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‘There is nothing safe about sex. There never will be.’

(Norman Mailer)


SACRED DAYS

It was all still new and mysterious, a sly ghost watching from the shadows.

‘Why can’t I come with you?’ Sam asked.

‘You just can’t,’ said Libby.

‘That’s hardly a reason,’ said Sam, wondering why he needed her permission.

‘I like it when you stay home,’ Libby answered, peering into the mirror to do her make-up.

‘Why?’

‘Sometimes girls like to go out on their own,’ she said, tossing her hair. ‘What’s wrong with that?’

‘I didn’t say anything was wrong. I want to go with you, that’s all.’

‘Well, you can’t.’

‘That’s ridiculous.’

‘Don’t make a fuss,’ she said, putting on mascara. ‘Tidy the house instead.’

‘I’m not making a fuss,’ Sam said, standing his ground but wishing she didn’t look so good sitting at the dressing-table in just her bra and hose, and with her lovely blonde hair tumbling to her shoulders.

‘You are making a fuss,’ she said, putting down her mascara brush and picking up a lipstick. ‘You’ve been going on about it since I came in from work.’

‘Well, I want to come, it’s my kind of music.’

That was true, Libby reflected. A jazz band would be playing at the bar, and Sam loved jazz.

‘It was jazz last week,’ she said, putting on lipstick, ‘and you stayed home then. What’s so different about tonight?’

Their eyes met in the mirror. He thought he saw mockery in her expression, an insolence that bothered him, and got under his skin.

‘How do I know what’s different?’ he said, unable to hold her gaze. ‘Sometimes I like to stay home, other times I want to go with you. It’s no big deal.’

Libby smiled to see him look away, and she felt a pleasant fluttering in her stomach. She’d gained the upper hand, and she liked the way it made her feel.

‘You need to be honest with yourself,’ she said.

‘What do you mean?’ he said.

‘You like it when I go out without you, when I leave you all on your own.’

‘Jesus, Libby,’ he said.

She’d never spoken this openly before, and it made him uneasy.

‘You do like it,’ she said, wanting to confirm her authority, and have that feeling again, the feeling of being in charge.

He gave a shrug as if it wasn’t important, but she sensed it was an act.

‘Admit it,’ she said.

‘Alright, I like it a bit,’ he muttered.

‘A bit?’ she said, a grain of derision in her voice. ‘You like it a lot.’

‘Leave it, will you?’ he said sharply, ashamed and confounded, and unable to comprehend the strange pleasure it gave him to be left at home by his beautiful girlfriend.

It was true what she’d said – he did like it when she went out without him, but tonight he wanted to go with her for appearance’s sake. The university town where they lived was a small world, and it wouldn’t look right if too much time went by without them being seen together as a couple. He didn’t want Libby to appear single, and risk losing her to another man. He’d asked her to marry him soon after she’d moved in with him and, to his delight, she’d agreed. They hadn’t set a date, but they’d get round to it soon, and he believed a woman should be seen with her husband-to-be. It was the way of the world.

‘Well, I know what I like even if you don’t,’ said Libby, rolling her lips together to finish doing her lipstick. ‘It’s lovely knowing you’re at home waiting for me. It makes me feel safe and free at the same time.’

‘Lucky you.’

‘Don’t be grumpy.’

‘I’m not grumpy.’

‘Mr Grumpy, that’s what I’ll call you.’

‘I want to go out for a drink with my girlfriend, is that a crime?’

‘Grumplestiltskin.’

‘Stop it.’

‘Oh dear,’ she said, a deeper insolence in her eyes, ‘Grumpy’s angry.’

‘I’m warning you,’ he said, his temper rising. ‘I’m not in the mood.’

‘Servants aren’t allowed moods,’ she suddenly snapped at him.

The hardness in her voice surprised him as much as what she’d said.

In the mirror she saw him wince, and look up in shock, but she felt no remorse. She’d lashed him with her tongue, and it felt good.

She’d never referred to him as her servant before, and nor had they spoken about the way she’d recently taken to telling him what to do, talking down to him as if she was his superior.

They didn’t know how to speak about it. It was all still new and mysterious, a sly ghost watching from the shadows.

‘We’re supposed to be a couple,’ said Sam.

‘We are a couple,’ said Libby, brushing her hair with angry strokes.

‘It doesn’t feel like it,’ he said. ‘We haven’t been out together for weeks.’

‘Oh, be quiet, and bring me my skirt,’ she said, chancing her arm.

‘What bloody skirt?’ he said, angered yet strangely thrilled to be spoken to in such a way.

‘What one do you think?’ she said, pulling on a black cashmere sweater, and flicking her hair loose in a way that made his heart turn over. ‘The one on the bed.’

He went to the bed and picked up a pretty cotton skirt patterned with blood red roses.

‘Hurry up,’ said Libby, spraying on some perfume, Samsara by Guerlain. ‘Carol’s picking me up at seven. We’re all going for a pizza, and then on to the pub.’

Further angered by her bossy tone, and hurt by the thought of her enjoying herself without him, he nevertheless brought the skirt to her, its soft material alive in his fingers.

‘Well, then,’ she said, getting up from the stool. ‘Hold it for me.’

He gave her a ‘don’t push your luck’ look, but she looked straight back at him, and said, ‘Come on, I’m waiting.’

‘For God’s sake,’ he muttered, yet he held the skirt open for her, bending from the waist as if he was bowing to her. She put one hand on his shoulder to steady herself, and stepped into the skirt, looking down at his bowed head as he pulled it up her legs.

The soft cotton swished against her hose, and Sam’s fingers brushed her legs. Inhaling the mingled scents of her perfume and make-up, he felt a hunger grow inside him, a hunger he had no idea how to feed.

It aroused Libby to look down on his bowed head, and she immediately felt a pang of guilt. What was wrong with her? Young women shouldn’t treat their intended this way.

‘Come with me if you want,’ she relented. ‘It’s a free world.’

‘I won’t if you don’t want me to.’

‘My God,’ she said, irritated with him all over again. ‘Come or don’t come, I don’t care.’

‘All right, I won’t,’ he said, his anger flaring. ‘Do what you like. That’s what you’re good at.’

‘I will,’ she said, her eyes flashing, ‘and don’t pretend you don’t like it when I do.’

He glared at her, angry and prideful.

‘Oh, stop it,’ she said. ‘It doesn’t suit you.’

‘What doesn’t?’

‘Looking tough,’ she said, taking her boots from under the bed. ‘No-one believes you. You’re too pretty to act the tough guy, and this is what you like, you know it is. Doing what you’re told, doing what I tell you.’

Something inside him seemed to melt. He was angry with her for being so selfish, and yet it took all his strength not to fall at her feet.

‘That’s better, isn’t it?’ she said, sensing his surrender, and her woman’s power over him.

‘If you like,’ he said, experiencing a shame that both pained and aroused him. He didn’t understand the peculiar feeling, and yet he welcomed it, and wanted more.

She’d heard the tremble in his voice, and arousal flashed in her veins.

‘As a matter of fact, I do like it,’ she said. ‘When you’re quiet and obedient, and do what you’re told. That’s when I like you best, and you like it too, don’t you?’

He gave a long-suffering sigh as if he was above such nonsense.

‘The truth,’ she said.

‘I like it,’ he said helplessly.

‘Good boy,’ she said, putting her hand on the front of his jeans to reward his honesty, smiling at how hard he was. He was blushing which made him seem deliciously sweet, and vulnerable to her charms. It was lovely to have this power over a man.

‘Help me on with my boots,’ she said, sitting on the bed, an impish smile on her face.

He gave another sigh to preserve his pride, but he took the boots from her and stood waiting for her to hold a leg out to him, but she sat perfectly still, and kept smiling.

‘It’s better if you kneel,’ she said, her eyes sparkling.

‘Behave yourself,’ he said, trying to make light of things.

‘I’m waiting,’ she said, conjuring a dark enchantment.

Weakened by her assurance, he sank slowly to his knees.

‘That’s the way,’ she said, laughter in her eyes. ‘That’s what a girl likes.’

Tormented by her amusement, he fitted the boots on her lovely legs, pulling up the zips carefully so they didn’t catch on her hose. He smelled her perfume, and caught a glimpse of her pretty white panties beneath her dusky hose, a glimpse of heaven.

‘God, Libby,’ he said. ‘You’re so fucking gorgeous.’

‘I’m glad you think so,’ she said, ‘but you should say it differently.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You know,’ she said.

‘You’re lovely,’ he said, real tenderness in his voice. ‘The loveliest girl I’ve ever seen.’

‘More like it,’ she said, pleased by his more romantic tone.

‘You’ll drive me mad,’ he said fondly. ‘What’s a boy supposed to do?’

‘He’ll just have to do the best he can,’ she said, thinking him the sweetest boy in the world. ‘I’ll be late, but you’ll wait up for me.’

‘Don’t I always?’

‘Sweet Sam,’ she said.

He went to stand, but she placed a hand on his shoulder to keep him down. Her hand sparked a thrill of arousal in his blood, and he stayed where he was.

‘I don’t know why this feels so good,’ said Libby, ‘being bossy with you, telling you what to do. We’ve never talked about it, but I like the way it makes me feel, and I think you like it too. Why don’t we run with it for a while, see where it goes? Are you okay with that?’

He gazed up at her, but couldn’t speak.

‘I asked you a question,’ she said, the impatience in her voice deepening his arousal. It didn’t make sense. She was usually kind and lovely, so why did he like it when she talked down to him like this?

‘I’m okay with it,’ he said.

He didn’t recognise his voice. It seemed to come from far away, as if someone else had spoken.

‘I’m glad,’ she said. ‘Whatever this is, it’s strange and exciting, like magic.’

‘It is,’ he said, bewitched by the mischief in her eyes.

‘It might be fun, don’t you think?’ she said. ‘To see where it goes.’

‘It might,’ he said, something dark stirring in the shadows.

‘We don’t have to be like everyone else,’ she said. ‘We can be different.’

‘We can,’ he said, enthralled.

‘Then here’s how tonight’s going to go,’ Libby said, welcoming the wetness between her legs. ‘While I’m out, you’ll clean the cottage, get everything spick and span. Tidy the kitchen, and clean the bathroom, and put new sheets on the bed. You’ll do that, won’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he muttered, absurdly aroused.

‘You’ll do it happily.’

‘Yes.’

‘And you’ll do it for me.’

‘Yes, Libby.’

‘Keep the stove burning so it’s warm when I get back. And do a laundry,’ she added on a whim. ‘You can wash my undies like a proper servant.’

Libby saw his look of surprise, and couldn’t help but laugh. She’d called him a servant again, and she’d never made him wash her underwear before, but she thought it might be something he’d enjoy. In recent weeks, she’d seen how much he liked being put in his place, and she felt sure such an intimate and unmanly task would fit well with their new arrangement.

‘Wash them by hand,’ she said. ‘Don’t just put them through the machine. That won’t do. I expect you to treat my underwear with respect,’ she added, struggling not to laugh.

Libby couldn’t care less how her underwear got washed, but she suspected he’d want her to be stuck-up and picky about it, and it was fun to play the haughty duchess, the spoiled lady of the house who expected everything to be just so, or else.

‘Don’t worry,’ she said, stroking his lovely hair that was nearly as long as hers. ‘You’ll get your reward soon enough … For being so sweet and obedient. If you’re very good, I might tie you up again. Do you remember?’

Sam felt his blush deepen. This was something else they’d never talked about.

It had been a snowy night in that week before Christmas when ordinary life went on hold. They’d been invited to a party, but Libby was full of the cold, and didn’t feel like going out. Sam tended to her, making chicken and rice soup, and stoking the stove to keep the room warm, and wrapping her in a blanket while she lay on the old sofa reading a book, ‘Alias Grace’ by Margaret Atwood. She was grateful for his kindness yet she wanted time on her own to read and think, and plan her lectures for the coming term, and so she took him through to the bedroom and tied his wrists and ankles to the bed with some of her old nylons, and left him there under the duvet. ‘Hey,’ he’d called after her, tugging against his bonds, ‘where are you going?’ but she’d just laughed, her senses languid and aroused beneath her heavy cold, and closed the door behind her, ignoring his cries.

She’d left him like that for the rest of the evening, going in from time to time to check on him, and tease him a little, and laugh at him some more before leaving him again. Tying him to the bed hadn’t felt perverse. If anything it had felt tender and loving, a natural expression of her sexual power. He was far stronger than her, and yet he’d yielded so easily to her female charms. It gave her a sweet, elusive pleasure to know she could take charge of him like this. Sprawled on the settee reading her book, she felt alone yet not alone, and when she came to bed she kept him bound, smiling down at him as she teased him with her slick cunt and full breasts, closing her eyes in delight as she rode his helpless cock. He pulled against his bonds, told her to untie him, but she just said, ‘Keep quiet’ and rode him harder. It brought her a dizzying pleasure to take charge of him so completely, and their joy was explosive, power and desire mixing in a way that left them dazed and transported, certain they’d found their way to a realm of the senses known only to the lucky few.

‘I’m going to do it,’ Libby told him. ‘I’m going to tie you again, tie you with my stockings. Nice and tight so you can’t get free no matter how hard you try, and I like it when you try, when you pull and pull and that angry look comes into your eyes. That’s when I’ll fuck you, or not, depending on how I feel. You’ll like that, won’t you, lying in the dark knowing I’m free to do what I want, wondering when I’ll come to bed? Maybe I’ll go out and leave you, or invite some friends round. Now that I think of it, there’s no end to what I might do.’

He didn’t speak, but she saw the hunger in his eyes.

‘Oh yes, I think you’ll like that,’ she said, her lovely mouth curving in a smile.

Once more he said nothing.

‘I’ll like it too,’ she said, ‘knowing you’re helpless, at my mercy. Knowing I can do what I like with you. What do you say to that?’

‘Poor Sam,’ she said when he didn’t answer. ‘You can’t say it, but I know what you want.’

‘I love you,’ he said at last.

‘You’re sweet,’ she said, laughing her lovely laugh.

‘I love you,’ he said again, lost in her beauty.

‘Please tie me, Libby,’ she coached him softly. ‘Say it.’

‘Please tie me, Libby,’ he said, his voice heavy with longing.

‘Make me your prisoner.’

‘Make me your prisoner,’ he repeated.

‘Never let me go,’ she whispered.

‘Never let me go,’ he said, utterly enthralled.

‘I never will,’ she promised, leaning close, letting her lips brush his mouth. ‘Sweet Sam, it’s best when you’re honest, you’ll see.’

A car horn sounded from the road.

‘That’s Carol,’ said Libby, jumping up from the bed and hurrying into the hallway where she grabbed her overcoat and scarf. Sam followed her, dreading her departure yet aroused at the prospect of being abandoned for the evening.

‘Be good,’ she said, blowing him a kiss from the doorway.

He watched her run down the drive from the cottage, and get into the waiting car.

When she’d gone he felt an ache of yearning so strong he had to lean against the wall. A crazy thought came into his head and he imagined he knew how Samson must have felt when Delilah cut his hair. Or maybe it wasn’t so crazy, he reflected, for in that moment a part of him felt very afraid of Libby, afraid she’d use her power, her magical feminine allure, to take away his man’s strength, and possess him entirely, yet the fear brought with it a dizzying arousal.

‘Jesus, Libby,’ he said under his breath. ‘What the fuck’s going on?’

Shaken by the depth of his arousal, he went into the kitchen and threw more logs into the stove, and took up his guitar. Since his teenage years he’d used the guitar to find peace, and escape the rigours of life. He’d been told he was an exceptional player, but he was aware only of his shortcomings, and he muttered angrily as he fluffed his way through John Renbourn’s glorious Debbie Ann, a tune he loved, and normally played with assurance. He liked to surrender to his playing, but his mind was too full of Libby; her sparkling eyes, and her sweetly mocking mouth, and the way her skirt had danced around her knees when she’d run to the car; the way she’d smiled down at him that time she’d tied him to the bed with her stockings.

Oh, God – that time she’d tied him to the bed!

With the ache of arousal deep in his gut, he put his guitar down and started to tidy up. Neither of them had done any housework all week, and the large kitchen with its comfy old couch and armchair by the stove was a bomb-site. He took the blame for this. In the summer Libby had gained a full-time post in the Fine Arts department at the nearby university – at only 25 she was the youngest lecturer in the department, and one of the youngest in the university – while he, a year younger, had no job, and no wish to find one.

With no work to go to, he felt it only right he took responsibility for the housework, but that wasn’t the same thing as actually doing the work.

He’d bought the cottage on the outskirts of town two years ago with money bequeathed him by his mother, and he had enough left over not to need to work. He spent his days reading, doing up the cottage and tending its grounds, and listening to music and taking long runs in the surrounding hills. The garage was full of guitars and old recording equipment he’d accumulated since he’d left Oxford University midway through a History degree, bored and disillusioned with his time there. He dreamed of making a record one day, and making music his life. He’d met Libby eight months ago – falling in an instant for her stunning looks, her honesty and intelligence, and her down-to-earth Scots humour – and she’d moved in with him soon after. He’d promised to keep the cottage clean and tidy, vowing to do an hour of housework every day when she was at work, but he hadn’t kept his word.

But it was different when she gave him instructions. Then, the drudgery of housework took on a new appeal, and he did the work gladly, eager to please his lovely girlfriend. Her authority cast a powerful spell so that even the most menial tasks became pleasurable, and obeying her worked on him like a drug, delivering an elusive, dreamy hit like nothing he’d ever known. He didn’t understand why he felt this way, and he’d come to think of it as a kind of magic, a delicious yet inexplicable new force in his life.

Driven by this strange excitement, he loaded the cranky old dishwasher, then washed up the pots and pans, and cleaned the cooker and scrubbed the sink. Then he swept up the ash around the stove and stacked the logs before moving onto the bathroom, as Libby had commanded. He didn’t stop until the bath, shower, toilet and sink were spotlessly clean.

Now he’d got going, he took pleasure in his work, and pride in doing it well. He went into the bedroom where he stripped the bed and made it up with clean sheets, imagining how lovely it would be to lie beside Libby in the fresh bedlinen. He loved everything about her, and he felt a sweet, shaming excitement as he sorted through their laundry basket, putting her underwear in a separate handwash pile as he’d been instructed. Handwashing her pretty underwear was a daunting prospect. It would be a demeaning task, he knew that, servile and submissive, and yet he was looking forward to it. It wounded his pride in the way he’d grown to like. He put the dirty bedding on to wash in the laundry-room, and then took her slip, knickers, bras and hose to the kitchen where it was warm from the stove.

Handwashing her underwear in warm soapy water, he was seized by nervous excitement. The cottage was secluded in five acres of wooded ground several miles from town, and yet he feared someone might come in and catch him washing the lacy underwear. He jumped at every sound, terrified of being discovered, and exposed as Libby’s servant and laundry-maid. He felt deeply ashamed to be washing her intimate, feminine garments, and yet it was a shame so sweet it deepened his arousal, and his love for Libby, even as it stung his foolish pride.

He hurried to complete the wash, quickly rinsing out the soap, and wringing the items by hand before hanging them on the old wooden pulley. Two of Libby’s dresses were already draped over the pulley, and her underwear looked pretty and alluring hanging beside them.

He raised the pulley, and then sat on the couch by the stove, gazing up at the drying laundry. He smoked some weed, falling deeper under the spell of her pretty clothes. Finally, he took up a pad and began to sketch the pulley and its dangling garments, looking to catch something of its strange erotic power. As he worked on the sketch, trying to capture the elegance of her slip’s delicate shoulder straps, and the wispy allure of her hose, he felt more and more that he was a prisoner in a cell he had no desire to escape from.

THERE WAS a happy vibe in the pub. The new term didn’t start until the coming week, and the large bar was busy but not crammed. The band played more blues than jazz, many of their numbers uptempo and good to dance to. Libby loved to get on the floor, and she danced with Carol and Marcia, and with other young women she knew from the university, and also with Ben from the Spanish Department, and Tariq, one of the librarians. Tariq was handsome, and he had a crush on her, which made dancing with him fun, but Libby didn’t lead him on. She enjoyed the freedom to dance and flirt with other men, but Sam was the man in her life, she was clear about that.

After a short break, the band began to play a sinewy version of ‘I Don’t Need No Doctor’ and Libby headed straight for the dance-floor. A slim young woman she’d never seen before in tight blue jeans and cropped jacket appeared by her side, touched her arm, and said, ‘Hey, sister, wanna dance?’

Finding her American accent warm and playful, Libby happily accepted her offer, and felt immediately at home dancing with her. The stranger’s moves were extravagant, deliberately silly at times, but she had grace and style, and she clearly loved to dance. Her long, jet-black hair, shining and curly, swung around her face, obscuring her features, but Libby caught glimpses of a full, sensual mouth and strong nose that reminded her of the young Patti Smith, a singer her mother had always adored. When the woman lifted her head and smiled at her, Libby felt an instant familiarity, as if she knew her from somewhere in her past, or from another life. She was much prettier than she’d first thought with one of those smiles that turned the eyes to slits with the loveliest creases at their edge, giving her a mysterious, cat-like appearance. It was a look that Libby had always liked, and found appealing.

‘I’m Mia,’ she said when the number ended, smiling her lovely smile, and offering a handshake. ‘Mia Charles.’

Libby knew the name from somewhere but she couldn’t place it.

‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Libby, shaking her hand. ‘I’m Libby, Libby Barclay.’

The band began another number and Mia had to lean in close to make herself heard.

‘Wanna dance some more, Libby Barclay?’

‘Sure do,’ said Libby, imitating Mia’s accent in a way that made them both laugh.

They danced together for the next four numbers. When they took a break, Mia went to buy drinks, and Libby sat down with her friends.

‘So what’s she like?’ said Marcia. ‘The great Mia Charles.’

It came to Libby then, the email they’d all been sent at the end of term –

In January, Mia Charles, the American short story and screenplay writer, will be joining The English Literature Department as a reader and guest lecturer.

The email had gone on to list Mia’s achievements – two prestigious international literary awards as well as the best screenplay award at The Berlin Film Festival, and all at the tender age of twenty-seven.

‘She’s fun,’ said Libby, warmly proud of her new acquaintance, ‘And she likes to dance.’

When Mia came back with the drinks, she sat beside Libby and they talked for a while, leaning in close so they could hear each other over the music.

‘Whereabouts in America are you from?’ Libby asked her.

‘I’m New York, born and bred,’ said Mia.

Libby told Mia she was from the town of Falkirk in Scotland, the only member of her large family to go to university let alone teach at one, and that she was halfway through her first academic year as a lecturer in the Fine Arts Department. She confessed to having worries about not being up to the job, and made Mia laugh when she said, ‘but they haven’t found me out yet.’

‘Not that you know,’ said Mia.

‘Not that I know,’ Libby laughed, a radiance spreading through every part of her.

Mia, who’d never taught before, admitted she was nervous too, wary of falling into the ‘guess what’s in teacher’s head’ style of tuition she’d endured as a student, and telling Libby she planned to base her classes on the short story writers she loved most – Anton Chekhov, Guy de Maupassant, Raymond Carver, Alice Munro and, her favourite, Isaac Bashevis Singer. ‘At least then there’ll be some passion in my teaching,’ she said, ‘and the students will read great writing.’ She also talked of the new screenplay she was working on, commissioned by a major Hollywood studio on the back of her award from Berlin. ‘But screenwriting’s not real writing,’ she said. ‘It’s much harder.’

‘Why’s that?’ Libby asked.

‘God only knows,’ said Mia. ‘Maybe because in screenwriting the images are so much more important than words, and deep down writers don’t like that. Gore Vidal had Hollywood right when he said, “Take the money, but don’t take it seriously.”’

They danced together some more, Mia even keeping Libby up for a slow dance. She made fun of herself, play-acting a lovestruck Romeo, but Libby enjoyed the closeness, the touch of Mia’s hair against her cheek, the feel of her hands on her waist and arm. Libby had never felt desire for a woman before, and she didn’t feel it then, at least not in any way she recognised, but she felt something grow between them that was more than friendship.

‘I’m staying in a warden’s apartment in the residences,’ Mia said when they were putting on their coats. ‘It’s not far. Come back with me.’

‘I’d like that.’

‘Come on, then.’

‘I can’t.’

Both women felt a sense of loss. They really didn’t want to be parted.

‘I have to get home,’ Libby said.

‘Shame,’ said Mia who didn’t appear offended.

‘It is,’ said Libby. ‘Sam’s waiting for me.’

‘Sam?’

‘That’s right. Samuel.’

‘A boy, huh?’

‘A boy,’ said Libby.

‘Lucky fella.’

Mia smiled then, and leaned in close, kissing Libby on the corner of her mouth. A papercomb kiss, it made Libby’s mouth tingle in such a blessed way she put her hand to her cheek.

‘I like boys too,’ said Mia. ‘Just not as much as girls.’

Libby stared at her, suddenly longing to kiss her properly, find out what it would be like to taste her lips, and feel their breasts crush together.

‘See you around, Libby Barclay,’ said Mia, turning and walking away.

The tingle stayed at the corner of Libby’s mouth all the way home, and she still felt it when Carol dropped her at the gate, and she ran through the freezing air to the cottage.

As soon as she got inside she rushed to the bathroom where she admired the sparklingly clean room as she peed. In her rush, she hadn’t bothered to close the door and, when Sam came into the hall, he looked embarrassed to catch her peeing.

‘What a clean room,’ said Libby, pulling up her panties and tights and flushing the loo. ‘There’s even a clean towel,’ she said as she washed her hands and stepped into the hall. ‘We could invite The Queen for tea and scones.’

Overjoyed to have her home, Sam went to kiss her, but she pulled away, saying, ‘I’m frozen to death. Wait till we’re somewhere warm.’

She hurried into the kitchen where she stood in front of the stove, luxuriating in the heat. Sam embraced her from behind, nuzzling her hair, loving its lingering scent of frosty air. She told him of her night at the bar, and the famous American writer she’d met, but he hardly listened so great was his desire for her.

Finally she turned to let him kiss her. As they kissed she felt his hardness beneath his jeans.

‘It’s nice to feel welcome,’ she said, pushing her hips against him, ‘and what a busy little bee you’ve been,’ she added, looking up at her underwear hanging from the pulley. ‘Look at my undies all washed and clean and hanging in a row. Did you handwash them the way I told you?’

He made a groaning sound, and went to kiss her again.

‘Well, did you?’ she said, not letting him kiss her until he’d answered.

‘Yes,’ he said, fire in his eyes.

‘Just as well,’ she said with the smile that always made him weak at the knees. ‘I’ll have to go out and leave you more often. It’s one way to get a tidy house.’

‘Come to bed,’ he said hoarsely, pulling her towards the door.

‘What’s that?’ she said, seeing the sketch on the table, and picking it up to take a closer look.

‘Leave it,’ he said, dying for her.

‘It’s good,’ she said, admiring the sketch, thinking it far better than good. The image was beautifully proportioned, and the strikingly drawn dresses and underwear conveyed a stark erotic power, a longing desire for the wearer of the clothes, the unseen woman who was the real subject of the sketch. Yet the quality of the picture annoyed Libby. Sam was exceptionally talented in so many ways, and yet he never made anything of himself, or ever displayed the slightest ambition to get on in the world. He was lovely, and she loved him, but more and more she wished he’d show more drive. The old-fashioned word for it in Scotland was ‘smeddum’ which meant courage or fight, the ability to take on the world, and show it who was master.

Paradoxically, the power of his sketch made her want to punish him for his lack of fighting spirit. ‘You’d better be careful,’ Libby thought to herself – ‘if you don’t take charge of your own life then I might have to take charge of it for you.’

But all she said was, ‘You’ve washed my panties and bras very nicely,’ a mocking glint in her eyes, ‘and you’ve done a lovely drawing of them too. I think you must like being my slave.’

‘I’m not your slave!’ he said, shocked to be described in such a way.

‘Oh, I think you are,’ she said.

‘Don’t be stupid,’ he said.

‘I don’t see what’s stupid about it,’ said Libby. ‘While I’m out enjoying myself you stay behind cleaning the house and washing my undies, waiting like a puppy for me to come home, and when I get home, you’re all over me. Look at you – you’ll burst out of your jeans if you’re not careful. Oh, you’re my slave all right, women know about these things, and it’s not the slightest bit stupid.’

For all she was speaking playfully, Libby felt strangely sure she was speaking the truth.

‘Stop it,’ Sam said, making himself sound strong and manly. ‘I’m not your slave.’

‘Really?’

‘Really.’

‘Let’s find out, then,’ she said.

‘What do you mean?’ he said, suddenly anxious in a way that inflamed his arousal.

‘We’re going to conduct an experiment,’ she said, stepping nearer to him, and whispering in his ear. ‘Then we’ll find out if you’re my slave or not.’

‘Come to bed, Libby.’

‘Not until we’ve done our experiment. And don’t look so worried. It’s really very simple. I’m going to tell you to do something, and we’ll see if you do it or not. If you do, if you obey me, then we’ll know you’re my slave. Are you ready?’

‘I said, stop it.’

‘There’s no getting out of it,’ she said, ‘so don’t bother trying.’

‘Libby …’

She silenced him with a kiss, and then whispered in his ear, her voice low and seductive. ‘Take your clothes off,’ she whispered. ‘All of them.’

‘No,’ he said as if she’d lost her mind. ‘I won’t.’

‘Do it now,’ she said, her gaze proud and unwavering, ‘or I’ll get angry.’

He gave a disbelieving laugh, and shot her a look that said he wouldn’t do it in a million years, and yet he felt his hands go to his shirt and begin to undo the buttons. His fingers were trembling, and he felt giddy, as if his will no longer counted for anything.

‘That’s the way,’ she said, laughter in her eyes. ‘That’s a good slave.’

‘Libby, this is …’

‘Don’t stop.’

When he’d taken off his shirt he reached for her again, looking to kiss her, make things normal again.

‘Bad boy,’ she said, stepping back from him. ‘You’re still not undressed.’

He pulled off his boots and socks, and then his jeans until he was standing in just his boxer shorts.

‘There you are,’ she said, fondling his erection through his shorts. ‘My lovely Sam. My handsome slave.’

He reached to embrace her, and this time she let him, kissing him deeply but then biting his lip, causing him to pull back in shock and pain.

‘In future I’ll decide when you can kiss me,’ she said. ‘Now take off your shorts.’

He started to protest but she smacked his arm, and said in a very stern voice, ‘I mean it!’

Her Scots accent stronger now she was angry, he could do nothing except obey, taking down his shorts, blushing at the way his erection gave away his arousal.

‘What a pretty little cock,’ she said, taking hold of his erection and rubbing it lazily as if she was inspecting him, weighing up his merits as a slave and lover. She knew his cock wasn’t little, but she wanted to taunt him, make him feel small.

‘I wonder what else you’ll do?’ she said, gripping him harder so that he gasped in shock, ‘now you’re naked, now you’re my slave.’

It gave her a lovely feeling to be dressed while he was naked, and she suddenly saw his erection as a handle to control him with. Her joy-stick, she thought, the silly idea making her giggle even as it aroused her.

‘Well, Sam, the results of our experiment could hardly be clearer,’ she said, working his cock harder. ‘You are my slave, aren’t you?’

He gave a groan, and buckled a little at the knee, but said nothing.

‘You haven’t answered,’ she said. ‘Are you my slave?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his teeth clenched.

‘Then say it.’

‘God …’

‘Come on, say it. There’s nothing to be ashamed of, unless you like to feel ashamed.’

‘I’m your slave,’ he said, his arousal so great he feared he might come in her hand.

‘I’m glad that’s settled,’ she said, letting go of his cock and taking hold of his balls. ‘I like having a slave, I wonder what that makes me.’

She tightened her grip, smiling to see his eyes widen in alarm.

‘If you’re my slave, that must make me your Mistress. Am I, Sam, am I your Mistress?’

‘Yes, God, yes!’ he gasped.

‘Mistress Elizabeth,’ she said. ‘Say it.’

‘Mistress Elizabeth,’ he said, utterly bewitched.

‘I like that,’ she said. ‘It has a ring to it.’

She released his balls but worked his cock again, excited by her daring, and by the fun of play-acting. Mistress Elizabeth indeed! Where had that come from? She’d never been this brazen before and it felt wonderful, wild and transgressive.

‘I could definitely get to like this,’ she said, kissing the corner of his mouth the way Mia had kissed hers, ‘particularly as a slave has to do what his Mistress tells him. Always and without fail. Well, he does, doesn’t he, or what would be the point?’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ she corrected him.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he repeated dazedly.

She attempted to keep her expression stern and haughty, but she couldn’t help smiling, amused by her silly title, but also aroused by it. Being called Mistress made her feel strong and fearless, as if she could break every rule in the book, make him do whatever she wanted.

‘On your knees,’ she commanded, emboldened by wine, and the sensual connection she’d felt with Mia earlier that night.

‘Good boy,’ she said when he sank to his knees, sighing and pressing his face into the folds of her skirt.

For a moment Sam felt like a small boy hiding in his mother’s skirts, but Libby didn’t let him hide for long.

‘You like my skirt, don’t you?’ she asked him.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a trembling voice, hugely aroused to call her Mistress.

‘And you like my legs too.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘You want to kiss them, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘On you go then,’ she said, lifting the hem of her pretty rose-patterned skirt, and laughing when he kissed her nylon-clad knees.

‘Look at you,’ she said. ‘On your knees at my feet.’

His brain swimming, he gave another sigh of longing, and pushed her skirt up with his head, making her think of him as a big clumsy dog.

‘Bad boy,’ she said, smacking his head and pushing him away with her knee just as if he really was a dog. ‘Trying to sniff my knickers. Lie down,’ she instructed him sternly. ‘Lie down on your back.’

He quickly obeyed, and she placed her foot on his chest, saying, ‘Take my boots off.’

Obediently he took down the zips, revealing her shapely calves. First one, then the other, he tugged off her black leather boots, each one making a delightful shucking sound.

‘You’re quite the boot-slave, aren’t you?’ she said, standing tall above him, pressing a nylon-sheathed foot over his mouth, wiggling her pretty toes to goad him further. ‘That feels lovely,’ she said, thrilled by his surrender. ‘Oh, yes, I could get used to this.’

He groaned in arousal, captivated by the smell of the warm nylon. Enraptured, he took her little foot in both hands, and kissed it, all the time gazing up in wonder at her taunting smile.

‘That’s tickly,’ she giggled, taking her foot from his mouth only to place it on his straining erection.

‘There,’ she said, feeling him pulse against her sole. ‘You’re where you belong. Under my foot. Under my heel.’

He stared up at her with a lost look in his eyes and, for a crazy moment, she thought about spitting in his face, or peeing in his mouth. ‘Dear Lord,’ she thought, ‘what’s wrong with me?’

‘Do you like being down there?’ she asked him, a part of her wondering at how easy and natural it felt to take charge of him like this.

‘Yes,’ he gasped.

‘It’s what you want, isn’t it?’

‘Yes.’

‘I beg your pardon,’ she said, pressing harder, wanting to crush any resistance to her rule.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, an edge of fear in his voice.

‘I know why you like it,’ she said, an insolent smile on her face. ‘You can look up my skirt, that’s why.’

She moved, and stood with her feet on either side of his head so he could see right up her skirt.

‘Enjoying the view?’ she mocked him.

He stared in silence, enthralled by her beauty and brazen assurance.

‘I know you,’ she said, laughing and swaying her hips, ‘always trying to see up my skirt, but you don’t have to hide it any more. Not now you’re my slave. Now you can look up my skirt to your heart’s content.’

She put her hands on her hips in a way that made her look delightfully bossy, and kept swaying her hips, the hem of her skirt moving hypnotically around her knees.

A worshipper at the gates of heaven, Sam gazed up at the wonderful sight. Her legs looked exquisite in the sheer hose, and the distant white cloud of her panties took possession of his soul.

‘Tell me,’ she asked, ‘do you like what you see?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, his heart skipping a beat.

‘You can see them, can’t you, my pretty white knickers?’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘They are pretty, aren’t they?’

‘Yes.’

‘So pretty you want to kiss them?’

‘Yes,’ he said, placing a hand on her shapely ankle.

‘Yes, who?’ she said icily, kicking his hand away, letting him know she’d decide if and when he could touch her.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, deeper under her spell.

‘Then ask for what you want. Come on, let me hear you.’

‘C-can I kiss your knickers?’ he stammered, deeply ashamed to ask for such a thing, yet aroused beyond endurance.

‘Ask nicely.’

‘Please may I kiss your knickers?’

‘Beg me.’

‘I beg you, Mistress,’ he pleaded.

‘Very well,’ she said in a bored voice, pulling up her skirt, and squatting over his face. ‘But only because you asked so nicely.’

Trapping his arms under her knees, she sat on his face, saying, ‘On you go, then, if it’s what you want.’

She let her skirt fall over his face so that he lay in sweetly scented darkness.

Utterly trapped, and thrilled by the warm, smooth nylon against his mouth, Sam kissed her through her tights and panties with the passion of a devotee, groaning in helpless desire as he worshipped beneath her.

Delighted by his eagerness, Libby pushed down harder, caring nothing for his comfort, and experiencing a surge of raw female power.

‘That’s it,’ she gasped as she took her pleasure, ‘that’s what I want.’

He tried in vain to free his arms, but his struggles only aroused her so that she kneeled up and tugged down her hose and panties before trapping him again, this time beneath her nakedness.

Drunk with power, Libby settled her bare bottom over his face, giving an insolent wiggle to deepen his shame, and claim him utterly as her own. Her authority established beyond doubt, she rocked against him, bringing herself the sweetest joy.

‘That’s it,’ she said, her eyes closing in delight.

How she’d got here she couldn’t say, but it was exactly where she wanted to be.

Crushed beneath her, Sam felt strangely free, as if he was flying. He’d never known her this wet, and the knowledge that taking charge of him aroused her so much deepened his submission.

But then, suddenly unable to breathe, he panicked and began to buck beneath her, desperate for air, but he couldn’t unseat her, and it was only when she lifted her glorious bottom that he was able to suck in great lungfuls of air.

‘That’s lovely,’ she said, settling on him again. ‘Don’t stop.’

She cried out in delight as his frantic tongue brought her to orgasm, but her pleasure only woke a deeper hunger.

‘This way,’ she said, standing and pulling him to his feet. ‘Bed.’

He followed her across the freezing hall to the bedroom, watching as she tore off her clothes. They fell into bed, shivering with cold, but loving the clean bedlinen against their skin.

‘Let’s be having you,’ she said, pulling him on top of her, wanting to prove to herself it was men she liked, not women. They’d always been a perfect fit, and she laughed with joy as he pushed inside her, his thrusts timid to begin with as he strove not to come too soon. He was a skilled and considerate lover, and Libby felt a sudden tenderness for him, for the way he always put her pleasure first, but she already felt very aroused, and close to the brink. What she wanted was a quick, dirty fuck, and she dug her fingernails into his back to spur him to orgasm, but his strokes grew stronger and steadier as he became accustomed to the joy of being inside her.

‘I love you, Libby,’ he murmured, driving her to delight. ‘I love you.’

He’d found his rhythm, and regained his manly assurance, but Libby was having none of it. She tugged his hair, and quickened the pace, hissing in his ear, ‘Don’t hold back, don’t you dare … Come for me … Come now … You’re my slave … You have to do what I tell you.’

Her taunting words cut him to the core, and desire nearly engulfed him, but he groaned and gritted his teeth, and held back the tide of pleasure, yet Libby only laughed at his efforts, saying, ‘Come now, come for your Mistress.’

At his deepest, she held him tight so he couldn’t move, clenching and unclenching her cunt in a way she knew would drive him crazy. ‘You’re not the big strong man any more,’ she told him. ‘You’re my slave, my obedient slave … Give in … Give in to me.’

Tormented by her goading, he felt his control slip. Sensing the change in him, she went for the kill, letting him move again, his thrusts frantic now. ‘The things I’ll do to you,’ she told him. ‘I’ll take advantage of you, make you do what I want … Anything I want … Just you wait … Just you wait …’

It was too much for him, and he lost control, crying out in joy as he gave up his being to her, his very soul. She came with him, rocking sweetly, soothing him with tender endearments until at last he lay still.

‘Sweet Sam,’ she whispered, moved by his never-ending passion for her. ‘Sweet slave.’

‘I love you,’ he murmured, holding her close.

Sliding into sleep, he told himself they’d get married soon, and he’d be her husband.

Everything would be all right then, and they’d forget about him being her slave.

They’d forget all about it.

Libby lay in his arms listening to his breathing. She’d loved taking charge of him, and the sex had been wonderful but, for all the pleasure he’d given her, it wasn’t Sam who filled her mind.

It was Mia’s laughing eyes, and full, sensual mouth.

She heard again her warm American voice say, ‘Hey, sister, wanna dance,’ and felt again the blessed tingle at the corner of her mouth.

She smiled, and put her hand to her cheek as she drifted into sleep.

THE BEGINNING of term swept Libby up in work. As a new lecturer she didn’t have a store of lectures to fall back on – ‘Greatest Hits’ as Marcia called them – and she had to write and prepare each one from scratch. Since it was her probationary year, senior lecturers would often attend her lectures without prior warning, and grade her performance. Thus far, she’d received no feedback, but the prospect of being assessed only added to the pressure she felt each time she stepped up to the lectern. She also took four two-hour tutorials every week, and she was director-of-studies to twelve students, some of them lonely and unhappy, others struggling to meet the high standards set by the university. She found it easy enough to help with academic problems – she knew and loved her subject – but she wasn’t always able to deal with emotional or psychological issues the way she should. Coming from a poor background, Libby possessed a toughness and drive most of her students lacked. She sensed that, for many of them, studying Fine Arts was a preference, an enjoyable addition to their already privileged lives whereas, for her, it had been, and remained, a burning passion. It surprised her to learn that wealth didn’t always bring happiness, and she often had to bite her tongue to stop from saying, ‘Pull yourself together,’ or ‘don’t you know how lucky you are?’

On top of that, Jessica Lincoln, the Head of the Department, asked her to arrange and lead a ten day study trip in May to Florence and Rome. Libby had to collect passport details and confirmation from the students who were slow to respond to her emails. The budget was tight and she needed quick answers in order to book flights and hotels early enough to get the best prices. It took up too much of her time, but she was stuck with it.

During the first week she saw Mia from time to time, mostly from a distance, and once standing nearby at a drinks party to welcome new staff, but Mia was surrounded by starstruck students, and Libby didn’t speak to her. A part of her felt relieved to have avoided Mia’s company. Just catching sight of the lovely American made her heart leap, and she feared that, if they did speak, she’d make a fool of herself. Besides, she told herself, the famous writer would have forgotten all about her.

Most nights she brought work home, and got on with it in the spare bedroom she used as a study while Sam cooked their evening meal. Libby hadn’t stopped being dominant with him. Far from it. Since the night of her ‘experiment,’ she’d become very much the head of the house, and having Sam call her ‘Mistress’ – something she insisted on more and more – never ceased to amuse and arouse her.

Libby’s new life as a dominant woman added spice to her relationship and suited her busy schedule. She found it remarkably easy, as well as convenient, to keep Sam under her thumb. Twice that week already, when she’d wanted the evening to herself, she’d tied him to the bed and left him to his thoughts.

‘Look at you,’ she’d said, smiling down at him as she secured his wrists and ankles to the bed-posts, ‘as helpless as a baby.’

‘Don’t leave me,’ he pleaded.

‘Bye-bye,’ she said, blowing him a kiss and switching off the light as she left the room, her pretty skirt swaying around her lovely knees.

Sam told himself it was just a little fun but, alone and bound, he felt his submissive desires darken and deepen. Being tied made him want Libby with a wolf’s hunger, and he came to crave his bondage, and those other moments when Libby treated him openly as her slave.

Lost in her university work, Libby had less and less time for Sam, and she’d be short with him, selfish and careless of his feelings. ‘Run me a bath,’ she’d say without looking up from her laptop, or, ‘iron my red shirt, I want to wear it tomorrow,’ or, ‘check if my boots need polished,’ or, ‘cook your chicken Madras, you know how much I like it.’ One morning she came into the kitchen, held up the skirt he’d laid out for her, and said, ‘Call this ironed? Do it again, and make a proper job this time.’

She knew she had no right to treat him this way, it went against everything she believed in – but she had the power, she felt it in her veins, and she couldn’t resist its lure. It brought her a sweet, forbidden joy to issue her instructions knowing he’d obey without question, and she found as much pleasure in dominating Sam as he took in submitting to her. Enchanted by this strange new love, they relished the erotic joy of living as Mistress and slave.

In a surprisingly short time Sam’s subservience to Libby became second nature. On the rare occasions when pride did rear its head, he’d urge himself to stand up to Libby, tell her they’d gone too far and should take a break, but doing her bidding gave him such pleasure he kept silent, and fell deeper under her spell.

Every now and then Libby, too, would look up from her busy life and tell herself off for her selfish behaviour, but it excited her to be the dominant partner, and having Sam run after her hand and foot only made her bossier, and harder to please. In a few short weeks she’d learned to take Sam’s compliance for granted, and speak sternly to him in the way that aroused them both, and pushed their sex-life to new heights. Every night she’d take him to bed as her eager lover, guiding his mouth between her legs, saying, ‘Love me, love your Mistress.’

His tongue brought her the sweetest delight and, when she let him inside her, she’d come again, swept away by his yearning desire for her. In the mornings, while she showered and put on make-up, he’d cook breakfast and lay out her clothes and underwear in front of the stove so they’d be warm for her when she ran through from the bathroom. She liked to cycle to work but, if the weather was bad, which it mostly was that winter, he’d drive her in his old landrover.

‘Be good,’ she’d say as she got out the landrover, her thoughts full of the day ahead.

‘I love you,’ he’d say, leaning across so she could kiss him, and ruffle his mane of hair.

Sam couldn’t tell if his submission to Libby was real or a game – wasn’t life just a game anyway? All he knew was that he’d never felt happier and, after Libby left for work, he’d throw himself into his labours. Since buying the cottage he’d been clearing a half acre section of the woods with the intention of turning it into a vegetable garden. He’d taken down the trees, and cut them into logs, storing them in one of the sheds, carefully divided according to species and the time they’d take to dry into firewood. Some of the logs would take nearly a year to dry properly but, with his store from the year before, he already had a plentiful supply, and he’d cut more as required, replanting and replenishing the woods. In life, if not in bed, he liked to be self-sufficient.

But now he had to remove the tree-roots which involved digging down around them until he could attach a tow-hook and chain, and drag them creaking and groaning from the earth with his landrover. The digging was back-breaking work, but the patch of ground was almost cleared, and he looked forward to planting his garden in the spring.

The old cottage had no central heating. He’d repaired and restored the wood-burning stove in the kitchen as soon as he’d moved in, excavating the wall behind the fireplace to fit a new back boiler, and now he was connecting up a heating system with antique iron radiators he’d bought at auction. They weighed a ton, and needed modifying, but they were perfect for the old cottage. Once that was done, he and Libby would have heating in every room, and hot water at no cost except the sweat of his brow. He believed in Voltaire’s line from Candide, ‘Il faut cultiver notre jardin.’ He wasn’t trying to save the planet. It just felt like the right thing to do.

Most days at around five o’clock he’d shower and put on clean clothes before laying out wine and olives in readiness for Libby getting back from work. Then he’d put on some music and prepare their evening meal. He was a good cook, and did his best to serve meals that would please his Mistress. Some evenings Libby would be talkative and friendly as they ate together, an ordinary young couple again, other times she’d take her food to her study without even thanking him. Such thoughtlessness stung him, but it also reminded him of his position as her slave, and the bittersweet pleasure he found in submission outweighed everything else. Whenever he felt lonely or resentful, the prospect of soon being in bed with Libby consoled him. Sex was at the centre of their lives, and it never let them down. And besides, after the misery of boarding-school and the disappointment of university, he’d grown to enjoy his own company, and seldom felt truly alone.

Libby and Sam welcomed the surprising turn their lives had taken. As the unquestioned Mistress of the house, Libby felt stronger and more confident in everything she did, and Sam, for all he was her slave, had never felt more free.

It was Friday of the second week of term before Libby encountered Mia again. She was walking back to her office from the library when she heard running footsteps, and felt a hand take her arm.

‘Hey, girl, long time no see,’ said Mia with breezy American warmth, her voice oddly familiar to Libby, as if she’d been hearing it in her dreams. They made small talk as they passed along the corridor with Mia holding Libby’s arm like she was a long-lost companion. Libby felt a fluttering in her stomach, and could barely take in what Mia was saying, but she was acutely aware of her scent, and the vibrancy of her body so close against hers. Looking down as they walked, Libby could see Mia’s shapely knees flicking out from beneath the hem of a black woollen dress, her hose dark and silken. When they reached the Fine Arts Department, Mia wouldn’t let Libby go, and pulled her instead into the glass covered walkway that led across an alleyway to the building that housed The English Literature Department, saying, ‘C’mon, you gotta see my office. I’ve never had an office before.’

Snow swirled outside the glass walkway, and Libby felt a strange helplessness take possession of her. Struggling to keep up the pretence of normal conversation, she knew that Mia could do what she liked with her.

‘What do you think?’ said Mia, showing Libby into her room that was situated at the furthest end of the top floor. ‘Cool, huh?’

It was a tidy little room with a book-case taking up a whole wall, a desk, chair, and an armchair by the tall window. There was an open laptop on the desk, and scattered books and papers. Leonard Cohen, old and still handsome in a grey slouch hat, gazed in welcome from a photograph on the wall. Next to him was a picture of Melissa Benoist looking ridiculously trim and pretty in her Supergirl costume.

‘It’s lovely,’ said Libby, surprised that a visiting writer had been given such a tiny room.

‘It’s small, but it’s warm and it’s mine,’ said Mia. ‘And come and see the view.’

They stood side by side looking out the window. It gave a pleasant view onto a grassed quadrangle with a chestnut tree at its centre. An old bench under the tree seemed to offer a promise of love.

‘I hold my classes in the tutorial room down the corridor,’ said Mia. ’Why do they have to be two hours long? Sometimes I think I won’t make it through, and I call a ten-minute break and hide in here where I sit and think writerly thoughts such as, “what will I have for dinner?” or “where can a girl get a drink around here?” or “I wonder what happened to that cute Scottish girl with the roses on her skirt?”’

Libby felt herself blush, and couldn’t look at Mia. She wanted to smile back, and say something funny in return, but her mind was a blank, and she felt a roaring in her ears, and a peculiar dizzy sensation as if she might faint. She started to speak but found she was trembling and short of breath which suddenly made her want to cry.

A fiercely proud woman, she drew herself up and, taking a deep breath, said, ‘I’m sorry, I have to go.’

She saw Mia look at her with concern.

‘Are you all right?’ Mia said.

‘I’m fine,’ said Libby, already outside the room.

‘I’m free for an hour every day after one o’clock,’ Mia called out, concern in her voice. ‘Come and see me.’

Libby didn’t reply as she hurried along the corridor in search of the nearest ladies’ room.

In the privacy of a cubicle, Libby sat with her head in her hands. Still trembling, she tried to understand what had just happened. Was she lovesick like those poor, afflicted fools in medieval art and courtly romances? Had Cupid’s arrow struck where she least expected it? Had she been gay all her life without knowing it? Could a straight person suddenly become gay? It seemed ridiculous, and she scolded herself for being so weak and stupid, yet her confusion persisted even when she left the cubicle and leaned over a sink splashing water against her face.

She got through her afternoon tutorial by showing her class a film about Raphael and Titian. Afterwards, she went to her office to check her emails and left early for the week-end, walking the three miles to the cottage, stopping only to buy a bottle of red wine.

When she got in Sam was already preparing their evening meal. Feeling needy and vulnerable, she took him straight to bed. Giving him no time to undress, she just undid his belt, took down her hose and panties, and pulled him on top of her. To her relief, his eager cock felt wonderful inside her and they came together quickly before lying in each other’s arms. She’d never wanted children but, in those moments, she wished she wasn’t taking a contraceptive pill. ‘My beautiful Sam,’ she murmured. ‘I love you with all my heart.’

‘Are you hungry?’ he asked, kissing her hair, amazed by her beauty and his endless desire for her.

‘Starving,’ she said sleepily.

‘Food in twenty minutes,’ he said, getting out of bed.

‘I’ll be right there,’ she said.

But it was nearly eight o’clock when Sam woke her. She took a quick shower and, knowing the kitchen was always warm from the stove, came through in just a camisole and knickers and a pair of Sam’s old rugby socks. They sat together on the couch eating Sam’s spicy sausage casserole on their laps, sharing a bowl of mustard dip, and watching an episode of The Handmaid’s Tale.

A fan of Margaret Atwood, Libby had been curious to see how they’d adapt the novel for the screen. To her relief, she thought the TV version beautifully acted and designed even if she found it slow and repetitive when stretched out over so many episodes, and she’d grown tired of the frequent flashbacks. She thought Elisabeth Moss was wonderful in the lead role of Offred, but it was Yvonne Strahovski as Mrs Waterford, the lonely and repressed wife-owner, a woman caught in a nightmare of her own making, who captivated Libby.

Libby had never lusted after a woman before, in real life or onscreen, but she found herself imagining what it would be like to unbutton Mrs Waterford’s respectable green gown, and undo her tidy bun before pulling her into a kiss. She poured herself another glass of wine and attempted to control her wayward thoughts but, when Mrs Waterford was off-screen, she began imagining herself as a handmaid with Mia as her paired companion, both of them dressed in the white caps and ruby-red capes of their enforced vocation. It was a frightening yet erotic thought that brought her a thrill of guilty arousal. Her excitement alarmed her, and she felt as if she was undergoing the turmoil of a second adolescence. Feeling confused and traitorous, she snuggled closer to Sam, reminding herself how kind and handsome he was, and how much she loved sex with him.

When the episode of The Handmaid’s Tale ended, they talked for a while about work and maybe taking a holiday abroad at Easter, and then they began to kiss and cuddle. Feeling very glad of him, she pulled down the strap of her camisole and led his mouth to her breast.

‘For you,’ she said as he kissed her breast, her nipple hardening in his mouth. ‘Only for you,’ she added, undoing his jeans and caressing his erection before taking it in her mouth. She heard his gasp of delight, and flicked her tongue around the head of his cock, wanting to reward him for his kindness and devotion.

She tasted herself on him from their earlier fuck, and immediately wondered if this was how Mia would taste. She tried to push the thought out of her head, but it persisted and grew stronger, making her insides tremble. This was crazy, she knew. She had her lover’s cock in her mouth and she was thinking about a woman. She kneaded Sam’s balls and took him as deep as she could, but it didn’t help – his lovely cock had somehow become feminine in her mind, and it was Mia she was with, not Sam.

Troubled yet very aroused, she lifted her head and said, ‘Take me to bed.’

Sam stood immediately and, strong from his outdoor work, lifted her in his arms and carried her to bed. She willed herself to think of Sam while he made love to her, but it was Mia who filled her mind – the sound of her voice, so warm and easy, her lovely face, her shapely knees beneath her woollen dress.

‘I love you,’ Sam said as his pleasure mounted.

‘I know you do,’ she said tenderly, afraid she was going to lose him.

She felt better in the morning, rested and more like her normal self. Thankful it was the week-end, she enjoyed a late breakfast, listening to the radio, and reading a newspaper on her tablet. Around eleven o’clock she showered, and got dressed in front of the stove. Leaving Sam tinkering happily with a radiator, she took the landrover into town to do some shopping. She still hadn’t got used to having a good salary and, with no rent or bills to pay at Sam’s cottage, she had money to burn for the first time in her life.

‘So not only are you some kind of sadist, now you like girls as well as boys,’ she thought as she drifted round the shops. ‘Well, so what? It’s hardly the end of the world.’

She’d never felt the slightest prejudice against gay people, and had always believed people should be free to enjoy sex in whatever way they liked, provided they didn’t exploit the young or the weak.

But holding such views as part of a cosy majority was one thing, staying true to them as a new member of a minority was quite another. She’d always had boyfriends, and swum along easily in the middle lane, and her newly woken sexuality, for all she did not condemn it, shocked and frightened her. Intellectually she was perfectly clear on the matter – there was no problem, none at all – but her emotions were a mess, and she felt ashamed of her feelings for Mia. Her conditioning went deep. Women should like men as their sexual partners, not other women. That’s how new life came into the world.

In a more mundane way, her new awareness changed her shopping experience. Now she imagined how the dresses and clothes in the shop windows would look on Mia, not her. She liked the look of a leather biker’s jacket and immediately saw Mia wearing it with tight jeans or a short denim skirt. She admired a silk tunic with a pretty leaf pattern, and wondered how it would look on Mia’s slim figure. She saw a pair of knee-high boots and wanted to see Mia wearing them.

Giving up on shopping for clothes, she bought herself some make-up and a new toothbrush, and some paper and a cartridge for her printer. Then she went for cream-cake and coffee in Heywoods, the town’s famous old bakery where she found herself eyeing up the pretty waitress in her neat black uniform and white apron.

‘There’s something about a girl in an apron,’ she thought with a secret smile. ‘This isn’t so bad,’ she decided. ‘You’ve just doubled the number of people in the world you can think dirty thoughts about.’

On her way back to the car-park she went into the second-hand shop beneath the arch. As a school-girl, and later as a cash-strapped art student in Edinburgh, she’d done most of her shopping in junk-shops and second-hand stores, and not just because she had little money. She liked the mystery and elegance of old clothes, their taint of past lives and loves.

The university town had a high proportion of wealthy residents, and the second-hand shops often contained stylish old clothes with designer names, and this time she found a sweetly elegant polka-dot dress that must have been made in the 50s or 60s. It bore no label but it was beautifully made, and it was in her size. She held it against her nose, loving its musty smell and satiny sway. Carrying it over her arm, she ventured deeper into the shop. Rummaging through a chaotic pile, she found two pairs of fawn jodhpurs in her size. Libby had never been near a horse in her life, and had no desire to start now, but she’d always secretly liked the look of riding-breeches, and she thought she might wear them as leggings or tight-fitting jeans under one of her long woollen jumpers. Still in unopened packs, they were by an Italian company called Cavallo and looked to be exceptionally well-made. It was £8 for one, but only £12 for two, so she decided to buy both pairs.

On her way to the till she passed a barrel full of walking sticks and canes and umbrellas of all sizes and styles. For some reason she stopped and rifled through the items. Her hand fell on a slim handle with an attached wrist-loop and, pulling a black leather riding-crop from the barrel, she experienced a shock of arousal as if she’d taken hold of a live cable. The old, weathered crop weighed nothing in her hand but she felt its power, and she couldn’t help but whip it through the air to hear its serpent’s hiss. She thought of it, not as a piece of horse-riding equipment, but as a devil’s baton for a whole orchestra of sins. ‘Don’t be silly,’ she told herself, putting it back in the barrel and going to pay for her other items but, while she waited in the small queue, she changed her mind, and went back for the crop.

She haggled over the prices, and got the dress, jodhpurs and riding-crop for £24.

When she returned home the cottage was deserted. She went from room to room but there was no sign of Sam until a voice called her name causing her to start with fright. Still she saw no-one, but then she looked down and saw a pair of eyes looking up at her from a hole in the bedroom floor where a board had been removed.

‘My God,’ she said, ‘you nearly gave me a heart-attack.’

‘Pass me the spanner,’ he said.

‘If you want to peek up my skirt you just have to ask,’ she said, passing him the heavy wrench. ‘You don’t have to hide under the floor.’

He was too lost in work to find her funny, and she spent the next hour passing tools and lengths of pipe down to him as he connected up the underfloor pipes for the heating system. It was all going well until he discovered the new pipes couldn’t connect to the antique radiators in the way he’d hoped. Seething with frustration, he got into the landrover and drove to the hardware store in town hoping to find a solution.

With Sam gone, Libby took the time to wander round the cottage and inspect his work. It truly was a lovely old house and, once the heating was up and running, they’d decorate and furnish the sitting-room, a room they hadn’t yet used. They virtually lived in the kitchen because of its stove, their ‘winter fire’ as Sam called it, but Libby thought how big the cottage was with its dining-kitchen, two good sized bedrooms and a box-room, a sitting-room and a laundry-room, not to mention the garage and the various sheds and outhouses, one of them a hen-house where Sam planned to keep chickens.

She put on her coat and went outside, the frosty ground crunching under her boots as she strolled past the log-shed and through the trees to the cleared patch of ground soon to be their vegetable garden. From there she took the path through the woods to the narrow river, fast-flowing from the snow, that bounded the eastern edge of the grounds.

‘You’re a lucky girl,’ she told herself. And she was. Coming from a council estate in Falkirk, she’d never imagined living in a place like this, a rural idyll only a few miles from a university town where she had the job of her dreams. And Sam was a loving partner who quite literally worshipped the ground she walked on, and who also happened to be kind, and funny, and drop-dead gorgeous. But she felt the burden of what Sam expected from her. She’d agreed to marry him, and this would be their married home. They’d never said as much, but that was the bargain they’d struck, and they both knew the cottage with its lovely grounds would be a wonderful place to bring up children.

One part of her was thrilled by her good fortune – she had everything a woman was supposed to want – but another part of her railed against the inevitability of it all, and longed for something wilder and less oppressive. She didn’t want to be just another girl from a poor background who’d used her looks and education to catch a better-off husband. As she walked back to the house it wasn’t children and stoves and hens she was thinking about, it was the whippy black riding-crop she’d bought in town, and the sketch Sam had made of her clothes and underwear.

And Mia, of course.

Mia bloody Charles.

She found the sketch under some junk-mail on the work-top, and sat at the table fitting it into an old picture-frame. As she worked, she admired the sketch again. It was even better than she remembered, and she thought again how good Sam was at everything he turned his hand to. On their only trip to Scotland her mother had taken to him straightaway, describing him as a ‘fine, knacky boy,’ rare praise from her mother who’d never made anything of her previous boyfriends. Her two younger brothers and older sister had liked him too. Moira’s exact words had been, ‘Where did you find him, you jammy wee so-and-so?’

Sam was in a better mood when he got back. He’d found the radiator couplings he needed, not in the hardware store, but at the scrap-yard at the edge of town, and Libby waited until he’d spent the rest of the afternoon connecting up the pipes before showing him the framed sketch.

‘What do you think?’ she said, holding up the sketch while he washed his hands at the kitchen-sink.

‘Van Gogh?’ he said. ‘A rare Gauguin?’

‘Close,’ she said, enjoying his dry humour.

‘I thought you knew about art.’

‘I do know about art.’

‘If you say so.’

‘I like it. It’s got something.’

‘Waste of a frame.’

‘I’m going to hang it,’ Libby said. ‘Here,’ she added, indicating a prominent place by the fireplace.

‘I don’t think so,’ Sam said, making a face.

‘I’m not sure it matters what the slave thinks.’

‘I don’t want it on the wall, Libby, okay?’

‘What’s the matter?’ she said, irked by his tone. She’d grown used to his compliance, and hadn’t expected resistance. ‘Are you afraid people might see it and guess?’

‘Guess what?’ he said.

‘You know.’

‘I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.’

‘That you’ve got a thing about my undies, that you like to wash my knickers and bras, that you’ve become my slave and housekeeper?’

‘It’s not that,’ he lied, a familiar arousal growing in his gut.

‘I think that’s exactly what it is,’ she said, ‘but I don’t care what people think. I want it on the wall, and that’s that.’

‘Listen, Libby.’

‘You heard me,’ she said.

She chose the exact position, and stood watching as he hammered in a tack and hung the sketch.

‘I like it there,’ said Libby, aroused both by the sketch and the thrill of imposing her will over Sam. ‘It adds something to the room, don’t you think? A sense of mystery and a woman’s power. Whenever you look at it I want you to think of how you felt when you drew it. Is that clear?’

He gave her a dark look.

‘Is that clear?’ she repeated.

‘Yes,’ he muttered resentfully.

‘I beg your pardon.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, desire trumping pride in the way he’d come to love.

‘More like it,’ she said, reaching into the shopping-bag. ‘There’s something else I want to show you,’ she announced, taking the riding-crop from the bag, and smiling at his look of astonishment.

‘As soon as I saw it, I had to have it,’ she said, whipping it once through the air. ‘What do you think?’

‘You don’t like horses,’ he said, his heart in his mouth.

‘I couldn’t care less about horses, but this isn’t about horses, you know it’s not.’

He just looked at her, a lost look in his eyes.

‘This is about me and you,’ she said with a knowing smile. ‘Mistress and slave.’

‘I don’t understand,’ he said, his mouth dry.

‘Oh, stop it,’ she scolded him. ‘You understand perfectly well. A Mistress has to discipline her slave from time to time, of course she does. It’s her duty,’ she added, keeping her expression hard and stern. ‘This’ll do the trick, don’t you think? Shall we give it a try?’

‘That’s not funny,’ he said, telling himself this couldn’t be happening.

‘I’m not trying to be funny,’ she said, tapping the crop impatiently against her leg. ‘I’m perfectly serious.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous.’

‘It’s you who’s going to be ridiculous,’ she said, her gaze unwavering. ‘The table’s the best place, wouldn’t you say? Over you go, then. Over the table.’

‘Libby …’

‘On you go,’ she said, flicking the crop through the air to make her intentions clear. ‘You must be curious. I know I am.’

‘Put it away,’ he said with a firmness he didn’t feel.

‘I’m warning you,’ she said. ‘I didn’t like the way you spoke to me about hanging the sketch, don’t make matters worse.’

The slim crop felt alive in her hand. It empowered her, and the prospect of punishing him excited her. Oddly free of nerves, she couldn’t wait to find out what it would feel like to have him so fully under her rule.

‘Over the table with you,’ she said, tapping his arm with the crop. ‘Come on, I’m waiting.’

‘This is too much,’ he protested.

‘I’ll decide what’s too much,’ she said with an assurance that chilled and aroused him.

‘That’s the way,’ she said when he turned and walked slowly towards the table.

‘Please, Libby, don’t do this,’ he said, his resistance a sham. Deep down, he longed to suffer under her.

‘Don’t be a coward,’ she said, thrilled by his obedience. ‘Now, let’s do things properly. Take down your jeans, and bend over the table. Come on, now. Don’t be slow.’

Sure he’d lost his mind, Sam undid his belt, took down his jeans, and leant across the table, its surface smooth against the side of his face. He remembered bringing the table home from auction, and the many hours he’d spent sanding and varnishing it. Never in his wildest dreams had he imagined he’d end up lying across it waiting to be beaten by the woman he loved. ‘God, you’re a fool,’ he told himself, the room spinning around him. ‘A silly, bloody fool.’

‘It had to come to this,’ Libby said, serene and assured despite her excitement. ‘Me standing over you with a whip in my hand. It can’t be helped, I see that now. It’s what a Mistress does to her slave.’

He made a strange animal sound, and she felt a rush of affection for him as well as a spasm of dark arousal. He trusted her so much it made her giddy.

‘I’m going to beat you now,’ she said as matter-of-fact as a nurse, ‘to show that you really are my slave, and to show how much I love you. You pretend you don’t want this, but I know you do, and I’m going to give you what you want, what you need. Take down your shorts.’

He made his strange sound again, but he hooked his thumbs into his shorts, and pulled them to his knees. Being naked before her in such a position made him feel utterly foolish, and yet he experienced a wave of nerve-jangling excitement.

‘Well done,’ said Libby, taken aback by the sight of his heavy dangling balls, but pleased to see he was erect. ‘Where’s the crime?’ she told herself, ‘when he wants it so much?’

‘See what I mean?’ she said, tapping his erection with the little loop at the tip of her crop. ‘You do want this, and I want it too. I love knowing I can do what I like with you, and you like to please your Mistress, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, loving and fearing her as a goddess who held his life in her hands.

‘That’s good,’ she said, trailing her fingers over his lean flanks and dangling balls. He was a beautiful, sexy man and she felt proud to have him as her slave.

‘Show me that you want it,’ she said. ‘Ask me to beat you.’

‘Beat me, Mistress,’ he said, a tremor passing through him. ‘Please beat me.’

‘Oh, I’m going to,’ she said, butterflies swarming in her tummy as she stepped back and took aim.

The crack of leather against flesh made them both jump.

‘Stay still,’ said Libby, the first to recover.

She struck him three more times in quick succession, and then stepped back, her blood racing.

‘How was that?’ she said.

‘Sore,’ he mumbled, his forehead pressed against the table. It had been painful but not as bad as he’d feared, the indignity of it far worse than the physical pain.

‘Let’s see,’ she said, reaching round to grip his cock. Still fiercely erect, it pulsed in her hand, and she squeezed her thighs together, feeling an answering pulse of her own.

‘It can’t have been that sore,’ she said. ‘You’re as hard as iron.’

She laid into him again, striking him seven or eight more times, and with much greater force. She only stopped when he cried out in pain.

‘That hurt, didn’t it?’ she said, aroused to have made him cry out. She knew how proud he was, and how much he’d have wanted to remain silent.

‘Yes,’ he gasped.

‘It’s supposed to hurt,’ she said, pleased to see he was no longer erect, that the pain she’d inflicted had overwhelmed his arousal. ‘From now on this is what you’ll get if you ever talk back or step out of line. Talk back? Step out of line? Who did she think she was? Is that clear?’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘I beg your pardon,’ she snapped, striking him again, this time on the tops of his thighs.

‘Yes, Mistress!’ he gasped through clenched teeth, shocked by the pain of the blow.

‘That’s right, I’m your Mistress, and don’t forget it,’ she said, welcoming the heavenly dampness between her legs. It brought her a savage joy to beat him, and see him suffer for her pleasure, but a warning voice told her to be careful. She was a complete novice at this, and she had no idea if her strokes were too hard or even if they were dangerous. She didn’t want to do him any lasting harm. She just wanted him to know she was truly his Mistress, and that her power over him was real, and much more than a fantasy.

‘I’m going to give you three more,’ she said, pleased to see him wince, ‘and then we’ll call it a day. Are you ready?’

He groaned but said nothing.

‘I asked you a question,’ she said sternly. ‘Are you ready?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, astonished by her violence, and the brutal reality of her dominance,

She lashed him three more times, each blow sending a current of pleasure to the centre of her being. She didn’t want to stop – she wanted to beat him until she came – and it took a real effort of will to step back and cease her blows.

He stayed bent over the table, too ashamed to let her see the tears misting his eyes.

Libby took long, deep breaths as she struggled to regain her composure. Beating him had left her dazed and light-headed, and she longed to touch herself under her skirt.

‘It’s over,’ she said, the criss-crossing stripes only now emerging on his pale skin. ‘You can get up now.’

He stood slowly but did not turn to face her.

‘Look at me,’ she said, savouring his shame.

He turned, and she saw his flushed cheeks and the tears that had gathered in his eyes.

She should have felt guilty but she didn’t feel anything of the kind. Instead, she felt a pleasure close to elation.

‘You needed that, didn’t you?’

‘Y-es, Mistress.’

‘I needed it too,’ she said, holding the tip of her crop to his mouth. ‘Kiss my crop.’

Shocked at himself, he obediently kissed the instrument of his torment.

‘And what do you say?’ she said, curious to see how far she could go.

He looked at her with fear and wonder in his eyes.

‘Well?’ she said.

‘Th-thank-you,’ he said from somewhere deep in his soul.

‘You poor thing,’ she said, a lovely eyebrow raised in scorn. ‘You’re nearly crying.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he said, profoundly shamed by his weakness.

‘Never mind,’ she said, leaning in and kissing him on the cheek. ‘You’ve been very brave, and you’ve learned your lesson, I’m sure.’

They both experienced a sudden awkwardness as if they’d only just become aware of how far they’d gone but, when Sam bent to pull up his shorts, Libby said, ‘No, don’t do that. Take them off. I want you naked for the rest of the night.’

He gave her a pleading look, but she insisted.

‘Hurry up,’ she said, suspecting that any further awkwardness could be avoided by keeping him firmly under the yoke. ‘Everything off.’

Once he’d obeyed, she stepped in close, her skirt brushing against his shrunken cock.

‘I’m sorry to be so strict with you,’ she said, stroking his long, straw-coloured hair. ‘I was curious to try it, and I’m glad I have. It felt lovely, wrong but right at the same time, bad but good, if you know what I mean.’

He swallowed hard, and looked down in shame. He knew exactly what she meant.

‘Maybe we’ve gone mad,’ she said, ‘but I’m sure this marks a big step forward for us, and I’m very pleased with you, Sam, with your courage and your obedience, and all you do to look after me. You’re the loveliest slave a girl could wish for, and I feel very lucky to have you. I want you to know that.’

‘Thank-you,’ Sam said in a trembling voice, gazing at her with an adoring look in his eyes. Despite the pain she’d inflicted, he felt intensely grateful for her praise. Beyond all else, he longed to please her.

Libby had no clear idea where this was going, only that it gave her a crazy excitement to break all the rules of how a woman should behave, and really take charge of a man.

‘I love this,’ she said, genuinely moved by his surrender, the way he’d taken his beating without complaint. ‘When you give in to me. I think I like it better than anything else. It’s sweet of you, Sam, really it is.’

Beyond speech, he could only gaze at her in wonder.

‘Now, I think the best thing is to keep you busy,’ she said, controlling her emotions in the way she felt a Mistress should. ‘A busy slave is a happy slave,’ she added, making it up as she went along.

She took the satin polka-dot dress from the bag and held it up against her to let him see how pretty it would look on her, saying, ‘I found this today as well, in the same shop where I found the riding-crop. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?’

‘Yes,’ he said, thinking her lovely beyond compare.

‘I’ll wear it when I’m in Italy with the students in May. But it’s second-hand and needs a wash, so here you are, you can do that now. It’ll take your mind off your sore bum.’

As she handed him the dress its soft folds touched against his cock. Despite the pain from his beating, or perhaps because of it, he felt himself stir and come erect. A shiver passed through him, and he felt as if his soul was leaving his body.

‘Look at you,’ said Libby, smiling at his naked arousal. ‘I whip you with my crop but you’re harder than ever. If that doesn’t make you my slave I don’t know what does.’

‘Should I w-wash it by hand?’ he enquired.

‘Of course,’ she said. ‘And once that’s done, you can cook me a meal, but you won’t be eating with me tonight. A slave shouldn’t always eat with his Mistress. You can wait at table instead,’ she said, astonished at her gall. ‘In fact, I don’t want you to eat anything tonight. I know that’s cruel, but I want you to go hungry for me. I want you to know how that feels. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, aroused by this new cruelty.

‘I’m going for a lie-down,’ she said, taking her crop and the shopping bag with her. ‘Wake me in an hour.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, but she’d already gone.

Libby’s poise and authority vanished as soon as she was on her own. Laughing in disbelief, she sat on the bed with her hands over her face. What had she done? Had she really put her husband-to-be over the table and beaten him with a crop? She can’t have, it wasn’t possible, but there was the crop in her hand, clear proof of her outrageous behaviour. And then there was the deep, lingering arousal she felt from taking charge of him so violently.

Oh, she’d done it all right, she’d really done it.

She’d gone too far, of course she had. She’d go straight back and apologise to him, tell him sex and power had gone to her head, assure him that she loved him, and would be a good and loyal wife.

And yet she stayed where she was.

If one part of her feared she’d lost her mind, another part felt like a child with a wonderful toy. She held the crop to her nose and inhaled its leather smell. The scent soothed her, easing her doubts, and spreading a delicious calm through her senses. She already thought of the crop as a friend, a wicked and amusing travelling-companion on a magical journey. She kissed its loop as Sam had, and hung it on the bed-post – on her side of the bed, not Sam’s. She’d keep it there, she decided, a constant reminder of her power and authority. Pleased by the thought, she got in under the duvet and let her fingers drift between her legs.

Taking down her tights, she touched herself through her knickers. They were soaking wet, and she laughed in astonishment at the depth of her arousal. Her pleasure suddenly urgent, erotic images flashed in her mind – Sam’s look of fear when she’d told him to bend over the table; the trembling of his flanks in between blows; Mrs Waterford so stern and respectable in her elegant green gown, and then Mia, fashionably late, gatecrashed the party in her head. ‘No!’ Libby told her unwelcome visitor. ‘You have no place here!’ But forbidding her only gave Mia more power, and it was the memory of her lovely eyes and wide, smiling mouth that brought Libby the blessed release of orgasm.

She woke before the hour was up. Rested and feeling hungry, she rose from bed and took off her clothes, putting on a pair of clean knickers. Curious to see how they’d look, she pulled on a pair of the fawn riding-breeches. Skin-tight but lightweight and exceptionally comfortable, they were every bit as stylish as she’d hoped. She put on a pair of flat-heeled, knee-high boots. They weren’t riding-boots but they may as well have been, and she couldn’t help but laugh at her reflection in the wardrobe mirror – she looked like one of those haughty, stuck-up models in a fashion-shoot at a country estate. She turned to look at her bum in the tight breeches, and laughed again. She knew she had a good figure, and the jodhpurs made the most of it. She tried on some long winter jumpers, and liked what she saw, and then, suddenly inspired, she dug out a white silk blouse and put it on. Elegant and tight-fitting, it went perfectly with the breeches, giving her the look of a stern riding-mistress.

‘Poor Sam,’ she thought as she left the bedroom.

When she came into the kitchen he was standing at the cooker with his back to her. She’d forgotten that she’d made him take his clothes off, and seeing the marks on his buttocks gave her a pleasurable sense of ownership. And she saw her polka-dot dress dangling from the pulley, and she knew he’d obeyed her command to wash it. ‘He’s mine,’ she thought. ‘All mine.’

‘That smells lovely,’ she said.

He turned, startled by her voice, but he could only stare in silent amazement.

‘What’s the matter?’ she said.

‘N-nothing,’ he said.

‘Don’t you like my breeches?’ she said, turning to let him see her bum in them.

Sam stared at the wondrous sight. Slim yet curvacious, she stretched the breeches beautifully, and the tight white shirt accentuated the swell of her breasts.

‘They’re … they’re …’ he said, unable to find the words.

‘They’re very tight, aren’t they?’ she said. ‘But you hardly know you’re wearing them, and they look good with these boots and my big winter jerseys. I’ll get a lot of wear out of them, I’m sure.’

She smiled to see his cock leap, and come partly erect.

‘I see you like them too.’

‘You look … You look like …’ he mumbled, once more unable to find the words.

‘I know,’ she said. ‘A spoiled, horsey bitch.’

‘No,’ he said, thinking she looked like a goddess come to earth.

‘That’s exactly how I look,’ Libby said, laughing as she came towards him. ‘And that’s why you like me so much.’

‘God, Libby,’ he said, covering his arousal with his hands.

‘Don’t hide,’ she said. ‘Where’s the fun in that? I want to see. Take your hands away. This minute, or I’ll fetch my crop.’

Sam took his hands away, feeling horribly exposed, and blushing at how hard he was.

‘That’s better,’ she said, taking hold of his cock. ‘I like you naked. Then I can see the effect I have on you. I can see how much you love your Mistress.’

She kissed him, working his cock, and whispering in his ear, ‘You do love your Mistress, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he said, the room spinning around him.

‘Even after she beat you with her whip? Even after she left marks all across your pretty little bum?’

‘Yes,’ he said, enraptured.

‘Good boy,’ she said, working his cock harder. ‘Mistresses like to be loved.’

At that moment hot oil spat from the frying pan, burning his arm and making him jump, and turn down the flame.

‘Just as well it was only your arm,’ she said mischievously, her hand now stroking his bottom. ‘I wouldn’t want you to burn your little cock, especially when it’s so lovely and hard. Maybe I should get you an apron for protection. A frilly little pinny with a big bow at the back,’ she said, thinking of the pretty uniformed waitress in Heywoods. ‘Then you could be my kitchen-maid. Would you like that, Sam? Should I buy you an apron?’

‘N-no,’ he said, struggling to keep up with her.

‘I might buy you one anyway,’ she said. ‘You’re pretty enough, and it’s always fun to dress pretty boys. We could be girls together.’

Hoping to distract her, he began serving food onto a plate.

‘Are those your special burgers?’ she said in excitement.

‘They are,’ he said. He knew this was one of her favourite meals.

‘Made with honey, garlic and wholegrain mustard?’

‘And a few other secret ingredients known only to the brethren,’ Sam said, glad he’d pleased her.

Suddenly starving, Libby sat at table, smiling in anticipation as he put the plate in front of her. A mound of crisply fried potatoes and onions accompanied the delicious looking burgers, and he brought her a side-salad in a separate bowl.

‘I hope you haven’t forgotten the dressing,’ she said, still his Mistress.

‘Here it is,’ he said, putting a little jug of home-made dressing beside her plate, and pouring red wine into her glass. As he poured, Libby noticed that his hand was trembling.

‘You’re shaking,’ she said. ‘Am I really so frightening?’

‘You are,’ he said, ‘believe me.’

‘I’ll take that as a compliment,’ she said, beginning to eat. ‘Delicious,’ she praised him, finding the food wonderful. ‘What did I do to deserve you?’

He went to move away, but she took hold of his arm and stopped him.

‘Stay,’ she said. ‘You’re lovely, and I want you close.’

She ate with her left hand while her right hand lightly stroked his buttocks and the inside of his thighs.

‘Is your bum sore?’ she asked, giving it a little pat.

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘Was I too hard on you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Poor Sam,’ she said, a mischievous light in her eyes as she fondled his balls. ‘Best to keep standing, then.’

The wine as delicious as the food, Libby enjoyed the meal with a hearty appetite.

‘Best burgers I’ve ever tasted,’ she said. ‘What a shame you can’t have any.’

But every now and then she fed him a morsel from her fork, and gave him a drink from her glass.

‘Just to let you know what you’re missing,’ she said.

It was a feast of all her senses for, with him standing so close by, her hair brushed against his erection, and she’d nuzzle against it as she ate, every now and then planting little kisses on its tip.

‘This is how a Mistress should take her meals,’ she said. ‘I’ll eat like this more often.’

When she finished she sat back with a contented sigh, and said, ‘What’s for dessert?’

‘What would you like?’ he said.

Without a word, she took his cock in her mouth, and pleasured him until he groaned with delight and began to move in her mouth.

‘Don’t be greedy,’ she said, releasing him just as he was about to come, and giving his cock a little smack. She laughed to see it leap and pulse, desperate to find release.

‘Look at it,’ she said, ‘it’s doing a dance.’

She took him over to the couch where she let him lie on her lap while she drank another glass of wine and watched two more episodes of The Handmaid’s Tale. ‘Mrs Waterford’s not getting any uglier,’ she thought, stroking Sam’s lean flanks absent-mindedly, sometimes running her fingers over the darkening bruises she’d left on his flesh, other times caressing his lovely cock so that it filled her hand in the way she loved.

Falling into a sensual stupor, Sam had seldom felt closer to his lovely Mistress. The voices from the TV held no meaning for him. All he cared about was Libby’s warm lap and lovely scent, and the heavenly touch of her fingers.

‘I love you,’ he murmured, a man in a dream.

‘Sssh,’ she said.

‘I want to get married,’ he said.

‘We will,’ she said.

‘Soon.’

‘There’s no rush,’ she said, a devil’s voice in her head saying, ‘why should a Mistress marry her slave?’

When they went to bed, Sam kissed her and slid his hand between her legs, desperate to make love to her.

‘No,’ she said, pushing his hand away. ‘Not tonight.’

She felt very aroused, but she didn’t want to have that kind of sex with him.

‘What’s wrong?’ he said, surprised by her rejection.

‘You’re lovely, and you’ve been very good,’ she said, laying her head on his chest and taking hold of his cock. ‘But a slave can’t always get what he wants.’

‘I want you, Libby,’ he said, his passion open and unguarded.

‘I know you do, and you can have me, just not the way you expect.’

She got out of bed, rummaged about in the dark, and came back to bed. ‘These are for you,’ she said, holding her knickers to his face.

‘What are you doing?’ he said, stunned by her action.

‘Stay still,’ she said, pressing the lacy knickers over his nose and mouth, sedating him with her woman’s scent.

‘These are very special knickers,’ she told him. ‘These are the pair I was wearing when I beat you with my crop. I got very wet, and I’m sure they’re very smelly. Are they, Sam? Can you smell me on them?’

He gave a soft groan which she took to be ‘yes.’

‘You like the way I smell, don’t you?’

He gave another groan.

‘Yes, I thought so. Take them, but keep them where they are.’

He took her knickers and pressed them tighter against his nose.

‘Deep breaths,’ she said, putting him under. ‘There are so many ways a Mistress can have fun with her slave. And I have another surprise for you. Are you ready?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his voice muffled by her knickers.

‘Here it is,’ she said, pressing another pair of panties over his straining cock. ‘These are special too. These are the pair I was wearing when I came through after my snooze, the pair I was wearing under my jodhpurs. You remember my jodhpurs, don’t you, Sam? I’m sure you do.’

He gave a long groan, and pushed up against her hand.

‘Take these too,’ she said. ‘A Mistress shouldn’t have to do all the work.’

With his other hand, he took her knickers and held them around his cock, all the time inhaling her scent from the other pair. The little panties felt deliciously soft and feminine, and her lovely scent drove him mad.

‘I c-can’t … I shouldn’t,’ he stammered.

‘Don’t be shy,’ she said. ‘Enjoy yourself. It’s your reward for being a brave and obedient slave. Touch yourself like you do when you’re alone. I want to see how you do it. A slave shouldn’t have secrets from his Mistress. That’s it,’ she said, when his hand began to move up and down on his cock.

‘God, Libby,’ he mumbled, deeply shamed yet aroused beyond measure.

‘Make yourself come,’ she said. ‘Go on, do it. Come in my knickers like a good slave.’

His hand moved faster as he breathed in the maddening scent from her knickers.

‘That’s good,’ Libby said, her hand finding its way between her legs. ‘What a sweet slave you are, my pretty panty-slave.’

Her words hurt him, and he told himself to stop, and throw away her stupid knickers, but he was under her spell, and her casual contempt struck a chord deep within him. Hugely aroused to be controlled and manipulated in this way, his hand moved faster.

‘You can taste me if you like,’ she said, reaching up and pushing her panties into his mouth. ‘Can you, Sam? Can you taste me?’

He groaned in helpless arousal. Tasting her on the knickers, his pleasure grew urgent.

‘You can, can’t you?’ she said, the sweetest mockery in her voice. ‘You can taste and smell me. What a lucky slave you are.’

She knew he couldn’t last much longer and, her own pleasure mounting, she helped him along, telling him she was going to keep the crop on the bed-post so it would always be in easy reach. He groaned again, and rubbed himself harder. Then she told him she was going to invite friends round for a meal. He’d do all the cooking and serve at table wearing a pretty apron. They’d see his sketch on the wall, she told him, and she’d have no choice but to tell everyone he was her servant now, her devoted slave and panty-washer.

He breathed in deeply, surrendering utterly to her wicked words and lovely scent.

‘Everyone will know,’ she said. ‘All our friends, all my colleagues from work. They’ll all know I’m your Mistress, and you’re my slave. Everyone will laugh at you, but you’ll just have to put up with it.’

A tremor shook him, and he cried out as if he was in pain.

‘And you’d better be a good slave,’ she said, her voice mocking yet sultry, ‘or I’ll take down your trousers and beat you in front of our guests. I will, Sam, I promise … I’ll beat your bare bottom with my riding-crop … I’ll beat you till you cry, but no-one will help you … No-one cares what happens to a slave … No-one cares.’

Her taunting words seized his imagination and pushed him over the edge, and he called out her name as he came in her panties with a force that left him shaken and drained. Lost in pleasure, he hadn’t heard her own little cry of delight.

‘Bad boy,’ she teased him warmly, ‘coming in your Mistress’ knickers. But you can make up for it in the morning. You can cook me breakfast, and be my slave all over again. Go to sleep, now, Sam. Go to sleep.’

He wanted to tell her this had to stop, that he was her lover and her future husband, not her slave, but a delicious lassitude pulled him under and, without a word, he fell fast asleep.

Libby felt a deep and primitive satisfaction as she nestled against him, and joined him in sleep.

IN MATTERS of sex at least, Sunday was a day of rest. Unusually it was Libby who rose first to cook breakfast, and they ate together, making no mention of the night before. Sex and power were in the air between them, of course they were. How could they not be? The crop still hung from the bed-post in the bedroom, Sam was shy and distant, and Libby saw how he winced in discomfort when he sat at table – but an unspoken ceasefire had been declared. They both knew they needed time to come to terms with what had happened.

After breakfast, Libby went into her study to prepare her classes for the coming week, and Sam put on his track-suit and running-shoes and went for a long run along the river and up into the hills. He’d been an excellent athlete at school, and a good enough rugby player to be selected for English Schools, and running brought him peace and pleasure. But today he ran faster and further than ever before, looking to free himself from the guilt and confusion he felt about his submissive sexuality. Exerting his strong male body made him feel better, and he decided to book an Easter holiday abroad. They’d fly off somewhere for a week together. Free from the pressures of work, Libby would relax, and they’d cease to be Mistress and slave. They’d become an ordinary loving couple again, and settle on a date for their marriage. The thought soothed him as he stood at the top of Cobble Ridge and looked down on the town and valley below.

He spent the afternoon working on the heating system while Libby drove into town and swam fifty lengths in the town’s pool. She brought back a Chinese take-away, and they ate it from their laps and watched Deadpool again, one of their favourite films. Afterwards, without being overtly bossy, Libby reminded Sam that she needed her black skirt and red blouse ironed for work in the morning. ‘Will you be a good boy and do that for me?’ she asked him.

‘Yes,’ he said, enslaved in an instant.

‘I don’t deserve you,’ she said.

Then she stretched lazily, and told him to run her a bath.

She took her clothes off in front of the stove while Sam ran her bath.

‘It’s ready,’ he said, coming in from the hall, stunned at how beautiful she looked in the light from the stove.

‘Thank-you, Sam,’ she said, kissing him on the cheek and leaving him to get on with his housework. He picked up her discarded clothes, unable to stop himself from pressing his face into the soft bundle of her knickers and tights. His senses electrified, he took her clothes through to the bedroom and dropped them in the laundry basket before searching the wardrobe for the work-clothes she’d chosen.

Ironing her skirt and blouse, he fell into a trance, and he took his time, making a perfect job of them. Laying her clothes over the couch ready for her in the morning, and looking out clean underwear and hose and placing them neatly beside her skirt, woke an ache of yearning deep in his gut. It was insane, but serving her in this way felt as good as sex.

He’d go into the travel agent first thing in the morning, he told himself, and book a holiday at Easter. Some time away would free him from his absurd enslavement.

It had to.

Relaxed by her bath, Libby felt pleasantly tired when she came to bed. ‘I’m sleepy,’ she said, turning her back to him. ‘Goodnight, Sam.’

‘Goodnight, Libby,’ he said, embracing her from behind in the way they both loved. Not wishing to disturb her, he lay utterly still, but his erection pulsed helplessly against the cleft of her bottom, making Libby sigh with irritation and turn onto her back.

‘I’m sorry,’ he said, genuinely contrite.

‘On you go, then,’ she said. ‘Fetch my knickers.’

‘I shouldn’t,’ he said.

‘I don’t care,’ she said. ‘Go and get them.’

His erection touching against his flat stomach, he got out of bed and went to the laundry-basket.

‘Get a pair of my tights while you’re at it,’ she said.

He quickly found her pretty panties and soft nylons, and hurried back to bed.

‘Hurry up,’ she said. ‘You know what to do.’

His brain swimming, he held her knickers to his nose and wrapped her silken nylons around his erection. She heard his sigh of arousal, and felt his hand begin to move.

‘Faster,’ she said, impatient to be asleep.

‘Oh, God,’ he mumbled, his hand moving quickly.

‘Do it,’ she said, putting an arm across his chest, and drifting towards sleep. ‘Come in my panties like a good boy.’

‘I love you, Libby … I love you,’ he vowed, breathing in her lovely scent.

‘This is all a slave deserves,’ she said. ‘Panty-sex.’

Her words stung and demeaned him, yet they hit their mark and brought him to the brink.

‘You like my knickers, I can tell,’ she murmured sleepily. ‘Maybe I’ll let you wear them since you like them so much. Yes, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll make you wear my knickers, my dirty knickers.’

Her dreamy taunt opened a flood-gate deep within him and he came in her silken hose with a force that astonished him, and left him feeling utterly spent, and on the verge of sleep.

‘Good boy,’ she muttered so quietly he barely heard her. ‘I have a busy week coming up, and I’m going to need you to be a good and obedient slave … Very good and very obedient …’

‘Yes, Libby,’ he said dreamily.

‘Go to sleep,’ she said, cuddling up against him, loving his warmth, and how safe she felt with him.

Within moments they were both sound asleep.

NOT MUCH in life frightened Libby but she felt truly afraid when she went into work on Monday morning. ‘I’m free for an hour every day after one o’clock,’ that’s what Mia had said, and Libby hadn’t forgotten, not for a single second.

She felt an overwhelming compulsion to go to Mia’s office at one o’clock, but she was determined not to go. Her morning tutorial group was clever and challenging, and for two hours she forgot about Mia, for most of the time at least, but as soon as twelve o’clock came and the class was over, her compulsion returned, stronger than ever. Angry at her weakness, she took her coat and almost ran out of the building, striding away from the university, and away from Mia Charles.

She walked to the cathedral and all the way round the park before having lunch in a noodle bar at the edge of town. She ate slowly, partly because anxiety blunted her appetite, but also to take up more time, and yet, when she looked at her watch, it was only a few minutes past one. She had coffee, and read a newspaper and, by the time she’d walked back by the long route, she was just in time for the start of the afternoon session at two.

She was safe.

But a headache came on in the afternoon, and her stomach began to hurt. By the time she got home she felt ill and exhausted.

‘What’s wrong?’ Sam asked, alarmed by her pale face and unhappy manner.

‘I’m just tired,’ she said.

‘You work too hard,’ he said.

‘My head’s splitting,’ she said, glad of his kindness but not wanting to talk.

She curled up on the couch in front of the stove. Sam covered her with a blanket and turned the music off so she could sleep.

Libby lay in a daze, worn-out but not sleeping, and very troubled by how she felt. She’d always been driven and clear-headed, and had never experienced this kind of confusion.

After about an hour on the couch, she got up and had some soup, but she ate nothing else.

‘If you feel like this in the morning,’ said Sam. ‘Don’t go to work.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she said.

She’d never taken a day off in her life, and wouldn’t be starting now.

She went to bed before ten, and was asleep when Sam came to bed.

She felt terrible all through the next morning, anxious and unable to concentrate. She had to give a lecture in the afternoon and, although she’d prepared it, she had no confidence in how she would deliver it.

She sat in her office until well after midday, and then fled the building, walking quickly towards the park. As she walked her headache came back, and her stomach pain worsened until she felt nauseous. Digging deep into her Scots pride, she turned back towards the university. Whatever this was, running away was doing more harm than good. ‘No more running,’ she told herself as she climbed the stairs to the English Department and strode along the corridor. Her blood up as if ready for a fight, she knocked loudly on Mia’s door.

She went straight in without waiting for Mia’s reply, pushing the door closed behind her.

‘Libby,’ said Mia, looking surprised as she stood from her desk, but Libby just gazed at her, a dark and accusing look in her eyes.

‘What is it?’ Mia asked, suddenly alarmed. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘I’m a mess,’ said Libby, her heart pounding. ‘This is mad, but I’m just going to do it.’

She went straight up to Mia, and kissed her on the mouth.

Taken aback, Mia didn’t return her kiss.

‘I’m a fool,’ said Libby, fearing the worst.

‘You’re nobody’s fool,’ said Mia, her hand on Libby’s arm.

‘I can’t get you out of my head,’ said Libby, her head spinning. ‘I don’t know what I’m doing.’

‘You’re doing just fine,’ said Mia, pulling Libby into a kiss so deep and tender they never wanted it to end.

‘There,’ said Mia, leaning her forehead against Libby’s. ‘It’s done.’

‘I’m going to faint,’ said Libby, a tremble in her voice.

‘Ssssh,’ said Mia, with tears in her eyes and a smile on her face. ‘I’ve got you, it’s alright.’

‘It’s not alright,’ said Libby. ‘I like men. I’m engaged to be married.’

‘I won’t hurt you,’ said Mia.

‘Won’t you?’ said Libby.

‘Come here,’ said Mia.

They kissed again, losing themselves.

‘You’re lovely,’ said Libby, loving Mia’s slightness, her feminine grace and form.

‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ said Mia.

‘In a sort of a limited way for an off night,’ said Libby, quoting Paul Simon.

They tried to kiss but were both smiling so widely their kisses became silly.

‘I can’t believe I’m doing this,’ said Libby.

‘But here you are,’ said Mia.

‘Jesus,’ said Libby. ‘What now?’

‘We steal a car and rob some banks,’ said Mia.

‘Deal,’ said Libby.

They held each other close, laughing and crying, crying and laughing. Mia took a tissue from a drawer in her desk and wiped Libby’s eyes, and then Libby took the tissue and returned the favour.

‘I have to go,’ said Libby.

‘You’ve only just got here.’

‘I need to recover,’ said Libby. ‘I’ve never done this before, not with a woman.’

‘Pretty good for a beginner.’

‘Just coming in like this,’ said Libby. ‘Coming in and kissing you. Is it okay?’

‘What do you think?

‘I’ve got a stupid look on my face, haven’t I?’

‘Sweetest look I’ve ever seen.’

‘When I didn’t come yesterday I felt like I’d been shot. Now I can’t keep the smile off my face.’

‘Come tomorrow.’

‘I will.’

‘Same time.’

‘Same time.’

‘One o’clock.’

‘One o’clock,’ said Libby, suddenly laughing, and saying, ‘In Edinburgh, at the castle, they have the one-o’clock gun. We’ll have our one-o’clock kiss.’

‘We will,’ said Mia, touching Libby’s hair.

‘I have to go,’ said Libby.

‘Come tomorrow.’

‘Try and stop me.’

‘Promise.’

‘I promise,’ said Libby, stealing a kiss and running to the door, saying, ‘back to work, Miss Charles. No slacking.’

FREED FROM fear and anxiety, Libby flew through the rest of the day in a daze of happiness. Her headache gone, she delivered her lecture with passion and clarity, injecting humour without undermining academic seriousness. She felt a new connection to her subject – the sensuality of religious yearning in Medieval Art – and bonded with the students in a way she’d never done before. Not even the presence of Doctor Julian Crichton, a grim-faced senior lecturer, could dim her spirits. It was her lecture, she’d deliver it in her way, and he could think what he liked.

She borrowed Marcia’s bicycle and cycled home, buoyed by a wonderful sense of well-being.

Sam saw the change in her as soon as she came into the kitchen.

‘Someone’s feeling better,’ he said, giving her a kiss.

‘I am better,’ she said.

‘Lecture went well, then?’

‘It did, thanks.’

‘Told you it would.’

‘I must have been worried about it,’ she said. ‘And I met Mia Charles again.’

‘Who?’ he asked, putting water on to boil for pasta.

‘The American writer I told you about.’

She’d never lied to Sam, and she wouldn’t start now, but she couldn’t tell him the whole truth.

‘I like her,’ she said. ‘I think she’s going to be a friend.’

‘Ask her to come for a meal.’

‘I might,’ she said. ‘I can introduce her to my slave.’

‘Ha-ha,’ he said, turning back to the cooker.

Possessed by a wild energy, she put on her playlist, turned up the volume as far as it would go and, throwing off her coat, danced like a mad thing to ‘Viva Bobby Joe’ by The Equals, ‘Caravan Girl’ by Goldfrapp and, her favourite dance song of all time, ‘Uptown Top Ranking’ by Althea and Donna. Sam watched her from the cooker, delighted to see her so happy, and thinking her the sexiest dancer in the world, and yet, when they sat down to eat, she seemed far away and distant, shrouded in secrets.

‘Are you okay?’ he asked her.

‘It’s a funny time,’ she said. ‘I need you to stick with me, will you do that?’

‘Of course,’ he told her. ‘Why wouldn’t I?’

‘No reason,’ she said, seeing the worry in his eyes.

‘I’ve booked a holiday,’ he told her. ‘A week at Easter.’

‘Where to?’ she said, feigning excitement.

‘That would be telling.’

‘I want to know.’

‘It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you.’

‘Well, it had better be good,’ she said, taking refuge in her role as his Mistress, ‘or I might have to discipline you.’

Every day that week, Libby went to Mia’s office at one o’clock. They kissed and talked and laughed, and ate cake and drank coffee. Very quickly an easy friendship grew between them, and with it a sensual bond so that their hour together became the centre-point of their lives. At home Libby kept Sam at bay with panty-sex, and by treating him as her slave in the way he’d come to crave. She hadn’t been to bed with Mia yet, but she knew it was only a matter of time for it was Mia she thought of as her lover now, not Sam.

And yet, for all their openness and independence, Libby and Mia were shy with each other. Their one o’clock kisses were sweet and deep, but they hadn’t ventured beyond kissing. They sensed the hunger in each other but Mia was careful of Libby, always aware that she had a man in her life, a man she spoke of in the fondest terms.

‘You’d like him,’ said Libby. ‘He’s sweet and kind, and ridiculously handsome.’

‘I’m sure I would like him,’ said Mia, ‘but he might not feel the same about me.’

‘No-one could dislike you,’ said Libby.

‘Don’t be so sure.’

‘I’d like you to meet him.’

‘That’s not a good idea.’

‘He’s very open-minded.’

‘No-one’s that open-minded.’

‘You don’t know him,’ said Libby, not yet able to tell Mia that Sam lived as her slave.

They exchanged phone numbers, and sent each other text messages over the week-end.

‘Missing you,’ Libby wrote.

‘Going to the movies,’ Mia texted back. ‘Wanna come.’

‘Love to but can’t. Friends coming over.’

‘Enjoy. See you Monday.’

Libby sent her twenty little kisses, and Mia replied in the same way.

On Saturday night Sam and Libby had a meal with six of their friends to celebrate the new heating system that was now up and running like a dream. Sam, who’d done all the shopping and cooking, was sweet and kind all evening, and only blushed a little when Marcia drew attention to his sketch on the wall, saying, ‘I wish someone would love me like that.’

When everyone had gone, Libby put on her playlist and danced on her own while Sam tidied up.

‘I’m a lazy bitch,’ she told him in between songs.

‘You are,’ he said, watching her dance to ‘Sugar Me’ by Lynsey De Paul, thinking it the prettiest sight he’d ever seen.

She knew he was watching, and liked the hunger in his eyes.

‘Come here,’ she said, taking off her dress as she danced.

They made love on the rug in front of the stove. Afterwards, she held him close, ashamed that her thoughts were still with Mia.

‘What am I going to do with you?’ she said, stroking his lovely hair.

‘Marry me,’ he said.

On Monday morning, after taking her tutorial, Libby went shopping. She wanted to buy Mia a present, take her something other than cake and coffee. She went into the main department store where she looked at jewellery and bottles of scent before drifting into the lingerie department. Her eyes fell on a pair of black French panties, and she took them from their little hanger. Made of silk and beautifully cut, the lovely knickers weighed nothing in her hand, and she immediately thought of how they’d look on Mia. The soft silk made her feel sweet and tender, but knickers would be a sensual and very intimate gift, a sign that she wanted to take things further. They were ridiculously expensive – she’d never have bought them for herself – but Mia was a different matter. She took them to the counter and paid for them, pleased that they came in a beribboned gift-box.

‘This is for you,’ said Libby after they’d hugged and kissed and whispered endearments.

‘Pretty box,’ said Mia, taking the gift.

‘It’s for a pretty girl,’ said Libby, suddenly shy.

‘What is it?’

‘Open it and see.’

‘My God,’ said Mia, smiling and blushing when she took out the lovely knickers.

‘Do you like them?’ said Libby.

‘You sweet girl,’ said Mia, holding the silken knickers to her cheek, ‘they’re the prettiest panties I’ve ever seen.’

Putting her hand on Mia’s knee, Libby kissed her, and said, ‘Wear them for me.’

‘Be glad to,’ said Mia, touching the silk against Libby’s cheek, and kissing the corner of her mouth, making it tingle the way it had that first time. ‘But there’s a condition.’

‘What’s that?’ said Libby, longing for her.

‘You get a pair for yourself,’ she said with a wicked grin.

‘You’ll wear them if I will?’

‘Then we’ll be equals.’

‘Fair enough,’ said Libby.

‘After all,’ said Mia, her eyes sparkling, ‘I wouldn’t want to have you at a disadvantage.’

Mia made it to the department store just before it closed at five-o’clock. There was only one pair of the luxurious panties left in her size, and she took them to the counter. It was the same salesgirl who had served her earlier, and she gave Libby a questioning smile to be selling her identical knickers twice on the same day.

‘Never mind the box,’ said Libby, paying the girl and stuffing the knickers into her coat pocket.

She left them in her pocket overnight and, in the morning, put on the panties Sam had left out for her on the couch. She could hardly have worn the French knickers without making him suspicious, but she knew she wouldn’t be able to wear ordinary tights over the loose, abundant lace of her new knickers, so she put on some dark stay-up stockings with her ordinary panties.

‘What do you think of these?’ she said as she came back into the kitchen from the bedroom.

‘Jesus,’ said Sam, staring at her legs.

Libby hardly ever wore stockings, but Sam loved it when she did.

‘Felt like a change,’ she said, putting on her dress and slipping into her shoes. ‘And I thought you deserved a treat for being a good boy.’

‘I love you,’ said Sam, kissing her, and running his hand under her dress, looking to find that magical place where nylon gave way to flesh.

‘I’ll be late for work,’ Libby said, stepping away from him and arranging her dress primly. Rain was hammering against the kitchen window. ‘I’ll need a lift,’ she told him. ‘If you behave yourself I’ll give you another look in the car.’

She was as good as her word, sliding up her skirt, and showing him her stocking-tops as he drove her to work.

‘Eyes on the road,’ she told him, a gleam of mischief in her eyes.

When he parked at the university he was so mad for her she had to let him lean across and kiss the tops of her stockings.

‘Someone will see,’ she said, looking out into the busy car-park.

‘I don’t care,’ said Sam, kissing the smooth skin above her stockings.

‘You don’t understand,’ she said, smiling wickedly as she got out the landrover. ‘I’m a respectable woman. I have my reputation to consider.’

She spent all morning marking essays, a sweet anticipation growing inside her. When one o’clock drew near, she tidied her desk and went to the ladies’ room where she took off her knickers and put on the silk French panties. They felt deliciously soft and loose against her skin, but she felt foolish in them, as if she was trying too hard, and she worried that Mia would feel the same. But a deal was a deal, and she tugged her dress into place, fixed her hair and make-up in the mirror, and went on her way.

But Professor Stanton, the Head of The English Literature Department, was in Mia’s office and Libby had to wait outside for over ten minutes. The door to the office was open, and Mia frequently glanced at Libby, trying to convey her impatience with her visitor. She’d already told Libby she found Stanton to be stupid and self-regarding, ‘the kind of guy who gives academics a bad name.’

When the great Professor finally left Mia’s room, he nodded disapprovingly at Libby, clearly of the view that such a junior member of staff should have nothing to do with his prize catch.

‘Thank God,’ said Mia, pulling Libby into her room and closing the door. ‘I thought he’d never leave. He offered to read my work, help me with my writing. Can you imagine?’

‘B minus, Miss Charles. You must do better.’

‘And all the time he was trying to look down the front of my dress.’

‘That I understand,’ said Libby.

‘Tramp,’ said Mia.

‘That’s me,’ said Libby.

‘God, I like you,’ said Mia, kissing her with such urgency she pushed Libby up against the wall.

Libby matched her passion, running her hands over Mia’s elegant black dress, and round to her buttocks, pulling her against her, their hips and breasts crushing sweetly together.

‘You’re all I think about,’ said Libby.

‘Should hope so,’ said Mia.

‘Last thing at night, first thing in the morning.’

‘That’s my girl,’ said Mia, smiling her lovely smile.

‘Pretty dress,’ said Libby.

‘You should see what’s under it.’

‘What could it possibly be?’

‘Be good and I’ll show you.’

‘I’d like that.’

‘Tell you what,’ said Mia. ‘I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.’

‘You first,’ said Libby.

‘Hold onto your hat,’ said Mia, sliding her dark woollen dress slowly up to her thighs. She too was wearing stay-up nylons, and when she slid her dress higher, Libby saw the pale skin above her stockings, and the elegant lace of her French panties. She wanted to make some smart remark, keep things fun and friendly, but a wave of arousal swept through her and all she wanted was sex.

‘For you,’ said Mia, her expression serious now.

‘Lovely,’ said Libby, quickly sliding her dress up and pulling Mia close so that their silken panties meshed together.

‘This is what I want,’ said Mia, kissing Libby deeply.

Libby found it delightful to have Mia’s lovely mound pressed against her own most private place, the place where she’d only ever felt hard male desire. She groaned and pressed back, their silken panties slipping and sliding together in the sweetest dance.

Mia kissed Libby’s breasts through her dress, her hand sliding under her dress and beneath her panties, and said, ‘You okay with this?’

‘Yes,’ said Libby, nervous but very aroused.

‘You sure, girl?’

‘I’m sure.’

‘Here I go,’ said Mia, sliding into a crouch then kissing Libby’s slender thighs, and her stocking-tops, and then, very gently, the smooth, pale skin under the lace of her panties.

Mia kissed her lightly, tenderly, giving Libby time to stop her if she wanted, and then she held the loose panties to one side and kissed her cunt adoringly, her tongue licking upwards with firm, steady strokes that made Libby shiver and suck in air through her teeth.

Libby held Mia’s head, her fingers in her soft hair, and closed her eyes in delight. Trembling on the brink, suddenly vulnerable, she pulled Mia to her feet.

‘You’re sweeter’n honey,’ Mia said, kissing her mouth, letting her taste her from her lips.

‘My turn,’ said Libby.

Inflamed by the taste of her sex, Libby pushed Mia back until she was half-sitting on her desk, her legs a little apart. ‘Stay there,’ she said, getting down on one knee and sliding Mia’s soft dress to her waist.

‘You sure?’ said Mia, feeling her own attack of nerves.

‘I’m sure,’ said Libby, nuzzling the loose panties aside and planting kisses on Mia’s lovely cunt. Pushing inside with her tongue, Libby gloried in Mia’s scent and taste, as salty and eternal as the sea and, as far as she could tell, identical to her own. It thrilled her to hear Libby gasp in delight, and she licked harder and higher. A woman herself, she knew what a woman liked, and she felt a wonderful ease and warmth blossom within her. She’d never done this before and yet it felt like the most natural thing in the world. She felt a deep affinity with Mia and with her own womanhood. When Mia gave another gasp, and pushed down against Libby’s mouth, Libby knew she’d hadn’t just found a friend and a lover – she’d found herself.

A shiver passed through Mia, and she knelt down by Libby, embracing her tenderly and kissing her so they could taste each other.

‘Come home with me tonight,’ said Mia.

‘When?’ said Libby.

‘Four o’clock at the street gate. We’ll go to my place.’

‘I’ll be there,’ said Libby.

They met at the gate and went straight to Mia’s apartment in the residences. It was small and still cluttered with suitcases and piles of books and clothes, but they stepped over the clutter and undressed, except for their black French panties, and fell into bed.

Once again Libby was amazed at how easy and natural it felt to be with a woman. Mia’s female curves were new and infinitely exciting, yet they were also familiar, almost comforting. She’d always liked looking at other women, admiring and assessing their clothes and shoes, their hair and make-up, their sense of style, and it seemed a small step to move from admiration and interest to open sexual attraction. She felt as if she’d pushed at a door that had been waiting to be opened all her life, and she loved sex with Mia who was gentle and guiding, but also sweetly forceful.

Without the aim and focus of penetration, Libby found sex with a woman more varied and sensual than with a man. She loved touching and kissing Mia’s breasts, and exploring her slim body with her fingers and mouth. And she, in turn, loved the way Mia kissed and touched her, her movements as light and graceful as a dancer’s. One wave of delight flowed into the next until they became one being lost in pleasure. But, even better than sex, was the sense of growing trust and affection, of a warm and tender companionship. Libby loved the novelty of Mia’s American voice, the rhythm of her speech, one minute warm and kindly, the next wisecracking and hard-bitten. And Mia felt powerfully attracted, not just to Libby’s lovely looks, but to her sharpness, and blunt Scots wit. She’d grown used to her life as a cool and successful young writer, and she hadn’t realised how lonely she’d become. She found in Libby, not just a lover, but also a friend and kindred spirit who filled an empty space in her life.

They dallied in bed until after eight o’clock. It was only hunger that drove them to get dressed and leave the apartment. The found an Italian restaurant with candlelit tables and a swaggering, huffy waiter who caused them no end of amusement. But the food was good, and the wine delicious, and they enjoyed the romantic setting.

Mia risked spoiling the mood by asking about Sam.

‘How’s Sam getting along?’ she said.

‘He’s all right,’ said Libby. ‘I’ve texted him.’

‘What did you say?’

‘That I’m with you.’

‘With me?’ said Mia, surprised.

‘Just as a friend,’ said Libby. ‘I told him we were going for a drink and a meal.’

‘I don’t want to cause trouble,’ said Mia, putting her hand on Libby’s.

‘I know,’ said Libby, taking Mia’s hand, and squeezing it gently.

‘Let’s just take things slowly,’ said Mia.

But they didn’t take things slowly. They couldn’t. Cupid’s arrow had struck, and they saw each other, not only every day at one o’clock, but every evening too, mostly sticking to their routine of going to Mia’s apartment for sex before having a late meal in a restaurant, a different one every night. Libby would take a taxi home, often not getting in until after eleven. Sam would be distant and accusing, but Libby would calm him with panty-sex, and give him his instructions for the next day. She felt bad about him, though. She was an honest and principled woman, and she knew she owed him more than this.

‘He must know something’s going on,’ said Mia.

‘He does,’ said Libby. ‘He knows I’m seeing you, but not that we’re lovers. I tell him you’re lonely and need a friend.’

‘Well, that’s no lie,’ said Libby, pouring more wine. Two weeks had passed since they’d become lovers, and they were back at the Italian restaurant.

‘Sam’s lovely but he drives me mad,’ said Libby. ‘He’s so passive, you’ve no idea. He’s got all the talent in the world but he does nothing with it except work at the cottage. It’s like he’s in hiding, God knows what from.’

‘Do you love him?’

‘He’s easy to love, you’ll see that if you meet him.’

‘Will you marry him?’

‘I’ve said I will,’ said Libby. ‘And he’s my best friend and I don’t want to hurt him.’

‘I’m sorry, Libby, I’m messing up your life.’

‘Don’t be stupid.’

‘Maybe we should take a break.’

‘Is that what you want?’

‘You know it’s not.’

‘Then don’t say it. God, why does everything have to be so hard? Why can’t people be honest with each other? Why can’t I just tell him about us?’

‘Because it would hurt him.’

‘Maybe he likes to be hurt.’

Mia gave her a questioning look.

‘Look, Mia,’ said Libby, ‘this is crazy and you can laugh if you want, but I’m just going to tell you, okay?’

‘Okay,’ said Mia, intrigued.

‘Sam’s my slave.’

‘Your slave?’ said Mia, laughing out loud.

‘Don’t laugh.’

‘You said I could.’

‘Yes, but I didn’t mean it.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Mia, taking a drink of wine to compose herself. ‘In what way’s he your slave?’

‘How do you think?’

‘Boots of shiny leather, as Lou Reed might say?’

‘If you like.’

‘Whips and cuffs?’

‘I don’t have cuffs. I use some old stockings.’

‘You’re kidding me.’

‘I’m not,’ said Mia, her gaze steady and serious. ‘I tie him to the bed when I want some peace, sometimes I beat him with a riding-crop, but most of the time he just takes care of me, cooking and cleaning, doing my laundry, doing what I tell him. He’s the sweetest boy, really he is. He even calls me Mistress.’

‘He does not!’

‘It used to make me laugh too, but I’ve grown used to it. I even quite like it. I don’t know how it happened, but it did.’

‘Well, aren’t you the dark horse?’

‘Sometimes I’m mean and selfish. I know it’s wrong to treat him like that, but it feels so right, and not just for me. It makes him happy, I swear it does. Can you understand that?’

‘Being your slave?’ said Mia. ‘Sure.’

‘I’m serious.’

‘Me too,’ said Mia, giving Libby a serious look of her own. ‘When I was a student my girlfriend and I shared an apartment with this guy. He liked to cook and clean for us. He was real thin and pretty, and we took to dressing him in our clothes. He was kinda sweet and funny, and there wasn’t an ounce of harm in him, but we weren’t always kind to him. We never really talked about it, but I think he liked us to be cruel.’

‘Then you do understand?’

‘I guess,’ said Mia. ‘I know it can be fun playing cruel girls, but I’ve been on the other side, and that didn’t turn out so well.’

‘The other side?’ said Libby.

‘I like girls, but mostly I’ve been with boys, and before I left the States I had a thing with this guy called Michael Carfano. Best-looking guy in New York, fun and a little crazy, all you could want if you’re looking for a good time. He had this great apartment and I moved in with him. During the day I worked at my writing, and at night we went to clubs and parties with actors and rock stars, got our pictures in the paper, the whole shebang. I knew he ran a club, and he had this gangster-cool thing going, but I was too busy with work and having a good time to figure out what he really was.’

‘What was he?’

‘Have you seen the movie Goodfellas?’

‘I haven’t.’

‘It’s about this cute and likeable guy who winds up working for the mob?’

‘Michael was a gangster?’

‘Turns out he was,’ said Mia. ‘How I didn’t see it I’ve no idea, or maybe I did know and looked the other way.’

‘What happened?’

‘I went to his club one day and found him beating up on this guy. I mean really hurting him. Two guys were holding him while Michael beat the living shit out of him. There was blood everywhere, broken teeth, just like in a movie. But what’s okay in a movie stinks to high heaven in real life, let me tell you.’

‘Did you leave him?’

‘That’s just it,’ said Mia. ‘I didn’t.’

‘Why not?’

‘I was a fool,’ said Mia, ‘and I had feelings for him. He begged me to forgive me, told me it wouldn’t happen again, and we went back to the way we were except it wasn’t the same any more. I was afraid of him now, and he knew that. He started to like making me frightened. It was a twisted thing. The sex got rough so there was no love there any more, least if there was, it was buried a long way down. Afterwards he’d beg me not to leave him, say how he wanted to marry me, have a big Italian family. Thing was, I liked it when it got rough. Don’t ask why, but I did. He was so goddamned strong and wild, and I knew he loved me. In some crazy way, he made life exciting like in a book or a movie. Like I said, I was a fool.’

‘Is this true?’ said Libby, amazed by what she was hearing.

‘Every word,’ said Mia.

‘I’m so sorry, Mia. I had no idea.’

‘I had to leave him, I knew that, but he had me watched, and never let me out on my own. He said it was for my protection, but the only protection I needed was from him. I became his prisoner. Shit, he even took my shoes so I couldn’t leave. I waited till the middle of the night when he was asleep. I left in my bare feet, took a flight to Chicago, stayed with a friend there. My agent found me the position here, applied on my behalf, and I took it as a way out.’

‘And you say I’m a dark horse?’ said Libby.

‘I’m so glad of you, girl,’ said Mia, tears in her eyes. ‘More than I can say.’

‘You’re safe now.’

‘I am, and I’m going to work and live the way I want, you can be sure.’

‘I want you to live with me.’

‘Let’s just be sweethearts, and leave it at that.’

‘We are sweethearts,’ said Libby, loving the word, ‘but I want you to meet Sam, and see how we live.’

‘You need to think what Sam wants.’

‘I’ve told you, he’s my slave. He wants what I want.’

‘Careful, girl. You’re playing with fire.’

‘It’s not just a game, he really is my slave.’

‘I smell burning. Call the Fire Department.’

‘I don’t like to hide, Mia. I want him to know the truth.’

‘Give it time.’

‘You’ll like him, I know you will. He can be your slave too.’

Mia laughed and shook her head in disbelief.

‘Why can’t he?’ said Libby. ‘Look at you, you’re beautiful, and he’s not like other men. He likes to submit.’

‘We can be cruel girls, huh?’

‘It might be fun, you never know.’

‘You’re way ahead of yourself, believe me.’

‘Oh, come on, it’s only sex.’

‘There’s nothing safe about sex,’ said Mia. ‘And there never will be, or so the man said.’

‘What man?’

‘Can’t rightly recall,’ said Mia. ‘Hemingway, Mailer, one of those macho guys. Whoever it was had it right, though.’

‘It’s not a game with Sam,’ said Libby. ‘He’s my slave, really and truly he is.’

‘He’s in love with you, that’s what he is. Everyone’s a slave when they’re in love.’

‘I want to tell him about us, bring you to meet him.’

‘You gotta be careful with this, I’m warning you.’

‘So you won’t do it?’

‘I didn’t say that, but I want you to think about it.’

‘I will think about it.’

‘You do that,’ said Mia. ‘You think about it real long and real hard.’

Libby did think about it, but not for long, and not all that hard. She’d already convinced herself that telling Sam the truth was her best way forward. Besides, she was impetuous by nature, determined to live honestly and without guilt and, beyond that, she wanted to put her Mistress-slave relationship to the test. She’d built her ship and wanted to sail the seven seas. If Sam truly was her slave, she reflected, he’d have no choice but to obey her and live according to her wishes. She knew she was treading a risky path into the unknown, but she trusted her instincts as a dominant woman, and she was determined to have her own way.

And, even more important, she loved and respected Sam, and wanted to honour him with the truth. It was the very least she owed him.

She told him only two days after her talk with Mia. For once she’d come home straight after work, and she got straight down to business.

‘We need to talk,’ she told him.

‘What about?’ he said, not looking at her.

‘I think you know,’ she said.

‘You may know,’ he said, his anger breaking loose at last. ‘I haven’t got the first idea what’s going on.’

She hadn’t been home before eleven o’clock in the last fortnight, and he was certain she was seeing another man, and was about to leave him. The thought terrified him, and made him miserable beyond words.

‘You’ve every right to be angry,’ said Libby, ‘and I owe you an explanation.’

‘All right, then,’ he said, his heart breaking, ‘Let’s hear it.’

‘Not if you’re like this,’ she said.

‘Like what?’

‘All angry and looking for a fight,’ said Libby. ‘That won’t do at all.’

‘Just get it said.’

‘I will,’ she said, ‘but in my way, and in my time.’

‘I don’t know who you are any more, Libby, I really don’t.’

‘You know exactly who I am,’ she said, meeting his fierce gaze. ‘Now come and sit by me,’ she added, going to the couch.

‘I’ll stay where I am.’

‘You’ll do what you’re told,’ she said. ‘Sit down.’

‘I can’t do this, Libby. Not any more.’

‘You can do it, and you will.’

They glared at each other for long moments and then, just when Libby thought she’d lost him, he did as she’d asked, and sat down on the couch.

‘More like it,’ she said, but he folded his arms and continued to glare at her with hurt and anger in his eyes.

‘I haven’t been honest with you,’ she said.

‘Here it comes,’ thought Sam, steeling himself. ‘The end of happiness.’

Libby saw the hurt in his eyes deepen and darken. Feeling very sorry for him, she knelt at his feet and leant her head on his knees.

‘This last while,’ she said, ‘when I’ve been out every night, I’ve told you I was with Mia Charles, getting to know her, becoming her friend.’

‘She has been lying,’ thought Sam, his heart clenching in pain. ‘She’s been seeing another man.’

‘Well, I have been with Mia,’ said Libby, ‘but not just as a friend.’

‘What do you mean?’ said Sam, his brain reeling.

‘It’s not something I ever thought would happen,’ said Libby, ‘but we’ve become more than friends. We’ve become lovers.’

‘Lovers?’ said Sam, ‘but I thought …’

‘What did you think?’

‘I thought you were with another man.’

‘Another man?’ said Libby. ‘Don’t be silly, you’re the man in my life, you know that. How could I possibly be with another man?’

Seeing the tears in his eyes, she stood, and sat astride him, kissing him tenderly, her soft hair falling around his face.

Sam held her tight, accepting her kisses, but struggling to make sense of his feelings. He felt enormous relief that Libby wasn’t seeing another man, but he was also astonished to learn she’d taken a woman as a lover. He was also vaguely aroused by the thought. Like most men, he found the idea of lesbian sex alluring and erotic.

‘You fool,’ she told him tenderly. ‘You’re the only man I want, it’s just that there’s someone else in my life now, a woman.’

‘I didn’t know you liked women.’

‘I’ve always liked women,’ said Libby, ‘but I’ve never fancied them before, that’s what’s different.’

‘But why, I don’t understand?’

‘It just happened, out of the blue and without any warning. There’s no explanation I can think of, except that Mia Charles is the loveliest, funniest, sweetest woman I’ve ever met. Just her smile’s enough to melt your heart. You’ll see what I mean when you meet her.’

‘That’s not going to happen.’

‘Of course it is.’

‘No way.’

‘What if I insist?’ she said, kissing him, pushing her hips down against him, wanting to make him hard.

‘You’ll like her,’ she told him. ‘I know you will.’

‘Stop it,’ he said. ‘It’s too much, Libby, God knows it is.’

‘I want you to meet her, get to know her.’

‘I don’t think I can.’

‘It doesn’t matter what a slave thinks,’ she said, pushing down harder, feeling him respond. ‘Haven’t you learned that yet?’

She had that smile on her face, the smile that knew he couldn’t resist her. He looked down only to see her nylon-clad thighs, and the hem of her pretty skirt that had ridden up to her waist. She was wearing pretty yellow panties beneath her hose.

Feeling his hardness through his jeans, Libby pushed harder, trapping him beneath her, and grinding against him, sure of her power now – utterly sure.

‘I need you to be my slave, Sam, I need it more than ever. It’s the only way I can get through this. Tell me you’re my slave.’

‘No …’

‘Didn’t you hear me?’ she said. ‘I need this, I want this.’

‘Jesus, Libby,’ he gasped, his brain moving south.

‘If you’re my slave, we can be free and honest, live the way we want. And you love it,’ she said, pressing against him. ‘I can feel how much you love it.’

‘I love you,’ he said, a tremor in his voice. ‘I don’t want to lose you, I couldn’t bear that.’

‘You won’t lose me,’ she said tenderly, moved by his feelings for her. ‘I promise you won’t, but I need you to do something for me. It’s a lot to ask, I know it is, and I need you to be a very brave and obedient slave. Can you do that?’

He groaned and pressed his head into her pretty cleavage, looking for the comfort of her breasts.

‘Can you do that?’ she said again, grinding so sweetly against him he feared he would come in his jeans.

‘I’ll try,’ he said so quietly she barely heard him.

‘Good boy,’ she said, her own arousal mounting. ‘Are you ready, Sam? Are you ready to hear what I need?’

He said nothing, but his head, still hiding in her cleavage, gave a little nod.

‘I’ve told Mia about you, about the way we live, and I’m going to ask her to be your Mistress too.’

He started in shock, and went to lift his head, but she held him firm.

‘Ssssh, it’s okay,’ she whispered. ‘I need you to trust me, and if you can’t trust me, then I want you to obey me. I know this is difficult, bringing someone else into our lives, but I need you to really be my slave, then I can have both of you in my life, and that’s what I want more than anything else in the world. Will you give me what I want, Sam? Will you?’

She sat up straight, still pushing down against his helpless erection, but now slowly undoing the buttons of her blouse, revealing the lace of her pretty white bra. She knew she had him where she wanted, but she wanted to make absolutely sure.

‘Being a slave has its rewards, you have to say,’ she said, smiling down at him as she unfastened the last of her blouse’s little pearl buttons. ‘But think of the fun you’ll have serving two Mistresses.’

Opening her blouse, she leant forward to let him kiss the pretty lace of her bra, and then pulled back to torment him, and make him want her all the more.

‘Look at all you can have,’ she said, pulling down the flimsy lace of her bra, letting him see her nipple, as full and ripe as a berry. ‘And you can have it,’ she whispered, feeling his erection pulse against her. ‘And all you have to do is be our slave. Will you do that, Sam?’ she said, brushing her nipple against his lips. ‘Will you let me have what I want? Say that you will. Say it.’

‘I will,’ he gasped, lost in her power and beauty.

‘You’ll do what I want?’

‘Yes.’

‘You’ll be our slave?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then here you are,’ she said, giving him her breast as she pushed down against him with all her strength, feeling his erection pulse helplessly through their clothes.

She knew he’d come soon. He wouldn’t be able to stop himself.

‘This is for you,’ she said, thrilled by her power. ‘It’s all for you.’

She kissed him, groaning with him as their pleasure grew to delight. Feeling him lose control, she remembered that she’d made him put on her worn panties that morning. It was something she did more and more, an easy way of keeping him under her thumb.

‘Are you still wearing my panties?’ she asked him.

‘Yes,’ he gasped, the shame of it adding to his pleasure.

‘My worn panties?’

‘Yes.’

‘That’s good,’ she said as he began to buck and moan beneath her. ‘You can come in my panties like a good slave. And you are my slave,’ she told him, thrilled by his helpless, unsought orgasm, ‘for ever and ever.’

‘Clean yourself up,’ she said once he was still. ‘And run me a bath.’

‘YOU WANT me to come to your house?’ said Mia.

‘I do,’ said Libby.

They were embracing in Mia’s bed, enjoying the afterglow of sex.

‘When?’ Mia asked.

‘Soon, I think,’ said Mia. ‘He’s had a week to get used to the idea of meeting you. And I gave him a beating last night, just to make sure.’

‘You gave him a beating?’ said Mia, strangely aroused at the idea of Libby with a crop in her hand. ‘Why?’

‘A Mistress has to discipline her slave,’ said Libby. ‘That’s something you’ll find out.’

And Libby had beaten Sam, and hard too, but not because he’d done anything wrong – on the contrary he’d been pleasingly meek and obedient ever since she’d told him about Mia. She’d beaten him because she wanted to impose her authority over him in the strongest way she knew, prove to him that her way was the only way. She knew she was pushing at the boundaries of their relationship, and she wanted to remind him of her power, cast her strongest spell and prepare him for the trials to come.

And she’d beaten him because it gave her pleasure. More and more she backed her instincts as a dominant woman. She was proud and headstrong, and sex made her feel indestructible. Erotic power burned inside her like a cauldron, and she would use that power to have her way.

‘How are you going to do it?’ Mia asked.

‘He’s as ready as he’ll ever be,’ said Libby. ‘Some night this week, I’ll give you a call and invite you over.’

‘If it’s what you want,’ said Mia. ‘But I should warn you – I’ve had my fill of men.’

‘A slave’s not the same as an ordinary man.’

‘I sure hope you’re right.’

‘It’s fun having a slave, you’ll see.’

‘All right, then, whatever you say,’ said Mia, unconvinced.

‘Thank-you,’ said Libby.

‘Let’s go eat,’ said Mia.

‘There’s something I have to do first.’

‘What’s that?’

‘What do you think?’ said Libby, sliding beneath the blankets.

‘AS SOON as you tidy up the dishes,’ Libby told him, ‘I’ll settle you down for the night.’

‘It’s not even seven o’clock,’ said Sam as he tidied up after their evening meal. She’d sent him to bed early before, but never this early.

‘I have some thinking to do, calls to make,’ said Libby, watching him from the armchair by the stove. ‘It’s always easier when you’re out of the way.’

She had real mischief in her eyes, and Sam felt more alarmed than usual.

‘Can’t I stay up with you?’ he said.

‘It’s sweet of you to ask,’ she said, getting up from her chair, ‘but I’ve made up my mind.’

She took him by the hand and led him through to the bedroom. He told himself to resist, put up some kind of a fight, but he couldn’t find the strength.

‘Get undressed,’ she told him, putting on the bedside light and taking her nylons from the little drawer in her dressing-table where she kept them.

‘Do you have to tie me?’ he said.

‘I won’t if you don’t want me to,’ she said.

She smiled when he said nothing, and watched as he took off his shirt and unlaced his boots, but he hesitated before taking down his jeans.

‘Don’t be shy,’ she told him, pulling back the duvet for him. ‘It’s not as if I haven’t seen you in panties before.’

Sam blushed bright red as he took off his jeans and stood before her in the panties she’d given him to wear that morning. They were white and dainty with little yellow flowers embroidered on them.

‘How pretty you are,’ she said, smiling as his cock came erect and pushed beyond the flimsy waistband of the panties. ‘Into bed now like a good boy.’

A man in a dream, he sat on the bed and lay back, staying silent as she tied his ankles to the bed-posts. Her knots were quick and neat, just like her.

‘Nice and tight,’ she said, moving up to do his wrists, ‘the way you like it.’

Sam gazed up at her as she tied his hands with the stockings, marvelling at her lovely face in the warm light from the lamp. He saw the crop hanging from the bed-post. He still felt the pain of his beating from two nights ago, and wondered anew at how such a pretty girl could inflict such agony.

‘There,’ said Libby, giving him a fond kiss and pulling the duvet up to his chin. ‘All done.’

‘I love you,’ he said.

‘Of course you do,’ said Libby.

‘Don’t go,’ he said. ‘Stay a while.’

‘I’ve got things to do,’ she said, smiling down at him. ‘I might give Mia a ring, see if she’s free.’

‘Don’t,’ he said, a sweet terror rising within him.

‘Why not?’ she said. ‘She’s looking forward to meeting you.’

‘Not that,’ he said. ‘Please, not that.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ she said, going to the door. ‘Besides, you’re hardly in a position to argue.’

As soon as she left the room a terrible panic took hold of him. The thought of being seen like this by anyone other than Libby horrified him, left him numb with shame.

‘It can’t happen,’ he told himself. ‘I won’t let it happen.’

He’d never struggled against his bonds before but he’d always imagined he could free himself if he tried. They were only stockings after all, soft and flimsy female garments. They’d be no match for a man’s strength. He tried first with his right hand, his strongest hand, twisting it and tugging as hard as he could. The nylon stretched but he felt no loosening of the knot around his wrist. His panic growing, he tried with his left hand. To his relief, he felt a slight looseness, and he began to work his hand back and forth, determined to win his freedom.

But only a few minutes had passed before Libby came back in, a wide smile on her face.

‘Good news,’ she said, sounding excited and very pleased with herself. ‘Mia’s on her way. I offered to pick her up, but she’s getting a taxi. She’ll be here any minute.’

She went straight back out again, and he worked his hand frantically, listening as she opened and closed the stove-door, throwing on more logs. There was a brief silence, and then she put on some music – ‘Baayo’ by Baaba Maal. The lovely, soothing music only fuelled his panic, and he worked his hand harder.

Sam felt the knot around his wrist loosen.

Soon his hand would be free, and he’d untie his bonds and get up from the bed. He’d put an end to this nonsense.

But Libby came back in, taking off her clothes and saying, ‘I have to get changed. It’s a special night, and I want to look my best for Mia.’

He worked his hand secretly while she stood naked by the dressing-table.

He made his hand as small as he could, twisting and turning his wrist.

He was nearly there.

He was almost free.

‘What do you think of these?’ Libby said, reaching to the back of a drawer and taking out a pair of black French knickers he’d never seen before.

‘She likes me in these,’ she said stepping into the panties and pulling them up her lovely legs. ‘You’ve no idea how much she likes me in them.’

He watched as she sat on the stool to put on her dark stay-up stockings.

He told himself to look away, put all his strength into getting free.

Resplendent in her flouncy knickers and sheer stockings, Libby got up from the stool and went to her wardrobe where she stood searching through the rack of skirts and dresses.

Sam could only stare at her, fascination turning to fearful arousal.

She was so lovely.

How could he possibly stand against her?

‘This is what I was wearing when we first met,’ said Libby, taking her rose-patterned skirt from the wardrobe. Smiling to herself, she put on the skirt, and then her black cashmere jersey and knee high boots.

His hand concealed by a pillow, Sam tugged at his bonds, feeling the nylon slacken, and come loose at last.

‘Well, what do you think?’ said Libby, coming towards the bed. ‘Will I do?’

He stared at her in horrified excitement.

Beautiful beyond compare, she leaned down and kissed him gently, her hair, soft and fragrant, falling around his face.

‘And as for you,’ she said. ‘I’ll be expecting your best behaviour.’

His hand sprang up and gripped her by the shoulder. He raised his head from the pillow, his eyes staring wildly.

But she only laughed, and said calmly, ‘Don’t be silly, it’s what you want, you know it is.’

‘No,’ he said.

‘Sssh,’ she said.

‘You can’t do this,’ he said.

‘How many times must I tell you?’ she said. ‘You have to be honest with yourself. Now, lie back. Lie back like a good boy.’

A delicious weakness flooding through him, he let go of her and lay back on the bed.

Still smiling, Libby took his hand, and pushed it down against the mattress.

‘Silly boy,’ she said.

Drained of strength, he could only watch as she tied his hand again, her movements slow and unhurried as if she had all the time in the world.

‘All done,’ she said, smiling at the sound of a car stopping outside the cottage.

‘She’s here,’ she told him. ‘Your new Mistress is here.’

THE RINGING of the doorbell sent an icy shiver down his spine.

‘I meant what I said,’ Libby said, glancing in the mirror and tugging her skirt into place. ‘I really am expecting your best behaviour.’

She rushed out of the bedroom before Sam could say anything in reply. ‘This can’t be happening,’ he told himself, listening in terror to Libby’s footsteps as she crossed the hall and opened the front-door of the cottage to her lover.

Tormented by the sound of their voices, he struggled against his bonds, desperate to break free, but when silence fell he lay back on the bed with a moan of despair.

They were kissing, they had to be.

His betrothed, the love of his life, was giving herself to another.

Drowning in shame, he cursed his weakness. Only moments before he’d succeeded in freeing one of his hands – he could have escaped and be standing in his clothes like a normal man – but Libby had only laughed, and pushed his unresisting hand back down onto the bed.

‘Don’t be silly,’ she’d said as she retied his wrist to the bed-post, pulling the knot much tighter this time. ‘It’s what you want, you know it is.’

She’d had that smile on her face, the smile that knew he wouldn’t resist, and he’d just lain there and done nothing.

He’d won his freedom only to let her capture him again.

‘What’s wrong with me?’ he scolded himself, furious at his weakness. ‘I’m far stronger than her. Why didn’t I take my chance?’

But he knew why. He’d felt the terrible inevitability of his surrender to the lioness, and some deep animal part of him welcomed the sharpness of her claws.

The voices resumed, making him start, and he heard the click of high heels on the stone floor in the hallway. He prayed for them to pass by his door and go into the kitchen, but they stopped outside the door, and he heard their low voices and stifled laughter. Like teenagers, he thought, the sound of their mirth adding to the panic that already threatened to overwhelm him.

‘Please, God,’ he prayed. ‘Don’t let them come in.’

The door swung open and Libby strode into the bedroom followed by a striking looking, dark-haired young woman wearing a long coat over a pretty floral dress.

‘This is him,’ said Libby, going to the bed and smiling at her wide-eyed slave, his bound wrists clearly visible in the light from the bedside lamp. ‘This is Sam.’

‘You weren’t lying,’ said the dark-haired woman, appearing by Libby’s side and taking her by the arm as she looked down at the prisoner on the bed. ‘He sure is a pretty one.’

‘He is,’ said Libby, proud of Sam’s good looks, but very aroused by her power over him, and by the presence of her lover. It felt both liberating and deliciously decadent to share the secret of Sam’s submission with another woman.

But not for Sam.

Rage besieged him, twisting in his gut as he squirmed in shame, but there was nothing he could do to preserve his dignity. He was completely at their mercy – never in his life had he experienced such a potent mixture of shame and excitement – and he pulled at his bonds with his arms and legs, stretching the stockings, but he could not break free.

‘Lie still,’ Libby told him, a new insolence in her smile. ‘You’ll only tire yourself out.’

He pulled harder, longing to prove her wrong, but the bonds held fast, and he had no choice but to lie back in defeat, staring up at his captors in fury.

‘Now, then, Sam,’ said Libby, aroused by his struggles. ‘I’d like you to meet Mia Charles, my dear friend and lover, and your brand new Mistress.’

‘Hi Sam,’ said Mia in her warm American drawl as if nothing was out of the ordinary. ‘How’re you doing down there? You having a good time?’

Sam glared at her, his eyes blazing with anger. The woman looked so free in her elegant coat and dress, while he knew how foolish he must look. And Libby had been right – Mia was beautiful, slim and graceful, her lovely face made strong by clear, steady eyes.

He looked away, stung by her beauty.

‘You’re forgetting yourself, Sam,’ said Libby, her own lovely eyes sharp with mischief. ‘Where are your manners? Say hullo to Mia.’

Sam opened his mouth to speak but could only gawp in silence. Shock had set his heart racing, and turned his tongue to rubber.

‘He’s shy,’ said Mia, feeling a little sorry for their handsome prisoner.

‘He is,’ said Libby, putting an arm around Mia and holding her close.

‘Hell, I’d be shy too,’ said Mia, her gaze falling on the riding-crop hanging from the bed-post. ‘It’s one heck of a how-d’you-do.’

Sam glanced up and thought he saw kindness in her eyes – a warmth and intelligence that, despite his terrible shame, made him want to like her.

‘We’re going to leave you now,’ said Libby, pulling the duvet up to his chin, tucking him in like a child. ‘Mia and I want to be alone, so you can stay here and be a good boy, and get used to the idea that you have two women in your life now. Two Mistresses to serve and obey.’

He tried to speak, make some kind of protest, but once more he couldn’t make a sound.

‘Don’t worry, we won’t be far,’ said Libby, kissing him lightly on his mouth, a smile playing on her lips, her soft hair falling over his face so that he tasted her lipstick and smelled her perfume. Shame and arousal threatened to overwhelm him, causing him to groan in distress.

‘Will he be alright?’ said Mia.

‘He’ll be fine,’ said Libby.

‘He doesn’t look fine.’

‘That’s how he always looks when I tie him,’ said Libby. ‘All pale and trembling as if he’s seen a ghost, but he loves it really. It’s his favourite thing in the world. And anyway, he’s a slave. It doesn’t matter if he likes it or not. What matters is what we like.’

‘I guess that’s how this works,’ said Mia.

‘That’s how it works,’ said Libby.

Mia saw the rage in Sam’s eyes. She wanted to console him, but she trusted Libby and longed to be alone with her. And besides, it was sexy as hell to have a man at their mercy like this, a man she’d only just met.

‘Libby tells me you’re her slave,’ Mia said, looking to make some kind of connection with him. ‘Can’t say I blame you. It’s real easy to fall under her spell. If I’m not careful I’ll be her slave too.’

‘You’re no-one’s slave,’ said Libby, pulling Mia into a kiss.

It was darkly arousing to kiss in front of their prisoner, and their embrace became long and passionate. Tormented by jealousy, Sam watched helplessly as Mia slid her hand under Libby’s rose-patterned skirt, lifting the hem so that he caught a glimpse of Libby’s stay-up stockings and the abundant lace of her french panties.

Libby moaned and melted into the kiss.

‘You’re showing him my knickers,’ she said, swaying her hips to torment her slave all the more.

‘Shame to hide ‘em,’ said Mia with a wicked smile.

‘Then you won’t object if I show him yours?’

‘Be my guest,’ said Mia.

They kissed again, Libby’s hand straying under Mia’s dress to cup her between her legs. The raised hem allowed Sam to see that Mia was wearing french knickers just like Libby’s. Enthralled by the lovely sight, he could only watch in jealous horror as Libby caressed her lover through the loose black silk.

Sam had submitted to Libby many times before but never with someone else present, and Mia being there increased his feelings of helplessness a hundredfold. His arousal a deeply troubling ache, he couldn’t help but groan with desire, the sound only inflaming the lovers so that they kissed with yet greater passion. Unable to look away, Sam experienced another wave of submissive arousal so strong he feared his heart might stop. He became acutely aware of his cock trapped beneath the pretty knickers Libby made him wear, and he experienced a sudden dread of Libby pulling down the duvet to let the American woman see him in them. He wasn’t erect – he was too alarmed by his situation to be aroused in any normal way – and yet he felt a flaring excitement deep in his gut as if his senses had been anointed with ambrosial oils. He gave another groan and tugged against his bonds. Once more the stockings held fast, as much to his delight now as his despair. He truly was helpless, utterly in their power.

Suddenly, like a blessing, Sam experienced a sense of inner freedom so strong it offered balm to his soul. It brought him a pleasure that soared beyond sex, and made him think of his captors as goddesses come to earth to claim him for their own. His body may have been bound, but he felt his soul float free of its earthly confinement.

‘I could kiss you forever,’ Libby said tenderly, breaking their kiss at last, and turning to Sam.

‘You be good now,’ she told him, clicking off the lamp and leaving him in darkness as she led Mia towards the door. He tried to call out after them but could only make a foolish lowing sound like an animal in its stall. They embraced in the doorway and Sam wondered at the slender grace of their silhouettes against the light in the hallway, the tormenting sight deepening the power of the spell they’d cast over him. When finally they left the room, the door closing softly behind them, he experienced a gut-wrenching spasm of arousal so strong it left him breathless.

Once again he tugged against his bonds but this time he did it, not to seek freedom, but for the bittersweet pleasure it gave him to be bound. The stockings stretched and held, causing a new wave of arousal to swell in his veins. Still deeply shamed to be a prisoner, he nevertheless luxuriated in his imprisonment. As the wave struck he felt his cock stir and push past the waistband of his panties, his brain reeling even as his senses caught fire.

‘This can’t be happening,’ he told himself again. ‘I must be dreaming,’ but then he heard the sound of their laughter from the kitchen and he knew it was no dream.

‘What have you done to me, Libby?’ he whispered to the darkness. ‘What have you done?’

‘YOU LIKED him, didn’t you?’ said Libby, taking Mia’s overcoat and draping it over a chair.

‘Hard to say,’ said Mia, charmed by the old kitchen. ‘We didn’t exactly hold a conversation.’

‘But you liked his looks,’ Libby said, setting Coltrane’s ‘A Love Supreme,’ a favourite of Mia’s, to play quietly.

‘He’s a honey, that’s for sure.’

‘And you liked kissing me in front of him, I could tell.’

‘I’d like kissing you any place,’ said Mia, pulling Libby close. ‘You’re wild, girl,’ she said warmly, once they’d kissed.

‘I’m so glad you’re here,’ said Libby, thrilled to have Mia in her home at last.

‘I saw the riding-crop,’ said Mia.

‘Did you now?’ said Libby, mischief in her eyes.

‘Hard to miss.’

‘It’s sexy, don’t you think?’

‘Kinda,’ said Mia.

‘Bought it second-hand,’ Libby said. ‘Think maybe it belonged to The Devil first, and he left it for me to find.’

‘Could be.’

‘It feels lovely in your hand.’

‘I’ll take your word for it.’

‘Wait till you try it.’

‘Slow down,’ said Mia.

‘A Mistress needs to be firm.’

‘You’re getting ahead of yourself.’

‘You’ll love it.’

‘I’m not so sure.’

‘Trust me.’

‘I’ve never beaten a man before.’

‘All the better.’

‘He really is your slave, isn’t he?’

‘You’ve no idea,’ said Libby, pouring the wine she’d left to breathe by the stove. ‘And now he’s your slave too.’

‘What does Sam have to say about that?’

‘He doesn’t have anything to say. He’s a slave, remember. He’s not consulted.’

‘But has he agreed to this?’ said Mia. ‘Has he given his consent?’

‘Deep down he has,’ said Libby, handing Mia a glass of wine.

‘Deep down?’ said Mia. ‘What does that mean?’

‘Do you see that drawing?’ said Libby, indicating Sam’s sketch of the pulley draped with her dresses and underwear that hung prominently on the wall by the fireplace. ‘Sam drew that the night I met you. He’d stayed at home to tidy the house and do my laundry while I was out enjoying myself. When I got home the house was spotlessly clean. He’d washed my undies and hung them on the pulley just as I’d told him to, and that’s when he drew the picture.’

Mia glanced up from the sketch to the real pulley now covered in different dresses and underwear. It brought her a flicker of arousal to think of Sam washing Libby’s pretty skirts and blouses. There was something so sweetly perverse about a man being made to wash a woman’s clothes it made her want to smile.

‘As soon as I saw his drawing I knew things would be different,’ said Libby. ‘Up till that night I’d thought being bitchy and selfish with him was a game. I’d tied him once, bossed him around a little for fun, but seeing his sketch made me understand how much he longed to submit to me. And maybe meeting you had something to do with it. Maybe somewhere deep down I needed a place to put him so I’d have room for you. Anyway, I framed his drawing and hung it on the wall, and every time I see it it reminds me how much he needs me to take charge. It lets me see the power I hold over him. It reminds him too, keeps him in his place. In some strange way it tells the story of our love.’

‘You saw all that in a picture?’ said Mia.

‘If I know about anything,’ said Libby, ‘I know about pictures.’

‘It’s good,’ said Mia, admiring the sketch’s strong lines, and quiet erotic power.

‘Everything Sam does is good,’ said Libby, ‘but he never makes anything of his talents. I don’t know if that’s because he’s got too much pride or too little.’

‘There’s something spiritual about it,’ said Mia, responding to the sensual yearning in the sketch, ‘as if he sees your clothes as sacred garments.’

‘You reckon?’ said Libby who’d already begun to pick up elements of Mia’s American speech.

‘It’s clear he loves you, that’s for sure.’

‘Marcia said the same when she saw it,’ said Libby. ‘Her exact words were, “I wish someone would love me like that.”’

‘I can see what she means,’ said Mia, still admiring the picture. ‘But it’s not a weak love. There’s need in it, that’s true, and loneliness, but there’s honesty, and hunger too, a wolf’s hunger. You can see he likes sex.’

‘Oh, he does,’ said Libby, ‘and whatever Sam is, he’s not weak, at least not in the way we usually understand weakness, and he’s always been honest.’

‘Then you’re a lucky girl.’

‘I am,’ said Libby, ‘but sometimes I think he loves me too much, certainly more than is good for him, and I don’t think it’s just me he loves. It’s like he loves all the women in the world, and wants to be slave to every one of them.’

‘I’ll drink to that,’ said Mia, raising her glass.

‘Here’s to us,’ said Libby, clinking her glass against Mia’s. ‘Two Mistresses and a slave.’

‘Two Mistresses and a slave,’ said Mia, drinking the wine and finding it delicious. She’d felt nervous on her way to the cottage, worried that Libby was pushing too hard and too fast, and apprehensive about meeting Sam, but now her senses felt heavy with arousal. Libby’s honesty and assurance had calmed her, and the thought of the handsome young man with the angry eyes imprisoned in the bedroom next door, far from alarming her, added a sweet sense of anticipation to the evening ahead. Kissing Libby in front of him had aroused her deeply, woken the dominant streak in her, and brought back memories of playing cruel girls with her flat-mate when she’d been a student. The possibilities of the situation intrigued and challenged her, making her wonder how far Libby would take things. Would they spend more time with Sam and, if they did, would she be able to take charge of him in the way Libby wanted?

‘What do you think of the cottage?’ said Libby.

‘I can’t take it in.’

‘It’s really something, isn’t it?’

‘It’s giving me a serious American moment. All these oak beams and stone walls, there’s even a hearth with a stove – it’s too much for an American, really it is. As Oscar Wilde said – “America’s never forgiven Europe for having been discovered somewhat earlier in history than itself,” and I think I agree with him.’

‘Glad you like it.’

‘It’s wonderful,’ said Mia.

‘I want you to think of it as yours. This is your home too, just as Sam’s your slave as well as mine.’

‘Hold your horses, girl.’

‘I mean it.’

‘I know you do, but let’s just take it one step at a time.’

‘Why go slow when you can go fast?’

‘Sure, but what about Sam?’

‘Sam won’t be able to help himself. He’s bound to love you too.’

‘Too?’ said Mia, her heart turning over.

‘Haven’t I told you I love you?’

‘Not in so many words.’

‘Well, I’m telling you now,’ said Libby, a lovely tenderness in her voice. ‘I love you, Mia Charles.’

‘I love you too,’ said Mia, tears misting her eyes.

They sealed their love with the sweetest of kisses and then stood for long moments with their foreheads touching before Libby said, ‘Scottish people, when we’re happy like this, start to feel frightened. It’s the blight of Presbyterianism, the lingering threat of hellfire. We get vertigo and believe nothing this good will ever last, particularly where sex is concerned, the sins of the flesh. Well, I won’t be frightened, and I’m going to celebrate the love I feel for you every second of every day. As far as I’m concerned being happy like this only points the way to future happiness, and to hell with the naysayers.’

‘To hell with every one of them,’ said Mia, charmed once more by Libby’s spark, and by the surprising way she expressed herself.

‘To happiness,’ said Libby.

‘To happiness,’ said Mia.

They clinked glasses and drank.

‘And to great sex,’ said Mia.

‘And to great sex,’ said Libby.

They drank another toast, and then Libby took Mia by the hand and led her to the couch.

‘Lie with me,’ Libby said, pulling Mia down beside her onto the faded velvet cushions. ‘I want to hold you.’

‘Tell me again,’ said Mia, lying half on top of Libby, their legs sweetly entwined.

‘Tell you what?’ said Libby, thrilling to the scent and grace of her.

‘You know,’ said Mia.

‘You’re not going soft on me, are you?’

‘Looks like it.’

‘Not the cool and brilliant Mia Charles.’

‘Shut up and say it.’

‘I love you.’

‘That’s what I wanna hear,’ said Mia, nuzzling against Libby’s ear, loving her scented warmth.

‘Do that thing you do,’ said Libby.

‘What thing?’

‘That thing with your leg.’

‘This?’ said Mia, pushing her thigh slyly between Libby’s legs, and tensing and untensing the muscles at the top of her leg, giving Libby the sweetest of feminine delights.

‘I love that,’ said Libby with a grateful sigh, pushing back in welcome, and returning the favour by flexing her own nylon-clad thigh between Mia’s legs.

‘Hey,’ said Mia, ‘that’s my trick.’

‘I’m a fast learner,’ said Libby.

‘Don’t stop,’ said Mia.

Bathed in the light and heat from the stove, they lay in that blessed place between sleep and wakefulness for over an hour, their bodies sharing a sweetly erotic pulse that left them continuously and delightfully on the brink of orgasm. From time to time their lips grazed sleepily, whispering endearments, and their breasts crushed together while Coltrane’s lovely music carried them softly to heaven.

When finally they rose from their embrace, and stood drinking wine in front of the stove, Mia was the first to speak.

‘Guess I should be getting back,’ she said, admiring Libby’s lovely shape as she bent to put logs in the stove.

‘I haven’t got you out here just to let you go,’ said Libby, closing the isinglass doors and dusting her hands together. ‘You’re staying the night.’

‘Am I indeed?’

‘You are.’

‘And how am I going to do that?’

‘How do you think?’ said Libby, refilling Mia’s glass. ‘You take off that pretty dress of yours and get into bed with me.’

‘That easy, huh?’

‘That easy,’ said Libby, smiling at Mia over the rim of her wine-glass. ‘We’ve never spent the night together, and that’s what we’re going to do, no argument.’

‘You can be real bossy when you want.’

‘Practice makes perfect.’

‘I’d love to stay but, in case it’s escaped your attention, there’s already someone in your bed.’

‘He’s my slave,’ said Libby. ‘He’ll sleep where he’s told.’

‘That’s as may be,’ said Mia, touching Libby’s arm gently and speaking gravely, ‘but I know you care for him, and you’ve told me how much he loves you. I don’t want to mess up what you’ve got, and I don’t want him thinking I’m stealing you from him.’

‘He won’t think that, not when he gets to know you.’

‘But he doesn’t know me, and right now he’ll be lying through there terrified he’s losing you.’

‘I want to share him with you, not leave him for you.’

‘I know that, and you know that, but does he know it?’

‘Maybe not,’ said Libby.

‘Then you have to put his mind at ease,’ said Mia.

‘I can’t think about him when you’re around.’

‘Needs to be done though,’ said Mia. ‘You owe him that, and I’m not staying the night unless you make it right with him.’

‘And how will I do that?’

‘Maybe if you give him what he wants.’

‘And what would that be?’

‘What do men always want?’

‘You want me to have sex with him?’ said Libby, surprised by the idea.

‘It’s one way to show you still care for him,’ said Mia. ‘You’re Scottish, you must know what Billy Connolly said about the difference between men and women.’

‘Remind me,’ said Libby.

‘Women need to feel loved to have sex,’ said Mia, quoting the great Scots comedian, ‘and men need to have sex to feel loved.’

‘Even if that’s true,’ said Libby, ‘it’s you I want to have sex with, not Sam.’

‘Sometimes you have to make sacrifices,’ said Mia, her eyes twinkling. ‘And you need to make Sam feel loved, believe me, or this ain’t gonna work, no argument.’

‘You can be real bossy when you want.’

‘Practice makes perfect.’

‘Alright then,’ said Libby. ‘But there’s a condition.’

‘Is there now?’

‘There is.’

‘And what condition is that?’

‘We both do it,’ said Libby.

‘Have sex with him?’

‘Yes.’

‘You serious, girl?’


‘You know I am.’

‘Partners in crime, huh?’

‘Don’t see where the crime comes in.’

‘He’s your fella.’

‘He’s my slave, and from tonight he’s your slave too.’

‘If it’s what you want,’ said Mia, apprehensive yet aroused by the prospect of sex with Libby and her handsome slave.

‘You won’t regret it,’ said Libby.

‘Go careful. This is new territory for me.’

‘Me too,’ said Libby.

‘Then let’s get to it,’ said Mia, suddenly nervous again and wanting to get it over with.

‘There’s no hurry,’ said Libby. ‘It’s not as if Sam’s going anywhere.’

‘That’s true,’ said Mia, laughing at Libby’s assurance.

‘And there’s one thing I want to do first.’

‘And what’s that?’

‘Dance with you,’ said Libby, going over to the music player. ‘Like we did that first time. We’ll dance and drink wine and then, when we’re good and ready, we’ll give Sam what he needs.’

BOUND IN darkness, Sam had lost track of time. His anger at Libby had grown white hot, and yet arousal had kept pace with his fury. Libby’s treatment of him was inexcusable, there could be no doubt, and he saw himself yelling out his rage at her, telling her he could never love her after this, and it was all over between them. He imagined throwing her out of his cottage, and living alone without a woman to weaken him, yet a part of him felt a twisted gratitude for her cruelty, the part of him that yearned to submit to her female authority.

He’d been surprised to hear Coltrane’s ‘A Love Supreme’ playing quietly through the wall. It was he who liked jazz, not Libby, and he imagined the music had been chosen to please the American woman. Her taste in music intrigued him even as he strove to banish her from his thoughts. She had no place in his house, he told himself, no right to be with Libby, and yet he couldn’t get her out of his mind. Her lovely looks and warm, slow voice had burned into his brain, as had the memory of her kissing Libby, and of Libby caressing her so intimately beneath her dress.

When ‘A Love Supreme’ ceased playing there came a lengthy period of silence, so long that Sam began to fear they’d left the house without him hearing and so, when loud music suddenly erupted through the wall, he felt a surge of relief even as he started in surprise.

Libby would untie him soon.

She had to.

He recognised the song – Patti Labelle’s joyous ‘Lady Marmalade.’ It was from the playlist Libby set to play whenever she wanted to dance and let off steam. Held prisoner by her stockings he could only listen as one song followed another in an endless stream until he lost all hope of rescue. He heard The Supremes’ ‘Where Did Our Love Go,’ Credence’s great riverboat song ‘Proud Mary,’ Womack and Womack’s ‘Teardrops,’ Roy Orbison’s ‘Pretty Woman,’ Sandie Shaw’s insanely catchy ‘Monsieur Dupont,’ Adele’s ‘Right as Rain,’ Lou Reed’s ‘Vicious,’ Mungo Jerry’s irresistible shuffle ‘In The Summertime,’ The Lovin’ Spoonful’s ‘Daydream,’ and Joe South’s ‘Games People Play.’ It was strange and unsettling to hear these old, familiar songs from the perspective of a prisoner, but it was arousing too. He couldn’t help thinking of Libby and Mia dancing with their hair flying and their pretty dresses flaring out around their knees. The thought of them dancing made him all the more aware of his ridiculous bondage, the energy in the songs seeming to express his captors’ power and freedom, and when Johnny Cash and June Carter’s ‘Jackson’ began to play, and Libby and Mia sang along with house-shaking gusto, Sam felt the full force of their sassy female vitality.

He’d given up hope of ever being set free but, when the music finally ceased, he was seized by an even greater fear. What if Libby did come? What would he do then or, more to the point, what would she do? And would the American woman come with her? He couldn’t bear the thought of being exposed to her again as Libby’s helpless slave, but when he heard them come out into the hall he knew with a sick dread that his suffering was far from over.

Once more they stopped outside the door and he had to listen to their excited whispers and giggles. His anger spiked at the thought of the fun they were having at his expense. ‘This is too much,’ he told himself, his pride rearing but, when the door opened and they came into the room, a tremor passed through him, and a soft moan escaped his lips.

‘Guess who,’ said Libby, crossing to the bed and clicking on the bedside lamp.

‘Untie me,’ Sam said, making his voice strong and manly.

‘Sssh,’ Libby said.

‘You’ve go to.’

‘No such thing as got to,’ said Libby, turning back to Mia and leading her to the bed.

They’d taken off their shoes to dance, the stocking soles making them look dangerously impish.

‘Listen to me,’ he said. ‘This has gone far enough.’

‘Oh, has it?’ said Libby.

‘Yes, Libby, it has,’ he said, trying to forget how ridiculous he must look.

‘I think I’ll be the judge of that,’ said Libby, taking hold of the duvet and pulling it down to his midriff.

‘What are you doing?’ he said, his voice rising in panic.

‘What do you think I’m doing?’ said Libby. ‘I’m showing you to Mia. She’s seen what a nice face you have, it’s only right she sees the rest.’

‘Don’t do this.’

‘Keep quiet,’ said Libby, sliding the duvet down another inch or two, and saying to her accomplice. ‘You want to see your new slave, don’t you, Mia?’

‘Can’t take on a slave blind,’ said Mia, joining in with Libby’s game. ‘Gotta check him out first, see if he’s up to the mark.’

‘My feelings exactly,’ Libby said, her eyes sparkling. ‘A woman needs to inspect a new slave, see what she’s getting, it’s only right and proper.’

She kissed Mia then, a slow, lingering kiss before sliding the duvet down to Sam’s waist.

‘No,’ he gasped, his muscles flexing in terror of being exposed.

But Libby just laughed, and whipped the duvet down to his knees.

‘Ta-ra,’ she said, delivering her own fanfare.

Shamed beyond endurance, Sam closed his eyes and turned his head from them, but he felt their eyes on him. To make matters worse he was erect, which added greatly to his humiliation.

‘He’s hard,’ said Mia, amusement in her voice.

‘He’s always hard,’ said Libby. ‘He can’t help it.’

‘And he’s wearing panties,’ said Mia with an incredulous laugh.

‘He is,’ said Libby.

‘I’ll be damned,’ said Mia.

‘They suit him, don’t you think?’

‘I guess,’ said Mia, liking the contrast between his hard male arousal and the dainty woman’s panties, the way the stark mismatch emphasised his maleness while completely unmanning him.

‘I put him in knickers most days now,’ said Libby sitting on the bed by Sam and taking hold of his cock, her touch making him gasp and start as if she’d stabbed him with a knife.

‘Does he like wearing your panties?’ said Mia, sitting on the other side of the bed, trapping Sam between them.

‘I’ve never asked him,’ said Libby.

‘Sure looks like he does,’ said Mia, glancing down at his erection straining beyond the waistband of his panties.

‘Oh, he can do better than that,’ said Libby, caressing him through the silky knickers before cupping and squeezing his balls. ‘Come on, Sam, get harder for me. Show Mia how much you like wearing my knickers, how much you like being a woman’s panty-slave.’

Both women laughed to see his cock leap and grow harder.

‘Hey,’ said Mia, an amused surprise in her voice. ‘He’s gone up a size.’

‘Putting him in panties helps things along,’ said Libby, aroused by the unmistakable evidence of their female power. ‘It stops him feeling manly, and reminds him he’s my slave.’

‘I can imagine,’ said Mia, admiring the young man’s handsome looks. His features truly were pretty but they also had a rugged strength and pride that, along with his long golden hair, gave him the appearance of a fierce young warrior. And he had a nice body too, slim but strong and well-muscled like a tennis player’s. He certainly didn’t look like the kind of man who’d enjoy submitting to a woman – on the contrary he had the looks of a romantic hero, of a man who’d defeat his rival and win the girl for his own – and that made his surrender all the more satisfying and erotic. Despite all his strength and good looks he was still no match for a woman.

‘He likes my worn panties best,’ said Libby, trailing her fingers up and down his length, smiling to see the shiver ripple through him. ‘I give him yesterday’s pair every morning, and make him wear them under his jeans. It stops him getting ideas above his station.’

‘Can’t have that,’ said Mia.

‘You have to keep an eye on him, believe me,’ said Libby, smiling slyly at Mia. ‘Going about all day in his big workboots and jeans and check shirts, driving his landrover and cutting down trees and playing his guitar as if he’s a big man of the woods, but wearing my dirty panties keeps him in line, doesn’t it, Sam? You’re not the big man then, are you?’

In a state of horrified arousal, he could only stare at her.

‘I asked you a question,’ said Libby, a warning in her voice. ‘Wearing my dirty panties keeps you in line, doesn’t it?’

‘Y-yes,’ he managed to stammer.

‘Yes who?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his cock pulsing in her hand.

‘More like it,’ she said, gripping him tighter to reward him but also to remind him of her power. ‘Maybe one day Mia’ll let you wear her panties, wouldn’t that be lovely?’

He made a strange, croaking sound that set them laughing.

‘You’ll need to ask more nicely than that,’ Libby said, working his cock with bored little flicks of her wrist that aroused him so much he feared he’d come in her hand. ‘Come on, then, ask her nicely.’

Sam winced and made a groaning sound as if he was in pain.

‘Louder,’ said Mia. ‘I didn’t hear you.’

Wine and dancing, and the sight of this helplessly aroused man, had woken a wildness in Mia, and she was greatly enjoying her role as his Mistress.

‘P-lease may I …’ he stammered, aroused beyond all reason. ‘Please may I wear your panties?’

‘Please, Mistress Mia,’ Libby insisted, working him harder.

‘Please, Mistress Mia,’ he gasped.

‘Well, now, Sam, it’s real sweet of you to ask,’ said Mia, frowning as if she was facing a tricky decision, ‘but a Mistress doesn’t give up her panties easily.’

‘That’s true,’ said Libby, relishing the companionship of another dominant woman. ‘A Mistress’ panties are very special, and can only be given to an exceptionally obedient and deserving slave. They need to be earned.’

‘God, Libby,’ he gasped, so aroused he feared losing his mind.

‘It’s not me you need to ask,’ said Libby, touching him lightly now, maddeningly, so that he pushed up to make greater contact with her hand, but she only withdrew it, saying, ‘You need to ask Mistress Mia. Maybe if you ask more politely.’

‘Please Mistress Mia,’ he asked again. ‘Please may I wear your panties?’

‘My stinky panties?’ Mia said, putting a contempt in her voice she thought he might like.

‘Y-yes,’ he said, his voice cracking.

‘Thing is,’ said Mia, ‘Libby’s right. I don’t give my stinky panties to just anyone. Like she says, they need to be earned.’

‘Maybe if you beg,’ said Libby, sharing a look with Mia that nearly made them burst out laughing.

‘Begging might help, I guess,’ said Mia, keeping her face straight. ‘No harm in trying.’

‘P-please, Mistress Mia, I beg you,’ he said, hating his weakness.

‘Tell you what,’ said Mia, ‘I’ll keep it under consideration but, seeing as I’m an American lady, maybe you should call me Ma’am, not Mistress.’

‘Shit, that’s sexy,’ said Libby.

‘You reckon?’ said Mia, mischief in her eyes.

‘I do,’ said Libby, her insides liquefying with fond desire for her lovely American.

‘Kiss me then,’ said Mia, leaning across their slave to offer Libby her mouth.

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ said Libby, closing her eyes in delight as their lips met in a wanton kiss, her hand still working Sam’s helpless erection.

‘Poor Sam,’ said Libby, finally dragging her lips from Mia’s. ‘No kisses for him.’

‘No kisses for Sam,’ echoed Mia, smiling at their slave.

‘Just for us,’ said Libby, working him harder, thinking it might be fun to make him come there and then.

‘But he gets to watch,’ said Mia, ‘and I’m betting you like to watch, don’t you, Sammy?’

‘Y-yes, Ma’am,’ he stammered, arching his back in helpless arousal.

‘You’re a lucky boy, wouldn’t you say?’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

‘Then everyone’s happy,’ Mia said, liking his voice and his manners as well as his looks, and surprised how much it aroused her to be called Ma’am. ‘If you keep on being good, and if you remember to call me Ma’am, then one day I’ll give you my panties to wear. Hell, maybe I’ll give you my dress and pantyhose too. Reckon you’ll look good in a dress. You’re pretty enough, and you have real nice legs.’

‘Now that would be a sight to see,’ said Libby, laughing at the idea of Sam in Mia’s pretty dress and hose, and slowing her caresses to stop him from coming. She’d seen how relaxed Mia seemed, what a natural, easy-going Mistress she made, and she’d decided to take things further. Much further. ‘Say thank-you to Mia for being so kind.’

‘Thank-you, Ma’am.’

‘You’re very welcome,’ said Mia.

‘What a lovely, new Mistress I’ve found for you,’ said Libby. ‘Say thank-you, Libby.’

‘Thank-you, Libby,’ he said obediently.

‘Thank-you for finding me such a lovely, new Mistress,’ she coached him.

‘Thank-you for finding me such a lovely, new Mistress,’ he said, utterly enthralled.

‘And she is lovely, isn’t she?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered.

‘Then tell her,’ Libby commanded him. ‘Go on, don’t be shy. A slave should always compliment his Mistress.’

‘You’re lovely, Ma’am,’ said Sam, helpless in their coils.

‘Well, you ain’t exactly ugly,’ said Mia, laughing at their silly game, but aroused to see Libby torment him with feathery touches of her hand.

Sam gazed at Mia, captivated by her lovely, wide mouth and smiling eyes. Suddenly, more than anything in the world, he longed to kiss her, crush her in his arms and fuck her so hard they’d die of it, but he did not hold the power.

He held no power at all except as an object of their desire, a toy for their amusement.

‘Touch him,’ said Libby.

‘You sure?’

‘He’s all yours,’ said Libby. ‘Do what you like with him.’

‘Well, now, lemme see,’ said Mia, taking a breath before laying her hand on his erection which she thought pleasing and good-sized, not big like some she’d known, but not small either. Looking into his eyes, she caressed him softly. His silky vigour felt wonderful and, when he pulsed in her hand like a frightened bird, she felt an answering pulse of her own.

‘He’s sweet,’ she said, welcoming the wetness between her legs.

‘You think?’ said Libby.

‘I do.’

‘So he’s up to standard, then, up to being your slave?’

‘Could just be,’ said Mia, letting her fingers flutter round his cock, liking the way it made him groan, and stare like a man in a dream. ‘He’s definitely in the running, put it that way.’

She may have preferred women, but she still liked men and there was no denying the beauty of male arousal. It showed the world in its natural state – proud and wild, and hungry for life.

‘She likes you, Sammy,’ said Libby. ‘Isn’t that wonderful, but I need you to listen very carefully, can you do that?’

‘Y-yes,’ he said, tensing as Mia gripped him tighter.

‘You belong to Mia now every bit as much as you belong to me. She can touch your pretty little cock whenever she wants. This is real, you need to know that, not some game. If Mia tells you to wear her knickers, you’ll wear them. If she tells you to fetch the crop, you’ll fetch it, and at the double. If she tells you to take down your pants and get over the table, you’ll take down your pants and get over the table. When she beats you with the crop you’ll say, “Thank-you, Ma’am,” if she tells you to get down on your knees and kiss her lovely bum, you’ll get down on your knees without a second’s hesitation and kiss her lovely bum, and if she tells you to jump out the window, you’ll jump, have I made myself clear?’

Deeply, mortifyingly aroused by her words, Sam swallowed, and said, ‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘But we won’t always be cruel,’ Libby said, smiling to see Mia work him faster so that he winced and pulled against his bonds. ‘It’s important you know that too. I think you’ll find we can be very kind when the mood takes us, wouldn’t you say, Mia?’

‘You bet,’ said Mia, taking her hand away but leaning down and blowing on Sam’s straining cock, caressing it with her warm, soft breath.

‘See how kind,’ Libby said, blowing on him too before kissing Mia’s lovely mouth just inches above his erection, their long hair trailing against his nakedness.

Tortured by lust, Sam could only stare in wonder at his lovely tormentors. Their breath had felt wonderful against his cock, and his brain swam with desire. If he didn’t find release soon he’d lose his sanity, become stark, staring mad.

‘Listen, Sam,’ said Libby, breaking their kiss. ‘There’s something else you need to know. It’s very important so I want you to pay close attention. I’ve invited Mia to spend the night but, when I asked her, you were the first thing she thought about. Not her, not me – you. That’s the kind of woman she is, fair and decent. She didn’t want you fretting and worrying that she was stealing you from me, that you were losing me, and she made me promise to put your mind at rest, and that’s just what I’m going to do,’ Libby said, kneeling up on the bed and sitting astride him, her skirt fanning out over his stomach and thighs, spreading her heavenly warmth and scent.

‘I love Mia very much,’ she said, ‘but that doesn’t mean I don’t love you too, and I want you to feel it,’ she whispered, lowering herself onto him, ‘feel how much I love you.’

He gasped at the touch of her nylon-clad legs against his waist, and at the silken warmth of her knickers as they grazed against his cock.

‘Oh, God,’ he moaned, tugging against his bonds, longing to take her in his arms.

‘Sssh,’ she whispered, leaning forward and kissing him lightly on his lips. ‘This is your reward for being a good and obedient slave. We want you to enjoy it. There’s nothing to be frightened of, nothing at all. I’ll be sharing you with Mia, not leaving you for her. You understand that, don’t you?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered.

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘Then say it back to me.’

‘You’ll be sharing me with Mia, not leaving me for her.’

‘That’s right,’ she said, ‘and I want you always to remember that, and never be frightened. Say it.’

‘I won’t be frightened,’ he said.

‘Never,’ she said.

‘Never,’ he repeated.

Feeling a weight lift from her shoulders, Libby looked deep into his eyes and pressed down harder so he could feel the heat from her cunt through her silky knickers, and then she raised herself from him, reaching under her skirt, and saying, ‘With knickers like these you don’t have to take them off when you want to fuck, you just pull them to the side, like this. See what I mean,’ she said, trapping him beneath her nakedness, taking the tip of his cock inside her before withdrawing again, making him mad for her.

‘Let me, Libby,’ he gasped. ‘You’ve got to.’

‘I’ve told you,’ she said, grazing against him, but not letting him inside, ‘there’s no such thing as got to. Well, maybe for a slave there is, but not for a Mistress.’

‘Mmmf,’ he spluttered like a fool, pushing up for her, but she was gone again, hovering just out of reach so that his cock leapt and pulsed like a landed fish.

‘It’s lovely the way you want me,’ said Libby, laughing softly at his desire for her. ‘I’ve always loved that about you. That’s never going to stop, but now you’re going to want Mia just as much, aren’t you, Sammy?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘What a lucky slave you are to have two Mistresses in your life.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, the room spinning around him.

‘And now you’ll see just how lucky you are,’ said Libby, taking Mia by the hand, and saying gently, ‘this way, my love, up you come.’

Sam gazed in astonishment as Mia knelt up on the bed and swung a leg nimbly over his head, trapping him beneath the perfumed folds of her dress. Only a little light came through the material, a golden light, the light of heaven.

The two women faced each other, their cheeks flushed with arousal, and shock at their daring, but Libby just smiled, and said, ‘Use him, it’s what he wants, what he needs.’

Looking deep into Libby’s eyes, Mia lowered herself slowly, a rider nervous of her mount.

‘That’s it,’ Libby said. ‘Do it harder if you like, he won’t mind.’ Closing her eyes in delight, Mia pushed down a little harder.

Sam felt the loose lace of Mia’s panties touch against his mouth and nose, and her stocking-tops brush his cheeks. He smelled her perfume, heavy and pleasing, as well as her lovely woman’s scent.

‘These are our special knickers,’ he heard Libby say, a voice from a dream. ‘We wear them to show our love for each other. Kiss them,’ she instructed him. ‘Taste her on them, worship her, make your new Mistress welcome.’

His heart pounding, he gratefully obeyed, kissing the soft, fragrant lace of Mia’s panties. Longing for more, he pushed his tongue beyond the lace to her most secret place, and there it was at last – her lovely woman’s taste, musky yet sweet, and as strong and eternal as the moon and stars.

‘God, that’s good,’ said Mia, an expression of wonder on her face as she settled her weight on the slave below with a little wiggle of her hips.

‘I’ve been training him,’ said Libby, pleased that Sam was giving Mia such pleasure. ‘He knows what a woman likes.’

‘Oh, my goodness,’ Mia gasped in delight, pushing down on the adoring mouth trapped beneath her.

Deeply aroused by Mia’s wanton beauty, Libby tugged her jersey off over her head and quickly unclipped her pretty lace bra before sliding forward and embracing Mia. As they kissed, Libby unzipped Mia’s dress, wrenching it over her head and throwing it on the floor. Sam, still worshipping Mia, saw Libby’s quick fingers undo Mia’s bra and take it off before pulling her into another kiss. He heard their cries of pleasure as their naked breasts crushed together bringing them the sweetest delight.

Locked together, Mia and Libby began to rock back and forth so that Sam worshipped first one then the other, finding a submissive joy so deep he lost all sense of himself.

‘That’s it,’ he heard Libby tell her lover in between gasps of delight. ‘He’s ours now … Ours ...’

They rode him hard, caring nothing for his comfort, yet he exulted to be used so brazenly, feeling himself to be nothing but an instrument of their pleasure. Bound and crushed beneath them, his adoring tongue delving and flicking, he felt a deeper surrender take root in him, and he understood that he truly had only one purpose in life – to serve and worship these beautiful women. Lost in their power and beauty, he gave himself up to them entirely.

‘My love,’ he heard Libby say, her voice husky with desire, ‘my love, my love.’

‘I love this,’ Mia gasped, pressing down on Sam so hard he couldn’t breathe, ‘I love this, and I love you.’

‘I’m so glad of you,’ Libby sighed in between kisses. ‘So glad.’

Struggling to breathe, Sam only worshipped harder, the taste of them enslaving him utterly. When finally they lifted themselves from him, he sucked in great lungfuls of air only for Libby to slide down his body and take his cock inside her with a single thrust of her hips, causing him to cry out in surprise and delight, a cry that was immediately stifled when Mia pressed down on his mouth once more with her slick, bossy cunt.

Greedy for joy, they rode him until he was bucking his hips in a frenzy of lust as he kissed and licked Mia for all he was worth. Their rhythm growing harder and more insistent, the women stared at each other in wonder, forgetting about the slave imprisoned beneath them. For a few moments they laughed out loud, astonished by their wantonness, by their flying hair and jouncing breasts, but laughter soon turned to groans of pleasure, and they clutched onto each other for dear life as they hurtled towards bliss.

Trapped beneath them, Sam felt their new urgency. Libby’s thrusts became faster and harder, and he heard her soft cry, the cry he knew so well. The sound sent a signal to his brain and suddenly he too was on the brink as his adoring tongue worshipped Mia until she cried out as if pleasure was pain, and pain was pleasure.

Their cries growing louder, he felt them tense and quiver, and push down on him with all their strength, and he knew they’d found joy. Their pleasure delighted him and, despite being crushed beneath them, he felt pride at having brought them to bliss. His duty done, he surrendered at long last to a heavenly release of his own, but suddenly they’d dismounted from him, and lay by his side in a joyful heap, kissing and whispering fond endearments.

‘My dear one,’ whispered Mia.

‘Oh, my love, my sweet love,’ whispered Libby.

When finally they turned their attention to Sam, they laughed to see his wild eyes, and desperate, straining erection.

‘Oh, you poor boy,’ said Mia.

‘You fool,’ said Libby. ‘Why didn’t you come when you had the chance?’

‘He was being good,’ said Mia, grateful for the joy he’d given her. ‘He was putting our pleasure first.’

‘You know something,’ said Libby, gazing fondly at Sam, ‘I think maybe you’re right.’

‘Did this feel good?’ Mia asked Libby, lightly caressing Sam’s desperate cock.

‘Oh, it did,’ said Libby.

‘He kissed me real nice too,’ said Mia. ‘Just the way a woman likes.’

‘Something tells me he’s going to be doing that a lot.’

‘I’m sure glad to hear it,’ said Mia, suddenly taking Sam’s cock in her mouth, making him cry out in surprise.

He tensed and gasped, his brain swimming as her tongue swirled around the tip of his cock. Instantly on the brink once more, he pushed up hungrily into her mouth, only for Mia to pull away, and turn again to Libby.

‘He’s lovely,’ she told her lover. ‘He tastes of you.’

‘Tramp,’ said Libby, gazing fondly into Mia’s eyes.

‘Takes one to know one,’ said Mia, pulling Mia into a kiss.

Sam could only watch, wracked by jealousy and need. Once again he’d been used for their pleasure, not his.

‘Don’t look so sad,’ said Libby, turning from Mia and regarding her slave with fond amusement. ‘Now that I think of it, it’s good you haven’t come. There’s still work for you to do, and this way you’ll be much more eager to please. Much more obedient,’ she added, leaning up and kissing him before saying in his ear. ‘Libby and I need the bed, so we’re going to untie you, and you’ll be a good boy and do what I tell you, won’t you? Well, won’t you?’ she repeated when he didn’t reply.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, deeper under her spell.

‘That’s a good boy,’ she said, standing and untying his wrists.

Following her example, Mia got up from the bed and untied his ankles.

‘Up you get,’ Libby said once he was free, taking him by the arm and helping him from the bed. He stood by her side, giddy with arousal, blinking in confusion. ‘Steady, now,’ she said, rubbing his flank as if he was a newborn foal. ‘Are you alright?’

Unable to speak, and far from alright, he nodded his assent.

She kissed his cheek and, turning to Mia, said, ‘In you get, love, make yourself comfortable.’

Mia immediately lay down, putting her hands beneath her head and luxuriating in the wide bed like a high priestess of love.

‘Lovely,’ she said. ‘He’s warmed it up for us.’

‘He has his uses,’ said Libby, stepping out of her skirt. ‘What time do you have to be at work tomorrow?’

‘My first class is at ten,’ said Mia, ‘but I like to be in by nine.’

‘You heard the lady,’ Libby told Sam. ‘Wake us at seven thirty, and have breakfast ready for eight, and then you can be our chauffeur and drive us to work for nine o’clock. Is that clear?’

‘Yes,’ he replied, his cock standing to attention, a soldier on parade.

‘I’m so pleased with you,’ Libby praised him, gripping his cock and kissing him approvingly, thrilling to the taste of Mia on his lips. ‘He comes in two lovely flavours,’ she said to Mia. ‘His mouth tastes of you and his cock tastes of me.’

‘The perfect man,’ said Mia, chuckling at Libby’s wit. God, she liked this girl.

‘But your work isn’t over,’ Libby told her slave, picking up Mia’s dress from the floor and handing it to him. ‘Mia hasn’t brought a change of clothes, so you’ll give her dress a press and that way she’ll look nice and smart for work in the morning. And you’ll give her undies a wash,’ she added, going to the bed, and saying to Mia, ‘can I have your panties, love?’

‘You can have anything you like,’ said Mia, experiencing a sweet thrill of arousal as Libby slipped off her loose, silken knickers.

‘Your stockings too,’ said Libby.

‘They don’t need washed.’

‘I know, but he’ll love washing them, won’t you, Sam?’

‘Y-es, Mistress.’

‘And you’ll handwash them, won’t you?’ Libby said, sliding the sheer stockings from Mia’s shapely legs.

‘Y-yes.’

‘You won’t have to worry about me in the morning,’ Libby told him, fluffing Mia’s knickers against his face before dropping them onto her dress along with her stockings. ‘I’ll dress myself, but I expect you to make sure Mia looks her best. And don’t forget this,’ she said, picking up Mia’s black lace bra from the floor and adding it to the pile in his arms. ‘Wash her bra along with her knickers and stockings, and you’ll find her shoes in the kitchen. Give them a clean too. With your tongue,’ she added just for the fun of it, wondering if he’d stoop so low.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his cock leaping and touching against his flat stomach.

‘Off you go, then,’ she said, smiling and giving his erection a little slap. ‘You can sleep on the couch or in the spare room. Oh, I nearly forgot,’ she added, taking the little red panties she’d changed out of earlier that evening from the laundry basket, and draping them over his shoulder. ‘Take these to wear in the morning under your jeans. Goodnight, Sam.’

‘Goodnight, Mistress.’

‘Goodnight, Sammy,’ Mia called sleepily from the bed.

‘G-goodnight,’ he said as he went towards the door.

The last sight he saw as he closed the door behind him was of Libby, still in her lovely, loose panties and sheer stockings, kneeling on the bed before lying on top of Mia, and taking her tenderly in her arms.

SAM STOOD as still as stone in the hallway, a man in a dream. The new radiators kept the cottage warm yet he began to shiver as if he was out in the snow. The pretty clothes felt alive in his arms and he pressed his face into the soft bundle, an addict to Mia’s feminine scents. He may have been free of his physical bonds but he was as much a slave as ever – more than ever for he could no longer blame his servitude on the stockings that had held him down. Now the prisoner of his own dark and shameful desires, he made himself walk towards the kitchen, his erect cock swaying as he moved, brushing against Mia’s dangling stockings and bra-strap.

His brain spinning, he barely knew who he was. If someone had asked him his name he doubted he could have answered.

With the heat from the stove it was even warmer in the kitchen, and yet his shivering worsened until he feared he was having some kind of a fit. ‘You’ve gone mad,’ he told himself, putting Mia’s clothes down on the couch, and standing with his hands on his knees, trying to stop the room from going round. Libby’s ruby red panties fell from his shoulder and lay on the rug like a pool of blood. He stared at them, remembering what she’d said to him when she’d really started to take charge of their relationship.

‘This is all a slave deserves,’ she’d told him, handing him her worn panties. ‘Panty-sex.’

More and more he’d come to believe her, and more and more he’d learned to accept her worn underwear in place of her body.

Had he really sunk so low?

He must have. What other explanation could there be for his behaviour? Why else was he standing naked in the kitchen while Libby was in bed with another woman?

Unable to stop himself, he picked up Libby’s knickers and held them to his nose, inhaling her lovely woman’s scent and, behind that, the faint but oddly pleasant stink of her pee. Absurdly, her scent, and the touch of the soft lace against his face, calmed him, and his shivering eased a little. Breathing more steadily, he stood up straight and tried to pull himself together. Had his behaviour not already been shameful enough without him shaking like a fool? He saw a glass on the hearth half full with wine, and he took it and drained it thirstily. He felt better for the alcohol, yet the taste of lipstick from the glass – he couldn’t tell if it was Mia’s or Libby’s – brought him another spasm of submissive arousal. He looked down and saw an empty bottle of wine, and Mia’s discarded high-heeled shoes lying beside Libby’s black boots. Even after the wine he still had Mia’s taste in his mouth and the sight of her pretty shoes, and the thought of cleaning them for her, delighted his slavish heart. He recalled Libby’s outrageous command to clean Mia’s shoes with his tongue. She must have been joking. Surely she’d known he’d never do such a thing, yet his cock remained fiercely erect, and he turned away from the shoes in fear of their terrible power. He’d wash Mia’s underwear first, then press her pretty dress and, by the time he got round to her shoes, he would have recovered at least some portion of his sanity.

He placed Libby’s knickers on the arm of a chair, and began his work. First he took down the pulley, folding Libby’s dry clothes and underwear, and putting them in a laundry basket, noting with relief that he had clean jeans and a shirt to wear in the morning. At least he wouldn’t have to go into the bedroom to find his clothes. Then he filled the sink with warm water, adding liquid detergent, before carefully handwashing Mia’s panties, stockings and bra. It was ridiculous, but washing her delicate underwear brought him as great a pleasure as he’d experienced crushed beneath her heavenly curves. The memory of being used so selfishly caused him to groan with desire, and he was still painfully erect when he rinsed out her underwear and hung it on the pulley to dry. He put more logs on the stove, closing the vent so the fire would burn slowly overnight, ensuring that Mia’s flimsy garments would be dry by morning.

Next he put up the ironing board, and filled the iron with water, setting it to steam. There were only a few creases in Mia’s dress but, as he ironed them out, he thought of how the dress had swayed so alluringly around her legs, and of how gloriously helpless he’d felt beneath its soft mantle. Once more his arousal flared, and he ironed her dress with obsessive care before putting it on a hanger. He took Mia’s overcoat from the armchair, brushed it down with his hand, and put it on a hanger too, hanging it on the pulley beside her dress.

He hoisted the pulley, and stood beneath it, letting the dress and coat graze against his face. Reaching up, he touched his fingers against the foot of one of her softly dangling stockings. The garments seemed to possess some of Mia’s elegance and authority, and he felt her presence in the room as if she was watching him, assessing his performance as her valet.

But her shoes.

He still had to clean her shoes.

Her dainty, insolent shoes.

He looked at their sharp heels and shiny black leather, lightly scuffed here and there, and marked with tiny flecks of dirt. Telling himself he couldn’t possibly clean them with his tongue, he went to the shoe-cleaning box and took out a dust-cloth – he’d wipe them clean and that would be that – but when he returned to the shoes he’d begun to tremble, seized by a terrible foreknowledge. Shaking his head to clear his brain, he took up one of the shoes and waited for the trembling to stop but, when it didn’t, he told himself to clean her shoe with the dust-cloth.

But he did no such thing.

Instead, he lifted the shoe to his mouth and ran his tongue over its toe and heel, leaving the leather streaked with saliva. Tasting dirt and grit, he gagged, and yet he kept licking, insanely pleased at how her dainty shoe glistened from his servile attentions. A few specks of dirt wouldn’t be moved by his tongue alone, and those he scraped at with a fingernail before cleaning the spot once more with his tongue. Then he took the dust-cloth and buffed the shoe, rubbing off his saliva and bringing the leather to a glossy shine he hoped would please his Mistress.

Then he took up her other shoe and ran its sharp heel down his cheek, wondering what it would be like if she did this to him when she was wearing it. Aroused by the thought, he gripped his cock with his other hand and began to pleasure himself, bringing himself to the brink of orgasm. Possessed by shameful delight, he pressed the shoe’s opening over his nose and took in deep breaths, greedy for the scent of worn shoe-leather, and Mia’s nylon-clad feet.

And then, appalled at himself, but driven by a sick curiosity, he placed his erection inside the shoe, strangely pleased to discover that if he pushed right to the toe-tip, he could fit his balls into the heel, and the shoe stayed on without him having to hold it in place.

A perfect, perverse fit.

He stared down in fascinated horror at his new appendage. His head spinning, he saw himself not as a man but as a twisted, supernatural being, his sexual organs transformed into the form of a lady’s shoe by a cruel sorceress. A strange vision filled his mind and he imagined serving as a naked servant at a party where Mia and Libby laughed at his deformity, and watched with amusement as he poured wine for their elegant, beautifully dressed guests. Aroused by the vision, he pushed his cock deeper into the toe, and began to move his hips, helplessly fucking the shoe as if it was his heart’s desire. His pleasure mounted to an unbearable peak but still he didn’t come. Groaning in delight, an eternity of rapture seemed to open up before him, but a last vestige of pride called to him, and he withdrew from the shoe. Afraid of it now, he cleaned it quickly with the cloth, and set in down by its twin on the hearth. Still mad with desire, he threw himself onto the settee where once more he began to pleasure himself, a slave to his tumbling thoughts.

He felt again the terror and shame of being displayed to Mia as a helpless slave, but the terror summoned the same dark arousal he’d experienced watching Libby and Mia kiss. He recalled the shameful thrill it had given him to call Mia ‘Ma’am,’ and his hand moved quicker as he remembered them sitting astride him, using him for their pleasure. It was unforgivable to have been so weak but, God knows, he wanted to be used by them. He longed from the depths of his being to be mocked by them, ruled and possessed by their feminine beauty. His pleasure quickly mounting, a yearning grew inside him, a dark and endless hunger to have everything taken from him – his pride, his dignity, his strength, and to be scorned as a fool, a nobody, an insect crawling at their feet waiting to be crushed.

The orgasm began deep in his gut, before moving to his heavy, aching balls, and then to his cock so that his hand became a blur in his hunger to find release. He felt a sudden panic, sure that the onrushing pleasure would tear him apart limb from limb, and then at last he was coming and coming, shooting jets of sperm into the dust-cloth, a suitable receptacle, he thought, for a slave’s lonely emission.

He experienced a few moments of blessed peace, and then he heard the thunder of the approaching avalanche, a terrifyingly destructive wave of guilt and self-disgust, and yet he was lucky for, just before he was swept away, he closed his eyes and fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.

HE WOKE with an anxious start. Where was he? Where was Libby, and why was he lying on the couch in the kitchen? And then it came back to him and he got instantly to his feet, his heart pounding, and his brain rejecting his shameful memories of the night before. None of them were true, they couldn’t be, and yet there was Mia’s dress along with her coat and pretty lingerie hanging from the pulley above his head. And there on the hearth where he’d left them were her pretty high-heeled shoes.

Oh, God – her shoes!

Now the wave of guilt and shame struck with such force he moaned out loud at the memory of his absurd debasement. No wonder Libby had taken another to bed. No longer could he expect such an honour in his life. He was a fool, a slave, a lover of knickers and shoes, no longer a lover of women, no longer a man.

He was ridiculous, a creature fit only to be mocked and reviled.

It was true, there could be no doubt – he truly did deserve her scorn, and yet the thought brought with it a strange joy, further proof of his true nature.

Gripped by anxiety he looked at his watch. To his relief, he hadn’t overslept, and he still had fifteen minutes before he had to wake them. He went to the bathroom and quickly showered, drying the floor with his towel, and leaving two clean bath-towels on the radiator for Libby and Mia.

He dried his long hair in front of the stove, telling himself he wouldn’t put on Libby’s pretty red panties – enough was enough, anyone would agree, and he couldn’t go on like this – but he was still telling himself that as he pulled the knickers up his legs. In an effort to hide his shame, he hurried to put on his jeans and flannel shirt, and his heavy work-boots, but they made no difference. He may have looked strong and manly from the outside, but Libby’s panties were working their magic, and he knew in his heart what he really was.

Seeking distraction in work, he put more logs in the stove, and set the table for two, putting out butter and marmalade, and glasses of chilled orange juice. He knew better than to set a place for himself. A servant didn’t eat at table with his superiors. Then he filled the coffee machine and set it going before whisking four eggs and putting butter and black pepper in a pan, ready to make scrambled eggs, and then he cut bread for toast, and sliced mushrooms and tomatoes to grill along with the unsmoked back bacon he’d bought at the farmer’s market.

If he was going to be a slave, then he may as well be a good one.

Standing outside the bedroom, he was struck by a profound sense of unreality. This was his house, Libby was his fiancée, and yet here he was, waiting outside his own bedroom like a hotel porter nervous of his guests’ disapproval. Gathering his courage, he knocked lightly on the door. There was no reply. He waited a while, his heart pounding, and then knocked a little louder. When there was still no answer he opened the door and went into the room. The curtains were closed and it was dark outside – the only light spilled in from the hallway behind him – but he could see Libby and Mia in bed together, Libby cuddled up behind her lover, her head a little higher on the pillow.

‘Wake up,’ he said softly. ‘It’s half-past seven.’

It was Mia who woke first, stretching sleepily before opening her eyes and looking straight at Sam.

‘Hey, Libby,’ she said, ‘there’s a cowpoke sneaking round in our room. Should I shoot him?’

‘Both barrels,’ Libby murmured, coming awake and pulling Mia closer. ‘On second thoughts, better wait till he’s cooked us breakfast.’

‘Then can I shoot him?’

‘Then you can shoot him.’

In no mood for humour, Sam didn’t understand how they could possibly make light of his situation. Didn’t they realise how serious it was? Couldn’t they see that his pride, his identity, his very life as a man was at stake? Deeply shaken, he hurried out of the room, hoping they wouldn’t fall back to sleep.

He needed them out of the house.

He needed time to himself, time to think, and try to come to terms with what was happening.

Returning to the kitchen, he paced anxiously, increasingly alarmed by the prospect of meeting his Mistresses again. He felt as if he no longer knew Libby – perhaps had never known her. And would he be expected to call Mia ‘Ma’am’? Why had it aroused him so much to call her that – how could one little word hold such power – and did last night truly mark the beginning of a new servitude to Mia as well as to Libby, or had it all just been a one-off night of fun and games? He urged himself to stand up to Libby. He’d tell her she’d taken things too far, and make her stop this Mistress-slave nonsense, but he feared he’d already given too much ground, and there could be no turning back. More than that, he feared he didn’t want her to stop. And, worse than that, what if Libby had fallen in love with Mia? If she had, where did that leave him? The thought of losing her terrified him, and opened up a dark hollowness inside him. ‘I’ll be sharing you with Mia, not leaving you for her.’ That’s what Libby had said, but Sam knew that life paid little attention to good intentions. ‘Man plans, and God laughs,’ his history teacher used to say.

His troubled thoughts were interrupted by the sound of their voices and laughter as they came out of the bedroom and crossed the hall to the bathroom. He disliked the sound of their laughter – it stung his pride and made him feel small and excluded – and yet it aroused him, and his need to submit grew stronger.

When the shower came on the pipes made their familiar gurgling sound, and he couldn’t help wondering if Libby and Mia were showering together. Tormented by the thought, he lit a low flame under the pan to melt the butter, dropped the bread into the toaster, and began grilling the bacon, mushrooms and tomatoes. He was turning the bacon when they came into the kitchen and stood drying themselves in front of the stove with their big white towels. They didn’t speak to him, or look in his direction, and they didn’t seem in the least embarrassed to be naked in front of him, their openness making it abundantly clear that they saw him, not as a normal man, but as their slave and house-servant. Why shouldn’t they see him in that way, he thought? More and more, it was how he saw himself.

‘Don’t just stand there,’ said Libby who’d brought clothes and underwear through with her. ‘Bring Mia her clothes.’

Obeying instantly, he lowered the pulley, and took Mia her underwear and dress. In the strange and ridiculous way of it, he felt honoured to be the bearer of her precious garments.

‘Thank-you, Sam,’ Mia said matter-of-factly, accepting his prompt attendance as her due, and quickly putting on her panties and bra before sitting on the couch to put on her stockings while he stood like a maid with her dress over his arm. He didn’t let his eyes rest on her – she was far too bright a sun – but he caught glimpses of her as she gathered each stocking into a little bundle before pulling them up her legs. He thought her stunningly graceful and elegant and, when she stood, and took her dress from him, and slipped it on over her head, he thought her lovely beyond words.

‘Shoes,’ commanded Libby who’d been watching him as she dried her hair, assessing his performance. ‘Don’t forget her shoes.’

Sam immediately took up the shoes and knelt before Mia, his heart turning over at the whispering sound each shoe made as he fitted them on her pretty nylon-clad feet. He was glad the shoes would be leaving with Mia. Not for a moment had he forgotten the dark spell they’d cast over him. He’d feel much safer with them gone from his house.

‘Well done, Sam,’ said Mia, feeling very fresh and smart after her shower, and in her neatly pressed dress, clean underwear and shoes. ‘Good work.’

Libby passed Mia the hairdryer and hairbrush before putting on a red twin-set and tight tweed skirt over a pretty white slip. Sam went back to the cooker where he checked the grill and began scrambling the eggs, stirring them briskly so they wouldn’t stick. He’d just served it all onto plates when Mia switched off the hairdryer, and sat down with Libby at table.

‘Smells like heaven,’ said Mia before drinking her juice thirstily.

They watched hungrily as Sam set the plates before them. Libby was pleased to see the bacon was crisp but not burned, just the way she liked it.

They devoured the delicious food in silence as if they hadn’t eaten for days.

‘Now, that’s what I call a breakfast,’ said Mia, patting her tummy and sitting back from her empty plate.

‘He can cook when he tries,’ said Libby, spreading her third piece of toast, and signalling to Sam to pour more coffee.

‘Does he do all the cooking?’ Mia asked, holding out her cup for a refill.

‘These days, yes,’ said Libby.

Sam poured the coffee, aroused to hear them talk about him as if he wasn’t in the room. It made him feel pleasantly inconsequential, and a little faint as if he was on the verge of disappearing from existence.

‘I used to do most of the cooking,’ Libby continued, ‘but now I never seem to get round to it.’

‘Do you miss it?’

‘Not really,’ said Libby. ‘I’m too busy, and food tastes better when someone else cooks it for you.’

‘Is he your maid too? Does he clean the house?’

‘Of course he does. Sammy sees to all the laundry, cleaning, and ironing, all the shopping too, although from time to time I go to the supermarket with him if I’ve nothing better to do. Sometimes, if he’s been good, I let him buy me underwear – he’s too embarrassed to buy it in a shop so he gets it online – but I punish him if he gets the wrong size or style. It may not surprise you to hear that I’ve become quite fussy about my undies. Oh yes, he does everything around the house. I never have to lift a finger.’

‘You leave it all to your maid.’

Sam didn’t like this new word. Slave was bad enough, but maid was worse.

‘Our maid,’ said Libby, reminding Mia of their new arrangement, ‘and yes, I do.’

‘That’s not very fair, is it?’

‘He doesn’t like me to be fair. In fact, I think he likes it best when I’m unfair.’

‘He likes you to have the upper hand.’

‘He does, yes, the whip hand.’

‘I’d forgotten about that side of things. You really do beat him, don’t you?’

Libby and Mia exchanged a smile. It was fun to speak like this in front of Sam, talk idly about his submission as if he had no say in his own life. They knew by instinct that talking about him like this would put him deeper under their spell.

‘I do beat him,’ Libby replied, ‘more often than not when he’s done nothing wrong.’

‘Just for the fun of it.’

‘Just for the fun.

‘Now that’s really not fair.’

‘I know,’ said Libby, her eyes sparkling.

‘Do you use the crop I saw in the bedroom?’

‘That very one. I make him take down his jeans and panties and lie across the table. I usually give him a little pep-talk first, tell him what I expect of him, and what improvements he could make in his attitude and housework. It’s fun to leave him waiting like that with his bum in the air while I walk round him laying down the law – and then I lay into him.’

‘Hard?’

‘Yes, very.’

‘How many strokes do you give him?’

‘I don’t keep count,’ said Mia with a shrug, ‘but a lot, usually until he cries out which can take a long time as he’s very proud and likes to appear brave, then I give him five or six more really hard ones for good measure. I don’t spare him, that’s for sure. If you’re going to punish a slave you have to do it properly or there’s no point. He has to feel it in his bones. You have to show him who’s boss.’

‘Yes, I imagine you do.’

‘I used to feel guilty afterwards, tell myself off for being cruel and selfish, but not any more. It’s funny what you get used to.’

‘Do you tie him down when you beat him?’ Mia asked, very aroused by Libby’s description, in particular by the thought of walking round Sam while he waited to be punished. She could see herself doing that even if she couldn’t imagine delivering the blows.

‘I don’t have to,’ Libby answered. ‘He just lies there and takes it.’

‘He doesn’t get up and walk away?’

‘Make a break for it, you mean?’

‘Yeah.’

‘You’d think he would but he never does. He grips the edge of the table until his knuckles turn white, but he never makes a move.’

‘Guess he must like it.’

‘Guess he must. He cries like a baby, begs me to stop, but he likes it in his own way, the submission more than the pain, if you know what I mean. Put it this way – it’s never very long before he’s hard again. Tell you what, next time you can do it.’

‘I dunno, maybe I could watch.’

‘It’s easy, I’ll show you how.’

‘Well, why not?’ said Mia, coming round to the idea. ‘If he likes it so much?’

‘You’ll like it too,’ Libby said with a wicked grin. ‘And it’ll be nice to let someone else do the work.’

His face hot with shame, Sam had turned back to the cooker where he was pretending to be busy, but he felt their eyes on him, sensed their mockery and amusement, the pleasure they took in their authority over him. It was crazy, but part of him wanted to be put over the table that very moment, and be thrashed until he cried tears of shame.

‘Do you let him eat at table with you?’ Mia asked.

‘Fifty-fifty, I’d say. Depends on my mood. I shouldn’t, I know, now that he’s a slave, but I like his company. He’s not just a pretty face, and he can be funny and clever. Sometimes, believe it or not, we get along just like an ordinary couple.’

‘Does he feed you like this every morning?’

‘He does,’ said Libby, munching her toast. ‘Once or twice a week he grills fish – I prefer smoked salmon or mackerel to kippers – or he makes me porridge, or I have cereal with fruit, but I always have mounds of toast and butter.’

‘How come you’re not fat as a pig?’

‘I work it off running after you.’

‘You should write one of those health books,’ said Mia, chuckling warmly. ‘I can see it in the bookshop window – Fuck Yourself Thin by Libby Barclay.’

‘Sounds like a winner,’ said Libby.

‘I’d buy it,’ said Mia.

Under different circumstances Sam might have laughed with them, but he was too confounded by his situation, too mired in his own world. Plagued by shame and anxiety, and the strange arousal that nowadays seemed to accompany them, he couldn’t look at Mia or Libby for fear of seeing pity in their eyes, contempt for his lack of pride and manly strength. He knew it was ridiculous after the events of the night before, but he still wanted them to like and respect him.

But Libby sensed Sam’s unease, and decided to deal with it head-on. Last night felt like a breakthrough, and she wanted to build on it.

‘Thank-you for breakfast,’ she said briskly, rising from the table and going straight over to him. ‘Are you ready to drive us to work?’

‘Yes,’ he said, not meeting her eyes.

‘Look at me when I’m speaking to you.’

He forced himself to look at her, searching for some sign of mercy or warmth, but her expression remained cold.

‘Now tell me,’ she said, ‘are you wearing my panties under your jeans?’

Stung by her question, he stared at her in silence.

‘Are you wearing them like I told you?’ she asked, sounding very impatient with him

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered weakly, not wanting Mia to hear.

‘Speak properly,’ Libby snapped so that Mia would be bound to hear. ‘I’ll ask again – are you wearing my panties?’

‘Yes,’ he said more loudly, his heart pounding.

‘You’d better be.’

‘I am.’

‘My worn panties?’

‘Yes,’ he said again.

Over Libby’s shoulder, he saw Mia look at him, and he wished the ground would open up and swallow him.

‘Yes, who?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Do I need to take your trousers down and check?’

‘N-no, Mistress.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘You’d better be telling me the truth.’

‘I am,’ he said feeling like a scolded child.

‘I’ll trust you this time, but woe betide I ever catch you lying to me. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

Seeing the pain in his eyes, Libby felt a stab of remorse. She’d never spoken to him so harshly before, but her growing instincts as a dominant woman told her she needed to keep him very firmly in his place, and make him understand that the events of the night before had been more than an evening’s fun. Far more. Never one for half-measures, Libby wanted him to know that he truly was her slave, and she could do what she liked with him. And besides, she knew how much she liked it when she was strict and demanding with him even if he wasn’t always able to admit it. She’d just have to be brave enough for the two of them. New possibilities were opening up to her – possibilities that only a short time ago would have seemed preposterous – but now they were tantalisingly within her reach.

If she only had the courage to grasp them.

‘Good, then,’ said Libby, her eyes still cold. ‘Help Mia into her coat, and we’ll be on our way.’

As he drove them to work they sat together on the wide front seat of the landrover, Libby at his side and Mia by the door. They paid him scant attention, talking brightly of the day ahead, of classes and colleagues, and of the marking and grading they had to catch up with. Listening to them, he was struck by what friends they’d become, by how easily they talked and laughed together.

That didn’t bode well, he feared. It certainly didn’t suggest their relationship was any kind of a passing fancy. On the contrary, he sensed a deep and abiding companionship between them, a closeness that might even be called love.

When he pulled into the car-park, Mia leaned across Libby, and touched him gently on the arm, saying, ‘Thank-you, Sam, it was lovely to meet you, and I hope you feel the same. I had a wonderful time, believe me, I did.’

She’d spoken with sincerity, and with such warmth in her eyes, that Sam did believe her, and once more he felt himself drawn towards liking her.

Then it was Libby’s turn. She kissed him on the cheek, ruffled his hair and said, ‘You’ve been wonderful, Sammy, much better than I deserve. Go home, and take care of yourself. Try and have a normal day if you can. I’ll call you.’

And then they were gone, walking arm-in-arm through the arch into the quadrangle, leaving him bereft, and strangely moved by their kindly words.

SAM KNEW every corner of his home, every floorboard, rafter and slate, and yet, when he got back, the cottage felt unfamiliar, as if it no longer belonged to him, and he had never lived there. Standing in the hallway, his body thrummed with a buried energy, and he felt certain an invisible force was transforming him from within. He had countless jobs he could be getting on with, and yet he found himself drifting into the bedroom. His gaze immediately fell on the slim, black crop hanging from the bed-post, and he remembered Libby’s suggestion that Mia should administer his next beating. His brain reeling at the prospect, he sat on the bed and looked round the room. He saw Libby’s rose-patterned skirt lying on the floor where she’d left it the night before, and her stockings and french knickers carelessly thrown over the edge of the laundry basket waiting, he had no doubt, for him to gather up and wash for her. It was a beguiling sight, and he dragged his gaze away from the laundry basket only to see one of the stockings she’d used to tie him lying like a snake on the floor by his feet. He picked it up, and rubbed the sheer nylon between his fingers, already wondering when it would bite him again, stupefy him with its sly poison. He touched the pillow where they’d lain and, feeling a profound lassitude, lay his head on it. Within moments, he’d fallen fast asleep.

He felt better when he woke, clearer-headed and rested. He stood and gathered up the three other stockings from the floor, putting them away in the little drawer in the dressing-table where Libby kept them. He thought of changing the sheets, but the bed-linen seemed blessed to him, and he made up the bed instead, hoping he and Libby would be sleeping in it that night.

An ache of submissive arousal deep in his gut, he put Libby’s skirt on a hanger and hung it in the wardrobe, and then he took her stockings and knickers and some of her other clothing from the laundry basket, and put them by the sink in the kitchen ready to be washed. He saw the hairbrush and hairdryer on the mantle, and he tidied them away in the bedroom. When he came back he picked up Libby’s boots, and put them down by the shoe-cleaning box. They were a little scuffed, and he would clean and polish them before the day was out. It no longer surprised him to discover that he was looking forward to washing her clothes, and cleaning her boots.

‘It’s true,’ he said aloud, something like wonder in his voice. ‘You really are a woman’s slave.’

His confession sparked a new bout of shame, and he decided to go for a run. Exercise would break the spell he was under, help him take back control of his life.

He quickly changed into his running gear, taking off Libby’s knickers and putting on a pair of boxer shorts under his tracksuit. Feeling more like his old self, he laced up his running-shoes, and off he went, following the path through the woods, and taking the steepest of the many tracks that led to Cobble Ridge.

At first he ran with his usual ease, but fatigue soon set in, and he felt like a fraud as he passed other walkers and runners, far from the healthy, clean-living young man he was pretending to be. He wasn’t even half way to the top of the ridge when he thought of turning back, but pride took over and he forced himself on, welcoming the pain in his legs and lungs as punishment for his weakness.

He felt better standing at the top of the ridge, looking out over the town and valley, but he hit the wall again on his way down, his spirits suddenly as heavy as his legs. This surprised him as he’d always possessed natural fitness and deep reserves of stamina, but then he remembered he’d had nothing to eat, and he blamed his weakness on lack of food, and yet he had no appetite when he got back to the cottage, and he lay weak and sweating on the couch for over an hour as if he’d been shot.

He tried not to think of Libby and Mia, and the events of the night before, but a nagging arousal swam in his blood, and his cock, although not erect, felt heavy with desire. He felt ill with it, as if he’d caught a fever.

He dragged himself to his feet and ate a bowl of cereal, and then he showered again. This time he didn’t try to resist the lure of Libby’s knickers. He just gave in, welcoming the prison of soft lace beneath his jeans, and the way his cock stirred and hardened when he handwashed her clothes and underwear before hanging them on the pulley to dry, giving her stockings and knickers pride of place on an outer rung so he could see them whenever he glanced upwards. That done, he made some fresh coffee and went out to the garage where he kept his guitars. A radiator he’d installed kept the room at an even temperature, and he took up his Gibson Hummingbird and began to play. Its headstock had been broken a few years ago, but he’d had it repaired and the old guitar’s rich, deep tone sounded better than ever. He was surprised at how well he played, and he lost himself in the music, playing the Bert Jansch tune ‘Casbah’ as well as a Frank Ocean song and variations on a number of David Grier’s country-blues, and some tunes of his own. Then he improvised around two of his favourite jazz tunes, playing an extended version of ‘Afro-Blue,’ and then the sweetly melancholic ‘One For My Baby,’ Sinatra’s voice in his head the whole time.

He was still playing when his phone rang, shattering his calm. It was Libby. For all of two seconds he thought of not answering, and then he took her call.

‘Hi, Sam,’ she said. ‘Are you okay?’

‘I’m fine,’ he said, his tone hard and unfriendly.

‘You don’t sound fine.’

‘Well, I am,’ he said.

‘No need to get shirty,’ she said.

Holding back his anger, he said nothing, just listened to her breathing.

‘What have you been up to?’ she said after a while.

‘Nothing.’

‘You must have done something.’

‘I went for a run,’ he said.

‘That’s good,’ Libby said. ‘You always feel better after a run.’

Not this time, he thought.

‘I’ve been worried about you,’ she said.

‘Why?’ he said, wanting to sound above it all.

‘Why do you think?’

He let the silence hang, waiting for Libby to fill the emptiness if she could. She’d hurt him, and he wanted her to suffer.

‘I’m eating out with Mia tonight,’ Libby said, ‘but then she has to work. She’s got a pile of marking even bigger than mine if you can believe that, so it’s best if I come home and let her get on with it. Pick me up around eight in front of the new residences, okay?’

Despite his hurt and anger, he was relieved she was coming home and he longed to say, ‘Yes, Mistress,’ but pride wouldn’t let him, and he said nothing, another part of him thinking, ‘Why can’t she find her own damned way home?’

‘Did you hear me?’ she said, the hint of ice in her voice.

‘Yes,’ he said, his heart racing.

‘I hope you’re not going to be difficult about this,’ she said.

Once more he said nothing.

‘Are you, Sam?’ she said. ‘Are you going to be difficult?’

‘No,’ he said finally, a bottomless pit opening up beneath him.

‘See you at eight, then.’

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, who?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, feeling as if he’d been punched.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘Don’t be late.’

The line went dead, leaving him in a mess of anger and arousal. Had she no shame, no remorse for treating him the way she had? But even as he raged he knew he wasn’t being honest with himself. He didn’t want her to show remorse, not really. What he wanted was for her to drive home her power over him, rub his nose in it, lead him to an even deeper level of submission.

‘Dear God,’ he muttered under his breath. ‘What’s wrong with me?’

Confounded yet deeply aroused, he touched himself through his jeans, wondering if he should masturbate to find relief from desire, but then he thought of how weak and empty he’d feel afterwards. No, much better to remain aroused, he decided. At least that way he’d still feel the life in him, the strange and magical spark that bound him to Libby.

He put his guitar on its stand, and went back into the cottage. Sleet was falling, rattling against the windows. It was already getting dark, and he gave up on his plan to fix the hen-run. Instead, he sat by the stove and cleaned Libby’s boots, bringing them to a perfect shine and placing them neatly by the hearth, all too glad to have found a way to earth his submissive longings. He still had hours to kill before he was due to meet Libby, and he read for a while – John Le Carré’s ‘A Legacy of Spies’ – and then he made some soup, leaving it to simmer, and went back to his book. After a while he drifted into sleep, and fell into a dream.

In his dream a funeral was taking place. Men were notable by their absence, and it was only women who walked singly and in pairs towards the open grave. The hot sun and white tombstones, and the proud beauty of the women in their veils and black dresses, seemed to locate the graveyard in Italy or Spain, certainly not England. As the women gathered by the graveside they gave off a beguiling scent – the lovely fragrance of an orange-grove. Libby was there, and so was Mia, and so was his mother who’d died in a car accident when he’d been away at boarding-school, but the women didn’t look sad. They were smiling and happy, even when they tossed flowers into the grave, and his mother looked young and lovely again, just as she had when he’d been a child. He remembered that his mother had been born in Lisbon, and he wondered if the churchyard was in Portugal. An older woman with a kindly face threw a rose into the grave, and he felt a wave of happiness pass through him, and yet he couldn’t remember who she was – and then it came to him – she was the nurse at school who’d been so kind to him when he’d broken his arm falling from a tree. His old primary school teacher, Miss Farley, was there too, as well as a girl he’d gone out with for a term at university. Karen Webb. They’d liked each other, but she had a boyfriend at home, and had gone back to him. And the girl who’d lived in his street in Aldershot after his father had been given command of the army garrison, the red-haired girl he’d never found the courage to talk to, she was there also, in all her glory. She was the only one who seemed downcast, and he wondered if she was in mourning because they’d never talked, or gone out together. He remembered himself as a teenage boy, lying in his bed, wondering if she was lying in her bed thinking about him.

He knew with absolute certainty it was his body in the grave, and yet he could see his mourners, and it brought him a sweet, sensual pleasure to observe these beautiful, smiling women with their elegant dresses flickering in the breeze.

It was a sight that might even have been worth dying for.

When he woke he felt calmer, as if the women in the dream had blessed him. The pleasant feeling made him think of Leonard Cohen’s song ‘Sisters of Mercy’ and he found it on the music player, singing along with it as he finished making the soup, and planning to play it the next time he picked up his guitar. Then he put on his old leather jacket, found his keys, and drove into town.

He was ten minutes early but Libby was waiting for him outside the residences. She waved to him, ran across the street, and got into the landrover in a flurry of hair and chatter.

‘We ate early, and then went back to Mia’s for a lie-down,’ she told him, leaning over to kiss him on the cheek.

A lie-down. The word lit a fiery spark in his heart and yet, beneath his jealousy, he felt a surge of arousal.

‘Mia’s working so it’s just you and me tonight, but I told you that when I called, didn’t I? Mia sends her best by the way.’

She kept talking all the way home. One of her students had been arrested for selling drugs and his lawyer had asked her to appear in court as a character witness, but she wasn’t sure if she’d do it, saying, ‘Taking drugs is one thing, selling them another.’ Then she told him she’d completed the arrangements for the study-trip in May to Florence and Rome. ‘Ten days with twenty students,’ she said. ‘I’ll go mad.’

Sam could tell she was nervous beneath her chatter, which was unlike her, and he felt relieved to discover she wasn’t immune to anxiety and self-doubt. Or guilt, he thought with a certain pleasure, looking forward to the apology he felt certain would be coming his way. The apology he wasn’t sure he’d accept.

When they got back to the cottage she hugged him tight and said with tears in her eyes, ‘Have I hurt you? I have, haven’t I? Please forgive me, and tell me you’re alright? Are you, Sam, are you alright?’

He said nothing, wanting her to suffer, yet he returned her hug to show how big-hearted he was.

‘We’re still okay, aren’t we?’ she said. ‘Tell me we are.’

‘Honestly?’

‘Of course.’

‘I don’t know if we are, Libby,’ he said. ‘Really, I don’t.’

He wasn’t that big-hearted.

‘Talk to me,’ she said, going to the old couch where they’d sat together so many times. ‘Sit beside me, and talk. Please, you’ve got to.’

She was wearing the smart skirt and red cashmere twin-set she’d put on that morning. The clothes made her look ridiculously young and pretty, respectable too, like a teenager from the 1950s trying to impersonate a grown woman. How could such a slender young woman be the formidable dominatrix of the night before? It wasn’t possible.

‘Come on,’ she said, patting the space beside her.

‘I’ll stay where I am.’

‘Please, don’t. If you do that, you’ll stay angry, I know you will.’ Once more she patted the space beside her. ‘Tell me what a bitch I am. Tell me you hate me, I won’t mind.’

‘I don’t hate you.’

‘No-one would blame you if you did.’

Sighing wearily, he sat down beside her.

‘Thank-you,’ she said, laying her head on his chest, and taking his hand in hers. He felt the engagement ring on her finger, and his heart swelled with bitter longing. ‘Sweet Sam,’ she said. ‘I’ve missed you all day. I’ve missed you and missed you.’

They sat in silence, taking some comfort from their physical closeness, and then Libby did something that took him entirely by surprise. She began to laugh.

‘What’s so funny?’ he said, more than a little put out.

‘I shouldn’t laugh,’ she said.

‘Then don’t,’ he said, angry with her for finding another way to wound his pride.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, ‘but I keep thinking of your face when I brought Mia into the bedroom. You looked as if you’d seen a ghost, honestly you did. And the way you tugged against the stockings,’ she said, laughing again. ‘You looked as if you were having a fit. You should have seen yourself.’

‘It’s no laughing-matter, Libby, I mean it.’

‘I can’t help it.’

‘So you like making me look stupid?’

‘I suppose I must,’ she said.

‘How would you feel if I did that to you?’

‘What, bring home a man?’

‘Don’t be stupid,’ he said, his anger growing.

‘That’s right, you’re not gay, are you?’

‘You know I’m not.’

‘Neither was I until suddenly I was,’ said Libby, laughter still shining in her eyes.

‘Another woman, then. What if I brought back another woman and spent the night with her, not you. How would you feel then?’

‘Depends if I fancied her or not.’

‘You’re not funny,’ he said coldly, folding his arms and not looking at her.

‘I can’t imagine how I’d feel,’ Libby said. And truly she couldn’t. Perhaps she’d become too much the Mistress, she reflected, too much the one in charge, and unable to see herself as a subordinate weak enough to let someone else call the shots. ‘Really, I can’t.’

‘Well, try harder,’ Sam said. ‘Do unto others. It’s not exactly rocket science.’

‘Alright, so I’m a selfish bitch, when have I ever denied it?’

‘Be clever all you like, it doesn’t make it right.’

‘Oh, don’t be so serious,’ she said, looking into his eyes, willing him to laugh at himself, and chase away the demons.

He wanted to laugh, give her what she wanted, but he couldn’t let himself. It was too risky. His life as a free man was at stake.

‘When Mia came into the room with you I thought I was going to die,’ he said. ‘I did, I thought I was having a heart attack. And now? I don’t know what to do, how to live, really I don’t. I feel as if I’ve been clubbed on the back of my head. I haven’t been able to do anything all day except sit around like a stuffed bear.’

‘Nice Teddy,’ she said.

‘I’m not your fucking teddy-bear.’

‘You said it, not me.’

‘Dear God,’ he said as if she was beyond saving.

‘But I see you’ve polished my boots,’ she said brightly, looking around the room, ‘and washed my stockings and panties too. My silky french panties. That’s not nothing. In fact, I’d say those were priorities, wouldn’t you?’

‘Stop it, Libby, okay?’

‘Stop what?’ she said, all innocence.

‘You know damned well.’

But she kept smiling at him, willing him to laugh, and he nearly did, but once again he stopped himself.

He’d show her.

He wouldn’t be her fool, not any more.

Her fucking teddy-bear.

‘Well, you didn’t die, did you?’ she said.

He saw the hope of making him laugh fade from her eyes, leaving him oddly bereaved.

‘And here we are,’ she said, ‘still together.’

She laid her head back on his chest, but the silence felt heavy again, and friendship very far away.

‘We are still together, aren’t we?’ said Libby, her voice small and fragile.

‘How would I know?’ he said. ‘Nothing like this has ever happened to me before.’

‘Was it wrong what I did?’

‘You know the answer to that.’

‘Alright, I admit it,’ she said, ‘I let sex and power go to my head, but was it so bad of me, really, was it?‘

‘Yes,’ he said in a very firm voice, looking forward to her apology. ‘As a matter of fact, it was.’

But his words didn’t seem to carry the weight he’d hoped.

‘You’re angry, that’s all,’ she said. ‘I’ve hurt your pride, but you’ll get over it.’

‘It was too much, Libby.’

‘So you say.’

‘Yes, I do say.’

‘Well, what if it was?’ she said, suddenly impatient with him. ‘You’re strong, I know you are, and you like it when I hurt your pride. Actually, I think you like that best of all.’

‘You don’t know everything, Libby. You may think you do, but you don’t.’

‘I was only giving you what you want, but you’re too big a coward to admit it.’

‘That’s nonsense, and you know it.’

‘It’s not nonsense, it’s the truth.’

‘So it had nothing to do with what you want,’ he said, very angry now, and glad to have the chance to express his feelings. ‘Nothing to do with you getting everything your own way like you always do every minute of every hour of every fucking day?’

‘Of course it did,’ she said, strangely calm in the face of his anger. ‘It had everything to do with that. I’m your Mistress, I expect to get my own way, and that’s how you like me to be. That’s what I mean about giving you what you want.’

When he didn’t reply, she cuddled up closer, putting her hand on his thigh, and saying, ‘It felt awfully good for something that’s supposed to be bad, you have to say.’

‘Jesus, Libby, I can’t do this.’

‘Of course you can.’

‘I can’t keep up with you.’

And he couldn’t. One minute she seemed on the verge of taking the blame, and begging for his forgiveness, the next she was his Mistress again, proud and beyond reproach.

‘Oh, come on, Sammy, it did feel good, admit it.’

He didn’t like it when she called him Sammy – it made him feel like a boy again – and yet it aroused him.

‘If you say so,’ he said, his gaze falling to her pretty knees. Her tight skirt had ridden up a little, and her legs looked lovely in her sheer, dark hose.

‘I know so.’

‘Listen to you. Little Miss bloody Know-all.’

‘You had the time of your life,’ she said, ignoring his rudeness. ‘I know I did.’

‘Did you?’ he said, suddenly vulnerable again, fearful he might burst into tears, and make an even bigger fool of himself.

‘It was wonderful,’ she said, hearing the break in his voice, sensing the chink in his armour. ‘Bringing Mia to the cottage, kissing her and dancing with her while you were our prisoner in the next room. Can you imagine how sexy that felt, for Mia too? And then to come through and do the things we did with you. To tease you and touch you, to kiss her in front of you. And then, dear God, to fuck you as I looked into her eyes, and watch her when you made her come – I never knew sex could be that good – and then to sleep with her and wake up with her in the morning, and have you look after us the way you did, helping Mia with her clothes, and cooking us breakfast, and driving us to work. Was that wrong, Sam? Was that bad?’

He wanted to answer, find a way to stand up to her, but he couldn’t get his brain to work.

‘Well, I don’t think it was wrong,’ said Libby, ‘and I’m not going to pretend that I did. All day long I’ve been going round in a dream, a lovely dream. And Mia feels the same, I promise.’

‘Does she?’ he said before he could stop himself.

‘She hasn’t stopped talking about you, not for a minute,’ she said, nuzzling her pretty nose against his throat.

He started to say more but stopped himself.

‘You want to know what she said, don’t you?’ she said, smiling at his need to know, pleased to find a new breach in his defences. ‘She said that you’re cute and funny and have a nice voice, and she liked your good manners and lovely hair.’

‘My hair?’

‘I’ve never seen a boy with such lovely hair, that’s what she said. Oh, and she also said you have a god-given ass, her words, not mine. I’d have said nice bum.’

‘Daft,’ he muttered, but he was pleased Mia had said nice things about him. It was absurd, but he wanted her to like him.

‘And you liked her too, didn’t you?’

He wanted to say, ‘She’s lovely,’ and ‘I liked her very much,’ but all he said was, ‘I don’t know anything about her.’

‘That’s almost exactly what she said after she first saw you, but I know you liked her, I could tell.’

He gave a heavy sigh as if the jury was still out.

‘You are rather intimately acquainted after all. Certainly for strangers.’

He put his head back, blowing out air and looking at the ceiling.

‘On you go, then,’ Libby said. ‘Tell me you didn’t like her, tell me she’s not clever and funny and kind. Tell me she’s not the sexiest, most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. Come on, I’m waiting.’

‘Have it your own way,’ he said, his insides churning.

‘I intend to,’ she said, happily triumphant, and taking his hand and putting it on her knee. ‘I’m so happy, Sam. To have all this and know it’s only the beginning, and it is, you know – it is only the beginning.’

‘What is?’

‘Honestly, why do you bother?’ she laughed, a sweet mockery in her voice that pulled him deeper under her spell. ‘You can put up a fight if you want, but it won’t do you any good,’ she said, leading his hand under her skirt. ‘You don’t stand a chance.’

Her thigh felt gloriously warm beneath her hose, and the touch of her slip’s lace hem against his fingers made him want to kneel at her feet.

‘It’s going to happen whether you like it or not,’ she told him. ‘There’s nothing you can do to stop it so you may as well just give in and save yourself the trouble.’

‘What’s going to happen?’ he said, wishing his voice had sounded stronger.

‘As if you don’t know,’ she said, giving him a kiss, and saying, ‘you’re going to be our slave, of course you are, mine and Mia’s. You’re going to run after us hand and foot. You’re going to fetch and carry for us like there’s no tomorrow.’

‘I can’t, Libby.’

‘Oh, can’t you?’ she said, opening her legs a little, and leading his hand higher. ‘Well, I think you can. In fact, I’m quite sure of it.’

She pulled him into a kiss so warm and deep it took his breath away, and this time she felt something inside him break open like the gates to a conquered city. She had him where she wanted, she was sure of it.

‘Sweet Sam,’ she said, the feeling rising in her again, the lovely feeling of being the one in charge.

‘I don’t want to lose you,’ he said.

‘You won’t lose me,’ she said. ’Don’t be silly.’

‘I love you,’ he said, a lost look in his eyes.

‘You’d better,’ she said, ‘or you’re in trouble.’

Now he laughed, and she laughed with him, glad she’d broken down his wall of pride.

‘There’s just one thing I want to know,’ she said once they’d stopped laughing. ‘Did you do what I told you? Did you clean Mia’s shoes with your tongue?’

She felt him tense, and she knew immediately he had done it.

‘My God,’ she said, genuinely shocked. ‘You did, didn’t you?’

‘I didn’t know what I was doing,’ he said, taking his hand from her thigh, and sitting back from her. ‘After what had happened, I was half-crazy.’

‘You used your tongue?’ she said with a disbelieving laugh. ‘Wait till Mia hears.’

‘Don’t tell her.’

‘I might.’

‘Don’t, I couldn’t bear it.’

‘What did it taste like?’ she said, a wicked gleam in her eye. ‘I want to know.’

‘How do you think?’

‘Dirt, polish, melted snow?’

‘Worse,’ he said, disgusted at the memory and with himself, and thinking that what the shoe had really tasted of was shame.

‘How did it smell?’

‘Horrible,’ he lied.

‘Stinky feet, old leather, sweaty tights?’

‘Yes.’

‘But you did it all the same?’

‘I told you, I wasn’t in my right mind.’ He didn’t tell her what else he’d done with Mia’s shoe. He’d take that with him to the grave.

‘So you’re pleading temporary insanity?’

‘I shouldn’t have told you.’

‘You didn’t have to, I can read you like a book.’

‘It won’t happen again.’

‘Who’s to say?’ she said, arching an eyebrow. ‘I mean, honestly, Sam, if you’d do that there’s no saying what you might do.’

She’d meant only to tease him, but he took it hard.

‘God, Libby, that’s what I’m afraid of,’ he said in anguish, his head in his hands.

‘Don’t be afraid,’ she said gently, wishing she hadn’t mentioned the shoes.

‘I am afraid,’ he said, a crack in his voice. ‘For a start, I don’t understand any of it. To do something like that, what the fuck was I thinking? Where does it come from, for God’s sake? Why am I like this? None of it makes sense.’

‘It’s so strong and new, that’s all,’ Libby said softly, looking to win him back. ‘We’ve never had to deal with anything like this before. It’s not in the manual, there’s no map. Nobody tells you what to expect, nothing prepares you.’

‘It’s crazy and wrong, and we have to stop, Libby, I mean it.’

‘When it comes to sex who knows what’s crazy, or what’s wrong or right? Those are things we have to decide for ourselves.’

‘What about you? Don’t you get frightened?’

‘Yes,’ she said, taking his hand again, squeezing it gently. ‘Not so much of being your Mistress – that came easily – but Mia frightened me. I never thought I’d fall in love with a woman, not in a million years, but what did I know? It terrified me at first because I couldn’t deal with it, it wasn’t how I was taught to live, but now I couldn’t live without it. And you – clever, handsome Samuel Curran who turns the girls’ heads wherever he goes – you never expected to be a woman’s slave, but look at you now.’

‘Is that what I am?’ he said, darkly thrilled. ‘A woman’s slave?’

‘I don’t know. Are you?’

‘God knows.’

‘Would it be so bad if you were?’

‘I hate being weak.’

‘Who says you are?’

‘Come on, think of last night.’

‘Last night was lovely.’

‘At the time, yes, but now I want to die of shame.’

‘Why not accept it instead?’ she said simply. ‘Go with it, enjoy the shame and guilt – it’s one way of getting your own back on the bastards who put them there in the first place. Enjoy being a slave.’

‘Be serious.’

‘I am being serious. Other people might see you as weak, but only because they live in little boxes and never look outside. They’re the ones who are weak, not you. It takes courage to live according to your nature, believe me.’

‘But where does it end? How do we stop it taking over our lives?’

‘I’m not sure you can stop it. And where’s the fun if you know where it ends?’

‘That’s easy for you to say.’

‘Why?’

‘You’re not the one who looks stupid. You’re not the one standing at the sink washing knickers and bras. You’re not the one bent over the table being whipped until you cry. You’re not the one tied to the bed, you’re not the one sleeping on the couch while the person you love has sex with someone else.’

‘I should think not,’ she said, looking to tease him.

‘Is that the best you can do?’

‘We can’t help the way we are. You like to submit, I don’t. What does it matter?’

‘But what about normal things? What about getting married and having children? I want that, I thought you did too.’

‘I do want it,’ she said, moved by his love for her, his straightforward loyalty and devotion. ‘But not now, not yet. Maybe further on down the line, who knows?’

Far from consoled, he hung his head, and looked very dejected.

‘Come on, Sammy,’ she said gently. ‘Learn to live a little. I bring home a lovely, clever, charming woman, you have the best sex of your life, and you sit there as if your dog’s been run over. You can do better than this, I know you can.’

‘What do you want me to do?’

‘Stop worrying about what the rest of the world thinks,’ she urged him. ‘Stop being afraid of who you are and what you want. Why can’t we break the rules and find a new way to live? Why can’t I love a woman as well as a man? Why can’t you be a slave, to me and to Mia? And why shouldn’t Mia come to love you every bit as much as she loves me, and why shouldn’t you love her? Why can’t we love each other any way we like? What’s to stop us? It’s all possible if we just have the courage to lift our heads, and see what’s on the other side of the mountain.’

‘Maybe,’ he said, lifted by her words, and more convinced by them than he could admit.

‘There’s no maybe about it,’ she said. ‘Do you honestly think you could stop being my slave even if you wanted? Could I stop being your Mistress? Could I stop loving Mia? Do you really think we can put a stop to any of that?’

‘Probably not,’ he said.

‘Then go with it,’ she said, leading his hand deep under her skirt to the hidden glory of her hose and panties. ‘We’ll do everything, have it all. Say we will, Sammy. Say we’ll have it all.’

‘God, Libby,’ he said, swept up in her passion.

‘Say it,’ she said, pushing down against his hand.

‘We’ll have it all,’ he said, the joy of giving in to her rushing through his veins like a drug.

‘We will, I promise,’ she vowed, a sudden fervour in her voice as she tugged his belt open, and undid his jeans. ‘This is what I want,’ she said, freeing his erection then leaning down and taking it in her mouth. Licking and sucking, she kicked off her shoes and reached under her skirt to yank down her tights and panties, leaving them dangling from one foot while she sat upright and swung her leg across his lap, her skirt riding up past her waist as she trapped his erection beneath her cunt.

‘Libby …’ he started to protest, shocked by the speed of her advances, and fearful he’d come from the sudden joy of them, but she quietened him with kisses, and ground against him, taking his tip inside her only to pull away again, laughing to hear his cock slap back against his stomach.

‘I knew you’d be brave,’ she said in between kisses. ‘Brave and strong … But it’s not going to be easy … I won’t lie … It’s going to be difficult for you … Very difficult … You’ll need all your courage and strength … Mia’s new and wonderful … She’s my first love, and you, well you’ll just have to take a back seat … You’ll be playing second fiddle, just you wait and see … Just you wait …’

He knew she was planning to seduce him, put him so deeply under her spell he’d lose the will to resist, and a part of him wanted to hurl her to the floor, and tell her he was no-one’s fool, but she was so beautiful, and so confident in her beauty, and she felt so sweetly assertive sitting astride him like this, he could do nothing except yield to her female authority.

Pressing against him, Libby searched for his tip again, but his erection stood too flat against his stomach so she made do with pressing against him, kissing him hungrily as she slid her cunt slowly up and down his hardness, loving the feel of him, the way her wetness made everything smooth and easy. She’d done this to him before when she’d wanted to put him under, and she knew how well it worked on him. And she enjoyed having sex like this, in particular the thrill it gave her to sit astride him, and have her way.

‘There’s something else you need to know,’ she whispered in his ear, as if telling him something dark and forbidden. ‘You won’t like it but I’m going to say it anyway. Are you ready to hear what it is?’

He made a strange sound as if he was crying out in his sleep.

‘Oh dear,’ she said, ‘I don’t think you are ready to hear my news. Maybe if I take my top off. Would that help, Sammy? Would it?’

He made his strange sound again.

‘Yes, I think it might help,’ she said, peeling off her cardigan and matching top in one fluid movement, and dropping them on the floor. ‘That’s better, isn’t it,’ she added, a hint of scorn in her voice, an insolence that inflamed his desire. ‘And it’s such a pretty bra, don’t you think? Feel how pretty it is, how lacy and soft.’

Mad for her, he pushed his face between her breasts, his hands around her back, desperate to undo her bra.

‘Take it off if you want,’ she said, kissing his hair. ‘I won’t mind.’

Clumsy with haste, he couldn’t unfasten the tiny hooks.

‘You can kiss my breasts while I tell you my news. Won’t that be lovely?’

At last he undid the hooks, and took one of her breasts in his mouth.

‘There,’ she said, aroused by his need, by her power over him. ‘That’s what you want. And now you’re ready to hear my news.’

She paused for a few moments, letting the anticipation grow, savouring her power.

‘Here it is, Sammy. Here’s my news.’

With a groan of desire, he took her breast deeper into his mouth.

‘I want Mia to come and live with us.’

She felt him start in alarm, and try to push her away, but she was ready for him, holding him tight in her strong, slim arms, and saying, ‘Be good now, be good for your Mistress.’

She took her breast from his mouth, but immediately gave him her other breast, allowing him no time to speak. ‘That feels lovely,’ she said. ‘Don’t stop.’

Utterly lost, he gave a long moan, and suckled at her breast.

‘Good boy,’ she said, stroking his hair. ‘Sweet boy.’

She pushed down to affirm her authority, but pulled back when she felt him begin to lose control. She didn’t want him to come. Not yet.

‘Mia’s very independent … She won’t want to come and live here … Not at first … But you and I, we’ll make her welcome … We’ll make her so welcome she won’t want to live anywhere else … You’ll help me do that, won’t you, Sammy?’

He wanted to refuse, fight back and defend his territory, but she moved with such grace, and her breast felt so good in his mouth that his head went into a tailspin. Glancing down he saw her slim thighs framed by her bunched up skirt, and the pretty lace hem of her slip. He’d always had a thing about slips, and the sight inflamed him all the more, putting him deeper under her sway.

‘Yes, you will,’ she whispered, sensing the change in him, his surrender. ‘You’ll help me like a good slave … Help me have everything I want … You will, won’t you, Sammy?’

Knowing she’d won, she took her breast from his mouth to let him speak.

‘Yes,’ he gasped.

‘You’ll do anything I tell you?’

‘Yes.’ He’d jump off a cliff if she told him to. He’d walk through fire.

‘Yes, who?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he sighed.

‘You’ll be such a busy slave,’ Libby said, smiling that smile of hers, and speaking hypnotically in between bossy little thrusts of her hips. ‘You’ll cook and clean for us … Keep everything spick and span … What a busy boy you’ll be … Every day you’ll have two pairs of panties to wash … Two pairs of shoes to clean … Two dresses to wash and iron … Two breakfasts to cook … And what will you get in return? We’ll be cruel to you, that’s all … Lazy and cruel … That’s what you’ll get in return for all your obedience and hard work … We’ll tease you and mock you … Scorn you and whip you … And you’ll be the happiest, luckiest slave who ever lived … You will, Sam, I promise.’

‘I love you,’ he gasped, his mouth moving from one breast to the other and back again.

‘Sweet Sam,’ she said, delighting in his surrender, her pleasure growing urgent.

‘I love you,’ he said again, a crack in his voice. ‘For ever and ever.’

‘And I love you,’ she said, her own voice breaking as the wave swelled inside her. ‘I love you more than any other man in the world.’

Reaching down, she tugged his cock into place, got herself ready, and pushed down, taking him deep inside.

Crying out, he began thrusting wildly, looking to master her, but Libby just threw back her head and laughed in joy, matching him easily before setting a faster rhythm, her laughter turning to gasps of pleasure as they took each other, straining every sinew to make the other come first.

‘You’re mine,’ she gasped. ‘Mine and Mia’s … We’ll never let you go … Not for a minute … I promise you … I promise …’

The wave breaking, she moved faster, her breasts jiggling, her breath coming in hoarse gasps.

‘Come,’ she commanded him. ‘Come now … Come for your Mistress.’

Overwhelmed, he cried out as he plunged over the edge, and they came together with a force so strong it forged a sacred bond between them.

She – his proud, eternal Mistress.

He – her helpless, adoring slave.

IT SHOCKED him how quickly he became accustomed to serving two Mistresses. Not that Libby and Mia made it difficult for him, at least not at first. The next three nights Mia came home with Libby, and stayed the night, sleeping with Libby while Sam slept, not in the spare room which Libby also used as her study, but in the tiny box-room which barely had room for its narrow single bed. It brought him a powerfully masochistic pleasure to be made to sleep in the smallest bedroom in his own house, and Libby was well aware of how it made him feel, informing him in front of Mia, ‘Mia and I’ll take the master-bedroom, and you’ll have the box-room. It can be your slave’s room, the servant’s quarters.’ They looked at him then, a strange light in their eyes, waiting to see if he’d put up a fight, but he just lowered his gaze, accepting his fate.

But they let him join them at table those first nights, drinking wine and listening to music, and talking with them about books and films, and the crazy mess the world was in, almost as if nothing was out of the ordinary. He even enjoyed Mia’s company, finding her warm and funny and free-minded and yet, even as he talked and laughed, he felt a nagging anxiety deep in his gut, a queasy foreknowledge that his apparent equality could not last for long.

And, sure enough, Libby sent him to bed early to remind him of his place. ‘Off to bed, now, Sam,’ she told him, lolling with Mia on the couch. ‘You can tidy up in the morning. Mia and I need some time to ourselves. If you’re a good boy and don’t make a fuss, I’ll come and tuck you up.’

A roaring sound in his ears, he stood and left without a word of complaint.

It was a bittersweet torment to hear their voices and laughter through the wall while he undressed and got into bed, and he felt very excluded and sorry for himself lying alone in the tiny box-room but, to his delight, Libby did come to wish him goodnight. She sat on the edge of the bed and praised his behaviour before reaching under her skirt to take down her panties and hose, giving them to him, still warm from her body, as a reward for his obedience. He experienced a dark joy in being treated like this, a sickly sweet humiliation that thrilled him to the core.

‘I’m very pleased with you,’ Libby said, leaning down and kissing him on the cheek. ‘If you keep going like this, Mia’s sure to want to move in with us. Good night, Sam, and keep up the good work.‘

‘Goodnight, Mistress,’ he replied, his insides churning with shame and arousal.

He watched her stand and go towards the door, her skirt swaying hypnotically around her knees. ‘Sweet dreams,’ she said without looking back at him, clicking off the light, and pulling the door closed behind her.

Libby tucked him in each of those first three nights, sensing an opportunity to reinforce her authority and his submission. He hated it when she left him alone in his tiny room – but he loved it too, lying in the darkness with only his racing thoughts and her warm, worn underwear for company, an addict with his fix. It didn’t enter his mind to get out of bed, or disobey Libby in any way, and having to welcome Mia so that she’d agree to move into the cottage made him feel as if he was conspiring in his own demise, but it was a conspiracy that fed his submissive arousal, and he’d succumb quickly and gratefully to the shaming joy of ‘panty-sex’ as Libby liked to call it.

When Libby and Mia went to bed he listened out for the sounds of their love-making, dreading to hear them yet longing for the sweet pain he knew they’d inflict – another of the contradictions that made masochism so confoundingly pleasurable – but the master-bedroom was at the far end of the hallway, and he heard nothing until the third night. They must have really been going at it that night for he heard them as clear as if they were just outside his door, and their cries of delight merged with his hoarse gasps as he emptied himself into the taunting, silken bundle of Libby’s hose.

The next two nights Mia stayed at her own apartment in the residences but Libby didn’t seem worried, telling Sam, ‘She loves it here, she’s told me that. She wants her own space, that’s only to be expected, but she’ll come round, I know she will.’ With Mia absent, Sam hoped Libby would take him to bed with her, and he was devastated when she sent him to his little box-room.

‘I know you want to sleep with me,’ Libby told him. ‘I want it too, but I’m not going to be weak. It’s important you get used to our new arrangement, for both our sakes. You’re a slave now, you need to learn your place, and I’m your Mistress – I have to be strong. How would it be if I gave in over every little thing? No, Sammy, it’s best you sleep in your own room. I’m sorry, but there it is.’

Seeing the hurt in his eyes, she kissed him, but said firmly, ‘Off you go now, and don’t look so upset, I haven’t forgotten you. I’ve left my knickers on your pillow.’ She laughed to see the sudden light in his eyes. ‘Well, then, what do you say?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, absurdly grateful, and aroused beyond all reason.

‘You think I’m cruel, but really I’m too good to you,’ she said. ‘I’ll see you in the morning. Breakfast at the usual time. Goodnight, Sammy.’

‘Goodnight, Mistress,’ he said, going obediently to his room.

Mia didn’t stay over again until Saturday night when, greatly to Sam’s embarrassment, it was she and not Libby who came to tuck him up.

‘Libby’s asked me to do it,’ Mia said, sounding a little nervous. ‘She wants me to get used to taking charge of you. Apparently I need to toughen up my act a little. Hope that’s okay,’ she added, not sounding tough at all.

When he didn’t say anything, she perched on the side of his bed, tapped him lightly on the tip of his nose, and said, ‘You’re funny lying there with just your head sticking out from under the blankets. You’re like a little boy sent to bed by his Mommy, a naughty little boy who’s being taught a lesson.’

‘That’s how I feel,’ Sam thought but couldn’t say. ‘Worse, I feel like a fool, a nobody, a shadow of a man.’

But Mia just laughed at his shyness, and stroked his golden hair, making him feel even more like a child.

‘Sleep well, Sammy,’ she said in the American accent he found both irritating and lovely beyond words, ‘and thanks for making me welcome. Not just welcome. You’ve made me feel comfortable, like you’re happy to have me here. I know that can’t have been easy, and I appreciate it very much. And it’s great to meet someone who likes so many different kinds of music. I have something playing all the time when I’m writing, and I enjoy every kind of music. I’m gonna listen to those guitar players you told me about, and that John Martyn guy you let me hear – he’s something else. I’ve never heard anyone like him. Like you said, he’s a one-off.’

Shifting on the bed, her nylon-clad legs made a soft rasping sound that caused Sam’s heart to skip a beat. Suddenly, everything about her seemed impossibly, irresistibly beautiful.

‘You’ve been very kind,’ she told him, ‘and Libby couldn’t be more pleased. She thinks the world of you, don’t ever forget that. If she’s mean to you, it’s only to be kind and give you what you want, you know that, don’t you?’

‘Only to get what she wants,’ Sam thought bitterly, but he just nodded his head, trying not to look at the faint outline of her bra beneath her dress, or her lovely, slender legs.

‘I feel like a babysitter,’ Mia said, laughing softly and arranging the hem of her dress. ‘Maybe I should read you a story. What would you like – Three Little Pigs? The Cat In The Hat?’

Sam experienced a surge of arousal that made the room spin. He’d have lain there and listened to her read him stories in her warm American voice until the stars went out.

‘Libby has a funny name for this,’ Mia said, leaning down and whispering in his ear as if sharing a confidence with him. ‘She doesn’t say she’s going to tuck you up, she says fuck you up instead. “I’m just going to fuck Sammy up,” she says, “I won’t be long.”’

Sam frowned, wounded to learn he was the butt of their jokes.

‘It’s okay,’ she said, seeing his hurt look. ‘She doesn’t mean anything by it. She likes to make me laugh, that’s all. So here I am,’ she said, laughing her lovely laugh, ‘come to fuck you up for the night.’

Mia hoped he’d laugh along with her, but he just gazed up at her, a rabbit in headlights.

‘I need to ask you a question,’ she said, suddenly worried for him. ‘You okay with that?’

Startled, he gave a nod.

‘Just answer yes or no.’

He gave another nod.

‘Okay, here’s my question,’ she said. ‘Is this alright with you, me being here like this?’

Not trusting himself to speak, he just nodded again, but she didn’t let him away with it.

‘Speak,’ she said. ‘I need to hear you say it.’

‘Yes,’ he said, his throat dry.

‘Treating you the way we do, sending you off to bed, bossing you around like a servant, are you really okay with that?’

‘Yes,’ he said again. He wasn’t okay with it, not the slightest bit okay, but that wasn’t the same as wanting it to stop. Deep in his aching heart he wanted to live like this for all eternity. If eternity wasn’t possible, he wanted them to wear elegant black dresses at his funeral.

‘You sure, now?’

‘Yes,’ he said, moved that she’d thought to ask him. He no longer expected to be consulted on even the smallest matters.

‘You don’t want this to stop?’

‘No,’ he said, a tremor in his voice.

‘You’re happy to go on like this?’

‘Yes,’ he said, deeper in the quicksand. Drowning.

‘I needed to hear you say it without Libby being here,’ Mia said. ‘I needed to be sure. So, guess we keep going, then, since it’s okay with you.’

‘Yes,’ he said weakly. Why hadn’t he answered ‘no’ instead? Why hadn’t he said, ‘Save me, love me, make me a man again?’

‘I don’t mean to be picky,’ she said, ‘but yes, who?’

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ he said, stung by her correction yet thrilled by it too.

‘You need to remember that.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

‘Libby wants me to be firm with you, real firm, so that’s how it’s gonna be, you got that?’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

She smiled, giving a little shake of her head as if she couldn’t believe how much he’d take, and said, ‘There’s something else I have to do, I think you know what it is.’

He stared up at her, the blood pounding in his head. ‘She can’t be going to do that,’ he thought. ‘She just can’t.’

‘Here I go,’ she said, reaching under her dress, and taking down her hose and panties. ‘These are for you.’

She held them out to him, but he was too stunned to take them.

‘Go on,’ she said. ‘I remember telling you you’d have to earn my panties and, far as I’m concerned, you have. Do what you like with them, I won’t mind.’

Deeply shamed yet moved by her gift, he reached out from under the blankets, and she pressed the warm bundle into his hand.

‘Have fun,’ she whispered in his ear, kissing the top of his head, and ruffling his hair the way she’d seen Libby do. Already she was looking forward to showing Libby she was naked under her dress. ‘Goodnight, Sammy,’ she said, standing and going to the door where she clicked off the light. ‘Don’t let the bugs bite.’

In the morning he cooked them breakfast, and afterwards he did the ironing while Mia and Libby enjoyed their Sunday, lazing in front of the stove dressed only in vests and knickers, reading books, and shopping and sending emails on their laptops. Around eleven they put on some clothes, took the landrover, and drove off without telling him where they were going, or when they’d be back, or whether they expected him to prepare an evening meal. He covered his back by making a bolognese sauce, and then he went outside and tore down the old wire-meshing round the hen-coop, replacing it with new mesh he sank over a foot into the ground to keep the foxes out. He’d just finished when two cars drove up the track to the cottage. Libby was driving his landrover, and Mia was driving a saturn yellow VW Beetle.

‘Mia’s bought a car,’ Libby shouted to him as she got out and stood arm in arm with Mia admiring the new purchase.

‘She’s lovely, isn’t she?’ said Mia, running her hand proudly along the curved bonnet.

‘She’s perfect,’ said Libby. ‘Mia wants to come and go as she pleases,’ Libby told Sam, the glint of conspiracy in her eyes. ‘Having her own car will make it much easier for her to spend time at the cottage. Isn’t that wonderful?’

Libby didn’t wait for him to answer. She’d already got into the driver’s-seat to examine the car’s unique dash-board vase, calling to Sam, ‘Fresh flowers every week, Sam. Make sure of it.’

‘Will you do that for me?’ Mia asked him, warm amusement in her eyes.

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ he said.

THAT EVENING Mia put the spare keys to her car on the kitchen mantle, saying, ‘The car’s for all of us, it’s my contribution to this whole thing. Use it whenever you want.’ And so, on Monday afternoon Sam took his landrover into town and bought flowers from the florist’s on Market Street – a pretty posy of yellow carnations with smaller, more delicate flowers of blue and white – and then he drove to the university car park to look for Mia’s car. It’s vivid yellow colour made it easy to find, and he unlocked the car with the spare keys and placed the posy in the dashboard vase, arranging it carefully, and adding water to keep the flowers fresh.

That evening, when Mia drove Libby back from work, Mia came straight up to Sam, put her arms around him, and kissed him – a proper, lover’s kiss that made him feel ten feet tall.

‘That was sweet of you, Sam,’ Mia said, tears in her eyes. ‘Such pretty flowers, I’ll never forget it.’

‘My turn,’ Libby said, smiling at him fondly, and kissing him just as deeply.

After their meal, Libby and Mia did some academic work for an hour or so, and then Libby opened a bottle of wine while Mia looked for a music video she wanted to show Libby. ‘You can watch it too,’ Mia told Sam, pulling him onto the couch beside them to watch the video on her laptop.

The video showed Heloise Letissier, or Christine and The Queens as she called her act, in a live performance of her song ‘Tilted.’ Libby was familiar with the song from a few years ago when it had been a hit, but she’d never seen Heloise Letissier before, or seen her charming dance routine.

‘Isn’t she something?’ said Mia. ‘She’s got to be the cutest girl in the world.’

‘Really?’ said Libby, giving Mia a look.

‘Alright,’ said Mia. ‘Second cutest. What do you think, Sam?’

‘Third cutest,’ said Sam.

‘Good answer,’ said Mia.

‘Come on,’ said Libby, standing and pulling Mia up with her, ‘let’s do it.’

They placed the laptop on the table where they could see it, and set about trying to copy the singer’s routine. Mia and Libby were good dancers, but the routine was harder than it looked, requiring great precision, and the ability to nail a repetitive groove but with quirky and unexpected stop-start variations. During their fourth time through, Libby saw Sam laughing at them, and she pulled him to his feet, saying, ‘Let’s see you do it, then, if you’re so bloody clever.’ He went to sit down, but they wouldn’t let him. Taking an arm each they made him stand between them facing the laptop, and Mia set the video to play.

Much to their annoyance, Sam was a sharp mover and quick learner, particularly when it came to the backward shimmies and tricky little toe-kicks that figured so prominently in the routine.

‘Trust you to be so good,’ said Libby after his first time through.

Not to be outdone, Mia and Libby raised their game and, after three more attempts, they performed the dance so well all three of them couldn’t keep from smiling and hugging each other in celebration.

Thirsty after the exercise, Sam went to the sink and poured himself a glass of water but, when he turned round, Libby and Mia were gone. This surprised him as he expected to be sent off to bed first as had become the custom. He busied himself loading the dishwasher and tidying the kitchen and he was wiping down the table when Mia and Libby came in wearing the chemises they wore as nightdresses, Mia in red and Libby in blue. He was familiar with the pretty garments – in the mornings, when he made up their bed and collected their dirty laundry, he folded their chemises neatly and put them under their pillows – but he’d never seen Mia and Libby wearing them, and he found it a bewitching sight.

‘This way, honey,’ Mia said, taking him by the arm. ‘You’re coming with us.’

They led him across the hall and into their bedroom where Libby undid his belt and took down his jeans while Mia pulled off his shirt.

‘We’re making you an honorary girl for the night,’ Libby told him, pulling him towards the bed, ‘so you’d bettter keep on those pretty little knickers.’

‘Else we’ll throw you out the girls’ dorm for being a boy,’ Mia said.

He was wearing a pair of skimpy panties Mia had given him the night before, silky little knickers in ice blue satin that felt lovely against his skin.

Mia got into bed first and Libby lay down beside her, cuddling in close with her back to Sam.

‘In you get,’ Mia said, patting the space behind Libby.

Wondering where this was leading, Sam got into bed and lay on his back looking at the ceiling while Mia and Libby kissed and cuddled beside him. Lying very still, he sensed the storm gathering in the air around him. The sounds of their kisses, and the thought of their legs entwining, and their breasts touching through the silk of their chemises aroused him greatly, and he felt himself come fiercely erect, and push past the waistband of his panties.

‘Come on, Sam, don’t be shy,’ Mia said, smiling at him over Libby’s shoulder. ‘Cuddle up with us girls, I know you want to.’

Tentatively, Sam turned towards Libby and pressed against her back, hiding his face in her lovely, fragrant hair.

‘That’s the way,’ Mia said warmly, placing an arm around him, and pulling him harder against Libby. ‘Feel how lovely she is.’

Libby made a soft, mewling sound and kissed Mia but, as she melted into the kiss, she pushed her bottom against Sam’s erection, and wiggled against it in a way that set his blood on fire.

‘Ain’t she the sweetest thing?’ Mia said, aroused to find herself in the role of ringmaster. ‘Reckon this is your lucky day.’

She leaned over Libby’s shoulder, and kissed Sam full on the mouth, and kept kissing him as if she never wanted it to end.

‘Hey,’ she whispered to Libby once she’d dragged her lips from his, ‘you never told me he was a champion kisser.’

Libby made her little mewling sound again, and kissed Mia hungrily as if to reclaim her for her own. All the time they kissed, Mia stroked the back of Sam’s head, his shoulder and arm, and then his buttocks, digging her nails into his flesh, and pulling him even harder against Libby who pushed back against him in welcome, making him so crazy for her he put his arms around Mia, crushing them together as the tip of his cock found its way to Libby’s hot, slick cunt.

‘Not so fast,’ Mia told him, feeling his hunger. ‘I’ll tell you when, okay?’

Libby gave an animal groan of desire, deeply aroused to hear Mia take charge of Sam. So many of her buttons were being pressed at once she feared she might explode.

‘Now,’ she whispered to Mia. ‘Please, God, now.’

‘Tramp,’ Mia said fondly, her hand slipping between Libby’s legs, caressing her as Sam’s cock pushed another inch inside. Making her fingers into a v-shape, Mia frigged them both with little flicks of her wrist.

‘Oh, God,’ Libby gasped, her cunt opening like a flower as Sam’s breathing grew loud.

‘She’s ready,’ Mia told Sam. ‘But I’m guessing you know that.’

He made a guttural sound, and crushed Mia tighter against Libby, his hand moving slowly down her back and the cleft of her buttocks, and sliding between her legs.

Very aroused, Mia raised a leg, crooking her knee and making it easy for him. She sighed when his fingers found her most secret place. She was very wet, and his fingers slipped easily inside her, frigging her with the same rhythm she was using on him, bringing her the sweetest joy.

‘Come on, Sammy,’ she said, her voice husky now. ‘What are you waiting for? Ain’t you gonna give Libby what she wants? Ain’t you gonna show her a good time?’

Taunted by her words, Sam pushed inside Libby and began to fuck her with hard, deep strokes that made her cry out with what sounded like distress, but Mia knew better.

‘There, my love,’ Mia whispered tenderly. ‘Sssh, it’s alright now. It’s what you want, what you need,’ but Libby began to shake and tremble, her fingers clutching onto Mia. ‘I’m here,’ Mia said with infinite gentleness. ‘I’ve got you, my love, I’ve got you.’

Libby’s cries grew louder, and Sam’s thrusts harder and faster until he knew he must come, but Mia wrapped his hair in her fingers, and tugged hard, saying sternly, ‘Not yet, Sam. Ladies first, and don’t you forget it.’

With a huge effort of will Sam ceased his thrusts, and lay still but with his cock pulsing inside Libby, beating with desire. Every pulse took him closer to bliss, and yet he clenched his teeth and held back the wave of pleasure, his strong fingers working Mia so sweetly her breathing turned ragged, and her nipples, hard against Libby’s, became little points of joy.

They lay like that for long moments, their bodies beating as one, the pleasure building inside them. Libby was the first to break, the orgasm tearing through her so that she crushed Mia in her arms and pushed back against Sam, taking him as deep as she could. When the wave retreated she was startled to feel Sam thrusting powerfully. She thought he’d come too, and she spoke Mia’s name in confusion as if asking for help, but there was no help to be had. Sam’s head had pushed past hers as if she was no longer of any consequence, his mouth finding Mia’s, kissing her with a wolf’s hunger, claiming her as his right.

He’d grown used to the joy of Libby’s cunt and, now that she’d come, he could move freely inside her, no longer fearful that he’d lose control. He’d flown though the clouds to the open sky above. He’d recovered his manly vigour, and he was set on driving Libby beyond pleasure to bliss, and yet it was Mia’s kiss that thrilled him most, the joy of having them both in his power. Savage now, fierce with lust, he’d show them who was master. He’d punish them with his male potency and strength for treating him the way they had.

Cowed yet thrilled by the ferocity of their kiss, Libby nosed aside the silk of Mia’s chemise and took one of her breasts in her mouth, sucking on its hardened nipple as she was crushed and jostled between Sam and Mia. Mia responded by groaning into Sam’s mouth, and pulling him closer so that he fucked Libby harder and deeper, waking in her a new arousal she feared would be more than she could bear. And Mia felt wonderfully alive to Libby’s joy, as if Sam was fucking her not Libby, and when Sam’s kiss grew rougher and more insistent, and she felt her cunt clench and flicker around his fingers as if it had a life of its own, her senses began their climb towards the sweet certainty of bliss.

Far from punishing Libby, Sam’s brutal thrusts led her only to greater pleasure. Even with Mia’s breast in her mouth, she gasped and groaned as if some monster held her in its clutches, a wild and magnificent creature free at last from its bonds. Lost in pleasure, he thrilled to the sound of Libby’s cries, hearing them as cries for mercy. But he’d show no mercy. She’d never shown him any, and he’d pay her back in kind.

But then Mia broke their kiss, and said in between gasps of pleasure. ‘Come, now, Sammy. Show Libby how much you love her. Give her what she wants.’

Startled by her command, he felt his control slip.

‘Time’s up,’ Mia said, something taunting in her voice. ‘You’ve given us what we want. Come, now. You have our permission.’

Her words flipped some switch in his brain, and suddenly he was coming, coming and coming, emptying himself into Libby’s glorious cunt, giving himself over to his Mistresses, body and soul.

Mia and Libby came too, the storm breaking all at once in their fevered senses. Once the storm passed, they lay together, their breathing slowing by degrees. No-one spoke, but a sense of peace and contentment settled over them like a blessing.

In less than a minute they were fast asleep.

Puppies in a basket.

OVER THE next few days Libby and Mia kept their distance from Sam as if they wanted to remind him of his true place in their lives. He cooked their meals as always, but they didn’t let him eat at table, making him serve as their attentive waiter, and neither of them came to ‘fuck him up’ at night although, when he was sent to bed, there was always a pair of pretty knickers hanging on the door handle of his room. It was thin pickings after his glorious night in bed with them, but he quickly settled back into his routine, serving his Mistresses with care and devotion. But on Thursday evening Mia and Libby took their control over him to a new and surprising place.

They arrived back from work with a bottle of champagne to celebrate the warm response Mia had received from America to the first draft of her screenplay for an action-thriller called ‘Tiger, Tiger.’ It was a response that triggered the next stage of her contract, and guaranteed another payment. A large sum of money would soon be appearing in Mia’s bank account, and she was both delighted and relieved. She may have been better known for her short stories, and won prizes with them, but they didn’t sell enough to make her much money. With her salary from the university, and her fee for her screenplay, Mia had become a well-off young woman, and she’d be able to keep writing her short stories. Film writing had served its purpose. It had earned her the freedom to write as she liked.

Too excited to eat, Mia and Libby turned down the meal Sam had prepared. The champagne went straight to their heads, and then, when that was gone, Libby opened a bottle of wine. More than tipsy, they sat together on the couch whispering, and kissing and giggling, until a silence fell that made Sam uneasy. He’d learned to read the signs, and he knew they had him in their sights.

Libby whispered something in Mia’s ear which set them giggling again, and then Mia cleared her throat and spoke to Sam with casual insolence.

‘Hey, Sam,’ she said, ‘Libby tells me you’ve got a real cool way of cleaning my shoes.’

Sam stood aghast, as dazed and winded as if he’d been punched by a boxer, and gripped by a burning anger at Libby. Why had she told Mia about the shoes? He’d asked her not to. What did she have to gain by it? It was cruel of her, there was no other word for it.

‘What’s the matter?’ Mia said.

‘N-nothing,’ he stammered, wanting to run from the room.

‘Well, my shoes are dirty,’ Mia said, stretching out a leg and wiggling her shoe from side to side. ‘I need you to clean them for me.’

A fog in his head, he went towards the cupboard that held the shoe-cleaning box.

‘Where are you going?’ Libby asked him.

‘T-to get brushes and polish,’ he said hopelessly.

‘You don’t need brushes and polish,’ Libby said, a cold light in her eyes. ‘You know you don’t.’

Hardly able to breathe, Sam stood as still as a statue, trying to think of some way, any way, to save himself.

‘Well, do you, Sammy?’ Mia asked him. ‘Do you need brushes and polish?’

‘No,’ he said, his tongue thick and heavy in his mouth.

‘In that case, why don’t you come over here?’ said Mia, ‘and give my shoes a clean?’

‘For God’s sake, hurry up,’ said Libby when he didn’t move. ’Don’t keep Mia waiting.’

He told himself to turn and walk out of the room, and yet he found himself walking slowly towards his tormentors, his breath coming in short, tight gasps that made his chest hurt.

‘Here you go,’ said Mia approvingly, still wiggling her shoe, ‘Show me how you clean ‘em. I’m curious to see.’

He looked to Libby for help, but he saw only a wicked amusement in her eyes, and he knew he was lost.

‘Come on, Sammy,’ Libby said. ‘We haven’t got all night.’

Sinking to his knees, Sam crouched at their feet, his head bowed, and a sweet terror in his soul. He hated Libby for her betrayal, yet he loved her for it too. She was his Mistress, and could do as she liked with him.

‘That’s the way,’ Mia said, tapping the toe of her high-heeled shoe against his cheek. ‘Get to work.’

A man possessed, he took her shoe in both hands and pressed his mouth to its smooth leather. He kissed it, and then, to the sound of their laughter, he began to lick, thrilled by the tang of leather on his tongue, and the taste of dirt and dust in his mouth.

‘He’s really doing it,’ said Mia.

‘Told you he would,’ said Libby, sending an arrow to his heart.

‘Don’t forget the other one,’ said Mia, giving him her other shoe.

In a frenzy of submissive desire, he licked her shoe, worshipping it with the devotion of a zealot.

‘Good work,’ said Mia.

‘That’s the way,’ said Libby.

‘Look at him go,’ said Mia.

‘He’s a real shoeshine boy,’ said Libby.

‘He sure is,’ said Mia, laughter in her voice. ‘You reckon he likes the taste of my shoes?’

‘Let’s find out,’ said Libby. ‘Take down your jeans, Sammy,’ she commanded him.

Unable to refuse, Sam undid his belt and took down his jeans, all the while still licking Mia’s bossy little shoe.

‘Panties too,’ Mia said.

He hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding, and then he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his panties, and took them down.

‘Case proven,’ said Libby when Sam’s erect cock sprang into view. ‘He loves the taste of your shoes.’

‘I’ll say,’ said Mia.

‘You do, don’t you, Sammy?’ Libby said, stretching out a leg under Mia’s, hefting Sam’s balls with the toe of her shoe, delivering lazy little kicks that made him gasp and wince, but didn’t stop him from worshipping Mia’s shoe. If anything, he worshipped it with even greater devotion.

Aroused by their dominance, Mia and Libby melted into a kiss while Sam, still kissing Mia’s shoe, glanced upwards only to see Libby’s hand slide under Mia’s dress. Mia groaned with desire, parting her legs to let Libby’s hand climb higher. Sam gazed in wonder as Libby cupped Mia between her legs, caressing her through her hose and panties. Helplessly aroused, Sam found the sight of Mia’s white panties beneath the smoky gauze of her hose infinitely alluring.

‘He’s looking up your dress,’ Libby said, causing Sam to start in guilt.

‘Dirty boy,’ said Mia, making no attempt to close her legs.

‘Did you give him permission to look up your dress?’ said Libby.

‘I certainly did not,’ said Mia.

‘Can’t have the slave peeking at our panties,’ said Libby.

‘On no account,’ said Mia.

‘It’s disrespectful,’ said Libby.

‘It is,’ said Mia.

‘He’s still looking,’ said Libby.

‘Has he no shame?’ said Mia.

‘He’ll have to be punished,’ said Libby.

‘He sure will,’ said Mia, her hand slipping through a gap in Libby’s blouse.

‘We’ll use the crop,’ said Libby.

‘We will,’ said Mia, kissing Libby again, fondling her lovely breasts through the lace of her bra.

‘It’s going to happen,’ Sam thought with a shiver of fear. ‘They’re going to beat me, both of them, Libby and Mia, they’re going to put me over the table and beat me with the crop,’ and yet he remained fully erect as he kissed Mia’s shoe, and nuzzled his burning cheek against her shapely ankle.

Lost in their wanton caresses, Mia and Libby kept him at their feet for long minutes and then, forgetting all about him, they got to their feet, and hurried off to bed to consummate their passion. They didn’t say a word to him, or even look in his direction. He’d become an irrelevance, and it aroused Sam greatly to be abandoned in such a way, and yet he felt a deep ache of yearning. To his despair, he understood that he wanted them to punish him. More than that, he wanted them to thrash him until he sobbed and cried out in agony, until he was nothing, no-one, a pitiful shadow-creature living only for the darkest and most shameful of delights.

Still kneeling, he dealt with his arousal in the only way a slave can, visions of Libby and Mia burning in his mind, along with memories of their taunts and laughter, until at last he came with shattering force into the uncaring shadows that possessed him.

HAD THEY deliberately woken his appetite for punishment knowing his hunger would only grow stronger? Had they woken it in themselves the better to enjoy the anticipation of putting him under the crop? Sam had no way of knowing. All he could say for certain was that his hunger grew stronger day by day until his craving to be punished by Mia as well as Libby knew no bounds. Every waking minute his fevered mind conjured images of them taking down his jeans and putting him over the table before circling him like lovely wolves.

For three days and nights he lived in this state of fearful longing so that, when the night of his punishment finally arrived, he felt more relief than fear. Not that he saw it coming. They’d allowed him to eat at table, and then sat cuddling on the couch watching television while he cleared up after their meal, and got on with ironing their clothes. All seemed peaceful, even when Libby stood and stretched, and came over to him with a kindly smile on her face.

‘Well, then, Sammy,’ she said softly, ‘I think it’s time, don’t you? You knew the day would come, and now it has.’

He swallowed hard, but nodded his head. Mia got up from the couch and joined them, her presence unnerving him, turning his excitement to fear again.

‘We won’t put it off any longer,’ Libby said as if she was doing him a kindness. ‘Go to the bedroom and fetch the crop.’

‘I’ll go get it,’ Mia said.

‘It’s okay, love,’ Libby said. ‘Sam always gets it. It’s better that way. It makes it clear that he accepts his punishment, accepts my right to inflict it. On you go, Sammy,’ she said, stroking his arm. ‘Don’t be slow.’

His senses in turmoil, Sam left the room, crossed the hall and went into the master bedroom. The chair and chest-of-drawers were covered in Mia’s jeans, dresses and underwear, and three pairs of her shoes lay by the side of the wardrobe. Her hair-brush, bottles of scent and make-up lay scattered on the dressing-table alongside Libby’s. Mia may not have moved in but she stayed over three or four nights a week now, and he knew it wouldn’t be long before Libby told him to take his clothes and shoes from the bedroom to make room for Mia’s. It would be another step on his descent to complete servitude. Or maybe it was an ascent, he told himself, trying to think like Libby, but his hand was shaking when he took the crop from the bed-post. It weighed nothing in his hand, but then fire also weighed nothing, he thought fearfully, dread feeding his insane arousal.

They were kissing when he came back into the kitchen, their hands all over each other, and he had to stand like a fool waiting for them to notice him. It hurt and shamed him terribly, yet it made him giddy with arousal.

‘There you are,’ Mia said finally. ‘What took you so long?’

‘He’ll have been sniffing our knickers,’ Libby said, ‘licking our shoes.’

Sam wanted to protest, but he said nothing. What could he say that would make any difference?

‘You know the drill,’ Libby said, taking the crop from him, whipping it once through the air to hear its deadly hiss.

He didn’t even try to resist, he just took down his jeans, and hung his head in shame.

‘Knickers too,’ Libby said.

He made a funny choking sound when he took down his knickers, and one of his legs began to shake even as his cock came erect.

‘Told you he likes it,’ said Libby.

‘He’s shaking,’ said Mia.

‘It wouldn’t be any fun if he wasn’t scared,’ said Libby. ‘And he knows how hard I hit.’

A violent tremor coursed through him, and suddenly his whole body was shaking.

‘Does he always do that?’ said Mia.

‘He’s not usually this bad,’ said Libby. ‘He’s used to me, but he’s nervous of you.’

‘Hey, now, Sammy,’ Mia whispered to him soothingly, putting a friendly hand on his arm. ‘I’m nervous too. I’ve never beaten anyone before. Come on, and we’ll be nervous together.’

The kindness in her voice only made him more anxious, and he gave a groan of defeat as he lay across the table, his hands gripping the table-edge.

‘He’s shaking because he wants it so much,’ Libby said. ‘He’ll have been thinking about it for days. Dreaming about it.’

‘Guess we shouldn’t disappoint him,’ said Mia, stroking his flank. ‘Nice ass.’

‘Nicer with stripes.’

‘Tiger, tiger,’ said Mia.

‘Will I go first?’

‘Please,’ said Mia who wanted to see how it was done.

‘Stroke his hair if you like,’ said Libby, rolling up her sleeve in a businesslike way that Mia found beguiling. ‘Stay with him, be his nurse, he’ll like that.’

Mia strolled round the table, taking her time, saying, ‘It’s okay, Sammy. You and me, we’re gonna get through this. We’re gonna do just fine.’ Reaching his head, she ran her fingers through his hair, thinking again how handsome he was.

He glanced up, the fear in his eyes arousing her so much she pushed her crotch against his forehead. Straining his neck and groaning in desire, he lifted his head and pressed his face into the folds of her skirt, his nose and mouth finding her sweetest place beneath the soft material.

‘There you go,’ Mia said, both tender and cruel, a wildness between her legs. ‘We’re partners. We’re a team.’

Suddenly the sound of the crop striking flesh rang out, causing Sam to start in pain, and Mia to catch her breath in shock and excitement. Libby lashed Sam five more times in quick succession before pausing, and saying in a stern voice, ‘You’ll take this from us, Sam. You’ll take it as a mark of our power over you as our servant and slave.’

Libby didn’t know where the words came from, only that they sounded right, and it aroused her to speak them. It was a performance, she knew that perfectly well, yet it felt more than real.

She thrashed him eight or nine more times, her eyes blazing, and her arm rising and falling with fearsome power and intent. Mia gazed at Libby, finding her magnificent, her fingers twisting in Sam’s hair as he writhed in pain from Libby’s blows. Before she knew it, she’d lifted her dress to let his quivering mouth press against the front of her panties, saying, ‘For you, Sam, to make it easier,’ but it was a lie. She’d done it for her pleasure not his.

Mia had played cruel games before but she’d never considered herself to be a sadistic woman. Clearly, she was going to have to revise her opinion.

Smiling at Mia, Libby lashed Sam with blows so hard he began to whimper and cry out even as he hid his face in the heavenly valley between Mia’s thighs. Mia felt the vibration of his cries through her panties, the cruelty of it bringing her the sweetest of delights.

At last Libby ceased her blows, and stood breathing heavily, her lovely breasts rising and falling inside her tight blouse. Once she’d composed herself, she gazed at Mia with the sweetest mischief in her eyes, and said, ‘Your turn.’

‘Wish me luck,’ Mia said to Sam, a lovely dampness between her legs.

Libby pulled Mia into a hungry kiss, then offered her the crop, saying, ‘Don’t be afraid. It’s what he wants, what he needs. Show him you’re his Mistress, really show him.’

Mia took the crop from Libby, the touch of it sending an electric charge up her arm that cleared her brain and left her in no doubt as to the enormity of what she was about to do. She was going to beat a man, whip his naked body. She was going to take pleasure in his suffering. Her rational mind rebelled against the idea yet her grip tightened on the crop as she took in Sam’s body stretched across the table – his broad shoulders, strong back and slim waist, his heavy, dangling balls and his lovely ass, the stripes from Libby’s blows already beginning to show on his pale skin. He had the look of a sacrificial offering, but a sacrifice to what exactly, she wondered. Her need to be different? Her endless hunt for a story worth writing? His own dark and ceaseless desires? Libby’s fearless beauty? The life-force? Fearing she’d lose her nerve, Mia looked up to see Libby standing by Sam’s head, stroking his hair, and speaking softly.

‘Poor Sammy,’ Libby said. ‘Was I bad to you?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his voice hoarse and strained, no more than a whisper.

‘Very bad?’

‘Yes.’

‘Did I hurt you?’

‘Yes.’

‘Say thank-you.’

‘Thank-you.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘I’m such a cruel woman, you shouldn’t have anything to do with me. Whatever possessed you to get involved with a selfish little Scots bitch like me? Just think, you could have found a nice, sweet girl who’d love and care for you the way you deserve, cook your meals and wash your clothes, and give you children to play in your woods and fish in your river. That’s the kind of girl you want, isn’t it, Sammy?’

‘No!’ he almost shouted, defiance in his voice.

‘No?’ said Libby, feigning surprise. ‘You don’t want a nice, sweet girl?’

‘No,’ he said again.

‘Then you must want a cruel girl.’

‘Yes,’ he groaned, a shiver passing through his body.

‘You want Mia and I to be cruel?’ said Libby, taking the soft hem of her skirt and slapping it against his face, challenging him to a duel he couldn’t win. ‘You want us to be bad to you?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, utterly beguiled.

‘Very well,’ said Libby, lifting her skirt higher and pressing her panty-clad crotch against his face the way Mia had done, ‘but maybe this will help with the pain.’

Smiling at Mia, a strangely gentle look in her eyes, Libby nodded her head, giving Mia the signal to begin.

Holding her breath, Mia lifted her arm and struck her first blow. In an instant all her doubts vanished. The sound it made, and the feeling of power it gave her, thrilled her to the core. Exhilarated, her senses soaring, she struck Sam again and again, her blows as hard if not harder than Libby’s had been, until Sam’s cries of pain became a long, keening cry of agony and the deepest surrender. Only then did she stop, dropping the crop and running into Libby’s arms, kissing her with a burning hunger.

‘Good girl,’ Libby told her. ‘Now you’re really his Mistress, and he’s really your slave.’

‘Take me to bed,’ said Mia.

‘My love,’ said Libby, kissing her again. ‘Just let me check on Sammy first.’

‘Come on, sweetheart,’ she said, taking him by the arm and helping him stand. ‘It’ll pass, believe me. You’ll be okay in a minute or two.’

Standing with difficulty, he was a pathetic sight. Still shaking, he had tears in his eyes, and his cock was shrunken, overwhelmed by the pain of his beating. Mia was shocked to see the effect of their blows, but she remained very aroused nonetheless. Somewhere in the back of her brain the writer took note – ‘A hunger stronger than conscience. A pleasure beyond pain.’

‘My God, Sammy,’ Mia said, glancing at his shrunken cock. ‘What have we done to you?’

‘I’m going to show you a magic trick,’ said Libby, leading Sam away from the table. ‘Come over here,’ she said, beckoning to Mia. Immediately Mia went to her. ‘Kiss me,’ Libby commanded. Only too glad to obey, Mia kissed her hungrily.

‘How did I live without you?’ said Mia after their kiss.

‘You didn’t,’ said Libby.

Turning to Sam, Libby told him firmly, ‘Kneel, Sammy, you’ll feel better if you do.’

He didn’t so much kneel as fall to the floor in a half-faint.

‘Good boy,’ said Libby, turning Mia’s back to face him. ‘Now, thank Mia for beating you.’

‘Thank-you, Ma’am,’ he said hoarsely.

‘Show her how grateful you are,’ said Libby. ‘Kiss her lovely bum. Show her how much you love her.’

Still in agony, but in a state close to rapture, Sam pressed his face against Mia’s pretty dress, kissing the lovely curves beneath the soft cotton.

Thrilled by Libby’s display of power, Mia kissed her passionately, pushing her bottom hard against Sam’s mouth. Still kissing Mia, Libby reached behind her lover, sliding up her dress and taking down her panties and hose so that Sam was kissing her warm, smooth flesh.

Mad for her, Sam pushed his tongue deep between her buttocks before moving down to the heavenly oasis of her cunt, thrilled, despite the terrible pain Mia had inflicted, to hear her sighs of pleasure.

‘Now, look at this,’ Libby whispered to Mia, pulling her away from their helpless slave so that they both looked down on his kneeling figure. ‘Hey presto.’

Even so soon after his beating, Sam’s cock was fully erect, rearing up towards his mistresses like the prow of a ship.

‘That is magic,’ said Mia, peeling off her hose and panties and throwing them at Sam. Both women laughed to see them catch on his erection, and dangle from it.

‘Don’t say we’re not good to you,’ said Libby, leading Mia away to their bedroom.

Suddenly, without even touching himself, although Mia’s panties and hose swinging from his erection may have had something to do with it, Sam came with such shocking, explosive force that he fell forwards onto his hands and knees where he stayed for almost a minute before getting unsteadily to his feet, and seeking the refuge of his little box-room.

BEATING SAM so severely must have woken in Libby and Mia a greater desire to be cruel for three days later they came back to the cottage with a dog collar and leash they’d bought in the pet-shop. They made Sam strip down to his panties before fastening the collar around his neck, and attaching the leash. They had great fun leading him on all fours around the cottage, making him sit and give a paw, and drink from a bowl, teasing him with their pretty skirts before giving him a row for trying to sniff their knickers.

‘Bad doggie,’ Mia said, smacking him on the back of his head with the end of the leash.

They even took him outside, refusing to come in from the cold until he’d ‘done his business’ against a tree. Later, that evening, after Libby had drunk some wine, she took Puppy Sam on his leash with her to the bathroom. She’s intended to pat him and scratch his ears while she took a pee, but wine had loosened her inhibitions and she gave in to a much darker urge. Taking off his collar, she positioned him facedown over the toilet bowl, saying, ‘Stay there, puppy. Don’t move.’

Sam waited in a state of shock, staring into the bowl, listening to the soft rustling of her clothes as she lifted her skirt and took down her tights and knickers. Her lovely legs appeared on either side of his head as she crouched astride him. Too stunned to speak or move, Sam heard her say, ‘I mean it now, puppy, don’t you dare move.’

Long moments passed, and Sam came to believe she was playing a joke on him, and then he felt it, a weight against his hair, a pressure that grew heavier and warmer, until it ran in a heavy stream down his cheeks and splashed into the bowl before his astonished gaze. She was peeing on him, using him as her toilet. He felt a scalding rage at her – how could she possibly do this to him? And yet he stayed where he was, and said nothing, a dark joy rising in his heart even as the stream continued to pour down his cheeks – the joy only a slave can feel when his Mistress uses him for her amusement.

He heard her tear off a piece of toilet paper before wiping herself, and dropping the tissue into the bowl where he watched it float in the pee-stained water.

‘Stay there until you stop dripping,’ she commanded him, pulling up her underwear and arranging her skirt. ‘Then and only then take a shower and clean yourself up.’ After she’d gone, she left the door open and he heard her laughing with Mia in the kitchen.

It took an age for the dripping to stop, and then, feeling very like a beaten dog, he flushed the toilet and took a shower. When he came through, he saw that Libby had hung the collar and leash prominently on the hook on the back of the kitchen door.

‘Do you have to hang them there?’ he asked Libby.

‘What’s wrong with hanging them there?’ said Libby, angry with him for asking.

‘People might see them,’ said Sam.

‘So what if they do?’ said Libby.

‘They’ll think we have a dog,’ said Sam.

‘We do have a dog,’ said Mia.

ON SATURDAY Mia and Libby went to the shops again, and they were laughing with excitement when they got back to the cottage, like teenage girls with a secret.

‘We’ve been shopping,’ Mia told Sam, ‘and we’ve bought you another present.’

‘You’ll love it,’ said Libby, ‘but take your clothes off first.’

His heart hammering, he took off his clothes until he was standing in just his knickers, a pretty white pair of Mia’s patterned with flowers.

‘You’ll need these,’ said Libby, jumping up and pulling down a pair of tights from the pulley.

‘Those are tights,’ Sam said in alarm.

‘Not only pretty,’ said Mia, ‘but brilliant too.’

‘Put them on,’ Libby told him through laughter, ‘and be careful not to ladder them.’

He sat on the arm of the couch and gathered up the sheer nylon the way he’d seen Libby do a thousand times before, and pulled the tights up his legs. He’d never worn hose before, and they felt delightfully smooth and enclosing against his skin.

‘Now for your present,’ said Mia, reaching into a shopping bag and taking out a loose garment, letting it unfold and reveal itself as a pretty lilac dress patterned with flowers.

‘We found it in the second-hand shop under the arch,’ said Libby. ‘The same shop where I found the crop. We were looking for a maid’s dress, but we couldn’t find one, so this will have to do. It’s from the 1950s or 60s. I think they’d have called it a tea-dress. Put it on him,’ she told Mia.

Mia pulled the dress over his head, saying, ‘It’s in a large size so it should fit.’ She tugged it into place and then stood back to take a look at him, whistling in admiration.

‘He looks good enough to eat,’ she declared, reaching into the bag again. ‘We found these too,’ she said, holding up a pair of grey court shoes with two inch heels.

‘They’re in a size seven,’ said Libby, taking the shoes from Mia, ‘so they’ll nip a bit, but you’ll like that if I know you, and at least the heels are not too high.’

She knelt eagerly and fitted the shoes onto his feet.

‘Walk up and down,’ Mia commanded him.

In a daze, Sam did as he was told, awkward in the tight shoes, but shamingly aroused by the feel of the pretty dress moving and swaying around his knees.

Mia gave another wolf-whistle.

‘I knew it,’ said Libby. ‘He’s a natural.’

‘With a little make-up he could pass for a girl,’ said Mia.

‘He could,’ said Libby, ‘but I like him as a pretty man in a dress.’

‘I do too,’ said Mia, gathering up his long hair and tying it in a pony-tail.

‘Heloise Letissier eat your heart out,’ said Libby, delving into the bag again, and saying, ‘there’s one more present, Sammy, and it’s the best of the lot.’

With a flourish she produced a scrap of white material, and quickly tied it around Sam’s waist, making a long bow at the back.

Looking down, Sam saw to his horror that it was a little white waist apron with a broderie anglaise trim.

‘That’s just perfect,’ said Mia, giving Sam a fond hug.

‘We wanted to make you our maid,’ said Libby, also giving him a hug, ‘but you’ll be our pretty housewife instead.’

All that evening Libby and Mia delighted in the obedient service of their shame-faced but very aroused housewife. They put on music and danced with him, performing ‘Tilted’ again, laughing at him in his dress and apron, and then they made him lie on his back on the floor while they stood kissing, allowing him to see up their dresses. Sam saw Libby whisper something in Mia’s ear, and Mia give a little nod of her head. Then Libby left the room and came back almost immediately, kneeling by his side and lifting his dress and apron, and taking down his panties and hose.

‘You’re such a lovely girl,’ she told him, fitting a condom over his erection, ‘that Mia wants to fuck you. She’s not taking a pill, so you’ll need to wear this.’

Then they stood above him again, kissing and caressing each other until Libby told Mia, ‘Go on, love. Take him, use him, make him your own.’

Mia took down her panties and hose and squatted on Sam’s erection, taking it deep inside her, and moving up and down on him with hungry thrusts that brought Sam quickly to the brink.

Libby stayed standing, lifting her skirt and taking down her underwear, and leading Mia’s mouth to her cunt as the wave broke over them. ‘For you, my love,’ she said tenderly. ‘Only for you.’

Later, in bed, Mia cuddled up to Libby, saying, ‘It was real nice to fuck him for the first time. He’s a sweet boy, and I like him very much.’

‘I love you both,’ said Libby sleepily, her heart filled with joy. ‘For ever and always.’

MIA DIDN’T stay over on Monday night but she dropped Libby off around six o’clock with a huge bag of laundry.

‘Mia hasn’t had time to do her laundry,’ Libby told Sam, dumping the heavy sack in the hallway. ‘I’ve told her you’ll do it for her, but this time I want you take all your clothes and shoes out of the bedroom to make room for her clothes. Wash her clothes carefully, press them, and fold them – take particular care with her woollens - and put them away neatly. I want her to feel it’s her room as much as mine, and certainly not yours.’

‘Has she asked you to do that?’ said Sam with dread in his heart. He’d known this was coming, but that didn’t make it any easier to bear.

‘It’s a surprise,’ said Libby. ‘Now, do as you’re told.’

Libby didn’t seem all that surprised the next evening when she saw her clothes so neatly put away in the drawers and shelves that used to hold Sam’s clothes.

‘The pair of you,’ she said, wagging her finger at them in a good-natured way, ‘I know what you’re up to, and of course I’d like to come and live with the two people I love best in all the world, but you have to remember I’m a writer, and I need a place of my own to work. I’ll stay here when I can, and Lord knows it’s hard to stay away, but I’ll keep my apartment in the residences and work there two or three nights a week.’

The next morning, not to be outdone, Libby took Sam aside and told him to decorate and furnish the large living-room with the french windows opening down to the river. She walked round the room with him, describing what she wanted.

‘Once you’ve painted it, and sanded and varnished the floor, get all the usual things – a nice rug, armchairs and a couch, tables and lamps – but I also want you to get a writing desk and put it here by the window. This can be Mia’s writing-room. It’s big enough to be both her study and a living-room, and then she’ll have no reason not to move in with us. Is that clear?’

He nodded his assent, alarmed yet deeply aroused by her instructions. He’d grown very fond of Mia, but he still saw her as a rival, and being made to serve her needs at the expense of his own struck a powerful chord in his conflicted heart.

‘I’ll get pictures and paintings for the wall, and we’ll aim to get everything finished in three weeks, four at the most. Any longer and you’ll be in trouble, am I clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I love you,’ Libby said, so overcome by fondness for him that she hugged and kissed him. ‘It may not feel like it some of the time, but I do. Not only do you look after us, but you bring so much fun and happiness into our lives, it’s a miracle. You may think I’m strong and fierce, but I couldn’t live without you, Sammy, really I couldn’t.’

Did she mean it, or was it merely a ruse to get the best work out of him? Sam didn’t much care which it was. All he knew was that her tender words lifted his heart, and made him utterly happy to live as her slave. In moments like those he felt himself to be the luckiest man alive.

LIBBY AND MIA were often invited out by colleagues to parties and dinner-parties and, more and more, they went as a couple. They didn’t flaunt their relationship, but they didn’t hide it either, and none of their colleagues showed the slightest sign of prejudice or unease, although Marcia twice asked Libby about Sam, and why he no longer accompanied her.

‘He’s never been one for parties,’ said Libby. ‘Sam’s happier staying at home. He’s always been a lone wolf.’

‘I miss seeing him,’ said Marcia. ‘Give him my love.’

‘I will,’ said Libby.

‘Are you still getting married?’

‘We’ll see,’ said Libby.

It was a sweet torment for Sam to watch Libby and Mia doing their hair and make-up and putting on their prettiest dresses before going out for the evening, and he often drove them so that they could enjoy a drink, returning to pick them up after he’d been summoned by text, usually well after midnight. On those nights they liked to call him Driver, not Sam, and sit in the back seat of his landrover to make him feel even more like their chauffeur. As he drove, they’d talk and laugh, and often kiss and embrace. He’d sometimes glance into his driver’s mirror and see Libby looking back at him with a mocking light in her eyes, once when she’d opened her dress to let Mia kiss her breasts. Her insolence and authority cut him like a knife, but he lived for these moments when she let him know how powerful she had become, and how far he had fallen.

But Libby and Mia had not become monsters. They often worried about Sam, expressing concern for his isolated life at the cottage, and discussing their treatment of him, trying to decide if their dominance had grown too harsh and selfish, and possibly even dangerous to his physical and psychological health. They were well aware of the depth of his need to submit, and the addictive pleasure he found in serving as their slave, and they understood he was hardly likely to question their authority. How could he stand up for his rights when he had none? No, if anyone was going to bring a greater balance and moderation to Sam’s life, it would have to be Libby and Mia. They were the ones in charge, after all, and it wasn’t long before they came up with a way of helping Sam.

Mia still smoked, despite many attempts to stop, and one evening around eight o’clock she was standing outside the cottage enjoying the one cigarette a day she allowed herself. Sam had cooked their meal and cleared up afterwards, and had been given some time to himself in his garage. As she smoked Mia heard a lovely guitar tune carrying on the frosty air. Later that evening, when Sam came in from the garage, she asked him about it.

‘What was that music I heard when I was having a smoke?’ she said.

‘A David Grier tune,’ said Sam.

‘Put it on, I want to hear it again.’

But Sam just looked confused.

‘What’s the matter?’ said Mia.

‘He wasn’t listening to it,’ said Libby who was sitting beside Mia on the couch. ‘He was playing it.’

‘You’re putting me on,’ said Mia in amazement.

‘He’s good,’ said Libby.

‘No-one’s that good,’ said Mia.

‘Go and get your guitar,’ Libby instructed Sam.

When he came back he sat on one of the kitchen chairs looking shy and awkward, taking an age to tune his guitar.

‘Just play, will you?’ said Libby, impatient with his slowness.

‘Are you sure?’ said Sam.

‘Don’t be so modest,’ said Libby. ‘You’ll drive me mad.’

Sam began to play the lovely tune Mia had heard earlier – David Grier’s ‘King Wilkie’s Run,’ and Mia could only watch and listen in astonishment. It was a tricky tune requiring touch and precision, but Sam played it with ease. The soft light from the stove added to the mood, and Mia and Libby were captivated by his playing.

‘We make this man wash our panties?’ said Mia once he’d finished.

‘We do,’ said Libby.

‘I don’t believe this, really I don’t,’ Mia said. ‘Do you know anything else?’ she asked Sammy, ‘or have you spent your whole life learning that one tune?’

In quick succession, he played a jazz-tinged version of ‘My Favourite Things,’ John Mayer’s ‘83,’ singing along in a light, pleasant voice, Bowie’s ‘Hang On To Yourself,’ and Bobbie Gentry’s ‘Ode To Billie-Joe,’ which just happened to be Mia’s favourite song of all time. Singing the extraordinary lyrics, as rich and mysterious as a Border ballad, Sam’s backing guitar caught exactly the chugging barnyard shuffle of the original recording. It was evident to Mia that Sam wasn’t simply an exceptional guitar player with a huge range of styles. He’d also made it abundantly clear that he had an ear for what made a song great.

When he put his guitar down both Mia and Libby had tears in their eyes, and Mia couldn’t stop from getting to her feet and going over to him, hugging and kissing him with tender warmth.

‘Well, what do you know?’ she said, one artist to another. ‘Our slave is a genius.’

The next evening, after their meal, Mia sat at table searching the web on her lap-top.

‘The Bridge Inn,’ she said suddenly. ‘Do either of you know where that is?’

‘In town,’ said Libby. ‘By the bridge.’

‘That figures,’ said Mia.

‘Why?’ said Libby.

‘They have an open-mic night every other Thursday,’ said Mia. ‘All welcome, it says here, and guess what, there’s one tomorrow night. I thought Sammy could go.’

‘That’s not for me,’ Sam said quickly, hating the idea of a pub full of earnest folkies.

‘You can’t spend your whole life washing our panties and kissing our butts,’ said Mia.

‘Mia and I meet people at work,’ said Libby, ‘go out to parties and restaurants. You don’t get any of that. Being so much on your own isn’t good for you.’

‘I don’t care,’ said Sam.

‘I know,’ said Mia, ‘but we do.’

‘I don’t want to go,’ said Sam.

‘Come on, Sammy,’ said Mia. ‘You know how this works.’

‘It doesn’t matter what the slave wants,’ said Libby.

‘No two ways about it,’ said Mia. ‘You’re going.’

ON THURSDAY night Mia and Libby went with him to The Bridge Inn. It was a pleasant old pub, low-ceilinged and busy but with plenty of tables. Mia and Libby sat at a corner table while the musicians gathered around a long table in the middle of the room. Sam was made very welcome, and he sat in with the other musicians, his Gibson Hummingbird on his lap. There were three other guitarists, a banjo player, two fiddlers, an accordion player, a white-haired old lady with a harmonica, an exceptionally pretty young woman with a penny whistle, an old man, well over seventy, with a half-sized string bass, and some singers, a man and three women, armed with bodhran hand-drums, hand-bells and maracas.

The first songs confirmed Sam’s worst fears, stodgy folk-songs of drowned sailors and lost loves. He strummed along diligently enough, but he was already dreading the rest of the evening. Mia and Libby also felt their spirits sink, but at least none of the instruments were amplified, and they could talk over the music.

‘The girl with the whistle’s real pretty,’ said Mia.

‘Behave yourself,’ said Libby.

‘It’s Sam I’m thinking about,’ said Mia, kicking Libby under the table. ‘What if she takes a shine to him?’

‘And he takes a shine to her?’

‘Exactly.’

‘I hadn’t thought of that.’

‘Maybe you should,’ said Mia, drinking her real ale which she thought tasted like puddle-water.

But then a miracle took place.

One of the fiddlers, a red-haired woman with large, unblinking eyes, played the wonderful opening riff to The Band’s ‘Rag Mama Rag,’ the bass player joined in with gusto, nailing down the beat, and the other musicians followed his lead, their spirits clearly roused by the song’s spark and bounce. Sam loved the song, and was a huge fan of The Band’s guitarist Robbie Robertson, and he played sharp little licks and fills which seemed to surprise and inspire the other musicians, in particular the guitarists and the banjo player. At the end of the song, the whole bar applauded, and the musicians wore huge smiles on their faces.

This was going to be a good night.

And so it was, the musicians playing a succession of folk and country-blues songs with skill and passion. Their version of Fairport’s ‘Come All Ye,’ beautifully sung by Sally, the whistle player, earned loud applause, the musicians themselves banging the table in surprise and excitement at the quality of their playing.

Sam had begun to enjoy himself, never having played with other musicians before, but then Rob, the bass player, made a short speech between songs.

‘I’d like to welcome Sam among us,’ he said. ‘It’s many years since I’ve heard anyone play like him, and I wonder if he’d be brave enough to play something for us on his own.’

All the musicians, and many in the audience, cheered and stamped their feet in encouragement, but Sam turned pale. He looked over at Libby who gave him a very dark look, and he knew there was no getting out of it.

‘I can’t think of anything to play,’ he said truthfully, his mind a complete blank.

‘Do you know any John Renbourn?’ said the accordion player.

‘I do,’ said Sam.

‘Debbie Anne?’ said Sally the lovely whistle player.

‘I think so,’ said Sam.

‘I’d love it if you played that,’ said Sally.

‘You’re right,’ Libby whispered to Mia. ‘We’ll need to keep an eye on her.’

The tune was barely a minute and a half in length, but it had a delicate melody over a driving rhythm that you couldn’t lose for a moment. The masterly little tune tested Sam to his limits, but he lost himself in the music, his fingers a blur, and the lovely tune flying from his guitar like wild geese in the west. When he finished there was a long silence, and then came the clapping and cheering, an ovation so loud and sustained that Rob could only say once it had died down, ‘There’s just one thing can follow that – whisky.’

At the end of the night all the musicians made a point of shaking Sam by the hand, and telling him they hoped he’d be back. ‘You make us all play better,’ the harmonica player told him as she put on her coat, and Rob called to him as he left the bar, ‘If you don’t come next time we’ll kidnap you, and nail your feet to the floor.’

‘He’d probably like that,’ Mia whispered to Libby.

BUT MIA wasn’t finished. When they got home she opened a bottle of wine to wash away the taste of the beer, sat with Libby on the couch, and questioned Sam.

‘Some night, huh?’ she said.

‘It was,’ Sam said.

‘Looked like you had a good time.’

‘I didn’t think I would,’ he said, ‘but I loved it.’

‘So what do you say?’ said Libby.

‘Thank-you, Mia,’ he said with a shy smile.

‘I beg your pardon,’ Libby corrected him.

‘Thank-you, Ma’am.’

‘You’re welcome,’ said Mia, smiling back at him fondly, and pouring him a glass of wine. A promotion of sorts.

‘You’ll go every second Thursday,’ said Libby.

‘I’ll be there,’ said Sam.

‘To music, then,’ said Mia, raising her glass in a toast.

‘To music,’ they said as one, drinking their wine.

‘Okay, what else?’ said Mia.

‘What do you mean?’ said Sam, thrown.

‘What else are you good at apart from planting trees and playing guitar?’

‘Kissing,’ said Libby. ‘Fucking when we let him, washing knickers, looking good in a dress.’

‘Apart from those,’ said Mia, giving Libby a look.

‘He’s a good rugby player,’ said Libby.

‘How good?’ said Mia, who loved sports.

‘He played for English Schools,’ Libby said.

‘That’s not true,’ said Sam. ‘I was selected, but I didn’t play.’

‘What happened?’ Mia asked him, but he shrugged and wouldn’t look at her. ‘Do you know?’ she asked Libby.

‘He’s never told me,’ said Libby.

‘He will now,’ said Mia. ‘Come on, Sam, spill the beans.’

‘I’d rather not,’ said Sam.

‘It wasn’t a request,’ said Libby.

‘You asked for it,’ Sam said, taking a drink. ‘It wasn’t a fancy boarding-school. It liked to think it was, but it was a dump really. Most of the teachers were idiots, the food was awful, and you got punished for the slightest thing. It was like living in the nineteenth century, or being a sailor in Nelson’s navy. My mother didn’t want to send me, but my father insisted because he was always travelling with his regiment. I think the army had a deal with the school where the army paid most of my fees. Anyway, the school had never won anything at rugby except for my last year when I played scrum-half with Chris Harding at fly-half.’

‘Fly-half?’ said Mia. ‘That’s like what, the quarterback?’

‘Near enough,’ said Sam. ‘There are really two quarter-backs in rugby, the scrum-half who works in close with the forwards and passes to the fly-half, and the fly-half who then looks to kick for position, or set the threequarters loose.’

‘The threequarters?’ said Mia.

‘The running-backs, if you like,’ said Sam.

‘Okay,’ said Mia.

‘Ideally the scrum-half and fly-half work together to keep possession, and control the game.’

‘So you and Chris were the main guys,’ said Mia.

‘Chris certainly was,’ said Sam. ‘We had a handful of very good players, but he was the best by far, in a league of his own. Anyway, we won the first three games, and then there was no stopping us. Chris could find a way through the tightest defence, and he tackled like a train. He wasn’t big, but he was wiry, and fast, and completely fearless, and he played with his head up, like great players do, and with a huge smile on his face. We didn’t just win our matches, we won by thirty of forty points, and against schools that had always beaten us in the past. They started to write about our team in the local papers, national selectors began to show up at our games, and everything went mad when we made it to the final of The National Schools Cup.

‘Don’t tell me you lost,’ said Mia, gripped by his story.

‘We were expected to,’ said Sam. ‘Our opponents were a famous rugby-playing school that had produced many international players over the years. Their coach had over fifty caps for England. They were huge favourites to win.’

‘And?’ said Mia, eager to know.

‘We took them apart,’ said Sam. ‘Or rather Chris did. He ran lines no-one else dreamed of, kicked from defence like a mule, and played right up in their faces, offloading and putting our centres through time and time again, or cutting inside and linking with our back-row who were small but hard as nails. He scored two tries, and made the others. The next week Chris and I were selected to play for English Schools against Irish Schools in Dublin, the first time anyone from our school had ever been selected.’

‘I’m sensing a bump in the road,’ said Mia.

‘Chris was gay,’ said Sam. ‘He’d never tried to hide it. Everyone in the team knew, but no-one gave a fuck. He’d joke about it. “Who’s first?” he’d say when he came into the showers, or “arses to the wall, tough-guys.” The school knew, but pretended it didn’t, and then a story broke in the press that he was gay.’

‘Oh-oh,’ said Mia.

‘The next day Chris was dropped by the national selectors,’ said Sam. ‘It was illegal to discriminate against someone because of their sexuality, so the selectors tried to cover it up by saying they’d named the wrong Harding by mistake, and they selected another player of the same name who wasn’t even a fly-half. It was complete bollocks, everyone knew it, but it was allowed to stand.’

‘The fuckers,’ said Libby, a stricken look on her face.

‘Two days later Chris disappeared, and no-one could find him,’ said Sam, staring into his glass. ‘Some anglers found his body miles downstream caught in some reeds. A river ran through the school grounds and he … he …’

Sam fell silent, overcome by emotion.

‘He killed himself,’ said Mia.

‘No-one knows for sure,’ said Sam, ‘but I believe he did. He wasn’t clever in class but he lived for rugby and, apart from anything else, he was a huge fan of Jeff Buckley – he even looked like him – and he often talked about how Buckley’d been swept off and drowned in the Wolf River. “When I go,” he’d say, “I want to go like him.”’

‘That poor boy,’ said Mia.

‘You refused to play, didn’t you?’ said Libby.

‘Of course I did,’ said Sam. ‘How could I have played for them after that? Not only did I refuse to play, I ran away from school. My mother would have understood but she was dead by then. My father was furious, but I wouldn’t go back. I ended up taking my A-levels in a local college. I got into Oxford, but it had the same smell as school – the smell of entitlement and shit passing for brains – and I left half-way through second year.’

‘And here you are,’ said Libby.

‘Here I am,’ said Sam. ‘The Master Of The Universe.’

Once they’d finished the wine, Libby and Mia took him to bed with them. They didn’t have sex, they just held him until he fell asleep.

‘Sweet Sam,’ Libby said softly, putting her hand on his chest.

‘Sweet Sam,’ said Mia, putting her hand on Libby’s.

IT WAS in Mia’s office, right after their one-o’clock kiss – a ritual they’d stuck with – that Mia showed Libby the web-page for the local rugby team known as The Foxes.

‘You won’t get Sam near a rugby ball,’ said Libby.

‘Thought he was our slave,’ said Mia.

‘This is different,’ said Libby.

‘Those fuckers stole something from him,’ said Mia, lifting her phone and dialling the number on screen. ‘I want to give it back to him.’

‘We can try,’ said Libby doubtfully.

‘Good afternoon,’ said Mia when her call was answered. ‘I have a friend who’d like to play rugby with you. Can you advise me how he might go about doing that?’

But it looked as if Libby had it right for, when Mia told Sam she’d contacted the rugby club, his response couldn’t have been clearer.

‘Forget it,’ he said. ‘I’m never playing rugby again.’

‘You need to trust us,’ said Libby. ‘We only want what’s best for you.’

‘What happened to Chris wasn’t the game’s fault,’ said Mia. ‘It was down to the red-necked shitheads who run it.’

‘Mia’s right,’ said Libby. ‘What they did to that boy was inexcusable, not only to him, but to you and all his friends. An injustice like that can fuck up your whole life, send a part of you into hiding and, from what you’ve told us about Chris, he wouldn’t want you to hide, not for a second. Give it a try, even if only for his sake.’

‘Look,’ said Sam, ‘I know you mean well, but music’s one thing, this is something else altogether.’

‘Just come along and watch the game on Saturday,’ said Libby. ‘That’s what they told Mia you should do. Watch the game, and if you like what you see, there’ll be people there you can talk to about playing.’

‘It’s not happening,’ said Sam, a distinctly unslavish glint in his eye.

‘Okay,’ said Libby, ‘how about this? We won’t pull the Mistress-slave thing on you. We won’t force you to do anything you don’t want to do. Just come along on Saturday, and decide for yourself. If you don’t want to join, so be it. It’ll be entirely down to you.’

‘Can’t say fairer than that,’ said Mia.

‘My God,’ said Sam, ‘it’s like having two mothers.’

‘You should be so lucky,’ said Libby.

THE FOXES were playing Morley, a team only three places above them in National League 3, but Sam could tell from the opening ten minutes The Foxes were going to lose. Their best players were getting old, pushing forty, and at least half the team weren’t much older than schoolboys, local farmboys, Sam imagined, who’d been put into the team too soon because there was a shortage of more experienced players, and yet he liked what he saw – the rickety stand, the long-suffering humour of the sparse crowd, but what he liked most was the way the team never gave up, or stopped playing for each other even as they took a hammering in the second half. He recognised the full-back as Tommy Dean, the garage mechanic who had fixed his landrover, and he knew one of the prop-forwards from the garden centre in the trading-estate. The voices he heard making line-out calls, and shouting encouragement to team-mates had ordinary, local accents, and it all seemed far removed from the posh boys’ game he remembered from boarding-school. As the game drew to a close with The Foxes losing by 33-13, Sam knew he wanted to play again.

‘Okay,’ he said to Mia and Libby, who were shivering despite their heavy overcoats and woollen hats, and stamping their feet against the cold, ‘you win.’

He approached the small group of middle-aged men deep in discussion by the touch-line, and waited for them to finish their post-mortem. He’d identified the thick-set, red-faced man as the coach, and already knew he was Scottish from his loud instructions to the players during the game.

‘Can I help you?’ the coach said, becoming aware of Sam, his voice impatient and angry. He wasn’t taking the loss well.

‘I was watching the game,’ said Sam. ‘I wondered if I could join the club.’

‘You want to play with this bunch of clowns?’ the coach said.

‘I’ll give it a go,’ said Sam, holding the man’s gaze.

‘And who are they?’ said the coach, nodding at Libby and Mia who were standing a short distance behind Sam, ‘your psychiatric nurses?’

‘I’m his agent,’ said Mia.

‘And, yes, I’m his psychiatric nurse,’ said Libby.

This went down well with the coach who smiled, and said to Sam, ‘What’s your name, son?’

‘Sam Curren,’ said Sam, offering his hand.

‘Alex Hewson,’ said the coach, shaking Sam’s hand, ‘but everyone calls me Happy.’

‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Sam, keeping his face straight.

‘Have you played the game?’ Happy asked him.

‘Not since school.’

‘What position?’

‘Scrum-half.’

‘Our captain plays scrum-half,’ said Happy. ‘Mind you, an accident could be arranged.’

‘I’ll play anywhere,’ said Sam.

‘You might have to,’ said Happy. ‘Training nights are on Tuesdays and Thursdays, seven o’clock sharp under floodlights. Come along and we’ll take a look at you.’

‘I can only make every second Thursday,’ said Sam, thinking of the music nights.

‘Suit yourself,’ said Happy, walking away towards the club-house, but speaking over his shoulder. ‘You may look like Jean Pierre Rives, I just hope you can fucking play like him.’

‘Who’s Jean Pierre Rives?’ said Libby.

‘A French player in the 70s,’ said Sam. ‘I’ve only read about him, and seen pictures.’

‘Was he good?’ said Mia.

‘One of the best,’ said Sam. ‘He never took a backward step, and he got that whole French esprit de corps thing going.’

‘One for all, all for one,’ said Mia.

‘That’s it,’ said Sam.

‘So Happy was paying you a compliment?’ said Mia.

‘Not at all,’ said Sam. ‘Rives had long fair hair like me, that’s all. Happy was telling me he thinks the only similarity is in appearance, and I’m a useless fucking hippy.’

‘A perceptive man, then,’ said Mia with a smile.

‘I thought so too,’ said Libby.

‘I liked him,’ said Mia.

‘So did I,’ said Sam.

THEY HAD a busy week, Mia and Libby with their university work, and Sam decorating the sitting-room, and taking delivery of a lovely old rug and leather suite he’d bought at auction. Libby was delighted with his work, and his purchases, but less happy when she heard about the writing-desk she’d asked him to buy for Mia, who was spending the night at her apartment.

‘It’s a lovely desk,’ Sam told her, ‘you’ll see that when it arrives, but the leather surface was worn and ripped so I’ve arranged for it to be refurbished.’

‘So what’s the problem?’ said Libby.

‘It’s going to take six weeks, maybe longer.’

‘Ah,’ said Libby, irritated with the delay, but pleased to have the chance to be strict with him.

‘I asked, but they couldn’t do it any quicker.’

‘So it’s not your fault?’

‘It’s not,’ he said, ‘and it’ll be worth the wait. It’s a proper writing-desk.’

‘All the same, it’s not what we agreed.’

‘I know.’

‘How long did I give you?’

‘Four weeks.’

‘That’s right, and how long’s it going to take?

‘Six weeks.’

‘Maybe longer.’

‘Yes.’

‘I’m afraid that’s not good enough,’ said Libby, aroused to see him wince and look down. ‘Go and fetch the crop.’

‘Please, Mistress …’ he started to complain.

‘I hope you’re not going to argue, Sam, I really wouldn’t advise it.’

As was customary, she made him take down his jeans and knickers and lean across the wooden kitchen table. The lovely feeling of being in charge rising inside her, she prowled slowly around him, letting him smell her perfume, and listen to the whisper of her skirt against her hose, and saying, ‘This is harsh, I know, but there’s no point in me setting conditions if I don’t stick to them. You understand that, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘At least you’re not shaking so much this time.’

‘No, Mistress.’

After she’d beaten him, and he lay gasping and moaning on the table, she leaned down and whispered in his ear, ‘There’s another part to your punishment today, Sammy. It’s something Mia and I were reading about in bed last night. It made us laugh and we decided to try it. I said I’d do it first, so come on, now. Up you get.’

She helped him stand, and then led him into the middle of the room. With his boots on, and his jeans still around his ankles, he shuffled like a shackled convict.

‘I like it when you walk like that, Libby said. ‘It makes you look so helpless. Now, kneel down.’

He obeyed immediately, pressing his forehead helplessly against her lovely knees.

‘What do you say?’ she prompted him.

‘Thank-you, Mistress.’

‘You shouldn’t need me to remind you.’

‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress.’

‘Now, this is going to come as a shock to you,’ she said, raising her skirt and leading his mouth between her legs, ‘but you’ll take it from me. You’re my slave and you’ll do what you’re told.’

He moaned in arousal, and kissed her through her sheer hose and pretty white panties.

‘I’ve never done this before,’ said Libby, taking down her hose and panties, ‘so you’ll have to be patient with me.’

Gripping his long hair, she positioned herself firmly over his mouth, and pressed down hard.

‘Make a seal with your mouth,’ she instructed him. ‘Let’s see if we can get this right first time.’

She looked down at her slave, his eyes wide with shock, and gave a little wiggle of her hips, trying to make herself relax. Long moments passed, and she began to fear she wouldn’t be able to do it – it was such an outrageous thing to do – but then she remembered laughing about it in bed with Mia, and at last her body obeyed her.

‘Breathe through your nose, and keep swallowing,’ she told him as she began to pee, ‘I don’t want you to spill a drop.’

His eyes wider, he pushed up tighter against her, swallowing quickly and often as the warm stream flowed into his mouth.

‘You really are a good boy,’ she praised him. ‘There’s no end to your talents. It’ll be Mia next. You’ll like that, I’m sure. We were talking about it last night. This is going to be so handy. If we’re ever out somewhere, and there’s no bathroom, we’ll use you instead. What could be simpler?’

When she finished, she held his mouth against her, and said, ‘You’re not finished yet, Sammy. Clean me, come on now. Be a good slave.’

Stunned by what she’d done, yet fiercely aroused, he reached under her skirt and took hold of her buttocks, pulling her against him with all his strength, and worshipping like a true believer.

Thrilled by his passion, Libby laughed in surprise, and said, ‘I think you liked that, Sammy. Oh, yes, I think you really liked that.’

She laughed all more when she felt his erection push hungrily between her calves, and when he began to moan as he cleaned her which made his mouth deliciously vibrant. Suddenly, she was very aroused, even by the lost and hopeless way he’d begun to thrust between her nylon-clad calves. He’d never done this before, and it amused and aroused her.

‘Come on, then, Sammy,’ she urged him. ‘I won’t stop you. That’s the way, fuck your Mistress’ leg like a good dog. Hump it. Show her how much you love her, show her what a faithful little doggie you are. Good boy,’ she mocked him, her own pleasure mounting. ‘Good Sammy, good doggie … Good dog.’

They came together, shocked by the power and profanity of their union. He lay in a daze at her feet as she arranged her underwear, and pulled her skirt into place.

‘Honestly, Sam,’ Libby said as she went towards the door, ‘it’s becoming impossible to tell what’s a punishment and what’s a reward.’

ON SATURDAY Sam travelled in the team bus on the long drive to their away game at Wirral. He’d done well enough in training to earn a place on the substitute’s bench, and he was hoping to get on at some point during the game, but his chance came earlier than he expected. Just twenty minutes in, Steve Jones, the right-winger, had to leave the field with a broken finger, and Sam ran on to a rugby pitch for the first time in almost seven years. It wasn’t to play in his preferred scrum-half position, but he felt his heart lift, and when he caught a high kick and made twenty yards before being caught in a tackle, he couldn’t keep the smile off his face.

The Foxes won little possession and Sam didn’t touch the ball for the rest of the half. He put in some tackles though and, despite spending long spells on their own line, The Foxes were only 11-3 down at half-time. That didn’t last long. Wirral started the second half strongly and within ten minutes The Foxes had conceded a converted try and two penalties. 24 - 3. The game looked over when the captain, Luke Clerkin, who had been their best player, went off with a leg injury. Happy signalled for Sam to move in to scrum-half, and sent the replacement out to the wing.

He may have been playing in his accustomed position, but it took Sam a long time to settle. His skills were rusty, particularly his left to right pass which was so slow and high he took to running any right side ball rather than risking a pass to his fly-half, and the pace and bustle of playing in the central role took him by surprise. And it was very different to playing as a schoolboy. His opponents may not have been the best players in the world, not all that fit or skilful, but they were big, fully grown men, and when they slammed into you it hurt and, when you hurt on the rugby field, it became almost impossible to think straight, and make the right decision. For fifteen minutes and more, Sam scuttled and scampered like a novice, and once more Wirral laid siege to their line, The Foxes’ defence splintering by degrees as Wirral won phase after phase of possession. From only five yards out their number 8, a great slab of a man, picked up and drove for the line, but Sam lined him up, tackled him hard in his midriff, and lifted him off his feet. Pumping his legs, Sam drove him backwards, ripping the ball from his hands, and making ten yards before he was taken down, but the ball came back safely on his side, his own number 8 picking up, and going on a marauding run.

Sam’s tackle seemed to light a spark in his side, and they spent the last quarter of the game on the offensive. They scored a try, and Sam made several sharp breaks, but it was too little too late, and they lost the game 27 – 10.

Happy came and sat next to Sam on the bus home.

‘You did well,’ said Happy.

‘I couldn’t pass,’ said Sam, ‘I couldn’t kick, I kept getting caught in possession.’

‘All that’ll come,’ said Happy. ‘It just takes time.’

‘I don’t like to lose,’ said Sam.

‘I can see that,’ said Happy. ‘Tuesday night you’ll work with Luke on your pass, and your box-kicking, okay?’

‘Okay,’ said Sam.

‘I don’t like to lose either,’ said Happy, getting to his feet and going to his seat at the front of the bus.

Mia and Libby fussed over him when he got back, giving him a bath and putting cream on his cuts and bruises, and then dressing him in his pretty housewife dress and apron for the rest of the evening.

‘He needs a petticoat with that dress,’ said Libby. ‘It’ll hang better.’

‘Then we’ll get him one,’ said Mia.

‘It’s great you’re playing again,’ Libby told him, ‘but we don’t want you going all macho on us. You’ll wear your dress after every game when you get home, and you’ll serve as our pretty maid. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then pour us some more wine and get on with your ironing,’ said Mia, lazing on the couch with her arm around Mia. ‘You’ve been falling behind, and there’s a pile to catch up with.’

‘Yes, Ma’am,’ said Sam, hurrying to obey and feeling more than usually aroused. Being dressed and treated as their housewife so soon after playing a man’s game greatly intensified his feelings of shame and submission, and deepened his love for his beautiful Mistresses.

ON MONDAY morning as Mia and Libby drove to work, Libby received a text from her Head of Department Jessica Lincoln asking her to come to her office as soon as she got in. This was unusual, and Libby fretted that something was wrong.

‘Nothing’s wrong,’ Mia assured her. ‘You’re the best she’s got.’

But Libby still fretted as she climbed the stairs to Jessica’s office. Her life had gone so well of late she felt a superstitious dread her good fortune must be coming to an end. It was wonderful having Mia in her life, and Sam seemed so content as their slave that now, surely, was the time when she’d pay for her happiness, for daring to break the rules, and for flying so close to the sun. She fully understood the poisonous algorithm that ran so deep in art and literature, and in most popular culture – that women who enjoy sex must be punished – and she knew she had to fight back against it as well as the presbyterianism that swilled around in her Scots blood but, all the same, they took their toll, and she was expecting the worst.

‘Thank-you for coming,’ Jessica said when Libby appeared at her door. ‘I saw from the timetable you don’t have a class till ten, and I thought I’d get this done now. Take a seat.’

Looking stern and formal, Jessica put on her glasses and opened a folder on her desk.

‘We normally don’t make a decision about probationary staff until the end of the academic year,’ she told Libby, ‘but I have sufficient reports from senior staff on your lectures and general performance that I feel I’m in a position to make my decision now.’

Jessica paused as she flicked through some pages in her file, and Libby’s dread grew stronger. They weren’t going to renew her contract, she was sure of it. She was going to lose the job she loved, and that was that. It served her right for thinking a poor girl from Falkirk could teach at a university. It served her right for thinking she could live the way she wanted. It served her right for going round thinking she was pretty and clever and well-liked. Now she’d learn the truth, but she lifted her head and set her chin proudly. If she was going down, she’d go with a sword in her hand.

‘I think the simplest way to do this is if I read out Dr Crichton’s report on your lectures,’ said Jessica, peering gravely at Libby over the top of her glasses, ‘but before I do, I should remind you that Dr Crichton is notoriously hard to please, and exceptionally sparing with his praise. I’d like you to bear that in mind when I read it to you.’

Here it comes. Steeling herself, Libby gave a nod.

‘Very well, then,’ Jessica said, holding up a sheet of paper, and reading from it. ‘I have now attended two of Miss Barclay’s lectures. The first was excellent. The second was better. These are by far the most impressive and memorable lectures I have heard from a young lecturer at this university. Sign her up before she gets a better offer.’

Libby felt winded. She’d been ready to fight her corner, not receive praise.

‘I don’t always see eye-to-eye with Dr Crichton,’ said Jessica, putting the report back in the file, ‘but I have huge respect for his experience and honesty. I should also add that the other reports I’ve received are scarcely less positive, and so I’m taking his advice and making you an offer before you get a better one. We would hate to lose you. And so, Libby Barclay, it gives me great pleasure to offer you a permanent contract in my department, and I very much hope you’ll accept it.’

Libby didn’t know what she said only that the next moment they were smiling and shaking hands, even exchanging an awkward hug, and when she went back to her office she felt as if she was flying. There was no-one in the general office to share her good news with, and so she ran all the way to Mia’s office.

‘I’m so glad for you,’ Mia said as they embraced. ‘No-one deserves it more.’

Libby texted her news to Sam, and received a prompt reply which read, ‘You clever girl! So proud of you. Huge congratulations xxxxx.’

A few moments later Sam sent her a music file of Ian Dury singing, ‘There ain’t ‘alf been some clever bastards – lucky bleeders, lucky bleeders,’ and Libby laughed with joy, and then cried, and then laughed, and then cried some more.

THAT NIGHT Mia took Libby to a club in the nearest city to celebrate her success. Called ‘Night Moves,’ the club described itself on its website as ‘BDSM friendly’ and Libby and Mia each wore a pair of the jodhpurs Libby had bought many weeks ago when she’d bought the riding-crop, along with tight t-shirt tops and knee-high boots that passed as riding-boots. With their hair tied back in pony-tails, Sam thought they looked sensational in the tight breeches, sexy beyond words.

It was over forty miles to the city, and Sam drove so Libby and Mia could drink. They had a meal in a Chinese restaurant before Sam drove them to the club not far from the famous football stadium. They made him wait in the car, and Sam could only watch in wonder as they walked hand in hand across the road to the club’s entrance.

He sat for nearly two hours listening to the radio and thinking about his strange new life. Was he happy? He could only answer that he was. Was he mad? Same answer, but it felt like a sane form of madness, if that was possible. It wasn’t all about sex and power, of that he was certain. He loved Libby as much as ever, and he felt truly pleased about her success at work. And Mia was an amazing woman, not only beautiful, but playful and clever and, for all her dominance over him, Sam trusted her, and didn’t believe she had a cruel bone in her body. And he liked that she loved Libby, and that Libby loved her. It was true that sometimes he felt jealous of their closeness, and ashamed of his subordinate position in their lives, but he strove to overcome those feelings. In ways he couldn’t explain, and most people wouldn’t understand even if he could, he felt sure they were striving to live according to a higher form of love.

If he worried about anything, he worried about the future. He still wanted to marry Libby, and have children with her, but where did that leave Mia? He imagined one day she’d return to America, and leave the way clear for him to marry Libby, and yet he felt bereft at the thought of her no longer being in his life. Was he falling in love with Mia too? He certainly had very strong feelings for her, and she occupied his thoughts every bit as much as Libby. He needed to have a long talk with Libby, not as Mistress and slave, but as lovers and equals. It was only two weeks until the holiday he’d arranged for him and Libby, and he was looking forward to the chance it offered to talk honestly, and plan their future lives together.

His thoughts were interrupted by Libby knocking on his window.

‘You’re coming with me,’ she said when he wound down the window.

The music was loud and the huge low-ceilinged room was packed, but Mia waved to them from a table in a far corner.

‘Just in time to get us more wine,’ she said to Sam when he and Libby had pushed their way through the crowd.

Waiting at the bar to be served, Sam took a closer look at the crowd around him. Most of the drinkers and dancers were perfectly ordinary young people looking for a good night out but, when he looked more closely, he saw small pockets of people dressed more outlandishly. There was a lot of leather and lace, and uniforms and collars, and more than usually high-heeled shoes. At the end of the bar a young man gave his pretty girlfriend sips from his glass, and Sam saw that this was because her hands were tied behind her back with a silk scarf. In between drinks she kissed him lovingly, but he avoided her kisses as if he couldn’t be bothered with them. Yet he stroked her arm tenderly and, when he saw Sam looking over at them, he winked at him in a friendly, conspiratorial way.

Looking more closely at the dance floor he saw that many of the dancers were gay couples of both sexes, some of them cross-dressed, either in tight men’s suits or retro dance-dresses with extravagant petticoats. A very attractive, elegantly dressed older woman in her 40s stood by the dance-floor watching the dancers with a slightly built man wearing an effeminate sailor suit by her side. Clearly ashamed of his clothes, the man’s cheeks blazed red and he kept his eyes to the floor. When the elegant women saw there were no tables available, she signalled to her companion who immediately got down on all fours, allowing the woman to sit on his back and use him as her stool. She crossed her nylon-clad legs just as a tall good-looking man in a dark suit arrived with two glasses of wine. She smiled up at him as she took her glass of wine, and held his hand as he stood by her side watching the dancers. The tall man leaned down and whispered something in her ear that made them laugh, and then they kissed, a hungry, passionate kiss which seemed to Sam to have its roots in the suffering of the poor fool on his hands and knees beneath them. And true enough, for when Sam looked again, he saw the heel of one of the woman’s stiletto shoes digging into the back of her slave’s hand. Sam experienced a jolt of dark arousal. For all he’d thought of the man on his knees as a fool, he knew which one of the two men he’d rather be.

When he took Mia and Libby their glasses of wine, they smiled at him, and let him sit at their table. Before long Mia had pulled Libby onto the dance-floor, and Sam drank his mineral water and watched them dance, wondering anew at their beauty and grace, and the miraculous way they filled their tight breeches. From time to time others danced with them, both men and women, and they made their new partners welcome, surrendering to the club’s wild and primitive beat.

The DJ began to play requests, and Soft Cell’s ‘Tainted Love’ was quickly followed by The Kinks’ ‘Lola’ and Kylie Minogue’s ‘Can’t Get You Out Of My Head,’ and then the DJ announced, ‘This one’s for Libby, Mia and Sam,’ and before Sam knew it he was being dragged onto the dance-floor by Libby and Mia just as Christine And The Queens’ ‘Tilted’ began to play.

They took their positions and threw themselves into the familiar routine. When the dancers around them saw how good they were, they stepped back to clear a space for them, and soon they were the only dancers on the floor. Sam felt a strong sense of freedom and pride to be dancing with his Mistresses, and they smiled as they danced, exhilarated by the song and their togetherness, as well as the chance to show off their expertise. When the song ended they received a deafeningly loud ovation of shouts and applause, and appreciative whistles.

‘Sammy’s still the best at it,’ Mia said to Libby on the way back to their table.

‘I know,’ said Libby with a smile, ‘the rat.’

Soon after they’d sat down, the elegant woman approached them and said, ‘Do you mind if we join you?’

‘Not at all,’ said Libby, slightly startled. ‘Make yourself at home.’

‘Give the lady your seat,’ Mia commanded Sam who obeyed instantly.

‘Is he your slave?’ the woman asked as she sat down.

‘He is,’ said Libby who liked the look of the older woman, the warmth of her voice, the intelligence and mischief in her eyes.

‘He’s very good-looking for a slave,’ said the woman.

‘He is,’ Libby said again.

‘This is my slave,’ said the woman, taking her drink from the man in the sailor suit before saying to him, ‘well, what are you waiting for?’

Immediately the man got down on all fours by the table allowing the tall, good-looking man to step out from the shadows and sit on his back as if it was the most ordinary thing in the world.

‘I’m Sarah,’ said the woman before gesturing to the good-looking man, ‘and this is my lover Laurent.’

Mia and Libby said their names, and shook hands, but neither Sarah nor Laurent offered to shake Sam’s hand. Clearly, as a slave, he didn’t merit being acknowledged as an equal.

‘This is Sam, by the way,’ said Mia, irritated by the woman’s high-handed manner, and wanting to challenge her authority. ‘Does your slave have a name?’

‘Of sorts,’ said Sarah, smiling at Mia coldly, making it clear she’d picked up on her challenge. ‘We just call him Nothing.’

‘Nothing?’ said Mia.

‘Sissy Nothing, if you want his full name,’ said Laurent in a deep and very attractive French accent.

‘Now that he’s a slave,’ said Sarah, ‘he doesn’t need a real name any more.’

‘Everyone needs a name,’ said Mia.

‘When Sissy Nothing was my husband he went by the name of Charles, but those days are long gone, aren’t they, Sissy?’ Sarah said, stroking her slave’s thinning hair.

‘Oui, Madame,’ he said meekly, his gaze fixed on the floor.

‘Laurent’s teaching him French,’ said Sarah. ‘Isn’t that good of him?’

‘Is he a quick learner?’ said Libby, intrigued by the trio.

‘Unfortunately not,’ said Sarah. ‘He often makes mistakes, and Laurent has to be very strict with him.’

‘Yes, I’m afraid that’s true,’ said Laurent, his smile warm and easy. ‘But it’s for his own good, I assure you.’

‘That’s right,’ said Sarah, a mischievous gleam in her eye. ‘We only want what’s best for Sissy. When we were married, you see, Sissy, or Charles as he was then, couldn’t accept who he was, and what he liked, and so we became unhappy and divorced, but he couldn’t stay away from me. He came running back with his tail between his legs. I took him back, but under very different terms. I made him give up his job, and live as our full-time slave and housemaid.’

‘Sounds like a good arrangement,’ said Libby.

‘We think so,’ said Sarah, taking Laurent’s hand. ‘Don’t we, Laurent?’

‘It’s very nice to have a maid in the house,’ said Laurent, a twinkle in his handsome, brown eyes. ‘Although Sissy is not as pretty as Sam, he works hard and is very obedient.’

‘Sam is pretty, I agree,’ said Sarah, ‘and he’s a wonderful dancer.’

‘He is,’ said Mia.

‘I’m sure he’d look good in a dress,’ said Sarah.

‘Oh, he does,’ said Mia, uncomfortably aware that she was locking horns with this woman.

‘We’ve thrown out all of Sissy’s old clothes,’ said Sarah, ‘and bought him lovely, new ones like the sailor suit he’s wearing tonight. Doesn’t he look sweet in it?’

‘He does,‘ said Libby, playing along. He looked ridiculous, and she knew that was the whole point.

‘At home he wears a maid’s dress,’ said Sarah, ‘and he sleeps in his own little maid’s room, although sometimes we put him down in a crib in the corner of our bedroom. Laurent built it for him – he’s very good with his hands – and then I made Sissy the sweetest little sleep-suit with bunnies on it. Sissy loves to lie in his cot at night and listen to us, doesn’t he, Laurent?’

But she wasn’t looking at Laurent, she was looking straight at Mia, hoping to shock her.

‘You hardly know he’s there,’ said Laurent, his smile still easy and open.

‘He just sucks on his dummy like a good boy,’ said Sarah, not taking her eyes from Mia.

‘We’d like to be friends with you,’ said Laurent, leaning forward, and giving Libby and Mia a very earnest look. ‘We loved watching you dance, and we wondered if you might like to come back with us tonight.’

‘We seem to have some interests in common,’ said Sarah, now looking at Libby. ‘We have a lovely maid’s dress I’m sure would fit Sam like a glove, I like sex with women as much as with men, and I find all three of you very beautiful.’

‘It will be fun,’ said Laurent with his most dazzling smile. ‘I promise you.’

‘Please, come back with us,’ said Sarah. ‘You’ll be more than welcome.’

Mia looked at Libby, waiting for her to say no, and then, amazed to see that she actually seemed to be considering the invitation, she quickly replied to Sarah, ‘That’s very kind of you, but we have a long drive back, and an early start in the morning. Perhaps another time,’ she added, getting to her feet. ‘Come on, Libby, Sam – time we were going.’

‘My God,’ Mia said to Libby as Sam drove them home. ‘You were actually thinking about going with them.’

‘I liked their honesty,’ said Libby. ‘They knew what they wanted and went for it.’

‘They were nut-jobs,’ said Mia.

‘Sexy nut-jobs, though.’

‘I’m betting they were vampires,’ said Mia.

‘That French guy can bite me anytime,’ said Libby.

‘Run for the hills, Sammy,’ Mia said. ‘Your girl’s gone loco.’

Sam just drove. He was enjoying listening to them talk.

‘It was the thought of seeing Sam in a maid’s dress or a sleepsuit with bunnies on it,’ said Libby, her voice slurring a little. ‘That’s what did it for me.’

‘We can get him his own maid’s dress and sleepsuit,’ said Mia.

‘With bunnies on it?’

‘Sure.’

‘Do you promise?’ said Libby, hiccupping

‘Cross my heart,’ said Mia.

‘Can we get him mittens, and a bonnet and put him to sleep in a crib?’

‘Sure we can,’ said Mia.

‘In our bedroom?’

‘Why not?’

‘If he won’t sleep we’ll make him suck on one of your shoes.’

‘That’ll work,’ said Mia.

‘He’ll make a lovely baby,’ said Libby sleepily, a wistful tone in her voice. ‘Until the real thing comes along.’

‘I’ll hear none of that,’ said Mia who lived for her writing, and had never wanted children. ‘That’s dangerous talk,’ but she was surprised at how much it aroused her to think of she or Libby having a baby with Sam. It gave her a very warm and pleasant feeling. ‘Besides,’ she added, banishing the idea, ‘I’m sure Sam doesn’t want children.’

‘Don’t be so sure,’ said Libby.

‘Well, Sam, do you?’ Mia asked him. ‘Do you want to have children?’

‘I’d like nothing more in all the world,’ said Sam, keeping his eyes on the road.

‘You see,’ said Libby, nearly asleep, her head on Mia’s shoulder, ‘you’re outnumbered.’

‘But I’m the oldest,’ said Mia. ‘So I’m the boss.’

‘You’re the oldest, so you get to be Mummy first,’ Libby murmured. ‘You can show me how it’s done, then it’ll be my turn.’

‘In your dreams, girl,’ said Mia, strangely persuaded.

But Libby was already asleep.

THE GAME on Saturday was against Preston, the top team in the league. The Foxes had lost the equivalent game in the previous season by over forty points, and there was a grim determination around the club to do better this time. Sam hadn’t just trained on Tuesday night, he’d come in for two hours every day to practise his passing and kicking, and work on his fitness. His stamina was strong due to his regular runs up to the ridge, so he concentrated on improving his speed, particularly over the first ten yards. Sam quickly recovered the skills he’d honed as a schoolboy, and he married those skills to his man’s strength, and Happy was retired and free to come in and work with him. Luke Clerkin, the current captain and scrum-half, was thirty-seven and carrying an injury, and he agreed with Happy that he’d come off at half-time to be replaced by Sam.

Happy and his coaches intended to keep Sam on the bench for the first half until they watched him fielding high balls in practise, and launching huge return kicks downfield. They’d seen how he could tackle in the game against Wirral, and so it was an easy decision. Sam would play at full-back in the first-half, and replace Luke at scrum-half after half-time.

Happy hadn’t said it to anyone yet, and it was too soon to be sure, but he and his two forward coaches, Matt and Davy, suspected they had a very special player on their hands. ‘He runs like the wind,’ said old Matt, ‘and he tackles like the angel of death.’

The Preston team brought a big travelling support, and the crowd was much larger than usual. Mia and Libby stood right at the halfway line wrapped up in their warmest overcoats and scarves. Libby didn’t much like sports, and was only there because Mia had insisted, but she felt a lump in her throat when she saw Sam run onto the pitch with the rest of his team-mates. She thought of his sweet nature and his poor school-friend who had drowned in the river, and of Sam as a boy imprisoned in a boarding-school after the death of his mother. When the opposing team ran out, she was genuinely shocked at how big some of them were.

‘If any of those big bastards hurt Sammy,’ she said to Mia, ‘I’ll fucking kill them.’

‘That’s my girl,’ said Mia.

Straight from kick-off Preston laid siege to The Foxes’ line, their big forwards driving and mauling, and breaking through for a try after only a few minutes. The conversion was successful, and quickly followed by a penalty in front of the posts. After five minutes The Foxes were down 10 – 0, the Preston supporters were cheering loudly, and Happy was pacing the touch-line like an angry bear.

Preston took the ball cleanly from the restart, and this time released the ball to the threequarters, their burly inside centre bursting through the defence and racing over the half-way line. Suddenly a speeding figure hit him low and hard, cutting him down in mid-flight with a tackle so ferocious the crowd gasped as one. Sam had struck, knocking the ball free and getting quickly to his feet to secure possession. His forwards gathered around him, took the ball, and drove upfield. Luke passed back to Sam, and he launched a clearing-kick that rolled into touch forty yards downfield.

Preston won the line-out and their fly-half kicked high and deep into The Foxes’ half but Sam was going flat out when he caught it, and he blazed past his startled opponents, and made it all the way to the line. The Foxes’ supporters were almost too surprised to cheer, and Happy stood with his hands on his hips as if he couldn’t believe what he’d just seen. He knew the boy was good, but that was ridiculous.

‘Bugger me,’ the old white-haired man next to Mia said. ‘Where did they find him?’

Luke made the easy conversion to make the score 10 – 7, and by some miracle that was still the score at half-time. Preston had battered at The Foxes’ line but, through a combination of bloody-minded defence, and two more try-saving tackles by Sam, The Foxes kept themselves in the game.

The score was so close that Happy decided to keep things as they were, but Luke was limping badly and had to be replaced, and so Happy went back to his original plan of moving Sam to scrum-half.

Sam took the back-row forwards and fly-half to one side and told them he planned to keep it simple, to drive and keep possession, and break when he could. ‘Try and stay close,’ he told the forwards. ‘I’ll come back inside and offload if I can. Don’t get isolated, just go to ground, and feed the ball back, and then we’ll go again. We don’t need to do anything fancy.’ The big, raw-boned men nodded their acceptance. Sam had done more than enough in the first-half to earn their respect. The fly-half, Alan Reid, was a capable, intelligent player and Sam told him to look for him on the loop, and to kick for space whenever he could, but he had some advice to give Sam in return. ‘Run at them hard,’ he said. ‘They can’t live with your pace.’

‘I’ll do what I can,’ said Sam, a shiver running down his back. It was exactly the same advice Chris Harding used to give him before every match.

‘Who’s your money on?’ Mia asked Libby when the second-half was about to begin.

‘Sammy,’ said Libby, feeling like Sam’s mother, sister, lover and friend all rolled into one. ‘Who else?’

And she was right. In the opening fifteen minutes Preston launched wave after wave of attacks, but once again The Foxes defended their line, and then Sam worked his pack of forwards steadily upfield with a series of box-kicks and blind-side breaks. Once they were close to Preston’s try-line, he worked a looped move with Alan, cut back inside, offloaded to the man on his shoulder, and The Foxes were ahead, 12 – 10.

Taken by surprise, Preston’s response became frantic and rushed, leaving gaps in their defence which Sam and the back-row exploited with sniping, well-supported breaks, and controlled mauls. Before long they were back in Preston’s half, and Sam broke with searing pace to score under the posts. This time the conversion was good. 19 – 10.

As he waited for Preston’s restart, Sam experienced the lovely sensation that he could do no wrong. His strength and speed felt limitless, and when his number 8 caught the kick-off, he went into the ruck with him, gathering the ball from the heel, and making another flaring break, sending Alan in for a try in the corner.

Demoralised, Preston made three substitutions but it made no difference. Sam cut them to pieces with his pace, scoring another try of his own, and making another. At the final whistle the bottom team in the league had beaten the top team by over twenty-five points. It wasn’t just a win, it was a rout.

His team-mates were mostly a dour and undemonstrative lot and, apart from their wide grins and brief, manly hugs, no-one would have known they’d won a famous victory, but it was different in the bar after a few beers. Mia and Libby, their voices hoarse from shouting during the game, sang along with The Foxes as they roared out their defiance and pride. Everyone wanted to buy Sam a drink, and already he had a number of nick-names – Pretty-Boy, Jean-Pierre, on account of his resemblance to the great French captain Rives, and The Angel, short for The Angel of Death.

Happy, a large whisky in his hand, told Sam he had everything a player needed to succeed at the very highest level. Five years later Happy would talk proudly of his prediction on television just hours after England, with Sam at scrum-half, had won the World Cup Final by defeating the mighty New Zealand All Blacks. A famous sports correspondent would write of Sam’s performance that day – ‘Why Sam Curren chose to play the World Cup Final under the name Chris Harding will no doubt become known with time, but what I can say with absolute certainty is that his wonderful performance in the final against The All Blacks will be remembered as arguably the greatest ever by an Englishman in the entire history of the game.’

Mia drove Sam and Libby home in her saturn yellow VW Beetle, ‘Tilted’ blaring out on the music player. When they got in, she noted down an idea for a short story which had nothing to do with what had just happened. Most of her notes came to nothing, and she knew she’d probably never get round to writing it, and so she had no idea that one day it would form part of a collection that critics and readers around the world would compare to Carver and Singer, or that she’d come to be recognised as one of the greatest American short story writers – a feat which took some doing as she also had to help raise the son and daughter she had with Sam, as well as the two brilliant but headstrong daughters Libby had with him. It helped, of course, that Sam was so good around the house.

The stove was still burning – their winter fire as Sam called it – and they stood in a huddle kissing, and embracing, and whispering endearments.

‘You’re coming with me,’ Libby said, taking off her dress and dropping it on the floor. ‘Both of you.’ In future years, no-one would believe such behaviour of her – not the stern and forbidding, and internationally renowned, Professor Elizabeth ‘Libby’ Barclay.

In bed that night they did everything a man and two women could do together, their lovemaking blessed with gentle passion and hungry desire. Afterwards, Mia lay with Sam and Libby on either side of her.

‘I’m so happy,’ Libby murmured sleepily, some part of her knowing they’d spend the rest of their lives together.

‘My dear ones,’ Mia said quietly, her heart lifting with joy. ‘These are sacred days.’

‘They are,’ said Sam.

‘Blessed, happy, sacred days,’ said Mia.
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