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

(Norman Mailer)


SACRED DAYS – Part One

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-mindely, 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.

He felt the knot loosen.

Soon he’d be free, and he could get dressed, and put an end to this nonsense.

But she came back in, taking off her clothes and saying, ‘I have to get changed. It’s a special night, and I want to look nice.’

He worked his hand secretly while she stood naked by the dressing-table.

He made his hand as small as he could.

He was nearly there.

He was almost free.

‘What do you think of these?’ she 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 wore 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.

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.’
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