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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

When I learned what was going on with Bettie, my college roommate from decades ago,

I discovered I was not being as creative as I might be in forging a new life.

So I learned from her, Oliver, and the other women they live with.

Will I limit myself to a harem of women?

I think not…

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Would you like me to fix lunch before we go into town, madam?” Colette asks me in her adorable French accent. She is French, born and raised in Paris, so it makes sense that she speaks English with a heavy French accent. But I’ve just informed her that if she speaks French in my presence, the consequences for her will be severe. Quite severe, as Colette is my chef, lover, and submissive – all in all, a delightful combination.

“Yes, that would be nice,” I tell her as we walk towards my recently purchased villa. “What do you have?”

“The Daube from the other night is still good, madam,” she says as we walk between the rows of cypress trees that line the path from the street to my front door. ”And I made some fresh tapenade this morning.” I had never heard of Daube until I moved to Provence in the south of France. It’s a delicious beef and vegetable stew made with wine and garlic that originated here, and it is so good that I could eat it every other day. With Colette working as my cook, though, I don’t have to. The girl is an amazing chef.

Neither do I have to ask if we have fresh bread to go with the stew and tapenade because Colette walks to the boulangerie each morning, as almost everyone in France does, to buy their daily baguettes. It was one of the many surprises when I hired Colette to find out she had no idea how to make bread. No one here knows how to make bread because no one makes bread—they all buy it daily from the people who guard the recipe like a state secret. More to the point, the bakeries have the ovens to bake it properly, something no one would try in their kitchens, including my Colette.

“Let’s have the Daube,” I tell her as I wrap my arm around her waist. She doesn’t respond in kind because we don’t have that type of relationship – not only am I her employer, I’m also her domme. A title I’ve only recently embraced but which I enjoy more and more with each passing day. Colette enjoys it as well, but not in the same way that I do, as she’s a submissive but not a masochist, which is tricky. We’re still finding our way in the life we’re building.

“Oui, madam,” she says with a furtive glance. Just before our guests of the last few months left for the airport, I told Colette that I expected her to speak only English, that I was through trying to learn French and didn’t want to be bothered with not understanding her. She speaks English way better than I speak French and I’m the dominant – not to mention her employer – so what I say goes. I warned her that if I heard one word of French I would punish her severely.

To which she responded, “Oui, madam.” As if to bait me.

Which she just repeated, leaving no doubt in either of our minds.

“You’ve made your point, Colette,” I say without looking at her. “No need to rub it in.”

“Madam?” she asks softly. As well as she speaks my native language, some of the idioms that I use as second nature are beyond her. Like, ‘rub it in’. I wave my hand.

“Don’t worry about it,” I tell her as I pull her close and kiss her cheek. She colors slightly and I love that I can still get to her with semi-public displays of affection, as no one can see us on the path to the front door of our villa, my villa, just purchased a year ago which still thrills me beyond all reason. “Just get lunch on the table so we can go into town before it gets too hot.”

“Yes, madam,” she says with another sidelong glance my way as if she’s checking, which she is.

“Good girl,” I whisper and she colors even more. She loves it when I tell her she’s my good girl.

We walk into the kitchen and I take my usual seat at the big wooden table that serves as an informal eating space when it’s just the two of us, which for the past two months has not been the case. I hosted my old college roommate and her ‘family’ which was an eye-opener for me in so many ways.

“Now that they’re gone, Colette,” I begin as she pulls out the leftover stew from the Sub-Zero, “what did you think of Bettie and Oliver?”

She glances at me just before she transfers the stew from the bowl she stored it into a pan to reheat it. She’s old-school for her age in that when I was having the kitchen renovated to bring it into the 21st century, she declined to have a microwave installed. She was adamant that food is best cooked over a real flame and I can’t disagree with her. I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d insisted I have a wood-burning stove instead of the La Cornue I insisted on purchasing. What’s the point of living in the country where the world’s best stoves are made if you don’t own one?

“I asked you a question, Colette,” I whisper when she hesitates too long. She shoots me another look and I raise an eyebrow just to let her know I’m serious. I’ve not had to use my belt on her ass often but we’re still getting used to each other.

“I like Bettie a great deal, Madam,” she says quickly but carefully. “She is a very warm person.”

“And Oliver?”

“He was more of a mystery to me, Madam,” she admitted. “I still don’t know what to make of him.”

“Because of who he is or because of the position he holds in their family?” Bettie is married to Oliver but he is also wedded in all their minds if not in the eyes of the government to all the other women who live with them. I’d never heard of a ‘harem’ living arrangement outside of 1001 Arabian Nights until I spent a few weeks with Bettie, Oliver, and the others last year. I invited them to stay with me this summer so I could learn more about them and their arrangement, which I did.

Now, I just have to make it my own.

“He seemed very humble, Madam,” Colette went on. Her choice of words to describe the man of their household surprises me but she’s still getting used to English as our sole method of verbal communication, so perhaps something is being lost in translation.

“Why do you say he’s very humble, Colette?” I ask, and she frowns.

“Perhaps that is not the correct word, Madam?” she offers and I nod.

“What’s the correct French word, then?” She looks at me to see if I’m giving her permission to speak her mind with me and I wave my hand to confirm. She hesitates again so I clear my throat and she gets the message - don’t try my patience.

“Mauviette, Madam,” she says softly as she pulls out the bread she bought this morning. “The word in French is ‘mauviette’.”

My French is serviceable at best so I have no idea what ‘mauviette’ means, so I pull out my phone and type it into Google Translate. I laugh when the program shows me that it means ‘wimp’.

“Oh, that’s not true at all,” I tell her but I quickly ease her concerns that my disagreement might lead to unpleasant consequences for her. “You’re entitled to your opinion, of course. But I don’t see Oliver as a wimp at all.

“Wimp, Madam?” she asks.

“That’s the translation according to Google and who are we to quibble with the brain trust of the internet?” I laugh and she looks at me as if I’ve gone mad. Which perhaps I have.

“I just don’t understand what they all see in him,” she adds with another look my way. “If it pleases you, Madam.” I smile to myself. I’ve never had a submissive before but I’m beginning to enjoy having Colette. She came to me as a chef just before Bettie and Oliver arrived for their visit, so the time we’ve been able to devote to our romantic relationship has been disjointed. But now that we’re alone, I can hardly wait to dig into whatever it is we’re doing.

“You’re young,” I tell her, stating the obvious. I’m about to turn forty and Colette is barely twenty-three. Our age difference was one of the reasons I was hesitant at first to get into any type of relationship with her, but she insisted that the gap in our ages was exactly what she wanted and begged me to give her and us a chance. So far, I have to admit she was on to something.

“Yes, Madam,” she says perfunctorily. I’m not wild about that habit of hers but I’ve got other more pressing matters to address with my lover.

“How many bedrooms do we have, Colette?” I ask as she brings lunch to the table. It smells delicious and I’ll compliment her after I taste a bite. I know exactly how many bedrooms the villa I bought less than a year ago has, I just want to see if she knows.

She looks at me, confused. “Don’t you know, Madam?” she asks, answering my question with another question. Which I will not abide.

“I asked if you know, Colette,” I explain carefully. She nods and dips her spoon into her bowl. I do the same, take a bite and it’s delicious. Daube is always better on the second day.

“I believe you have nine bedrooms, Madam,” she says after she swallows her mouthful. I nod and smile.

“That’s correct. I would like to invite more people to stay with us, the way Bettie and her family did.”

She looks surprised. And disappointed. “I thought…” She cuts herself short and looks down at her bowl.

“What did you think, my love?” I ask gently. I don’t use that term of endearment loosely or lightly. She brightens noticeably but says nothing. I prod her again.

“I thought I would have you all to myself for a little while, Madam.”

I laugh and roll my eyes. “Well, I’m not going to invite the first person I meet to stay here with us. This might have been a hotel at one point in its history but I don’t see it as such now. If I invite someone to stay with us, it will be an open-ended invitation, just as Bettie and Oliver did to grow their family.”

Her eyes go wide. “You want to have your own harem, Madam?”

I nod and take another delicious bite of stew.

“I do, Colette. That’s exactly what I want.”
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After lunch, I stand up from the table as Colette is doing the dishes at the sink and walk up behind her. She stops washing as I wrap my arms around her tiny waist and pull her to me. She smells wonderful, as always – a combination of the perfume I bought for her at a small shop in Avignon, her shampoo, and the natural smell she wears almost all the time. I don’t know where the French got their reputation for being less than fastidious about their personal hygiene because Colette is always impeccably clean and delightfully fragrant. I’ll be interested to sample more of the local population to see if there is something to the stereotype, but for now, I can only breathe in deeply as I relish my submissive.

“Madam?” she asks softly as I nuzzle her neck. “Do you want me to finish this later?”

I do, but I don’t. I want to go into town before things shut down for the afternoon nap that so many shop owners indulge in during the summer in Aix-en-Provence. But it’s been a long time since we had the villa to ourselves and I decided to indulge a little.

I turn Colette and lean down to kiss her. She is several inches shorter than me at almost 6’2” or 188 cm here in Europe, a fact that facilitates our dominant-submissive relationship perfectly. She wraps her arms around my neck and our tongues intertwine deliciously. Colette’s mouth is as perfect for kissing as I’ve ever found, not that I’ve had a lot of experience in this field. Being with Bettie and her family almost doubled the number of women I’ve kissed in my lifetime and at the age of forty, that’s not something I like to brag about.

And I aim to change it.

“Madam,” Colette whispers when we break from the kiss and just hug each other against the sink. “Shall we go to the bedroom?”

“Let’s,” I whisper in her ear and take her hand to lead her up the stairs. She smiles sweetly – in the seven months she’s been my employee and my lover, she’s never once turned me down for anything I’ve asked of her. Before I met Colette, I never had a woman I could call my own but now that I have, I’ve decided I will never be without a lifetime female partner who is submissive to me. If Colette stays with me, I’ll be happy enough. But I want to try some others as well.

“Madam?” she asks when we get to our bedroom. The room is filled with sunlight even with the sun high in the noonday sky, a result of several exquisitely positioned skylights that must have been added decades after the construction of the villa. Colette slips off her shoes and then falls to her knees to unbuckle mine, a task I make certain to require by wearing only shoes that have straps that must be unbuckled. I have several pairs of mules and wedges I could easily slip on and off without help, but something about watching this gorgeous young woman kneel at my feet to release my feet from my footwear is too good to pass up, even for a more comfortable shoe.

We wordlessly undress each other. Ever since I rediscovered the sensual pleasures of the female body, I’ve insisted my lovers be naked when we make love. I’m almost certain Colette is completely comfortable with her body, given its impeccable lines and deliciously subtle curves, but even if she was as self-conscious as a newly blossoming teenager, she wouldn’t deny me what I ask of her. What I insist of her. Which I love beyond all reason.

When we fall naked in each other’s arms on the bed, I kiss her again and she kisses me back. We roll into our preferred position, me on top, her beneath me. When I was married to my ex-husband, I was always underneath his body, something I loathed but had no say in, and to reverse my orientation is another incredible benefit of having a submissive who knows and loves her place in my bed.

I reach down to fondle her sex and she spreads her legs for me, something else I find thrilling. The acceptance I get from Colette, the obedience, is breathtakingly erotic. I’ve never been the alpha in a relationship before but I wonder if I will ever yield this position of power and dominance. I imagine some men would find a dominant woman off-putting but I don’t need them. I don’t need anyone at this moment.

Colette’s breath catches in her throat as I manipulate her clitoris. Her eyes are closed as she enjoys my attention, so I duck down and lick her hard nipple as I slip my middle finger into her vagina. She moves her hips to grind against my hand and I let her, content to allow her to use me to get off, which after a few more deft strokes, she does, softly, deliciously. The joy I get from bringing her to climax is another surprise I never quite get used to. If we weren’t about to leave for town, something that keeps gnawing at me, I would push her to another orgasm and another, until she begged me to stop which, eventually, I would.

But I’m anxious to leave. Not so anxious as to ignore my needs and Colette is very mindful of my needs. Apart from her ravaging beauty, her attentiveness, and eagerness to please me in every aspect of our lives together but most especially in bed, is one of her most charming qualities. I imagine the day might come when she tires of pleasing me and we might go our separate ways but for now, I am the sole focus of her devastating sexuality and I couldn’t be happier about it.

“Madam?” she asks when she opens her eyes at last. “May I…?”

“Of course,” I tell her softly as I roll off her luscious young body and spread my legs for her. She slides down my flank with her eyes locked on mine, her need to please me in those eyes palpable, almost matching my need for her to attend to me. That she loves to pleasure me with her gorgeous lips and sensual tongue while I never reciprocate in that way only increases the thrill I get from it. I’ve never thought of myself as a lesbian and I’m almost sure I never will. The idea of putting my mouth on another woman’s sex is beyond the pale for me. But as I watch Colette position herself between my thighs to do the thing to me that I will never do to her, I begin to understand how and why men love to dominate women, love to have them do unspeakable things to the male body, love to demean them, to degrade them as I’m doing with Colette.

As always, she kisses my labia and my inner thighs to ease into the act. I let her, content to watch. She has no issue doing so. Colette is a confirmed lesbian – she has never been with a man and has no interest in being with one. That she enjoys licking my pussy is beyond me but no matter. That she has a vagina and knows exactly how to pleasure me is an incredible delight and I’m content to let her have her way with me, for now.

I first discovered the unexpected joy of being licked and fondled by a woman who loves women at Bettie’s place. My former college roommate is no lesbian but many of her sister-wives or whatever they call each other are, and I was fortunate to enjoy all of them over the time I spent at their penthouse in New York and the months they spent visiting me here in Provence. I don’t know what to call myself other than bisexual but it doesn’t much matter. Colette is uninterested in labels and if I never sleep with anyone other than her, I’ll be fine. That’s not my plan but I could live with it.

“Oh, Colette,” I moan as she touches the tip of her tongue to my clit for the first time. I shudder, almost ready to climax, but Colette is so skilled at bringing me to the edge of the abyss before backing off and drawing things out. I love and hate the way she toys with me but it only increases my desire to grab her hair and take control. I’ll wait, though. Pleasure deferred is pleasure enhanced, she’s taught me, indirectly. Or maybe that’s been her goal all along.

Colette continues to bring me close and then back off until I can’t take any more edging. I grab a fistful of her hair and grind her face into my pussy. I love the feeling of control and power that washes over me just before I climax, a rolling crescendo of pleasure and satisfaction that forces me to gasp and spasm until I can’t take it anymore. I let go of Colette’s hair and she backs away from me immediately, as I’ve clarified what I want her to do. Once I’ve orgasmed, I can’t abide any more stimulation and she follows my instructions perfectly.

A submissive can be a perfect lover. Should be, in fact.

“Madam?” she whispers as she climbs back up my body to caress my breasts and kiss my hair. She knows not to kiss my lips with my juices covering her face and she knows not to wipe my essence away, either. I like seeing her coated with me, I just don’t want her sharing it with me. My ex-husband, the few times he went down on me early in our relationship, would invariably kiss me with glazed lips and cheeks, something I found so repulsive I told him to stop the act entirely. It wasn’t until we separated and I visited Bettie that I became reacquainted with the exquisite joy of oral sex. I will never again live without it.

“I’m fine, Colette,” I whisper with my eyes closed. I open them to see her looking at me, concern mixed with worship – there is no other word for the way she looks and feels about me, I’m convinced. It is a most satisfying look. I highly recommend it if you can find it.

“Shall we sleep for a bit?” she asks as she nestles in the crook of my shoulder. I don’t want to move but I also want to go into town. It’s a sweet dilemma that I solve by giving in to my most immediate desire, something I’d done far too infrequently before I met Colette.

As with oral sex, I will never live without the joy of immediate gratification again.
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Colette and I slept for an hour before she woke me to make love to me again. The girl is insatiable for someone so young. When I was her age, I could go weeks without sex. Of course, my choices were severely limited and wholly unsatisfying, so there’s that. I like to think I’m a big reason she’s so sexual but I have trouble thinking of myself as a sexual being.

After another satisfying round, we get dressed and walk to town. My villa is just 15 minutes from the main business district in Aix and the weather is lovely, not too hot for this time of year. We walk in silence but I’m interested to see how she reacts to the trip. She knows in general what I’m interested in shopping for but I haven’t been too specific, by design. She hasn’t pressed me which is exactly the response I want from her. In that regard, she’s so perfectly suited to who I am and what I want to become. I’m not there yet but she’s making it easy to grow into the role I envision for myself.

“Where shall we go first?” I ask her to see where her mind is. She gives me a confused look. “It’s okay, you choose.”

“I suppose the pet store,” she offers and I smile.

“Good idea,” I say to encourage her. She’s got to learn that I’m not about to make all of her decisions for her. That would make things too easy for her. With no agency, she would have no responsibility for what happens between us. I want her full participation, even if we always wind up doing exactly what I want us to do.

We walk past the market where Colette shops every morning for the fresh ingredients she uses to prepare our meals for us each day, then past the boulangerie where she buys our daily bread. We come to the pet shop where I’ve looked in now and then even though I don’t have any pets and have no interest in getting one. I’ve gone to the store for two reasons - the owner and the dog collars. I like the looks of the owner, a tall, muscular fellow with a nice face but a killer body, and the dog collars, which I envision around Colette’s delicate neck.

“Madam,” Antoine Le Sueur greets me with barely a look. He is so French in that he’s almost rude by default. He doesn’t remember me, even though I’ve been in his shop a half dozen times in the past few months. But what makes it worse, and so damn French, is that he makes no pretense of trying to hide the fact that he doesn’t remember me. He acts as though he’s never set eyes on me before.

“Mademoiselle,” he says to Colette with just a bit more enthusiasm, not as if he knows her, because he doesn’t, but as if he would like to know her. Just like any man would upon seeing Colette for the first time as she is not an obvious lesbian. She’s the furthest thing from ‘butch’ I can imagine and every hetero man’s wet dream, in my estimation. Which will only add to the drama I expect when I corral Antoine.

“I would like to see some collars,” I announce in English which I know Antoine speaks fluently, as most Frenchmen do, but which he refuses to acknowledge, also as most Frenchmen do. “For my friend here,” I add in a slightly naughty tone. Which gets Antoine’s attention, finally. And prompts him to answer me in English. 

“For her?” he asks, not getting it. He doesn’t smile, he just looks at Colette for a few seconds before he turns back to me. “What kind of collar would you like?”

“Dog, I think,” I answer and he looks at Colette again. She’s blushing hard and I’m enjoying her embarrassment way more than I should be but what can I say? I’m twisted, no doubt in my mind.

Antoine turns to a rack of dog collars and picks one off a hook. Then he turns to Colette who is blushing so furiously I’m mildly concerned she might have a coronary. But when he motions for her to turn around and lift her hair, she does so without a bit of hesitation, as if her embarrassment is an act. Or enjoyable. I can’t tell which.

He says something to her in French and she lifts her hair. He slips the collar around her neck and buckles it. The leather is just a half-inch wide but looks great on her delicate neck. When he says something else she drops her hair and turns to face us, but she keeps her eyes on the floor. I touch her chin and she raises her eyes to look at me. The excitement mixed with pain in them thrills me.

“She looks good,” Antoine says, now completely at ease with the English language, apparently. I smile to myself as I agree with him. “Will you be leashing her?”

I turn to look at him, astonished. “Is that done?” I ask. I’ve never seen it but the idea of it thrills me.

“Oui, Madam,” he says as he turns to another rack and picks a black, braided leather leash. He hands it to me but I put up a hand.

“Will you do the honors?” I ask him and he gives me a tight smile. Then he motions for Colette to move her hair so he can attach the leash to the ring on her collar. Then he hands the looped end of the leash to me. I take it and look at Colette but she’s got her eyes on her feet again.

“Do people walk around like this?” I ask Antoine. “I’ve never seen anyone walking their submissive.”

“It’s not common, but it happens,” he tells me as he keeps his eyes on Colette. I smile again. He’s into her. Little does he know that she’s not into him. Not even a little.

Then it occurs to me – does that even matter? I would never force Colette to do something she didn’t want to do. But would she do it to please me? I never considered asking her to sleep with Oliver when he was staying with us, which in hindsight seems like a failure of imagination on my part. Can I correct that failure with Antoine? Or should I just fuck him myself, if he’ll have me?

“Would you like to join us for dinner, Antoine?” I ask him. He turns to look at me and I see a hint of a smirk cross his lips. The French, especially French males, are prone to resting-smirking-face but this one seems to be genuine, or at least inspired by my invitation. Which also thrills me. The man is not completely disinterested. I just have to find out if his interests lie with me or my submissive.

“I would be honored, Madam,” he says with a gallant bow that is completely out of character from what I know of him. “What time?”

“Shall we say, eight o’clock?” I turn to Colette. “That won’t be a problem, will it?” I don’t know if she’s got enough food on hand for three people, and from the looks of him, Antoine might eat as much as Colette and me combined. She looks up from her feet and stares at me, her eyes filled with fear. I smile and caress her cheek. “I meant, do we have enough food, my dear.”

Her relief is palpable. “Yes, Madam,” she whispers.

“Good,” I respond before I turn to Antoine. “What do I owe you for the leash and collar?”

“Fifteen euros for the collar and thirty-five for the leash, Madam,” he says as I hand him my Amex card. He walks to the register to ring me up.

“Madam?” Colette whispers. “Will you be…?”

“Walking you home on the leash? No, I think that would be too much, Colette. We’ll do this slowly so you can get used to it, okay?”

“Yes, Madam.”

“Good girl,” I whisper and lean my head against the top of hers. “My good, good girl.”

She almost purrs for me.

“May I ask a question, Madam?” she whispers. I check on Antoine and he’s still running my card so I nod. “Is he for you, Madam?”

I smile. “Yes, of course, my dear Colette. I would never presume to force anyone on you. I thought I made that clear with Oliver.” She doesn’t meet my eyes so I touch her chin. She looks so vulnerable. I am again struck by the depths of my feelings for this girl. It’s unlike any relationship I’ve ever experienced, not that I’ve had that many.

“Yes, Madam,” she says and I frown. She doesn’t notice but I’m not at all happy with her knee-jerk response of ‘Yes, Madam’ to almost everything I say to her. I don’t know why those words bother me so much, they just do.

“Tell me what you really want to say, Colette,” I say at last to her. She keeps her eyes downcast. I’ve not seen this side of her before – this reluctance to answer me. But before she can answer, I hear Antione walking towards me.

“Madam,” Antoine says as he brings my card and a small bag to where we’re standing. “I look forward to seeing you tonight.”

I turn and take the bag which is not the custom in France. If you want a bag you usually have to bring your own. But I can see how carrying a leash and collar without having a bag to hide it in might be, especially in our circumstances, embarrassing.

So I take the items out of the bag and hand it to Antoine.

“We won’t need this,” I tell him and he accepts it with a nod. I glance at Colette and she’s blushing hard again.

Good, I think to myself.
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“Good evening, Madam,” Antoine says when I answer the door. He looks good. Damn good, in a black tee that shows off his muscled physique and tight black jeans that show off the outline of his impressive cock. I’m not sure if I believe that’s all him or if he’s got a rolled-up pair of socks in his boxer-briefs but it’s worth a stare. So I give him one.

When I look up at his face, he’s smiling at me. The man is good, no question. Maybe too good but I can deal with that.

“Glad you could make it, Antoine,” I say pointedly as I make a show of looking at my watch. He’s ten minutes late which wouldn’t be an issue except that it’s a dinner invitation and therefore an unacceptable faux pas in my book.

“Sorry I’m late but I wanted to bring something,” he says before he pulls a bouquet out from behind his back that looks amazing. It’s a sweet gesture and it almost feels out of character for a man I put in the too-cool-for-school category when I first met him.

“You didn’t have to do that,” I tell him as I smile and take the flowers. They truly are lovely so I have no choice but to forgive him as I invite him into my home.

“This place is amazing, Madam,” he says and I turn on my heel to confront him.

“Now that you’re my guest, I think it only right that you call me Sigourney, Antoine,” I tell him pointedly but with a smile. “I insist.”

“Thank you, Sigourney,” he says with another slight bow like he gave me in the store. I’m still trying to figure him out as I lead him toward the kitchen.

“Since it’s only us,” I tell him as I point him toward the doorway where Colette is doing wonders with dinner, “I thought we’d eat informally if that’s alright.” I point at the table for four but set for three that Colette has prepared at my direction to serve us. While Bettie and Oliver and their large family were guests here most of the summer, we always ate our evening meals in the formal dining room, which isn’t all that formal but it’s not nearly as charming as my breakfast nook. The space is just large enough for the table to seat four people comfortably with windows overlooking my herb garden on three sides like a gazebo. The place settings are informal but expensive and Colette has a great eye for details, using napkins and tableware that set off the ambiance of my South of France villa perfectly. I honestly don’t care if the tableau is lost on Antoine as I find the space delightful.

“This looks wonderful, Sigourney,” he says with convincing sincerity. “And dinner smells magnifique.”

“Colette has outdone herself,” I tell him with an eye on my cook. She’s blushing hard again – I will never get tired of that –  but she is a marvel in the kitchen and I’m blessed to have her, in all the ways that matter. “You will be impressed,” I add and offer him a bottle of wine. He takes it and the wine opener to do the honors for me.

“How long have you owned this place?” he asks and I give him my standard elevator pitch.

“I’ve lived off and on in Aix since I was a young girl…” He listens attentively if not overly interested, which is fine. I just want to make it clear that I’m not some fly-by-night rich American who never set foot in this part of the world until it became all the rage to buy up the best vineyards and chalets, riling up the locals who don’t pocket obscene amounts of money when their neighbors sell out their heritage.

“I have heard that about you,” he says cryptically. “That your parents have lived here since the sixties.”

“Grandparents, actually,” I tell him with quiet pride and explain. “Even though I wasn’t born yet, I take great pleasure from the fact that my paternal grandparents discovered the region in the early 1950s before Brigette Bardot starred in And God Created Woman which catapulted Saint-Tropez and the entire region into worldwide prominence.”

“So you’ve been here longer than I have,” he admits with a crooked smile.

“When did you come here?” I ask.

“My father moved here when he divorced my mother. I was a boy so I stayed with her in Paris. I moved here five years ago to take over the shop when he fell ill.” He darkens noticeably. “He died two years ago.”

“I’m so sorry for your loss,” I tell him sincerely. “I’ve been lucky – both my mother and my father are still alive.” I don’t get a response so I inquire further. “Is your mother still in Paris?”

“Yes, she is,” he brightens slightly.

“Colette is from Paris,” I tell him and turn to look at the girl who has remained in the background as she put the finishing touches on dinner. “Where did you live again, Colette?”

She colors and hesitates. I’m not sure why. “In the 7th arrondissement, Madam,” she barely whispers but Antoine hears her and is duly impressed.

“That is a very wealthy part of Paris,” he tells me as if I’m a bumpkin from the sticks. I know all about Colette’s privileged upbringing and the unfortunate events that brought her to my doorstep to cook for me, initially, and to sleep with me soon enough. But I don’t share my knowledge with Antoine, much to Colette’s obvious relief, as she’s been sneaking glances at me since our guest took it upon himself to mansplain what I already knew.

I decided it was time to have some fun with the young man.

“So, tell me, Antoine,” I begin as Colette brings our plates to the table. She doesn’t bring one for herself, which is odd because we eat together every night. Even when Bettie and Oliver’s large family were visiting, Colette always ate with us. “Are you here tonight because you want to fuck me, or Colette?”

He almost chokes on his first bite of the ratatouille, which is delicious, as always. I take my bite and wait for him to recover, although a glance at Colette almost makes me laugh, she’s blushing so hard.

“Madam, you must be joking,” he sputters at last. “When did I give you the impression…?” He lets the sentence die in the stillness of the kitchen.

I wave a hand at him and sip my wine. “Come on, Antoine. I see the way you look at my Colette.” I reach for her and she comes to me. I take her hand and smile up at her. “Why don’t you join us?” I whisper but she shakes her head.

“I did no such thing, Madam,” he says without irony. I laugh but he’s not having it. “No, I insist you tell me why you make such an outrageous insinuation.” I almost enjoy his faltering linguistic prowess as much as his posturing. Almost.

“I am not immune to her charms, Antoine,” I explain patiently, as if I’m treating him like the child he seems to be. “I know how attractive my little pet is, even if she does not.” I squeeze her hand. Colette is the least confident person I’ve met in France, a country known for its boundless and mostly undeserved self-certainty in almost every endeavor. Don’t get me wrong, I love France and the French people. But shy and self-effacing they are not.

“That may be true, Madam,” he continues. “But I have no designs on her.” He says it like he means it but I still don’t believe him.

“She’s a virgin, you know,” I tell him in an offhand tone. His mouth falls open as he stares at me. I glance at Colette and she’s almost catatonic.

He looks at her, then he turns to me. “Is she a lesbian?”

“Give the man a prize,” I say in a faux-magnanimous voice. “How did you guess?”

He recovers his composure as he focuses on a question he can answer. “We get several couples, lesbian couples, in the shop for the same reason you came in. It’s a common kink in that…in your community.”

“Oh, make no mistake, Antoine,” I say softly. “I am no lesbian.”

“Oui, Madam,” he says dismissively. “If that’s what you believe, who am I to question you?”

I’ve been eating as we’ve been talking but Antoine couldn’t seem to do both at once. I motion for him to focus on Colette’s delicious meal before I turn to her.

“Colette, I insist you join us. Get a bowl and eat.” I don’t have to tell her twice – she’s an obedient submissive, I’ll give her that.

“This is very good,” Antoine says between bites. “You found her how?”

I smile at his impertinence. “Through an agency. I was just looking for a cook. I had no idea what was to come of my request.”

“Good fortune?” he offers and I agree with a nod.

“Very good fortune.”

“How did you discover her submissiveness?” I don’t look at Colette but can only imagine that she is blushing hard as we discuss her as if she wasn’t sitting with us. I don’t know why I love to mortify almost as much as she loves me doing it.

“It didn’t take long,” I say with sincerity. “I noticed her watching my guests a few times as they played similar games and I decided to experiment with her. She always responded favorably so I kept pushing.”

“Have you found her limits yet?”

I look at him. “What do you mean?”

“Do you use a safeword? Are there things she won’t tolerate?”

I look at Colette who isn’t eating, just staring at her hands. “I don’t believe I have,” I say to Antoine without looking at him. “I guess we never got around to safewords.”

“They allow more freedom, not less,” he says as he finishes his ratatouille. “You should have one, though. It’s always a good idea to allow a sub to push herself without fear of going to far.”

“You sound very knowledgeable about the subculture,” I say with growing respect. I had no idea what I was getting with Antoine, either. I just saw a pretty face and a sexy body.

“I have been invited to a few functions by my better customers,” he says a little too nonchalantly. Then he gives me a knowing grin. “It’s been interesting.”

“What kind of functions?” I ask as I sop up the last of my soup with a piece of bread.

“Have you read The Story of O?” he asks. I laugh.

“Who hasn’t?”

“Well, you’d be surprised. The younger generation doesn’t read much.” He shrugs and I have to agree with him.

“Do you see young people at these functions?”

“Oh, yes. They may not read but they watch a lot of porn. It’s like a gateway drug in so many ways.” He stares at me for a long moment. “Would you care to join me next time I’m invited?”

I stare back at him even longer. “Let me think about it.”

“As you wish, Madam.” He stands up. “Now, do I get to fuck you, Sigourney?” He offers me his hand and I take it.

“Yes, Antoine. That sounds lovely.”
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I walk Antoine to the staircase and then up to my bedroom. He doesn’t say another word although he gives me a look when we get to the stairs.

“What?” I ask as I look back at him.

“You don’t make Colette watch?” he asks.

I stop and stare at him. “No. Why would I?”

He shrugs. “It’s a common thing among bisexual dommes to have their lesbian subs watch them when they indulge. I have no idea why.”

I stare at him intently until he shrugs again. “But you have an opinion, I assume?” I ask as I slowly ascend the stairs. He follows me as he offers his take.

“It’s another form of dominance, and for some, humiliation. Most of the subs just watch but a few are ordered to participate.”

“A few? How many times have you found yourself in such situations?” I suddenly feel like a clichè. I don’t like feeling this way.

“More than you would expect, but that is one of the benefits of owning a pet supply store,” he says without smirking. “One I didn’t expect when I took over the shop.”

“I imagine a lesser man wouldn’t be so active,” I offer and he smiles.

“You are too kind, Madam.”

We both laugh.

Once inside my bedroom, I close the door. “I’m not interested in having an audience, Antoine,” I tell him with all the authority I can muster. “I hope you understand.”

“It’s your house and your sub, Sigourney,” he offers in a polite voice. “I’m honored to be here.” He waves a hand around the room. “It’s a lovely place you have, by the way.”

“Thank you,” I tell him as I turn to allow him to unbutton my dress. I can manage it on my own, of course, but there is something about being helped by the man I’m about to take to my bed that just does it for me. He raises an eyebrow as I watch him over my shoulder and I blush in spite of myself. Where did that come from? I wonder.

“May I inquire, Madam…?” he begins but then hesitates. I’m impressed. I haven’t slept with too many locals but they are rarely so deferential. I like that he is.

I nod. “You may.”

“Are you ever submissive?”

I turn and look at him. “You don’t mince words, do you?”

“I’ve found it’s better to ask than to wonder,” he says as he unbuttons his shirt. When he peels it from his body, I raise my hand to my mouth. He smiles but without smirking. Impressive on both counts.

“I’m not generally submissive, no,” I tell him when I recover my composure. I slip my dress off my shoulders and he looks at my body and nods.

“Would you ever try it?” he asks in a respectful tone. I’m not sure if he’s really good at this or really bad. “I ask only because I want to be whatever you want me to be.”

“Then you shouldn’t have to ask, should you?” I’m not sure why I put it that way – I almost spoke without thinking. I feel myself spiralling in his presence and I’m not sure if I like it or hate it.

“No, Madam,” he says cryptically. He reaches for the back of my neck and pulls me to him for a kiss. It’s not a gentle kiss and I almost swoon as he comes very close to manhandling me. Part of me wants to scream at him to stop but I don’t because another part of me wants him to continue. Or do more. I go with it.

“Get on your knees, Sigourney,” he growls and I stare at him defiantly for a few seconds. He stares back without responding until he puts his hands on my shoulders and presses down. I let him and go to my knees at his feet.

“To be a really good dominant,” he whispers. “You have to experience what it’s like to be a submissive.”

I reel at the implications of what he’s saying. A thousand thoughts fly through my head at once.

I don’t want to be a submissive.

I’m not sure I want to be dominant.

I don’t want to be Antoine’s sub.

I want to suck his cock, but not like this.

Is what I want relevant?

“Take it out, Sigourney.” He keeps his eyes locked on mine.

I reach for his belt and unbuckle it. I unbutton his pants and pull down the zipper. He’s not wearing any underwear so his cock flops out in front of my face. It’s a nice cock, uncircumcised though, which I’ve never experienced before in real life, only seen in porn and they never appealed to me. That his uncircumcised cock doesn’t disgust me is surprising.

I reach for it and hold it by the base. His pubic hair is unkempt, and wild. It’s like he never grooms himself which is also vaguely disgusting but at least he doesn’t smell. I look at his face again when I realize I’ve been staring at his one-eyed monster and he’s still laser focused on me.

“Suck it, Sigourney,” he whispers, his voice catching. I like that I’m having that effect on him. “Take it in your mouth and suck it.”

I lick the tip. His pre-cum is bitter, almost disgusting. It’s been a while since I’ve tasted anything so vile but for some reason, I find it fitting that I’m disgusted by the taste of him. If I suck his cock, and I’m still not sure I will, it will be for his pleasure, not mine.

“Do it,” he growls and the hair on the back of my neck stands up. Will I let him bully me like this? Should I stand up to him now, walk out of the room, and throw him out of the house? My house? Part of me is screaming to do just that. Toss the bugger. Be done with him. Go back to the kitchen and hold Colette in my arms and be happy with what we have. Why bother with this bullshit?

But something inside me that I didn't know was there won’t let me. That part of me wants to please this man, and he is all man. His cock isn’t too big but the heft in my hand is impressive. The head is smooth and helmet-shaped now that it has fully extended from its sheath. Now that he is fully erect, his foreskin is hardly noticeable. I stroke him a bit with one hand and reach up to cup his balls with my other hand, then I lean forward and take him into my mouth. I keep my eyes on his as I do so but he doesn’t swoon, doesn’t flinch, doesn’t moan, doesn’t give me the satisfaction of any feedback whatsoever. The bastard.

I ease forward until the head presses against the back of my throat. I gag slightly and pull back. My mouth is dry but the gagging has unleashed a torrent of drool that coats his head and makes it easier to take him again, which I do, of course. I’ve committed to sucking him somehow. Almost without thinking, I’m giving in to his whim, to his desire, without a thought about my own pleasure, because I’ve never understood why some women enjoy blowing a man. I’ve never been one of those women.

But now I’m getting into it. He’s still not reacting but I don’t care. His cock is rock-hard in my mouth, his shaft is wet and slick, his balls are warm in my hand. I’m blowing him. He’s enjoying it, even if he won’t give me the satisfaction of showing me that he’s enjoying it, even as I do all the work for him, my jaw already aching, my knees rebelling, my back complaining. I’m too old for this, too old for him, just too old.

And yet.

Working to please him is bringing its own reward. Giving him pleasure is pleasurable for me. I’ve had inklings of these feelings before but none as visceral as this. He is using me and I’m fine with it. Better than fine, I want him to use me. I want to be the instrument of his pleasure. I want him to have his way with me.

But how can I signal what I want?

A thought comes to me, something I read somewhere. I let go of him with my hands and reach back to grab the heels of my shoes. I keep my eyes on his as I do so and finally, at long last, he reacts. His eyes widen. The corners of his mouth curl up ever so slightly. But it’s more of a sneer than a smile. His eyes then narrow as he reaches for my hair with one hand and his cock with the other.

He withdraws his cock from my mouth, turns my head slightly, and slaps my cheek with it. The sickening sound of wet flesh, to say nothing of the feel of it, combines to humiliate and thrill me. I close my eyes as he pummels my face. He turns my head and slaps his erection against my lips with enough force that I know they will swell to show the effects of his insolence and impertinence.

When he stops, I open my eyes and he’s smiling again. I remain motionless, my hands gripping my heels, my knees screaming in pain, my face wet with my saliva and his pre-cum. I watch as his eyes roam across my body before they return to my face.

He says nothing. He aims his cock at my mouth and I open for him to impale my throat, which he does with one stroke. I gag. He pulls back but then impales me again. I gag again. He keeps it up until I’m drooling uncontrollably. I feel the slick slobber drip down my chin onto my breasts. It feels so degrading. I feel so degraded. So used. So subservient. So violated.

I love it.

“Get on the bed,” he orders me suddenly as he lets me go and I fall over on my hip, choking, sputtering. I don’t look up at him but I feel him looming over me as I slowly turn to my hands and knees before I reach for the bed and climb onto it. I’m unsure how he wants me but I decide in an instant that if the choice is mine, I want him to take me from behind like an animal. I’ve never been a fan of the phrase let alone the reality of ‘doggy-style’ but in this instance, it feels so right, so deliciously demeaning, so obscenely humiliating.

Why do I want this, I wonder.

To better understand what it means to be submissive to another, I realize.

“Stay near the edge of the bed,” he orders me and I let my feet dangle over the side. He walks up behind me and nestles between my feet, one hand on my hip and the other sliding up my back until he grabs my hair and turns it slowly in his fist and pulls it, gently at first but with increasing pressure which keeps me facing away from him. I feel his cock at my entrance and he slides into me firmly but not viciously until he bottoms out at my cervix. He doesn’t batter it but pulls back and begins to pump as I adjust to his deliciously hard, satisfyingly thick member.

I close my eyes and just luxuriate in the fucking Antoine it giving me. He’s just aggressive enough without overdoing it, something I’ve not experienced before and I love it. If this is what he’s got I’m a buyer. I want him to stay with us, with me. I could get used to this.

“God, that feels good,” I murmur as he strokes in and out of my wet pussy. “I just love that.”

“You’re amazing, Sigourney,” he says softly. I love that he doesn’t have to get all ‘roided up to make me feel like a woman. In this respect, he reminds me of Oliver, Bettie’s husband and the last man I fucked and enjoyed myself. But Antoine has Oliver beat, not just because he’s a little rougher with me but because he’s available.

Or is he?

I suddenly realized I never asked if he’s got a girlfriend or a mistress or even a wife. How could I have been so neglectful?

“Do you have anyone you’re seeing right now, Antoine,” I ask while he fucks me. Too obvious, I wonder. But I don’t care. I want him and if being obvious is what it takes then so be it.

“I’m not seeing anyone right now, Sigourney.” He slows his tempo. “Why do you ask?”

I decide without thinking too much about it to go for broke and damn the consequences.

“Because I’d like you to move in with us.”

He barks a laugh. “With us?”

“With me.”
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The next few days are a revelation to me.

Antoine moves in with me immediately, retrieving a few personal items from his apartment and moving into my bedroom. It’s something I thought I’d never do again – share a bedroom with a man. I’ve had Colette sleep with me since we became intimate months ago but she never moved in. She has her own room in the servant’s wing of the villa where the live-in staff used to be quartered a hundred years ago. She never slept there once she slept with me, even sharing my bed when Oliver slept with me during his family’s long visit over the summer.

But now, I had her move back to her room. She didn’t object, of course. She’s a good submissive and took the news of Antoine’s arrival stoically. I could see the disappointment in her face when I told her she would henceforth be sleeping in her room. What surprised me was how much it thrilled me to dispatch her from my bed.

I had no idea I would love sending her away so much.

“Was that necessary?” Antoine asked after she left and closed the door. “We could have made room for her.”

“I don’t want any confusion on her part about her place in this household,” I tell him with a sharp tone. “And I don’t want any confusion on your part, either. She’s a virgin and I want her to remain a virgin. Is that understood?”

He smiles at me. “I’m no rapist, Sigourney.”

“I didn’t mean to imply that you were,” I sniff. “But she might offer herself up to you under the mistaken notion that it’s what I want, for you to take her maidenhead.”

“Then you’d better talk to her because I’m getting a sense that she’s thinking exactly that.”

“I know,” I admit and nod my agreement. “I will talk to her.” I walk to him and take his hand. “But for now, fuck me, Antoine.”

Which he does.

Thoroughly.

The three of us fall into a very familiar and oddly exhilarating routine. With Antoine still working at his shop, I’m free to be with Colette as before and I use the girl whenever I’ve a mind to be dominant. When Antoine comes home, I retreat into my old habit of becoming a submissive if not subservient wife even though it’s my house and we’re obviously not married. Like most Frenchmen I’ve met, Antoine is an unreconstructed male chauvinist pig which is exactly what I want him to be. Outside the bedroom and within.

Outside the bedroom, we approach each other carefully. I’m not sure how much I want to disclose without him taking the lead. Just like I told him our first night together, if he has to ask that ruins it. So I wait and watch to see how he approaches me.

At first, he’s polite, almost diffident and I get that. We’re new at this and with each other so a go-slow approach makes sense. I don’t offer too many prompts but if he does ask, I’ll be honest with him. Most of all, I want to let him know without coming out and saying it, that he can do almost anything he pleases with me within limits. I don’t want him to hurt me or degrade me but a little humiliation wouldn’t be beyond my liking. He just has to read my mind.

Kidding.

“What’s your idea of fun, Sigourney?” he asks during our first evening together after dinner. “Are you into TV, books, what?”

“I like to read, mostly,” I tell him. “You?”

“I’m not much of a reader, Sigourney,” he says offhandedly. “I watch a little TV and play games on my phone.” He shrugs. “I live alone so I’m used to entertaining myself. But I do have a high sex drive and if we’re living together, I hope to make that one of our priorities.” He doesn’t make a move for me, much as I wish he would. I’m still up in the air about how aggressive I want him to be, so I can’t offer him much in the way of direction in that regard.

Not that I want to.

I guess I really do want him to read my mind.

Sort of.

“Can we talk about our expectations?” he asks. We’re sitting in the living room that I usually used when Bettie and her family were visiting. It’s a lot quieter now which is a little disconcerting but it’s also nice to get back to a quiet life after a boisterous one. Although more activity in the bedroom sounds good.

“Sure,” I tell him. “What do you want to know?”

“Are you bisexual?” he asks unexpectedly. “Because I don’t know for a fact that you’ve been with Colette but it seems more than likely from what I’ve seen.”

I stare at him for a few silent seconds, totally perplexed. “What?” I ask at last.

He smiles. “Look, Sigourney. We hardly know each other but we’ve got a good connection sexually so far. I just want to get a better idea of who you are, what we’re doing, and what you expect from me.” He slides closer to me on the sofa. “I like you, and I love your place,” he whispers. “I don’t want to come off like a gigolo though. I want to earn my keep.”

“Is that what you think?” I ask, astonished. “That I’m keeping you, like a man would keep a mistress?”

“Aren’t you?” he asks as if it’s the most natural question in the world. I wonder briefly if I’ve made a terrible mistake.

Then it dawns on me – if I have made a mistake, it’s one I can easily fix. All I have to do is ask Antoine to leave and my problem will be solved.

But I don’t want him to leave.

“I guess I never thought about it that way,” I allow and he seems to take it in stride. “Is that the way you feel? Like a kept man?”

“Is that alright if I do?” he asks.

“I’m not sure,” I answer honestly. “I don’t think it ever occurred to me to think of you in that regard. Is that what you want?”

He pauses as if he’s thinking about the question for the first time. “I don’t know, to be honest. I think it’s mostly irrelevant for me. I can support myself, so I don’t need you. I can always go back to my apartment although I’d love to live here for the foreseeable future. Do we need to decide all that now?”

“No, we don’t. We can just go with the flow for now.”

He gives me a puzzled look. “Go with the flow?”

I smile. I have to remember that English is not his first language, proficient as he is in speaking it. “It means we just do what we want to do and not worry about the consequences.”

“Oh, okay,” he says. “Then why didn’t you say that?” He smiles and it takes me a second to realize he’s pulling my leg. Which he probably wouldn't understand, either.

“I’ll try to be more clear in the future,” I tell him and he slides right next to me and kisses me.

“Excellent,” he whispers and I kiss him back. He wraps his arms around my body and pulls me on top of him. He’s smiling as he kisses me and I pull away from him to ask what’s so funny.

“Nothing,” he says with an impish grin. “I just love the way you feel.”

“I’m good with that,” I tell him before I dive in for another, more passionate kiss. He lifts us both off the couch with ease and flips me underneath him in a quick, fluid motion that surprises and thrills me. It’s the most aggressive thing he’s done with me since he took me doggy-style our first night together. I wrap my arms around his head and hold on to him as if my life depended on it.

“So,” he says when we finally break from kissing. “You like the man to take charge?”

“Shut up and fuck me,” I whisper, my voice ragged. Now we’re getting somewhere.

“I think,” he says teasingly. “I’d rather cum in your mouth, Sigourney.” He pulls away from me and sits back on his heels. I lie there, staring at him. “Come on, then. Don’t make a big fuss about it. Just do as you’re told.” He’s grinning like a fucking cat as he unbuckles his belt and exposes his erection but does nothing with it.

Until he crooks a finger and beckons me to come to him.

Which I think about for several shocked and silent moments before I reluctantly gather myself and climb off the couch to kneel at his feet. He leans back and clasps his hands behind his head, still smiling like a consummate ass. But he’s made himself clear and it’s more or less what I wanted from him so I lean forward and take his cock in my mouth. The bastard doesn’t help but makes me do all the work.

Which I do until I feel him swell and shoot his load deep into the back of my throat, gagging me unmercifully. I am not accustomed to being used like this.

“That was lovely, Sigourney,” he says with a self-satisfied chuckle. “I knew you’d be up to the task if I let you.”

I just stare at him, incensed but he is unmoved by my obvious rage. Or maybe he just doesn’t care.

Which makes me even wetter than the blow job already did.

Fuck.
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During the day, Antoine goes to his shop and leaves me alone with Colette. Being used by him more aggressively with each passing hour, it seems, I take my frustrations out on my poor cook. She is stoic, as she should be, which only inflames my need to punish her. I don’t inflict pain – I’ve long since decided that whips and floggers are not for me – but I’m figuring out all sorts of ways to torment her without touching her.

For example, this morning I eat the breakfast she makes for me almost entirely before I tell her that the omelet is not to my liking and have her throw the scraps away dismissively. She says nothing but removes my plate from the table and scrapes the remainder into the compost bin. She asks if I would like something else for breakfast, which is absurd because I nearly finished the omelet but I shake my head.

“You really need to be more careful, Colette,” I tell her. “I pay you a very nice salary because you came highly recommended.” I didn't tell her what was wrong with the dish because nothing was wrong with the dish. She knows it and I know it but again, she says nothing. Which for reasons I can’t fathom, thrills me. Keeping Colette off balance emotionally feels so good to me even as it torments her. I feel bad that my behavior makes me feel so good but I can’t deny that it does.

Then, after she’s cleaned up from the morning meal, I take her to my bedroom and make love to her. Or I let her make love to me. She is sweet and tender with me as if the breakfast incident never happened which I also find amazing. I’m impressed that she can either put her sadness at my displeasure aside or if she’s so enamored with me that my bad treatment of her fuels her passion. Either way, she is a delight and a much-needed distraction from my relationship with Antoine.

“Madam,” she begins tentatively as we’re lying in my bed together. “May I ask you a question?” She’s so timid it’s touching.

“Go ahead,” I whisper.

“Will you give me to Antoine?”

“Give you? You mean, sexually?”

“Yes, Madam.”

I roll onto my side and take her face in my hands. “No, Colette. I will not do that. I know how you feel about men and you have nothing to worry about in that regard.”

She looks down to avoid my gaze. “But…”

“Go on.”

“If it would please you, Madam…” She doesn’t finish her thought but this is too important to make assumptions.

“If what would please me, Colette?”

“If it would please you to give me to Antoine, I would like to…please you, Madam.” She looks up but her eyes are so sad.

“You don’t mean that, Colette,” I chastise her.

“Oh, but I do, Madam. Nothing is more important than pleasing you, Madam.”

I’m touched but I still don’t believe her. “You aren’t bisexual, Colette. It would be so wrong for me to do that to you.”

“Still, I would do it willingly, Madam. Gladly, even.”

I touch her face and lean close to kiss her lips lightly. “I appreciate that, Colette. I do. But I wouldn’t want to push you into something you…” I stop short. “Unless this is what you want.”

“I want to please you, Madam.” She blinks away tears. “Anything.”

“But I don’t want you to submit to Antoine if that’s not what you want, Colette,” I say softly as I caress her cheek. “I’m not that kind of domme.”

“Yes, Madam,” she whispers but I can’t tell if she’s relieved or disappointed. I decide to err on the side of caution. Nothing about Colette’s behavior has hinted of an interest in men. I’ll assume that nothing will change that fact, even her willingness to do anything to please me.

“I’m flattered, Colette,” I continue as we stroke each other’s body. “And I appreciate your willingness to surrender your virginity if that’s what I asked you to do. But I won’t ask.”

“Yes, Madam,” she says a little more convincingly. I pull her to me and kiss her. She kisses me back, confirming to me that I’ve made the right decision. My chef has no interest in my new lover. Which is fine.

I’ll keep him all to myself.

The three of us fall into a comfortable, if predictable pattern in the following weeks. I sleep with Antoine and he’s a demanding lover but very talented in bed. Colette sleeps alone in her room in the servants’ wing of the villa. She serves us breakfast before Antoine goes off to work, something he is more committed to than I expected him to be.

Colette spends the days with me, sometimes in a comfortable but quiet symbiosis, sometimes with a sexual interlude between meals. She’s an extraordinary chef as well as an incredible lover, and she never fails to please me, either in the kitchen or the bedroom. Our days are filled with everything a woman could ask for.

Then Antoine comes home and everything changes. Colette becomes a servant again while Antoine assumes the role of master of the house. He mostly ignores Colette, which is fine and expected. We discuss his day which rarely changes but there is a comfort in his routine, a surprise for me. I used to manage a logistics department for a large American company before I retired to the South of France but I don’t miss being in charge of so many people. I’m content to be whatever I am with Antoine and Colette for the foreseeable future.

So, of course, Antoine suggests we change things up with a trip to a club he’s frequented on occasion.

“I told you I get a fair number of lesbian couples in the shop to buy the same sort of playthings you bought for Colette,” he says after dinner one evening. We’re sitting on the sofa in the living room next to the kitchen as Colette cleans up from our evening meal, a domestic scene that warms my heart every night.

“Yes, I remember,” I tell him as he strokes my arm and I nestle into his shoulder.

“One I’ve known for a while visited the shop today. It’s the first time I’ve seen them since last year.” I wait and he continues. “They told me their club is holding an auction and they asked if I would be interested in attending.”

I turn and look at him. “They invited you to a club for lesbians?”

“No, for dominants and submissives.” He arches his eyebrow but doesn’t smile.

“So, you would bring me as your sub?” I ask, wondering if I’m more thrilled or appalled that he sees me that way.

“That’s one way we could go,” he says with a slight smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Or, if you prefer, we could bring Colette as your submissive. You could try out her collar and leash at long last.”

I lean away from him and smile. “And how do you know we’ve not been using the collar while you’re at the shop?”

“Because it never moves from the nail you hung it on when you brought it home.” He smiles and I nod. He’s more invested in my relationship with Colette than I realized.

“Be that as it may,” I reply, vamping for time. “What makes you think I want to take her out in public wearing a collar and leash?”

“Well, you did bring it up when you bought it. And the club isn’t public. Only invited guests will be in attendance.”

“And you can get us all an invitation?”

“I already have.”

“So, we’re going? This discussion is moot?”

He laughs. “I guess that’s exactly right.”

I shiver with excitement and my belly clenches. But I can’t give in that easily, can I?

“What kind of auction is it? Do I run the risk of losing Colette to someone who can outbid me?”

He laughs again. “I doubt there’s anyone in town who would be able to outbid you, Sigourney.” He’s not intimately familiar with my financial status but he’s not completely unaware, either. I’ve been careful not to share any details but he does know I paid cash for this villa. “But you would be under no obligation to offer her for auction, of course.”

I wait for him to continue but he doesn’t. I cock an eyebrow and he just mirrors me. Which is hot and annoying at the same time. “What kind of auction is it, anyway?”

He reaches around my shoulders and pulls me close. I let him and lean against the crook of his shoulder.

I can hear him smiling as he asks, “Now why in the world would I tell you and spoil the surprise?”
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The night of the auction – it’s really a party, the auction is just a part of the event – I’m dressing in an outfit that Antoine recommended after I asked him for guidance. I don’t want to show up wearing something wildly inappropriate, so at my request, he selected what he deems a suitable outfit. I’m just not sure I agree with him as to its suitability.

“You’ll fit right in, Sigourney,” he assures me as I hold up the flaming red dress that exposes more of my body than it covers. I’m naked because any underwear I might have considered would show in the cutouts and make me vibrate with excitement. I’m no exhibitionist so the thought of walking semi-naked through a roomful of strangers terrifies me. But that Antoine wants me to, thrills me. He’s ten years younger than me and I always feel inadequate in his presence, a fault of my own making since he has nothing but nice things to say about my appearance. But a woman knows that men judge with their hormones while other women judge with their egos.

“I’m too old to be made a fool, Antoine,” I warn him. He ignores me and wraps his arms around me instead, intent on making me feel more secure about my aging body.

“You’ll look great, Sigourney,” he whispers as he slides his hands down my back and cups my ass. I’m not unaware of my assets but this dress will show more of me than I’ve exposed in public in a long time, maybe ever. I never dressed to impress the boys when I was young and after I married, my husband showed little interest in how I looked. I guess I should be happy that I finally have a partner that appreciates what I have to offer but this dress is almost too much.

Almost.

“Put it on, Sigourney,” he says in a deep, authoritative voice that tips me away from my resistance. I’m no pushover, at least I haven’t been until now, I say to myself as I slip into the dress. It’s a perfect fit, molded to my body, and leaves little to the imagination in the way it hugs my curves. But the cutouts – a dramatically plunging neckline both in front and in back, coupled with one slit up my thigh to my waist leave me totally at the mercy of a sudden breeze or a wrong turn. I’m not well-endowed but my breasts threaten to expose themselves at every angle as I stare at myself in the full-length mirror I used to love. Now, I’m not so sure.

“Oh, yeah,” Antoine says in an even deeper voice that has to be a put on. Who does he think he is, James Earl Jones? “You look sensational, Sigourney.”

I give him a look but he’s raking my body with his eyes. I shudder with pleasure.

“You look good yourself, Antoine,” I tell him because it’s true. Against all of my expectations, he brought a stunning black tuxedo home with him from the shop or, more accurately, his apartment because I had to ask if he rented or owned it. He didn’t take my question as the insult it turned out to be, thank god. I have to be more careful in the future regarding his taste and his wherewithal to afford the finer things in life.

Which gives me an idea.

“You look so good in that tux,” I begin, “I think I’d like to buy you some new clothes.”

He shoots me a look and I realize he’s taking my question the wrong way. Or maybe I meant it the wrong way. His taste in tuxedos is vastly better than his taste in casual clothing.

“You don’t approve of the way I dress? Is that what you’re really saying, Sigourney?”

“No, not at all,” I add hastily. “Well, maybe a bit.” I go to the bed to pull on the shoes he’s picked out for me to wear – three-inch stilettos that will make me almost as tall as him – as I regroup on my comments. “I like your clothes, Antoine,” I say with a smile. “I just think we could refresh your look a bit.”

“I do okay at the shop, Sigourney, but I can’t afford a whole new wardrobe,” he states flatly as he checks his hair in the mirror.

“I’ll pay for everything.”

He turns and looks at me. “Is that some sort of bribe, or a quid pro quo?”

“For what? You have nothing I want that I don’t already have.” My face flushes at the sound of the words that slipped out against my will. I don’t want an argument to ruin the evening, so why would I say something like that? I watch his face closely but he takes my statement in stride.

“Anything I want?” he asks and I realize where his mind went. I breathe a sigh of relief.

“Anything you want, Antoine.” I’m tempted to add some sort of caveat but it doesn’t seem appropriate. Also, I don’t want to caveat him. I’m not sure where that’s coming from, either.

“I’ll think about it,” he says as he traverses the bedroom to where I’m sitting and offers me his hand. I take it to stand on my heels for the first time in a while and take his arm. He smiles and I smile back. “Shall we see what Colette is up to?”

“Lets.”

He walks me down the stairs and across the living room to the hall that leads to the servant wing. We open Colette’s bedroom door without knocking to find her sitting on her bed. She is dressed in a cape that Antoine procured from the club – all of the subs who attend are dressed, or undressed, in precisely the same manner – six-inch stilettos and nothing else. Her body is completely visible when the cape is open as it is now, but the garment is wide enough to cover her completely if she wraps it around her torso. That she chose not to in this instance is fascinating to me. Is she showing off for Antoine? Or for me?

“Come, Colette,” I order her, and she stands on wobbly feet. I nudge Antoine toward her and he offers his arm to her to stabilize her. When she regains her balance and composure, I step forward to face her.

“Do you have the collar and leash?” I ask in a quiet but direct tone. She nods. “We’ll attach it when we get to the venue,” I add and she nods again but flushes as well. Her pale skin is perfect for a sub as she’s always showing just how embarrassed she is, to me at least. I wonder if Antoine even notices.

Men.

“Shall we?” I ask him and he nods and walks Colette to the door of her bedroom. Her ankles wobble with every step and I wonder if she’ll make it through the night without injuring herself but the club supplied the shoes and the cape with strict instructions to not change anything, so she’ll have to make do. I like that she’s literally off balance although I have no idea why – I didn’t know I was like this. I’m glad I discovered this new aspect of my personality.

The drive to the venue is long and quiet. It’s not in Aix but a neighboring town I’m not familiar with, so I ask Antoine why the couple he knows invited him from so far away.

“There aren’t that many guys willing to attend a largely lesbian event, for obvious reasons.” He gives me a look and I have to smile.

“Largely lesbian?”

He keeps his eyes on the dark road. “Some of the ladies are bisexual.”

“The dommes or the subs?”

“Both,” he says with a glance at me. Colette is in the back seat, no doubt taking all of this information in. I’ve shared nothing with her to keep her guessing and on edge. There are many ways to edge a submissive, I’ve found, and I am enjoying them all.

“What’s your plan for tonight?” I ask, wanting and not wanting to know. I like surprises but this may be too much for me. “Can you tell me anything without spoiling it?”

“No, not really. But don’t get too carried away imagining all sorts of debauched activities,” he adds. “It’s not an orgy or anything like that. Most of the women come for the socializing and to meet like-minded women.”

“How many men will be there?” I ask, wondering if my frustration with Antoine is showing. From the look he shoots me when we stop at what has to be the place, I have to say it is.

“No idea,” he says as he shuts off the engine. “I’ve been to four or five parties here and I’ve seen anywhere from a half dozen men to being the only cock in the henhouse.” He smiles at his crude metaphor and exits the vehicle. I wait for him to get my door, which he does - his manners are impeccable  – and then opens the back door for Colette to join us on the long circular cobblestone driveway. I ask for her collar and attach it to her neck as she turns a deep shade of red that is noticeable even in the subdued light of the driveway.

As we walk to the front door, it opens and a woman wearing a beautiful but demure evening gown smiles to greet us. Suddenly, I feel underdressed in precisely the wrong way and I look at Antoine, but he only has eyes for the woman in the doorway.

“Antoine, so glad you made it,” she coos. I’m impressed and madly jealous at how gorgeous she looks and at how she’s completely ignoring me and Colette. Antoine approaches her for air kisses and more smiles before he turns to introduce us.

“Lillou, this is Sigourney Martin and her sub, Colette.”

“I’m so pleased to meet you, Sigourney,” the woman says with a slight chill in her tone. “And your girl is breathtaking,” she adds as she turns to Colette and puts her hands on her shoulders. “We are so glad you came. Antoine has told us so much about you.”

I glance at Antoine and wonder when he had the opportunity to discuss our situation with a woman I know nothing about but he’s still smiling and staring at Lilou. She’s gorgeous, with flowing red hair and narrow shoulders, something that drives me to distraction as my shoulders are broad and unfeminine. Her lips are full and natural from what I can tell in the subdued light but they are painted bright red so who knows? Her eyes are dark and not kind, almost a cliche for a woman hosting an auction for submissives.

“Please, come inside and meet our other guests,” she says as she backs into the foyer. Antoine offers me his arm and I take it with one hand while maintaining a grip on Colette’s leash with the other. I’ve never ‘walked’ another human being before and it’s a strange but intoxicating experience. I vow silently to make it a regular occurrence if only in the privacy of my home.

Lilou’s house, assuming it’s hers, is almost as stunning as its owner. The decor is sleek and modern but with hints of French Provincial that set off the modern pieces perfectly. Art decorates the walls and one piece in particular catches my attention, a painting of a woman in the throes of ecstasy. The woman is clearly Lilou.

“Who is she?” I whisper to Antoine as we walk through the hallway to the back of the house where the party, or whatever this purports to be is in full swing. As we round a corner I’m stunned to see a dozen other couples – more than half of them lesbians – in evening gowns and tuxedos for the men and the butch women. Some of the gowns are more risque than my own, but each couple is flanked by a submissive woman dressed in exactly the same closed cape as Colette. Clearly, an invitation is only offered to people who were in the lifestyle, something I had no idea existed a few months ago.

“What in the world…?” I say to Antoine who pats my hand on his arm in a condescending manner that is nonetheless oddly comforting. He’s clearly at home in this element and I am not. I glance at Colette and am not surprised to find the poor girl looking overwhelmed and forlorn, her eyes cast down and her body language almost folded in on itself, as if she’s trying to be invisible which is absurd. It doesn’t take more than a cursory look at the other subs for me to conclude that mine is the most beautiful one here.

My heart swells with undeserved pride.

“Let’s get something to drink,” Antoine says and I eagerly agree. We walk to the bar against the far wall and a bartender in a white shirt and black pants who seems almost normal in a room full of people who are anything but, asks Antoine for our drink order. As he deals with the drinks, I scan the crowd for anyone I might recognize but I’m not the most social person, and see no one I know. Which comes as a bit of a relief, to be honest. I’m not sure what I might say to an acquaintance if I ran into them.

“Your drink?” Antoine says as he hands me a scotch and soda, my usual. He’s sipping a cognac from an iconic small glass and I raise an eyebrow to ask him if he’s drinking what I think he is. He smiles. “Lilou is very generous with her Louis XIII.”

I smile and nod. I was surprised when Antoine asked me to buy a bottle of the expensive Rèmy Martin liquor, which retails at almost €4000 per bottle. The crystal decanter it comes in is quite beautiful, but still…

“You’ve been here before then?” I ask with a tight smile.

He laughs. “Are you jealous, Sigourney?”

“Should I be?”

“No, not a bit.” He nods toward the crowd and I turn to see Lilou arm in arm with another gorgeous woman and it’s clear that her interest in Antoine is likely platonic. But ever since I discovered my own bisexual tendencies – I still have trouble admitting it, even to myself, though I know it’s true – I’m still suspicious. Which makes me wonder why. Antoine shares my bed but we’ve never discussed exclusivity in our sexual relationship. Colette’s presence in my villa made any discussion of fidelity absurd to my mind, although I never confirmed that Antoine feels the same way. How could he not?

“Everyone?” Lilou says in an elevated tone. “We’ll be collecting your submissives now in preparation for the auction. Please relinquish control to one of our managers as they make their way through the crowd.”

I turn to Antoine. “You said I didn’t have to…”

“And you don’t,” he says in a too-calm voice. “It’s all at your discretion, Sigourney.”

It doesn’t feel that way to me.
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Three men in similar dress as the bartender – white dress shirts, black pants, and nondescript shoes, emerge from the far door and fan out in the crowd to take the leash from the couples who relinquish control of their subs without a fuss. I’m one of the last to be asked and feel compelled by the group to play along, even though I have no intention of ‘auctioning’ Colette, whatever that means or may entail. But as she’s walked back to the same door the men came from and all of the subs vanish without a word from any of them, I’m suddenly anxious and despondent. I look at Antoine with sad eyes and he smiles.

“She’ll be fine, Sigourney,” he whispers as two women approach us. They are one of the butch and lipstick lesbian couples that dominate the group and I wrongly assume that the tuxedo-clad woman would introduce them but the other one speaks for them.

“It’s good to see you again, Antoine,” she says with her eyes on me. “And who is this you’ve brought to the party?”

“This is Sigourney,” he says as he glances at me. “It’s good to see you again, Eloise. Margot.” He introduces me to them with surprising formality and I shake their hands – no air kisses for me, apparently.

“How long have you two been together?” Eloise asks. She’s short and rail thin but not emaciated. She looks great in a metallic cocktail dress that leaves her shoulders bare and her legs on full display, a look that makes me feel less exposed in my dress for which I’m grateful.

“Only a few weeks,” Antoine says. “But it is going quite well so far.” He turns to me. “Wouldn’t you agree, Sigourney?”

“Yes, of course,” I say with a shortness that I didn’t intend. “What’s the auction all about?” I ask to change the subject and to satisfy my curiosity now that I’ve relinquished Colette almost against my will.

The woman speaks as if she’s running the show. “We wait for them to be properly prepared and then they bring the first one out for everyone to bid on.” She almost sounds patronizing which stuns me.

“This is my first auction. What are we bidding on?”

“The subs,” she says with a near eye-roll.

“To do what?”

“To go home with us.”

“For how long?”

“As long as the offer indicates.”

“What offer?”

Eloise looks at Antoine as if to ask what’s wrong with me. He steps forward and puts his hand on the small of my back. “Sigourney has never attended an auction before so she’s unfamiliar with the way we do things.”

I look at him as if he’s got three heads. “So, why don’t you explain how you do things, because I haven’t agreed to anything. Who’s going to bid on Colette?”

“We’ll all bid on her,” the butch dyke says as if I’m a complete idiot.

“But I didn’t agree to anything,” I almost scream, turning heads in my direction. Suddenly, Lilou, our hostess, comes rushing towards me. Well, she walks quickly in my direction, at least. I turn to ask her what the fuck is going on but she shuts me down with a wave of her hand.

“We’ll need to bring you up to speed, Sigourney,” she whispers and takes my arm to walk me into another room. I let her, reluctantly. I’m surprised when Antoine follows us.

“I told you keeping her in the dark was a bad idea, Antoine,” Lilou says over her shoulder as we walk through the doorway and Antoine closes it behind him. “You should have at least explained the options.”

“What options?” I ask in near-complete frustration.

“I talked to Marcel,” Antoine says to Lilou, ignoring me which is pissing me off. “I told him to show Colette without offering her for bidding.”

“He agreed to that?” Lilou asks, clearly surprised.

“Of course,” Antoine says somewhat dismissively. FInally, he turns to me. “Each sub is brought out one at a time to be offered to the audience for whatever time their owner designates.” He glances at Lilou but she keeps quiet. “The winner then makes an offer to the owner, who is standing next to the stage with their sub.”

“I don’t understand,” I tell him, my frustration building again.

“It will be easier for you to watch and if we don’t get back, we’ll miss the first auction, so…” He waves at the door and offers his arm. I stare at him for a beat, then glance at Lilou who still looks like she’s not in charge of anything when it dawns on me.

She’s not in charge. She’s just the hostess.

“Are you the master of ceremony tonight?” I ask Antoine and he laughs.

“No, I’m just a guest,” he says as we walk to the door and open it. “The MC will introduce himself before the first auction.”

“What’s his connection to this house and to Lilou?” I’m a little unnerved referring to her in the third person when she’s standing right there but she doesn’t flinch and neither does Antoine. Instead, he leans close and whispers in my ear.

“He owns the house and Lilou.”

I’m still recovering from the shock when we reemerge in the main room just in time to see a tall man in a tux take to the stage which I hadn’t noticed before. It’s just a small elevated platform, not much bigger than an orchestra conductor’s podium, with a wireless microphone in his hand. Why he needs a mic in such a small space is beyond me but I watch as he asks for everyone’s attention.

“Thank you all for coming this evening and for bringing your lovely submissives with you. Obviously, this event wouldn’t work without everyone’s cooperation but I appreciate you just the same.” He pauses for a polite round of applause before he turns to look at me and Antoine.

“I’d also like to welcome our special guest to her first event with our group,” he says with a warm smile. He’s quite handsome and he speaks English without a trace of an accent. “Sigourney Martin is new to our group but I’m sure everyone knows she bought the Maison Adélaïde Villa in Aix-en-Provence last year, much to my surprise. Welcome, Sigourney.”

I feel the color rise in my cheeks as everyone looks at me. I’m not a social person and this kind of attention is almost unbearable but soon enough the focus turns back to the MC and the auction, or whatever it is that’s about to happen. I breathe a sigh of relief and Antoine puts his arm around my waist.

“You okay?” he whispers at the MC drones about the rules, something I wanted to know but can’t focus on at the moment. “You look like you might be sick.”

“I’m fine,” I reply in a clipped tone that isn’t warranted but the best I can do. “Thanks,” I add.

“We can stay or leave whenever you want, but I thought you’d like to see what  this is all about.” He turns to the stage where the first sub is being brought in from the room they all disappeared into a few minutes ago.

The woman’s cape is gone so except for her stilettos and collar, she’s completely naked. And gorgeous. I’m struck by how beautiful and vulnerable she seems with her breasts and mound visible for all to see. And evaluate as she’s paraded back and forth on her leash by one of the handlers as the MC talks about her attributes as if she were a prized heifer at a livestock sale.

“Rosalie is 24 years old and has never had children,” the MC announces. I wonder why that matters but he moves on to other matters quickly and I try to keep up. “She’s an accomplished dancer with three years of training at the École de danse de l'Opéra national de Paris, the premier ballet school in the world.”

I’m struck by the mention of the school – other than that, the MC has been speaking English this whole time. For me? I turn to Antoine and ask him.

“Oh, but of course,” he whispers without looking at me. “They are very happy you are here, Sigourney. Very happy. So they want to make you feel at home.”

My cheeks burn once again even though no one is looking at me. “Why?” I ask.

“He knows what the villa is worth, Sigourney.” He looks at me finally and raises an eyebrow. “Everyone knows.”

I blink. “So, it’s all about my money?”

“When isn’t it?” he says with a hint of derision. “You Americans should know that best of all.”

When I turn back to the stage with my head reeling from Antoine’s statement, I realize that the litany of details about Rosalie has ended and the bidding is about to begin.

“Madame Tourette and her wife are offering the lovely Rosalie for one evening with a minimum bid of €5000. Who will start the bidding?”

“Tourette?” I whisper to Antoine. “Is that a joke?”

He looks at me. “Not at all,” he sniffs. “Marie is from Louden, west of Paris.” He says it as if I should know how that matters. “Georges Gilles de la Tourette, for whom the disease was named, was from Louden. She’s a descendant of his family.”

“Five thousand euros,” the MC says as he points at someone in the crowd whose hand is raised. “Do I hear six?”

“What do you get if you win the bidding?” I ask Antoine quietly.

“You get to take her home for the night,” he whispers.

“And?” I look at him.

“It’s up to the girl but she’s a sub so there are expectations.” He looks at the stage. “No refunds, by the way.”

“So if she doesn’t cooperate?” I ask, somewhat taken aback by the implications.

“She’s done as far as these auctions are concerned. But that rarely happens.”

“But she can say no, right?”

He looks at me. “Of course, Sigourney. We’re not barbarians.” He looks away again as the auction for Rosalie is wrapping up.

“Sold, for €7500 to Madame Trouvé,” the MC says as everyone claps politely. “And will you be taking dear Rosalie just for one night?”

I look at Antoine. “What is he saying?”

“If the buyer chooses, they can double or even triple the offer for additional time.”

“So, if they want her for two nights, it would be €15,000?”

“That’s exactly right.”

“Does all the money go to the so-called owners or does the girl get anything?”

“The organization gets ten percent, the rest goes to the owners. The girl gets nothing. She’s a submissive, Sigourney. She doesn’t expect to be paid for what she does.”

“So, it really is a form of prostitution,” I offer and he stares at me.

“If you want to look at it that way, but I don’t. Nor do any of these people.”

“Pimps always see it differently, Antoine,” I sniff and he shoots me a look. “You have to promise me that Colette is coming home with us tonight.”

“I promise, Sigourney,” he says softly. “You have my word on it.”

I calm down a bit but I’m still on the razor’s edge. I can barely look at the next two subs that are presented who do nothing for me. Not that they should – I have no intention of bidding on anyone. That would make me even worse than the pimps.

I’d be a john.

“Can we go soon?” I ask after another sub is paraded across the staging area. “This isn’t my cup of tea.” I asked without looking at Antoine but he didn't answer. When I look at him, his eyes are locked on the next sub to exit the prep room. I turn to see her.

She’s gorgeous.

Stunning.

“Who is that?” I ask, almost involuntarily.

“Valérie Caroit,” he whispers. “She’s new but I heard about her from Lilou.” He doesn’t turn when I look at him.

“Did Lilou want you to know about her for some reason?”

He finally turns to look at me. “She knows I have a thing for tall women.” He cocks an eyebrow and I look away. I’m almost six-two.

I look at the sub on stage again and take her in more fully. She does look tall but it’s difficult to say just how tall she is due to the slightly elevated stage, but she towers over the MC. I’m used to being the tallest woman in the room wherever I go – sometimes the tallest person – but this Valérie looks like she’ll give me a run for my money. Other than her height, though, we appear to have little in common. She’s got beautiful blonde hair whereas I’m a lifelong brunette. She’s got curves, but like most French women, she’s not the least bit overweight. If anything, I envy the way her waist contrasts with her breasts and hips. She’s got the closest thing to a pinup figure I’ve ever seen in person, like a woman out of the 1950s when Marilyn Monroe and her ilk were the ideal form in the States, while Bridgette Bardot and Sophia Loren reigned supreme here in Europe. Then Twiggy took the world by storm in the sixties and thin women became the obsession that they still are to this day.

That Valérie is a throwback to a different era doesn’t diminish her appeal, at least not for me and from what I can tell, not for Antoine, either. She’s poised and self-confident, a bit of an oddity in a parade of submissives, but she pulls it off. More than that, she looks defiantly proud of her status, as if she’s challenging us, and me in particular, to not think of her in such a subservient role. Which inflames my desire to have her, quite unexpectedly.

“One of the most sought-after new additions we’re so fortunate to present this evening,” the MC drones, as if he’s nonplussed about Valérie's attitude and bearing as the rest of us. The murmurs that ripple through the crowd tell me that the bidding will be spirited, right in line with the woman’s poise and presence, and just like that, I realize I have to have her.

“Shall we start the bidding at €10,000 for one night?” the MC offers and before anyone can respond, I raise my hand.

“Twenty-five thousand euros,” I state evenly and the crowd gasps in unison. The MC turns to me with eyes wide but a broad smile on his face as he counts his cut of my offer in his head.

He has no idea.

“Madame Sigourney,” he almost shouts. “A bold bid, indeed.”

My eyes lock with Valérie’s and I see an understanding in them that thrills me. Boldness, indeed, will be rewarded.

“Do I need to ask if anyone will top Madame Sigourney’s offer?” he asks the crowd. Murmurs resume but are quickly curtailed by his declaring the bidding closed.

“And how many nights will you be claiming?” he asks with a smarmy smile, as if he knows me. I give him a predatory look in response and am again thrilled as his smug cockiness melts away.

“A month.”


10

Antoine was true to his word about how they would deal with Colette. She was introduced at the auction but not offered, an obvious ploy to stoke interest in her the next time we bring her to an event. She looked terrified when the wrangler walked her out but with no bidding, she was just paraded for everyone to admire and fantasize about, which suited me just fine.

As promised, Colette’s debut was the end of the auction which I thought was a little anticlimactic, but whatever. Once she was led from the stage, the door to the staging room opened, and the subs who had been auctioned paraded out to be handed over in an informal exchange from owners to the bid winners. I waited with exciting anticipation for Valérie’s owners to hand her to me.

“Will you really keep her for an entire month?” Antoine whispers as we wait for the handoff. I turn to look at him.

“That’s up to her, isn’t it?” I ask pointedly. “Or did you not properly explain how this works?”

“Well, we’ve never had anyone buy more than two nights before so we’re treading on unknown territory here.” He looks over my shoulder and nods. I turn to see a striking couple, a man and a woman, walking Valérie on her leash, her cape open and flowing behind her to dramatic effect.

“Madame Sigourney,” the man says in a heavily accented voice that is as deep as Antoine’s. “Your prize.” He hands me the loop at the end of the leash and I turn to the woman at his side.

“Sigourney Martin,” I introduce myself and the woman responds in perfect English with only a hint of a French accent.

“A pleasure to meet you, Madame Martin,” she says as we air kiss and nod. The man then kisses me as well.

“I am Philippe Vigier and this is my wife, Émilie,” he says. “We are impressed with your bold bid and the timeframe is extraordinary, madam.”

“I trust it won’t be a problem,” I offer as I accept the leash and turn to Valérie, asking her as much as I’m asking her owners. She can end our time together whenever she chooses so I’m more concerned with her attitude than that of her owners.

“No, madam,” she says softly, taking the cue from my looking at her as I asked the question. From what Antoine told me, my account will have one night’s fee deducted each morning and sent to the Vigiers. Whenever Valérie decides she’s had enough, she can leave and the deductions stop. It’s a simple system, really, and I’m thrilled that no one objected to my unexpected offer to pay for a full month. I’m beyond excited at the prospect of having this gorgeous creature for such a long stay.

“We will miss you, Valérie,” Émilie says with obvious emotion. “Come back to us, please.”

The woman’s statement startles me and I turn to Antoine. He cocks an eyebrow and nods as if to tell me he’s aware of my confusion but that now is not the time to discuss it. I nod in response and wait for a more opportune moment as I watch the two women embrace and reluctantly let go. Philippe embraces Valérie perfunctorily at best and I’m struck that their relationship with their sub is mostly Émilie’s. I shiver with excitement at the prospect.

Then it occurs to me that whatever relationship the Vigiers have with Valérie is irrelevant to me. I’m in control. I paid for Valérie to be my submissive and that’s all that matters. All of this power exchange bullshit is still so new to me that I’m still getting used to my position, even though I’ve been dominating Colette for months now. It’s a heady realization that I need to discuss with Antoine.

Or do I?

“Shall we?” Antoine asks as he looks at me. “Or would you prefer to stay for a while?”

“No, let’s go,” I respond, smiling at his deference to me. He may dominate me in the bedroom but he is perfectly respectful of my authority everywhere else. I need to maintain that separation, I realize.

Or do I?

I heft the two leash loops in my hand and Colette, who has been quiet to the point of disappearing from my consciousness for the past few minutes, looks at me. She is the picture of insecurity – fearful of her position in our pecking order, unsure of her importance to me now that she has a rival for my attention – and I get another thrill of recognition and anticipation at the prospect of pitting one submissive against the other. I have no idea what that will entail or even if I’ll be any good at it but the prospect of trying is exciting. In fact, I’ve never been so excited in my life.

“Sigourney?” Antoine asks, bringing me back to the room. “Is everything alright?”

“Fine,” I tell him somewhat more dismissively than I had intended but I don’t correct myself. He’s looking at me with more respect than just a few hours ago and I like that, too. I like everything that’s happened tonight. “Let’s go.”

He motions for me to precede him toward the front of the house and I nod at Colette and Valérie to walk in front of me. They do and I’m thrilled once again as I hold their leashes as we walk through the crowd that is intent on not watching us as they watch us intently with furtive glances and part to let us through. It’s almost unnerving the attention we get without anyone being overt or even guarded in watching me lead my two women to the door. That I’m leading from behind is just so perfect.

“You look radiant,” Antoine whispers as we approach the exit. “Is this what you had in mind all along?”

I glance at him. “I wish I could say it was but I don’t have a vivid enough imagination to have anticipated this turn of events.” He smiles and nods.

“Well, you pulled it off like you had been planning this for months.” He holds the door for me and I nod at our hostess without bothering to stop, leaving her open-mouthed with surprise and disappointment. My face flushes, not from embarrassment for once in my life but from sheer joy at being so cavalier about someone else’s feelings. It’s a heady experience.

We walk to the car and Antoine holds the door for me. I load my subs into the back seat and then join them – on the way here, I sat in the front next to Antoine, but now it feels like my place is in the back. I sit next to Valérie as I want to talk with her on the way back to my villa.

“Tell me your story,” I instruct her as Antoine drives away from the venue. She doesn’t hesitate.

“I’m recently divorced, no children, no place to call my own, really,” she says without emotion. I watch her gorgeous mouth as she talks, mesmerized. “I’ve been living with the Viriers since I left my ex-husband’s family home. He owned it before we married so I had no claim on it, nor did I want one. I was fine with leaving my old life behind.”

“How long were you married?” I ask.

“Seven years,” she answers, again without emotion. If she’s heartbroken over ending her marriage, she doesn’t act it.

“Was the divorce his idea, or yours?” I’m always interested to hear who ended a relationship.

“It was mine. I’d married him for the wrong reasons and it finally came to a head when he cheated on me. I didn’t want to be in a cliched marriage as is so common here.”

“You’re not French, are you?” I ask at last. I’d been curious about her lack of an accent since she began talking.

“No, I’m from Canada,” she offers. “I grew up in Montreal so I speak French fluently but I don’t miss it if you prefer English.”

I look past her at Colette who is avoiding my gaze. “Did you hear that from Colette?”

“I did,” she answers, looking at the girl for the first time. “She was very… helpful once you purchased my contract.”

“I imagine she was,” I say while staring at her. “What else did she tell you?”

Valérie turns to look at me. “She said you are the only domme she’s ever known so she has no one to compare you to, but that she loves being your submissive and hopes that I don’t displace her. She was quite open and honest about her situation which I appreciated.” She reaches for Colette’s hand and squeezes it gently.

“Are you bisexual?” I ask, ready to refocus the conversation on Valérie again.

“I am,” she says casually. “Madame Vigier used me much more than Monsieur did.”

“How did you feel about that?” I ask pointedly.

She smiles. “It didn’t matter how I felt,” she says quietly.

“Yes, I understand, but I’m asking you how you felt, so answer me.”

She turns and glances at me briefly before looking away. “I was fine with it. I like women, I found.”

“You had limited experience with women before you went to the Vigiers?”

“I had none,” she says without emotion. “I was not very sexually active before I got married and my ex was nothing to write home about.”

I have more questions about her pre-submissive experience but I feel I’ve asked enough for now. “How did you come to be with the Vigiers?”

She smiles. “They were in the same social circle as my husband,” she explains in that same flat tone she seems to favor. “I didn’t know them well but when I decided to leave Theo, I asked a few friends if I could stay with them until I got myself sorted. Émilie was quick to invite me to stay with them and things just progressed from there.”

“How did you become their submissive?”

She blushes, which is adorable. “It was a process. I found her reading a book that intrigued me and we began talking about dominants and submissives. I thought it might suit me and I had no plans or way of earning a living, so I was predisposed, I suppose. It became inevitable in some ways. I don’t want to be on my own. I prefer being taken care of.”

“Is being a submissive all that different than being a wife?”

She smiles and blushes again. “I find the explicit lack of agency to be exquisitely enticing, to be honest. I love being told what to do and having no recourse.”

“Do you worry about being abused?”

“No, never. I’ve got a high tolerance for pain, I’ve found.”

I stare at Valérie for a few seconds. “Tolerance for pain? Did the Vigiers abuse you physically?”

“I think I need to say nothing about that, out of respect for their privacy.” She looks at me and raises an eyebrow. I understand what she’s implying – I can expect the same courtesy if I don’t press her.

“I understand,” I answer and she nods.

“Yes, madam.” She stares at the back of Antoine’s head for a few seconds before she asks, “May I ask a question, madam?”

“Go ahead.”

“Where will I sleep?” Valérie asks, her eyes soft and beautiful.

“In my bed,” I answer immediately. As I watch her reaction, I can’t help but notice Colette turn away from us toward the side window.

“Who else will be with us in the bed?” she whispers.

“Antoine, and perhaps Colette,” I add and Colette turns to stare at me with tears streaming down her face. “Does that suit you?” I ask Valérie.

“It doesn’t matter what suits me, madam,” she says and I take her hand in mind, surprising her.

“I know it doesn’t matter but I want to know, Valérie. And please remember, when I ask you a direct question, I expect a direct and honest answer.”

“Yes, madam,” she responds quickly. “It suits me very much.”

“Good,” I add and tug on her leash to pull her face to me so I can kiss her for the first time. Her lips are every bit as delicious as they look and she moans gently in my mouth, a very nice touch even if it’s an act, which I don’t believe it is.

“You were right about these collars, Antoine,” I tell him after Valérie and I break from the kiss. “I love them and I think they should wear them at all times from now on.”

“You think, madam?” Antoine asks from the driver’s seat, his eyes locked on mine in the rearview mirror.

“Yes, I stand corrected. Thank you,” I tell him before I turn to the ladies. “You will wear the collars at all times from now forward.”

“Yes, madam,” they answer in unison.

I smile at Antoine and he nods his approval. And I wonder for a quick moment if I should make him wear a collar as well but I quickly dismiss the idea. I like men who look like they’re in charge even if they aren’t. Overt humiliation of a man doesn’t appeal to me in the least.

We ride in silence for the rest of the drive home. When we pull into my driveway and the automatic gate rolls back to let us in, I’m thrilled to be welcoming my new submissive to a stunning villa of which I can be proud. The look on Valérie’s face as she stares through the windows at the grounds and the building is so satisfying, especially when I realize how much I wanted to impress the woman – she’s closer to my age than Colette’s, I think – once I realize that I’m competing for her in a real sense.

“Explain to me how the process works, Antoine,” I tell him as he parks the car in front of the garage door. “Who decides what at the end of the month?”

“What do you mean?” he asks as he opens my door. Before I step out I look at him.

“When the 30 days are up, who decides if she goes back to the Vigiers?”

“She does, of course,” he says as he offers me his hand to help me out.

“So, we’re courting her in a manner of speaking,” I whisper, although I’m sure she can hear me. Antoine shoots me a look before he offers his hand to Valérie while I’m still holding onto her leash. I let go of Colette’s leash as it wasn’t long enough once I exited the vehicle. I’ll have to rectify that deficiency first thing tomorrow.

“I suppose so,” he says as if it’s just occurring to him. I imagine that’s why he runs a small retail pet shop, then I chastise myself for being so arrogant.

“Well, we have to win,” I tell him. “We have to.”

“Yes, madam,” he says with proper respect.

At least in that regard, I feel like I’ve begun to understand my role in this household. Now I just have to make sure that Valérie understands it as well.

It promises to be an interesting month.

Click here to pre-order

My Provence Harem (Part 2)

[image: ]

Click here to leave a review of

My Provence Harem (Part 1)

[image: ]


Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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