’s limp had all but vanished and he looked fully recovered from the injuries he’d received in the bomb-blast.

How well they looked together, as if they’d been born to become lovers. In stark contrast to his anxiety and self-disgust, they seemed entirely at ease with themselves and their place in the world. He wondered if he should open the door for them, and he tried to move but he remained rooted to the spot. It took all his strength to stop the trembling that shook his body, and control another urgent need to pee. He stood as still as a statue as his wife and her lover came through the front-door into the vast hallway.

‘There you are, Philip,’ said John heartily, regarding his defeated rival with a lightly mocking gaze while Laura looked on in amusement.

‘Welcome home, sir,’ Philip managed to say, dropping a neat curtsey that brought a smile of approval from his wife.

‘It’s lovely to be home, you’ve no idea,’ John replied. ‘And how smart you look in your uniform.’

‘C-can I get you anything, sir?’ Philip asked, wishing he hadn’t stammered.

‘It’s kind of you to offer, Philip, but I have everything I need for now,’ John replied, putting his arm around Laura and holding her close. ‘But if you’re looking for work, there’s a heap of laundry in here,’ he added, dropping his hold-all at Philip’s feet.

Philip stared at the bag, too stunned to reply.

‘You’ll see to it right away, won’t you, Pippa?’ said Laura, giving him a warning look.

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, stung by her reproving glare. ‘There’s a meal ready, if you wish, sir,’ he added to redeem his tardy response.

‘Not just now, thank-you,’ said John, turning to gaze longingly into Laura’s eyes. ‘Laura and I have some business to attend to.’

And with that, John took Laura by the hand and led her upstairs. He took two steps at a time so that Laura had to scurry prettily to keep up with him, laughing all the time at his urgency.

‘We’ll let you know if we need anything,’ Laura called down to her befrocked husband before vanishing with her lover into the master bedroom, the door closing behind them with a thud so heavy it seemed to echo in Philip’s quaking heart.

He felt a terrible bereavement to be abandoned like this and yet the way they had breezed past him as if he was of no significance thrilled him deeply, and made him feel exactly what he had become — a lowly slave and house-servant. And now, having tasted the deepest shame, he hungered for more, wishing they’d mocked him and laughed at him and told him how foolish he looked in his maid’s frock and apron, but they had eyes only for each other, of course they did. Why should they waste their time with a fool like him when they could be alone together? Giving a sigh of loss, and with his mind full of images of his wife and John Garra making love in the master bedroom’s wide bed, Philip picked up the hold-all and took it to the laundry-room where he began the infinitely demeaning task of washing his triumphant rival’s dirty clothes and underwear.

Thankfully, it didn’t take him long to put John’s laundry on to wash, and then, standing under Laura’s clothes and underwear drying on the pulley above his head, Philip felt trapped in a prison of his own making, and yet how pretty Laura’s clothes looked dangling above him, how softly, tauntingly feminine. Fighting off another bout of nausea — he felt as nervous as a runner about to run a race — he went to the kitchen even though he knew there was a meal ready should John wish to eat. Then he went into Laura’s preferred sitting-room, the one with the large settee and the view down to the river. He’d cleaned the room that morning and there was nothing for him to do but he went out and brought in more logs in case they wished him to light the stove. He knew they loved the stove as much for its magical, sensual light as for its heat, and he gave a groan of distress as he imagined them making love on the rug in front of the stove or on the settee while he stood in attendance like a holy fool. These images struck him so hard he doubled over with a gasp of pain and stood with his hands on his knees breathing heavily and muttering under his breath, ‘You fool, you stupid bloody fool.’ The sight of his dainty shoes and nylon-sheathed legs and the hem of his aproned dress hammered home the full depth of his submission so that he thought he might die from the shame of it all.

But he didn’t die.

He lived and breathed and must endure his humiliation to the end, whatever that might be.

Going back into the hall he waited at the foot of the stairs, listening in case his Mistress called for him, but he heard a different sound — Laura’s cries of pleasure. Despite being called a cottage, it was a very large old house and the doors were heavy so the sound wasn’t loud, but it was unmistakable, and achingly familiar from the times he’d made love to his wife. Groaning in distress he held onto the bannister for support as Laura’s cries grew louder and louder until at last she fell silent and the house was quiet again. The slim ladies’ watch Laura had given him told him almost half an hour had passed before he heard Laura call out, ‘Pippa, are you there? I have need of you.’

Seized in equal measure by dread and excitement, Philip hurried upstairs, his frock and apron flying around his knees, and stood for several moments outside the door to their bedroom trying to calm himself before knocking quietly.

‘Come in,’ came Laura’s reply. Her command had laughter buried inside it as if she was playing a trick on him.

His heart quaking, Philip pushed open the door and stepped fearfully into the master bedroom. Too frightened to look, he kept his eyes down, shamed as ever by the sight of his pretty apron, nylon-clad legs and dainty court shoes.

‘Here you are, Pippa,’ said Laura. ‘You took long enough.’

Unable to speak, Philip made a strange coughing sound and kept looking down at his feet.

‘Look at me when I’m speaking to you,’ his wife commanded him. ‘Honestly, Pippa, what will John think? We certainly have much more work to do on your deportment.’

Slowly, like a terrified animal, Philip lifted his head and gazed at his wife and lover in horrified fascination.

Their eyes shining with amusement, they lolled on the bed in an attitude of the deepest sensual contentment, the duvet bundled at the bottom of the bed and Laura’s dress rucked up around her waist leaving her stockings and French panties in full view. The top of her dress was at her waist revealing her slender shoulders and lovely full breasts, and her lacy bra lay abandoned on the floor by the bed along with her high-heeled sandals and John’s clothes. John was naked except for a pair of boxers, down at his knees so that his long, thick cock could be seen lying sleepily across his thigh. Philip groaned in helpless defeat when he saw how John’s cock glistened with his wife’s wetness, clear and triumphant proof of their recent love-making. Both Laura and John had one hand behind their heads, Laura with one knee up and swinging slowly and lazily from side to side. They seemed entirely at ease with their nakedness and the plight of their helpless slave.

‘We’re going to get up soon and come downstairs so you can serve John his meal,’ said Laura, staring straight into her husband’s eyes to savour every moment of his humiliation. ‘But before we do that, we need to clean ourselves up, and we wondered if you might help us with that. Well, Pippa, do you think that’s something you might be able to help us with?’

Once again Philip made the foolish coughing sound that caused his lovely tormentors to laugh at his helplessness and anxiety.

‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ said Laura, holding the lace of her loose French panties to one side, revealing her ravaged nakedness. ‘Come on, then, Pippa, let’s be having you. Kneel up on the bed, and clean your Mistress like a good little slave.’

A man in a dream, Philip immediately obeyed, kneeling on the bed and bending down to press his face into his wife’s little forest of curls where he licked and lapped at her lovely, faithless cunt so prettily framed by the fragrant lace of her French panties. ’That’s it, Frou-frou,’ murmured Laura, ‘come to cunny, but do it gently. I’m a little sore after your Master’s lovely big cock. Oh, yes, that’s lovely,’ she praised him once he’d settled into a slower, more worshipful rhythm, pausing only to swallow mouthfuls of his rival’s plentiful seed, a taste that horrified him, yet thrilled him to the core of his being. ‘Lie down if you like,’ Laura said. ‘Get yourself comfortable.’

Philip did as we was told, taking the chance to press his pantied erection against the bed as he continued to worship his wife.

‘That’s a good girl,’ said Laura in a voice laced with derision. ‘Serve your Mistress. Kiss away her soreness, but don’t rush. We have all the time in the world.’

As Philip worshipped, he heard Laura and John kissing and murmuring to each other as if what was happening was the most normal thing in the world.

‘He seems to have accepted his place again,’ he heard John say.

‘Yes, he has,’ said Laura, putting her hand on the back of Philip’s head and pulling his mouth harder against her. ‘He won’t run away again, I’m quite sure of that. He’s in too deep now, and the fight’s gone out of him, although you being here helps.’

‘There’s nowhere I’d rather be.’

‘I’m so happy to hear that.’

Glancing upwards, Philip saw Laura and her lover kissing passionately. It was a sight that brought him exquisite pain and pleasure in equal measure, but when John’s hand closed over one of his wife’s lovely breasts, and caressed it as they kissed, something in him rebelled and he tried to pull away, but Laura was ready for him, and she held him firm between her legs.

‘Clean me properly, Frou-frou,’ she instructed him. ‘Don’t miss a drop or you’ll be in trouble.’

Then he heard them laugh, a sound that infuriated him yet fuelled his arousal to the point where he feared he might come in his panties and hose.

They kissed and made sweet talk for an age while he licked and lapped like the most devout of worshippers. He felt deeply, horribly ashamed — how could he let himself be used like this? — and yet the pleasure he took in his humiliation was heavenly, and the snippets he overheard further inflamed his arousal.

‘I want him properly trained,’ he heard Laura say. ‘No halfway measures or going soft on him. I want there to be no way back for him from this. Not ever.’

‘You want him broken?’

‘Yes, I suppose I do.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Oh, yes, darling, I’m sure.’

‘Then that’s what we’ll do,’ John replied in between kisses.

‘I want to own him,’ said Laura, pushing her cunt against her husband’s adoring mouth. ‘I don’t really understand why, but I do. I want him to belong to me body and soul. I’m sure he’s ready for that, and so am I.’

‘Then we’ll lay down the law, let him know exactly what’s expected of him,’ said John.

‘Oh, I like the sound of that,’ said Laura, groaning in desire. ’Laying down the law.’

‘We’ll talk things through privately, and decide how we’re going to proceed.’

‘Oh, God, yes,’ said Laura, seeking out her lover’s mouth and kissing him passionately. It aroused her very deeply to hear John talk like this, and the fact that Philip could overhear them while he worshipped her faithless cunt added a delicious spice to her arousal. ‘He won’t be consulted, will he, darling?’

‘Of course not,’ John replied, tuning into her dominance, and enjoying the erotic mischief of it. ’Why would he be? He’s a slave now, no-one’s interested in what he thinks. He’ll simply be informed, never consulted.’

‘Oh, God, I love this,’ Laura groaned, her arousal growing urgent again.

’And once we’ve decided,’ John continued, ‘we’ll tell him how we’re going to take things forward. He’ll have no choice but to agree.’

‘None at all, and we mustn’t forget to remind him he’ll be severely punished if he steps out of line.’

As she spoke, Laura trembled with an ever-increasing excitement. Just saying the word ‘severely’ had sent a delightful shiver of excitement down her spine.

‘Yes, of course,’ said John, a smile in his lovely, proud eyes. ’Most severely.’

‘Let’s lay down the law this week-end, tomorrow evening perhaps,’ said Laura, unable to hide her eagerness.

‘If we’ve nothing better to do,’ said John, relishing his power over his defeated rival. ‘By the way, have you thought any more about what we talked about?’

‘I haven’t been able to get it out of my head,’ Laura replied, experiencing another surge of dominant arousal. ‘I never knew such a thing was possible.’

‘Oh, it’s possible all right, I promise you. I know about it from my work, from some of our honey-trap operations. It will put him under like nothing else.’

‘Yes, I can imagine,’ Laura replied, kissing her lover deeply as if in reward for reminding him of their secret plan for Philip. ‘But we mustn’t tell him what it is. The more he worries about what it might be, the better.’

‘Oh, now, that really is cruel,’ said John, intrigued and aroused by her treatment of her husband. Did such dark hungers and strange desires lie buried in every marriage?

‘It is,’ said Laura, laughing in delight to feel Philip tremble and worship her with even needier devotion. ‘It’s very cruel, but it’s more fun that way, and besides, being cruel to Philip is a form of love. Trust me, it is. More than anything else, he needs me to be cruel, sometimes very cruel, and he loves listening to us talk about the awful things we’re going to do to him. You do, don’t you, Panty-Sue?’ she added, ruffling her husband’s hair as his tongue delved deeper inside her. ‘We’re going to lay down the law, I’m sure you heard that, and we’ve got other plans for you, my poor dear, secret plans. What do you say to that?’

Philip groaned as he worshipped, and pressed his pantied cock against the mattress, suffering an ecstacy of shame that threatened to overwhelm him. It gave him a dark thrill to know they had plans for him he knew nothing about. More than that, it made him feel so deliciously weak and helpless he feared it might unhinge his mind. He told himself he could bear these overwhelming feelings as long as he hid away between his wife’s lovely, slender legs, but he dreaded having to lift his head to confront the real world.

That way madness lay.

‘That’s enough, Philip,’ Laura said, sensing her husband’s need to hide, and wanting to expose him to even greater humiliation. ‘You’ve cleaned me very nicely, but you can stop now.’

Utterly mortified, his face red with shame and glistening from his wife’s arousal, Philip couldn’t meet his superiors’ gaze as he sat up, and went to stand from the bed.

‘Where do you think you’re going?’ Laura said, gripping him by the arm. ‘I haven’t said you can go.’

He glanced into his wife’s eyes and saw there a wanton mischief so strong it made his heart flutter and miss a beat.

‘I haven’t finished with you, my love,’ Laura told him in her sultriest voice. ‘You can hardly clean your Mistress and not do the same for your Master. You should know that by now, and it shouldn’t need me to tell you. Come on, then, Frou-frou, you know what to do,’ she added, pulling him towards John. ‘It’s not as if you haven’t done it before.’

‘No, p-please,’ Philip stammered, knowing in his heart his resistance was a sham.

‘He doesn’t want to do it,’ said John, watching with an amused expression on his handsome face. He was enjoying watching this power-play between man and wife, and it aroused him to see Laura exert yet greater control over her defeated husband. In the short time they’d known each other his feelings for Laura had grown very strong — to the point where he wondered if he was falling in love with her — and it pleased him to see her husband pushed further and further into submission so that he offered no obstacle to his relationship with his lovely wife. He understood in that moment more clearly than ever that the pleasure they took in dominating Philip united them, and brought them closer together. And, what’s more, he loved witnessing the wanton sexuality that lay beneath Laura’s elegant respectability, and his large cock grew fully erect again, lying up flat against his well-muscled stomach.

‘Don’t worry, it’s just one of his acts,’ said Laura, smiling into her husband’s terrified eyes as she pulled him closer to her lover’s erect cock. ‘I know him better than anyone. He wants to do it. In fact he longs to do it, he just wants to be forced, that’s all. It’s sexier for him that way, to be commanded by his faithless wife, and to pretend it’s for my pleasure, not his.’

‘If you’re sure?’ said John, beginning to look forward to his rival’s complete surrender.

‘I’m sure,’ said Laura. ‘On you go, then, Frou-frou,’ she urged Philip, astonished at how happy and free it made her to treat her kind and loyal husband like this. It brought her a transgressive pleasure like nothing she’d ever known. ’Look, John’s all big and hard for you. He’s ready for you, and you mustn’t keep him waiting. And don’t look so frightened. It’s only right and proper you show your respect in this way. It’s who you are now, it can’t be helped — our pretty little slave to do with as we like.’

Utterly helpless, Philip took his rival’s cock in his mouth, whimpering as he did so, and trembling like a soul in torment.

‘There, now, that’s not so bad, is it?’ Laura whispered in her husband’s ear. ‘It’s such a lovely, big cock, no wonder I love it so much? And I’m sure it tastes of me. What could be better, my dear? The worst’s over. You can relax and enjoy yourself.’

Both soothed and taunted by his wife’s warm voice, Philip gave another whimper but began to suck and lick with a hunger that shamed him yet further. He longed to pull away and shout out in rage and disgust but his hunger to submit held sway. Deep down he felt the truth of Laura’s words — he was their slave to do with as they liked — and the knowledge both terrified and thrilled him.

‘You’re doing very well, Pippa,’ Laura praised him, an edge of contempt in her voice that spurred him on to even greater efforts. ‘I want you to please John as you please me. He’s your Master just as I’m your Mistress, and you must show him the deepest respect at all times.’

Philip licked and sucked for all he was worth. The taste of his wife had worn off and his rival’s salty flavour taken its place, yet his submissive fervour only grew stronger. Taking his cock deeper into his mouth he gagged but forced himself to keep going, longing now to please his Master and Mistress no matter the cost to his pride.

‘Look at him, the dear,’ Laura said to her lover. ‘He’s putting his heart and soul into it, bless him.’

‘He certainly is,‘ said John, both startled and aroused by Philip’s passion.

‘I hope he’s pleasing you, darling. Is he showing you the respect you deserve?’

‘Yes, but I think he should stop now,’ said John, a little embarrassed at the pleasure he found in having a man’s mouth around his cock.

‘But what if I don’t want him to stop?’ said Laura, smiling impishly as she kissed the side of her lover’s mouth, and held her husband’s head more firmly in place. ‘What if I want him to keep going?’

‘I’m not gay,’ said John, looking to re-assert his manly authority.

‘I know you’re not, you lovely man, and neither is Philip, at least not really, not that it would matter one bit if he was. Gay, straight, what difference does it make? We’re all just puppies who want to cuddle up in a basket. But this isn’t about sex, it’s about power, although sometimes it can be difficult to distinguish one from the other.’

John groaned in arousal which made Laura laugh and kiss him again. ‘I’m glad he’s pleasing you, darling. I’d be very cross with him if he wasn’t. I’d have to get the crop and whip him while he’s kissing you. To spur him on. Would you like me to do that?’

‘If you like.’

‘Oh, I’d like it all right, but perhaps another time,’ Laura said. ‘I’m too comfy to move, and besides, we have all the time in the world.’

‘It’s you I want, Laura. I don’t like men, at least not in that way,’ John replied, looking to prove his manliness by pulling her into a deep and hungry kiss that only served to make his cock leap and pulse in her husband’s mouth.

‘But Philip’s not really a man,’ said Laura as much to torment her husband as to re-assure her lover. ‘Look at him in his little dress and apron, and with his slip showing, and his legs sheathed in nylon. How pretty he looks, not like a man at all. And look at how he’s submitting to you, a real man who knows what a woman wants. No, he’s not a man any more, not in any important way. That’s all over for him. I’ve taken it from him. He’s a slave now, a sissy, a half-man at best, and he’s happy as that, so there’s no need for you to worry.’

Feeling a new intensity in Philip’s worship, John groaned in desire and began to fear he’d come in his mouth.

‘That’s it, darling,’ said Laura, thrilled by her husband’s submission and the pleasure it was giving her lover. ‘Enjoy yourself, don’t hold back.’

‘I’ve told you, it’s you I want,’ John gasped. ‘Only you.’

‘I know, darling, but I love to have him surrender to you like this. It makes me feel so wicked and strong.’

‘You are wicked,’ said John, kissing her again. ‘The most wicked woman I’ve ever known.’

‘I’ll take that as a compliment,’ said Laura, smiling into her lover’s eyes. ‘Come for me, come in his mouth.’

‘No, Laura …’

‘Yes,’ she insisted, kissing him deeply. ‘Do it for me. I want you to teach him his place once and for all. Here, let me help.’

Smiling down at her lover, she swung her leg over Philip and sat her full weight astride his neck, trapping him with his mouth around his rival’s cock.

‘Oh, God, that feels so good,’ she murmured, pressing her naked cunt against her husband’s warm, slender neck, and leaning forward to feed her breasts, first one then the other, into her lover’s mouth.

‘This is for you, darling,’ she whispered, her arousal becoming fierce again. ’This is all for you.’

Feeling her husband moan and struggle beneath her, Laura pressed down ever more heavily, saying to her lover, ‘Show him, darling … Show him who’s master.’

John groaned in arousal and began to object but Laura silenced him with a kiss and then, rocking with a sweet insistence against the nape of her husband’s neck, whispered huskily in her lover’s ear, ‘Fuck his mouth … Fuck it with your lovely big cock … Teach him his place … Teach him so he’ll never forget … Come for me, my lovely man … My beautiful man … Do it now, oh, God, do it now …’

Overwhelmed by her urgings and her husband’s eager mouth, John cried out in delight as he orgasmed, his cries of joy pushing Laura over the edge so that they came together in a profane union of desire and dominance. Too lost in pleasure, they didn’t notice Philip, his pantied cock pressing desperately against the mattress, give a helpless cry of mingled joy and despair as he came in his panties and hose as he swallowed down his rival’s plentiful seed.

They lay together until their breathing slowed, Laura whispering sweet nothings in her lover’s ear while her husband suckled dreamily on his rival’s softening cock.

‘That was wonderful,’ Laura sighed, unseating herself from her husband’s neck and cuddling John. ‘You can get up now, Pippa,’ she informed her husband casually. ‘You’ve done well and I’m very pleased with you, and I’m sure John is too.’

Laughing in amazement at Laura’s sangfroid, John pulled her head onto his broad chest, and kissed her fragrant hair. ‘You wonderful woman,’ he said adoringly. ‘Are you real or have I dreamt you?’

His head spinning, Philip got up from the bed and stood like a lost soul, his cheeks burning red and his dress and slip all awry.

‘Honestly, Pippa, what a sight you are,’ Laura teased him. ‘Go and tidy yourself up before you prepare John’s meal. We’ll come down and have it in the sitting-room.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied in a voice so weak Laura wondered if he was about to faint.

‘What on earth’s the matter with you?’ Laura said. ‘Are you ill?’

’N-no,’ Philip stammered, his brain swimming.

‘Then what is it?’ Laura persisted. ‘Oh, I think I know what it is,’ she continued, her eyes sparkling with amusement. ‘Lift up your dress and slip and show me your panties.’

‘What?’ Philip replied, appalled by her instruction.

‘You heard,’ Laura insisted, certain she was right. ‘Hurry up and do what you’re told.’

Sure he’d die of the shame, Philip took told of his dress and slip and raised them to his waist.

‘I thought so,’ said Laura in delight, seeing the large wet patch on the front of his panties. ‘I told you he’d like it,’ she said to her lover, ‘and there’s the proof.’

‘Each to their own, I suppose,’ said John, gazing with scorn at his defeated rival.

‘Indeed, each to their own,’ said Laura, turning her attention back to her humiliated husband. ‘That must feel very uncomfortable, but don’t worry, Pippa, we ladies are always making little messes in our panties. It’s just something you’ll have to get used to. Off you go then, we’ll be down in no time.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, hurrying from the room as if pursued by the hounds of hell.

The sound of their laughter chased him down the grand stairway, a sound that tormented him yet thrilled his slavish soul.

THAT EVENING, as Philip served John his meal in the sitting-room, and fetched drinks, and later, a camomile tea for Laura, and went upstairs to tidy the master bedroom and remake their bed, Philip began to hunger for more humiliation but his superiors paid him no heed other than to issue the briefest of instructions. He kept trying to catch Laura’s eye, hoping for some connection with her, some sign that she still cared for him, but she had eyes only for her handsome lover.

It was John who went up to bed first, and Laura lingered with her husband for a few brief moments.

‘Well, dear Philip, that was quite the beginning to our new life at Carlyn Cottage, wouldn’t you say?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he mumbled, suddenly close to tears.

‘Oh, now, don’t spoil it all by crying,’ said Laura, hugging him and kissing him on the cheek. ‘Be brave, and accept yourself for what you are. Tomorrow’s Friday and I’ll be going to work, and I’d like breakfast at 7.30 — porridge and fruit will do. John will come down when it suits him and tell you what he wants. You’ll be alone with him tomorrow and I expect your best behaviour.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, thrilling anew to her matter-of fact manner.

‘Don’t get in his way, just stay alert to his needs and get on with your housework. I’ll be home around five, I expect, by which time you’ll have changed into your maid’s uniform, is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Then, goodnight, Pippa. You’ll find my French panties and stockings when you clean our bedroom tomorrow. Put them on when you change into your frock and apron. That’ll give you something to look forward to all day, won’t it, my dear?’

‘Y-yes, Madam.’

‘You may not believe it, but you’re a lucky man. Not many people get to live according to their deepest desires. Sleep well, and I’ll see you in the morning.’

‘Goodnight, Madam,’ Philip mumbled but she was already climbing the stairs to her waiting lover.

THAT NIGHT Philip barely slept, and he rose before 7 and had Laura’s breakfast ready when she came down, looking sternly elegant in a smart blue pencil skirt and white blouse. She said good morning to him but nothing else as she took her breakfast and drank coffee while reading a newspaper on her tablet. The way she took his service utterly for granted without feeling any need to speak to him, or even look in his direction, deepened his devotion to her, and his feelings of enslavement grew ever stronger.

When she went into the hall, he brought her the light summer coat she took with her in case of rain, and her handbag which she slung over her shoulder, and then he sank gratefully to his knees, kissed her shoes, and murmured devoutly, ‘I will serve you always, Madam Laura, always and always.’

‘You really do have him well trained,’ said John, who had come down the stairs without Philip hearing him.

‘He’s getting there,’ said Laura, very pleased her lover had witnessed her husband’s act of obeisance. ‘He does this for me every morning before I leave for work, and every evening when I return he curtsies in his pretty uniform and repeats his vow. It keeps him on his toes and reminds him of his place.’

‘I’m sure it does,’ said John, coming close and kissing Laura while her husband knelt at her feet.

‘I can have him do it for you too, if you want,’ Laura said, her eyes flashing with mischief.

‘That won’t be necessary,’ said John, smiling back at her. ‘As long as he gets on with the housework and keeps you company while I’m gone, that’s good enough for me.’

‘Tell him what you want and he’ll make your breakfast,’ said Laura.

‘I’d like bacon and eggs, thank-you, Philip,’ said John, gazing down at his defeated rival. ‘With black coffee and fruit juice and lots of brown toast with marmalade.’

‘On you go, then, Philip, don’t keep John waiting.’

Mumbling his assent, Philip got quickly to his feet and hurried to the kitchen, but the sound of their laughter stopped him in the doorway, and he heard Laura say to her lover. ‘He’s your servant too, remember. Use him in any way you like, and give me a full report on his behaviour when I get home. Don’t be soft with him, and I expect him to change into his maid’s uniform before I get home, and to greet me in the hall when I return from work. These rituals may seem silly, but they’re important and I want to stick to them.’

‘That’s fine by me,’ said John, kissing her again.

‘It’s lovely to have you home,’ Laura replied, hugging John tenderly. ‘I never knew I could be this happy.’

‘I’ll walk you to your car,’ said John, taking her by the hand.

‘Don’t just stand there,’ Laura called back to her listening husband. ‘Go and make John’s breakfast.’

To Philip’s relief, John ate his breakfast without speaking a word to him and then went straight to his office where he stayed until mid-morning, only emerging to call for a pot of black coffee. ‘Thank-you, Philip,’ he said without looking up from his computer screen when Philip brought the coffee to his study. ‘That will be all.’

When he got back to the kitchen Philip had to cling to the breakfast-bar for support. John’s curt manner had demeaned and shamed him more than any mocking comments might have done, and he felt the reality of his absurd surrender very keenly. He spent the next hour tidying the master bedroom, making the bed and cleaning the shower-room and taking down the dirty laundry to the laundry-room. It was exquisitely demeaning to sort through their dirty clothes and underwear, laying aside Laura’s lingerie to be hand-washed, and keeping her worn French panties and stockings to wear later in the day when he would change into his maid’s uniform. The French panties and stockings felt like sacred objects in his trembling hands, and the prospect of wearing them under his maid’s frock helped him bear the shame of serving in her lover’s beautiful house.

After doing the ironing and putting away Laura’s clean clothes and underwear neatly in the drawers upstairs, Philip carried his empty laundry basket downstairs where he encountered John in the hallway

‘I won’t be needing lunch,’ said John, spinning his car keys in his hand. ‘I’m meeting Laura for lunch in town.’

‘Yes, sir,’ Philip replied, burning with envy but too crushed to express his rage.

‘Very good, then,’ said John, every inch the senior special forces officer he’d been for much of his life. ‘Carry on.’

And Philip did just that, a sick feeling in his stomach as he carried on cooking and cleaning, tormented by thoughts of Laura and John having lunch in town. Would her work colleagues see her with John? Would she make it common knowledge that she’d taken John as a lover, and was living with him now in preference to her discarded husband? Even worse, had she let anyone other than Sarah and Lyn know that he was now living as her slave and feminised housemaid? Tormented by these thoughts, he fled the house and drove to the supermarket, looking to lose himself in shopping for his Mistress’ favourite foods.

On his return, Philip felt painfully distressed by the sight of John’s black BMW parked at the front of the house — his rival had already returned from lunch with Laura — and by having to park his little car at the rear of the house as befitted a servant, but he swallowed down his pride and put away the shopping before cooking a bolognese sauce, a dish he knew Laura loved, and preparing a fresh fruit salad for dessert.

As he was cooking, John strolled into the kitchen, saying, ‘Mmm, something smells good. What are you cooking, Philip?’

‘A bolognese sauce, sir,’ Philip replied, unable to look at his rival.

‘It smells delicious, but perhaps we won’t have it until around seven, Laura and I had a big lunch in town.’

‘Yes, sir, of course, sir,’ said Philip, hating the way it aroused him to speak so submissively to his wife’s lover.

‘And go down to the wine-cellar and bring up a Shiraz, it will go beautifully with the bolognese.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Good, then,’ said John, leaving the kitchen before stopping in the doorway and saying with a look of derision in his eyes, ‘and by the way, Laura expects to be home a little earlier than usual so I wouldn’t wait too long before changing into your uniform.’

In truth, John didn’t much care whether Philip put on his maid’s uniform or not but over lunch Laura had reminded him to issue a command or two to keep Philip on his toes and he reckoned reminding him to dress as a maid was as good as any.

‘No, sir, thank-you, sir,’ said Philip meekly, but John had already left the room on his way back to his study.

Not long after that, propelled by John’s remark and driven by his own sickly desires, Philip climbed the narrow wooden stairs to his little apartment where his uniform awaited him. But it wasn’t just the prospect of dressing in his maid’s frock and apron that beguiled him. The image of Laura’s French knickers and sheer black stay-up stockings draped over the foot of his narrow bed had been in his mind all day, and he could hardly wait to put them on.

His breath coming in gasps, and muttering, ‘You’ve gone mad, stark-raving mad,’ Philip shed his male clothes until he was standing in just the panties Laura had given him the day before. He touched himself through the flimsy lace, growing instantly hard so that his erection pushed up past the waistband of his panties. And then, beginning to tremble with excitement, he took off his panties and lifted the French knickers from the bed. Images of worshipping Laura while she wore the loose knickers flooded his mind, and then he recalled sucking her lover until he’d come in his mouth — memories that caused his cock to pulse and leap with desperate arousal.

With trembling eagerness he stepped into the French knickers and pulled them up and over his erect cock. He couldn’t help but caress himself through the softly taunting lace and soon he was teetering on the brink of orgasm, but he stopped, finding a strange pleasure in denying himself, and then sat on the bed to put on the stay-up stockings. Thrilling to the feel of the soft nylon against his legs, it was the grip of the support bands at the tops of his thighs that made his head spin. Standing from the bed, he put on his court shoes and walked up and down, loving the way the loose French panties swayed and moved against his cock and thighs. He was still fully erect when he put on his dress and tied his dainty apron around his waist, and his heart drummed in his chest when he fixed his hair into a neat pony-tail, securing it with a ribbon, and he gave a whimper of shame and excitement when he curtsied to his image in the mirror, saying in a trembling voice, ‘Is there anything else you require, Madam?’ And then, experiencing another surge of submissive arousal, he said, ‘Is there anything else you require, sir?’

He was ready.

Ready to take his place as the neat and obedient housemaid of Carlyn Cottage.

Going down to the kitchen, he set the table for two and then went down to the cellar and fetched up a bottle of Shiraz as his Master had commanded him. The bottle was dusty and he wiped it clean before opening it and setting it on the table to breathe. He then cut up a French loaf and chopped some garlic cloves and mixed them with butter in preparation of making garlic bread. As he was working John came into the kitchen carrying some coffee cups from his study, and he started with surprise at the sight of the busy maid.

‘It’s you, Philip, of course it is,’ John said, recovering from his surprise. He’d forgotten that he’d reminded Philip to change into his maid’s uniform. ’One minute you’re a man and the next you’re a woman, and a very convincing one at that. It makes me dizzy, to tell the truth. I think it might be better if we pick one or the other, a butler or maid, and stick to that. I’ll talk to Laura about it and see what she has to say.’

And then he was gone, whistling Bob Marley’s ‘No Woman No Cry’ as he crossed the hallway and went back into his study, leaving Philip terrified yet darkly aroused by the possibility that he may have to dress full-time as a woman.

Hearing Laura’s car pull up outside the house, Philip straightened his dress and apron, dried his hands on a dishtowel, and hurried into the hall to greet his Mistress, but John had beaten him to it, and was already holding her in his arms and kissing her deeply.

‘Now that’s what I call a welcome,’ said Laura coquettishly, giving her lover another fond kiss before turning her gaze to her mortified husband.

‘Well, Pippa, what have you to say for yourself?’

‘I will s-serve you always, Madam Laura,’ he stammered, dropping a neat curtsey. ‘Always and always.’

‘I should think so too,’ said Laura haughtily. ‘But try not to stammer, I’ve spoken to you about that. But you look perfectly sweet in your uniform — I can hardly see the man in you any more — and you curtsied very nicely. We’ll stick with this as our routine, you kneeling and kissing my shoes in the morning, and curtseying to me when I return from work. It’s always good to have a routine,’ she said, giggling when he performed another curtsey, mumbling helplessly, ‘Yes, Madam.’

‘What a sight you are,’ she said with another giggle. ‘No real man would allow himself to look like that, you do know that, don’t you, Pippa?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Then it’s just as well I’ve found a real man, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, fearing he might faint from the sickly pleasure he found in her taunts.

‘But tell me, John, has Pippa behaved himself in my absence? Has he been a good and attentive little maid?’

‘No complaints from me,’ said John, becoming a little tired of the rigmarole, and impatient to have Laura to himself. ’He cooked a very nice breakfast, brought me coffee in my study, kept himself to himself.’

‘Was he polite and cheerful?’

‘Pleasingly attentive, I would say.’

‘So you’re happy with him?’

‘Yes, perfectly happy.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it.’ In fact, she wasn’t that pleased. Her blood was up, and she would have liked a reason to reprimand or punish her pretty little husband.

‘Bring the wine to the sitting-room,’ John commanded Philip. ‘We’ve talked about you long enough.’

‘Yes, sir,’ Philip replied, his blush deepening as he dropped another curtsey.

’I’ve told him we’ll eat at seven,’ John told Laura.

‘Perfect,’ Laura replied. ‘I’m still full from our lovely lunch.’

‘Come on through, then, and we’ll have a glass of wine.’

‘I’ll go upstairs and change first.’

‘Please, don’t,’ said John. ‘I like you as you are.’

‘You like the stuck-up business-woman look?’

‘Actually, I do, very much. I like to uncover what hides beneath the respectable facade.’

‘Then your wish is my command,’ said Laura, laughing as she linked arms with her lover and went with him into the sitting-room.

When Philip brought them wine they were sitting on the couch cuddling like teenagers. He put the tray with the bottle of Shiraz on the table by the window and poured the wine into the shining glasses.

‘What a lovely sound,’ said Laura.

‘A mountain stream,’ said John, remembering the very first time he’d kissed Laura in his car with the river flowing past outside the open window. The memory stirred his heart, filling him with love for this extraordinary woman.

‘Thank-you, Pippa,’ said Laura, taking her glass from her pale-faced maid and toasting her lover who had also taken a glass, ‘Good health, darling.’

‘Good health,’ John replied before saying to Philip, ‘you may go now.’

‘I’d rather he lit the stove first, if you don’t mind,’ said Laura. ‘It’s a little chilly in here.’

‘Of course,’ John replied.

‘You heard, Pippa,’ Laura commanded her husband. ‘Light the stove and do it quickly.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, dropping a curtsey by a newly ingrained instinct.

Acutely aware of their eyes on him as he knelt to light the stove, using a fire-lighter and plenty of kindling so it would catch quickly, he heard them whispering and laughing behind his back — a sound that infuriated yet thrilled him beyond all measure.

‘He looks quite fetching in his uniform, you have to say,’ he heard his wife say.

‘Yes, I have to admit he does,’ said John. ‘And you hardly notice him, the quiet way he goes about his work. I like that about him, although …’

‘Although, darling? Is something worrying you?’

‘Not worrying me exactly. I find it a little confusing the way he changes from male to female and back again, that’s all. I have a feeling it would be better all round if we picked one and made him stick to it.’

‘But he’s so sweet in his frock and apron, and he can hardly go shopping or welcome visitors in his dress, can he?’

‘I suppose not,’ said John.

‘You’d prefer him to be our male butler full-time, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes, I think on balance, I would,’ John replied, taking Laura’s hand and giving it a squeeze. ‘It’s simpler that way, and I won’t feel worried if we have friends or family staying. I hope you don’t mind.’

‘Of course not, darling. It’s just one of the many things we need to talk through.’

‘Before we lay down the law,’ said John with a knowing smile.

‘Oh, I like the sound of that,’ said Laura, experiencing a sweet surge of arousal.

‘I thought you might.’

‘Why don’t we do it now?’

‘It’s as good a time as any, I suppose,’ said John, leaning close and giving Laura a kiss that set her senses on fire.

‘All right, then, Pippa,’ Laura declared once the kiss was over. ‘We’re going to have a little talk, and John and I are going to lay down the law as John puts it so well. Stand up straight, and don’t slouch. Tidy your apron, and clasp your hands at the front as I’ve shown you. And don’t speak unless you’re spoken to.’

Philip did as he was told, feeling very weak and foolish in his maid’s stance while his glamorous superiors lazed side by side on the sofa with their glasses of blood red wine. The extent of his humiliation took his breath way, and yet he felt a dark and growing excitement as if he was on a flimsy raft being pulled towards a high waterfall.

‘Do you want to go first or will I?’ John asked Laura.

‘You go first, darling,’ Laura replied, gazing at her husband with amusement. ‘I’ll chip in if I have anything to add.’

‘Please do,’ said John, putting a hand possessively on Laura’s lovely nylon-clad knee but gazing sternly at his defeated rival.

‘Well, then, Philip,’ John began, ‘it’s high time we got a few things straight. To be completely honest, if it was up to me you would no longer be part of our life. Laura would be living here with me and you’d be making your own way in the world, but Laura’s talked to me at length about this, and I know she remains very fond of you, and feels honour bound not to leave you. You’re lucky to have such a kind and loyal Mistress, I hope you know that, but there are other more practical considerations to be taken into account. Laura requires a housekeeper to cook and clean for her as well as to keep her company for the long periods of time my work takes me away from Carlyn Cottage. I can hardly bring her to live with me and expect her to take care of such a large house, and nor can I ask her to live alone for days and weeks on end in such an isolated location. And so I’m happy to have you stay and work as her housekeeper and companion but only on this condition — that you no longer consider yourself in any shape or form to be Laura’s husband. From this moment on she will be your Mistress not your wife. If I hear of you making any approaches to her of the sexual kind, or if you speak to her angrily or without respect, I will throw you out of my house without the slightest hesitation. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, sir,’ Philip mumbled, unable to look his rival in the eye.

‘Louder,’ John commanded.

‘Yes, sir,’ Philip repeated, one of his legs beginning to shake with the shame and stress of it all.

‘I also want you to know that I will not be seeking in any way or form to become your friend. You will be a servant in my eyes, nothing more. Aside from the occasional “good morning, sir,“ or “is there anything else you require, sir?” I won’t expect to hear a word from you. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, sir,’ Philip replied, sure he must be dreaming.

Laura shifted in her seat beside John, crossing her legs and clenching the tops of her thighs together to catch the sweet wave of excitement that coursed through her. It aroused her very much to hear her lover talk down to her husband like this. It woke a cruel streak in her that made her long to see Philip utterly crushed and defeated. She no longer questioned the rightness of her dominant sexuality. It was just the way she was — she could no more change it than she could change the shape of her face or the sound of her voice — and she welcomed the exquisite pleasure it brought her.

‘Of course I’m aware you enjoy certain intimacies with Laura,’ John continued. ‘Dressing her, bathing her, buying her underwear, worshipping her in a number of different ways. I’ve seen how you kneel to her in the mornings, and curtsey to her in the evenings when she gets back from work. I’ve experienced first hand how she allows you to clean us after sex, and she’s told me how she likes to tie you up and leave you helplessly bound, sometimes in a child’s cot, I’m amazed to hear. I understand these intimacies to be the pleasures a Mistress enjoys with her slave, and not the pleasure a woman enjoys with a lover or husband. And so all of these Mistress-slave intimacies may continue, but only at Laura’s will and discretion. Any intimacy between you and Laura will be entirely at her instigation. You will not entreat or cajole her into gratifying your desires, and — most important of all — never again will you look to have sex with her as a man might expect to have sex with a woman. Have I made myself understood?’

‘Yes, sir,’ Philip replied, experiencing a dizzying sense of loss and shame, and glancing at his wife only to see amusement in her eyes. Strangely, he felt grateful to see her amusement. The sweet cruelty of it stung and angered him in a way that deepened his arousal and eased the pain of his terrible defeat.

‘Are we in agreement, Laura?’ John asked. ‘I hope I haven’t overstepped the mark.’

‘Not at all, darling,’ Laura replied. ‘We’re in perfect agreement, and I couldn’t have put it better.’

‘Do you have anything to add?’ John asked.

‘You’ve put it so well, darling,’ Laura replied, placing a hand lovingly on John’s hand where it was still resting on her knee, but staring straight into her husband’s eyes. ‘But I do think we need to be very clear about how Philip should behave when we have guests or visitors to the house. I know how important that is to you.’

‘Yes, that is something I worry about,’ said John, glad Laura had brought this up. ‘How do you see that working?’

‘It’s quite simple, really,’ said Laura. ‘He mustn’t ever expect to be introduced as an equal, and if he ever is introduced it will be as a housekeeper and domestic servant, nothing more. He will never sit with our guests or join in their company. He will fetch and carry, that’s all, and maintain a cheerfully polite but quiet disposition at all times.’

‘That sounds about right,’ said John. ‘And perhaps we should get some servant’s hand-bells so we can summon him whenever we need anything.’

‘What a lovely idea,’ said Laura, once more clenching the tops of her thighs together to intensify her excitement. ‘Will I get them or will you?’

‘I think Philip should get them,’ John said with a mischievous smile. ‘He is the servant after all.’

‘Of course he should,’ Laura said, laughing with delight at her lover’s suggestion before addressing her trembling husband. ‘Before the week’s out, Philip, I expect you to have bought some servant’s bells. Three will do, I think. One for the sitting-room, one for John’s study and one for the bedroom. Should we wish to summon you from your apartment we’ll use your phone which you will leave on at all times.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, darkly thrilled by the thought of being summoned by a servant’s bell or by a curt message on his phone.

‘You will remain on call at all times of the day and night, seven days a week. Slaves don’t require holidays or days-off,’ Laura continued, enjoying herself enormously. ‘Besides, it won’t take you all day to perform your household duties, and you’ll have plenty of time to yourself to rest or get on with your writing when John’s away and I’m at work. And you will take care to eat well. We want a fit and healthy slave, not a sickly little thing.’

‘I will of course pay you for your work,’ said John who was at heart a fair-minded man.

‘Don’t be silly, darling,’ said Laura, laughing as if the idea was preposterous. ‘Slaves don’t need to be paid. He will work for us because he has no say in the matter, not to receive payment.’

‘If you say so.’

‘Oh, I do,’ replied Laura, pleased to see her husband’s leg was shaking even more violently.

‘Very well, but I can’t have him paying for our food and household items,’ said John. ‘If a slave shouldn’t be paid for his labour, neither should be pay towards his Master and Mistress’ upkeep.’

‘Oh, he has plenty of money saved away,’ said Laura, aroused by the idea of having Philip spend his money on her and her lover.

‘Maybe so, but I won’t have it,’ said John firmly. ‘So this is what I intend to do. I’ll open an account in his name with a credit card he can use and a limit of £1000 per month. That should cover the monthly shopping bill, and anything spare he can use to buy you pretty underwear in the way he’s done in the past. You’ve always said he has excellent taste when it comes to buying you underwear.’

‘Oh, he does,’ Laura replied, delighted by the idea. ‘Clothes too. He has quite an eye for what suits me.’

‘Then, I don’t see why that should stop, do you?’

‘Now that you mention it, I don’t,’ said Laura, smiling cruelly at her befrocked husband. ‘I’m sure Pippa will love to go on buying me clothes and the prettiest undies, particularly as she knows I’ll be wearing them for you.’

‘Then everyone’s happy,’ said John, taking a sip of wine.

‘Blissfully happy,’ said Laura, ’except for one thing.’

‘And what’s that?’ said John.

‘I understand why you want him to dress as our butler and not our maid, but dressing him in woman’s clothes is a big part of how this works, both for Philip and for me. It puts Philip in his place like nothing else, and I have to confess I find it the greatest fun. I’ve grown to like having a sweet little maid to tease and order around — it’s like having my own living doll to play with — and I’m not sure this would work quite so well if I didn’t have Philip dress in women’s clothes.’

‘It’s the changing back and forth that bothers me.’

‘Well, then, what don’t we have him dress as a woman full-time?’

‘That’s all very well, but what about when he goes into town, or when we have guests?’

‘With a little work he could pass as a woman and, in time, I rather think he’d come to identify much more as a woman than a man.’

‘No,’ Philip blurted out, terrified of where this was going. ‘I don’t want that.’

‘I beg your pardon?’ said Laura, everything about her suddenly sharp with anger.

‘P-please,’ Philip stammered, cowed by her stern manner. ‘I’m a man, not a woman.’

‘Two things, Philip,’ Laura snapped at him. ‘One, you will only speak when spoken to — your opinion is no longer of the slightest consequence — and two, you will live and dress as John and I decide. If we want you to live the rest of your life in a clown-costume then that is what you will do. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, the room spinning around him.

‘Then keep quiet while John and I decide what’s best.’

‘How strict you are with him,’ said John, leaning close and kissing her.

‘I can’t help myself,’ said Laura, smiling into her lover’s eyes. ‘It’s just something that’s grown inside me. Sometimes it’s so strong it frightens me. Do you hate me for it?’

‘What do you think?’ said John, taking her hand and placing it on the front of his jeans so that she could feel his erection beneath the denim.

‘I’m so glad I’ve found you,’ said Laura, delighted that John shared the joy she took in enslaving her husband. It opened up so many possibilities in her life, possibilities so sensual and decadent she’d never believed them to be within her reach until she’d met John. ‘You make everything seem possible.’

‘You’ve brought me to life again,’ John said tenderly. ‘After years of living in the dark there’s light again, your light.’

They kissed again, deeply and passionately, paying not the slightest heed to their hapless slave. He was there to suffer and serve, that was all, and to bring a decadent joy to their passion.

Watching in stupefied horror, Philip saw John’s large hand slide under his wife’s skirt to cup her lovely pantied crotch as they kissed. Laura groaned in desire and opened her slender, nylon-sheathed legs wider to him, welcoming his touch, wanting more.

The wave of jealousy and shame that broke over Philip made him want to cry out in pain and anger and yet he felt himself come erect in the French panties he wore under his frock. He told himself to flee the room, and yet he remained rooted to the spot, trapped both by his deepest desires and by his wife’s cruel beauty. Insanely, he was where he most wanted to be.

Their kiss seemed to last an age, but it brought Philip no relief when it was over.

‘Look at him, standing there in his frock and apron,’ said Laura, gazing with disdain at her feminised husband while John’s fingers grazed over her pantied crotch. ‘He looks so lost and pretty. It would be such a shame, don’t you think, not to dress him like this any more?’

‘If you say so, darling,’ said John, loving the feel of her through her panties and hose, and the decadent pleasure it gave him to touch her like this in front of her husband. ‘I certainly wouldn’t want to get in the way of your fun.’

‘Then how about this?’ said Laura, suddenly full of energy for her plan. ‘Give me a month to teach him to pass as a woman, to have him become accustomed to going into town as a woman, and passing for a maid when we have visitors to the house. If I can do that will you agree to him dressing full-time as a woman?’

‘I don’t see why not?’ said John, amused and aroused by the look of fear in Philip’s eyes. ‘Earlier today, when I came into the kitchen and he’d changed into his maid’s dress, I mistook him for a woman. So I wish you well, as long as he doesn’t draw attention to himself, and you make sure he’s very plain and quiet-spoken, the kind of maid no-one looks at twice. A part of the furniture.’

‘I’m sure I can do that,’ said Laura, shining with mischief. ‘He’s halfway there already. I’ll buy him plain, rather dull dresses and frocks, and get him some new uniforms too, uniforms for real working-maids, not some silly fantasy. And the way he carries himself is just as important as the clothes he wears. I’ll teach him to avoid making too much eye-contact, and keep to the background, while remaining attentive, of course. He’ll work hard but keep out of the way. The most modest of maids, you’ll hardly notice he’s there. He’ll be as quiet as a mouse, I’ll make sure of it.’

‘Do you really think you can do that?’

‘I don’t see why not. I certainly want to give it a try.’

‘In that case, go ahead, and I’ll give you what help I can. But if we have guests or family to the house who feel uncomfortable around him, or ask awkward questions, then all bets are off.’

‘Of course, darling. I’ll get to work on him straight away.’

Philip’s low whimper turned their attention to their pale-faced slave.

‘Oh, now, Philip, don’t pretend it’s not what you want,’ said Laura, aroused by her husband’s plight. She hadn’t expected things to go this far so quickly but she was very glad they had. Now that she had her husband under her heel, she wanted to keep him there. More than that, the extremity of what she was planning appealed to both her wild side and to the part of her that still cared for her husband. She truly believed this was what he wanted even if he couldn’t admit it to himself. She believed she was giving him what he craved in the most secret, hidden part of his persona, and she saw her domination of him more as an act of love than one of cruelty, although she knew full well it was the cruelty that made it so irresistibly erotic.

Physically and psychologically, sadomasochism was a minefield but she was learning to find what she saw as a clear and honest pathway through its many dangers.

She was learning to be herself.

‘You’re going to live your dream, Philip,’ Laura continued. ‘I’m for you, not against you, never forget that, and you’re going to live as my slave not just occasionally, but every day and all of the time. For ever and ever. What could be better than that?’

‘I c-can’t do it,’ Philip objected weakly.

‘You most certainly can, and what’s more, you will,’ Laura replied with a firmness he dared not oppose.

‘Maybe it’s too much for him,’ John intervened, wondering if they were taking things too far.

‘You don’t know him like I do,’ Laura replied before instructing her husband, ‘Lift up your dress, Philip, show John what you’re wearing under your frock and apron.’

‘Please, no,’ Philip beseeched his wife.

But Laura was in no mood for mercy.

‘Do what you’re told!’ she commanded her husband, a savage light in her eyes.

Slowly, with shaking hands, Philip raised the hem of his frock and lacy slip to reveal the French panties and stay-up stockings.

‘There, darling, do you see?’ Laura said to her handsome, manly lover. ‘There’s the real Philip, wearing the panties and stockings I wore in bed for you last night. There’s Pippa. There’s Frou-frou. There’s Panty-Sue. No real man would wear panties and stockings like that unless it’s what he wants in the deepest part of him. And it is what you want, isn’t it, Philip?’

‘Y-yes,’ Philip stammered weakly, wishing he could die.

‘There, then, it’s settled. I’m going to make you into my full-time maid and housekeeper. You can cover up your pretty undies now, but don’t cry, Frou-frou. Crying won’t make the slightest difference. In fact it will only make me more determined. Oh, the fun I’m going to have with you.’

‘There is one more matter we have to discuss,’ John intervened.

‘And what’s that, darling?’ Laura asked, wondering what it might be.

‘His punishment.’

‘Yes, of course, how could I forget?’ Laura replied, giving welcome to another surge of arousal.

‘Laura has told me about you running off to London,’ John said sternly to his defeated rival. ‘You ran away just when Laura had the greatest need of your companionship and support. That was inexcusable, and you must be whipped hard for it.’

‘I’m s-sorry,’ Philip stammered, wondering how far he must fall.

‘Oh, you will be, I promise,’ said John, beginning to look forward to thrashing Laura’s husband and putting his surrender beyond all doubt. ‘It’s your duty as Laura’s servant to put her needs first and take care of her when she’s alone. You neglected that duty, and you must pay a heavy price for your negligence.’

‘Please, Madam,’ Philip mumbled weakly, looking to his wife for mercy.

‘You needn’t bother looking at me,’ said Laura coldly. ‘You won’t find any help there. John’s perfectly right, and well you know it. I was very hurt and disappointed by your behaviour, and you deserve everything you get, first of all as a punishment for your behaviour, and second, to make sure you never do such a thing again.’

‘And then there’s the matter of throwing away the watch Laura bought you,’ said John, heaping coal on the flames of Philip’s ignominy.

‘Yes, that too,’ agreed Laura, enjoying herself hugely at her husband’s expense. ‘That may be a secondary crime but nevertheless it’s no small matter, Philip, let me assure you. I bought you that watch as a mark of our special bond as Mistress and maid, and throwing it into the Thames was an act of the deepest betrayal and disrespect. I may since have given you one of my own watches to replace it, but that does not mean I have forgiven the original offence. Far from it, I’m still very cross with you, and it must be added to your list of crimes. I could, of course, administer the punishment myself. I’m perfectly willing and able to whip you very hard, as you well know, but all the same I’d rather John did it. He’s much stronger than I am, and besides, I love to watch him take charge of you. It’s lovely to see him put you in your place and show you who’s master. Will that be all right, darling?’ she asked her smiling lover.

‘It will be my pleasure,’ John replied, kissing her lovely mouth.

‘I knew I could rely on you,’ said Laura, leaning in to return his kiss while caressing his hard cock through his jeans.

‘Should I whip him now?’ John asked, feigning calm but very aroused by the situation.

‘There’s nothing to stop you,’ Laura replied, groaning in pleasure when John once more touched her through her panties and hose. ‘I could send him to fetch the crop right this minute, have him lift up his dress and slip, take down his panties and lean over the stool.’

‘I think you should do that,’ John replied.

‘Except …’ said Laura.

‘Except what?’ John enquired.

‘It might be better to put it off for a while,’ said Laura.

‘You’re not going soft on him, I hope,’ said John, fingering her harder through her underwear. He’d begun to look forward to whipping Philip, and he didn’t want to be denied his prey.

‘Certainly not,’ Laura said firmly, as if offended by the idea. ‘On the contrary, I think delaying it might add to his punishment.’

‘Oh, I see,’ said John. ‘By making him anticipate it.’

‘Exactly,’ said Laura, delighted this wonderful man was so in tune with her. ‘He’ll know we’re going to whip him but he’ll never know when, and so he’ll live in dread of it. It will add a whole new level to his punishment.’

‘I hope I never get on your wrong side,’ John teased her.

‘Take care that you don’t,’ Laura teased him back.

‘God, you’re a sexy woman, Mrs Bailey.’

‘And you’re a very sexy man, Major Garra.’

Philip watched on helplessly as they kissed, unable to tear his eyes from his cruelly faithless wife and her lover.

‘All this has given me quite an appetite,’ Laura said once their long, lingering kiss was over.

‘Me too,’ said John.

‘What are you waiting for, Pippa?’ Laura snapped at her husband. ‘Go and serve our meal. We’ll be through in a few minutes.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, hurt yet thrilled to be so summarily dismissed. He turned to leave but was called back by his wife.

‘Aren’t you forgetting something, Pippa?’

Flushing with shame, Philip faced his tormentors, and dropped the curtsey he had omitted to perform.

‘I’m sorry, Madam,’ he mumbled weakly.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ Laura said, her eyes shining with amusement. ‘It will simply be added to your long list of infractions.’

Crossing the hallway on his way to the kitchen, Philip was once more pursued by the sound of his wife and her lover’s laughter, the chilling yet strangely soothing soundtrack to his ridiculous new life as their feminised maid-servant.

OVER THE week-end Philip saw little of his Mistress and Master. On Saturday they had him prepare a picnic which they took with them on a long river-walk, a walk that had become a favourite of Philip and Laura during their marriage. Looking to add to her husband’s pain, Laura sent him a picture of John lazing in the sunshine with his shirt off at the flat stones by the river, a place Philip had always believed occupied a special place in his relationship with Laura. By sharing this place with John she was making it clear to Philip that nothing, not even their most romantic memories, could rival her passion for her lover. John had taken his place both in her bed and in her heart, Laura was telling him, and Philip had no choice but to accept it.

The photograph burned into him like hell-fire and yet, in the strange way of sadomasochism, Philip was grateful for it, and the pain it brought him.

The lovers returned in late afternoon and went straight upstairs to bed, Laura stopping only to tell her slave, ‘We won’t need a meal tonight, Philip. John’s taking me out for a meal to The Glades where we went on our first date, I’m sure you remember. But change into your uniform all the same. I like seeing you dressed, and you will remain on duty even when we’re not in the house.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, but she was already following her lover up the curving stairway.

Philip found a kind of relief in donning his maid’s frock and apron as well as his dainty court shoes. Shedding his masculine clothes took away what remained of his male pride and he felt calmer for it and, to his shame, more like his true self. But his calmness was shattered two hours later when Laura came down wearing her lovely blue silk dress and informed him that he would be driving them to the restaurant, ‘so that John and I can enjoy a bottle of wine, and a brandy or two to finish our evening. You will be our chauffeur for the night, or should I say chauffeuse?’

‘You want me to drive you like this?’

‘I don’t see why not.’

‘But what if I’m seen?’

‘Then you’ll just have to be seen, won’t you?’ Laura replied, enjoying his distress. ‘No-one cares much about such things any more. Men can dress as women if they like, it’s not breaking any law.’

‘Please, Madam, let me change.’

‘No, Pippa, my mind’s made up. Besides, it will be a step towards you learning to go into the world en femme. Soon you won’t need to hide away behind these walls, you’ll be free to be Pippa wherever you go.’

‘Please, I beg you,’ he persisted.

‘As if that ever makes any difference.’

‘Please …’

‘Not another word,’ Laura said sternly. ‘Or I’ll be cross with you.’

They took Laura’s shining red Volvo, Laura and John lazing in the back seat as glamorous as film stars while Philip drove with excessive caution, terrified of having an accident and being seen in his maid’s uniform.

‘I know you don’t want to be seen in your uniform, Pippa,’ Laura teased him from the back seat, ‘but surely you can go just a little bit faster. At this rate we won’t get there until next Saturday.’

Increasing his speed, Philip heard their laughter and, when he looked in his driving-mirror, he saw them kissing, a sight that sent a flaming arrow into his heart.

A mile or so from the restaurant, Laura gave her husband his instructions for the evening.

‘Once you’ve dropped us at The Glades, drive straight home. I’ll call you twenty minutes before we need to be picked up.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, finding a twisted delight in her instruction.

‘I have some chores for you to perform while we’re out so listen carefully. I want you to go online and search for some servant’s hand-bells. Remember, we’ll need three, although I’m sure more won’t go amiss. And then, once you’ve done that, I want you to look for some new maid’s dresses and aprons. They need to be in the appropriate style. Remember what John said about dressing as a plain, working-maid in uniforms that won’t draw attention to you. That’s the sort I want you to look for — proper uniforms, the kind real working maids wear, not the silly-frilly outfits that are only for fantasy play. You’re a real maid, Pippa, not a sissy playing some foolish game.’

‘That’s very important, Philip, and don’t forget it,’ John added, offering his support to Laura in her dominance of her husband, and feeling pleased when she squeezed his hand in gratitude for his support.

‘I won’t, sir,’ Philip replied, horrified to discover he was already looking forward to conducting such a demeaning search.

‘That said,’ Laura continued, ‘I have no objection to you finding some smarter uniforms and aprons for special occasions so long as they’re modest and practical and designed for real work.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, sinking ever deeper into a trance of submission.

‘But don’t buy any yet.’ Laura commanded him. ‘Just make a note of any you think likely, and I’ll take a look and decide if they fit the bill. A Mistress must decide what her maid wears.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, the repetition of his replies beginning to echo in his head like a chorus.

‘Very good,’ said Laura. ‘As for other dresses and clothes, the ones you’ll wear when you go into town, I’ll buy those for you over the coming weeks, and we’ll take your full-time transformation day by day. You mustn’t worry about it,’ she added, knowing full well he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from worrying. ‘I’ll be by your side every step of the way.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip mumbled, his heart missing a beat. ‘Thank-you, Madam.’

‘You’re very welcome, my love.’

Aroused by using Philip as their driver — they knew how it must madden him to see them in his driving-mirror — John and Laura were still kissing when he drove into the car-park at The Glades.

‘Well, Philip,’ Laura said once the car had come to a halt. ‘Aren’t you going to get out and open the door for us? You are our chauffeur, after all.’

Terrified he might be seen by others in the car-park, Philip kept his head down as he got out to open the door for his wife and lover. A light breeze gusting around his nylon-clad legs lifted his dress and apron a little, adding a frisson of submissive arousal to his torment.

‘I’ll text you when to come for us,’ Laura said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. ‘Meanwhile, you’ve got plenty to be getting on with.’

And with that she turned to her lover, gazing up at him adoringly when he put his arm around her slim waist and walked with her towards the restaurant. How lovely they looked together Philip thought once again, a hot dagger of jealousy piercing his heart, how happy and elegant and sure of their place in the world. He tried to hate them but he couldn’t. The hatred he felt turned in on himself, the silly fool who had let this happen.

Driving back to Carlyn Cottage in Laura’s powerful Volvo, Philip felt a burning resentment towards his wife for setting him such demeaning tasks to carry out in her absence but, by the time he pulled up at the house, he had almost forgiven her, convincing himself she’d set him these tasks to help him through the long hours before he received his summons to pick them up from The Glades.

She still cares for me, he told himself, and she wants to ease my suffering. She’s taking charge of me in the way she knows I want, and I must love her for it, and give thanks for her dominance. I must honour her and never hate her.

‘I will serve you always, Madam Laura,’ he whispered under his breath. ‘Always and always.’

Going straight to his lap-top in his little apartment, Philip began by searching for servant’s hand-bells, finally choosing a set of four prettily embossed vintage service-bells, five inches by two, and described as having a loud, clear ring despite their small size. At £330 for the set, he was sure he was being overcharged but he didn’t care — a fever of submission possessed him, and he would have paid anything to please his wife. Experiencing a narcotic thrill of arousal, he ordered the delicate little service-bells, receiving the promise that they’d arrive at Carlyn Cottage in three to five working-days.

Next, he turned his attention to the pleasurably demeaning task of searching for maid’s uniforms, avoiding the countless sites that sold cheaply made over-flounced outfits of the kind Laura had warned him against. He knew he was only digging a deeper hole for himself, but that excited him, and made him all the more determined to find the smart, practical uniforms that would please Laura — and John too, he realised with a shiver of shame-filled excitement.

On the Alexandra Workwear site he made a note of a short white zip-pocket waist-apron that he thought would go well with a smart navy blue spot dress in easily washed polyester cotton with a neat Peter Pan collar. Then, finding the Simon Jersey site, he took note of a classic women’s housekeeping dress in black with contrasting white trim on the sleeves and collar. He searched for a pretty white apron to go with it but, to his disappointment, their site didn’t stock such an item.

His submissive fever growing stronger, he searched for more expensive, stylish uniforms worn by maids and housekeepers in big houses or exclusive hotels, eventually finding two wonderful Italian sites called Dinetra and Mercatores. He lost all track of time as he fell under the spell of the dresses and uniforms displayed on these sites, imagining how it would feel to serve his wife in such beautifully designed service-wear. There was little to chose between the two beautifully presented web-sites and he finally settled on the Mercatores site, marking for Laura’s attention a stunningly neat dress that, remarkably, went by the name of a ‘Laura’ dress in black with contrasting white trim at the collar and three-quarter sleeves with five buttons and a pleated skirt. He also took note of a very smart ‘Stefania’ dress in dark blue in an open-front style fastened by gold-coloured resin buttons. And then, searching for aprons to go with the dresses, he hit the jackpot, finding a wide choice of the prettiest, daintiest waist and tabard aprons imaginable. Spoiled for choice, it took him an age to settle on two of the prettiest waist-aprons — the ‘Pia’ and ‘Roberta’ styles, both of which would also go with the Simon Jersey dress — and then on what he thought the neatest, most feminine of the tabard style aprons called the ‘Ombretta.’

Satisfied he’d carried out all of Laura’s instructions by ordering hand-bells and by finding suitably classy yet practical working uniforms, Philip closed his lap-top and basked in the sensual trance that came from looking at the maid’s dresses, and from successfully obeying his Mistress. Suddenly, he longed for a glass of whisky to mark his success and calm his jangling nerves but, as a lowly servant, he wasn’t allowed alcohol except on those rare occasions when Laura permitted him a small glass of wine or beer with his meal or to keep her company before bed-time. Oddly, he’d come to enjoy the denial, accepting it as further proof of Laura’s power over him. Besides, he would soon have to drive, and he never mixed drinking and driving. It wasn’t just his own life he’d be putting at risk but, more importantly, the lives of others. That had been a hard and fast rule throughout his adult life, and he knew he’d never break it.

Going through to his little kitchen he drank a glass of water and ate a banana and a few handfuls of peanuts, thinking what poor fare it was compared to the delicious food his Mistress and Master would be enjoying at The Glades but, once again, the disparity between his place in life and theirs caused him to shiver in sickly delight. It seemed, he realised, that the deeper he sank into the quicksand of submission, the deeper he longed to go. He was caught in an ever tightening trap, and he could see no way to free himself from it.

Looking at his pretty ladies’ watch he saw to his surprise that it was already 10.45 — he’d been online for over two hours searching for service-bells and uniforms — and at that moment his phone made its text-received sound. Experiencing a thrill of excitement, Philip opened his message to read, ‘Come for us now, Pippa. Madam L x.’

Moved by the little kiss sign at the end of her message, Philip tapped, ‘I’m on my way.’ He hesitated for a few moments, wondering if he dared to sign off with a kiss before deciding that he would — he had little enough opportunity to express his love for his wife and he may as well take this small chance.

‘Love you always x,’ he added to his text, thrilled and delighted to receive a reply that read simply, ‘x.’

Once more he drove with excessive caution, terrified of being in an accident, but he thrilled to the soft movement of his dress and slip against his nylon-sheathed legs as he braked and accelerated and worked the clutch.

Driving into the car-park Philip saw Laura and John standing at the entrance to the restaurant in conversation with Sean Elliot, the owner of the Glades, and a couple he recognised as Ian and Jenny Cooper. He knew these people, and the thought of them seeing Laura with another man sent a shiver of shame down his spine. They would be bound to wonder where he was, and who this man was standing so casually and possessively with his arm around Laura’s waist. And Jenny was well-known to be a gossip. The news of Laura being out with John Garra would spread like wildfire, and Philip would be exposed in the local community for what he was — a fool and a cuckold!

Philip crouched down in the driver’s seat praying no-one would look in his direction. Eventually Ian and Jenny went to their car and drove away while Laura and John continued to chat with Sean. Hugely to Philip’s relief, Sean soon went inside and Laura and John began walking hand in hand towards their car which meant no-one was in the car-park to see Philip get out and open the back door for his superiors.

‘Thank-you, Pippa,’ Laura said, her lovely eyes shining with merriment. Philip could tell she wasn’t drunk, only a little tipsy. ’You really are a treasure.’

On the drive home, Laura told Philip about their lovely meal and the people they’d met.

‘You saw us talking to Ian and Jenny,’ said Laura. ‘As you can imagine, Jenny’s eyes came out on stalks when she saw me with John. Of course she asked where you were, and I said you were working on something at home which was hardly a lie, was it? But, make no mistake, by tomorrow my being seen with John will be the talk of the town. Diane from the office was there too with her boyfriend, so no doubt I’ll be getting funny looks at work, but I’ve no intention of hiding, Philip, you need to know that. I’m going to be out and proud about John — after all, what woman wouldn’t be proud to be seen with such a handsome and distinguished man? — and if that’s painful for you, then so be it,’ she added with a shrug. ‘As far as I’m concerned that’s just one more thing I expect you to suffer for me, and let that be an end to the matter. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip mumbled through a fog of twisted arousal, his dress and slip moving against his thigh as he changed gear and accelerated out of the car-park.

‘Tomorrow’s Sunday,’ Laura said, so you will wear your maid’s frock and apron all day. It will be good practice for you.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, his insides liquefying.

Or the short journey home he caught glimpses in his driving-mirror of Laura and John kissing and fondling each other, a series of images that burned themselves into his mind, deepening his absurd submission. ‘This is your life now,’ he told himself, struggling to hold back a crushing wave of shame and self-hatred. ‘You’ve only got yourself to blame.’

THE NEXT morning Laura and John didn’t come down until mid morning, both looking very fresh and relaxed after a shower. Philip, dressed in his maid’s uniform as Laura had commanded him, served them bacon rolls, freshly squeezed orange juice, and black coffee in the conservatory.

Neither of them spoke a word to him. It was as if he didn’t exist, but Philip overheard some snippets of their conservation. He learned that Laura, at John’s request, had carried out a valuation of Carlyn Cottage.

‘It’s hard to be exact,’ Laura told him. ‘It’s never a precise science, particularly with a property as desirable as this, but I believe you could put it on the market for offers over four million seven hundred and fifty thousand.’

‘That much?’ John replied, not sounding particularly surprised.

‘Actually, you may well get considerably more,’ Laura replied. ‘It’s a truly lovely, distinctive house, big but not too big, and with the river running through the grounds and the hundred and eighty acres of forest as well as the three hundred acres of arable land you lease out to local farmers, not to mention the walled garden and the stables as well as the proximity to town, you could easily get six million. And if some rich person from London should fall in love with it, well, the sky’s the limit.’

‘A Russian oligarch?’ said John, his eyes sparkling with humour

‘I hardly think that would be appropriate,’ Laura replied, laughing at his foolishness.

‘It certainly wouldn’t, but thank-you for looking into it for me,’ said John. ‘I don’t need the money but it’s good to know it’s there if I ever do. I’ve always loved Carlyn Cottage. I spent most of my childhood here and it’s always felt like home to me. Eleanor was a city girl at heart and she missed life in London when we moved here after my uncle’s death, but she was too kind to say so. She knew how much living here meant to me, and she always put my happiness first. And then, when she became ill, there was no time to think about selling. It became all about looking after her, nursing her through to the end.’

‘I’m so sorry, John,’ said Laura gently, putting a hand on his arm. ‘It must have been a terrible time for you.’ There were photographs of John and Eleanor together scattered throughout the house, and they gave a strong sense of how much in love they’d been.

‘It was what it was,’ John said, ‘but I have to look to the future. That’s what she would have wanted.’

‘Sometimes I feel like an imposter.’

‘Don’t ever feel that way. Elaine would be so glad I’ve met you, and found happiness again.’

‘Oh, you dear man,’ said Laura, her eyes misting with tears.

‘But all the same, the house really is much too big, and I should put it up for sale.’

When Philip cleared away their plates to the kitchen he experienced a sense of excitement that John might sell Carlyn Cottage. He hoped it would mean John spending more time at his flat in London, and so allow him greater opportunity to reclaim Laura as his wife, and bring some sanity to his marriage, but the ground had already shifted when he brought them a pot of fresh coffee and refilled their cups.

‘Tell me, Laura,’ he heard John ask Laura, ‘do you like living at Carlyn Cottage? It’s you I care about not where we live.’

‘Honestly?’ said Laura.

‘Of course,’ said John.

‘I love it here,’ Laura said to Philip’s despair. ‘It’s the loveliest house I’ve ever seen, and it makes me feel like an empress living here with you and my obedient little maid. The other morning I took a stroll along by the river and the views over the fields took my breath away. And the air’s so fresh and clean, it’s like living a dream. My only worry is that one day I’m going to wake up.’

‘Then let’s leave things as they are for now. If you continue to like living here, then all well and good but if it begins to feel too big or isolated for you, we’ll think again.’

‘That’s perfect, darling, thank-you,’ Laura replied, moved by his concern for her feelings, and delighted they would be staying in his lovely house for the foreseeable future. ‘Oh, there’s one thing I forget to mention.’

‘What’s that?’

‘I know you hate the stables going unused and I noticed at work that The Riding For The Disabled Charity is looking for new premises. Shall I check that out for you?’

‘Please do,’ John replied, falling deeper and deeper for this wonderful woman. ‘Nothing would give me more pleasure than seeing my uncle’s old stables put to use again.’

‘Give me a week or two and I’ll speak to the RDA and get back to you,’ said Laura, delighted by his response, and hoping that finding a use for the stables might put John off selling his house. She loved living here, and doubted she’d ever want to live anywhere else.

Later that afternoon John announced he’d be driving to London in the morning and wouldn’t return for at least a fortnight. He’d hinted for some time that he and his team were closing in on the terrorist group responsible for the theatre bombing, and his hints had grown stronger over the past few days. Laura put on a brave face, but Philip could tell she was upset to lose him for so long, and terribly afraid he might be hurt again, or killed. She set Philip the task of folding and ironing John’s newly washed clothes and packing them into his hold-all. It was a task he relished in two very different ways— first, for the humiliation it brought him to serve her lover in such a menial way, and second, because John would be leaving and he’d have Laura to himself for at least two weeks.

John left very early on Monday morning, rising before six to take breakfast served by Philip in his maid’s frock and apron while Laura, sad and beautiful in her kimono and with her lovely hair falling in tangles, sat by John’s side, talking softly to him. Their love and easy companionship broke Philip’s heart, and yet he felt for Laura, and the loss she was about to endure.

Laura had Philip carry John’s hold-all out to the car while she walked arm in arm with John, unwilling to let go of him until the very last moment. When finally, after many kisses and whispered endearments, John got into his car and drove away, Laura turned to Philip and said, ‘It’s you and me now, Pippa — Mistress and maid. I’m going to use this time to push you on to the next level. Are you ready for that?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, not at all sure he was ready.

‘I hope you are,’ she said, turning and walking back to the house. ‘I’m not going to go easy on you, I can promise you that.’

LAURA WAS as good as her word. When she arrived home on Monday evening she brought with her three plain, cotton dresses she’d bought for Philip in Marks and Spencers.

‘I went shopping for you in my lunch hour,’ she said, taking the dresses from their bag and laying them across the work-top in the kitchen. ‘I chose them because they’re well-made and slightly dull, the kind of dresses a maid might wear on her day off. Take off your uniform and try them on for me.’

In a daze of submission, Philip tried on each of the dresses, walking up and down for his wife, and turning on her command so she could view the frocks from every angle. Knee-length and full-skirted, they fitted him well and Laura professed herself satisfied with all three of the dresses, adding that they would form an important part of his woman’s wardrobe along with the two house-dresses of her own she’d already given him.

‘You know, Philip, I believe you look better as a woman than you do as a man,’ she told him. ‘You suit women’s clothes. They bring out the softer, gentler side of your nature, and that’s very attractive. You’ll blend into the background in plain dresses like these. If you soften your voice a little and walk a little differently, taking smaller steps and avoiding too much eye contact, I’m sure you’ll pass as one of those quiet, timid women who wouldn’t say boo to a goose. You’ll need to be brave when you go into town or when anyone comes to the house. Of course, that will be terrifying to begin with, but you’ll get used to it. It will get easier with time, I’m sure, and I’ll always be here to help you. I won’t put you in make-up — it will be a private pleasure for me to see the man I married trapped in a dress — but I’ll pluck your eyebrows to give them a much more feminine shape, and I’ll arrange to have your ears pierced and buy you some nice ear-rings. I may even give you some of mine, I must have twenty pairs in my jewellery-box. I’ll make an appointment to have your ears done this week or next. I have a feeling that will make a big difference, not only to how you look, but also to how you feel about yourself.’

Utterly in her thrall, Philip tried to object but he couldn’t make a sound.

‘Now, get changed back into your uniform and I’ll show you what else I’ve got for you,’ Laura continued, happily in her element as his Mistress and the lady of Carlyn Cottage.

Once he was back in his maid’s frock and apron, Laura reached into the shopping-bag and took out a slim packet, saying, ‘I know how much you like wearing my worn panties but from now on I’m going to save that for special occasions and so I’ve bought you your very own panties.’

Opening the glossy packet, she took out six pretty bikini briefs, two in black, two in white and two in pink.

‘It will be good for you to have your own panties and not always wear mine,’ she decreed, both amused and aroused by her husband’s distress.

’Please, M-madam, I don ’t need …’ he stammered weakly.

‘Not another word, Philip,’ she snapped. ‘This is happening and there’s nothing you can do to stop it. It will be for the best in the long run, you’ll see.’

Swallowing back his objections, Philip could only watch in horror as she reached into the bag and took out two more slim packets.

‘And the same goes for stockings and hose,’ Laura said, laying the packets flat on the work-top beside his panties. ‘As you can see I’ve bought you some pairs of your own, a pack of three in midnight black and another pack in summer nude. They were cheap — a maid doesn’t require expensive hose — and you’ll wear these from now on under your uniform and dresses unless I give you my worn ones to wear as a treat, is that understood?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip answered, utterly beguiled. He had hoped, with John gone, he might have been able to win back some of his old status with his wife, but he understood with dreadful clarity that he’d been horribly wrong. Laura was going the whole way with this, and he saw no way to stop her.

Worse than that, he no longer knew if he wanted to stop her.

‘Good girl,’ Laura said, amused to see him flinch at being referred to as a girl. ‘Take your new dresses and undies up to your room and put them away in your wardrobe. Come straight back down and serve me my meal, and then bring your lap-top to the sitting-room and show me the maid’s uniforms you found while John and I were at The Glades. You did find some, I hope.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, darkly excited by the prospect of showing his wife the uniforms he’d found. He was sure she’d like the uniforms and aprons, and he longed to please her even at the expense of his pride and status.

After her meal which Laura enjoyed at table with a glass of merlot while Philip ate standing at the breakfast bar, Laura led the way to the sitting-room, Philip following behind carrying his lap-top. Laura sat with a contented sigh on the large sofa, but she had Philip kneel at her feet and place his lap-top on her lap.

‘Well, I can hardly have you sit beside me, can I, Pippa?’ she said with an impish smile. ‘That might give you ideas above your station, and we can’t have that.’

Philip settled dazedly at his wife’s feet, acutely aware of her nylon-clad knees and her lovely scent as he reached across her to work the computer on her lap, opening the websites to show her the dresses and aprons he’d found. Waiting for the images to load, Laura ruffled his hair affectionately and rested her hand on his warm neck, excited to discover what he’d found for her. Instinctively she knew it was better if he found his uniforms and aprons, and so sealed his own fate. She’d be able to remind him that he’d chosen his maid’s-dresses, not her, and so deepen his sense of helplessness and self-blame.

She would only be giving him what he wanted.

It would be all his fault, not hers.

‘Oh, yes, that’s perfect,’ Laura said, delighted by the navy blue maid’s dress with the Peter Pan collar and the short white waist apron on the Alexandra Workwear site. ‘That’s just what John and I had in mind for you, neat but practical, designed for real work not some silly fantasy. You’ll fade into the background in a uniform like this. We’ll hardly know you’re there. Did you find any others?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, darkly thrilled by her approval.

‘Then show me,’ Laura commanded, caressing his neck and taking a sip of wine as she relaxed into the lovely feeling it always gave her to take charge of her husband. This was going even better than she’d hoped. He’d taken his search seriously, and was digging a deeper and deeper hole for himself. Soon, she realised with a thrill of excitement, he really would be her permanent house-maid and slave, and she would have everything the way she wanted. The prospect made her feel giddy, as if she was living in an erotic dream. This can’t really be happening, she told herself, but the pulse in her husband’s neck and the detail of the images onscreen confirmed that it was real and true.

Laura was even more impressed with the classic housekeeping dress in traditional black with a contrasting white trim at the collar and sleeves that Philip had found on the Simon Jersey site.

‘This one’s lovely too,’ she enthused. ‘What a clever girl you are,’ she added, amused once more to feel him flinch at being called a girl. ‘Is there a matching apron?’

‘I’m afraid not, not on this site.’

‘But you found one somewhere else.’

‘Yes, and some other dresses too.’

‘Then hurry up and show me,’ she commanded him, her excitement genuine. ‘This is the greatest fun, Philip, and I can’t wait to see what else you’ve found.’

Sharing her excitement, Philip opened the Mercatores site and showed his wife the beautifully designed ‘Laura’ and ‘Stefania’ serving-dresses.

‘Oh, my God, these are to die for,’ Laura exclaimed, astonished that maid’s uniforms could be so smart and stylish. ‘Trust the Italians to get it so right. And look, this one’s called a Laura dress, what a lovely coincidence. You’ll have to get it, Pippa, and the Stefania one as well, it would be a crime not to. But you said you found aprons too?’

His fingers shaking with excitement, Philip clicked on the aprons link and showed Laura the three he’d selected — the Pia and Roberta waist-aprons as well as the Ombretta tabard style apron.

‘Oh, Philip, these are just darling,’ Laura gasped, both amazed and aroused by the beauty of the dresses and aprons. ‘I could wear them myself, honestly I could. I may have to borrow them just for the fun of wearing them. I’m sure I could be a very bossy and flirtatious little maid. Maybe I could be senior-maid and you could be my under-maid. Then I could be terribly strict with you. I’m sure that would be the greatest fun. You must buy all four dresses as well as the aprons, I insist. Size fourteen should fit you if the dresses I bought you today are anything to go by. You’ll wear the first two uniform-dresses as standard workwear, and the lovely Italian ones for more formal occasions such as dinner-parties and birthday celebrations, or just because John and I want to have a particularly smart maid to attend us.’

‘I’m glad you like them,’ Philip replied, terrified of the life ahead with such uniforms in his wardrobe, but deeply gratified to have pleased his Mistress. More and more, he realised, her pleasure took absolute precedence over any needs or desires of his own.

‘I don’t just like them, Pippa, I love them,’ said Laura. ‘You’ve done much better than I hoped. Well done, my love. You must order them immediately, this minute, do you hear me?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he said, standing reluctantly from his wife’s fragrant lap and taking his computer to the table by the window where he began the process of ordering all four dresses and the accompanying aprons.

‘I really think this is going to work,’ Laura told him, watching her befrocked husband with amusement as he tapped at the keys of his lap-top, sealing his fate. ‘We must be brave and not look back. Whatever this is, it’s a gift, not something to be ashamed of but a hunger inside us that had to break free and, now that it has, we must give thanks for it.’

Laura sat in silence for long moments, sipping her wine and watching her husband, luxuriating in her dominance over him, and then, aroused by the idea of sharing her news with John, she took out her phone and called him.

‘Guess what, darling,’ she said when John answered. ‘Pippa has found the most wonderful uniforms and aprons online to wear as our maid … Yes, just as we described … Smart and neat but very practical too, proper working uniforms … He’ll look just like a hard-working house-maid. I’m sure you’ll like him in them … He’ll blend in to the woodwork and no-one will pay him the slightest attention … And a house like this needs a maid … Pippa the maid won’t look at all out of place in Carlyn Cottage … In fact it would be almost odd if it didn’t have a maid … Yes, he’s ordering them now. I told him to do it straightaway. That way there’ll be no second thoughts, no going back,’ she added, aroused to know her husband could overhear her. ‘And I’ve bought him some day-dresses too. He looks surprisingly good in them, quite passable, really. I’m going to pluck his eyebrows and have his ears pierced … No, he made no objection, he knows better. Besides, it’s what he wants. He pretends he doesn’t, but deep down he’s happy I’m doing this to him … Yes, that’s right, he likes to be forced … He’d be miserable if I hadn’t ordered him to buy the dresses and aprons … He’s completely under my spell, the poor soul.’

She knows me too well, Philip thought, his heart trembling and his hands shaking as he placed the last of the orders. His submission was always harder to bear when his rival was involved, but it was sweeter too, spiced by the extra pain it brought him.

‘The service-bells? Oh, yes, I forgot to ask about those,’ said Laura before calling over to her husband, ‘did you remember to buy some hand-bells, Pippa?’

‘Yes,’ Philip replied, sinking deeper into the quicksand.

‘When will they arrive?’

‘In a few days,’ Philip replied.

‘Did you hear that?’ Laura said, going back to her lover. ‘Yes, they’ll be here by the time you get home. I’ll have got him used to them by then … What fun we’ll have ringing for him whenever we want anything … We’ll be like Lord and Lady Muck … Yes, everything seems to be working out just fine, better than we could have imagined. And, no, I haven’t forgotten our secret plan for him, I’m hoping to set that up for next week or the week after.’

And then she said, her voice more tender now, ‘I know, darling, I wish you were here too … God, how I wish it … Just promise to take care of yourself … I couldn’t bear it if you got hurt again …’

She listened to John for a few moments, and then, her hand sliding under her skirt, she signalled to her husband that he should leave, saying, ‘Go now, Philip. John and I want to talk in private.’

Devastated but also very aroused to be so curtly dismissed, Philip took up his lap-top, dropped a quick curtsey, and left the room as he had been commanded by his cruel and beautiful wife.

ALL THROUGH the next day Philip struggled against a host of fears and anxieties. Now, having to dress full-time as a woman, he could see no end to his absurd enslavement. Permanently trapped in dresses and aprons, how could he ever live as a normal man again? How could he ever win back Laura when he was so lost and defeated, so crushingly unmanned? He understood full well that such helplessness was Laura’s intention, but the knowledge of that only added to his submissive fervour. And how much deeper would he fall when the hand-bells and his new uniforms arrived? In the way that had now become familiar to him, he both dreaded and longed for their arrival and the new humiliations they would bring. And it was the same with the beating he knew would be inflicted at the whim of his wife and her lover. Not knowing when it would come added greatly to its terror, and also to its sickly allure, and every time he saw the riding-crop hanging in the cloak-room, a shiver of fear ran down his spine. And yet, even as the terror of the beating possessed him, a lovely surge of submissive arousal flowed through his veins and consumed his senses.

He longed to be hurt by the woman he loved. Oh, God, how he longed for it!

What a deadly trap he was caught in, all the more deadly for him no longer knowing if he wanted to escape from it.

And then there was Laura’s plan to take him into town and have his ears pierced. Would he have to go into a ladies’ hairdressing salon and endure the indignity of having both his ears pierced. Once more, the prospect of such an event both thrilled and terrified him. And then, worst of all, there was the mysterious plan Laura and John had spoken of. What could it possibly be that made them laugh so conspiringly and, whatever it was, could it possibly be worse than the indignities they’d already heaped upon him? He told himself they were merely teasing him, playing with his mind by making him fear some nameless, non-existent torment, and yet he could not console himself. He’d heard the mischief in their voices and seen the laughter in their eyes. They had something planned for him, he had no doubt, something so monstrously cruel it would put him under their spell like nothing else.

Besieged by these fears, Philip was distracted when Laura arrived home from work, and she took issue with his slowness and the untidiness of his pony-tail and his maid’s uniform.

‘This won’t do, Philip,’ she told him. ‘You’re going about in a dream when I expect you to be on your toes. Now go and tidy yourself up, and have my meal ready in an hour.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he mumbled, stung by her reprimand.

Hurrying to the kitchen, Philip took extra care over her evening meal — a home made pizza with anchovies and black olives served with a fresh green salad. For dessert he prepared one of Laura’s favourites, a crème caramel, a dish he’d learned to make precisely because she enjoyed it so much. For wine, he opened a bottle of Shiraz from the cellar and set it to breathe on the table.

‘Well, Pippa, you’ve redeemed yourself,’ Laura said, sitting back contentedly after her meal. ‘That was truly delicious, but don’t forget to use the recipe books I gave you, and pay particular attention to the meals I’ve marked for you to try. I love all your usual dishes, but I love being surprised too, and I’m sure John will as well.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip mumbled from a place far beyond pride.

‘And, now,’ Laura declared, deciding only now what she planned to do with the rest of the evening. ‘Come upstairs to my room. I’m going to pluck your eyebrows.’

It was a lengthier and more painful process than Philip expected, but it was exciting to sit in Laura’s chair at her dressing-table and watch in the mirror as she went to work on him with tweezers. Gradually, pluck by pluck, he saw his slender and more arching eyebrows emerge in the mirror and, to his shame, he liked how they altered the look of his face, giving it a prettier, more feminine aspect.

It’s true what she said, he thought to himself, you really are turning into her living-doll to play with as she likes.

‘It’s looking good,’ said Laura, regarding her husband’s reflection in the mirror as she worked on him with her tweezers. ‘See for yourself, having nicely shaped eyebrows makes all the difference. Goodbye, Philip, hello, Frou-frou.’

Once it was done to her satisfaction, and buoyed by her success, Laura decided to risk taking things much further.

‘Well, now, Pippa, I think it’s time you braved the public,’ she declared, amused by his look of panic. ‘There’s no point in waiting any longer, and you’ll feel better for getting it over with.’

‘Please, no,’ Philip pleaded, horrified by the thought by facing the public dressed as a woman.

‘Oh, where’s your spirit of adventure?’ Laura replied lightly, dismissing his objections. ‘Apart from anything else, it’ll be fun. You’ll put on one of the dresses I bought for you today, the dark blue pleated one, I think, with the belted waist, and drive to the supermarket and do the weekly shopping.’

‘I always d-do the weekly shopping on Thursdays,’ Philip stammered, knowing his objection would fall on deaf ears.

‘Never mind that, this is more about getting used to going out en femme than doing the shopping. Think of it as a dry-run. And don’t forget to wear the kitten necklace and bracelet I gave you. They’ll go well with your frock, add the finishing touches. These details are important, and you need to bear them in mind as you go on.’

‘Please, don’t do this,’ he beseeched her, looking genuinely terrified.

‘I tell you what,’ she said, taking pity on him. ‘Seeing as this is your first time, I’ll come with you. How about that? I’ll even come into the shop with you. You’ll be fine with me riding shotgun, so off you go and change into your dress.’

Philip stood stock still, too stunned to move.

‘On you go, Pippa, or I’ll make you go in your maid’s uniform,’ she said, her voice taking on a harder edge. ‘Then everyone will look at you, and there’ll be no hiding. I mean it now. I won’t tell you again.’

Crushed yet beguiled, Philip did as he was told, going up to his servant’s apartment where he changed from his maid’s frock into his blue pleated dress. Loving the way it moved and swayed around his knees, he fastened on his kitten necklace and bracelet, and tidied his hair in the mirror, taking a shame-filled pleasure in his newly shaped eye-brows. They made his appearance more feminine, he had no doubt, beginning to believe he might pass as a woman.

Laura drove them in her car, amused and aroused by the way her husband fidgeted with nerves in the passenger seat beside her. ‘I don’t think I could go back to your little car,’ she said with a mischievous look. ‘Not now I’ve got used to something so much bigger and better.’

Philip was much too stressed to notice the innuendo in her remark, his mind searching frantically for ways to ease the risk of his coming ordeal.

‘Can we go to a different supermarket?’

‘What on earth for?’ said Laura.

‘The check-out people know me in my usual store.’

‘They won’t know you like this.’

‘You don’t know that for sure.’

Laura relented, seeing some sense in his fears, and wanting his first venture into the world en femme to go as smoothly as possible.

‘All right, then, Pippa, we’ll go to the supermarket on the other side of town. But just this once. I want you to stick to your normal routine as much as possible. After tonight, you’ll do the shopping on your own, and you’ll go to your usual supermarket. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip answered, grateful for this small mercy.

In the store, Laura led the way up and down the aisles while Philip followed behind her, pushing the trolley. Sure he would be recognised as a man, he kept his head down, and prayed that his ordeal would soon be over. At the fresh fish counter Laura stood close by him and said quietly, ‘Try to relax, Philip, for heaven’s sake. No-one’s looking at you. And what would it matter if they were? We’re just two women doing their shopping.’

Philip tried to do as she said but his stomach continued to churn with fear and anxiety, particularly when Laura met a woman from her office called Susan Marsden. Philip had met her a few times at office parties, and he was certain she’d recognise him, but she greeted him neutrally when Laura introduced him as ‘her friend Pippa.’

‘Pleased to meet you, Pippa,’ Susan said, without any apparent recognition.

Laura and Susan only talked for a short while but for Philip, standing beside them with the shopping trolley, it felt like an eternity.

‘There, you see,’ Laura said to Philip once they’d moved on from Susan, ‘Susan didn’t notice a thing. She saw you entirely as my woman friend. You don’t look like a man at all, I promise. Pippa has completely taken over from Philip.’

Taking twisted comfort from this, Philip was better able to concentrate on the shopping, reminding Laura that they needed olive-oil and kitchen-roll and black pepper and furniture polish, although it was Laura who paid at the check-out as Philip had left his wallet in his man’s jacket at home.

‘There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?’ Laura said as Philip put the shopping into her car. ‘But I’ll have to get you a ladies’ purse, won’t I, and maybe a nice hand-bag to keep it in? Your shabby old wallet would be a bit of a giveaway, you have to say.’

Relieved to get home, Philip put away the shopping and waited for Laura to give him his instructions for the rest of the evening. She didn’t have him change back into his maid’s uniform but he served as her housekeeper in his new dress, bringing her wine in the sitting-room, and later a camomile tea while she talked to John on her phone.

‘Yes, it went very well,’ he heard his wife tell her lover. ‘No-one took the slightest notice of him, not even a friend I met from work. As far as the world was concerned, he was just an ordinary woman doing her shopping. It’s going to work, darling, I’m sure of it.’

Laura kept up the pressure over the next two days. She bought him a ladies’ purse and watched in amusement as he transferred the contents of his wallet into it before throwing his wallet, which he’d had for over twenty years, into the waste-bin. It wounded Philip to lose such a familiar masculine possession, and yet, as he now knew he would, he enjoyed the pain, and welcomed the sickly pleasure it gave him to have his life redefined by his stern and beautiful wife.

Laura didn’t buy him a hand-bag but instead gifted him an old one of her own, saying, ‘This will do perfectly well, Frou-frou. It has a shoulder-strap so you won’t lose it, and the leather is nicely soft and worn. What do you say?’

‘Thank-you, Madam,’ he answered, absurdly grateful for the bag.

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said, her eyes sparkling with an insolence that further enslaved him. ‘Perhaps you should keep a spare pair of panties in your bag,’ she added just for the fun of it. ‘In case you have any little accidents.’

Later that evening, she fastened him into his collar, cuffs and gag and led him by his leash into the wide hallway where she tethered him to the bannister as she used to at their house in town, saying, ‘We haven’t done this for a while, and it’s always such fun to leave you like this for an hour or two, particularly in the hallway where anyone could see you if they came to the house.’

She left him like that for nearly three hours, sometimes passing him by on her way to the bathroom, or on the way to the kitchen to make herself a cup of tea. She’d often be whistling as if she hadn’t a care in the world — once mischievously whistling ‘The Girl From Ipanema’ and swaying her hips as she passed by — and sometimes she wouldn’t even let her eyes rest on him. Only once did she stop and talk to him, smiling into his fear-filled eyes.

‘Don’t look so frightened,’ she taunted him. ‘We both know how much you like it when I leave you like this. You do like it, don’t you?’

Driven by pride and the painful stiffness in his legs to pretend that he wanted to be set free, Philip shook his head.

‘Really?’ Laura enquired. ‘Does that mean you want me to untie you and set you free?’

Making an indecipherable sound through his gag, he nodded his head desperately.

‘But I wonder if I believe you?’ Laura teased him, sliding her hand under his maid’s dress — he was wearing his ‘Stefania’ dress which was every bit as neat and pretty as his ‘Laura’ dress — and laughing to discover he was fully erect beneath his panties and hose. ‘Yes, I thought so, you bad girl. You’re lying to your Mistress. I can feel how much your’re enjoying being my prisoner. As a punishment for lying,’ she continued, moving her hand tormentingly up and down his straining erection, ‘I’m going to leave you here for another hour. But then, it’s not really a punishment, is it, my love? For anyone else it would be, but not for you. It’s much more like a reward, isn’t it? So bye-bye, Pippa, and be a good girl,’ she added, giving him an insolent little wave as she went back into the sitting-room where she was watching an episode of ‘Succession.’

It was past eleven o-clock when she came back out into the hall. ‘I’m going to untie you now, but you have to do one thing for me first. I’m sure you know what it is. After all you’re not exactly a novice at this. When I take out your gag I expect to hear a certain vow from you. If you say it nicely, and speak it as if you mean it, then I’ll let you go. But if you don’t, I’ll leave you here all night.’

Philip nodded frantically, desperate to be free. Apart from the discomfort in his legs, he had a terrible need to go to the bathroom and he dreaded the deeper shame that would come from wetting himself.

‘Well, then,’ Laura said seductively, kissing his cheek and caressing his hair, ‘let’s see if you’re going to be a good girl for your Mistress.’

Slowly, she reached behind his head and unfastened his gag, pulling it from his mouth.

‘Come on then, Pippa, I’m waiting,’ she teased him, her lovely eyes sparkling with amusement.

Philip tried to speak, but his mouth was so dry he could only make a foolish croaking sound.

‘You’ll have to do better than that, I couldn’t hear a word,’ she said, putting her hand under his dress and laughing to feel his helpless erection.

Despite his arousal, Philip experienced a sudden flare of anger and he was about to shout at her with all the pent-up rage of hours of painful captivity when Laura, sensing his intention, put her finger to his lips, and said softly, ‘I really wouldn’t advise it, Philip. If you speak disrespectfully to me I’ll simply gag you again and leave you here till morning. And I’ll do it, I promise you. And what’s more, I’ll enjoy doing it. This is not an act, you know, I really am your cruel Mistress. I’d lie in bed and touch myself thinking of you helpless in your bonds while I laze in luxury.’

Looking into her proud, mocking eyes, something in Philip broke and he began to cry as he mumbled weakly, ‘I will serve you always, Madam Laura, always and always.’

‘That’s better,’ Laura said gently as she freed his leash from the bannister and undid his cuffs. ‘That’s what I like to hear. But there’s no need to cry,’ she added, putting her arms around him and holding him close while he sobbed like a child. ‘You silly girl, I’m here now, I’m here, and everything’s all right.’

Reaching under her skirt, she took down her panties and hose and wiped his tears away with her warm, fragrant underwear, saying, ‘What a cry-baby you are, Philip, but that’s enough now. No more tears. Show me what a brave girl you can be. You really will have to toughen up, you know,’ she added with a kindly laughter designed to ease his pain. ‘Now off you go to bed, and take my undies with you. They’ll help you get through the night. Good night, my love.’

And with that, she turned and climbed the stairs to her master bedroom, never once looking back at her tearful, besotted husband.

THE NEXT morning, as Laura enjoyed a breakfast of scrambled eggs and bacon and strong black coffee, she gave her husband his instructions for the day as had become her custom. She found it very pleasant to issue instructions like some grand lady without the slightest possibility of refusal.

‘Go to our house in town and pick up some things we need. Bring your cot, and the rest of the clothes from my bedroom, my shoes too, and any cooking and cleaning items you need. Take my car, it has so much more room than your little buggy. I’ll just need to make do with yours for the day.’

‘Do we really need the cot?’ Philip meekly enquired, looking to escape the dreadful shame of being made to dress and sleep as an infantilised fool.

‘Of course we do,’ Laura replied with chilling certainty. ‘Think of the fun we’ll have with it. You can be our baba from time to time, think of that. It’ll make a change from being our maid, and John and I will love putting you down in your cot while we fuck in the big bed. God, Philip, I love to humiliate you, I really do,’ she added, astonished at the depth of her cruelty, and the pleasure she took in it.

‘D-do you have to humiliate me?’ Philip stammered, hating the thought of John seeing him in the cot.

‘Yes, I think actually I do. This wouldn’t work half so well if I didn’t, and besides, humiliating you gives me the greatest pleasure. That’s the truth, my poor love, and I won’t deny it. I know it’s wicked and wrong but then that’s why I love it so much. It’s wild and crazy and unforgivably cruel but it’s sublimely transgressive. Women are supposed to honour their husbands, aren’t they? But it seems I prefer to do the exact opposite. Where that’s come from, I’ve no idea. Was it always in me waiting to come out — a woman’s revolt against the tyranny of marriage — or did you bring it out in me by wanting to submit? I don’t suppose we’ll ever know. I used to feel guilty about feeling this way, tell myself it was wrong and it had to stop, but now I just accept it, and go with the flow. If that makes me a cruel woman, then so be it, that’s what I am. But how can it be wrong when we both want it so much, tell me that?’

‘It is wrong,’ Philip mumbled. ‘It must be.’

‘Even if it is, do you want me to stop? Tell me honestly, do you?’

Philip urged himself to say, ‘Yes, I want you to stop, I want to stop being your maid and your slave and your baby. I want to stop feeling ashamed and put an end to this whole ridiculous mess. I want to be a free man again, and have my marriage back as it was, and take you to bed as my wife and my lover,’ but all he did was lower his head and mumble, ‘No.’

‘You don’t want me to stop?’

‘No … No, I don’t,’ he confessed, a shiver of defeat snaking down his spine.

‘You couldn’t live without submitting to me, could you? Without longing to be my slave?’

’N-no.’

‘You like me to humiliate you?’

‘Yes.’

‘You want it?’

‘Yes.’

‘You need it.’

‘Yes.’

‘There you are, then,’ Laura said, an edge of triumph in her voice. ‘I’m giving you what you want, and how far I’m going to take things is anyone’s guess. Further than either of us dreamt, I imagine,’ she added, experiencing the lovely wildness between her legs that so often accompanied giving full rein to her dominance. ‘If I was you, I’d be worried, my love. Very, very worried.’

Utterly beguiled, Philip lifted his head and gazed at his wife through tear-misted eyes, and said helplessly, ‘I love you, I love you with all my heart.’

‘I know you do,’ said Laura, hiding how moved she felt by his avowal. ‘This wouldn’t be possible if you didn’t love me, and that’s why you’ll assemble your cot in the little box-room next to the master bedroom, and don’t forget the pretty slip you wear as your baby-frock. I can’t wait to lie in bed with John knowing you’re all tucked up next door. And you’ll love it too, so don’t try to pretend otherwise.’

Overwhelmed, Philip bowed his head in defeat.

‘But I don’t think it would be wise for the neighbours to see you in your maid’s dress,’ Laura continued. ‘If anyone’s going to recognise you, they will, and so I’m going to make an exception in this case. You may wear male clothing today, but only on the surface,’ she quickly added. ‘You’ll wear ladies’ underwear beneath your jeans, one of your panty-girdles, I think — the plain and rather staid Playtex one you bought for yourself. Wearing that will remind you that you brought all this on yourself. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, absurdly grateful for her dominance. It crushed and shamed him just as he knew the girdle would, and yet it brought him alive like nothing else he’d ever known.

‘You’ll like wearing your girdle,’ she told him. ‘All fierce and tight against your little cock, you’ll feel my power over you from afar. It’ll be like magic, a dark and dangerous sex-magic.’

And she was right.

All the time Philip worked at their house in town — dismantling the cot, and packing it into the car along with books and his desk-top computer and bluetooth speaker as well as cooking-dishes and utensils, and the rest of Laura’s clothes and shoes from her bedroom — he experienced the fierce grip of the girdle as his wife’s power over him from afar. It was exceptionally tight and uncomfortable and yet, despite the discomfort, or perhaps because of it, he felt constantly aroused, his crushed erection straining hopelessly against the diamond-shaped control panel. Several times he was tempted to tear down the girdle and masturbate but he dreaded the terrible emptiness that followed orgasm, and he resisted the temptation, preferring the ache of arousal it gave him to feel trapped and denied by his absent wife.

To Philip’s relief, none of his neighbours saw him and after two hours of loading Laura’s car he was on his way back to Carlyn Cottage where he changed back into his maid’s uniform and put everything away tidily before assembling the cot in the box-room next to the master bedroom. He then took his baby-frock and draped it over the side of the cot ready for him to wear when his Mistress chose to put him down for the night as her helpless prisoner.

It was a terrifying prospect and yet he yearned for it to happen with all his heart.

Later that day, when Laura returned from work, she professed herself more than satisfied with Philip’s work, taking particular pleasure in the presence of the cot.

‘It’s like having an old friend back in our lives,’ she declared happily. ‘You’ve done well today. I’m very pleased with you, and for a treat I’m going to take you out for the evening.’

After her meal, she gave Philip one of her coats to wear over his uniform, and drove him into town. She didn’t tell him where she was taking him as she knew leaving him in the dark would add to her power over him.

‘Where are we going?’ he asked, glancing at his wife’s lovely nylon-clad knees as she changed gear.

‘Oh, now, that’s for me to know and you to wonder,’ Laura replied with her most mischievous smile. ‘And stop looking at my legs or I’ll tell John.’

Philip imagined the most terrifying and humiliating destinations, foremost among them an evening appointment at the hairdresser’s to have his ears pierced, and so he was relieved when she parked at the multiplex cinema, and he was able to take refuge in the dark while they watched the film ‘Oppenheimer.’ They sat close together with their shoulders and arms touching, sharing a large diet Coke and a tub of salted popcorn. At one point, Laura took hold of one of Philip’s hands and held it affectionately so that he almost felt like her husband again. But, at another time, she slipped a hand under his dress and gently stroked his nylon clad thigh as if to remind him of what he was wearing under his coat, and of the power she wielded over him.

Driving home, they discussed the film which they had both enjoyed, but with reservations.

‘It was beautifully made but the women’s roles were marginal and it was far too long,’ Laura complained. ‘Why is it that all modern films are too long? It doesn’t make sense on any level. They must cost more to make, the long screening times mean they can be shown fewer times in the cinema, and in artistic terms they’re too baggy and interminable for their own good. I can’t understand it. Commercially and artistically it just doesn’t add up.’

Philip agreed with her, slightly annoyed that she was repeating a view he’d put to her on numerous occasions when he’d been her husband and equal.

‘But Cillian Murphy was very good, didn’t you think?’ said Philip.

‘He was,’ Laura agreed. ‘He looked so haunting and haunted, and so frail as if he was carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders, but then I suppose that’s exactly the burden he had to bear. And there were times when he seemed like an absolute monster,’ she added with a shiver.

‘At least the film was intelligent with some ambition to it,’ said Philip, relishing being able to speak his mind, and remember himself as a clever, independent man.

‘Sometimes I see myself as a monster, you know,’ said Laura unhappily, not listening to her husband. ‘A selfish woman who lives only for herself. Do you think I’m a monster, Philip?’

‘Of course not,’ he replied, wondering if he was telling the truth.

Philip often feared and disliked his formidable wife in her new role as his Mistress, but he never forgot the kind and intelligent woman that lay beneath her dominance.

‘You’re a sweet man,’ Laura said reflectively as she drove up the long driveway to Carlyn Cottage. ‘Much sweeter than I deserve, but I think you have to be at least part monster to treat you the way I do.’

When they entered the house Laura continued to treat Philip almost as an equal, allowing him a glass of wine and telling him to sit beside her on the large settee in the sitting-room.

‘I really enjoyed your company tonight, Philip,’ she told him fondly. ‘Whatever I do to you in the days ahead, I want you to remember how close we are. It’s not all whips and chains, you know. Sometimes it’s just friends helping each other make sense of life. You won’t forget that, will you?’

‘No, I won’t.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘Thank-you, my love,’ she said gently. ‘We’ll take more trips out as girlfriends, mostly when John’s away. Now, finish up your wine and off you go to bed. I’m going to call John and I want to speak to him in private.’

‘Goodnight,’ Philip said with a heavy heart as he stood to leave.

‘Sweet dreams, Pippa,’ said Laura, but her attention had already turned to her lover.

THE NEXT morning, when Philip saw the post-van drive up to the house, he felt his heart flutter in panic. Would the postman recognise him as a man in his maid’s uniform, and what might he be delivering?

On the first count he needn’t have worried. The post-man handed in the parcels without giving Philip a second glance, but the parcels confirmed his worst fears, or were they hopes?

The heavy little package he knew must be the hand-bells and the two other parcels, one marked ‘Simon Jersey Workwear,’ and the other ‘Mercatores’ were clearly the new uniforms he’d ordered. Surprised by their speedy delivery, especially the parcel from Italy, he debated whether to open them, finally deciding that he would leave it until Laura got home from work. Although he’d ordered and paid for them, and the packages had his name on them, he felt that they belonged to his Mistress, and she should be the one to open them.

Even though Philip welcomed her home with his usual curtsey and vow, Laura could tell there was something different about him. His cheeks were flushed and his eyes brighter than normal.

‘What’s the matter, Pippa?’ she asked him. ‘Are you coming down with something?’

’N-no, Madam.’

‘Then what is it?’

‘Nothing.’

‘I know you better than that. What is it? Tell me.’

‘Some parcels arrived this morning.’

‘Parcels?’ Laura said, sounding confused as she handed him her coat. And then she understood. ‘Oh, I see — parcels!’ she exclaimed in excitement. ‘But that’s wonderful. Show me them quickly!’

Showing Laura the parcels on the breakfast-bar in the kitchen, she opened the heavy package first and laid the four elegantly embossed little hand-bells in a row on the work-top.

‘They certainly look the part, Pippa, but I wonder what they sound like. I hope they’re more practical than ornamental.’

Taking up one of the bells she gave it a brisk shake and smiled in delight at its piercingly clear sound. ‘You could hear that on the moon,’ she declared happily. ‘Put one in the sitting-room, one in John’s study, one in the master bedroom, and where else, I wonder? I know, put the last one in the conservatory. We’ll go with that for now, but I may choose other rooms in the future.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip said, taking up the bells to distribute them as she had described.

‘Not now, silly,’ she said, amused by his keenness to obey. ‘We have other parcels to open. This one next I think,’ she declared, taking up the parcel from Simon Jersey Workwear.

Tearing open the parcel, she pulled out the smart maid’s dress and held it up against her husband, saying, ‘Very nice, Philip, well done. It looks like a good fit, and it makes the dress you’re wearing look quite shabby, I have to say. I’ve been very remiss, I see that now. I should have got you new uniforms ages ago. It’s only what you deserve for all your hard work and devotion.’

Draping the dress over the back of a chair, Laura took up the heavier parcel from Italy.

‘And now for the Italian dresses,’ she said excitedly, opening the parcel while her husband looked on in helpless fascination. ‘I wonder if they’ll look as wonderful as they do in the photographs.’

Taking out the two dresses, Laura made admiring sounds as she laid them side by side across the breakfast bar. And then, taking out the delightfully feminine aprons, she positioned one of the waist-aprons in place on the ‘Laura’ dress and the ‘Ombretta’ tabard apron on top of the ‘Stefania’ dress.

‘My God, Philip,’ Laura exclaimed in astonishment, ‘they’re wonderful, truly they are, even more stunning than in the photographs. Well done for finding them, you dear man. They’re everything I dreamed of, and I couldn’t be more pleased with you.’

Despite his fear of the dresses, Philip experienced a warm glow of pride at his Mistress’ praise. He wanted to please her more than anything in the world, even if it meant he had to suffer for her pleasure.

‘Try one on straightaway,’ she commanded him. ‘The Laura dress, I think, as it’s so pretty and it shares my name. I’m sure that’s a good omen for our future lives together as Mistress and slave, don’t you think? Go on, try it on. I can’t wait to see how it looks on you.’

Philip picked up the Laura dress and Pia apron and went to go upstairs to change, but Laura called him back.

‘Don’t be silly, Pippa, you can change here. It’s not as if I haven’t seen you in your undies before.’

His shame intensified by his wife’s amused gaze, Philip took off his dress and stepped into his new maid-frock.

‘And you’re wearing the pink panties, I bought you,’ Laura observed as he changed dresses. ‘They’re very pretty, I must say, but don’t worry, I’ll give you a worn pair of mine soon enough.’

When he had fastened the buttons on his new dress and tugged its collar into place, Laura took the dainty white Pia apron and tied it at his waist, and then stood back to admire him, saying, ‘My goodness, Pippa you have to be the neatest little housemaid in the whole world. You look sweet enough to eat. Come here, and let me hug you.’

Moved by his submission to her, and by his sweet and dutiful appearance, Laura took her befrocked husband in her arms and held him tight. She could feel his enchanted heart beating in his chest like a frightened bird’s.

‘Dear Philip, don’t be frightened,’ she whispered in his ear. ‘It’s like we’re living a dream, a dream I never want to end.

And then she kissed his sweet mouth and told him to go and serve her evening meal while she took the four little handbells and placed them around the house, experiencing a lovely feeling of power and wellbeing as she placed the bells. How he would come running at their ring, and how sweetly he would curtsey and await her command.

As he served Laura her dessert, Philip became aware of her regarding him with a predatory gleam in her eye.

‘Is there anything else I can get you, Madam?’ he enquired, his voice and manner made more feminine by his new maid’s dress. He loved the feel of it, and the way it enclosed him in a web of submissive sensuality.

‘You know what day it is, don’t you, Pippa?’ Laura asked him.

‘Yes, Madam, it’s Wednesday,’ Philip replied, puzzled by the question.

‘And what do I usually do on Wednesday nights?’

‘You go for a drink at the pub with Lyn and Sarah.’

‘That’s right, but I can’t walk as I used to when we lived in town, and so I’m going to need a driver so I can have a glass or two of wine. I wonder who that could be?’ she added, her lovely eyes shining with mischief.

‘Please, not in a dress,’ Philip beseeched her.

‘Why not in a dress, especially when it’s such a lovely dress?’ Laura replied, aroused by her husband’s distress. ‘Besides, I want to show you off to Lyn and Sarah in your new uniform. I’m sure they won’t believe how sweet and pretty you look in it.’

‘Please, no …’

‘Not another word, Pippa. I’m going upstairs to change and then you can drive me into town. We’ll take my car.’

The car-park at the White Hart Inn was quiet — few people drove to pubs these days — and, for extra cover, Philip parked near to a wall, but Laura showed him no mercy.

‘Well, Philip, I’m waiting,’ Laura said bossily from the passenger seat.

Lacking the strength to refuse, Philip got out of the car, feeling dreadfully exposed and vulnerable in his frock and apron, and hurried round to open the passenger door for his remorseless wife.

‘I won’t be much more than an hour so you may as well wait for me,’ she said casually, as if waiting for her was something he’d be only too glad to do. ‘Lyn and Sarah and I will share a toast to your new life as my servant at Carlyn Cottage.’

And with that she left him to scurry back into the car, sliding down in the seat so there would be less chance of anyone seeing him. He watched Laura walk away across the car-park. She‘d changed into jeans and a short leather jacket and her hair was long and loose. Experiencing a painful stab of loss, Philip thought how no-one looked as good in jeans as Laura did, and her biker-girl chic made him all the more aware that he was the one wearing a dress.

Philip tried to listen to the radio as he waited for Laura but the news was as depressing as ever so he turned off the radio and took out his phone. He didn’t have many friends in the world, and none who lived close by, but he scrolled though the numbers and considered calling some of them but the recent changes in his life prevented him. He discovered that he didn’t know who he was any more, and he felt little or no connection to his past life. He wasn’t close to his mother or sisters and he couldn’t imagine what he’d say to his old friends. He could hardly tell them the truth about his new life, and he hadn’t the strength to carry off the pretense of normality. Becoming Laura’s slave had taken him through a secret doorway into a different world where he felt newborn but utterly alone. It was a frightening and exhilarating sensation that left him entirely at the mercy of his wife and Mistress. He had become her creature, a being who lived only to serve and obey her.

An hour passed without any sign of Laura and Philip tried the radio again, striking lucky with a reading of Robert Louis Stevenson’s dark and compelling novella ‘The Beach of Falesa.’ The tale had the power to transport him from his absurd prison and, for a time at least, he was free. But his sense of freedom vanished when he saw Laura, with Lyn and Sarah on either side of her, come out of the pub and cross the empty car-park towards his car. They were talking and laughing together, clearly looking forward to seeing him in his maid’s uniform. For a moment he thought of starting the engine and driving away. He even imagined the look of startled anger on Laura’s face as he drove off, but where would he go, what would he do? No, he was her slave, and must endure the consequences. Trembling like a captured animal he could only watch as his wife and her lovely friends approached for the kill.

‘Don’t hide in there,‘ Sarah said, smiling at Philip and tapping on the car window. ‘Come out where we can see you.’

‘Out you come, Philip, don’t be shy,’ echoed Lyn.

His heart quaking, Philip smoothed down his apron and dress, opened the door and stepped out of the car.

‘My God, Laura, you’re right,’ Sarah said in astonishment as she looked Philip up and down. ‘It’s the prettiest uniform I’ve ever seen.’

‘It is, isn’t it?’ said Laura, looking very pleased with herself. ‘And what’s more, he found it himself.’

‘He must want to wear it, then,’ said Sarah. ‘He must really want to be your maid.’

‘A part of him does,’ Laura replied. ‘Another part of him hates it but it’s the hating part he likes the best, if you can believe it.’

‘God, you’re a kinky pair,’ said Sarah.

‘We are,’ said Laura without the slightest sign of shame. ‘But this is where life’s taken us, and I’m not going to hide it.’

‘Look at you, Philip,’ said Lyn, touching his bare arm affectionately. ‘Whatever happened to the free man I met in London, the man who was going to travel the world and become a writer. Where did he go?’

Hurt to be reminded of his bid for freedom, Philip could only hang his head in shame. Seeing how she’d hurt him, Lyn immediately tried to make amends.

‘I’m so sorry, Philip,’ she said, hugging him and kissing him on the cheek. ‘I’ve had too much wine and that was thoughtless of me. How you lead your life is your business, and I’ve no right to question you about it. The truth is, I consider you my friend, and I don’t want to lose you. I’m very glad you haven’t moved away.’

Moved by her friendship, Philip managed to look her in the eye, and say quietly, ‘Thank-you, Lyn.’

‘You’re more than welcome,’ Lyn replied, ‘and if it’s any consolation I think you look very sweet in your uniform, really I do. Please don’t take it the wrong way if I say it suits you. Sarah and I are very jealous Laura has you in her life.’

‘That’s true,’ said Sarah, also kissing Philip on the cheek. ’Laura’s new life with you and John Garra makes Lyn and I feel very dull by comparison, but more power to you, I say, and I wish you every happiness.’

‘And I should tell you, Philip,’ Lyn added, ‘David and I are getting on very well. If he can find a job in the area, he’s willing to come back and live with me, and who knows where that will lead?’

‘I’ve a fair idea,’ said Laura, her lovely face alive with mischief.

‘Laura Bailey,’ said Lyn in mock outrage, ‘I honestly don’t know if you’re a devil or an angel.’

‘Is there a difference?’ said Laura.

‘In your case, I suspect not,’ said Lyn.

‘This is terrible,’ said Sarah. ‘Soon I’ll be the only woman here who doesn’t have a slave in her life.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll lend you Philip if you want.’

‘I might just take you up on that,’ Sarah replied, winking at Philip.

‘’I’m sure he’d like it if you did,’ said Laura, laughing with her friends, buoyed by their camaraderie, and luxuriating in the power she wielded over her husband.

Although both Lyn and Sarah lived close to the pub, Laura insisted Philip drive them home and he had to endure semi-drunken cries of ‘Home, James, and don’t spare the horses,’ and other foolish comments about his lowly status as Laura’s chauffeur. They dropped Sarah off first and she made Laura promise to invite her and Lyn round to show them Carlyn House and Philip’s little ‘servant’s quarters.’ Laura promised she would do that before kissing Sarah fondly, and saying, ‘It means a lot to be able to talk to you, you’ve no idea.’

‘I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I used to think I was the wild artist and you the respectable solicitor, but I had that one wrong, didn’t I? You’re showing us all the way, Laura, and good on you. And goodnight to you, Pippa. The next time I see you I’m going to bring some of my old dresses for you, the prettiest ones I can find.’

When they dropped Lyn off, she told Philip he didn’t have to get out and open her door, but she went to his open window, leant in and kissed him, saying, ‘I think you’re very brave. If that terrible wife of yours is too cruel to you just let me know and I’ll sort her out for you.’

‘I will,’ Philip said, smiling at her humour and kindness.

‘Make sure you do, and I’ll let you know how things go with David. I’m due to meet him in London again next week-end.’

‘Give him my love.’

‘I will,’ Lyn said before going round to Laura’s window where she kissed her too, saying, ‘I’m here for you, you know that.’

‘I know.’

‘Get in touch if you ever need anything.’

‘I will.’

‘Just make sure you take care of that lovely husband of yours.’

‘I’ll do my best.’

‘You’d better or you’ll have me to deal with.’

‘Mistress Lyn?’

‘That’s right,’ Lyn said through laughter, ‘Mistress Lyn.’

‘They’re intrigued by our new life,’ Laura said to Philip on their drive home to Carlyn Cottage. ‘Well, who wouldn’t be, I suppose? Not many people go as deep into the wild forest as we have and are open enough to talk about it. But they’re good friends and they wish us well. It helps me so much to be able to talk to friends I can trust, and they’re very fond of you, especially Lyn. They may tease you, but in the pub they kept asking for you, and telling me not to hurt you or push you too far. Am I pushing you too far, Philip?’ she asked him, putting her hand gently on his nylon-clad knee.

‘I don’t know.’

‘Neither do I,’ she said reflectively.

‘I never thought this would ever happen to me so I’ve no way of judging it,’ said Philip, his thoughts coming clear for the first time in days. ‘Much of the time it seems so unlikely and impossible I’m sure I must be dreaming.’

‘I know that feeling very well, but it’s not a dream, it really is happening.’

‘I know that.’

‘But have you ever known pleasure like it? Be honest, now, I’ll know if you’re lying. I can read you like a book.’

‘No … No, I haven’t,’ Philip answered truthfully.

‘Then let’s not be afraid, and give thanks for it. We’re travellers in a new land, and we must visit every city, mountain and lake.’

LIITLE OF any note happened in the next week. Philip worked hard and dutifully as the maid of Carlyn Cottage and Laura took his service entirely for granted in a way that thrilled him, and deepened his submission. At the week-end they moved more of their possessions from the house in town and Laura informed Philip she was planning to rent out their house fully-furnished.

‘There’s no point in it lying empty,’ she told him. ‘And I’ll get a good rent for it.’

Although he half-owned the house, Philip knew better than to object but he felt another part of his old life being torn away from him. And yet the sickly pleasure he took in not being consulted far outweighed the pain of his loss.

At Carlyn Cottage he got used to being summoned by the hand-bells, their clear, pure ring bringing him running with a racing heart and an absurd eagerness to please. Their sound woke an answering chime in his slavish heart, and he welcomed his summons as it meant he would soon be in the presence of his lovely wife.

On Sunday afternoon they went for a walk along by the river and through the lovely woods that were part of the extensive grounds of Carlyn Cottage. After a while Laura stopped, and smiled at Philip as she lifted her skirt and took down her panties and hose, saying, ‘I need to pee, my love. You know what to do.’

Kneeling between her legs, Philip lifted his head and drank down her warm, golden wine without missing a drop.

‘What a good slave you are,’ Laura said approvingly, pulling up her underwear and tugging her skirt primly into place. ‘We haven’t done that for a while, have we? But we must do it more often. It makes me feel very close to you, and it reminds me that you truly are mine to do with as I like.’

That night she dressed him in his baby frock and tied him with his leather cuffs into the cot. She gagged him too, and told him she was only going to leave him in the cot for an hour of two but she left him there all night as it aroused her to take things further than he expected, and show him how cruel she could be. In the morning, taking out his gag, she made him repeat his vow before releasing him and sending him to dress in his uniform and prepare her breakfast.

Philip was aware that Laura was increasing her dominance over him in order to lead him towards an even deeper submission, but he had no idea what that was, and he lacked the nerve to question her about it. Soon it was Wednesday again, but Laura had him wear one of his day-dresses and drive her into town an hour before she was due to meet Lyn and Sarah at The White Hart Inn. Parking in the centre of town, she led him straight to Cherie’s hairdressing salon where she had booked an appointment for him to have his ears pierced.

The pretty young hairdresser, who was called Marcie, showed Philip to his chair, saying kindly, ‘Pippa, do I have that right?’

‘Yes,’ Philip answered helplessly.

‘Don’t worry, Pippa, we’re very trans friendly here, as everyone should be. I’m used to men dressing as women, and you’re one of the prettiest I’ve seen. Now, try to relax. It doesn’t hurt as much as you might think, and it’ll be over in no time.’

As Philip suffered the humiliation of having his ears pierced while dressed as a woman, he could see a reflection in his mirror of Laura sitting behind him. She was poised elegantly in one of the waiting-area chairs with her legs crossed, idly flicking through the pages of a fashion magazine as if she hadn’t a care in the world. As she turned the pages her top leg was bobbing up and down a little, and he felt sure she was doing that to increase the pleasure she was taking in his shameful plight. Insanely, the thought of her enjoying his distress aroused him, and deepened his humiliation while making it a little easier to bear.

‘These are the ear-rings she’s chosen for you,’ the young hairdresser said, showing him a pair of gold sleeper hoops. ‘I usually ask the client what they want but your wife was very clear about what she wanted. Is that all right with you, Pippa?’

‘Yes,’ Philip replied, further shamed by the young assistant’s look of amusement. What a fool she must think me, Philip thought. What a weak and hopeless fool.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes, I’m sure,’ he said, noticing in the mirror his wife look over at him with a gleam of amusement in her eyes, before going back to her magazine, her leg still bobbing up and down with a rhythm that beguiled his senses and took away what remained of his will.

The sting of the piercing was as nothing compared to the pain of his public humiliation for, if the worst of the physical pain quickly faded, his shame lingered on. As he paid for his ear-rings at the counter, taking money from his lady’s purse, Laura made an appointment at the end of the month for him to come in and have his hair cut and styled.

‘I know just how I want you to style it,’ said Laura. ‘And maybe you could put a little colour through it too?’

‘Yes, of course, Mrs Bailey,’ the young hairdresser replied, smiling mischievously at Philip. ‘It will be my pleasure, just let me know what you want me to do.’

Later, waiting in the car while Laura was in the pub with Lyn and Sarah, Philip couldn’t resist looking at the little gold ear piercings in his driving-mirror. To his distress, he liked the look of them, and the way, along with his shaped eyebrows, they gave his face a more feminine look. He was sinking deeper and deeper into a feminised state, he realised, but he was beginning to welcome it rather than want to fight against it. How much further could he fall, he wondered, and what other plans did Laura have for him?

This time when they came out of the pub Lyn and Sarah fussed over his ear-rings and his day-dress, telling him he was becoming prettier by the day.

‘You’d better be careful,’ Sarah said as he drove them to their houses. ‘Soon Philip will be gone forever.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Lyn. ‘It doesn’t matter what clothes he wears. Philip will always be there, and I’ll always be his friend.’

Philip blinked back a tear as he drove. In his lowly state as Laura’s slave, Lyn’s constancy and kindness felt like blessings from above.

When they got back to Carlyn Cottage, Philip asked Laura if she would like him to bring her a cup of tea or a glass of wine.

‘It’s sweet of you to ask, Pippa,’ said Laura, kissing him on the side of his mouth, and caressing one of his little hoop ear-rings. ‘But I’m exhausted. Look at me, I’m asleep on my feet. I’m going straight to bed,‘ she added as she climbed the stairs.

Philip stood in a trance, unable to take his eyes from her bottom, so shapely in her tight skirt, as she climbed the stairs. ‘But I’m very pleased with you,’ she called down to him sleepily from the landing. ‘You behaved very well at the hairdresser’s, and you deserve a reward.’

Smiling down at him, she lifted her skirt and took down her panties and hose. ‘For you, my love,’ she said, dropping them over the bannister.

The flimsy garments floated down into Philip’s waiting hands like gifts from heaven.

‘Goodnight, dear Philip,’ Laura called down to him, turning to go into her bedroom. ‘And sweet dreams.’

As soon as he got into bed, Philip held his wife’s pretty panties to his nose and pressed her silken hose around his straining erection. Hungrily, he inhaled her lovely women’s scent, moaning with desire as his mind conjured images of her tauntingly elegant image in the mirror at the hairdresser’s. How free she looked while he was so shamed and enslaved, and how bewitching her slender, nylon-clad leg looked bobbing up and down as she read her magazine without a care in the world. The intensely erotic image glowed in his mind, combining with the ache that lingered in his ear-lobes, quickly pushing him beyond control so that he came in her hose with shattering force, and yet he woke in the middle of the night when he masturbated once again. This time, as he achieved orgasm, he saw her look at him in the hairdresser’s mirror, a smile of triumph in her lovely eyes that claimed his soul for her own.

Next morning his maid’s dress and apron from Alexandra Workwear arrived. As before, he left the parcel unopened on the breakfast bar in the kitchen for Laura to open when she got home from work, but the presence of the parcel haunted his imagination all day, reminding him that he was falling deeper and deeper into his role as his wife’s maid.

Laura opened the parcel as soon as she got home, held the dress against her husband who was already wearing his dress from Simon Jersey Workwear, and said, ‘Another lovely uniform, Pippa, well done. Take it upstairs and put it in your wardrobe with your other dresses. You have your full quota of uniforms and day-dresses, and now it’s time to move you on to a deeper level of service and submission.’

Philip couldn’t help but ask her what she meant by her mysterious remark, but Laura only laughed, saying, ‘You should know better than question your Mistress. You’ll know when I want you to know, and besides I want it to be a surprise.’

All that evening Laura was unusually affectionate with Philip, letting him share a bottle of wine with her, and sit at her feet as she reclined on the settee in the sitting-room. Overwhelmed by her beauty, he shucked off her shoes and massaged her nylon-clad feet while she spoke to him in a voice dreamy with arousal.

‘I’ve taken tomorrow off,’ she informed him. ‘Since John’s not coming home for the week-end, I’m going to London to be with him for a long week-end, and what’s more, you’re coming with me. But only for Friday. You’ll come with me on the train tomorrow morning and come back on your own in the afternoon while I stay on with John for the week-end.’

Once again Philip couldn’t stop himself from asking why, and where they were going.

‘What an inquisitive little slave you are,’ Laura replied, laughing at his curiosity and at the anxiety she knew it revealed. ‘I’ve told you, I want it to be a secret. Now, go upstairs and pack my week-end bag for me, and make sure to pack my prettiest undies. I don’t want to disappoint John. By the way, I’ve decided to let you wear man’s clothes tomorrow. The morning train will be very busy and I’m not sure, pretty as you are in a dress, you’d survive the close scrutiny of our fellow travellers, but you’ll be in panties underneath. These panties,’ she added, drawing up her skirt to reveal her pink lace panties beneath the smoky gauze of her hose. ‘Aren’t you a lucky slave?’

Seeing the look of adoration in his eyes, Laura smiled down at her kneeling husband, and said, ‘All right, then, Pippa, you may kiss my panties. But just one kiss, don’t be greedy.’

His heart hammering, Philip pushed his head under Laura’s skirt and placed an adoring kiss on her pantied crotch. Aroused by his sweet devotion, Laura relented, and said, ‘You may kiss me some more, but only if you do it gently.’

Hungry for more, Philip kissed her again and again through her panties, breathing in the scent of her perfume and the detergent he used to wash her underwear. But those weren’t the smells he longed for. He wanted her animal smell, her lovely woman’s scent.

‘That’s lovely,’ Laura said, opening her legs a little wider to him, and pulling his head closer. ‘You’re such a sweet little slave, I don’t know what I’d do without you. Tomorrow will mark a very big change in your life, and you’ll need to be brave. Will you be brave for me?’

Alarmed but also very aroused, Philip kissed her harder.

‘I’m sure you’ll be brave for me, you always are,’ Laura groaned, very aroused by his kisses, and by the thought of what she was going to do to him. The words ‘the path to heaven begins in hell,’ came unbidden into her head. She couldn’t remember where she’d seen them, or who had written them, but they perfectly described what she had arranged for Philip in London. Did she have the nerve to see it through? She’d promised John she would, and the extremity of her plan gave her a feeling of vertigo that intensified her arousal. She’d told Philip the truth. Tomorrow would mark a drastic change in his life, a point of no return, and he really would have to be brave.

‘Oh, very well, Pippa,’ she said, reaching under her skirt and tugging down her panties and hose, ‘since you’re kissing me so nicely.’

Philip’s mouth fell on her nakedness with desperate hunger, thrilled to have her woman’s scent and taste at last, and feasting on her wetness. He tried to be slow and gentle but desire was his master, and he worshipped his Mistress with a passion that knew no bounds.

Startled by his passion, Laura went to push him away but she pulled him closer instead, saying in a voice heavy with desire, ‘Oh, God, that’s lovely … Don’t stop … Don’t stop.’

Swept over the edge by his adoring tongue, Laura cried out in delight, crushing his head between her slender thighs before finally letting him go, saying, ‘Leave me now, Pippa. Pack my week-end bag, and take my panties and hose to bed with you. I’m going to call John now. I’ll expect breakfast at six-thirty and we’ll catch the eight o’clock train in the morning.’

As Laura had predicted, the morning train to London was very busy, but they managed to get window seats opposite each other. Laura took some calls from work, read her book, ‘Miss Austen’ by Gill Hornby and spent long periods gazing out the window with a faraway look in her eyes. Occasionally, she’d look across at Philip with an amused look in her eyes that sent his imagination running wild — where were they going, he wondered, what had she planned for him? — and once, she leaned across to him, and said quietly, ‘Are you excited, Philip? I know I am.’

In truth, Laura was more than excited. She felt anxious, almost fearful about what she was about to do to her husband. It had seemed crazy enough as a subject of erotic fantasy with John, but now that she was going through with it, it seemed impossible, a step too far even for her. But she knew better than to let Philip see her worry, and she maintained her air of distant authority throughout their journey.

She thought of texting or calling John but she wanted to appear strong and independent, and besides it was she who had wanted to keep Philip in her life, and it was up to her, not John, to manage him as their slave. No, she’d made the arrangements, and she would see them through. After all, she’d urged Philip to be brave, and she must do the same. She was his Mistress, Laura told herself as their train pulled into Victoria Station, and she must set him an example.

It was a lovely sunny morning and, rather than descend into the gloom of the underground, they took a taxi to Soho. Getting out of the taxi they strolled through the narrow streets for a while before Laura stopped in front of a shop with a blacked-out window and words in flowing gold letters that read, ‘Owned by Women, run by Women, for Women.’ She’d found the shop online, read excellent reviews of the discreet services it provided, spoken to a friendly assistant when she’d made the appointment, and she hoped the shop would live up to its claims.

Glancing at her watch, Laura saw that she was ten minutes early for her appointment, but she decided to go in anyway. Her nerves were getting the better of her again, and she wanted to get it over with as soon as possible.

‘Your best behaviour, Philip,’ Laura said to her husband as she pushed open the door. ‘This will be a test for you, and I expect you to pass it with flying colours.’

Carrying her overnight bag, and in a daze of anxiety, Philip followed his wife into the shop.

Laura felt at ease as soon as she stepped inside. With its open design, and racks of stylish clothes and shoes, it seemed more like an up-market boutique than a sex-shop, not that Laura had ever been in a sex-sop before. The handful of customers looking through the racks were all well-dressed women with an air of success about them. The shop was much bigger than it looked from the outside and, glancing up, Laura saw it had two stories, and that’s where she glimpsed, through the second floor railings, racks of leather and rubber-wear as well as cuffs and chains and whips. Rather than unnerving her, the sight aroused and re-assured her. She could see that it was a thoughtfully laid out, well-run shop, dedicated to female supremacy and the sophisticated joys of sadomasochism.

She’d come to the right place, she was sure.

And Laura felt even more re-assured by the pleasant appearance and manner of the shop assistant who approached her, and said, ‘Good morning, Madam, can I help you with anything?’

‘Yes, thank-you,’ Laura replied, aware of Philip standing by her side like a startled deer. ‘I have an appointment with Francesca. I’m a few minutes early.’

‘That’s no trouble at all,’ said the young woman, looking in her book. ‘You must be Laura Bailey.’

‘That’s right,’ said Laura, wondering if she should have used an alias.

‘Francesca’s with another customer, but she’ll be down in a few moments. Perhaps you’d like to look around while you’re waiting.’

‘Yes, I’ll do that, thank-you,’ said Laura, drifting off between the racks of clothes and underwear with Philip following behind her like a lost puppy. She found a beautiful black silk blouse and an Aubade bra and panty set in a lovely light-blue shade as well as some gorgeous Italian stay-up stockings, saying quietly to Philip, ‘I’m sure John will like me in these.’ Placing the items on the counter, she said to the assistant, ‘I’ll take these please, but I’ll pay for them once I’ve had my appointment.’

‘Of course, Madam, I’ll put them aside for you. Ah, here comes Francesca now.’

The attractive young woman in question was showing out a middle-aged couple, the woman looking very pleased with herself while her partner looked terribly pale and distraught.

‘Thank-you for all your help,’ the woman said. ‘You’ve made everything so easy.’

‘It’s been a pleasure,’ Francesca replied. ‘Don’t hesitate to get in touch if you have any problems.’

‘Oh, I don’t think we’ll have any problems, will we, Martin, not any more?’

Her partner just looked at his feet and mumbled incoherently which caused the woman to laugh with Francesca and say, ‘I have a feeling the days of having problems with Martin are over and done with.’

‘Yes, safely in the past, I’m sure,’ said Francesca, showing the couple out of the shop before turning to Laura with an engaging smile, and saying. ‘You must be Laura. I’m Francesca, we spoke on the phone. I’m sorry to keep you waiting.’

‘Not at all, I was early,’ said Laura, immediately warming to the young woman, and shaking her by the hand.

‘And this must be Philip, your husband.’

Laura noted that Francesca didn’t offer to shake Philip’s hand.

‘Yes, he is my husband, but these days really in name only.’

‘Oh dear, Philip,’ Francesca said to Philip in mock sympathy, ‘that sounds ominous. Have you suffered a demotion?’

Philip couldn’t think of what to say, and he looked to Laura for help.

‘Yes, you could say that,’ Laura replied for him, sharing a conspiring smile with Francesca. ‘Nowadays he occupies a rather different place in our marriage.’

‘Well, I’m sure I can help with that. If you’ll come with me, please. My room is upstairs where everything can be completely private and confidential as I explained in our call.’

Francesca went ahead with Laura, leaving Philip to follow behind them up a metal staircase and along a corridor and through a door into a well-lit, windowless room. It had a throne-like chair in the centre of the room with something of the appearance of a dentist’s chair, and a sink and a coffee-maker. There were also two chairs and a glass-topped coffee-table with a neat pile of catalogues and brochures on it. Along one wall there was a number of metal cabinets. They gave no sign of what they contained which made them seem all the more threatening. The room was spotlessly clean which gave it the feel of a surgery. Suddenly fearful, Philip longed to turn and run, and yet he remained rooted to the spot.

‘Your appointment is for an hour so there’s no need for us to rush anything,’ said Francesca, pulling on a short white nylon coat over her t-shirt and mini skirt. ‘I could make some fresh coffee, would you like that?’

‘That would be lovely, thank-you,’ said Laura, feeling an instant rapport with the young woman.

‘Will Philip be having coffee with us?’ Francesca asked, making it clear she knew Laura was the decision-maker in her marriage.

‘No, I don’t think so. Coffee’s bad for his nerves and he’s anxious enough as it is. I haven’t told him why I’ve brought him here.’

‘You haven’t told him?’ said Francesca, laughing in astonishment.

‘No, I haven’t. I wanted it to be a surprise.’

‘It will certainly be that,’ said Francesca, her eyes alive with fun and mischief as she put fresh coffee in the machine. Her short white coat made a rustling noise as she moved, a sound that captivated Philip despite his fears. ’It will be much more fun with him not knowing.’

‘Yes, that’s what I thought. He’s known for some time we’ve been planning something, but not what.’

‘We?’

‘My lover and I.’

‘Ah, the plot thickens. He no longer lives as your husband?’

‘No, he doesn’t. He lives with me in my lover’s house, but as our slave and housekeeper, not as my husband.’

‘And you want to make his position even clearer to him?’

‘Yes, I do.’

‘And more permanent?’

‘Exactly, yes.’

‘Wonderful, a woman after my own heart,’ said Francesca before turning to Philip, and saying, ’Well, Philip, you truly are in for a surprise. I think it would be better if you took off your jacket and sat in the chair.’

Swallowing hard, Philip went to take off his jacket, feeling almost grateful when Francesca helped him with it, hanging it on the back of the door, then turning the key in the lock, and saying, ‘I’ll lock the door if you don’t mind, just to make doubly sure we’re not disturbed. Now, sit down, please Philip,’ she said, indicating the large chair in the middle of the room.

Philip did what he was told like a man in a dream.

‘He’s very obedient,’ said Francesca, taking the chance to look more closely at Laura. She really was a most attractive woman. In her early forties, she estimated, and with a poise and elegance that added weight to the view that a woman reached her prime in middle-age. Her clothes were conventional but beautifully cut and far from dull. She had a beautiful full mouth that always seemed on the verge of smiling, her hair was thick and shining, and her eyes shone with mischief and intelligence. It was easy to see why she had a lover and why her husband had fallen so deeply under her spell.

‘Yes, he is,’ said Laura, proud of her slave. ‘It’s taken a while, but he’s learning his place.’

‘All the same, would you mind if I bound him?’ said Francesca.

‘Not in the slightest,’ said Laura. ‘He’s used to it.’

Opening a drawer in one of the cabinets, Francesca reached in, took out some leather restraints, and said, ‘It may seem excessive, but sometimes even the mildest of men take fright, and it’s better to be safe than sorry.’

‘I quite understand,’ said Laura. ‘Would you like me to do it?’

‘If you would,’ said Francesca, handing the restraints to Laura.

‘Keep still, now, Philip,’ Laura said, buckling one of his forearms to a chair arm.

‘What are you doing?” Philip said urgently to his wife, stopping her with his free hand from doing up the buckle.

‘I’m surprised you haven’t guessed by now,’ said Laura. ‘You’re usually quite quick about these things.’

‘Please, tell me,’ he said, his eyes wild with panic.

‘But it wouldn’t be a surprise then, would it? Now, let go of my hand, Philip, or I’ll be cross with you.’

‘Oh, this is delicious,’ said Francesca, smiling at Laura.

‘He’s a little nervous,’ Laura said to the young woman. ‘But don’t worry, he’ll do what he’s told.’

‘Whatever this is, you don’t need to tie me,’ said Philip, trying to sound strong and assertive.

‘But Francesca wants you tied,’ Laura replied. ‘And so do I.’

‘You’re frightening me,’ Philip pleaded urgently.

‘Then you’ll just have to be frightened. Now, let go of my hand.’

But Philip didn’t let go, and instead stared challengingly at his wife.

‘I hope you’re not going to let me down in front of Francesca,’ Laura said with steel in her voice. ‘Let go of my hand, I’m warning you.’

Long moments passed with Philip continuing to grip her hand and hold her gaze so that Laura began to believe he would rebel against her rule but then, slowly and with a soft groan of defeat, he let go of her hand.

‘That’s more like it,’ Laura said, quickly fastening the buckle. ‘Now the other arm.’

All three of them knew this was the crucial arm. With one hand free he could still unfasten his other arm and walk free of his prison.

‘Well, Philip, I’m waiting,’ said Laura, her gaze stern and remorseless.

Experiencing the strangest sensation that he was sitting yet falling, and with a whimper of defeat that came from the very centre of him, Philip laid his free arm on the chair-arm, and watched in fascinated horror as his wife quickly strapped it down.

‘There, now, it’s done,’ said Francesca, who had greatly enjoyed watching the power-play between husband and wife. She’d come to find witnessing scenes like this the most enjoyable part of her work. Naturally dominant, it gave her a thrill to see a man being overcome by the woman in his life.

Very afraid now, Philip struggled against his bonds but they held firm and he couldn’t break free.

‘Please, this has gone far enough. Let me go, Laura.’

‘Keep quiet, Philip,’ Laura said sternly. ‘No-one’s interested in what you have to say.’

‘What’s going on? Tell me. I need to know,’ he said angrily, driven by fear beyond his usual compliance.

‘Not another word,’ Laura snapped. ‘I won’t tell you again.’

But Philip was unable to keep silent and once more he pleaded with his wife to free him.

‘Very well, then, Philip, have it your own way,’ said Laura, reaching into her handbag. ‘I was hoping I wouldn’t have to do this, but you’ve left me no choice.’

With a flourish, she took out one of his rubberised gags from her bag, the one shaped like a horse’s bit. ‘Open up,’ she commanded him. ‘I’m tired of listening to you, and you’re giving Francesca a very bad impression.’

She went to fit the bit but Philip refused to open his mouth and twisted his head from side to side, further irritating his wife.

‘You’ll pay for this later, I promise you,’ said Laura, astonishing Philip by holding his nose shut so that he had no choice but to open his mouth which allowed her to fit the gag between his teeth, and fasten its strap behind his head.

‘Nicely done,’ said Francesca, amused and aroused by Laura’s display of dominance.

‘He’s not usually so difficult,’ said Laura. ‘I don’t know what’s got into him.’

‘This is all so new, and I’m a complete stranger.’

‘I suppose that’s true, but it’s still no excuse. Anyway, he won’t interrupt any more, and we can relax.’

‘We can. Would you like coffee now, Laura?’

‘I’d love that, thank-you.’

‘Sit down,’ said Francesca, pulling out a chair for Laura, and putting a plate of chocolate biscuits on the little glass table.

‘A helpless husband and chocolate biscuits, what could be better?’ said Laura, making Francesca laugh.

‘The perfect combination,’ said Francesca, sitting opposite Laura and pouring the coffee.

‘You seem very at ease with all this,’ said Laura, looking to find out a little more about the likeable young woman.

‘Well, I’ve been working here for almost two years. I like the work, and I’ve made my partner into my slave now too, so it’s become both work and real for me now.’

‘So you’re an expert?’ said Laura.

‘In a manner of speaking, I suppose I am,’ said Francesca, ’although I learn something new every day. It’s one of the perks of the job.’

‘Is there really much of a demand for this kind of thing?’

‘You’d be surprised. I have at least three appointments a day, sometimes more. Believe it or not, it’s often the men who push for it, although I’m not sure they would be so keen if they knew where it can lead. The women are usually shy and sceptical to begin with — living out their husbands’ and boyfriends’ fantasy — but they quickly come round when they discover the advantages of what I have to offer. Many relationships and marriages have been turned on their head by a visit to this room, and very often for the better in my view.’

‘It’s lovely to talk so openly,’ said Laura, sipping her coffee and sitting back in her chair.

‘It’s not often I meet a woman who’s so comfortable being dominant. Would you mind telling me a little about yourself and your marriage, and how you came to be living like this? I’m curious, I admit, but knowing more about you will help me give you the best service I can.’

‘All right, then, but where to start?’

‘Have you always been dominant?’

‘I’ve always been confident and outspoken, I suppose, but not openly dominant. My first husband was a very handsome man, but he was overbearing to the point of bullying. He never hit me, but I came to feel horribly oppressed by him — he would tell me what to wear, how to do my hair, how to drive, who I could talk to at parties, and when I didn’t do as he said, which was almost always, he’d fall into these awful rages. It came as a huge relief when we finally divorced. Philip couldn’t have been more different. He too was good-looking, as you can see, but in a gentler, prettier way. He was a shy bachelor and he’d just lost a boardroom battle with his mother and sisters that meant the family business had been sold against his wishes. He seemed lost and unhappy and … available. I did most of the running, particularly when it came to sex, and I grew to love his gentle nature and dry sense of humour. When we married he fell quite naturally into the house-husband role — I work as a solicitor while he continued to work hard at his writing. I believe he has real talent as a writer, and I continually push him to keep going with it.’

‘So how did your Mistress-slave relationship begin?’ Francesca asked, looking Laura’s husband up and down, and agreeing he was more pretty than handsome.

‘Almost without us noticing,’ Laura replied, enjoying reviewing her marriage with this intelligent young woman. It allowed her to take her bearings, and remind herself why she was doing this to her husband. ’As I’ve said, I did most of the running when we first met and that led to me taking charge in bed. I saw how much that excited him, and I liked it too, particularly after the difficulties in my first marriage. It was lovely to have a husband who put me first, and who desired me with such a sweet and devoted passion. We started to play little games — I’d tie him to the bed with my stockings and tease him for hours on end, or sometimes I’d just leave him like that until I came to bed. I’d tell him stories in bed, whispering in his ear about how I was going to dress him as my maid in a black frock and apron and laze about the house while he got on with the cooking and cleaning. My stories drove him mad, honestly, you’ve never seen a man so sweetly lost.’

‘And then?’

‘It’s difficult to be specific. It happened gradually through the first three years of our marriage. We’ve been married now for nearly six years — it will be our sixth anniversary in November — and sometimes months went by without me being dominant with him, but somehow it always came back round again. One night, I had him wear my panties in bed and I told him a story about how I was going to leave him at home in his maid’s uniform while I went out on a date with another man — a stronger man, a better man. It was only a silly fantasy — I had no intention of ever doing such a thing — but he came almost immediately and with such force he nearly fell out of bed,’ Laura added, making Francesca laugh.

Glancing at her bound and gagged husband, Laura saw that his eyes were as wide as saucers and one of his legs had begun to shake, but she was used to that and she took a sip of coffee and went back to telling Francesca the story of her marriage.

‘Of course he was terribly ashamed and apologetic afterwards, but I’d seen how much he’d enjoyed hearing about me with another man and, more and more, I wove that into the stories I told him in bed at night. I was curious to see how far I could take things and my stories became ever more extreme with me bringing my lover home and exposing Philip as my slave and maid-servant. As a result of these stories I became more dominant with him in our daily lives to the point where I felt I could do what I liked to him, and that’s when everything went wrong?’

‘How so?’ Francesca enquired, pouring more coffee. Her own relationship with her slave was at a very delicate stage and she wanted to know how Laura managed her dominant role.

‘I made the mistake of confusing fantasy and reality,’ said Laura. ‘Power had gone to my head and when I met a younger man at the gym, I succumbed to his advances and had an affair with him. Because I’d cuckolded Philip so openly in the stories I told him in bed at night I imagined I could behave in the same way in real life, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. When Philip found out about my lover he was heartbroken. I immediately ended the affair but Philip barely spoke to me for a month. He wouldn’t let his eyes rest on me, and I was sure he was going to leave me, but slowly, so slowly, I regained his trust, principally by promising to tell him if I ever felt attracted to another man. It was going behind his back, he told me, that had hurt him the most. And so I promised him I’d tell him if I ever felt tempted to go with another man, although I was sure I’d never be unfaithful again. I loved him, and wanted our marriage to work. You might not think it seeing him sitting there, but he really is the dearest, kindest, sweetest man.’

‘I don’t doubt it for a moment.’

Looking at her husband, Laura saw that he was drooling a little due to the gag in his mouth.

‘You’re dribbling, my love, it’s not a good look,’ said Laura, taking a handkerchief from her bag, and wiping his mouth and chin. ‘There, now, that’s better. Just sit quietly. It’ll all be over before you know it, and you’ll be on the train home.’

Philip strained at his bonds and stared at her with panic and disbelief in his eyes, but Laura paid no attention. She’d come this far, and she wasn’t going to stop now.

‘Anyway,’ Laura continued, ‘several months ago I met a man through work — he was a client — and I felt a powerful attraction to him. And what’s more he seemed instinctively to understand that my husband was submissive to me. It was the oddest thing, but he wasn’t wrong. I summoned the courage to tell Philip about this “other” man as I’d promised him I would. I told him I’d only see him if he agreed. He made it clear that he didn’t want me to see him, and I told him I completely understood, but I could tell he was very conflicted, and I didn’t exactly play fair with him. I pretended I was indifferent about whether I saw John, but actually I was desperate to see him again. He’d woken something in me I couldn’t control, for all I loved my husband and didn’t want to hurt him. And so I became slyly but firmly dominant with Philip, giving him the kind of sex I knew he loved, but all the time I was pushing him towards giving me his permission to see John. But I didn’t tell him any outright lies. That was important to me — I’ve always hated lies and liars —and Philip was in the room with me, trembling like a leaf, when I called John and made my first date to see him. In many ways it was as much his decision as mine.’

‘And it grew from there?’

‘Yes, and at a speed that took us both by surprise. It was as if all the years of our marriage had laid the groundwork for this sudden change in our lives. I thought it would be a short affair, but John swept me off my feet to the point where I can’t imagine not being with him.’

‘Has Philip met John?’

‘Yes. I was very nervous about that, and I knew Philip dreaded it, but John insisted on meeting him.’

‘He wanted to claim you as his own?’

‘I suppose he did, although he’s not the caveman that makes him sound. He just knew he was in a situation where he had to take charge and be firm with my husband. He’s actually a very kind and sensitive man.’

‘How did the meeting go?’

‘It was very difficult for Philip, as you can imagine, being outmanned in his own home and in front of his wife by another man, and it didn’t help that John is so tall and handsome. I almost felt sorry for Philip, but it was also so …’

‘Sexy?’

‘Yes, it was, I can’t deny it. John wasn’t cruel to him, at least not openly, but he was very firm and assertive — he’d been a senior officer in the army, and he just had that air about him.’

‘Of command?’

‘Yes. He made it clear to Philip that we could meet whenever we chose, and he was no longer in a position to object.’

‘And how did you feel about that?’

‘Honestly?’

‘Yes, of course.’

‘I found it hugely exciting.’

‘To see another man dominate your husband?’

‘Yes, and to break the rules of how a wife should behave, and to have two men want me in such very different ways.’

‘And Philip accepted John’s authority?’

‘He was too shocked and overwhelmed not to. It was later, when I was alone with him, that he became angry and outraged, but I teased and taunted him about how weak he’d been, making it sexual for him, and putting him deeper under my spell. Over the next weeks and months I tied him up more and more, dressed him much more frequently in one of my old black dresses with an apron, calling him Pippa the maid. I made him run after me hand and foot, I even taught him to curtsey, while all the time I was openly carrying on my affair. John was away at work during the week so I only saw him on week-ends, and sometimes not even then. I made Philip, or Pippa I should say, buy me pretty underwear for my dates, and help me get dressed before I left for the night with John. That may sound cruel, but it came to seem inevitable, as if there was no other possible way for us to live. And besides, it was fun in the way only the forbidden can be fun.’

‘And sexy, of course?’

‘Oh, God, it was, for all three of us. Sexier than I can say. It was like living in an erotic dream and never having to wake up.’

‘And you’ve never looked back?’

‘Not exactly,’ said Laura, reaching over and putting a hand on her husband’s shaking knee, giving it a squeeze to calm and console him. ‘I’d promised Philip I’d never leave him, but one evening when I came back from staying the week-end with John, I told Philip I’d agreed to move in with John. As well as a flat in London John has a lovely house in the country nearby to where we live, and it seemed pointless, given how close we’d become, for us not to live together. But I was tired after my week-end away, and I spoke carelessly to Philip without getting my thoughts in order. I had more to tell Philip but, before I could explain, he flew into a rage and fled the house. He saw my moving in with John as a complete betrayal, and from the little I’d told him, I couldn’t blame him for thinking that way. He took his car and drove away. He wouldn’t reply to my texts and messages. I was beside myself with worry. I was terrified I’d lose him, or he’d hurt himself. Despite my feelings for John, I still loved Philip, and wished him only happiness, if that makes any sense.’

‘It does, believe me, but you felt guilty too?’

‘You’ve no idea how guilty I felt. I was sure I’d ruined everything.’

‘How did you get him back?’

’Thanks to a good friend. She contacted Philip when she was in London and found out he was staying in a hotel there. They met for a drink and she persuaded him to get in touch with me. He was planning on leaving to travel round Europe, but he needed to come home to pack for his journey, and I talked him into meeting me before he left.’

‘And you cast your spell over him all over again?’

‘You could say that, but the first thing I told him was the truth.’

‘Which was?’

‘That he’d run away before I could tell him the whole story, and that I’d wanted him to move into John’s house with me, and live there as my housekeeper and maid.’

‘Full-time?’

‘Yes.’

‘That way you’d keep your word not to leave him?’

‘That’s how I saw it, yes.’

‘So you asked him to move in with you?’

‘Yes, I did.’

‘And he agreed?’

‘Not immediately, but once I’d shown him the little servant’s apartment in John’s house where he could live, and made him give up his passport and kneel to me, he surrendered all over again. I sensed it was what he wanted, and all it took was a little pushing on my part.’

‘And now?’

‘Things moved on very quickly. He serves John as well, of course, and we’ve decided to have him dress full-time. He has day-dresses for when he goes into town, and he dresses as a maid full-time in the house, from morning till night. He passes easily as a woman.’

‘I can see why. He really is very slim and pretty.’

‘He is, and he’s become very obedient and hard-working. He keeps the house spotlessly clean and does all the cooking and shopping — I never have to lift a finger — and he’s also my devoted companion when John’s away, so something of our marriage remains. Sometimes we go out to the cinema or theatre as two lady-friends, and I enjoy his company very much. It really couldn’t have worked out better.’

‘That’s wonderful, although I would have liked to have seen him in a dress.’

‘I thought about bringing him en femme, but sitting with him on a packed train would have been too much, even for me. Another time perhaps.’

‘I’d like that,’ said Francesca, casting a mischievous glance at Philip, and saying, ‘Well, Philip, your lovely wife seems to have put you very firmly in your place. I hope you’re ready for the next stage of your journey.’

‘Where do we start?’ said Laura, suddenly eager to get down to business.

‘Did you look at the images I sent you?’

‘I did.’

‘And what did you think?’

‘Once I got over the shock that such things actually exist, and in such dizzying styles and numbers, I selected three that I liked best.’

‘Show me,’ said Francesca, opening her lap-top and pulling her chair closer to Laura’s. ‘Excellent choices,’ she declared once Laura had pointed out her preferences. ‘I think we have them in stock, although perhaps not in the right size. I’ll have to check. Finding the right fit is essential or it’s all a waste of time and money.’

‘You told me that on the phone.’

‘I’ll have to measure him.’

‘Yes, you told me that too.’

‘And you’ve still no objections?’

‘None at all.’

‘Shall we get on with it, then?’ said Francesca, her eyes flashing with amusement.

‘Yes, let’s,’ said Laura, looking at her bound husband and experiencing a surge of dominant arousal.

‘I’ll have to take down his trousers, unless you’d rather do it,’ said Francesca, pulling on some surgical gloves.

‘Be my guest,’ said Laura, aroused by the shock and anger in her husband’s eyes. He tried to speak but all that came out was an incoherent grunt, a sound that only added to Laura’s arousal.

‘Try to relax if you can, Philip,’ said Francesca, undoing his belt and pulling down his zipper. ‘This will be much easier if you relax.’ But, when she went to take down his trousers, he pushed his buttocks back into the chair, and sat down hard so that his weight prevented her from pulling his trousers down.

‘Come, now, Philip, don’t be difficult,’ said Francesca, smiling at her captive. ‘I’ve been doing this for a long time, and I’ll make you if I have to. Just lift your bum up from the chair for me. Go on, be a good boy.’

But, when Philip made no move to obey, Francesca turned to Laura and said, ‘Do I have your permission to make him?’

‘Yes, you do,’ Laura replied, curious to see what ‘make him’ meant.

‘It will involve touching him.’

‘That’s fine by me.’

‘All right, then, Philip, we can do this the easy way,’ Francesca said, sliding her hand through his open zipper and reaching down to take his balls in her grip, ‘or we can do this the hard way. Well, what’s it going to be?’ she added, squeezing him hard. Philip’s eyes widened in shock and he grunted in pain through his gag, but he didn’t move.

‘If I were you, I’d do as Francesca says,’ said Laura, looking straight into her husband’s eyes and smiling with a taunting cruelty that stole away his soul.

‘That’s better,’ said Francesca when he lifted his weight from the chair, allowing her to tug his trousers down to his ankles.

‘I see he’s in panties,’ observed Francesca with a mocking smile. ‘And such a pretty pink pair too.’

‘I keep him pantied all the time now. It reminds him of his place.’

‘I’m sure he loves them.’

‘Yes, I believe he does even though it shames him terribly to wear them. But then I’ve learned that shame is a big part of the pleasure for him, particularly when it’s a pair I’ve worn the day before.’

‘What a lucky slave you are,’ said Francesca, unfastening two lower buttons on Philip’s shirt and pulling the shirt open, giving herself a clear view of his pantied crotch. ‘To have such a kind and thoughtful wife, but I’m afraid I’m going to have to take down your pretty panties as well.’

Philip made a ridiculous gargling sound, and pressed his legs together and shook his head violently from side to side as he struggled in vain to free his arms from the leather straps.

‘It’s all right, sweetheart,’ said Francesca, her pretty face lit by a teasing smile. ‘I do this all the time so there’s no need to be shy. If it helps, think of me as a nurse.’

The thought didn’t help Philip at all. His mind reeling, all he wanted to do was flee the room. The extremity of his situation was such that he found nothing sexual in his plight. He felt like a trapped animal, tricked by his wife into the cruellest of snares.

‘Open your legs, Philip, and let Francesca do her work,’ said Laura. ‘I’m warning you, I won’t tell you again.’

Amazed at himself, and with a long groan of defeat, Philip opened his legs, allowing Francesca to tug his panties down to his ankles. The shame of the exposure caused him to clench his eyes tight shut and throw his head back.

‘There now, that wasn’t so bad,’ said Francesca, ‘but I’m going to cuff your legs as well. I don’t want you being difficult when I’m doing the fitting.’

Philip urged himself to close his legs again but he remained as he was, and put up no resistance when the young woman strapped first one leg just above the knee and then the other to the chair, leaving him helplessly exposed.

‘That’s a brave boy,’ said Francesca, patting one of his knees approvingly while Laura looked on, a strange light in her eyes.

‘But there’s one last thing I need to do to get you ready,’ added Francesca.

Reaching to the side of the chair, her white coat made its beguiling rustling sound as she undid an invisible clip that made the front section of the chair’s seat swing down, leaving Philip’s cock and balls not only fully exposed but also completely accessible.


‘That’s quite a chair,’ said Laura.

‘We had it made for us by one of our dungeon furniture-makers. It makes everything so much easier.’

‘It lets the dog see the rabbit.’

‘Yes, and catch it too,’ said Francesca, laughing at Laura’s dry sense of humour. It was lovely to have a customer like this, a woman truly at ease with her dominance, and able to enjoy taking her husband to a new and much deeper level of submission. Pleasingly, she found herself aroused by her work, and looking forward to what came next.

‘Now, the first job is to measure you for your ring,’ said Francesca, taking a short length of string from the pocket of her white coat, ‘and I’ve learned that the simplest way is the best.’

Philip shuddered with shame as she gripped his cock and balls, and held the string around their base before holding the string to a ruler and making a note of the measurement.

‘That’s good, we have plenty of the smaller-sized steel rings in store,’ Francesca said, sharing a knowing smile with Laura. ‘That gives us a better chance of fitting him today and not having to send away for a bespoke model.’

Philip actually had measured at an average not a small size but Francesca, like Laura, understood how much having his cock and balls described as small would add to his humiliation.

‘That is good news,’ Laura replied, picking up immediately on the game Francesca was playing. ‘He is on the small side, and the quicker he’s locked away the better.’

Philip made a moaning sound through his gag and struggled against his bonds but Laura only laughed and said, ‘So you’ve finally worked it out, my love? I’m having you fitted with a chastity cage. Soon your little pee-pee will be locked away and you won’t even be able to play with it. But don’t worry. Francesca is going to help us find a cage that looks nice and fits you beautifully.’

Philip shuddered and looked on helplessly as Francesca lifted his cock gently and held the piece of string to its underside, saying to Laura, ‘It’s best to measure cock-length from underneath from tip to balls. But oh, dear, I thought that might happen,’ she added, laughing as Philip’s cock grew semi-erect. ‘It’s important to measure it at its smallest, not shrunken, but resting, you might say.’

Seized by shame and embarrassment, Philip grew fully erect, causing both women to laugh.

‘Don’t worry, Philip,’ Francesca said through laughter. ‘This happens all the time, I’m quite used to it.’

‘I think he’s trying to escape being measured for his cage.’

‘Perhaps he is,’ said Francesca, still laughing as she reached into a small fridge to take out a spray-bottle, ‘but this will do the trick, I’m sure.’

‘What is it?’ asked Laura, more and more impressed by Francesca’s confidence and good humour. She seemed truly to enjoy her work, and her enjoyment brought an erotic playfulness to what could have been an awkward and difficult procedure. Well, for the two women, at least. She was sure it was both difficult and awkward for her husband. But then, that was part of the fun.

‘Don’t worry, it’s only cold water,’ said Francesca, but it works like magic. Watch.’

Francesca sprayed several misty jets of ice cold water onto Philip’s cock and balls, making him jump in shock and almost immediately lose his erection.

‘Ir’s worth getting one of these little bottles if you ever release him and have trouble getting him back in,’ said Francesca, taking the chance to measure the underside of Philip’s flaccid cock, and writing down the measurement. ‘Although I know many women use a packet of frozen peas from the freezer,’ she added, once more laughing with Laura.

‘Now, that’s what I call domestic discipline,’ said Laura, provoking more laughter.

‘Well, I’ve got his measurements, let’s see if I have the three you liked in his size,’ said Francesca, opening a drawer in one of the cabinets and searching through it.

‘You mean in a small size,’ said Laura, picking up on their game again.

‘Indeed I do,’ said Francesca, smiling as she took out one small box then another, but continuing to search through the drawer. ‘I think we may be in luck as we don’t have much demand for such small sizes.’

‘Why do you measure their cocks at their smallest?’ asked Laura, genuinely curious. ‘Wouldn’t it be better to leave a little room for expansion?’

‘It’s much better if the cage grips as soon as he begins to get hard. It will drive him mad, of course, but only in a way that will make him instantly aware of your power over him. And that, as I’m sure you know, is the main reason for locking him. It’s also much safer and more comfortable. If the cage is loose it will move about and that can lead to chaffing and other problems, particularly when it comes to long-term wear. And it’s the same with the cock-ring — it has to be tight enough to never come off, but not so tight it ever causes dangerous constriction. That’s why it’s so important to get him properly measured and fitted — it really is much safer this way.’

‘That’s good to know,’ said Laura. ‘I love being in control of Philip but I’d never want to do him any serious harm.’

‘Exactly,‘ said Francesca. ‘And I’m going to make sure that never happens. Now,’ she added sitting back down at the table, ‘we have two of the models you liked but I’m afraid we don’t have the ‘Nevermore’ in Philip’s size.’

‘But you have the other two?’ said Laura, her excitement growing. She’d expected she might have to wait for a bespoke cage which she’d read might take up to six weeks but, now that she’d come this far, she wanted to have her husband caged today. She saw herself wearing the key to his cage on a little chain around her neck, or tucked into one of her stocking-tops where he could see it when he worshipped her, and these thoughts brought her a heavenly surge of dominant arousal.

‘Yes, and here they are,’ said Francesca, opening one of the boxes and taking out a steel chastity cage. ‘This one is the Lady’s-Choice, and this one,’ she added, opening the other box, ‘is the Keep-Sake.’

‘They’re smaller than I expected.’

‘As I’ve said, they’re safer and more effective that way.’

‘They’re both very nice to look at,’ said Laura. ‘More like pieces of jewellery than anything else.’

‘Yes, but don’t let that fool you. They’re very strongly built and if either one is properly fitted there’s no way Philip will be able to take it off unless you decide to unlock him. He will be completely in your power.’

‘I like the sound of that, I have to say,’ said Laura. ‘Can I touch them?’

‘Of course you can, they’ve both been thoroughly cleaned.’

‘It’s heavier than it looks,’ said Laura, picking up the Lady’s-Choice and weighing it in her hand.

‘Yes, heft is part of their charm. Even when Philip gets used to the fit he will always be aware of the weight. It will be a constant reminder of his submission to you.’

‘It will be like a shackle, won’t it?’

‘Yes, it will, a proper slave-shackle,’ agreed Francesca. ‘A physical as well as a psychological bondage. He will come to feel truly owned by you.’

‘What a lovely thought, and this one’s a little heavier,’ said Laura, picking up the Keep-Sake in her other hand. ‘They’re quite similar, it’s hard to know which one to choose.’

‘They’re both made of surgical stainless steel, and the craftsmen who make them for us in Germany are extremely skilled. If you have the slightest problem with your cage or ring we’ll have it put right for you entirely free of charge.’

‘And these steel cages are better than the plastic models I’ve seen online?’

‘Far better,’ said Francesca. ‘There’s no comparison, believe me. The plastic ones are cheap for a reason. They can be great fun but they’re really only for play as they’re easy to escape from, but they do have one advantage over steel cages?’

‘And what’s that?’

‘You can wear them through customs. If you fit Philip with a steel cage I’m afraid you won’t be able to take him abroad when he’s wearing it.’

‘I’m sure I can live with that,’ said Laura, smiling at her trembling husband. ‘Leaving him behind springs to mind.’

‘It’s a small inconvenience,’ said Francesca through laughter, ‘although some customers I know buy another cage and have it posted to their holiday destination.’

‘Now that is cruel,’ said Laura.’

‘It is.’

‘As well as a clever sales-pitch.’

‘That too,’ said Francesca, her eyes shining with laughter.

‘I think I just prefer the Lady’s-Choice,’ said Laura. ’The top of the bars are slightly more enclosed on the Keep-Sake, and I like the more open style of the bars on the Lady’s-Choice. I’ll be able to see every part of his little cock pressing against the cage, and I’ll be able to touch more of him through the bars, if I ever want to, that is, and he’ll feel the softness of his panties as soon as he tries to get hard.’

‘All deliciously true,’ said Francesca, aroused by the obvious pleasure Laura was taking in her husband’s imminent chastity.

‘So, I’ll go with the Lady’s-Choice, unless you advise otherwise.’

‘I think it’s an excellent choice, not least because it’s the one I use on Stefan.’

‘You’ve put your partner in chastity?’

‘Yes, about eight months ago.’

‘Tell me about it.’

‘I met Stefan at Art College,’ said Francesca, searching in one of the drawers and taking out a box of tiny but very sturdy looking padlocks. ‘He was a senior lecturer, the coolest and best looking teacher in the college. All the girls fancied him and I was no different, but he was a decent and honourable man, and he never took advantage of his position and, for me, at least, that only added to his attractiveness.’

‘Was he much older than you?’

‘If depends how you look at it. I was 22 when I left art college, and he was 36. I met him at a party a year later, and it was a proper coup de foudre, as the French say. We couldn’t stay away from each other for the next few months. We even met at lunch-times and I spent most of my time in his lovely flat. We even spoke of marriage.’

‘And then?’

‘A little like you and Philip, it happened quite slowly. Stefan had this thing about being dominated by a woman. It struck me as strange for such a successful, handsome man to be like that, but I loved him and I went along with it, tying him to the bed some evenings, or having him go naked while I remained fully dressed. I grew to really like that. One evening he presented me with a gift of a riding-crop. At first I couldn’t bring myself to hurt him but, when I saw how much he wanted me to, I was soon whipping him once, sometimes twice a week, and I didn’t spare him. A devil rose up in me and I whipped him hard. The sex afterwards was out of this world and, before long, I came to think of myself as his Mistress and him as my slave. It was a wonderful feeling to have such a lovely, older man under my power, a man who other women desired.’

‘There’s nothing quite like it, is there?’

‘Truly, there isn’t. And then there was my work here. I’d studied jewellery-making at art-college, and that gave me an interest in cages and cuffs and piercings and the like, and my relationship with Stefan meant I was pretty much unshockable, and so I got the job, and I haven’t looked back. Of course, Stefan was fascinated by my work, and I’d often tease him about putting him in chastity. And then, for his last birthday, I fitted him with a Lady’s-Choice. It drove him crazy, but it was the greatest fun. At first I let him out every day or so, but then it grew to every week and now I haven’t let him out for two months.’

‘My God, that long?’

‘Compared to some couples, two months is nothing.’

‘Is that true?’

‘It is, I promise you. Some women I know keep their partners permanently locked.’

‘Did you hear that, Philip? said Laura, smiling at her bound husband. ‘Who knows what lies in store for you?’

Philip just stared at her, his eyes wide with fear.

‘Don’t worry, Philip,’ said Francesca. ‘It’s scary to begin with, but you’ll get used to it. My clients always do. Or almost always,’ she added with a giggle.

‘But two months?’ said Laura, curious to hear more about Francesca’s relationship. ‘Is Stefan still sane?’

‘That’s hard to answer. He’s still able to go to work and, as far as I can tell, he’s teaching as well as ever. But something has definitely changed in him, but whether it’s for the better or worse it’s too early to say.’

‘What’s changed?’

‘His attitude to sex, his aura as a man. About a month after I put him in a cage he stopped pleading with me to be released, and he seemed to accept his chastity, not just on the surface but somewhere deep down inside him. I could see he’d come to crave and love the denial, and he continues to love the power the cage gives me over him. And so do I, I have to say.’

‘You broke him?’

‘You might say that, but I don’t like to think of it in such harsh terms. I still love him and want him in my life, and I prefer to think I’ve made him into the man he was always destined to be, the slave to a woman. Chastity has rewired him sexually, if that makes any sense. It seems to have gathered up and stored all his sexual energy, and kept it caged in a way that makes being denied even more exciting for him than being released and having sex with me.’

‘Is that even possible?’

‘I can assure you, it is.’

‘Will it do the same to Philip?’

‘Seeing how you are together, I’ll be very surprised if it doesn’t.’

‘He’ll come to prefer chastity to freedom?’

‘If Stefan’s anything to go by, he will, but not immediately, and it won’t be easy for him. Being locked in chastity still causes Stefan the greatest suffering. Sometimes he weeps with unrequited desire and, think of me what you like, I find that incredibly sexy. Just last week he told me that being owned and denied by me has enriched his entire existence. A bit pretentious, I know, but those were his exact words. He said that the feeling of being kept permanently in a state of yearning by the woman he loved and desired more than anything in the world gave him a submissive rush so strong it lifted him up to a new plain of spiritual and erotic ecstacy.’

‘Can that be true?’

‘Talking about these things always sounds silly. Everything’s so fevered and obsessive with this kind of sex. All I’ll say, is that, since I’ve put him in chastity, and after the few weeks it took him to get over the shock of it, he’s become extraordinarily loving and devoted towards me. It’s as if the cage has bound him inextricably both to his real self and to me as his Mistress.’

‘That sound wonderful but, if you keep him locked for so long, what do you do for …?’

‘Sex?’

‘I hope you don’t mind me asking.’

‘Not at all. As you might expect, he’s become exceptionally skilled with his tongue, and being free to taunt and control him brings me an endless sexual thrill far stronger than most of the sex I’ve had in my life.’

‘I know all about that, but I also know about the gap it leaves.’

‘You’re asking me if I’ve taken a lover.’

‘Yes, I am.’

‘Because you have?’

‘I suppose so, yes. Once Philip submitted to me, taking a lover came to seem inevitable, and I wonder if it was the same for you.’

‘In a roundabout way, I suppose it was.’

‘Roundabout?’

‘Nothing’s ever straightforward with this kind of power-exchange. It wasn’t just fitting him with a chastity cage that deepened Stefan’s submission to me. He’d always been obsessed with stories of how, late in life, the famous artist Salvador Dali lived as a slave to his formidable wife Gaia. According to these stories Gaia made Dali move out of their magnificent house at Púbol and live in a much poorer home from where he could only see her by writing letters requesting an audience with his “queen.” Apparently, she would frequently not reply, or she’d grant his request, but not allow him to see her as he cleaned for her, and washed her clothes and, of course, her underwear. There’s even a throne-room at the great house where Gaia reputedly would sit in splendour while Dali knelt at her feet and begged her favours. How much of that’s true, I really can’t say, but Stefan found the stories of Gaia’s dominance over the great artist very arousing, and he went on and on about it, continually asking me if I would consider living in a similar way with him. I had a tiny flat, you see, much more dull and cramped than his lovely apartment, and so, the more he went on about it, the more tempting the idea became.’

‘And so you gave him his wish?’

‘Yes, we exchanged homes, and now he’s living in my tiny flat while I live in his gorgeous apartment.’

‘Your Gaia to his Dali?’

‘I suppose so, yes. I thought it would be a bit of fun that might last a day or two but, like the chastity cage, it’s taken root, and he’s been living in my flat for three months now.’

‘Does he write asking for permission to see you?’

‘Yes, he writes lovely, romantic letters declaring his endless love for me, and posts them through my letter-box. He texts me every day, begging to see me, and to be allowed to serve as my slave. He paints pictures of me, leaves flowers at my door, buys me the most beautiful clothes and gifts, but the more loving and devoted he becomes, the more cruel and distant I become. Like Gaia, I often scorn him by not agreeing to see him, or I make sure I’m out when he comes, and I leave him a note of the housework I expect him to do while I’m out — clean the bathroom, scrub the cooker and kitchen floor, change the sheets, polish my shoes and boots, wash my underwear by hand, take out the bins, I’m sure you know the kind of thing — telling him to make sure he’s gone by the time I get home. If the housework’s not done to my satisfaction I whip him on his next visit. And I whip him hard, make no mistake. These days I’m not happy unless I make him cry. Other times, when I’m out at a club or a party, I text him and tell him to wait for me. If I let him stay the night, I have him undress me and worship me with his tongue, and then sleep on the floor beside my bed under a blanket, and with his poor cock crushed and helpless in its cage. I can’t tell you how sexy that is — for both of us.’

‘I understand, trust me.’

‘Yes, I believe you do.’

‘You spoke of another man?’

‘Even before Stefan became my slave he never came out with me to parties and clubs. They bored him, so we went to the cinema or the theatre instead, or to bars and restaurants but, now that I’m free to do as I like, I go to clubs and parties all the time. I love the dressing-up, the drinking, the dancing and flirting, particularly when I think of Stefan alone in my little flat, or cleaning and scrubbing as my slave. It gives me a lovely feeling to flirt with other men when I know I have Stefan at home as my slave. The sense of power that gives me makes me very aroused, and that’s how I felt when I met Robbie at a club. He’s a year younger than me, and he’s the greatest fun to be with. He’s a little bit of everything — a dancer, an actor and a bass player in a band. He’s just got a part in a TV series — and you never know what’s next with him.’

‘He sounds like fun.’

‘Oh, he is.’

‘And the sex?’

‘The sex? Well, that’s out of this world.’

‘I had a feeling it would be. Have you told Stefan about him?’

‘He knows there’s someone but he doesn’t know who.’

‘Is he jealous?’

‘Terribly, but I just tell him he’s my slave now, and he has no say in whether I see other men.’

‘He just has to put up with it?’

‘Yes.’

‘And he takes that from you?’

‘Yes, he does. It hurts him but it also arouses him very much.’

‘That you’ve taken a lover?’

‘Yes.’

‘Are you going to introduce him to Robbie?’

‘I’m not sure. I’m waiting to see if Robbie and I last. It’s all so wild and new it could be over in the blink of an eye.’

‘But you want it to last?’

‘I do.’

‘So he’s the main man in your life?’

‘For now he is. I can’t get through a day without seeing him. I’m like a teenage girl again.’

‘Does he know about Stefan?’

Yes, but he’s cool with it. I think it appeals to his vanity and, like me, he has a cruel streak. I’ve told him if he ever meets Stefan he must be openly dominant with him, and treat him as I do.’

‘As a slave?’

‘Yes.’

‘And he’s fine with that?’

‘More than that, it turns him on. He’s beginning to push for me to introduce him to Stefan.’

‘That’s fine for him, but he’s got less to lose than you.’

‘I know that.’

‘And what are your feelings for Stefan now?’

‘He’s still important to me, very important, but he’s taken a back seat in my life. I’m not sure why, but it’s hard to respect a man who submits to you, and lets you lock up his cock.’

‘Particularly when he doesn’t want you to respect him, and wants you to scorn and humiliate him instead.’

‘Yes, that’s true. Sometimes I become so dizzy with it all I can’t think straight.’

‘I know that feeling well. The only advice I can give you is to be honest with Stefan and don’t rush into anything. Enjoy yourself with Robbie, but remember that Stefan might be the real love of your life. Only time will tell.’

‘Do you think you might go back to living with Philip as your husband again?’

‘Let’s just say, I don’t discount the possibility. Look at all he’s given up for me, and I’m still hugely fond of him. How could I not be? He’s given me my freedom as a woman. For all I know, I may even still be in love him but, for now, my lover takes pride of place, and I’ve become so used to having a slave and a lover, I don’t want to give up either one of them. Call that selfish if you like, but I never dreamed sex could be so good, and life could be so much fun.’

‘But you’re on a high-wire?’

‘That I am. High above Niagara Falls without a net.’

‘Well, on that note,’ said Francesca, smiling conspiringly at Laura, ‘I think it’s time we got on with the fitting.’

Philip watched in horrified fascination as Francesca took up the cock ring and slid her chair towards him. Making another foolish gargling sound, he strained against his bonds with both his arms and thighs. The leather cuffs creaked and stretched but they held firm, leaving him nakedly exposed in a way that thrilled yet shamed him beyond all measure. He’d never known such a sense of helplessness. When Laura tied him at home or locked him in a cupboard or the cot, it was just the two of them, but being exposed like this in front of a complete stranger, and a very attractive young woman at that, pushed him beyond what he could bear. Yet what could he do but suffer the shame of it? They could do what they liked with him, and there was nothing he could do to stop them. And, even worse than his bondage, was having to watch his wife drinking coffee and chatting about life and sex as if they were two women meeting in a café and he wasn’t in the room. A sudden flash of rage caused him to grunt angrily into his gag, and once more strain mightily against his bonds only for Laura to say, ‘Sit still, Philip, and don’t be a nuisance.’

Laura fixed him with a sternly amused stare, welcoming the sweet surge of arousal that came from seeing him fall back in defeat into his chair.

‘That’s more like it,’ she said, sliding her own chair a little closer in order to have a closer view of the fitting. ‘Behave yourself, Philip, and let Francesca get on with her work.’

‘Now,’ said Francesca, getting down to business, ’providing I’ve measured correctly, fitting the ring shouldn’t be a problem.’

Philip gasped in shock when she took hold of his cock and slid the cold steel ring over it.

‘That’s the simple bit,’ Francesca said to Laura, who was watching intently. ‘Once it’s over his cock, you need to push his balls through one at a time. It’s easy enough if you take your time and don’t get flustered. There’s one,’ she said, pushing one of his balls through the ring, ‘and there’s the other,’ she added, fitting the ring successfully over his cock and balls, and positioning the metal nub on the ring to receive the cage’s locking-point. ‘There, now, he’s ready.’

‘He’s getting hard again,’ said Laura. ‘Honestly, what’s he like?’

‘We might just have time,’ said Francesca, taking hold of his cock and pushing the cage over its tip, but Philip’s cock, even partially erect, was too big to receive the cage. ‘Never mind, another few sprays from the magic bottle will do the trick.’

Taking up the bottle, Francesca sprayed Philip’s cock and balls with the ice cold water, both women laughing when it quickly lost its hardness. It gave them a primitive pleasure to control a man’s cock in such a way. ’Couldn’t be simpler,’ said Francesca, ‘but just to be sure I’m going to line his cage with some lotion.’

Scooping some pleasant smelling lubricating lotion from a little glass jar, she smeared it around the inside of the cage and once more went to fit the cage. Both women laughed in quiet satisfaction when the cage slid easily over Philip’s cock, the cage docking perfectly with the connecting nub on the ring.

‘A perfect fit, if I say so myself,’ said Francesca, her eyes gleaming with amusement. ‘All we need now is the padlock,’ she added, taking up a small, sturdy looking padlock from the table. and showing it to Laura with one hand while she held the cage and ring in place with the other. ‘It’s an Albus hardened steel padlock, only 4mm in diameter but it’s unbreakably strong. They’re usually gold-coloured but ours are in steel colour to match the cages.’

With a quick movement of her clever fingers, Francesca slid the padlock through the docking-point between cage and ring, but she didn’t snap it shut.

‘Nearly done, but I thought you might like to close the lock,’ she said to Laura, giving her a keyring that held the two little keys to his padlock ‘You are his mistress, after all, and the pleasure of it should be yours.’

‘Thank-you, Francesca, I’d like that very much,’ said Laura, leaning closer but looking straight into Philip’s eyes the better to savour the moment of his greatest and most lasting defeat.

‘Well, then, Philip,’ said Laura, a strange light dancing in her eyes, ‘here we are at another crossroads in our marriage. You’ve been a kind and loyal husband, and you’ve become a very obedient and devoted slave. I’m so glad you’ve stayed in my life, but John and I have decided to put you in chastity. We believe it will lead you to an even deeper level of submission, one that, in time, you will come to accept and perhaps even welcome. I’m sure it will be very hard for you to begin with, but I expect you to suffer that for me. And so I’m going to lock you now, dear Philip, and with the closing of this lock, I hereby take possession of you body and soul.’

The formality of her language brought a sensual gravitas to the moment and, when his wife clicked the lock shut, Philip gave a low groan of surrender at the sound, and the air in the room seemed to shiver and move around them.

‘There,’ said Laura fondly, caressing his cock through the steel bars and giving his balls a proprietorial squeeze. ‘It’s done.’

‘What do you think?’ said Francesca, both moved and aroused by what she’d witnessed.

‘It’s very beautiful,’ Laura replied, also very moved and aroused. ‘It really does look like a piece of jewellery, and there’s something magical about it, as if it has a life of its own. Already it looks like a part of him, as if he’s been waiting all his life to be caged and owned by a woman. I feel very lucky that woman is me.’

‘I wish you every joy of it,’ said Francesca, sharing the pleasure Laura was taking in caging her husband.

While Laura put the keys to the cage safely into a zip compartment in her purse, Francesca went on to discuss some safety matters with Laura, telling her to check regularly for any unusual swelling or chaffing.

‘It’s a good fit, tight but not too tight, but it’s always a good idea to check on things — I check Stefan every Sunday evening, it’s become a kind of ritual. Philip will be able to wash himself through the bars so cleanliness won’t be an issue, but he should sit down to pee, and clean his cage once he’s finished.’

‘That won’t be a problem,’ said Laura, laughing with Francesca. ’He’ll be dressing as a woman from now on anyway so it’s only right he sits to pee like a woman. In many ways it’s the logical next step for him.’

‘I hadn’t thought of that, but I suppose it is. He can lift up his skirts and sit to pee like the prettiest of maids.’

‘One last question, how long can I keep him locked?’

‘It’s entirely up to you, but I would go for a few days at a time to start with, and then move on to a week or so at a time before trying for longer. You can tell him when you’re going to release him or leave him guessing, both are great fun but in different ways. It can take anything between two and six weeks until you sense the moment when he’d rather remain locked than be set free. He’ll never admit to that, of course, and he’ll still be physically very aroused, but you’ll sense it in him nevertheless.’

‘That will be a very deep surrender,’ said Laura, already anticipating the moment.

‘It will be, believe me,’ said Francesca. ‘The deepest.’

‘How strange and wonderful it is to have a man as a slave. Did you ever think you’d end up living like this?’

‘Not for a moment, no, but I’m so happy I’ve discovered this kind of sex.’

‘I am too. There’s so much fun and freedom about it.’

‘It certainly seems to suit you, Laura. I’ve seldom seen a woman more at ease with her dominance.’

‘Well, let’s hope that’s a good sign.’

‘I’m sure it is.’

‘Thank-you,’ said Laura, lifted by Francesca’s vote of confidence. ‘You’ve been more than helpful.’

‘It’s my pleasure. Do you want to leave with him caged?’

‘I wasn’t planning on it, but now it’s done I don’t see why not.’

‘All right, then, but will it be all right to untie him?’

A small number of Francesca’s previous clients, once released from the chair, had indulged in violent displays of temper, and she knew this could be a dangerous time.

‘Let me do it,’ said Laura. ‘You mentioned your ritual with Stefan, well I also have some rituals with Philip, and one in particular for untying him. I’ll show you.’

Francesca watched in fascination as Laura leaned over her husband, and fondled his trapped cock through its cage as she whispered in his ear, ‘Now, Philip, I’m going to take out your gag. Whatever anger you feel towards me, I expect you to put to one side, and speak your vow to me. If you speak it nicely, I’ll untie you and we can go and have lunch somewhere nice together. If you don’t,’ she added, sharing a look with Francesca, ‘I’ll take Francesca to lunch instead, and leave you here to contemplate the error of your ways. Is that clear?’

Philip glared at her with fury in his eyes, and yet he nodded his head.

‘Good,’ said Laura, worried by the anger she’d seen in his eyes. ‘I’m going to take out your gag now, and I expect you to show Francesca what a good and obedient slave you are.’

Reaching behind his head, taking care that his face pressed into her breasts through the warm, soft cotton of her dress, she undid his gag and pulled it from his mouth. ‘So, Philip, what do you have to say to me?’ she asked, still caressing his cock through the cage.

Philip continued to glare at her with outraged fury in his eyes so that Laura feared the worst, but when he spoke, he said, ‘I will serve you always Madam Laura, always and always.’

Laura was relieved to hear his vow, and pleased to feel his trapped cock push against the cage in a vain attempt to get hard, but she wasn’t happy with the truculent tone of his vow.

‘That’s all very well,’ she told him, ‘but I expect you to speak your vow much more nicely. Let me hear it again.’

‘I will love you always, Madam Laura,’ Philip said, suddenly fearing he might burst into tears. ‘Always and always.’

‘Much better,’ Laura praised him, pleased by the meeker tone of his voice. ‘And perhaps you have something else you wish to say to me?’ she added, continuing to fondle his cage, thrilled to feel his cock push so helplessly against its steel bars.

Philip stared into his wife’s lovely, mocking eyes. He knew what she wanted him to say but he couldn’t bring himself to say the words. Hadn’t she humiliated him enough? What more could she possibly ask of him?

‘Come on, Philip, darling,’ she teased him. ‘Say the words, you know you want to.’

‘Th-thank-you, Madam,’ he stammered, aghast at the depth of his submission.

‘And what are you thanking me for?’ Laura persisted, looking to deepen his surrender.

‘F-for locking me,’ he replied helplessly.

‘And for finding such a lovely young women to fit you with the most beautiful cage,’ she coached him. ‘Go on, say it.’

‘And for finding such a lovely young woman to fit me with the most beautiful cage,’ he repeated, utterly in her thrall.

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said, giving him a kiss so deep and loving it stole away his soul. And then she stepped back and quickly undid his bonds, saying, ‘Now pull up your panties and trousers and make yourself decent. Francesca and I have seen quite enough of your silly little cock.’

Carrying Laura’s week-end bag, Philip stumbled after the two women down the stairs to the pay-desk where Laura paid for the cage and the fitting as well as her silk blouse, Aubade underwear and Italian stay-up stockings. The bill came to a little under a thousand pounds but Laura paid happily — she was delighted with her purchases and had greatly enjoyed the friendly and open way Francesca had conducted the fitting.

Accompanying them to the exit door, Francesca embraced and kissed Laura, giving her a card and saying, ‘Let me know if you have any problems. I’ve loved meeting you, perhaps we can meet for a coffee some time and have a catch-up.’

‘I’d really like that,’ said Laura, already thinking of the young woman as a friend. ‘I’m curious to hear how things go with Stefan.’

‘And good luck to you, Philip,’ Francesca said to Laura’s pale-faced, trembling husband. ‘I hope you don’t hate me too much.’

‘Oh, there’s no danger of that,’ said Laura, sharing an amused look with Francesca. ‘I suspect he’s fallen head over heels in love with you.’

OUT IN the busy street, Laura and Philip felt disoriented, unable to adjust to the real world. With the sun bright in their eyes they wandered dazedly side by side with Philip, her pack-horse, carrying her bags. They sat on a bench in Soho Square for a while without speaking, both struggling in their own ways to come to terms with what had just happened.

Philip was the first to speak.

‘I can’t believe you’ve done this to me,’ he said, his tone accusing and outraged.

‘I know, but I have,’ came her clipped reply.

‘You should have talked to me about it.’

‘That’s not how this works.’

‘When are you going to let me out?’

‘I haven’t decided, so mind your tone.’

‘Oh, God, Laura, this is too much,’ Philip half-sobbed.

‘I’ll decide what’s too much,’ she said sternly, looking to maintain an air of dominance. ‘It’ll be for the good in the long run, you’ll see,’ she added more gently, putting a hand on his knee and giving it an affectionate squeeze.

‘I can’t do this, I can’t,’ Philip said in a voice close to tears.

‘You can and you will,’ she said. ‘You’re in shock, and I can’t blame you for that. Come on, and I’ll get you something to eat.’

Rising to her feet, she led the way across the square to a coffee bar on the corner where they found a table for two at the back of the café. Seeing that Philip was in no fit state to go to the counter, Laura went up and ordered for them, buying Philip a cheese and ham baguette and a chocolate muffin as well as a large black coffee with sugar which he didn’t usually take, and a full sugar coke. After the coffee and chocolate biscuits she’d shared with Francesca, Laura made do with a pot of tea and a sparkling water.

‘The sugar will help,’ said Laura carefully placing her purchases on the table.

‘I’m not hungry,’ said Philip dourly.

‘Yes, you are,’ said Laura. ‘Eat up.’

To his surprise, Philip discovered that she was right. After his first bite, he wolfed his baguette like a starving man before going on to devour the muffin. Sipping her tea, Laura watched in amusement as Philip consumed the food, and drank his coke in a few thirsty gulps. She was pleased to see his hands cease to tremble, and some colour come back into his cheeks.’

‘You’ll feel better now,’ she said.

‘I need to go to the bathroom,’ he said.

‘No-one’s stopping you.’

‘Aren’t you going to give me the key?’

‘What do you think?’

He glared at her for long moments before getting to his feet and making his way to the toilet. Enjoying some time to herself, Laura relished the thought of Philip having to use a cubicle where he’d have to sit to pee. She imagined him looking down at his pretty panties around his knees and at his gleaming new cock-cage. How trapped and helpless he would feel, she thought, crossing her legs to catch the sweet wave of excitement that swept though her. God, she’d really done it, she told herself. She’d locked her husband in chastity and was going to send him home while she spent the week-end with her lover. The thought made her dizzy, and yet she smiled at the prospect of telling John. She knew it would arouse him to hear of Philip’s fitting, and she began to long for her lover with a primal hunger. It was lovely to have found this kind of sexual passion relatively late in her life, and her mind filled with images of John’s tall, rangy body, and proud, handsome face, and his beautiful cock. Oh, God, his cock!’ she thought, yearning to reach under her dress and touch herself through her panties and hose. In comparison to these images, she couldn’t help noting how cowed and defeated Philip looked when he came back from the toilet, and how he didn’t seem to suit men’s clothes any more. The sooner he was back in a frock and apron, she thought with a secret smile, the better for all concerned.

‘Well, how did you get on?’ she asked Philip when he’d sat down opposite her.

‘This is ridiculous,’ he said, trying without success to appear dignified and assertive.

‘Well, that’s fine,’ said Laura. ‘Ridiculous suits you.’

‘How long are you going to keep this thing on me?’

‘It’s not a “thing,” Philip,’ she replied, drinking some water. ‘It’s a lovely piece of jewellery that I’ve gone to a great deal of trouble and expense to find for you. I can’t wait to let John see you in it. And Lyn and Sarah too, of course. I’m sure they’ll all love the way it looks on you, I know I do.’

Laura smiled to see how he blanched at her words. She knew how terrified he’d be of being exposed in his steel cage, but his terror, as she’d come to expect, only added to her arousal.

‘How long for?’ he asked once more. ‘Please, Laura, I need to know.’ As he spoke he shifted in his chair. Her dominant manner, and this new control she’d taken over him, aroused him terribly, and caused him to try to get hard, but to no avail. The bars of the cage gripped him like a vice, sending a shiver of helpless arousal down his spine.

‘Please be mindful that I am no longer Laura to you. I am Madam, and don’t forget it.’

‘Please, Madam, how long for?’ he entreated her, already desperate to be free of the hellish shackle.

‘I’ve told you, I haven’t decided yet.’

‘Please,’ he pleaded, ‘I need to know.’

‘Stop going on about it or I’ll double the time.’

‘It’s driving me mad.’

‘Don’t be silly, you’ve barely been in it for an hour. Now, keep quiet, and I’ll tell you how the rest of the day’s going to go.’

Philip told himself to put up more of a fight but her brisk manner beguiled him, and the cage was doing its work, reminding him of his status as her slave.

‘Once I’ve finished my tea we’ll go our separate ways. I’ll go to John’s flat, and you’ll catch the train home and take up your duties at Carlyn Cottage. You’ll wear one of your uniforms all week-end — the Simon Jersey one as that’s the most practical — and you’ll make sure everything’s as it should be for when I get back on Sunday night. You’ll pick me up at the station. Here are my car keys before I forget,’ she said, taking her car keys from her bag and handing them to him. Seeing the pleading look in his eyes, she added, ‘I know, there’s another key you’d like me to give you. The only reason I’m tempted to give it to you is for the sake of your safety and health. This is very new and if you experience any serious discomfort I’d like you to be able to take it off. If I give you the key to your cage will you promise not to unlock it unless you absolutely have to.’

‘Yes, I promise,’ Philip immediately replied.

‘Mmm, you replied a little too quickly for my liking, Philip. I’m not sure I believe you. What’s to stop you taking it off and then putting it back on just before I get back? Or you could hide the key somewhere I could never find it, and that would never do, would it?’

‘I’d never do that,’ he assured her. ‘Please believe me, please.’

‘I do believe you, but all the same the temptation to unlock yourself will be very great. No, I’m going to trust that Francesca’s fitting is safe, and I’ll keep the key with me. You’ll just have to get by as best you can. I’ll text you every now and then to check how you’re getting on. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to use the ladies’ room.’

Making sure to take her hand-bag and purse with her, Laura stood and walked to the back of the café, acutely aware of her husband’s eyes following her. She could feel his anger and outrage but also his desire for her so cruelly inflamed by his chastity. It gave her a lovely feeling, and she longed to be with John while her husband was at home locked in a new and much deeper form of confinement.

Philip looked round the busy café in desperation. How could the other customers look so relaxed and normal while he was undergoing such an absurd and inescapable torment? What had his life come to? He was dreaming, he had to be? But the grip and weight of the steel cage told him this was no dream. He couldn’t help but recall the last time he’d been in London when he’d had such hopes of travelling the world free of Laura’s dominance, and of building a new life for himself as a free man and a writer. How far away that seemed now. That was the dream, not this. His enslavement to Laura, no longer mainly psychological, had become brutally physical in a way he’d never dreamt of. She’d shackled him just as if she was some great Roman lady who’d bought a new slave at market. And now she was going to send him home in his cage while she spent the week-end with her lover. It was more than he could bear and yet what choice did he have but to accept it? He ‘d given up the freedoms a normal man might expect in society, and must live by an entirely different set of rules.

At that moment, Laura returned to the table and sat opposite him with a teasing smile on her lovely face. ‘Well, she said, ‘can’t you tell the difference?’

Philip just stared at her in confusion. As far as he could see nothing about her had changed.

‘I’m disappointed in you,’ she teased him. ‘I thought you paid more attention to my appearance. You still don’t know, do you?’

‘No, I don’t,’ he confessed, his head spinning.

Leaning across the table, she whispered, ‘I’ve taken off my panties and hose. Here,’ she added, pressing the warm bundle of her underwear into his hands, ‘these are for you. I’m not sure if giving you these is a kindness or a cruelty given your cage, but you can have them anyway, for better or worse. Do what you like with them. Take them to bed with you, wear them under your maid’s dress, build an altar to me with a pair of my high heels, do whatever you want. Put them in your pocket before anyone sees,’ she added with a laugh. ‘Now, what do you say?’ she added once he’d obeyed.

‘Th-thank you,’ he stammered, hating himself for his weakness.

‘It’ll be a lovely surprise for John, finding me naked under my dress, don’t you think? And then tomorrow, I’ll wear my new Italian stockings and Aubade underwear for him. He’ll like that too, I’m sure.’

Out in the street, Laura hailed a taxi but, before she got in, she kissed Philip lightly on the cheek, and said, ‘Go straight home and take care of the house until I get back. Text me when you’re safely home but other than that only get in touch if it’s urgent. This week-end is for John and I, and I don’t expect to be interrupted. I’ll text you from time to time, and you may reply to those. Take the time to get used to the new you. I know it will be difficult, but do your best. I’ll be thinking of you,’ she added with a taunting smile. ‘Goodbye, my dear. I’ll see you on Sunday evening.’

And with that she was gone, speeding off in the taxi to her lover’s arms.

For Philip, it was a strange and lonely train-ride home. His cage wasn’t uncomfortably tight, and he was more aware of its weight than its grip. But then, recalling the more demeaning moments of his fitting, he felt his cock struggle in vain to grow erect The tightness hurt to begin with but then he began to enjoy the feeling of constraint, and of his cock pushing hopelessly against the steel bars. He spent the journey in a corner seat by the luggage-rack with his eyes closed and with one hand in his jacket pocket caressing the softness of his wife’s panties and hose as images of Laura with her lover filled his mind, sending him deep into an erotic trance.

An hour into his journey he received a text from Laura that woke him from his trance. Hurrying to open it, he read, ‘At John’s flat. He’ll be here soon. Loving going without panties under my dress. It makes me feel so free, unlike you, dear Philip. God, I love this. I hope you do too x’

A hot flash of anger and jealousy tore through Philip but it was quickly replaced by a surge of submissive arousal that caused his cock to strain even more violently against the bars of his cage. Recovering a little from his anger, he texted back, ‘It’s you I love x,’ and instantly received a reply that read, ‘I should think so too x.’ Beguiled by the thought of her mocking smile as she’d sent her text, and by being trapped in his cage while Laura, naked under her dress, waited to welcome John into her arms, Philip remained painfully aroused for the remainder of his journey, so much so that, leaving the train at Hailsham station, he had difficulty walking to Laura’s car.

He didn’t drive straight to Carlyn Cottage. It was still only mid-afternoon and he knew what awaited him there — his maid’s uniform, and a never-ending round of household chores. He drove into the country instead, stopping at a tourist spot high above the valley where he looked at the view and fell back into his erotic trance again. Every now and then, convinced he must be dreaming, he touched his cage through his jeans, astonished every time to discover that his imprisonment was entirely real.

Seized by a sudden frenzy to free himself, he drove to Carlyn Cottage, where he took his tool-box up to his servant’s apartment. Tearing down his jeans and panties, he sat on the bed and for the first time really looked at his cage. It was as sturdy and well-built as he feared, and pretty too — he could see why Laura and Francesca referred to it as a piece of jewellery. Carefully to begin with, he tried to remove the ring from around his cock and balls, quickly discovering that it could not be removed. Growing more and more frustrated, he twisted and tugged until he worried he might do himself serious harm, but the cage remained triumphantly in place. Then he looked out the tiniest tools he could find and probed and picked at the lock, looking to undo the padlock. Once or twice he thought he felt the lock turn a little and hope soared in his heart, but all his efforts were in vain and he could not pick the lock.

Giving up, he lay back on the bed, pulled the duvet over him, and fell into a troubled sleep. When he woke an hour or so later he lay without moving until an erotic trance of helplessness and arousal slowly replaced his terrible sense of defeat. Only then did he rise from his bed and put on his ladies’ underwear and maid’s uniform, the Simon Jersey dress Laura had instructed him to wear. Fixing his hair into a neater pony-tail, and stepping into his court shoes, Philip felt calmed by wearing his maid’s uniform. It no longer felt so wrong to have his manhood locked in a cage now he was throughly transformed, not only into the feminine, but into the form of a lowly house-maid. What did he need a cock for? Dressed like this, no-one, least of all his wife, would have any interest in him as a sexual partner. He was useful only as a domestic servant and as an object of ridicule destined to suffer for the pleasure and amusement of his superiors. There was no point in complaining, he told himself. He’d brought it on himself. It no longer surprised him that these thoughts brought him a quiet, half-buried arousal, an excitement that made the restriction of the cage feel pleasant, even welcome. He could feel Laura’s power weighing down on him from afar, deepening his enslavement and claiming him entirely as her own. In that moment he thought of her not so much as his wife and Mistress, but as a powerful witch casting her spells far and wide.

He lost himself in housework for an hour or so — physical work often eased his feelings of loss and shame — and he was polishing the bannisters when he received a text from Laura that shattered his fragile peace of mind.

‘You haven’t texted to say you’ve arrived safely and John and I are worried about you all on your own in your new cage, and so I’ve asked Lyn and Sarah to drop round and check on you,’ the text began. ‘Make them welcome. Show them round the house and your apartment, and the gardens too if they want. Show them everything, my love, you know what I mean. x’

A shudder ran down his back — she expected him to show Lyn and Sarah his imprisoned cock! It simply wasn’t possible and, although he knew how much Laura hated him to argue with her, he was driven to text back — ‘Everything’s fine, they don’t need to check on me. Please tell them not to come.’

It was as polite and restrained a reply as he could manage but Laura’s reply was immediate — ‘Checking on you is for my peace of mind, not yours! You’ll do what you’re told! They’re already on their way.’

Philip groaned in distress. It was only a ten minute drive from town. They’d be here any minute. And, sure enough, at that very moment Lyn’s car appeared from behind the trees that lined the driveway and pulled up beside Laura’s Volvo at the front of the house. Philip experienced a desperate desire to flee and yet, like a terrified animal, he remained rooted to the spot and didn’t move until Lyn and Sarah had climbed the front-steps and rung the doorbell.

Opening the door to them, Philip could hardly bear to look at their smiling faces. They were enjoying this, he could tell, and he dreaded the ordeal ahead, but Lyn once more offered him friendship.

‘Don’t be frightened, Philip,’ she said, seeing how distressed he was. ‘Laura’s asked us to look in on you, that’s all.’

‘We don’t mean you any harm,’ said Sarah, but the mischief in her eyes told him otherwise.

‘What a stunningly beautiful house,’ said Lyn.

‘It’s crying out for a maid,’ Sarah added. ‘And now it’s got one.’

’Show us round, Philip,’ Lyn asked him, if you’d be so kind. We can’t wait to see it.’

Lyn and Sarah were amazed by the elegant grandeur of the rooms and the views out over the fields and woods and down to the river. Sarah found one of the hand-bells and gave it a sharp ring and then, laughing, said to Philip, ‘I bet you come running when Laura or John rings for you.’

Upstairs, they marvelled at the beauty and scale of the master bedroom and a number of the other bedrooms and bathrooms, but Philip managed to avoid showing them his nursery in the tiny box-room with its cot and baby-dress. The shame of them seeing into that room would have killed him.

‘If I ever had to work as a maid,’ Sarah said as Philip led them back downstairs and across the wide hall and into the huge, gleaming kitchen, ‘then this is the kind of house I’d want to serve in. It truly is magnificent, no wonder Laura is so taken with John Garra.’

‘Oh, come on,‘ said Lyn, ‘it’s not just about his house, you know that perfectly well.

‘Maybe not, but it helps,’ said Lyn. ‘Laura must feel like a duchess living in a house like this.’

‘You’re just jealous.’

‘I am, I admit it. Not just of the house but of John too. He really is a most handsome, mysterious man. Imagine having breakfast with him in this lovely kitchen with pretty little Pippa in his uniform running after you hand and foot. Yes, it’s official, I’m jealous.’

‘Laura told us you have your own little apartment,’ Lyn said to Philip. ‘Would you mind showing it to us?’

Philip did mind. His rooms were his private sanctuary, the only place where he felt safe, but he couldn’t deny Lyn. How could he? She was a beautiful woman, one of Laura’s closest friends, and he just a lowly servant.

Reluctantly he led them along the corridor at the back of he kitchen and opened the secret door, revealing the narrow wooden stairway that led to his hideaway.

‘Oh, I love this,’ said Lyn. ‘A stairway to a secret world. It makes me feel like a child again, sneaking up into a loft full of old clothes and photographs.’

Philip stood back to let them go before him up the stairs. But Sarah would have none of it.

‘After you, Philip,’ said Sarah. ‘You’re our guide and besides, we don’t want you peeking up our skirts.’

‘He wouldn’t do that,’ said Lyn, coming to Philip’s defence.

‘It’s impossible not to. Lead the way,’ Sarah commanded Philip with a teasing smile.

Left with no choice, Philip began to climb the stairs, painfully aware of his maid’s dress moving and swaying around his nylon-sheathed legs, and of the view he must be affording Lyn and Sarah.

Sarah responded to the view under his dress by giving a wolf-whistle, a sound that cut Philip to the core, and took away what little remained of his pride.

‘Oh, stop it,’ Lyn said impatiently to her friend. ‘Can’t you leave him in peace for a moment?’

‘It’s only a bit of fun,’ Sarah replied. ‘And besides, he has such lovely legs. With legs like that, he was born to be put into skirts and dresses.’

‘That’s as maybe,’ said Lyn, but there’s no need to be cruel.’

‘But that’s what he likes,’ Sarah replied. ‘And you know that as well as I do.’

Both women loved the little apartment with its cosy bedroom, tiny kitchen and bathroom, and its sitting-room with its log-burning stove and writing-desk by the window and the bookcase with around forty books, among them the volumes of collected stories that contained the bleak but beautifully written erotic tales ‘Little Herr Friedmann’ and ‘Little Lizzie’ by Thomas Mann, and ‘The Star Above The Trees’ by Stefan Zweig, stories that Philip still read from time to time when he wanted to feel less lonely and freakish in his absurd masochism.

Opening the wardrobe in his bedroom, Sarah ran her hand along the row of hanging dresses and maid’s uniforms, saying, ‘Oh, my, Philip, Laura really does have you wrapped around her little finger, doesn’t she? I don’t see any men’s clothes at all, not even in your underwear drawer,’ she added, opening some drawers and looking through slips, panties and hose.

‘I have some men’s clothes,’ Philip said. ‘But Laura makes me keep them downstairs in the laundry-room.’

‘So that everything up here in your little hideaway is sweet and feminine?’ said Sarah.

‘I suppose so, yes,’ Philip answered, his face burning red with shame.

‘Well, I think it’s a lovely apartment,’ said Lyn, once more looking to make Philip feel better about his strange new life. ‘It’s so peaceful up here, almost sacred. Imagine it in Winter when it’s snowing outside and the stove’s lit. Heavenly. Now that I’ve seen it, I feel happier thinking about you living at Carlyn Cottage. You have somewhere of your own to go, a place where you can feel safe from the world.’

Coming downstairs, they stood together awkwardly in the kitchen, and Philip sensed they were about to ask to see his cage. Looking for any excuse not to do this, Philip offered to show them round the grounds. Lyn immediately accepted his offer, and he guided them through the walled garden, along the spectacular river-walk, and through the woods past the stable-block and back to the house.

‘It really is a heavenly place,’ said Sarah, clearly startled by the beauty and scale of the estate. ‘Everything about it is perfect.’

‘Even the maid,’ said Lyn, taking Philip’s arm companionably as they walked across the gravel towards the house. Philip hoped they would get into Lyn’s car and drive away, but it was a vain hope for they climbed the front-steps and once more stood awkwardly in the hallway, until Sarah broke the silence.

‘I know you’ve been putting it off,’ Sarah said, ‘but there’s something else Laura asked us to check up on.’

‘Everything’s fine,’ Philip said quickly, still hoping to put them off.

‘I’m sure it is,’ said Lyn gently, ‘but Laura asked us to check for the sake of your own safety, and to put her mind at rest.’

‘It will only take a moment,’ said Sarah, very keen to see Philip’s cage, partly out of erotic curiosity, but also because she sold jewellery and she was fascinated to see how such an item looked on Philip.

‘We wouldn’t ask unless we felt we had to,’ Lyn added, feeling sorry for Philip but also curious to see the cage Laura had spoken of on the phone. It was a level of female dominance she’d never dreamed of, and the extremity of it carried an irresistible erotic fascination. ‘On you go, Philip, it won’t take long, and then we’ll leave you in peace.’

‘I c-can’t,’ Philip stammered.

‘You can and you will,’ Sarah said sternly, keener than ever to see the nature of his imprisonment. ‘Unless you want me to call Laura.’

‘Please don’t do that,’ Philip pleaded, terrified of his wife’s displeasure.

‘Then get on with it,’ said Sarah, folding her arms and gazing at him with an attitude of unswerving female authority.

When he still hesitated, Lyn touched his arm gently, and said, ‘I know how embarrassing this must be for you, but Laura wants us to make sure you’re not suffering any serious discomfort or injury. And remember, Sarah and I have seen a lot in our lives. The sight of a naked man, even a very unusual naked man, is hardly likely to send us running for the hills. So come on, Philip, get it over with for all our sakes.’

Wishing he could die, Philip lifted his dress and slip until his underwear became visible.

‘We can see its shape through your panties,’ said Sarah, aroused by the situation. ‘But we need a closer look to check everything’s all right. Take down your panties and hose, Philip.’

Clenching his eyes shut at the shame of it, Philip tugged down his panties and hose to mid thigh and stood utterly exposed in front of his wife’s friends.

‘Oh, my, Philip,’ Sarah said, unable to stop herself from laughing. ’Laura’s really done a job on you, hasn’t she? But it’s so pretty, elegant almost, and I can tell it’s very well made.’ Bending to peer more closely at the caged cock, she added, ‘That’s what I call craftsmanship. You’re not getting out of that, Philip, I can assure you, not unless Laura lets you. But it’s quite small. Is it very tight?’

’S-sometimes,’ Philip stammered, still with his eyes tight shut.

‘When you try to get hard?’

‘Y-yes.’

‘And find that you can’t?’

‘Yes.’

‘That must be torture for you, you poor man. Laura really can be a devil when she puts her mind to it, but I suspect that’s why you love her so much.’

‘Other than occasional tightness, are you suffering any other discomfort?’ said Lyn, shocked, not only at the sight of the cage, but also by how erotic she found it to see a man so locked and caged. Even as she feared that Laura had taken her dominance of her husband too far, she was wondering how David would look in such a cage, and how it would feel to hold such power over his manhood.

‘Not really,’ Philip replied. ‘It’s quite heavy, and I’m aware of that all the time.’

‘But there’s no pain?’ Lyn asked.

‘No, there’s no pain,’ said Philip. ‘At least not of the physical kind,’ he added, driven to draw attention to the mental distress caused by the cage.

‘Dear, Philip, is it driving you mad?’ said Lyn softly, both sorry for him and aroused by his predicament.

‘Yes, I believe it is,’ said Philip, finally opening his eyes and gazing at Lyn through a mist of tears.

‘Well, then, let’s hope it’s a lovely kind of madness,’ said Lyn, smiling at him kindly. ‘You can cover yourself up now. There’s no sign of chaffing or bleeding and we can tell Laura everything’s fine. She does worry about you, you know. She was concerned it might be too tight and cut off the blood flow, or that you’d do yourself an injury trying to remove it, but it looks rather sweet on you, almost as if you were born to wear it.’

‘It really does look like a piece of jewellery,’ said Sarah as Philip hurried to pull up his panties and hose and arrange his dress. ‘Perhaps I should sell them in my shop. Can you imagine the window display? That would be something to shock Hailsham into life.’

‘You’d probably be tarred and feathered,’ said Lyn, glad to have found a way to lighten the mood.

‘Hung, drawn and quartered, more like,’ said Sarah.

They didn’t stay long after that. Giving Philip light-hearted assurances that they would never judge him for his strange new life, and embracing him warmly, they got into Lyn’s car and drove away but, despite their assurances, Philip felt cast down into an even deeper pit of shame and self-disgust. There may have been some truth in their claim that Laura had sent them to check on his wellbeing, but he suspected a much darker reason lay behind their visit. Laura had wanted to add to his humiliation by exposing his most private and shameful imprisonment to her closest friends, he was sure of it, and he could imagine her laughing with John as they talked of his ordeal, but no sooner had a blaze of hot anger caught fire in his heart than it was replaced by a flare of submissive arousal that caused his cage to grip cruelly tight around his cock as it struggled in vain to become erect. Laura had added a hugely effective physical imprisonment to his mental and psychological enslavement, and he experienced a dizzying sense of helplessness and defeat. Absurdly, he felt a huge sense of gratitude to her for inflicting this upon him. Was their crazy dance of pain and pleasure a form of love? Who was to say it wasn’t, he decided, taking a kind of pride in their status as sexual and social outlaws. Not for them the stale bed of marital conformity. They had found their way to the heart of the Wild Forest.

He got through the rest of the evening by looking at websites about male chastity cages. Many of the sites were fanciful and quasi-pornographic but a few were well-written and helpful, and clearly based on real-life experiences. He learned that everything Francesca had said during his fitting was true, particularly that the chastised male could grow to embrace his confinement as it bound him ever closer to his Mistress. Could denial take the place of the bliss of sexual release? It was too early to tell, but Philip already feared that he would be a likely candidate to fall under such a spell. It promised to deepen and enrich the dream-like sense of defeat and surrender that aroused him like nothing else, and had been responsible for leading him into his current plight as a slave to his wife.

In bed, he re-read ‘The Star Above The Trees,’ by Stefan Zweig and ‘Little Herr Friedmann,’ by Thomas Mann but this time he found little fellow-feeling or solace in the stories. Their bleakness overpowered him and left him feeling sad and very alone. If he were to write about his life and his marriage to Laura would his story be similarly bleak and pessimistic? It would be, he imagined, wondering if that would prevent him from trying to write about his strange life as a feminised slave to his wife. Certainly, whenever he tried to get back to writing, he could think of nothing except the erotic allure of Laura, and his inability to break free of her spell. She consumed his attempts at writing just as she consumed every other part of his life. He lay for a long while hoping that Laura might text or call him but, when she didn’t, he got out of bed and fetched the panties and hose she’d given him that morning in the café in London. Gratefully, he lay back and held her panties to his nose, breathing in her lovely woman’s scent. Experiencing a rush of arousal, he held her silken hose to his cage and caressed his trapped cock through the steel bars. At first his futile attempts to grow hard caused him unendurable discomfort and frustration but slowly, inexorably, he began to take pleasure in his hopeless yearning. His pain had turned into a deep and oddly pleasurable ache of desire. Eventually, still holding her panties to his nose, and her soft nylons to his trapped cock, he fell into a deep and dream-filled sleep. He did not know it, but he moved and shifted as he slept, often uttering groans of loss and longing. She owned him in his dreams just as she owned him in the waking world.

Unusually, he felt refreshed when he woke and, taking a shower, found that he could wash himself quite effectively through the steel bars of his cage. Dressing in his Alexandra Workwear uniform — he was saving one of his Italian uniforms for Laura’s return home the next evening — he enjoyed a cooked breakfast of bacon, sausage and egg as well as several pieces of toast spread thickly with butter and marmalade, and most of a pot of black coffee. When the post arrived, one of the letters was addressed to him which confused him until he opened it and saw it was the credit card in his name arranged for him as John had promised with a monthly limit of £1000.

It wasn’t just his wife who was controlling him from afar, now her lover was doing it as well.

It was mid-morning, and he’d just hung a load of sheets and towels on the outside line to dry, when he received a lengthy text from Laura.

‘Went for a lovely meal last night with John and his friends and their wives and husbands — all spies no doubt, or spooks as John calls them, but good company all the same. Lyn and Sarah told me about their visit and how everything seemed fine with you. I’m sure you understand, but I needed to know you were all right. I care for you very much, Philip, please don’t forget that. Anyway, I’ll soon be able to check on you myself! Train should get in just after 10 tomorrow night. See you then. Take care. All my love. Laura x’

Although it distressed him terribly to think of Laura socialising with John’s friends — it made their relationship seem all the more formal and established — it nevertheless cheered him to receive such a kindly and friendly message. He thought for a few moments about how he should reply, and then texted, ‘Love you always. x.’

To his delight he received an immediate reply that read simply, ‘x.’ Even such a small sign of affection lifted his spirits and he got through the rest of the day in a state of happy servitude.

Sunday passed slowly, such was his excitement about seeing his wife. Thinking of her with her lover caused him to experience several moments of painful constriction. He dealt with this in two ways. Either he threw himself into housework and forced himself not to think about Laura or anything remotely sexual — something he found almost impossible to do — or he went upstairs to his apartment and lay doubled up under his duvet and let his trapped and desperate arousal lead him beyond discomfort to a dreamily pleasurable, rapture of submission. Once he found his way to that place he never wanted to leave it.

He was ready long before he had to leave for the station. He’d chosen his smartest maid’s uniform, the ‘Laura’ dress and the dainty ‘Pia’ waist apron and he made sure his face was closely shaven, and his pony-tail neatly tied with his ear-rings prettily in view. He couldn’t meet Laura from the train in his maid’s dress and apron visible so he took one of her long tweed overcoats and put it on over his uniform. As ready as he would ever be, he got into her car and drove to the train station.

When her train pulled into the station, his heart began to race and he found it difficult to breath and then, when he saw her stepping from the carriage with her weekend-bag and some packages and a huge smile on her wonderful face, he loved her as he had never loved her before. When he hurried to take her bags, she embraced him and kissed him sweetly on the lips, saying, ‘How pretty you are, and how I’ve missed you. I know the week-end must have been terribly difficult for you, but I’m home now and we can be together again.’

She continued to speak kindly to him on the short drive to Carlyn Cottage, telling him about her time with John, the people she’d met, and the places they’d visited. As he listened, Philip felt the terrible pain of jealousy and loss yet his heart lifted to find her so happy and full of life.

Once home, Philip brought her a glass of wine in the sitting-room where he’d lit the stove in welcome.

‘You’ve lit a fire for me, Philip, how thoughtful of you,’ said Laura, taking the glass of wine from him, and settling back in an armchair. ‘I don’t deserve you and yet here you are. There can’t be any justice in the world when a selfish, spoiled woman like me can be so happy. Come and kneel by me so we can be close.’

Enthralled, Philip knelt at her feet and laid his head in her fragrant lap.

‘It’s all right, sweetheart, I’m here, I’m here,’ she said gently. ‘You don’t have to hide away. Lift your head and look at me. I like to see your dear face. I like to look into your eyes and see the grace and beauty in you.’ She didn’t normally speak so effusively, but a part of her truly did still love him, and she was overjoyed to be re-united with him.

Blinking back tears, Philip lifted his head and looked into the sweetly mocking eyes of his Mistress.

‘Is it very tight?’ she asked him.

‘Yes,’ he replied.

‘Does it make you long for me?’

‘Yes, all the time.’

‘Well, that’s as it should be,’ she said, stroking his hair and touching one of his ear-rings. ‘I will unlock you, but I haven’t decided when. In the meantime you must be good and not ask to be set free. If you do I’ll only put off unlocking you. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, his soul flying to her.

‘In that case you may have a drink of my wine,’ she said, smiling approvingly and holding the glass to his lips. Blessed by her gift, he drank gratefully, thrilled more by the taste of her lipstick from the glass than the wine.

‘But now, Philip, there’s something I want you to do for me. I’ve been thinking of it ever since we went our separate ways in London. I’m sure you know what it is. I want you to show me your cage. I want to see if it’s as pretty and tight as I remember. For all I trust Francesca, I kept worrying it would be too tight on you, and injure you in some way. Lyn and Sarah told me you seemed fine with it, but I want to see for myself. So on you go, don’t keep me waiting. Stand up and lift your frock and take down your undies. Show me what your cruel wife has done to you.’

A man in a dream, Philip got to his feet and lifted his frock, apron and slip to his waist, but he hesitated before taking down his underwear.

‘Don’t be shy, dear,’ said Laura, the hunger in her eyes belying the tenderness in her voice.

The room spinning around him, Philip took down his panties and hose and stood before his wife with his cage in full view. A strange light in her eyes, Laura gazed at his imprisoned cock, and said, ‘My poor love. Sometimes when I was with John in London I wondered if I’d dreamed doing this to you, but there it is. It’s so small and pretty, and it looks so right on you, as if you were born to be shackled by a woman. Is it as tight as it looks?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered.

‘Especially when you try to get hard?’

‘Yes.’

‘But you can’t get hard any more, can you, my love, not unless I unlock you?’

‘No.’

‘God, that’s sexy. Come closer and let me touch it.’

Philip stepped closer allowing his wife to reach out and hold his imprisoned cock, lightly caressing the straining flesh through the bars of his cage in a way that made him moan with desire.

‘And it’s sexy for you too, I can see that, being so cruelly imprisoned and denied by your selfish wife. All week-end I’ve had such wonderful sex with John while you haven’t even been able to make your little mess in my stockings. That must be terrible and lovely for you at the same time, but I want you to know that thinking of you like this added greatly to my pleasure, and John’s too. I love how it looks on you, really I do. I suspect I’m going to want to see it at least once a day so you’re going to have to get used to showing it to me, and having me touch it, at least until the novelty wears off.’

‘Unlock me, please,’ he pleaded, dying for the freedom of a full erection.

‘You need to be free, don’t you?’ she said, running her red-painted fingernails slowly up and down his cage so that they brushed maddeningly against his trapped cock through the bars.

‘Yes,’ he said, almost choking on the word.

‘So that you can be hard for your Mistress?’

‘Yes.’

‘It would be lovely to feel your little cock all hard for me,’ she said, ‘but I’m not going to unlock you, Philip. It’s much more fun to keep you like this but, as a special treat, you may undress me for bed. But first I have to call John and tell him I’m home safe, and how sweet you look in your cage. He’ll like to hear about that, I’m sure. So off you go and unpack my bag and take my dirty clothes and undies to the laundry-room, and then go upstairs and turn down my bed. What are you waiting for? I’m tired and have work in the morning. Pull up your panties and tidy your dress and get on with your duties. I won’t tell you again.’

Stung by her sudden sternness, Philip hurried to obey, going into the hallway and taking her week-end bag to the laundry-room where he suffered agonies of loss and jealousy as he unpacked the clothes and underwear she’d worn to look good for her lover, sorting them carefully into cottons and delicates. Then he took her packages upstairs to the master bedroom. As well as the black silk blouse he’d seen her buy in the sex-shop, she’d also bought a pair of Givenchy black high-heeled pumps and an elegant Reiss dress in a warm rust colour.

‘You can leave the dress and shoes out, thank-you, Pippa,’ Laura said as she came into the room. ‘I’ll wear them to work tomorrow. I have an important meeting in the morning and I want to look my best.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip mumbled, wondering how she was able to keep up with the demands of her work given everything else that was happening in her life. She truly is a remarkable woman, he reflected, feeling both proud and resentful of her status and success.

‘Undress me,’ she commanded, kicking off her shoes. As he unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, she added sleepily, ’John sends his best, by the way. Isn’t that kind of him? I’ll shower in the morning, I’m too tired tonight. My undies, Pippa,’ she added, lifting the hem of her pretty slip as he knelt and gently took down her panties and stay-up stockings. ‘You can wear them tomorrow, what do you say to that?’

‘Thank-you, Madam,’ he replied, genuinely grateful for the gift. She no longer gave him her worn panties and nylons to wear every day, and he looked forward to when she did.

Wearing her slip as a nightdress, Laura fell into bed and lay looking up fondly at her feminised husband.

‘You’re so pretty and I don’t feel like being alone tonight,’ she said. ‘Take off your uniform but keep on your slip and get into bed beside me, but don’t get your hopes up. I’m not going to unlock you.’

Longing to be beside her, Philip took off his shoes and his apron and dress and got into bed beside his wife.

‘Cuddle in,’ said Laura, presenting him with her glorious back and bottom.

Philip put his arms around her and held her close, loving the way their slips meshed together and the warmth of her body through the soft nylon.

‘That’s lovely,’ she murmured sleepily, wiggling her bottom against him, ‘I can feel your cage against me, but lie still and don’t be a nuisance or I’ll send you away.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he muttered, completely in her thrall.

‘Remember, you’re just the maid keeping her Mistress company for the night.’

‘Yes, Madam, I love you, Madam,’ he whispered.

‘I’m so glad you do,’ Laura replied, on the brink of sleep. ‘Sleep well, dear Pippa, and sweet dreams.’

She was asleep in moments and Philip lay beside her in a trance, listening to her steady breathing and smelling her lovely scent, and touching her lovely hair with his nose and mouth. He longed for her with a deep and incessant ache and yet it was enough just to lie with her, and hold her in his arms. Finally, after minutes or hours, he knew not which, he gave a long sigh of contentment and joined her in sleep.

OVER THE next three days Laura made no reference at all to Philip’s cage. She treated him sternly but civilly as her housemaid, but allowed him no intimacy as her slave or companion. And on Wednesday night at the pub with Lyn and Sarah, she asked them to ignore Philip when he drove them home, explaining that she wanted him to learn that his servitude was no longer something to be remarked upon but merely a fact of life he had no choice but to accept.

Later, in the car, the three women talked and laughed amongst themselves but said nothing to Philip, not even goodnight when he dropped them off. And then, driving Laura to Carlyn Cottage, he had to listen to her talking to John on her phone and making all kinds of sweet talk with him, but never once mentioning her husband.

Being ignored like this confused and upset Philip — he’d grown used to being the centre of attention — but Laura’s disinterested authority also aroused him as it made clear to him just how far he’d fallen. He really was a slave now, and had lost the right not only to be treated as an equal by his wife or her friends, but also to be teased and tormented by them.

Day by day his frustration grew to the point where he longed to plead with Laura to set him free, but he sensed that her distant manner was a test and that, by suffering in silence, he might earn her approval and his longed-for release. And his hopes rose on Thursday evening when Laura’s manner towards him thawed, and she spoke kindly to him as she ate the meal of sea-bass and new potatoes he’d prepared for her.

‘Another lovely meal, Pippa, I’m very pleased with you,’ she said, sitting back contentedly from her empty plate.

‘There’s dessert if you wish,’ Philip said, stepping forward to take her plate and refill her wine glass. ‘Fresh fruit trifle.’

‘Maybe later, I’m too full just now,’ said Laura, sipping her wine, and smiling at her attentive waitress. ‘You’ve worked hard all week, bathed me, laid out my clothes in the mornings and cooked the most delicious meals but what has pleased me the most is that you’ve never once asked to be set free from your cage. I know how difficult that must have been for you, and I greatly respect your restraint and good manners. It’s the kind of selflessness that befits the very best of maids, and I intend to reward you for it.’

‘Th-thank-you, Madam,’ Philip stuttered, his trapped cock pushing against the bars of his cage.

‘But I’m going to have a little fun with you first,’ said Laura, her eyes twinkling with mischief. ‘You may serve me coffee in the sitting-room, but bring your collar, leash and cuffs with you.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ Philip replied, hope and dread going to war one against the other in his slavish heart.

When Laura left the room, Philip raced upstairs and took his collar and leash and the cuffs from the cupboard in his bedroom and then, hurrying back to the kitchen, he prepared Laura’s coffee and took it to her on a silver salver.

‘Thank-you, Pippa, you’re a dear,’ said Laura, taking her cup of coffee and settling back in her armchair where she crossed her nylon-clad legs with a whisper of nylon that sent snakes of desire twining and roiling in Philip’s stomach.

‘Now take off your clothes,’ said Laura, greatly to Philip’s surprise.

‘All of them?’ said Philip, his head spinning.

‘All of them,’ repeated Laura. ‘Each and every stitch.’

Utterly beguiled, Philip took off his apron and dress and then his slip, laying them carefully over an arm of the settee. Then he took off his pretty court shoes and, with a whimper of shame that delighted his watching wife, took down his panties and hose and placed them on top of his clothes. Too ashamed to look at Laura, he stood with his head bowed, utterly naked except for his ear-rings and the small cage that imprisoned his useless cock.

‘You look so sweet in your uniform, and I love to see you in it, but I also love to see you naked except for your cage. There’s something so primitive and decadent about seeing a man shackled like that, and all for my pleasure. It’s not for nothing it’s called the Lady’s-Choice. Come closer. I want to touch it.’

Unable to refuse, Philip approached her chair and shivered in arousal when she ran her fingers slowly, tauntingly up and down his cage, her nails brushing against the flesh pushing between the bars.

‘Poor Philip, how cruel I am to you, but it’s a delicious kind of cruelty you have to say,’ Laura murmured, amused to feel her husband’s caged cock leap and pulse in hopeless arousal. ‘It’s been lovely these past few days to be so cold and distant with you knowing that you’re so desperate to be released. You’ve no idea how sexy that’s been for me. I lie awake in my bed and touch myself thinking of you locked in your cage. Does it make you happy to hear of the joy your suffering gives your Mistress?’

‘Y-yes, Madam,’ Philip stammered, unable to stop himself from pushing his caged cock against her taunting fingers.

‘Now, now, don’t get greedy, or I’ll change my mind,’ she said, taking her hand away and laughing at his look of distress. ‘Put on your collar, and your leash too,’ she commanded him.

Eager to please her, Philip quickly buckled the leather collar around his neck and fastened the leash to the collar’s sturdy ring.

‘Good girl,’ Laura said approvingly. ‘Now your cuffs.’

Philip fastened one of the cuffs to his right wrist and then turned his back to allow her to fasten the other cuff to his left wrist and then clip it to the other cuff. The sense of helplessness that swept through him caused him to stagger as if he might lose his balance, and fall at her feet.

‘It’s all right, you can kneel if you want,’ she teased him, happily aware of the effect she was having on him. ‘On you go, get down on your knees.’

Gratefully, Philip slumped to his knees before his imperious wife.

‘You’re completely at my mercy, you know that, don’t you, Philip?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he gasped, dying for her.

‘You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘You’d jump out the window if I told you to.’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘You need this, don’t you?’ she said, leaning forward and taking hold of his leash. ‘To kneel at my feet, with your collar round your neck and your cock locked up so it can’t even get hard?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘You need me to hurt and humiliate you, don’t you, my poor love?’

‘Do you have to humiliate me?’ Philip asked, trying to preserve a sliver of dignity.

‘That’s an interesting question,’ Laura replied thoughtfully, playing with the leash in her slender fingers, ’but, yes, I’m afraid I believe I do have to humiliate you. This wouldn’t work half so well if I didn’t, you know that as well as I do. It may not be good or right or acceptable by any normal standards of behaviour, but it’s what binds us together and makes this so sexy. And it is sexy, Philip, sexier than either of us ever dreamed. Confess it, Philip. Say it for me, say, “I want you to humiliate me.”’

‘I want you to humiliate me,’ Philip gasped helplessly.

‘That’s good,’ said Laura with amusement in her eyes. ‘It’s always best to tell the truth, particularly when it comes to sex or how else will we get what we want. And I know what else you want,’ she continued, looking to add to his humiliation. ‘You want to look up my skirt, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he answered from a place beyond pride.

‘I thought as much. All slaves want to look up their Mistress’ skirts. It’s what they live for. It’s their dream. So here you are, dear husband,’ she said, opening her legs so that he could see up her skirt. ‘You may look to your heart’s content.’

She laughed to see him gaze helplessly up her skirt.

‘Honestly, Philip,’ she teased him, ‘you’re worse than a schoolboy lurking at the bottom of the stairs hoping to see up the girls’ skirts. But I suppose I can’t blame you, having kept you locked since last Friday. Go on, then, feast your eyes, and tell me, do you like my underwear?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he echoed, lost in her dominant beauty.

‘How much do you like them?’

‘V-very much,’ he stammered like a fool.

‘What colour of panties am I wearing?’

‘White ones.’

‘That’s right, white ones, with a little lace trim. Are they very pretty?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

And I’m wearing stockings too, black stay-up stockings. You like it when I wear stockings, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘You don’t just like it, you love it?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied. from the depths of his trance. ’I love it.’

‘Then why don’t you kiss them?’ she said, giving his leash a tug. ‘I won’t mind if you do. Start with my knees.’

With a whimper of desire, Philip shuffled forward on his knees, almost overbalancing due to his hands being bound behind his back, and placed adoring kisses on her nylon clad knees, and on the insides of her thighs.

‘Can you smell my perfume?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stuttered between kisses.

‘Are my stockings soft against your face?’

‘Yes.’

‘Soft and warm?’

Yes,’

‘Then what do you say?’ she taunted him.

‘Thank-you, Madam,’ he mumbled, hugely grateful to be allowed to kiss her in such a way.

‘I like to put you on your knees, you kiss me so nicely,’ she said, giving his leash another tug, ‘You may go a little higher.’

‘I love this,’ she said through laughter as his head pushed deeper under her skirt. ‘It makes me feel like a queen on her throne. That’s it, kiss the tops of my stockings. Lick them if you want.’

She laughed to feel him kiss and lick the tops of her stockings, and her laughter grew louder when he suddenly stopped and remained as still as a statue.

‘What’s the matter, Philip, is something the matter?’ she said, knowing exactly what the matter was.

Philip remained utterly still, hope soaring in his heart as he struggled to identify the little bump his lips and tongue had discovered under the stocking-top of her right thigh.

‘You’ve found something, haven’t you?’ Laura said, luxuriating in the power she held over her naked husband. ‘I wonder what it can be? Perhaps if I lift my skirt a little higher you’ll be able to see.’

Slowly, tauntingly, she raised the hem of her skirt past the tops of her stockings.

‘There, my love, can you see now?’

Beyond speech, Philip gazed in wonder at the little key visible through the smoky gauze of her stocking-top.

‘Yes, you can see, can’t you?’ she said, an edge of derision in her voice that deepened his arousal. ‘And you know what it is, don’t you?’

Still unable yo speak, Philip nodded his head.

‘That’s right, it’s the key to your little cage. And if you continue to kiss me nicely, I may decide to unlock you and let you make your little mess. How would that be, Philip? Would it make you happy?’

‘Yes, Madam, he managed to say, his voice hoarse with desire.

‘On you go then, kiss the key to your happiness.’

Immediately Philip lavished adoring little kisses on the key through the soft nylon of her stocking.

‘Such lovely kisses,’ she praised him. ‘You may kiss my panties now, but gentle kisses or I won’t unlock you.’

If his hands had been free Philip might have torn down her panties and feasted on her nakedness but he had to make do with kissing the front of her panties as softly and devoutly as a worshipper at the feet of his Goddess. Much as he longed for her, and resented her cruelty, it thrilled him to feel her tremble and sigh with pleasure.

‘You want me to unlock you, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he gasped as he worshipped her.

‘If I do unlock you, I won’t let you fuck me. That’s only for John now, you know that.’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Then say it?’

‘That’s only for John.’

‘Fucking me would be too great an honour for a lowly slave. Say it.’

‘Fucking you would be too great an honour for a lowly slave,‘ he repeated between kisses, beginning to taste and smell her wetness through her flimsy panties.

‘If I unlock you it will only be to let you make your little mess and then I’ll lock you up again,’ she said, her arousal growing urgent. ‘That feels lovely, Philip, keep kissing my panties.’

Needing no second invitation, Philip pressed his mouth and tongue against her panties and pushed the silky material into her lovely, wet cunt.

‘Oh, you’re getting greedy now,’ Laura said, pushing his head away, and pulling her skirt and lacy slip more modestly down to mid-thigh. It excited her more to deny him than feed her own arousal, and yet she felt he deserved some relief. His behaviour in the last week had pleased her greatly, and he’d never once asked to be unlocked. Yes, she would release him, but that didn’t mean she was going to make it easy for him.

‘Well, Philip, I suppose you want me to unlock you?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he groaned, the room spinning around him.

‘Then beg me, and do it nicely, or I won’t give you the key.’

‘Please, Madam, please unlock me.’

‘Oh, come on, Philip,’ she taunted him, giving his leash a tug. ‘You can do better than that.’

‘Please, Madam, I beg you. I can’t stand it any more. Please unlock me.’

‘Very well, then, let me get your key.’

Slowly, Laura slid up the hem of her dress and slip until the tops of her stockings were visible once more. ‘This is such a sexy place to keep your key, don’t you think, Philip, so close to what you most want but what you can’t have?’

Entranced, Philip gazed in wonder as her slender fingers reached under the silky nylon and took out the tiny key.

‘Here it is,’ said Laura, dangling the key in front of his face. ‘So much power in such a tiny object. Kiss it.’

Helpless, Philip kissed the little key.

‘Beg me again.’

‘I beg you, Madam, please unlock me. Please, please, I’ll die if you don’t.’

He was gabbling now, a man on the verge of madness.

‘Then kneel up straight, and let the dog see the rabbit.’

Instantly, Philip knelt up, presenting his cage to his smiling Mistress.

‘Come closer,’ she commanded, giving his leash another tug.

Without hesitation, Philip shuffled forward on his knees so that it was easy for her to reach out and fondle his balls and his cage

‘Your poor little cock,’ she taunted, caressing him through the bars of the cage. ‘Look at it, trying so hard to escape from its prison. But it can’t escape, can it, not unless I set it free? Maybe I’ll change my mind and keep you locked. That would be very wicked of me, wouldn’t it? To get your hopes up and then to dash them. It makes me want to come just thinking about it.’

‘Please, I beg you.’

‘I know you do, but I love it when you beg.’

‘Oh, God … God …’

‘But I’m going to be kind and show you a little mercy,’ she said, fitting the key in the lock but not turning it. ‘But you mustn’t think I’ll always be so kind. I want you to grow used to your cage, I want you to welcome it as a mark of my ownership. I want you to never want me to take it off. Do you think you can do that for me, my love?’

‘Yes, yes!’ Philip gasped, happy to sell his soul to be free of the cage.

‘Then, here you are,’ she said, turning the key and removing the padlock that held his cage to the ball-ring. ‘You’re free.’

But Philip wasn’t free. His straining cock, wedged so firmly against the steel bars, remained imprisoned.

‘What’s the matter, Philip?’ Laura teased him. ‘Aren’t you going to take it off?’

A soul in torment, Philip groaned and writhed in an effort to shake the cage loose but it did him no good.

‘But of course, you can’t take it off, can you, not with your hands tIed behind your back? Well, Philip, this is quite a mess you’ve got yourself into. Whatever are you going to do about it?’

‘Please …’ Philip pleaded, his eyes mad and staring.

‘If you’re just going to kneel there like that, perhaps I should lock you back up and be done with it.’

‘No, please no!’ he cried out, tormented beyond endurance.

‘Oh, so you expect me to do it for you, do you? Honestly, Philip, can’t you do anything for yourself?’ she mocked him, but she took hold of his cage and, twisting it from side to side, she managed to pull it free, laughing when his cock immediately sprang erect, waving in the air like a flag-pole and slapping against his flat stomach.

‘Oh, my, someone’s happy to see me,’ Laura said through laughter, both amused and aroused by his excitement.

Tugging at his cuffs with all his strength, Philip could not free his hands, and he gazed at his wife in helpless supplication.

‘I’m not going to do everything for you,’ she told him, sitting back and sipping her wine. ‘But this might help,’ she said, tugging on his leash and stretching out a foot, hefting his balls with the tip of her high-heeled shoe.

Overcome with lust, Philip’s head fell forwards into her lap, and his rearing cock pressed up against her stockinged leg.

‘Oh, so that’s how you’re going to do it?’ she queried, her voice laced with derision. ‘You’re going to hump my leg like a dog. You’re going to make your mess on my stockings. If you do you’ll have to clean it up with your tongue. It’s not very manly, is it, Philip,’ she added, fascinated by the lowly state she’d reduced him to, ‘humping your wife’s leg like a dog? What would your friends or your family say if they could see you now?’ she said, as he began to thrust helplessly against her leg. ‘They would take a very dim impression of you, I’m sure,’ she taunted, sensing that his climax was close. ‘Still, if this is what you want, don’t let me stop you?’

Lost in lust, Philip moved his cock up and down against his wife’s warm, nylon-clad leg. The sensations, after all the days he’d spent in chastity, were heavenly, but Philip nevertheless remained aware of how foolish he must look, and how far he had fallen.

‘Hurry up,’ Laura said, throwing coals into the furnace of his shame. ‘I’m bored with you, and I haven’t got all day.’

Her cruel worlds thrilled him and sent him hurtling to the very edge of the cliff.

‘Help he,’ he groaned from the depths of his trance, ‘Oh God, help me.’

‘There is no help for you, Philip,’ Laura said in her sultriest voice. ‘Not from God, or from me or from anyone else. This is how you are now, and there’s nothing you can do to stop it. So on you go, do what you have to do.’

Bucking his hips wildly, and pushing his head deep into her fragrant lap, Philip came with explosive force, crying out in joy and shame until finally, an exhausted animal, he lay still and silent save for his heavy, ragged breathing.

‘There, my love,’ Laura said fondly, stroking his head. ‘That’s for you, all for you. But it’s not over yet. There’s something else you have to do, I’m sure you haven’t forgotten.’

Coming slowly to his senses, Philip lifted his head and looked down as the shameful mess he’d made on her stockings, the long streaks of his spent seed.

‘What a messy boy you are,’ said Laura. ‘Well, what are you waiting for?’

Empty now of lust and revolted by the prospect, Philip nevertheless obeyed, gagging several times as he licked his seed from his wife’s stockings.

‘Any release I allow you will come at a price, so let this be a lesson to you. Turn round and I’ll untie you,’ she said once he’d licked up the last of his mess.

His brain swimming, Philip turned to let Laura undo his cuffs.

‘You may go,’ Laura declared haughtily, sipping her wine.

Gazing at her, Philip saw that her skirt was still riding far up her thighs and he could see her stocking-tops and glimpse the little white triangle of her panties between her glorious legs.

‘Take your uniform and your shoes with you, and your cuffs too. And don’t forget these,’ she said, tugging down her stockings and giving them to him. Make sure you wash them thoroughly — by hand. And you may have these too,‘ she added, ‘since you can’t stop looking at them.’

In a single fluid movement she took down her panties and threw them to him, laughing as they landed on his naked shoulder.

‘They’re lovely and wet so I’m sure you’ll have fun with them. And take your cage and padlock. You can stay unlocked tonight, but make sure you’re wearing your cage in the morning when you serve breakfast. I’ll keep the key, you don’t need it to lock the padlock. So off you go to bed. I’m going to call John and tell him about the fun I’ve had with you tonight. I know he’ll love to hear all about it. Goodnight, Philip.’

‘G-goodnight, Madam,’ Philip stammered, weighed down by a crushing sense of loss and shame as he left his wife to make her call to the real man in her life.

OVER THE next week Laura kept the haughty distance from Philip that befits a Mistress with her maid except that from time to time, out of the blue, she would exercise her authority in ways that brought home to her husband the true and extraordinary extent of his enslavement. One evening, as Philip was tidying up in the kitchen, he heard the sound of the servant’s bell from the sitting-room. Hurrying to attend her, he found his Mistress lolling in an armchair reading a book, ‘Girl, Woman, Other’ by Bernadine Evaristo. ‘Put a log in the stove, Pippa,’ she commanded him after he’d curtsied neatly. ‘I’m much too lazy to move.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, loving her lazy, spoiled manner.

‘Try to bend with your knees,’ she said as he bent down by the stove. ‘It will be much prettier if you do. When you bend from the waist like that I can see up your dress. You may like to look up my skirt but I have no interest in seeing up yours.’

‘Yes, Madam, I’m sorry, Madam,’ he mumbled weakly as he put a log into the stove and closed its iron door.

‘Never mind, Pippa. You’re coming along very well and I’m happy with your progress. One week-end quite soon when John’s home we’re going to have a dinner-party and you will be the maid. If you pass the test then John will be happy to keep you on as our maid. Won’t that be wonderful?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied helplessly, dreading and yet longing for his position as the maid at Carlyn Cottage to be made permanent.

‘You must pass the test, Pippa. I don’t know what I’d do without you. You’re a treasure, really you are.’

‘Thank-you, Madam,’ he answered, absurdly happy to be praised by his cruel and faithless wife.

‘Before you go,’ she said, rising from her chair, ‘I have one more duty for you to perform.’

Lifting her beautifully cut tweed pencil-skirt with a rustling sound she knew would beguile her husband’s senses, she took down her panties and hose, and said, ‘I can’t be bothered going to the bathroom but then why should I when I’ve got you?’

Kneeling between her incomparable legs Philip drank down her warm, yeasty wine. He knew it was a filthy and demeaning act and yet he experienced it as the greatest of honours, and his submissive pleasure knew no bounds.

Drinking every last drop, he cleaned her softly and reverently with his tongue in the way he’d learned she liked.

‘You may go now,’ Laura said, regarding her husband with contempt as she pulled up her underwear and pulled her skirt and slip primly into place before picking up her book and sitting down and getting back to her reading. ‘I’m done with you for the night.’

Cherie’s hairdressing salon offered late-evening appointments on Thursdays and Fridays and, on Thursday evening, Laura drove Philip, dressed in his blue pleated day-dress, into the town-centre, coming to a stop outside the salon.

‘Please, do I have to do this?’ Philip asked his smiling wife.

‘What do you think?’

‘It’s too much, really it is,’ he pleaded.

‘That’s for me to judge, you know that perfectly well,’ Laura said, reaching across her trembling husband and opening the passenger door.

‘Please, I’m begging you,’ he beseeched her, looking at her with pain-filled eyes.

‘Don’t be silly, Philip,’ she said, aroused by his panic. ‘You know begging never does you any good. Your appointment’s with Marcie, the same girl who pierced your ears. I’ve told her what to do. Now off you go. I’m going round to Lyn’s. Text me when you’re done and I’ll come and pick you up.’

Marcie was very welcoming and spoke kindly to him as she showed him to his chair. ‘Your wife has told me what she wants so you don’t have to worry about a thing. Just try to relax and enjoy yourself.’

Philip couldn’t imagine ever relaxing again in the rest of his life, and yet the spray of warm water as she gently shampooed and then put colour through his hair soothed him a little, and eased his panic and shame.

’It’s only some auburn streaks,’ Marcie said, trimming his hair to shoulder length while it was wet before drying it and setting it in a centre parting.

‘There, now, what do you think?’ Marcie said, smiling at him in the mirror once she had finished.

His heart racing, Philip stared at his reflection, distressed to discover that he liked what he saw. The streaks of auburn brought life and colour to his hair, Marcie’s careful blow-drying had added body and shine, and he liked the way his hair hung loose to his shoulders.

‘It’s very nice, thank you,’ Philip said to the pretty hairdresser.

‘I think so too,’ Marcie said, pleased with her work. ‘The streaks suit you and wearing it loose like that suits the shape of your face. Of course, you can wear it in a pony-tail whenever you like, but don’t forget you can also wear it like this. I only hope your wife likes it too,’ she added with a knowing smile. ‘I have a feeling her opinion is the important one here.’

Once he’d paid, Philip texted Laura that his appointment was over, receiving a reply that read, ‘Still chatting with Lyn.’ Philip sat in a chair by the window waiting anxiously for his wife to pick him up but she didn’t arrive for over an hour, and when he got into the passenger seat, she smiled at him mischievously and said, ‘You look very sweet, Pippa. You’re going to be the prettiest maid the world has ever seen.’

John arrived unexpectedly on Friday night and went straight up to bed with Laura, leaving a bag of his dirty laundry for Philip to deal with. Philip waited in attendance until midnight but they didn’t emerge from the bedroom, and he went to his bed feeling very abandoned and alone. On Saturday morning Laura introduced John to a group of four women from The Riding for the Disabled charity who had come to look at the stables at Carlyn Cottage to see if they might be suitable for their purposes, and if they could come to an agreement with John about leasing them. After John and Laura had shown the four women round the stables, they came back to the house to be served coffee and biscuits by Philip who, much to Laura’s delight, served the guests neatly and well without receiving a single second glance.

Overhearing some of their conversation as he served coffee, Philip learned that the representatives of the charity loved the stables, and they couldn’t believe their good fortune when John offered them a lease to stable ten horses for the peppercorn rent of £20.00 per annum.

‘I’d much rather the stables were used than lie empty,’ he told them, ‘and my late uncle would be delighted to see them full again. You can use all the tracks through the woods, and across the fields, and along by the river for your treks and outings. All I ask is that you pay for the electric power — that won’t be difficult as the stables have their own separate meter — and that you let Laura and I have the use of two of your horses if we ever want to go for a ride. I’ve always wanted to keep a horse but I’d never have the time to look after it so this would be a perfect solution for me, and for Laura too, who I know used to go riding as a young woman.’

The representatives were overjoyed with the deal and Laura promised to have the lease drawn up early in the following week. Philip despaired at this development as it made it more likely John wouldn’t sell Carlyn Cottage, and Laura would continue to live with her lover in the large country-house. His hopes that John would go and live in London and so allow him more of a chance to win back Laura as his wife were growing fainter with every passing day.

But what could he do or say?

He could hardly object.

He was only the maid.

Once the four ladies had left, flushed and delighted by the wonderful new stables for their charity, Philip looked on as John embraced Laura, saying, ‘You marvellous woman, I couldn’t be happier. You bring everything to life.’

‘I do my best,’ Laura replied, thrilled by his happiness. ‘And did you notice how none of them gave Pippa a second look. They accepted him completely as a housemaid.’

‘I did notice,‘ said John, smiling at Philip, and saying to him, ‘Well, Philip, it’s looking more and more like you’re going to live full-time as our maid. Laura and I are going to invite family and friends for a dinner party sometime in the next few weeks, if I can ever settle on a date to be home. If that goes well, and no-one asks awkward questions about you, then the matter will be settled as far as I’m concerned. And by the way, I think your new hair-style is very fetching.’

‘Th-thank-you, sir,’ Philip stammered, blushing a deep red and dropping a curtsey that made his superiors laugh at his helpless anxiety.

‘Laura and I are going upstairs for a lie-down,’ John said. ‘Have lunch ready in an hour.’

After lunch Laura and John went for a drive without telling Philip where they were going. In their absence, continually tormented by the grip of his cage under his maid’s uniform, Philip kept himself busy with housework. It was a large house and there was always something needing done but he didn’t mind the work as it helped keep his mind off his preposterous enslavement and the twisted pleasure it gave him but, when Laura and John returned, his wife added a new layer to his submission.

Taking her husband aside, Laura said, ’John and I have been showing people round the house in town. There’s plenty of interest. I’m not going to sell it just yet, but I’ve had a generous offer to rent it fully furnished for £1600 a month which I’m going to accept on Monday. I’m not asking your permission, of course I’m not, I’m just letting you know. You don’t need to worry your pretty little head about money matters any more. I’ll take care of all that.’

Hearing this news caused Philip to experience a sickly arousal deep in his gut. The house was half his — losing it would take away another bastion of his old life leaving him nowhere to go if he were to escape his enslavement at Carlyn Cottage — and, more than that, Laura had absolutely no right to rent it out without his permission, and yet he offered not a word of complaint for it aroused him hugely to be passed-over and ignored like this, and he could tell by the knowing gleam of amusement in his wife’s eyes that she knew how much it aroused him.

She knew him too well, and he had no defence against her.

And that wasn’t the last of the humiliations his wife inflicted upon him that day. Around nine in the evening the hand-bell sounded from the sitting-room and, hurrying to answer its ring, Philip found Laura and her lover sitting close together on the large settee. John’s shirt was open to his waist, and the buttons on Laura’s blouse were undone, revealing her pretty lace bra. As well as that, Laura’s skirt was rucked up to her waist so that her panties could be glimpsed under the silky gauze of her hose. Mischief and cruelty danced in their eyes as Laura said, ‘Now, Philip, there’s something I’ve neglected to do. John hasn’t seen your lovely cage yet and it’s time to put that right. So, I want you to lift up your frock and apron and take down your panties and hose, and let John see what I’ve done to you.’

When Philip blanched and trembled and did not immediately comply, Laura said in a much sterner tone, ‘I’m warning you, Philip, don’t keep me waiting, or it will be the worse for you.’

Slowly, like a condemned man, Philip raised his dress and apron, and took down his panties and hose until he stood utterly exposed before his wife as their caged and shackled servant.

The air seemed to move in the room and long moments passed before anyone spoke.

‘So you’ve really done it?’ said John finally, regarding his defeated rival with scorn and a degree of pity. He’d never considered himself a cruel man but now he wasn’t so sure. It gave him a primitive thrill to dominate and defeat his rival like this, and sharing the thrill of it with Laura brought a deliciously decadent and transgressive passion to their relationship. The power they wielded over Philip was always in the air between them so that sex never became dull or routine.

‘I certainly have,’ Laura replied, ‘and the girl in the shop couldn’t have been more helpful. What do you think?’

‘Rather him than me.’

‘You would never let a woman do that to you.’

‘It’s very small,’ John commented, continuing to stare at Philip with derision.

‘He was never very big in the first place,’ said Laura, amused and aroused to see Philip wince at her comment. ‘The girl in the shop measured him very carefully, and made sure it’s exactly the right size for him.’

‘Still, it looks very tight.’

‘She told me it’s safer that way.’

‘He can’t get hard, can he?’

‘He can’t, the poor dear.’

‘And he can’t take it off?’

‘Not without the key, and I keep that hidden where he’ll never find it.’

‘Have you let him out?’

‘Only that one time I told you about?’

‘How often will you unlock him?’

‘I haven’t decided, maybe never.’

‘Never’s a long time,’ said John with a sharp intake of breath. He found the idea of being locked like Philip truly terrifying. He would have fought to the death to prevent it happening to him.

‘It is, but it’s sexy to think about.’

‘To have him want you and never be able to have you?’ said John, his hand sliding under Laura’s skirt and cupping her though her panties and hose so that she groaned, and opened her legs a little wider to him.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘As long as I have you.’

‘You like being cruel to him?’

‘I do, and so do you.’

‘I can’t deny it,’ said John.’You won’t stop, will you?’

‘Being cruel to him?

‘Yes.’

‘Never. It’s part of who I am now.’

‘That’s good. I want you to be mine, Laura, no-one else’s.’

‘I am yours,’ she gasped, pulling him into a deep kiss.

Utterly crushed and shamed, Philip went to pull up his underwear, but his wife instantly admonished him.

‘Nobody said you could move,’ she snapped at her husband. ‘You’ll stay exactly as you are until I say otherwise.’

Forced to stand with his dress raised so that his cock cage was in full view, Philip had no choice but to watch his wife and lover disport themselves on the huge settee. Aroused by having him as their helpless witness, Laura soon sat astride John and took his big cock deep inside her, feeding her lovely full breasts into his mouth and riding him with a hunger that brought them quickly to shattering climaxes.

Deeply wounded yet shamefully aroused by his wife’s faithlessness, Philip obeyed immediately when she ordered him to clean them in the way he’d now done several times before. ‘This is who you are now,’ Laura said gently, running her fingers through his hair as he kissed and licked his rival’s cock, so manly and free compared to his caged manhood. ‘Accept it, Philip, for I’ll never set you free. You’re mine now, for ever and ever.’

On the afternoon of the next day Laura took her dominance of Philip to an even greater level. Driven mad by the cage, Philip had been less than focused on his housework and his manner had been at times both surly and self-pitying. Finally, unable to stay silent any more, he approached his wife who was reading her book by a window in the sitting-room while John worked in his study, and said, after a neat curtsey, ’Please, Madam, may I speak to you?’

‘If you make it quick,’ Laura said impatiently. She’d grown irritated with Philip’s less than perfect attitude that day, and she had little desire to hear what he had to say.

‘I w-wanted to ask …’ he stammered, intimidated by her sharp manner. ‘I wanted to ask if you would please consider unlocking me.’

‘I’ve considered it and decided against it.’

‘Please, Madam …’

‘What have I told you about asking to be unlocked?’ she interrupted him coldly.

‘Yes, I know. Please forgive me, but it’s driving me mad. Please, listen. I can’t think straight, I barely know what day it is.’

‘That’s your problem, not mine,’ Laura said, going back to her book.

‘Please,’ he beseeched her. ‘I can’t go on like this. I need your help. I know not to ask, but I don’t know what else to do.’

‘You can keep quiet, that’s what you can do.’

‘Please, Madam,’ he half-sobbed. ‘Who else can I talk to? If you won’t help me, who will?’

‘You can help yourself by keeping quiet,’ she answered, her irritation growing stronger. She’d been enjoying her book, and she resented his interruption.

‘I can’t keep quiet,’ he pleaded. ‘Not any more.’

‘You’re asking me for help after all I’ve done for you? After I’ve given you all you could possibly want?’

‘I’m sorry, Madam, but yes, I am.’

‘Then wait here,’ she said, snapping her book shut and leaping to her feet before striding purposefully from the room.

Philip waited in a daze of hope, listening to Laura go into John’s study and close the door behind her. It was a few minutes before he heard the door to the study open and Laura and John come into the hall, talking and laughing together. He couldn’t make out their words but the sound of their laughter worried him. He’d learned that when they laughed together like that it didn’t bode well for him, and he began to dread Laura’s return. He trembled at the brisk clip of her heels on the hall tiles as she drew close and, when she came back into the room, his dread deepened at the sight of the wide smile on her lovely face.

‘Good news, Pippa,’ said Laura. ‘John and I have decided to help you with your little problem. I can only imagine what a terrible torture it must be for you to be locked up and not be able to touch yourself and make your little mess, and so we’re going to do something about that. We do care about you, and want the best for you, my dear, I hope you know that.’

Philip sensed slyness and treachery in her manner and his suspicions grew stronger when John came into the room — carrying his riding-crop.

‘Well, Philip,’ John said with easy authority, ‘Laura tells me you’ve been pestering her about your cage. You know that’s not allowed, but we’ve decided a few strokes of the crop will help you deal with the situation. If that sounds cruel, it’s only to be kind. The pain of your whipping will take your mind off your cage. And besides, you’re due a punishment, as I’m sure you remember, so this will kill two birds with one stone.’

‘Please, no,’ Philip gasped, horrified at this development. In truth he’d forgotten all about his promised punishment for running away to London and for throwing the ladies’ watch Laura had bought for him into the Thames, and he was astonished that they planned to inflict it on him now when he felt so needy and vulnerable.

‘Lift up your frock and take down your underwear,’ said John, propelling the leather ottoman stool with a kick into the middle of the room.

‘Please, I won’t ask again,’ Philip pleaded, his voice weak with dread.

‘It’s too late for that,’ said Laura, her eyes gleaming with a fire he’d learned to fear. ‘You’ve brought this on yourself. Do what John tells you.’

‘Please, this isn’t fair,’ her husband continued to plead.

‘Don’t be silly,’ Laura replied, pleased to see that Philip was trembling. She agreed with him that it was unfair, monstrously unfair, but the injustice aroused her, and it thrilled her to overrule him. Truly, she’d become a cruel woman, or at least a woman who found sexual pleasure in cruelty, and she no longer tried to deny it. ’John and I will decide what’s fair,’ she said. ‘Now get down on your knees and lie across the stool. I won’t tell you again.’

Entranced, Philip lifted up his frock and slip in a flurry of lace and took down his panties and hose before kneeling on the carpet and lying across the leather stool. Laura and John smiled at each other, enjoying the sight of their slave’s bare bottom with the silver ring encircling his cock and balls, and the steel cage holding his cock at its smallest size.

‘How many should I give him?’ he heard John ask Laura. ‘Six is traditional, I believe.’

‘Six of the best?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m not sure,’ Laura replied, strolling in front of her husband so that he could see her high-heeled shoes and stockinged legs, and smell her perfume. ‘I was thinking more in the region of twelve.’

‘I won’t spare him, you know,’ said John.

‘I don’t want you to,’ Laura said to her husband’s despair. ‘Besides, he should have known better than to ask to be unlocked, and it was very bad of him to run away to London like that. He won’t learn if we spare him. He needs to be taught a lesson he’ll never forget.’

‘Very well, then, twelve it is,’ said John, rolling up his sleeve and whipping the crop through the air to hear its deadly hissing sound.

‘Many, I’m sure, would call this unnatural, perhaps even evil,’ said Laura, smiling down at her kneeling husband, ’but I’ve come to find it quite natural. In fact, now we’ve found our way to this, I can’t imagine living any other way.’

‘Should I begin?’ said John.

‘Please do,’ said Laura, experiencing an exquisite thrill of dominant arousal.

The twelve lacerating blows from John’s crop drove Philip beyond pain to a plain of suffering so great he feared he might die of it. He writhed and pleaded and sobbed but still the blows rained down with merciless power. The twelve brutally hard strokes felt like a hundred and, when they stopped, Philip lay broken and trembling across the stool. At first all he could hear were his own moans of shock and pain but then, as his breathing steadied, he heard another sound that cut into his mind as deep as John’s blows had cut into his flesh — the sound of his wife making love with the man who had whipped him.

Lifting his head, he saw them on the long settee, Laura on her hands and knees with her skirt rucked up and her panties at her knees with John taking her roughly from behind, his large hands fondling her breasts as he pounded into her. Tormented by the sight, and despite all his agony and shame, Philip took a degree of pride in their animal passion. It had been the joy they took in whipping him that had woken this fire in them and so, absurdly perhaps, he felt himself to be a partner in this devil’s dance. Finally, when they came together with loud cries of joy, their heads lifted like wolves howling at the moon, Philip felt he had witnessed something entirely natural, almost blessed and, beneath his agony, he saw their union as the life-force in action.

And what chance did he stand against the brute force of Nature?

In the week following his whipping, Laura, as if to bring some balance to life at Carlyn Cottage, behaved much more kindly towards Philip. With John returned to work in London, she often spoke to her attentive maid affectionately as her companion not her slave, twice allowing Philip to eat at table with her and share a bottle of wine while they watched television together. Philip loved these intimate times with his wife, and he bathed her and laid out her clothes and underwear for her with a heart overflowing with love and devotion. Alone at night in his little apartment he continued to suffer agonies of frustration from the confinement of his cage and yet, hour by hour, day by day, he came almost to enjoy his chastity, and he sensed that being locked in the cage was waking a more binding submission deep within him. As he longed endlessly for release, and for sex with his lovely wife, he found that the longing itself brought him a sweet erotic pleasure, a pleasure that thrummed inside him every second of the day. And so, instead of hating and resenting his cage, he would often hold it, and touch himself through the steel bars, giving welcome to the surge of hopeless arousal that flowed through him. By some dark magic, the experience of loss and denial was taking on an erotic power greater even than sex. This was a prison, Philip was slowly realising, with walls and chains stronger than he had ever known.

But for all her kindness, Laura never forgot the importance of play, and of keeping her husband firmly under her heel. On Thursday morning before she left for work, and while Philip was still kneeling at her feet after speaking his vow of service, she smiled down at him as she did up her coat buttons, and said, ‘Good news, my love. I’m going to unlock you tonight after my evening meal. I want you to think about that all day while you go about your work. Will you do that for me?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied adoringly, kissing the tips of her high-heeled shoes.

‘That’s good,’ she said as she passed through the front-door, ‘I like to give you something to look forward to. It makes me feel I’m looking after you as a Mistress should.’

For Philip, longing for release, the day seemed to last forever. And the day was made stranger by it being the one day a month when a team of six gardeners, paid for by John, descended on the grounds and pathways with mowers, shears, wheelbarrows, rakes and spades. This was John’s way of maintaining the estate, and the team did an excellent job, making sure the grounds were as lovely as the house. The workers never came to the house — they had no need to — but nevertheless, dressed in his maid’s frock and apron, Philip kept away from the doors and windows. It intimidated him to be surrounded by so many strong and masculine men carrying out their manly work, and their vigour, and the distant sound of their deep voices as they laughed and talked, and sometimes sang, reminded him painfully of his lost manhood.

On her return from work, Laura couldn’t help but comment on the grounds once Laura had curtsied to her, spoken his oath and taken her coat and bag.

‘How beautiful the grounds are, Pippa. It’s a joy to drive up through the avenue of trees and see everything so lush and cared-for. It’s a little corner of heaven. What a lovely home I’ve found for us, don’t you agree?’ she asked, her eyes flashing with mischief.

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied helplessly.

‘So what do you say?’

‘Th-thank-you, Madam,’ he stammered.

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said through laughter. ‘And I trust you’re also grateful to John.’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he said, stung by the mention of her wealthy, handsome lover.

‘Good, that’s as it should be,’ she said. ‘Much as I love having you as my servant, your presence here is entirely at his discretion.’

She knew this wasn’t true, and that her wishes carried huge weight with John, but she liked to torment Philip, and remind him of his lowly status and fragile position.

‘If you let your standards slip he could send you away at the drop of a hat,’ she continued, aroused by her role-playing.‘You do know that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘And you won’t forget it?’

‘No, Madam.’

‘See that you don’t. Now, I’m going to make some calls and send some emails. John should be home next week-end so that’s when we’ll have the dinner-party we mentioned. On the Saturday evening, and I expect you to plan a menu for my consideration. Off you go then, I’d like to eat in an hour.’

He served her freshly made tomato and basil soup, followed by grilled trout and new potatoes with green beans and a side-salad, and with a pear tart and thick Devon cream as dessert, the meal accompanied by a chilled Riesling for wine.

After she’d eaten every last scrap, Laura sat back contentedly, saying, ‘That was truly delicious, Philip. How is it possible that a man can treat a woman so well when she treats him with such cruelty? I don’t suppose we’ll ever know the answer to that, except that it’s how we are now, and we seem to have little choice but to go along with it. Have you been looking forward all day to being unlocked?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, hating the tremble in his voice.

‘I’m sure you have. I’m going to take a snooze on the settee after that lovely meal you cooked for me. It’s been a long and difficult day at work. Sometimes I envy your simple life as a maid where all the important decisions are taken for you, and all you have to worry about is your housework and the comfort and pleasure of your Mistress. Give me half an hour and then come through to the sitting-room,’ she instructed him, rising from the table, and leaving the room. ‘Oh, and Philip?’ she added as an afterthought, ‘bring your collar and cuffs, and your gag too.’

Exactly half an hour later Philip came into the sitting-room carrying his cuffs, collar and gag only to find his wife still asleep on the settee. She always looked younger when she slept, and his heart went out to her as the kind and loving woman he’d married. And yet he wanted her to wake and take control of him in the way he’d come to crave. He wanted the devil in her not the angel, and he longed for her to be cruel to him. But he didn’t wake her. He stood gazing down at her sleeping beauty for another twenty minutes before she woke and stretched lazily, smiling up at her befrocked husband.

‘How long have I been asleep?’

‘Nearly an hour.’

‘You should have woken me.’

‘I didn’t want to.’

‘You were watching me sleep, weren’t you?’

‘I love to look at you.’

‘That would be creepy if it wasn’t so sweet.’

‘You’re beautiful, Madam, more beautiful than I can say.’

‘It’s kind of you to say so, but it’s time for you to put on your collar. Go on, I like to see you put it on.’

Obediently, Philip fastened the collar around his neck and attached the leash to its ring.

‘It’s lovely how obedient you’ve become,’ said Laura, both moved and aroused by his compliance. ‘Now turn around,’ she added, standing from the settee. ‘I’m going to cuff your hands behind your back. It’s sexy to know I can do what I like to you and you can’t do a thing about it.’

Once she’d fitted the cuffs she took up his rubber pony mouth-bit, liking the weight of it in her hand. ‘There’s no reason why I should gag you but I’m going to do it anyway. Besides, you like it when I do, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he mumbled, ashamed of himself yet aroused by the shame.

‘It makes you feel even more helpless?’

‘Yes, Madam.’

‘Then here we go,’ she said, her eyes flashing with amusement as she pushed the gag into his mouth and fastened its strap tightly at the back of his head. ‘This way,’ she commanded, leading him by his leash into the hallway. ‘I always like to leave you in the hallway. It’s become one of my favourite things. For all you know I’ve invited people around and they’ll see you as soon as they come into the house.’

Laura hadn’t invited anyone but she knew how much the prospect of being seen tied in his uniform terrified her helpless husband. And more and more she liked to tease and terrify him. It gave her a glorious feeling of power and mischief.

Tying his leash to the bannister, she hoisted up his skirt, slip and apron, saying, ‘I wonder what we have here.’ Taking down his panties and hose she couldn’t help laughing with delight at the sight of his caged cock. ‘What a cruel wife you have,’ she said. ‘Look at your poor little pee-pee locked away and useless like that. But I don’t feel guilty or selfish any more, Philip. Those days are long gone. I know you want this even more than I do, and that treating you like this is a form of love. Most people wouldn’t see it like that, but we know different, and the rest of the world can take a running-jump for all I care. But I promised I’d unlock you,’ she continued, lifting her skirt to show the little key on her thigh beneath the nylon of her hose, ‘and that’s what I’m going to do.’

Taking the key, she dangled it in front of his eyes while she caressed his swollen cock through the bars of his cage, saying, ‘Soon you’ll be free and your little cock will be able to get as hard as it likes. Isn’t that a lovely thought?’

Moaning in desire, he thrust against her hand, desperate for release.

‘Maybe I should break my promise and keep you locked,’ she said, laughing when he gave a loud grunt of distress and shook his head violently while thrusting even harder against her hand.

It’s such a tempting thought,’ she said, ‘but a promise is a promise, I suppose.’ Fitting the key into the lock she looked him straight in the eye and turned the key, but the cage didn’t come off easily. Held in place by his swollen cock, Laura had to twist it several times against his engorged flesh before she could pull it off, laughing at the way his cock sprang instantly and fiercely erect.

‘Oh, my,’ Laura said through laughter, putting the cage and padlock on the stairs and caressing his naked cock, ‘how happy you are to be free.’

Increasing the speed of her strokes, she felt him tense and quiver and she knew he was already on the brink of orgasm.

‘You like that, don’t you?’ she murmured seductively. ‘I could make you come right now, or I could leave you for a while to enjoy being free. Both hold an appeal, I have to say. I wonder what I’m going to decide.’

Feeling his cock leap in her hand, she let go of it, smiling to see it continue to leap in mid air as if beseeching her to take hold of it again.

‘I’m going to leave you to enjoy your freedom a while longer,’ she declared, rolling up his dress and slip and tucking them under his apron so that his naked cock remained in full, shaming view. ‘I have some calls to make and a programme I want to watch on television,’ she said, walking away to the sitting-room, ‘but I won’t forget about you, I promise.’

Over the next two hours Laura left the sitting-room and passed by Philip three times, once going to the kitchen to fetch a bottle of wine, secondly, walking up in down in front of her bound husband, sipping wine and talking to her lover on her phone — something she knew tormented him more than anything else, and the third time to go to the bathroom. She never spoke to him but each time she passed him by she caressed his helpless cock with a maddeningly light and feathery touch, delighted to feel it leap and pulse with desperate need.

Philip moaned with hope and desire when he heard the television being switched off. Surely she would untie him now, and allow him the orgasm he craved, and his hopes grew stronger when she came from the sitting-room and walked slowly towards him before kissing him on the cheek and whispering in his ear, ‘I’m going to take out your gag now. You know what I expect you to say when I do, don’t you, my love? After all, we’ve done this often enough before.’

She smiled at his wildly staring eyes and eager nod as she undid his gag and pulled it from his mouth.

‘Well, what do you have to say to me?’ Laura said, her lovely eyes sparkling with knowing amusement. God, she loved these games, she reflected with pleasure. They brought such fun and mischief to her life.

‘I will serve you always, Madam Laura,’ Philip said in a voice full of the deepest devotion. ‘Always and always.’

‘That’s lovely to know,’ Laura replied, ‘but before I untie you I have a question I want to ask you. Are you ready to hear it?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, overwhelmed by her grace and beauty.

‘Very well, then, here it is. While I’ve been watching television and making calls, I’ve wondered at the back of my mind how you feel being kept locked by me. I’m curious to hear if you still hate it or if, like Francesca said, you’ve come to like it better than being free.’

‘I love you, I want you, that’s all I know,’ he gasped, longing to be untied.

‘Yes, that much is quite clear, but I’m going to ask you a question, a very difficult question, and I want you to think carefully before giving me your answer. All right, my dear?’

‘All right,’ he replied, wary now, suspecting a trick.

‘It’s not a trick question,’ she said, reading his mind. ‘What I want to know is simply this — would you rather I untied you so you could make your little mess, or would you prefer me to lock you back up without letting you come, and with no guarantee I’ll unlock you in the foreseeable future.’

‘Oh, God,’ he gasped, tormented by the question.

‘It’s okay, I know it’s a terribly hard choice so please take your time.’

‘I need to come,’ he said, his cock rock hard with desire as a shiver shook his body.

‘I know you do, but I can’t help wondering if you need to be denied too, if you might be in a place now where that might suit you better. I’m only asking, that’s all. If you want to come I’ll untie you and let you, I give you my word. But if you want me to lock you back up I’ll do that too. I admit that would be my preference — it would be such a cruel and sexy thing to do, it makes me wet just thinking about it — but this moment is about what you want, not me. Do you want me to let you come, or do you want me to lock you back up? Can you give me an answer?’ she asked, caressing him with feathery touches of her slender fingers. ‘Mm, can you?’

‘H-how long do you mean by foreseeable?’ he stammered, amazed he was even asking the question.

‘Oh, now, that’s a good question,’ Laura replied, welcoming the wild feeling between her legs that always came from winning out over her husband. ‘Certainly a month and, depending how that goes maybe several more. Three months, six months, who can say?’ she added, thrilled by the look of fear in her husband’s eyes.

‘Six months?’ Philip gasped in shock.

‘I don’t see why not. I may even make it permanent. You seem to have taken to your cage, and I love the feeling it gives me to deny you. But I’m playing it by ear so we’ll just have to wait and see.’

‘Oh, God,’ Philip groaned, terrified and aroused in equal measure. The thought of being permanently locked was insane and diabolically cruel, and yet it struck a chord at his very core, the part of him that had already surrendered to his lovely wife.

‘It’s a terribly hard question,’ said Laura, kissing him warmly so that he smelled her perfume and make-up, and felt her soft hair against his face. ‘So I’ll go and make myself a camomile tea and leave you to think about it. It’s your decision either way,’ she said, the mischief in her eyes making it clear that she’d prefer him to ask to be locked up again.

Helpless and deeply conflicted, Philip watched her walk away slowly across the hall to the kitchen, her hips swaying and her heels making the feminine clip that always captivated him, and made him want to give her his soul. He was still fiercely, painfully erect and he longed for the animal release of orgasm, but the opposing hunger to be locked and denied had taken root in his mind like a contagion.

When Laura returned, walking towards him with the grace of a lioness, Philip shivered in fear and tugged against his bonds but he could not get free.

‘Well, Philip, what’s it to be?’ she said, smiling as she sipped her tea.

‘I d-don’t know,’ he stammered, utterly conflicted.

‘You don’t know?’ she replied, sounding surprised. ‘Oh, I’m sure you do know,’ she said, ‘if you think a little harder, and say what you really want, and not what you think you should say. An orgasm is for now, but the cage is for ever,’ she whispered in his ear, adding to his confusion and to his twisted arousal

‘And how pretty your cock is,’ she said, caressing it so slowly and softly that Philip thought he might go mad. ‘Standing to attention like that for me, like a loyal guardsman on parade before his queen. What a sacrifice it would be for you to ask to be locked without coming, to give up what you most want in service of your cruel wife. It’s too much to ask, I don’t know where I get the nerve.’

‘Oh, God,’ he moaned, the room spinning around him.

‘It’s time. for your answer, dear husband?’ she said, running her fingernails up and down his straining erection.

‘Locked,’ he gasped, his legs shaking as if he might fall to the ground.

‘You want me to lock you back up?’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘Without coming?’

‘Yes,’ he almost shouted in his desperation to have it over and done with. ‘Lock me up, don’t let me come. I’m yours. You own me, you own me!’

‘Even if I never unlock you again?’

‘Yes, do it, I don’t care!’

‘That’s very sweet and noble of you, but what about this?’ she said, laughing as she squeezed his erection.

‘Do what you like, just do it!’ he insisted from a place beyond all sense.

‘Very well, I won’t be long,’ she said, kissing him sweetly, before turning and walking away again across the long hall and into the kitchen, knowing all the time that her husband’s hollow, feverish gaze was following her every step.

In her absence, Philip tried to order his thoughts, but it wasn’t possible. A madness had seized him, and he was helpless in its grip.

In a matter of seconds she came back carrying a small bag, saying, ‘This should do the trick.’ Holding up the bag of ice-cubes, she said, ‘At least it’s not a packet of frozen peas, that would really break the mood.’ Laughing, she placed the bag against his cock and balls, and spoke soothingly as his erection quickly subsided.

‘There you are, dear Philip,’ she whispered, ‘all soft and small again and ready to be locked away for the pleasure of your cruel wife.’

Philip whimpered and looked at his Mistress with fear and adoration in his eyes as she took up the cage and fitted it easily over his cock, and slid the padlock through the dock between ring and cage, but she didn’t click the padlock closed.

Not yet.

‘I’m about to lock it, Philip, are you ready?’

’N-no,’ he replied, a shiver running down his spine.

‘But you want me to lock it all the same?’

‘Yes,’ he answered, sure he had lost his mind.

‘Very well,’ she said, smiling at him with both love and cruelty in her eyes, and in her irresistible smile. ’Dear Philip, your wish is my command.’

The click of the lock echoed in the vast hallway causing both of them to start as if a magical creature had broken into the house and into their lives. Laura gave a gasp of excitement as her husband groaned and buckled at his knees, falling forward into her arms.

‘Oh, God,’ he groaned. ‘Oh, God.’

‘It’s all right,’ she soothed him, ‘I’ve got you,’ but she felt it too — a new erotic connection between them so strong it carried an almost spiritual power. Philip trembled and stared at his lovely wife, feeling the profound change within him as if some engine inside him had finally wound down and ceased to work. By choosing to be locked when he could have chosen to be free, Philip had increased the power of the cage a hundredfold. and he knew he would never be free of his cage or of his wife.

‘It’s happened, hasn’t it?’ Laura said, immensely moved by her husband’s surrender. ‘The moment Francesca spoke of, when you come to prefer being locked to being free?’

‘Yes, I think it has,’ he said in a trembling voice, his eyes misting with tears.

‘But that’s wonderful,’ said Laura. embracing him warmly and speaking softly in his ear. ‘It means you’ve given in to me entirely. You’re my slave now for ever and ever, my dearest husband. Here, let me untie your hands so we can hug each other.’

Once she’d undone his cuffs, Philip threw his arms around her and held her tight as if he’d never let her go.

‘I love you, I love you, I love you,’ he vowed adoringly.

‘I know you do,’ she said, kissing his hair, his cheeks, his eyes, his mouth, ‘and I love you too, maybe not how a wife’s supposed to love her husband, but it’s love all the same, and I’m so grateful to you for giving in to me. You’ve given me a wonderful gift and I’ll always be thankful to you for it even when I’m being cruel to you. Or maybe especially then,’ she added, her laughing eyes also misting with tears.

‘I will love you always, Madam Laura, always and always,’ he said with a devotion greater than he’d ever felt before.

‘You’d better get off to bed, before I start to cry,’ Laura said, loosening his frock and apron so they fell to his knees and covered his caged cock. ‘Something very important’s happened tonight and we both need to sleep. Here, take these,’ she added, reaching under her skirt to take down her panties and hose. ‘I don’t know if these will be a help or a torment to you, but take them to bed with you, and wear them tomorrow under your uniform. And wear them with all my love, will you do that, dear Philip?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ said Philip, accepting the warm bundle of her underwear like a gift from heaven.

‘Then goodnight, my love,’ she said, kissing him again before turning and climbing the stairs.

‘Goodnight, Madam,’ he replied, staring after her glorious form with wonder in his eyes and the deepest love in his heart.

FROM THAT day forth, Philip’s service to Laura, and to her lover when he was at home, took on a new and deeper devotion that thrilled and aroused his wife. No longer resentful of his cage, for all the terrible frustration it still caused him, and driven by an ever-present ache of denial, he now accepted his confinement, and came to welcome it as a vital part of his submission. A haze of contentment settled on his daily life so that he hardly ever saw his maid’s life as something to be fought against or ashamed of, but as an honour and privilege to be welcomed. To Laura’s delight, and despite the shame and pain she still regularly inflicted on him, as much for her pleasure as his, Philip seemed to be genuinely happy in his life at Carlyn Cottage.

Laura would often tease him about this as he went about his work in the house in his neat uniforms and with his ‘little pee-pee,’ as she liked to call it, locked permanently away. ‘I don’t think I’ve seen you happier,’ she’d say as he poured her coffee, or ‘If I didn’t know better, I’d say you look happier than I‘ve ever seen you. We can’t have that,’ she’d add with a mischievous laugh. ‘I’ll need to punish you in a day or so, come up with something to remind you of your place.’

And she would do exactly that. At least once a week, and completely out of the blue, she’d use him as her toilet, mocking him as she peed into his grateful mouth, and saying, ‘Look what I’ve done to you, I’ve turned you into a lady’s toilet. Who knows what else I might do to you?’ And one week-end, when John came home unexpectedly, she amused herself by putting him down, bound and tied in his cot in his little nursery-room as she called it, while she and John made love with both doors open so that he could hear the sounds of their passion.

When John couldn’t come home at a week-end, Laura would often go with Philip to the cinema, but she’d taken to making him wear one of his girdles under his dress when she accompanied him out of the house. She’d laughingly refer to his wearing of the tight girdle over his caged cock as ‘double-trouble’ and take delight in sliding her hand up his dress as they sat in the dark watching the film, and caressing him idly through the reinforced panel of the girdle and the bars of his cage beneath. On their way home, and much to Laura’s amusement, Philip could barely remember anything of the film. His wife’s taunting caresses had transported him to a rapture of submissive delight far beyond the pull of cinematic illusion.

But these torments, cruel as they were, only bound Philip closer to his wife so that he no longer dreamed of freedom and escape from his servitude at Carlyn Cottage. More and more, he wanted to remain there as the housekeeper and maid-servant and, after several weeks spent in a haze of denied arousal, Philip confronted the test of the dinner-party. John, in particular, had to be convinced that he could pass as a maid without causing any awkward questions being asked, and Philip hoped with all his heart that he would pass the test.

The invited guests included Laura’s daughter Susan and her husband Daniel, John’s son Christopher — already a lieutenant in the SAS — and his girlfriend Emily, Lyn and Sarah, the chairperson of the Riding for the Disabled charity with her husband, two of the partners in Laura’s firm with their wives, and Alan and Celia Harkins, old friends of John’s late uncle.

Philip spent most of the day setting the long table in the dining-room, and cooking the meal, a huge roast ham with all the trimmings, and preparing the guest bedrooms — Susan and Daniel and Martin and Emily would be staying the night — and he had little time to worry about his coming trial but, as the afternoon wore on and guests began to arrive, his nerves began to get the better of him. Seeing how pale-faced and anxious he looked, Laura, resplendent in a lovely black cocktail dress, took her husband to one side, and said, ‘Stop worrying. You look perfectly smart in your uniform. No-one will guess you’re a man. I told Susan about you weeks ago and I’ve warned her not to make any comment about your appearance, and Lyn and Sarah have promised to keep your secret. And the food smells lovely and will be delicious, I’m sure. John will carve the roast and all you have to do is put out the dishes of vegetables and potatoes so that people can help themselves, and then clear away the plates when everyone’s finished eating. Bring the dishes from the kitchen on the trolley and do the same with the dessert and cheese. Keep an eye on everyone’s drink and refill their glasses when required and we’ll be having coffee and brandy in the sitting-room before you know it.’

Luckily for Philip the. loud conversation and easy laughter prevented anyone from paying any attention to the quiet serving-maid bringing the food to table, and no-one seemed to notice his shaking hand as he refilled their glasses and kept the wine flowing. All too happy to remain in the background and for Laura to take all the credit for the delicious meal, Philip spent much of his time standing against the wall with his hands clasped neatly in front, adopting the attentive maid posture Laura had shown him. At one point Lyn smiled at him, and Sarah gave him a mischievous wink but, as far as he could tell, none of the guests noticed anything strange about him.

He saw that the young couples, Susan and her husband, and John’s son Christopher and his girlfriend, who Laura had seated next to each other, got on well, and the other guests seemed equally happy and at ease. Once dessert had been enjoyed, Laura caused Philip’s heart to miss a beat when she stood and made a short speech, saying, ‘It’s lovely to welcome you all here tonight. Before we go through to the sitting-room for coffee and brandy, I’d like to say a quick thank-you to our hard-working maid Pippa. Without her help this evening wouldn’t have been possible. To Pippa.’

The guests, all turning to look at Philip, lifted their glasses in a toast and echoed, ‘To Pippa.’

Philip blushed and smiled awkwardly, hating the attention but, to his relief, the attention didn’t last long. He was only the maid, after all, and soon the guests were filing past him to the sitting-room, leaving the long table for him to clear up but, before he could do that, he had to serve coffee in the sitting-room while John poured brandy and more wine for his guests. He then passed around a box of chocolates, each guest muttering, ’I’m so full,’ or ‘I really shouldn’t,’ but every guest taking one all the same, and Lyn whispered to Philip as she took one, ‘Thank-you, Pippa, that was a lovely meal. You’ve done your Mistress proud.’

The elderly Alan and Celia Harkins left at eleven o’clock, and Philip was called from the kitchen to fetch their coats, but the other guests stayed until after one, talking and laughing while Philip tidied up in the kitchen. At one point, Lyn came in to see him, giving him a kiss on the cheek as he washed pots in the sink, and saying, ’My, how busy you are, but you seem happy enough, Philip. Are you happy?’

‘Yes, I think I am,’ he replied, moved by her concern for him.

‘I’m glad to hear it, and you look very nice in your uniform, I have to say. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were a woman.’

‘Thank-you,’ Philip said, lifted by her remark. He wanted to pass as a maidservant now, not only because he no longer thought of himself as a man, but because he wanted to pass the test and be allowed to remain as his wife’s slave at Carlyn Cottage.

‘And I wanted to tell you, I’m meeting David again next week in London, and this time we’re sharing a room in the hotel. He’s applied for a head of department post back here in the High School and, if he gets it, he’ll move back in with me.’

‘That’s wonderful news,’ Philip said, happy for this woman who had always showed him kindness.

‘I still get nervous about seeing him. I worry I won’t be able to take charge of him the way he wants.’

‘Just go slowly one step at a time, and think of yourself and what you want more than him.’

‘That’s hard for a woman to do.’

‘I know, but it’s how this works.’

‘By putting myself first, by being bossy and selfish.’

‘Actually, yes, but it helps if you still care for him.’

‘Oh, I do, very much.’

‘Then you have nothing to worry about.’

‘Thank-you, Philip, you’ve been such a help to me, you’ve no idea. Please know that I will always think of you as my friend and, if you ever need any help, don’t be afraid to ask.’

‘I won’t.’

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

It was well after two by the time the guests had left, and Susan and Daniel, and Christopher and Emily had gone upstairs to bed. Philip had cleared the dining room and cleaned the kitchen and was drinking a glass of water and listening to the dishwasher’s gentle hum when he heard the hand-bell summoning him to the sitting-room.

Entering the sitting-room, he curtsied to his Master and Mistress who were standing by the stove drinking brandy.

‘I know you must be very tired and desperate to get to bed, but I called you through because John has something he wants to say to you. I hope you will take it, as I do, as the very best of news. darling?’ she said, looking up at her tall and handsome lover, prompting him to speak

‘I won’t make a song and dance about it, Pippa. I just wanted to say how pleased I was with your work tonight. As far as I could tell no-one, except for those already in the know, saw you as anything other than a polite and hard-working maid. You were attentive at all times and yet you never drew attention to yourself. And not only that, the meal was delicious and, all in all, and largely thanks to your endeavours, it was a most enjoyable evening. I suppose what I’m really saying is that you’ve passed your test with flying colours, and I will be very happy to keep you on as the maid at Carlyn House, and as Laura’s companion.’

‘Well done, Pippa,’ Laura said, clinking glasses with John, and drinking a toast to her husband.

Philip tried to say thank-you but, absurdly, he was too moved to speak and Laura, seeing the state he was in, came to him and, laughing kindly, threw her arms around her trembling husband, and said, ‘Well done, I couldn’t be more proud of you. You’re going to be very happy, I know you are. The only cloud in my sky is Susan. She’s always been very fond of you. In many ways she sees you as her real father, and she worries I’m being too cruel and disrespectful to you. Christopher and Emily are leaving very early in the morning, but Susan and Daniel won’t be leaving until after lunch. I’d like you to find a chance to speak to Susan and re-assure her that you’re happy in your new life, and that I’m not some kind of she-devil. Can you do that for me, Pippa?’

‘I’ll t-try,’ he stammered weakly, astonished at the number of ways his wife found to demean him, and remind him of his lowly position.

‘I’m sure you’ll manage,’ Laura said, making it clear that she expected Philip to carry out her request. ‘Now, off you go to bed. You’ve had a long day, and Christopher and Emily will expect breakfast at seven o’clock. Good night, Pippa, and once again, well done. I couldn’t be happier.’

‘Goodnight, Madam, goodnight, sir,’ Philip mumbled, dropping a neat curtsey and leaving the room as his wife and her lover embraced and kissed passionately. Everything was theirs and nothing was his, Philip reflected as the crossed the long hallway, except for the dark, unhappy joy that had taken possession of his heart. No-one could take that from him. Whatever had happened to him tonight, he welcomed it as another irrevocable step in his submission to his cruel and lovely wife.

Now fully accepted as Laura’s maid at Carlyn Cottage, a new and darker obsession took root within Philip. In only a few days it grew so strong it left him no choice but to speak to his wife about it. He went to her one evening when she was sitting with her book in the conservatory. ‘Please, Madam,’ he said, may I speak with you?’

‘What is it?’ Laura said, surprised to be asked. It had been a long time since Philip had asked to speak to her about anything. He’d become so quietly and pleasingly obedient, he only spoke when spoken to.

‘It’s about money,’ Philip said, wondering if he had the courage to say what he wanted to say.

‘Money?’ said Laura. ‘What’s the matter, is the monthly household allowance not enough?’

‘It’s not that,’ Philip replied. ‘It’s about my money.’

‘Your money. What about it?’

‘You know I have savings as well as the money from the sale of the family business and my half-share of the house in town.’

‘Yes, I know that. You’re a very wealthy little maid.’

‘That’s the problem. I don’t want to be wealthy. Not any more.’

‘What do you mean?’ Laura said, putting down her book. She had an inkling where this might be going and it intrigued her.

‘A maid shouldn’t have that amount of money,’ Philip said, sure he’d finally lost his mind. ‘I want you to take it from me. It makes me unhappy. Whenever I think of my money I know I’m not really your slave and I think of running away, of not being your slave any more.’

‘I can’t just take your money, it wouldn’t be right.’

‘Then let me give it to me. Draw up the papers so I can transfer everything to you — you’re a solicitor, you know lawyers and accountants who can handle that kind of thing.’

‘You really want me to take everything from you?’

‘Yes, I do,’ he replied, astonished at his request. ‘Knowing I have money is the only thing that stops me feeling like your maid-servant and slave. Knowing I have enough money to make a life elsewhere stops my life here feeling real, and I want it to feel real. I’ve grown used to it, it’s the life I want, and I don’t want it to ever come to an end.’

‘That’s quite a request, Philip. All you would have left would be the monthly allowance John gives you to buy food and household items, and undies for me, of course. It would leave you with nothing of your own, and entirely at my mercy.’

‘I know.’

‘But that’s what you want, isn’t it?’ Laura said, both moved and aroused by the depth of her husband’s submission. ‘To be entirely at my mercy.’

‘Yes, it is,’ he replied. ‘Then I won’t be burdened by thoughts of freedom any more. I’ll know I really am yours to do with as you like.’

‘It’s a very strange and unexpected request, but let me think it over. It’s too important a decision to rush into. I’ll talk to John about it and get back to you in a week or two. And now, I’d like more coffee, please.’

‘Yes, Madam, of course, Madam,’ Philip said, dropping a neat curtsey and hurrying to the kitchen to bring her more coffee.

Laura talked over Philip’s request with John the next time he was home.

‘It makes a kind of sense,’ John said. ‘You can see how helpless it would make him and, as you know, he loves to feel helpless. It’s the engine that drives this whole arrangement.’

‘Even so, to take all his money, even his share of the house in town, it can’t be right. I’m not even sure it would be legal, and it’s not as if we need the money.’

‘If he signs the papers, then it’s legal.’

‘All right, but it still feels like a step too far.’

‘How about this? Do what he asks. Take his money but put it in a trust fund so that it’s there for him if he ever wants it. Or put it to a good cause, like giving it to Susan so that she can buy a new house.’

‘I’ve already said I’ll help her with that.’

‘It’s up to you, but Philip’s very fond of Susan. I’m sure he would be happy to see his money being spent on her.’

It took six weeks to have the papers drawn up and signed, and have all Philip’s assets transferred into Laura’s ownership. On the day when the last document was signed, Laura marked the occasion by stripping Philip naked except for his cock-cage, cuffing his hands behind his back, fitting him with his collar and leash, and leading him out of the house and into the walled garden where she paraded him around as if he was an exotic pet.

In her other hand she brandished the riding crop, whipping it through the air from time to time to hear it’s deadly hiss, a sound that aroused her and reminded her of her sexual power.

‘You’ve done it now, my love,’ she taunted him, giving his leash a tug so that he stumbled forward. ‘You’ve given me your freedom, your cock, and now all your money. I’ve taken everything and left you with nothing. I hope it makes you happy.’

‘I love you, Madam,’ he replied, utterly bewitched.’

‘Yes, I believe you do, but don’t expect me to be grateful,’ Laura said, knowing he needed her to be cruel. ‘If you think I’m going to thank you for giving me everything you own then you’re in for surprise. When you first suggested it, I thought it was too much, and I could never do such a thing but, now that it’s done, I see that it makes perfect sense. A silly little maid doesn’t need money, she needs to have nothing, and be kept in her place. Isn’t that so?’

‘Y-yes, Madam,’ he stammered, loving her with all his heart.

‘And so, instead of thanking you, I’m going to punish you for being so weak and stupid as to give me everything you own. Get down on your knees and lean over the bench.’

Hurrying to obey, Philip knelt and pressed his chest against the stone bench, his naked buttocks at the mercy of his merciless wife, his steel cock-ring and cage glinting in the sun.

‘How helpless you are,’ Laura said, raising the crop high. ‘How weak and stupid and helpless. Every day I give thanks that I’ve found a real man to give me what I want, what I need.’

She whipped him hard, until her arm ached and his tears came thick and fast.

‘There,’ she said after the twentieth stroke, ‘that’s the only thanks you’ll get from me. So what do you say?’

‘Th-thank-you, Madam,’ Philip mumbled through tears. He was in agony, and yet his gratitude was deep and genuine, and his love for her knew no bounds.

‘What a fool you are,’ Laura said, tugging him to his feet and leading him around the garden so she could admire the stripes on his buttocks and the tops of his thighs. ‘I’ve broken the skin in a couple of places,’ she informed him. ‘Be sure to put antiseptic cream on the cuts before you get dressed in your uniform. I’ll expect to eat at seven o’clock.’

But she didn’t feel like untying him yet, and she continued to stroll with him around the lovely walled garden, enjoying the deeply transgressive pleasure it had given her to whip him, and to take everything he possessed. Finally, as she turned back towards the house, a more pressing need took hold of her.

‘Now, Philip, seeing as you’ve given me everything, I do have something to give you in return,’ she said, smiling wickedly as she hoisted up her smart tweed skirt with an enticing rustling sound, and took down her panties and hose.

‘Oh, God,’ Philip mumbled, longing to drink her warm, golden wine.

‘A fair exchange, don’t you think?’ Laura said, laughing as her penniless husband fell to his knees. ‘Drink up or I’ll be cross with you and throw you out onto the street with nothing to your name. What will you do then, my dear love?’ she asked him, ruffling his hair fondly as he drank from her. ‘What will you do then?’

Philip found that his self-inflicted poverty deepened his submission every bit as much as being locked in his cock-cage. The diabolical combination of the two brought him intense pain, withering self-doubt, and horrible, unending anxiety, but they also brought him an all-consuming masochistic delight greater than he’d ever known, or dreamed possible. Was he in heaven or in hell? He had no answer to that question, only that it seemed he was living in both places at once.

Lost in a trance of submission, the weeks and months sped by, and Autumn passed by in a blink. Soon it was December, snow lay on the woods and grounds, and thoughts turned to Christmas. But two important events took place in the week before Laura and Philip put up the tree in the sitting-room window that overlooked the river. First, Laura received a call from John who was away at work, warning her not to worry about any news items that might be broadcast about the security services. He’d warned her about this several times before and nothing had happened, but this time the lead item on the evening news concerned a shoot-out at some farm buildings twelve miles outside Nottingham. A terrorist gang had been traced to the farm, and armed police and intelligence officers had exchanged fire with the terrorists, killing two of the gang and arresting six others. They found a barn full of weapons and bomb-making equipment as well as two stolen trucks for use in drive though attacks on civilians. This time no police officers or intelligence officers were killed or injured and John was jubilant when he called Laura to tell her of the success of the raid, which he had led. ‘We’ve got the leaders,’ he said, sounding happier than Laura had ever heard him. ‘We’ve got the bastards who send young men and women to their deaths while they hide in the shadows.’

Laura was hugely relieved John hadn’t been hurt, but also delighted for him, and immensely proud of his courage and dedication to duty. Philip felt an uncomfortable mix of jealousy and pride. It pained him that his wife’s handsome lover had proved himself a hero yet again, but a part of him rejoiced in his Master’s triumph, and the joy it brought his Mistress.

The second important event took place a few days after the successful raid. John was still away in London when, summoned to the sitting-room by the ring of the servant’s bell, Philip found his wife in an unusually serious mood.

‘There’s something very important I have to tell you,’ Laura said. ‘It won’t be easy for you to hear, so I think you should sit down.’

Experiencing a growing dread — had he done something wrong, or was it his greatest fear, that she was going to divorce him in order to marry John? — Philip sat down on the settee next to his wife. He clasped his hands on his aproned lap to try and stop them from trembling.

‘I need you be brave, Philip, can you be that for me?’

‘I hope so, Madam,’ he answered, his dread turning to fear.

‘I hope so too. So, then, here’s what I have to tell you. Twenty minutes ago I called your mother.’

‘My mother?’ he said, his fear becoming something close to terror.

‘Keep quiet and listen. I’ll tell you when you can speak.’ Giving him a few moments to compose himself, Laura continued, ‘As you well know we always visit your mother and your sisters and their husbands and children at this time of year for a Christmas family celebration and so I couldn’t just let things lie. One way or another I had to talk to her, and bring things out into the open.’

Philip, beside himself with anxiety, began to speak, but Laura silenced him with a stern look. ‘We had a pleasant talk about this and that — unlike you I’ve always got on well with your mother, and your sisters for that matter — but when she asked after you, I told her the truth, or at least a version of the truth.’

Philip groaned in distress, and clasped his hands tighter, bunching his apron into a ball.

‘I told her things had changed in our marriage, that you now lived and dressed as a woman and I had found another man. Of course she was confused and upset, but she calmed down a little when I told her you were still legally my husband and living with me as my companion and housekeeper. I didn’t tell her anything about the sexual side of things but she’s not a fool, I’m sure she’ll work that out for herself. And she wasn’t judgemental, at least not really. Her first thoughts were for your safety and wellbeing, and when I told her you were well and happy, she became rather jolly. She even said that she wasn’t surprised, and that she’d always felt your father had “something of that in him,” whatever that means. She wants to meet the new you but we agreed it might not be wise to pay her our usual Christmas visit. Your sisters’ husbands are much too rugby-and-golf to deal with you in a dress, and your nieces and nephews are far too young to meet their uncle dressed as their aunt. So we’re leaving it for this year.’

So sooner had Philip given a sigh of relief than Laura shattered his peace of mind.

‘So instead of us going to her, I’ve invited her to come here, with your sisters if they can get away. I arranged for them to come this Saturday afternoon. I know that’s short notice, but it’s best to get it over with, and then we can get on with enjoying Christmas. Don’t be angry with me,’ she added when she saw how distressed he was by her news. ‘I know how terrible it will be for you, but they are your family for all their faults, and they had to know sooner or later. It’s too big a secret to keep, and I’m sure you’ll feel better once they’ve seen you as Pippa. I know I’ll feel better. It will be one more hurdle cleared for both of us, and we won’t have to hide any more. Now, I don’t want to hear a word of complaint from you about it,’ she said, patting his nylon-clad knee affectionately. ‘Off you go, I’m sure you’ve got plenty to be getting on with.’

As the day of the visit grew closer, Laura instructed Philip to ‘tone it down a little.’ She didn’t want him to curtsey to her in front of his mother and sisters, or call her Madam or John sir, and she instructed him to wear a modest house-dress but with a tabard apron to make his position as housekeeper abundantly clear. And she told him he could sit down in their company and join in any chat so long as he kept his manner quiet and respectful.

The panic Philip felt about the visit of his mother and sisters took him far beyond masochistic excitement to a hell of dread and shame, but he had no choice but to endure it. What else could he do? He was Laura’s slave, there was no getting away from that, and he could hardly go on hiding his new life from his family. When Saturday came, he donned his modest house-dress and tabard apron, brushed out his hair carefully, and wore his kitten necklace and bracelet. Admiring his reflection in the mirror, he saw Pippa and barely a sign of Philip, and he wondered if his mother and sisters would see him in the same way.

When his mother and his sisters Miriam and Connie arrived on Saturday afternoon they were welcomed into the house by Laura and John, and they didn’t see the little pale-faced housekeeper waiting by the wall and, when they did see her, they didn’t at first recognise him as a son and brother.

It was Philip’s mother, Libby, who first recognised him, saying, ‘There you are, Philip. How sweet and pretty you look, I hardly recognised you.’

Going to him, she put her arms around him and hugged him tight, soon to be joined by Miriam and Connie who also embraced him, smothering Philip in a group-hug of hair and scent, tears and laughter. To his surprise, Philip felt intensely moved to be re-united with his family, but his awkwardness returned when the hug ended. His mother and sister were exceptionally good-looking women, and they dressed, like Laura, with style and flair. Compared to their elegance and glamour, he felt very plain and dull, every inch a housekeeper.

Laura then introduced his mother and sisters to John, who made an instant impression on them as a charming and handsome man, before leading them into the sitting-room with the view down to the river. Philip had lit the stove and laid out a pot of coffee and cakes and chocolate biscuits, but Laura had arranged beforehand that she would pour the coffee and hand round the cakes. She didn’t want to make too much of Philip’s subservience in front of his family, and she thought it best that she served their guests, not her husband.

They talked about work, and the grand-children and about the state of the country, but not about Philip’s feminine appearance. That was the elephant in the room and no-one could find the words or summon the nerve to talk about it until Connie finally said, ‘You look very well, Philip, I must say. Your dress is very smart, and you look very nice in it, but I see you’re wearing an apron. Does that mean you’re Laura’s housekeeper now and no longer her husband?’

The question hung unanswered in the air and, when Philip blushed, and struggled to reply, Laura came to his rescue, saying, ‘With John and I away at work so much, Philip has taken over the running of the house. He’s become a magnificent cook, and everything runs like clockwork. He’s an absolute treasure, and John and I don’t know what we’d do without him. And when he’s not running the house, he’s getting on with his writing. I believe he has real talent. All in all, life here seems to suit him very well.’

It wasn’t true that Philip was doing any writing — he was much too lost in his life as a slave — but Laura wanted to give him some status in the eyes of his family, and her reply seemed to satisfy them.

It was a pleasant afternoon and Laura suggested a walk through the grounds. John excused himself and went to his study, and Laura and Philip escorted their guests on a stroll, first through the walled-garden and then along by the river and through the woods towards the stables where they encountered a group of ten RDA horse-riders, each with a side-walker, a familiar sight now that the charity had taken up residence at the stables at Carlyn Cottage.

Laura explained how John had granted the charity use of the stables at no cost. ‘He’s just glad to see the stables put to a good use,’ she said. ‘Two of the horses are ours to use whenever we like. When John and I have the time, we go for long rides together.’

‘What a wonderful man,’ Libby said wistfully, ‘and what a wonderful place to live. It’s heavenly, truly it is.’

Philip could tell that his mother and sisters were envious of the handsome and wealthy new man in Laura’s life, and of his lovely house and grounds and, despite the intense shame and humiliation he was suffering, he took some pleasure in their distress. But there was also some real emotion and family feeling amidst the awkwardness and one-upmanship.

Strolling along the tree-lined driveway towards Carlyn Cottage, Libby took Laura’s arm and spoke to her privately.

‘Between you and me, Laura, I never thought my son was the right fit for you. You’re a woman after my own heart, a go-getter, a leader, and I’m happy so see you with a man like John, a man any woman would be proud to have as her partner.’

‘I’m still very fond of Philip, I want you to know that,’ Laura replied.

It was one thing for her or John to speak cruelly of Philip, but quite another to hear it from his over-bearing mother. And besides, she truly was still fond of her husband, and hugely grateful for the freedom he’d given her to live as she liked.

‘I can see how fond of him you are,’ Libby replied. ‘How else could you bear to live with him dressed as a woman. What a shock it must have been for you. No wonder you’ve found someone else. I can only say how grateful I am to you for keeping him in your life after his … breakdown — I’m sorry but I can’t think of another word for it — and for not throwing him out. Most women would, you know. He’s very lucky to have such an understanding wife.’

Laura had to bite her tongue. A breakdown indeed! Laura had many views about the forces that had driven her husband to his new life but a breakdown was certainly not one of them. On the contrary, she saw his new existence as a brave acceptance of his true nature, and of hers too as a dominant woman. Society had slowly come to accept being gay or trans as normal, and she hoped one day it would come to accept dominant or submissive sexuality in the same way. But, for all Laura disliked Libby’s tone, and the prejudices that lay under her words, she let it go. She was never going to change the attitudes of this snobbish and intolerant woman, and the main purpose of the day was to let Philip’s family know the truth of his new life, not to pick a fight over old-fashioned and unkind attitudes to sexuality and gender.

Back at the house, Laura took tea with Libby, while Philip’s sisters insisted he showed them where he lived.

‘So John and Laura live in luxury in the big-house while you live up here?’ Miriam said, walking with her sister around the tiny apartment.

‘And you’re not just the housekeeper, are you?’ Miriam added, opening the wardrobe in the bedroom and running her hand along the racks of maid’s uniforms and day-dresses. ‘You’re their maid too, aren’t you?’

‘I do the housework,’ Philip replied, unwilling to speak more honestly to his sisters. He knew how competitive they were, and how much they’d enjoy putting him down, but Connie surprised him by saying, ‘It’s a free country, and you’re a grown man and must live as you like. You’re my brother, no matter what, and I wish you every happiness.’

And then, Miriam added to his surprise by saying, ‘I don’t understand why any man would want to live like this, but please know we’re here for you if you ever need help. But just answer one question for me, are you truly happy living here? If you’re not, if you’re being forced in some way, speak now and you can come away with us. We’ll take you with us and get you help if you need it. The truth, Philip, are you happy living like this?’

‘Yes, I’m happy,’ he answered, astonished to discover that he was telling the truth. ‘Truly happy.’

Their guests refused Laura’s invitation to stay for dinner — they clearly still felt awkward about the whole situation and were eager to be on their way — and Laura, John and Philip felt a huge sense of relief as they stood on the front steps and watched their car drive away.

‘Well, that went better than expected,’ Laura said, smiling at Philip. ‘I hope you feel better to have got it over with, I know I do. Now, go inside and change into your uniform. The Laura dress as you look so pretty in it,’ she called over her shoulder as she went inside with John. ‘Then bring us wine in the sitting-room, and put more logs on the fire. We’ll eat in two hours.’

Mortified by the visit of his mother and sister, Philip nevertheless felt set free by it. His family knew him for what he was now and he no longer had to carry the burden of his secret life. He even began to look forward to Christmas. Using money left over from his monthly allowance he bought Laura a beautiful Aubade bra and panty set as well as her favourite Amarige De Givenchy perfume. He dithered about buying a gift for John before deciding he should, if only to please Laura. Going into town he bought a box of John’s favourite and outrageously expensive Davidoff Aniversaire cigars.

He wrapped the gifts and kept them up in his rooms, ready for Christmas morning. Susan was going to Daniel’s parents for Christmas and Christopher to Emily’s parents, so it would be just the three of them for Christmas Day. John came home four days before Christmas. He told Laura that the security alert was at it highest — the intelligence services expected reprisals after the Nottingham raid — but the success of the raid had calmed and settled him and he went about in great good humour. He and Laura went riding on two occasions. They looked as wonderful on horseback as they did in riding breeches and boots, and Laura didn’t miss the chance to have Philip kneel and kiss her jodhpur sheathed buttocks, and polish her riding-boots. On one occasion, dressed in her tight fawn breeches, and just for the fun of it, she put Philip over the ottoman and lashed him with her crop. As he lay recovering from his whipping, Laura and John made love on the nearby couch, glorying in their ascendancy over their trembling maid, the three of them, in their different ways, experiencing once again the erotic bliss that blessed their union.

Philip shopped for all kinds of delicious meals and delicacies, but for Christmas Day he planned a traditional meal of roast turkey with all the trimmings. On Christmas morning he rose early, dressed in his Stefania uniform and Pia apron and lit the stove in the sitting-room, prepared the turkey for the oven, and placed his presents under the tree beside Laura and John’s gifts. He noticed there were two gifts for him, one large and flat and the other tiny. The large one was from both John and Laura, and the tiny one only from Laura. Laura and John slept late and came down after ten o-clock to have breakfast served by Philip. After they’d eaten, they went through with their coffee to the sitting-room.

‘Come with us, Pippa,’ Laura said. ‘It’s lovely to be just the three of us and this is as much your Christmas as ours.’

Laura opened her presents from John first, a new pair of LeMieux jodhpurs and then her main present, a stunningly beautiful Holland Cooper shearling winter trench-coat in a subdued Black Watch tartan. Clearly delighted with the gift, she put it on straightaway and, laughing in delight, twirled to show it off. Both John and Philip stared in wonder for she looked wonderful in the coat. ‘Oh, darling I love it,’ she said, kissing John in gratitude for his gift. ‘It’s the most beautiful coat I’ve ever seen.’

John then opened his gifts from Laura, a biography of his favourite singer Bob Marley, and a pair of Meindl Bhutan walking-boots in dark brown. Delighted with the boots, he put them on straightaway to begin the process of wearing them in. ‘These feel perfect, Laura,’ he said. ‘They couldn’t fit better and they’re as light as air.’

Then they opened their gifts from Philip.

‘Very kind of you, Philip, thank-you,’ John said, opening the box of cigars and inhaling their smell. ‘I’ll have one of these after our Christmas meal.’

‘Oh, my,’ Laura said, giggling as she opened the wrapping and the delicate lingerie fell into her slender hands. ‘These are beautiful, Pippa, I’m sure John will like me in them. And my favourite perfume too, how sweet of you.’

‘Happy Christmas,’ Philip mumbled from deep within a trance of submission.

‘And the same to you, my love,’ Laura said, kissing him on the cheek and handing him his presents. ‘Well, what are you waiting for? On you go, open your presents.’

As he opened the large, flat present, Laura said, ‘It’s a little bit cruel, but I hope it’s the kind of cruelty you like.’

Tearing away the wrapping, Philip saw it was a framed photograph of Laura and John with their arms around each other looking impossibly happy and glamorous in the Glyndebourne Opera gardens.

‘I thought you might like to hang it in your little sitting-room or your bedroom.’ Laura said with a wicked gleam in her eyes. ‘Perhaps you may curtsey to it from time to time if you feel the need.’

‘Th-thank-you, Madam,’ Philip stuttered, both horrified and thrilled by the gift. He knew he would hang it up in his servant’s quarters, and he knew he would curtsey to it. This was who he was now, and his wife knew it even better than he did.

‘This one is a little kinder,’ Laura said, handing him the smaller gift, ‘and it comes with all my love.’

Unwrapping it, Philip found a tiny velvet covered jeweller’s box.

‘Sarah showed it to me in her shop,’ Laura said. ‘As soon as I saw it I knew I had to buy it for you.’

Opening the box, Philip found a gold ring carved in the form of entwined rope.

‘It’s your slave-ring,’ Laura said, taking his hand and fitting the ring on the finger of his left hand beside his wedding-ring. ‘I want you to wear it as a mark of your enslavement to me, but also, and more importantly, of my fondness for you, and my gratitude for all you’ve given up for me,’ she added, delighted to see that the ring fitted perfectly.

Philip tried to speak, but he was too moved to say anything.

‘It’s all right, dear,’ Laura said, kissing the ring, and wiping the tears from his eyes, ‘you don’t have to say anything.’

After that John and Laura phoned family and friends to wish them a happy Christmas while Philip got on with laying the table and preparing the Christmas meal, making his own kilted sausages, and peeling the potatoes to be boiled prior to being roasted in goose fat with a sprinkling of vinegar and salt. For dessert he’d made his own Christmas pudding to be served with whipped cream, followed by cheese and grapes, coffee and brandy.

Light snow began to fall, making it a perfect Christmas, but Laura and Philip were surprised when John got into his car and drove away.

‘Where’s he going?’ Laura asked Philip.

‘I don’t know, he didn’t tell me.’

‘He didn’t tell me either,’ Laura said, puzzled, and worried that John had been called away to an emergency. She called his number but his phone was switched off.

Over an hour had passed and the grounds were covered in snow when John’s car drove up to the house. Laura and Philip came out to greet him, amazed to see him open a rear car-door and release a huge, long-coated German Shepherd dog who gambolled in the snow before approaching Laura and Philip, her tail wagging happily.

‘Meet Bella,’ said John with a wide grin. ‘She’s two years old. I got her from a local farmer who’d become too old to walk her. She’s ours now, or more specifically yours, Philip, as I expect you to take care of her.’

‘No wonder they called her Bella,’ Laura said, laughing as Philip patted Bella and rubbed her ears. ‘She’s an absolute honey.’

The Christmas meal was delicious, and Laura allowed Philip to eat with them ‘as a special treat,’ but Bella took up most of their attention. They were pleased to see that she didn’t beg at table, and sat and gave a paw when asked. Laura noticed that one ear stood up straight while the other one flopped over, a feature they all agreed made her even more lovely. And, for all her youthful energy and exuberance, Bella lay happily in front of the stove in the sitting-room while Philip served coffee and brandy.

‘What a lovely surprise to get us a dog,’ Laura said, kissing her lover. ‘It’s so kind of you. Look, she’s already perfectly at home.’ Having such a lovely dog installed in front of the stove gave all three of them a primitive joy as if their ‘cave’ was now complete.

‘With all the grounds to walk her in, the house needed a dog,’ John said, pleased by the success of his Christmas surprise. ‘I saw an ad last week in a local paper — German Shepherd, two years old, free to a good home. As soon as I set eyes on her, I could tell, for all she looks like an enormous wolf, that she had a good nature. But I thought mostly of you Philip, I have to say. You must get lonely spending day after day at Carlyn Cottage, and I hope Bella will be a companion to you. Your best friend as the saying goes.’

And so it turned out. Bella and Philip formed an immediate and very warm attachment, helped by the fact that Philip fed her, took her for two long walks every day along by the river and through the woods, and let her sleep in his room. Sometimes, against his better judgement, he would let her up on the bed beside him. Her warmth and steady breathing as well as her soft snufflings eased his troubled soul and more and more he began to sleep through the night without being wakened by the torment of his cage or by jealous thoughts of Laura and John.

Bella was exceptionally fond of Laura and John too, and would spend most evenings in their company curled up in front of the stove in the sitting room but, when it came to bed-time, she always sought out Philip and went with him up the narrow wooden stairs to his servant’s quarters.

‘It’s lovely to see how well you get on,’ Laura would say, scratching Bella’s ears. ‘I don’t feel guilty any more about what I’ve done to you. I’ve never seen you happier, Philip, and I love our life at Carlyn Cottage. Long may it continue.’

On the occasions when Laura and John whipped Philip or made him clean them after sex, they were careful to shut Bella in the kitchen. For all the huge dog’s gentle and affectionate nature, they didn’t think she’d take kindly to them punishing Philip. And, when Philip returned to Bella after his punishments, Bella greeted him with extra warmth, licking his face and lying close by him, as if she knew of his pain and wanted to heal it.

January turned very cold with frequent snow-storms and, with John away in London, Laura and Philip spent long evenings together. Laura would often visit Philip and Bella up in their apartment, sometimes bringing two glasses of brandy and a box of chocolates to share with Philip. Philip loved the intimacy of these evenings, especially when Laura shucked off her shoes and lay back on the other side of the sofa from him, drinking brandy and stroking Bella’s head and pressing her stocking-soled feet against her husband’s face so that he could kiss and nuzzle against her feet in the way that he loved. With the wind howling in the chimney, the warmth and light from the little log-burning stove made these times together magical and full of love.

On one of these evenings in late January, when they were together like this, Laura spoke sleepily of the coming year.

‘I’ve never told you but John has a time-share in Tuscany — a villa in the mountains with four bedrooms and a pool. We’re hoping to go there for two weeks in May, and we’re in two minds about taking you with us or leaving you here to take care of the house. If you came, you could bring your uniforms and be the holiday-maid for us and any friends or family who might come to stay, shopping for food and cleaning the villa, and doing the laundry. There’s a people-carrier at the villa and you could drive us to restaurants in nearby towns so everyone could enjoy wine and brandy without having to drive. At the moment we’re inclined to take you with us but we’ll let you know our decision nearer the time.’

‘What about Bella?’ Philip asked, immediately anxious about his dog.

‘I thought you’d ask that,’ she said, smiling at her husband and scratching Bella’s floppy ear fondly. ‘I’m sure she’d be fine at a kennels, and Lyn’s said she’d take her. David is visiting more and more often and he loves dogs. And we’d have to let you out of your cage to get you through customs, think of that. Two weeks of freedom from chastity. Or maybe I’ll follow Francesca’s advice and order another cage and have it sent to the villa. That’s such a cruel and sexy idea I’m not sure I’d be able to resist it.’

Philip’s imprisoned cock struggled to come erect at the thought but, as always, and to his twisted delight, it was prevented by the steel bars.

‘But what I really want to talk to you about is your writing,’ Laura continued, sipping her brandy and pushing her stockinged toes against her husband’s grateful mouth. ‘You know I want you to have more in your life than pressing my skirts and washing my panties and bras. Are you doing any writing?’

‘No,’ he replied, enchanted by the silky touch of her nylons against his lips, and their beguiling scent of sweat and shoe leather.

‘Why not?’

‘I can’t think of anything but this, about the way we are now. It’s taken over my life.’

‘Then why not write about that?’

‘I’m not sure I’d know how.’

‘You won’t know unless you try.’

‘It’s too close, too painful.’

‘That’s what might make it good.’

‘God knows,’

‘If it helps, you can email me anything you write, and I’ll read it over and tell you what I think. I’d like it if you did that. I’m curious to know more about how this feels for you and, as I’ve told you before, I could help you get it right from the woman’s side of things. Maybe we could write it together, and publish it under a pen-name? What do you say to that, my love?’

When Philip didn’t jump at the chance, Laura took the matter into her own hands.

‘All right, then, Philip, I’ll tell you how this is going to go. You’ll start writing the story of our marriage tomorrow, and that’s a command not a request. I’ll expect ten pages a week to start with, and twice that once you’ve got going. And don’t leave anything out no matter how painful or embarrassing. It won’t be worth a jot unless you tell the absolute truth, is that clear?’

‘Yes, Madam,’ he replied, his helpless cock pushing in vain against his cage as he kissed her nylon-clad feet.

‘Very good,’ said Laura. ‘I’ll look forward to reading our story, and to making my contributions.’

On her way back to her bedroom Laura wondered why she hadn’t told Philip what she had most wanted to tell him. John had asked her to marry him in the week before Christmas, and she had been delighted to accept. The thought of being Mrs Laura Garra thrilled her and she carried the prospect around with her like a delicious secret. Of course she would have to divorce Philip first but she was sure he would agree and put up little resistance, so why did she find it so hard to give him the news? Perhaps, she reflected, it was because it would strip away the last of what remained of his status as a man, or maybe it was because she remained enormously fond of Philip and didn’t want to lose him as her husband even if she knew he would always remain her slave. But, even as she mourned his loss as her husband, she knew it had to happen. And there was no need to hurry — she’d told John she would marry him in the summer — and she could put off telling Philip for a month or two yet. Besides, she was sure she could make the wedding fun for all three of them, she thought, smiling to herself as she undressed for bed. They’d hold the wedding reception at Carlyn Cottage with all their friends and family, and Philip would attend but not as a guest. Rather, he’d serve the guests in his neatest uniform as a serving-maid. It would be a delicious way to end one marriage and begin another. And the joy of such a humiliation would compensate Philip for losing her as his wife. It would be a wonderful day, Laura thought happily as she drifted into sleep.

But Philip couldn’t sleep. His mind was too full of how he might write the tale of his marriage and of his descent into servitude to his wife. Philip went to his desk and, with Bella lying at his feet, opened his lap-top and, after waiting for long moments, he began to type —

Philip was busy in the kitchen when Laura got home. The meal he was preparing smelled delicious, and he looked at ease in his work. Most days Laura felt pleased to see him, and grateful for all he did in the house — she barely lifted a finger these days — but she’d had a long and tiring week in the solicitor’s office where she worked as a senior partner, and something in her resented his easy life at home. More than that, she’d had a strange encounter during the day that was still troubling her. She was considering talking to Philip about it, but she knew she shouldn’t.

She dropped her car keys into the dish by the radio and Philip looked round at the sound, his handsome face lighting up with the pleasure of seeing her.

‘You’re home,’ he said happily, wiping his hands on a dish-towel as he came towards her. Now that he wasn’t working, he’d let his hair grow long and he was still as slender as a boy so that Laura often thought of him more as her housewife than her husband. ‘I’ve made your favourite beef and tomato stew,’ he said, kissing and hugging her, ‘and I’ve opened a bottle of Merlot.’

‘That sounds wonderful,’ she said.

‘Are you okay?’ he asked, sensing something wasn’t right.

‘I’m tired, that’s all.’

‘It’s Friday and you have the week-end to look forward to,’ he said kindly. ‘Go and sit down, and I’ll bring you a glass of wine.’

She did as he suggested, sitting in the armchair with a view over the garden to the hills beyond. They lived in a spacious modern house with a pleasant rural location on the edge of the market town of Hailsham, and she told herself to be grateful for what she had. Her first marriage had ended badly, but her marriage to Philip was entering its fifth year and, by and large, they were very happy together. He was kind and funny, and desired her with an endless devotion. ‘Don’t tell him about today,’ she told herself. ‘It will only hurt him, and put everything at risk again.’

‘Here you are, love,’ he said, handing her a glass of wine and sitting on the arm of her chair.

‘You’re a dear,’ she said, taking the glass but not drinking.

‘Is something worrying you?’ he asked her.

‘Oh, this and that,’ she said. ‘It’s been a strange day.’

‘In what way?’

‘I’m not sure I should tell you.’

‘Of course you should tell me,’ he said, kissing her fragrant hair.

‘Perhaps if you give my feet a rub,’ she said, thinking it might be easier to tell him if he was in a more subordinate position.

‘Always my pleasure,’ he said, kneeling at her feet where he shucked off one of her pretty high-heeled shoes and commenced massaging her nylon-sheathed sole with slow, circular movements of his thumbs.

Philip stopped and read over what he’d written. It was true to what he remembered, and he found himself hoping that Laura would like it and find herself fairly and accurately represented. He very much wanted her to take an interest in their story, and like his work enough to write it with him. It would create a new bond between them, and perhaps lead to a greater understanding of how their marriage had evolved as it had. Encouraged, Philip reached down and patted Bella’s huge head, took a sip of brandy from the glass Laura had brought him, and wrote some more.

‘That’s heavenly,’ Laura groaned in delight. ‘I’m really going to do it, you know. I’m going to have you permanently installed under my desk at work, chain you up so you can’t escape.’

‘Plumb me in,’ he said, smiling at the thought but also darkly aroused by it.

‘Exactly,’ she said, smiling, and thinking how young he looked. At forty-seven she was four years his elder, and she often thought of him as the junior partner in their marriage.

‘So talk to me,’ he said, happy to have improved her mood. ‘Tell me what’s worrying you.’

‘Not yet,’ she said, closing her eyes and laying her head back. ‘Let me enjoy this first.’

Even more encouraged — this was more than he’d written in over a year — Philip pushed on, making himself see their marriage through Laura’s eyes —

Soothed by his skilful fingers, Laura thought about her marriage, and how much Philip liked it when she took charge of him. When they’d met he’d been a shy bachelor who’d given up on ever finding a woman, and he couldn’t believe his good fortune when Laura came into his life. Due to his shyness, Laura had been forced to make all the running, particularly when it came to sex, and her natural dominance continued into their marriage, becoming more pronounced as the trust and friendship between them grew stronger. Neither of them thought too much about Laura’s dominance. It just seemed to suit them, Laura with her confident, slightly impatient manner, and Philip with his gentle, more accommodating personality. Gradually, as year followed year, Laura’s mischievous authority, and the power-games they learned to play, brought a sensual joy to their love-making that blessed their marriage. But then last summer she’d ruined everything by having an affair with a younger man she’d met at the gym. She’d often teased and aroused Philip with tales of finding another man, a better man who could give her what she wanted — it had become a powerful part of the erotic stories and fantasies she shared with him in bed at night as a prelude to love-making — and she’d grown complacent, too certain that her dominance over her husband really had given her the freedom to do as she liked. But she soon discovered how wrong she was. When Philip found out about her lover he was heartbroken. Laura instantly put an end to her affair but that didn’t placate him. He didn’t speak to her for over a month, couldn’t even let his eyes rest on her. He took to sleeping in a different bedroom, and spoke of divorce. Finally, she’d broken down in tears and offered him the fullest and most heartfelt of apologies.

‘I’m so sorry I hurt you,’ she told him. ‘I don’t know what I was thinking. Playing at being your Mistress had gone to my head, made me lose sight of what’s real and what isn’t. Because you liked it so much when I told you stories of other men, I thought it would be the same if I really did find someone else. I’d persuaded myself that you wouldn’t mind, that I was in charge and could do as I liked. It was stupid of me, I see that now, selfish and blind, and I want you to know it will never happen again. I love you, Philip, and it makes me ill to think how much I’ve hurt you. Please forgive me if you possibly can.’

He’d relented then, and cried with her, saying, ’It’s my fault. If I wasn’t so weak and stupid this would never have happened.’

‘You’re neither weak nor stupid,‘ she said, stroking his hair.

‘No wonder you found someone else,’ he said, utterly miserable. ‘God knows what you ever saw in me. I’m sick in the head, a complete fucking psycho.’

‘That’s not true, and you mustn’t think like that,’ she assured him. ‘You’re honest, that’s all, and brave enough to be true to yourself, and I love you for that.’

‘I hate myself.’

‘Please don’t,’ she said, her heart spilling over with pity. ‘This came from both of us. If you’re sick in the head then so must I be, and you don’t think that way of me, do you?’

‘Of course not,’ he said.

‘Well, then, you mustn’t think that way about yourself. Every single person in the world has their quirks and fancies, especially when it comes to sex — that’s what makes us human. As long as the young or the weak are never involved, where’s the harm? You’re a kind, wonderful man, and I wouldn’t change you for the world.’

‘I wish I could believe that.’

‘You must believe it,’ she said, holding him tight. ‘I did this, not you. If anyone should feel guilty it’s me, so please don’t blame yourself.’

‘It wasn’t you seeing someone else that hurt,’ he sobbed. ‘It was going behind my back. I felt betrayed, that’s what hurt the most. I don’t think I’d have minded half so much if you’d told me.’

‘Please say you forgive me,’ she said.

‘Of course I forgive you,’ he said through his tears, ‘but only on one condition.’

‘What condition?’ she said eagerly, ready to agree to anything to win back his trust.

‘If this happens again you’ll tell me. I couldn’t bear being left in the dark again.’

‘It won’t happen again, you have my word.’

‘Yes, but if it does I want you to tell me.’

‘I’ve told you, it won’t happen.’

‘You can’t be sure of that. You’re a beautiful woman, every time we go out I see how men look at you. And now it’s happened once I’ll always fear it happening again. I won’t worry so much if you promise to tell me.’

‘Very well, then,’ she said, feeling huge affection for him as well as a new surge of guilt, ‘I promise to tell you.’

‘Thank-you,’ he said tenderly. ‘That’s all I ask.’

After that they made their peace and became a loving couple again, if less certain about indulging their taste for power-games. It took several months before Philip trusted Laura enough to let her take charge of him again and tie him to the bed with a pair of her nylons. ‘I’ll never let you go,’ she whispered in his ear as she sat astride him. ‘You’re mine, I own you, and you never have to worry about anything ever again.’

‘I love you,’ he moaned as she rode him over the cliff-edge. ‘I love you, I love you, I love you.’

Together again, their love blossomed and Laura became more dominant than ever. Once or twice a week she’d give him her worn panties to wear, either in bed at night, or during the day under his jeans, and tease him about what a fool he was, what a disappointment as a husband. To compensate for being such a failure as a man, she’d make him worship between her legs before letting him make love to her but then, as soon as he entered her, she’d use a trick to make him come too quickly. Instead of giving him time to grow accustomed to the exquisite sensation of being inside her, she’d immediately move her hips with a surging, almost mocking rhythm as urgent and irresistible as the sea, and whisper in his ear, ‘I need this, I want this … Don’t come yet, don’t dare come,’ knowing full well that her entreaty would have the opposite effect. He’d quickly climax with such helpless, explosive force that she sometimes came with him, but she’d hide it if she did. For some reason it aroused her to make him feel inadequate. She wondered if it heightened her sense of female power and supremacy, but she couldn’t say for sure.

’I’m sorry,’ he’d say, drained by pleasure. ‘You’re just so lovely.’

‘Don’t worry, my love,’ she’d say, not quite letting him off the hook. ‘You’ll do better next time.’

‘I’ll try,’ he’d say.

‘You’ll do more than try,’ she’d say with the taunting smile that drove him crazy. ‘Or you’ll be in trouble.’

On rare occasions, and as a special treat, she’d take things further and dress him as her maid in an old black coat-dress she no longer wore with a little white apron tied around his waist, and a pair of her court shoes that nipped his feet. It amused and aroused her to see how lost and helpless he looked in his uniform, and she experienced a rush of power to assert her female supremacy over him in such a fun and theatrical way. Caught up in the role-playing, she’d find herself speaking coldly to him, issuing instructions in a clipped and scornful voice just as if she really was the lady-of-the-house and he her lowly maid. If she was feeling especially dominant, she’d give him a pair of her nylons and one of her slips to wear under his dress, additions that put him in such a trance-like state that he did the housework, and anything else she told him to do, without a word of complaint while she read a book or lazed in a bath, calling to her blushing maid to bring her a glass of wine or a cup of camomile tea. Sometimes she’d make him do the ironing in the sitting-room so she could watch him work from the comfort of an armchair — it gave her particular pleasure to see his dress swaying around his knees as he pressed her skirts and blouses. ’No creases,’ she’d instruct him, enjoying herself enormously, ‘or I’ll have to punish you.’ And she liked to have him kneel by the side of her bath and wash her with the bath-sponge. ‘Gently,’ she’d say, as he soaped her breasts, ‘and when you’ve finished bathing me, you may turn down my bed and lay out my night-dress.’

She called him by a different name when he was in his dress and apron. Pippa, she called him, struggling to keep a straight face, Pippa the maid. She liked to add to his torment by giving him a few days warning of Pippa’s arrival so that anticipation would deepen his excitement. ‘I’m going out for a drink with the girls from the office on Thursday night,’ she’d say at the beginning of the week. ‘I wonder if Pippa might like to help me get dressed and then do some housework while I’m out, perhaps wash my undies by hand and iron my skirts and blouses for work. She could polish my shoes and boots too, you know how I like to look smart in the office. What do you think, dear? Do you think Pippa might like to come on Thursday?’

‘If you want her to,’ he’d mumble evasively, red-faced with shame and arousal.

‘I’m always pleased to see Pippa,’ she’d say, ‘but I want to hear what you think, Philip. Do you think Pippa might like to attend me in the bedroom and help me look my best? She could brush my hair and look out my clothes and underwear for me, help me decide what to wear. She could fasten my necklace around my neck, and kneel at my feet and help me on with my stockings and shoes. What do you say? Do you think Pippa might like to do that?’

‘Yes,’ he’d say, dry-mouthed with excitement, and too ashamed to meet her playful gaze.

‘What did you say?’ she’d ask to deepen his shame. ‘I didn’t hear you.’

‘Yes,’ he’d say again, his cheeks burning with shame. ‘Pippa can come on Thursday.’

‘Pippa the maid?’ she’d say to torment him more.

‘Yes,’ he’d reply, almost choking on the words, ‘Pippa the maid.’

‘That’s wonderful,’ she’d exclaim, her eyes glinting with mischief and the promise of joys to come. ‘It’s always such fun when Pippa makes an appearance.’

Looking at the ladies’ watch Laura had given him, Philip discovered to his astonishment that he’d been writing for an hour and a half and, doing a word count, that he’d written over two thousand words. Maybe this was going to be all right, he thought, looking forward to hearing Laura’s opinion, and to having her corrections as well as whatever contributions she wanted to make. What did it really feel like to wield all that female power, and have two men love and adore her in such vastly different ways? He was curious to find out.

Very pleased with the start he’d made, he decided to quit while he was ahead, but he wanted to find a title for his story first. He typed a few possible titles but none of them pleased him, and then he typed, ‘Learning His Place.’

Scratching Bella’s ears, he looked at the title for long moments and discovered that nothing about it worried or offended him.

It would do for now, he decided.

Until he came up with something better.

Also by Molly Sands – Cruel Heaven, The Devlin Woman, A New Devotion, An Obedient Husband, Magda, Slave Song, Contessa, Sacred Days, Lady Catherine, Serving Sarah, The Adoration of Adele Adams, Mrs Shepherd’s Boy.
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