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‘Disguise our bondage as we will,

‘Tis woman, woman rules us still.’

(Thomas More)


SLAVE SONG

‘Lying still and silent at her feet, he fell into a submissive trance as deep as The Mariana Trench.’

ANN HAD seen it all from her study window. She’d seen David Corrie, naked except for his white t-shirt, fall to his knees before his wife as she leant against the open door of her car. She’d seen how Susan, standing tall above her husband, had pulled up her dress and closed her eyes in delight as he’d worshipped between her legs. Then she’d seen Susan push him away, and quickly arrange her dress before getting into her car and driving off, leaving her abandoned husband to stare helplessly after her.

Susan’s display of dominance impressed and aroused Ann, waking her own dominant nature. From experience, she knew it took courage to push beyond the conventions of society, and it was clear to Ann that her young friend was ready to take control of her marriage in a way most wives never dreamed of. If there was such a thing in the world as a natural born Mistress then Susan Corrie was undoubtedly one of those rare and formidable women.

Ann stayed by the window, fascinated by the sight of the abandoned man kneeling on the gravel. Long after Susan’s car had vanished, David remained on his knees staring after his departed wife as if praying for her return.

Ann felt a pang of sympathy for the poor man, thinking how weak and alone he must feel to be left in such a way, but her pity was quickly replaced by excitement and arousal. Earlier that evening, Susan had given Ann complete freedom to use David as her slave, and Ann intended to make the most of his stay.

It had been too long since she’d had a man under her sway, and it felt deliciously decadent to have a handsome young man in her power. She began to sing quietly as she went through to the kitchen to await her new slave.

David got slowly to his feet, his knees hurting from the gravel and his flesh still aflame from the beating he’d received earlier that evening. He tried to pull his t-shirt down to cover his nakedness and his flayed buttocks but it was useless. The attempt only made him feel all the more naked, and he told himself he must surely be dreaming as he turned and walked towards the farm-house, his bare feet hobbling on the gravel.

His physical pain told him this was no dream, and he grimaced at the memory of his beating, and at the way Susan had watched with hard amusement in her eyes before accepting Ann’s offer of the cane and adding to his pain with savage, stinging blows of her own. Susan had never beaten him before, and he remembered how it had been her traitorous blows that had broken him, and brought him to tears, crushing what was left of his pride.

He felt hot, simmering rage at his wife for leaving him like this, and a profound sense of betrayal, and yet he could hardly blame her. He had pushed and pushed for her to become his Mistress and treat him as her slave and inferior, and now she’d done what he’d asked. He was caught in a trap of his own making, and could have no complaint.

As he drew near to the farmhouse he became even more ashamed of his nakedness, and the thought of the woman waiting for him inside sent a shudder down his spine. He’d always found Ann Devlin exceptionally attractive, but he knew now that her warm voice and open manner concealed a fiercely dominant nature. She’d thought nothing of caning him in front of his wife and taking charge of him as her slave and house-servant. He felt afraid of her, truly afraid, but somewhere under the fear lurked an excitement that thrilled him to his soul. Marooned in the depths of the countryside with Ann as his sole Mistress, David felt as if he’d crash-landed on an unexplored planet, a strange new world ruled by a proud and merciless queen.

His insides trembled as he climbed the old stone steps, and passed through the front-door into the hallway.

‘So there you are,’ said Ann when he came nervously into the huge glass-walled kitchen. ‘I thought you must have run away.’

David stood inside the doorway peering at her. The last of the evening sunlight shone into his eyes through the high glass wall and he could only make out her silhouette in the armchair. He felt a terrible ache at Susan’s absence, like a small boy who’d lost his parents at the fair.

‘Don’t be shy,’ Ann said, amusement in her voice. ‘Come closer.’

He went towards her, a knot of apprehension tightening in his gut. He reached a place in the room where the sun no longer blinded him, and he saw the faint scorn in her eyes, and her lovely nylon-clad legs crossed elegantly at the knee. His heart skipped a beat and he feared he might faint at her feet. To make matters worse his cock, aroused by her confident air, stirred and came partly erect. He used his hands to cover up his shameful arousal.

‘It’s all right, David,’ she said in her warm, sultry voice, ‘I may be your Mistress but I’m also a woman, and I like to see the effect I have on a slave. Take your hands away.’

When he didn’t obey, her voice hardened.

‘This minute!’

Startled by her sharp tone, he instantly removed his hands.

‘Better,’ she said, smiling at his full erection. ‘Hands behind your back.’

This time he obeyed immediately, his cock giving a leap as he clasped his hands behind his back. He felt unbearably exposed and at her mercy.

‘I imagine this must be very embarrassing for you,’ she said, ‘to be naked in front of a woman you hardly know. And not only to be naked, but also to be aroused by the power she holds over you, but I want you to know your feelings are of little or no consequence to me. May I remind you that your wife has left you here as my slave, and naked arousal is the very least I expect from a slave in my household? I consider it a mark of respect, proof of my womanly charms and authority.’

David swallowed nervously and said nothing. He could only stare at her helplessly, enthralled by her matter-of-fact tone and mocking smile.

‘You will remain naked until such time as I decide otherwise. Is that clear?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, remembering that Susan had packed no clothes in his bag, only his shaving-kit and work-boots.

‘I beg your pardon,’ Ann said sharply.

‘Yes, M-mistress,’ he said quickly, a new wave of submissive arousal washing over him.

‘Better,’ she said. ‘Come nearer, there’s something I want to show you.’

Utterly beguiled, he stepped closer to her.

‘Closer still,’ she instructed.

He took another step until his knee brushed against the leather arm-rest of her chair. He could smell her perfume, a scent he remembered from his beating. His cock gave another leap and touched against his flat stomach.

‘That’s more like it,’ she said, stretching out an elegant hand and taking hold of his jutting cock causing David to start in shock and unclasp his hands.

‘Hands back,’ she commanded him sternly, her slim fingers with their red painted nails fluttering around his helpless cock.

When he obeyed, she smiled and said, ‘I’m not doing this for my pleasure, and I’m certainly not doing it for yours. I merely wish to demonstrate that your cock belongs to me, and I can touch it whenever I wish. In fact I can do whatever I like with it. I can rub it slowly, like this,’ she said, moving her hand up and down with an exquisite, teasing slowness. ‘Or quickly, like this,’ she said, her hand suddenly moving rapidly in a way that made him gasp and bend forwards as if he was about to come. ‘Or I can smack it,’ she said, letting go of him and smacking his erection lightly so that it swayed from side to side. And the same goes for these,’ she added, reaching between his legs to grip his balls and giving them a firm tug. ‘I’m your Mistress, David, and you belong to me for the duration of your stay. Have I made myself clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, feeling one of his legs begin to tremble.

‘That’s good,’ she said. ‘Then I’m sure we’ll get on very well.’

She went back to lightly stroking his cock, smiling at how aroused he was, and at the way one of his legs had begun to tremble.

‘You’re shaking, David,’ she said, amusement in her voice. ‘Why is that, do you think? Do I frighten you?’

David tried to speak but made no sound.

‘I rather hope I do,’ said Ann, her hand snaking round to his buttocks. The touch of her fingers against his bruised flesh made him start, and suck in air through his teeth. ‘A Mistress should inspire fear in her slave,’ Ann continued. ‘Fear breeds respect and from respect comes obedience, and if you obey me, David, then I won’t have to take my cane to you again, will I?’

‘N-no, Mistress.’

‘You don’t want another caning, do you, David?’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘If you think the beating Susan and I gave you was painful,’ she said, her hand caressing the welts and bruises that criss-crossed his buttocks and the tops of his thighs, ‘then you’d better think again. I can assure you it was nothing compared to the beatings I gave my husband. There are many levels of pain which you know nothing about, I trust you believe me.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said meekly. He did believe her even as he struggled to imagine a pain greater than the agony she and his wife had already inflicted.

‘Fear and respect will serve you well,’ she said, enjoying her play-acting and taking hold of his cock again, savouring its vigour and silky firmness. ‘Try to think of them as your friends. They will protect you from unnecessary suffering.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped. Ann noticed that his leg was still trembling and she felt his cock pulse in her hand.

She knew then he would give her little trouble. He was even more submissive than she’d imagined. If his wife was a natural Mistress then she suspected strongly that he was a natural slave, a man entirely unable to resist a woman’s sexual authority.

Time would tell, she reflected, looking forward to putting him deeper under her womanly spell.

‘You have quite a pretty little cock,’ she said, her fingers still moving slowly up and down his helpless erection.

She noticed him wince at the word ‘little.’ His cock was actually quite handsome and good-sized, perhaps a little bigger than average, and she liked the way it was standing up so eagerly for her, but she’d learned that most men carried an anxiety about size, and she knew from dominating her husband that belittling a man’s cock enslaved him like nothing else. It eroded his animal spirit, and induced an absence of will.

‘But having a pretty cock didn’t do you any good,’ she said, caressing him lightly with her fingers while her thumb circled the tip of his cock. ‘If you were a real man, if you were of any interest to a woman, then your wife wouldn’t have driven away and left you, would she? Well, David, would she?’

‘N-no, Mistress, he stammered, cut by her cruel words in a way that made him feel insanely grateful.

‘That’s right,’ said Ann. ‘If she’d had any interest in you as a man or a lover, if she’d wanted you in her bed, she’d have taken you with her. But she didn’t take you, did she? And so here you are, David, alone with me.’

She let go of his cock and glanced at her watch. It was well after eight and she felt hungry.

‘If you’re no good in bed, I hope you’re more useful in the kitchen,’ she said, sipping her wine. ‘I’m hungry and Susan tells me you’re a good cook. Is that true, David. Are you a clever little kitchen maid?’

‘I d-do my best,’ he mumbled, tormented by her knowing smile. He didn’t like being described as a maid. It angered and embarrassed him, and yet it aroused him more than he could admit.

‘Well, now’s your chance to prove it. Cook me something nice for supper. Nothing too fancy, just see what you can rustle up from the fridge. On you go now, don’t keep me waiting.’

David turned and walked towards the large kitchen island, uncomfortably aware of her eyes on his caned buttocks. Finding shelter from her gaze behind the breakfast-bar, he opened the fridge and looked inside. Struggling to clear his head, he saw eggs and salad and half a cooked chicken. Seized by a sudden desire to please his Mistress, he set about making her a chicken omelette and preparing a fresh salad. He found refuge in the work, recovering a little of his pride in his skill as a chef.

Finding what he needed in the cupboards, he made a salad dressing with olive oil and balsamic vinegar, stirring in chopped garlic and French mustard and a little sugar before drizzling it over the salad he served with the omelette.

‘That looks lovely, David,’ said Ann when he set the plate before her. And it tasted even better than it looked. The omelette was browned on the outside but deliciously succulent, and the salad was beautifully prepared, its light flavours delightfully complemented by the dressing.

Ann knew it was never easy to cook and serve plain food well, and she was genuinely impressed. She’d grown bored with her own cooking and looked forward to what else he might cook for her.

‘Well, David, it seems you have your uses,’ she said in between mouthfuls. ‘Eat something yourself. You need to keep your strength up. Have a chicken sandwich and a glass of milk.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress, I’m not hungry,’ he said quietly. He was much too dazed and anxious to have any appetite for food.

‘It wasn’t a suggestion,’ she said, a warning in her voice. ‘Eat it standing at the work-top. A slave doesn’t sit at table with his Mistress. Not that you’ll be sitting down for a day or two anyway,’ she added with a smile. ‘Not by the look of your poor bottom.’

Obeying her, he took a loaf from the bread-tin and made himself a sandwich that he ate standing by the cooker while Ann finished her meal. He felt terribly alone yet, to his dismay, his naked servitude continued to arouse him, particularly having to stand while his Mistress sat at table. To his heightened senses, it seemed only right and proper that he should have to stand while she sat, and Susan, when she played the role of his Mistress, had often made him eat in the kitchen while she ate in the conservatory, the lady of the house. The slave to both women, his partly erect cock felt heavy with arousal as he ate his sandwich and drank a glass of milk.

And he still felt a strong, lingering pain from his beating, a pain that constantly reminded him of her authority and deepened his submission.

Ann greatly enjoyed her supper, but she wasn’t going to spoil him with excessive praise.

‘That was very nice, David,’ she said as she rose from the table. ‘Now follow me. It’s time I introduced you to your household duties.’

She led the way into the hall and up the old staircase with the carved wooden banister. David followed meekly behind, unable to take his eyes from her shapely bottom in her elegant skirt, so tight around her hips yet loose and flowing at the knee, and which made a delightful whispering sound against her dark nylons. David found the feminine sound deeply alluring, and her lovely full figure seemed perfect to him, almost divine in its curvaceous splendour. When they reached the upstairs hallway his head was spinning with desire, and his cock stood out like a ship’s prow, but Ann just laughed at the sight and led the way into her bedroom.

‘This is my room,’ she said briskly, ‘where you will attend me first thing in the morning and last thing at night.’

It was a very large room with a wide wooden framed bed, matching oak wardrobe, dressing-table and chest-of-drawers, and two tall, wide windows with views of the garden and nearby wood.

‘I’ll expect you to take care of all my clothes and shoes,’ Ann said, opening drawers and her wardrobe to show him where everything was kept. ‘You’ll gather up my dirty clothes and take them downstairs where you’ll launder, dry and press them before bringing them back upstairs and putting them neatly away. Is that clear?’

Yes, Mistress,’ he said, overwhelmed by her confident manner.

‘Weather permitting, you will hang them outside to dry. They smell much fresher when they’ve been hanging out in the clean country air.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘My woollens you’ll dry flat across all four bars of the pulley in the laundry room. That way they won’t lose their shape.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And you’ll clean and polish my shoes too,’ she said, showing him into a walk-in cupboard lined with shelves of shoes and boots. The strong smell of shoe leather enthralled him, drugging his senses.

Then she led him into the ensuite shower-room, saying, ‘You’ll clean in here every morning, making sure there are fresh towels — use the old towel to wipe down the shower and sink — and you’ll sort and wash any clothes in the laundry basket,’ she said, indicating the wicker laundry-basket beneath the window. She hadn’t done a laundry all week and the basket was full to the top with her dirty clothes and underwear. ‘Take the basket through to the bedroom,’ she commanded as she left the room. ‘We’ll get started right away.’

Utterly enthralled, he picked up the laundry basket and followed her into the bedroom.

‘Tip it out onto the floor,’ she said, standing by her bed with her arms folded bossily.

David did as he was told, tipping out a colourful mound of blouses, skirts and jumpers along with a tangle of bras, slips, panties and hose. He stood dazedly by the pile of clothes, wondering what she expected him to do.

‘I’m going to instruct you in some of the finer arts of caring for your Mistress’ clothes,’ she told him. ‘Now, I presume you do all Susan’s laundry?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it. A beautiful woman like Susan shouldn’t have to bother herself with laundry or housework, not when she has a slave to do it for her.’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, wishing his erection would subside.

‘So you know how to take care with colours and different fabrics such as silk and wool?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I presume you hand-wash all Susan’s delicates and underwear.’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, feeling uneasy. ‘I use the delicates or woollens setting on the washing machine.’

‘Well, that won’t do here,’ said Ann, glad to find a simple way to impose her authority. ‘You will wash all my panties, bras, tights, stockings, slips, woollens and other delicates by hand. Always and without exception, is that clear?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘I learned in the course of my marriage that making a slave hand-wash my delicates inspires a particularly strong and lasting devotion. But it’s not just the washing that’s important. Joe had a ritual for sorting and handling my clothes that I expect you to adopt as your own, and follow at all times. Now, David, tell me,’ she asked, a spark of mischief in her intelligent eyes, ‘do you enjoy handling Susan’s clothes?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied honestly. Handling Susan’s pretty clothes and flimsy underwear gave him a sweet, guilty pleasure. He loved their soft, silky feel but, more than that, a part of him believed washing her clothes was beneath him — that it was a woman’s not a man’s job — and for reasons he couldn’t understand that appealed strongly to his submissive nature.

‘I’m sure you do,’ said Ann. ‘And do you smell her clothes when you’re handling them? Do you hold her soft nylon and lace to your nose?’

‘I d-don’t know what you mean,’ said David, blushing like a schoolboy.

‘Oh, I’m sure you know perfectly well what I mean,’ said Ann. ‘It would hardly be unusual for a slave to like the scent of his Mistress’ pretty clothes, her worn stockings and panties in particular. Joe couldn’t get enough of mine. They became like a drug to him. So I’ll ask you again, David, do you like to smell Susan’s dirty clothes?’

‘S-sometimes, yes, I do,’ he confessed, feeling a terrible shame.

‘Does Susan know you like that?’

‘No.’

‘It’s something you do in secret?’

‘Yes.’

‘Because it makes you ashamed?’

‘Yes.’

‘Perhaps you like feeling ashamed?’

‘M-maybe,’ he said. ‘I don’t know.’

‘Well, you can be ashamed as much as you like — I’m sure that’s part of the pleasure for a man like you — but it doesn’t have to be a secret, not in my house. In my house I like everything to be out in the open, and so I’ll expect you to touch and smell every item of my clothing before you wash them. This is not a request or a suggestion, it’s an order and a fundamental requirement, and what’s more you will consider it a privilege, an act of respect and devotion. Now, get down on your knees,’ she instructed him.

He stared at her like a fool, too stunned to obey.

‘You heard me,’ she said icily. ‘Kneel, David, this minute. Get down on your knees beside my clothes.’

Stung by her sharp tone, he immediately fell to his knees beside the pile of dirty clothes and underwear.

‘Don’t look so worried,’ she said, kindly now that he’d obeyed. ‘You’re a slave and have no say in matters, none at all. Accept that and you’ll feel better. Take a deep breath and try to relax. Think of this time with my clothes as a form of meditation, a meditation on the power of woman. Go on, take a deep breath.’

He took a deep breath but didn’t feel at all relaxed. On the contrary, he felt an almost uncontrollable excitement, as if he was about to dive off a high board or make a parachute jump.

‘You will always kneel like this to sort my laundry,’ Ann told him, ‘and you will think of each and every item as a sacred object, an object of worship. Take an item from the pile, any item.’

He reached blindly into the pile and pulled out a red silk blouse.

‘Very good,’ said Ann. ‘Now, shake it loose and hold it gently across both hands.’

He did as he was told, holding the blouse across his palms as if it was a sacred robe. He felt a tingle of excitement down both his arms.

‘It’s an honour for a slave to touch his Mistress’ clothes. Do you feel honoured, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, feeling truly privileged to be holding her silken blouse.

‘In that case you may run your nose along it, breathing in as you go.’

He obeyed but not to her satisfaction.

‘Not so quickly,’ she said sternly. ‘This is not something to be rushed. Do it again, and take your time.’

He ran his nose and mouth slowly and adoringly along the silken blouse, breathing in a dizzying array of feminine scents.

‘That’s much better,’ she said approvingly. ’Search out the different scents, separate them, learn to recognise them,’ she instructed him. ‘You’ll smell my deodorant and perfume, the scent of my make-up, even the detergent I use. Can you smell all those, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, a tumult in his soul.

‘You will fall in love with those scents.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, already falling.

‘You may well come to need this just as my husband did. Now, kiss my blouse, a gentle, loving kiss, and as you kiss it think of its warm silk touching my arms, my back, my breasts. Think of how it will look on your Mistress when she wears it. Think of her doing up the little buttons and admiring herself in the mirror. Think of her cleavage, the pretty lace of her bra.’

He closed his eyes in an ecstasy of submission and pressed his lips adoringly to the soft red silk, thinking how it would look and feel on this stern and lovely woman.

‘It’s made of silk and will need to be hand-washed,’ she said softly, aroused by his subservience, and falling a little under her own spell. ‘Lay it down in the delicates pile and take another item.’

He laid the blouse down and took another item from the pile — a pretty knee-length polka-dot skirt.

‘You know what to do,’ she said.

He held the skirt reverently in both hands and ran his nose along the soft cloth, inhaling its scent of perfume — a different one this time, both heavier and sweeter — as well as make-up and detergent.

‘Imagine it moving and swaying around my knees when I walk away from you, leaving you to get on with your chores, leaving you to your fate. I’m sure you can do that. Slaves have very active imaginations when it comes to that kind of thing, and now think of it tightening around my bottom when I sit down. Think of it riding up my legs so you can see my knees and thighs. Think of kneeling at my feet beneath its pretty hem.’

As he kissed the soft folds his mind filled with a delicious vision of her nylon-clad legs moving under the pretty skirt, and then he thought of her arranging the hem demurely at the knee as she crossed her legs. And then he saw himself kneeling at her feet, his head bowed in deference to her elegance and superiority. It was an intoxicating image that deepened his desire to submit.

‘It’s a cotton skirt,’ said Ann, amused by his submission. ‘You can put it in the pile for the washing-machine.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, laying the skirt down by his knee, a little distance apart from the silk blouse.

‘Now take a pair of my tights,’ she commanded with a knowing smile.

His heart hammering, he pulled a pair of sheer tan hose from the pile. A pair of pretty white panties were balled up inside the nylon and his blush deepened as he untangled the soft bundle and dropped the panties back onto the mound of clothes. Then he pulled out the legs of the hose and held them across both hands, entranced by their airy weightlessness.

Ann watched approvingly as he ran his mouth and nose along the sheer nylon, stopping at the feet and closing his eyes in delight.

‘Can you smell the shoe leather, David?’

Yes, Mistress,’ he said in a dream.

‘Perhaps a little of my sweaty feet?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘What a lucky boy you are. Now give them a kiss.’

He kissed each dangling foot, loving the touch of the softly swaying nylon against his nose and lips.

‘Perhaps another kiss since you like them so much,’ she taunted him, ‘but this time on the little patch of darker nylon that covers the front of my panties. Go on, I know you want to.’

His soul trembling, he ran his mouth back along the legs of the hose before kissing the little panel adoringly, hoping to smell her lovely woman’s scent but disappointed to smell only perfume and detergent.

‘Put them in the hand-wash pile.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, sorry to be parted from the lovely nylons.

‘Now my panties,’ Ann said teasingly, knowing how much he must want them. ‘We mustn’t forget my panties.’

His hands shook as he lifted the pretty panties to his nose, and there it was at last — her lovely woman’s scent as deep and eternal as the sea. He heard himself groan with helpless arousal.

‘Perhaps you might like to explore a little further,’ said Ann, remembering how her husband had worshipped the scent of her worn panties. ‘No wonder,’ Ann thought with a smile, ‘it was the closest he ever came to sex with a woman.’

In a place beyond pride, David buried his face in her worn panties. Her alluring scent, stronger now, sent an electric shock through his senses. Behind her woman’s scent he caught the faintest smell of her pee but, instead of disgusting him, the odour thrilled him, and he felt a warm, animal connection to her.

‘You can put them down now,’ she goaded him. ‘But don’t worry, there are plenty more where those came from.’

Ann sat on the side of her bed and watched in amusement as he worked his way through the entire pile of her dirty clothes and underwear, smelling and kissing each item as if they truly were sacred. She laughed out loud when he picked up her white Playtex panty-girdle and stared at it in confusion. ‘You won’t have seen one of those before,’ she told him, ‘not with a slim young wife like Susan, but when you’re serving an older woman you’ll find she sometimes requires a little help to look good in her dresses. That’s a panty-girdle, David, an uncomfortable but occasionally necessary item, and you will show it the same respect as my other underwear.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his mouth falling immediately to the heavy garment. Beguiled by its old-fashioned allure, he caught her lovely scent again when he kissed the diamond-shaped tummy panel softly, adoringly, as if it was the flesh of a beautiful woman.

‘It could go in the washing-machine pile but something tells me you’ll enjoy hand-washing it,’ she said through laughter.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, adding the girdle to the hand-wash pile.

As he worked through her clothes and underwear, she noticed how he displayed a particular fondness for one of her white slips, holding its lace hem tenderly against his cheek before covering it with kisses, and she stored the information away for future use. Her husband, also, had loved her in slips, and she wondered if all submissive men loved women’s slips. Perhaps it was a universal law, she thought with a smile.

‘Very good, David,’ she said when he’d finished and her clothes had been sorted into neat piles. ‘But one other thing before we go back downstairs.’

He looked up at her from his lowly position at her feet, and she smiled down at him and stretched out one of her legs, saying, ‘Shoes, David. We mustn’t forget shoes.’

He gazed at her in confusion, but she only laughed at his helplessness and said, ‘I’m offering you my foot so you may take off my shoe. Hurry up, now, I’m getting bored with you.’

David reached up and pulled off her elegant high-heeled shoe. It made a soft shucking sound that made his heart leap.

‘Do the same with my shoe as you do with my clothes,’ she commanded.

He lifted the pretty shoe to his nose, inhaling the tangy scent of warm nylon, sweat and shoe leather. The scent thrilled him, causing him to tremble and close his eyes in an ecstasy of submission.

‘I see you like that,’ said Ann with a soft chuckle, ‘but don’t forget to kiss it. First the heel.’

Obediently he pressed his hungry lips to the delicate three-inch heel.

‘And now the tip of the toe.’

He immediately kissed the pointed tip of the shoe.

‘Now place the shoe over your mouth and nose,’ she instructed him. ‘That’s it, and take deep breaths, very deep.’

He breathed in the intoxicating scent, a needy patient taking oxygen, loving the warmth still trapped inside her shoe.

‘Think of me wearing it and pressing it down on your neck and keeping it there, putting you under where you belong as my foot-slave and obedient servant.’

His senses reeling as if he’d been drugged, he imagined just such a surrender and he gave a long groan of desire into the warm, musty shoe.

‘Are you thinking of me standing over you with my foot on your neck?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled from inside her shoe.

‘Very good, and you will think of that whenever you clean my shoes. Now, you may put the shoe back on my foot.’

Enthralled, he placed the shoe back on her lovely, nylon-sheathed foot.

‘There, now,’ said Ann, standing from the bed and looking down on him and his little piles of washing with a look of haughty amusement. ‘That’s enough instruction for one evening. But just think,’ she added, sliding up her skirt so the lacy hem of her slip became visible, ‘tomorrow morning you can add this slip to the pile, and this skirt and blouse, and these nylons,’ she said, sliding her skirt higher. ‘And these panties too,’ she goaded him, lifting her skirt to her hips so he could see her pretty white panties through the smoky gauze of her hose. ‘And when you kiss and wash them for me you’ll remember that these are the pair I wore when I beat you with my cane. That will give them a special power, David, don’t you think, a very rare and powerful kind of magic?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered, utterly bewitched.

‘Then that’s something for you to look forward to,’ she said, dropping her skirt which swayed enchantingly around her lovely knees. ‘Being a woman’s slave has its compensations, wouldn’t you say?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I have a feeling you’re going to be happy living here as my slave,’ she said casually, going towards the door. ‘Now, take my dirty clothes down to the laundry — you can wash them in the morning — and then attend me in the sitting-room.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, but she’d already left the room.

Unable to help himself, David buried his face in the soft pile of her worn stockings and panties. ‘Oh God,’ he groaned, ‘Oh God, oh God.’

He had never felt so imprisoned or so free.

When he’d recovered a little, he carried the washing down to the laundry-room behind the kitchen where he placed her clothes and underwear in separate baskets according to the wash required. It was a large white-walled room with a deep sink, a washing machine, a tumble-dryer and a long four-barred woollen pulley on the ceiling. It had a stone floor and a window by the sink with a view of a drying-line and coal bunker. David shivered in fear and arousal. The cold stone and whitewashed walls gave the room the feel of a dungeon and yet, a part of him a willing prisoner, he was already looking forward to washing his Mistress’ clothes. He saw a pile of ironing on a ledge by the ironing-board and his cock hardened at the thought of pressing her skirts and blouses.

On a shelf by the boiler he saw a wooden box containing shoe polish and brushes and cloths, and he immediately saw himself cleaning Ann’s shoes. As he imagined brushing and buffing her boots and shoes, the lingering and still severe pain from his flayed buttocks reminded him of the price he’d have to pay if his work wasn’t of the required standard.

Every nerve-ending alive with anxiety and arousal, he went into the corridor and walked along it to the door that led outside to the dustbins, and the washing-line and coal bunker he’d seen from the laundry-room window. He opened the door and stood for long moments staring at the washing-line and the line of trees beyond like a man in a dream. How had his life come to this? He tried to think of a possible explanation but his brain refused to work. He shook his head to clear his thoughts but it made no difference. He was ruled entirely by his instincts not his intellect, by his crazy, ungovernable hunger to submit to female authority.

He thought of Susan, thinking she must be home by now. Imagining her in their house without him opened a dark hollowness inside him, a deep sense of loss and resentment. She was free to do as she liked while he was trapped as the slave to a woman he hardly knew. How could she have done this to him, and how could he have given up his easy life with his beautiful wife for this life as a domestic drudge? Fantasy sex-games were one thing, but his subservience to Ann felt real in a way he hadn’t imagined possible, and yet he took pleasure in it. For all he told himself he was trapped in a nightmare, his slave’s heart secretly experienced his imprisonment as a dream come true. He could only conclude that he’d taken leave of his senses, and become mad.

He closed the door and went into the nearby room, the sad little bedchamber Ann had chosen as his bedroom. The bare space with its narrow metal-framed bed, faded pink carpet and floral curtains, single wooden chair, and small wardrobe locked with a padlock, deepened his feelings of submission and helplessness.

And then he saw the little bell on the wall and the leather riding-crop hanging from a hook on the door, and his senses plunged into a deeper pit of surrender, a pit so deep he feared he may never be able to climb out of it. He clutched at his cock which had grown hard again, fearfully aroused at the prospect of being summoned by the bell, and of being forever imprisoned in this maid’s life.

He remembered Ann showing him and Susan into the room earlier that evening, describing it as the original maid’s-room in the old house — Susan had laughed at the description as if it was the perfect place for him — and telling them her husband had slept in it for eight years until his death over a year ago. David suddenly felt a chill down his spine, and gave thanks he would only be here until Sunday when his wife had promised to come back for him.

Two nights and two days, that was all he had to endure before he could get back to his old life. He could get through it, of course he could.

The thought of imminent rescue eased his anxiety, yet he lifted his hold-all onto the bed and rummaged through it. He’d already searched it, and knew Susan had packed no clothes for him, only his work-boots and shaving-kit, but he double-checked all the same, hoping against hope he might find underpants along with one of his shirts and a pair of jeans. But no such miracle occurred, and he took his wash-bag and went to the little toilet and shower–room back along the corridor.

He put his shaving gear and hairbrush on the ledge above the sink, remembering Ann telling him there was no heating or hot water in this part of the house, and forbidding him from using any of the other toilets or showers. They were not for the use of a lowly servant. He would have to shave and shower in cold water. He belonged to a lower caste now, and as a mere slave he would just have to put up with it. He recalled Susan agreeing so readily and happily to these poor living conditions, and smiling with a secret satisfaction as she made him thank Ann for looking after him so well.

For some twisted reason he couldn’t fathom, his wife’s treachery, and the pleasure she appeared to take in his hardship, aroused him more than anything else.

He needed to pee and he stood by the toilet-bowl waiting for his cock to go down, but it refused to co-operate and it was only when the discomfort of the cold stone floor against his bare feet outweighed his arousal that he was able to pee, but his cock hung heavy with yearning as he went in search of his Mistress.

There was no sign of her in the kitchen where he quickly loaded her plate and cutlery into the dishwasher, washed up the pans and bowls he’d used to prepare her meal, and wiped down the table and work-tops, hoping she’d be pleased with his initiative.

He went into the main hall where he heard the sound of a TV from one of the rooms. He stood nervously by the door for a few moments before giving a polite knock.

‘Come in,’ he heard Ann say.

He went into the room, an elegantly furnished lounge where Ann was sitting in an armchair watching a news programme.

‘Where have you been?’ she said curtly.

‘I’ve been tidying up in the kitchen.’

‘It took you long enough,’ she said without taking her eyes off the screen. ‘Close the door and come over here.’

As he went towards her he gave thanks he was no longer erect, yet his cock hung full and heavy, as aroused as it ever felt when erect.

‘Lie down at my feet,’ she said. ‘You can be my footstool for the night.’

Obediently, and feeling strangely honoured, he lay down on his stomach at her feet. He felt a further thrill of arousal when she shucked off her shoes and slipped her nylon-clad feet under his t-shirt onto his bare back.

‘Oh, that’s lovely and warm,’ she said, pressing her feet into his back, and wiggling her toes. ‘Now keep quiet and stay still. Show me what a good footstool you can be for your Mistress.’

Lying still and silent at her feet, he fell into a submissive trance as deep as The Mariana Trench. His head was turned towards her chair and if he glanced upwards, which he did frequently, he could see her shapely legs disappearing into her elegant skirt. It was a captivating sight that enslaved his senses. One of her pretty high-heeled shoes was lying on its side only a few inches from his face. He heard the newsreader’s voice from the television but he couldn’t take in a word she was saying. He could think only of his Mistress and her casual authority that took his compliance so utterly for granted.

Something inside him settled like a puppy in a basket and he felt an almost spiritual sense of peace and contentment. It was lovely to have nothing in the world to worry about except being of some small use to this lovely woman.

The ringing of a mobile phone broke the spell. Ann immediately muted the television and answered her phone, saying cheerfully, ‘Susan, I wondered if you’d call.’

Knowing it was Susan shattered David’s contentment and he felt once more a scalding anger at his wife for driving off and leaving him. How could she have betrayed and abandoned him in this way? He felt a terrible sense of injustice, and yet he longed for her with all his heart.

‘You don’t have to worry,’ he heard Ann say. ‘Everything’s fine.’ Ann listened for a few moments before saying, ‘No, I promise you, he’s no trouble at all. In fact, I’m enjoying having him here. He cooked me a lovely supper, and then listened very attentively while I instructed him in how to launder my skirts and panties, and now he’s lying under my feet while I watch the news. He’s my footstool. He couldn’t be happier.’

David heard the sound of Susan’s laughter, and the sound sparked another flaring of anger. How could she laugh at him being treated in such a way, as if he was an inanimate object? A footstool no less! Surely she must know she’d taken things much too far? He wanted to stand and snatch the phone from Ann, and shout at his wife, tell her to come and fetch him that very night, that very minute.

And yet his cock stirred beneath him and he sighed as Ann’s feet pressed into the small of his back. In a way he couldn’t comprehend, his anger at Susan only inflamed his arousal and pushed him deeper under their female governance.

‘Yes, he’s been as good as gold,’ he heard Ann tell his wife. ‘In a little while I’ll take him to his room and settle him down for the night. He’s got a busy day ahead of him, and he’ll need a good night’s sleep.’

Once more he heard Susan laugh, and Ann said, ‘Oh, don’t worry about that, I’ll keep him on a very tight rein. Now, all you have to do is relax and enjoy having some time to yourself.’

Susan said something in reply, and Ann said, ‘Yes, come any time on Sunday … Whenever suits you, he won’t be going anywhere … Leave him longer if you like, I won’t mind … As long as you want … Yes, all right, I’ll expect you on Sunday, but let me know if you change your mind.’

David felt a painful jolt of panic at the thought that Susan might not come for him on Sunday, but then he remembered she’d promised to come for him. She’d given him her word, and David felt his panic subside. He trusted his wife, and knew she would never break a promise, but nonetheless he remained haunted by an elusive disquiet that both frightened and aroused him.

‘Goodnight, Susan,’ he heard Ann say, ‘and sweet dreams.’

Ann ended the call leaving David bereft. For all his anger at Susan, he’d longed to speak to her and hear her voice, but Ann just turned the sound back up on the television as if the fretful, lovelorn man lying at her feet was of no consequence whatsoever.

SUSAN KNEW she should be horrified by what she’d done to her husband and yet, to her surprise, she wasn’t troubled in the slightest. If anything, she felt amused by his plight, and invigorated by her daring. She was already in bed and it felt strange to be lying beside the empty space where David usually slept, but she was looking forward to having the week-end to herself. She’d sleep late, do a little work, and then perhaps go shopping for some new clothes. In the evening, if she felt like it, she’d go to her local pub where she could rely on meeting friends and some colleagues from work. She’d miss having David around, but it would be wonderful to have a break from playing the role of his stern and demanding Mistress. There were certainly times when she enjoyed taking the dominant role with her husband but increasingly she’d felt lonely and oppressed in her marriage, and she felt real gratitude to Ann for taking David off her hands.

She put down her phone and took up her book from the bedside table, Tolstoy’s ‘Anna Karenina.’ She adored the book, having first read it as a teenager, but her thoughts kept drifting to the extraordinary events of the day, and she couldn’t take in what she was reading. Had she really watched Ann beat David with a cane and, even more extraordinary, had she really taken the whippy little cane from Ann and laid into her husband with merciless strokes of her own? ‘That’s exactly what you did do,’ she said to herself, her stomach fluttering with dreamy arousal as she put down her book and switched off her bedside light.

Closing her eyes, she stretched luxuriously under the soft duvet as she recalled the startled look on David’s face when he’d realised she wasn’t going to object to Ann beating him with her cane. She remembered him looking to her so pleadingly for help and how lovely it had felt to give him none. Seeing him so helpless had aroused her deeply, and woken a feeling of sweet, vindictive triumph. And then she thought of Ann’s serene authority, and the way she’d circled her kneeling prey with such confidence and intent. Susan knew much of it had been an act, and the memory of their playful complicity made her smile as her hand found its way under her nightdress where she was astonished at the wetness between her legs.

She groaned in delight at the thought of David’s imprisonment. There was no doubt, giving him up to the mercy of another woman inflamed her imagination and brought her the greatest pleasure. A succession of images tumbled through her head as she touched herself — making the arrangements with Ann over the telephone while David knelt at her feet; packing David’s bag in secret without putting in any of his clothes; telling David to be quiet as she drove up to Ann’s farmhouse; the sparkle in Ann’s eyes as she’d talked of cuckolding her husband with one of his greatest rivals; David’s frightened walk as he followed Ann so meekly along the corridor to her study; watching him kiss the toe of Ann’s pretty high-heeled shoe; pulling down his undershorts so that Ann could beat his bare flesh; the moment when David had broken under her own cruel blows and cried like a baby; seeing the vivid stripes on his bare bottom and, later, seeing him so lost and naked in the little maid’s room at the back of Ann’s house.

She had no idea why these cruel images aroused her so much, but arouse her they did. Oh God, how they did, and the thought of David being sent off to bed in his drab little maid’s room made her quiver with arousal. What was it Ann had just said on the phone? ‘I’ll settle him down for the night.’ For some reason recalling these words made Susan groan with pleasure. The thought of David’s lack of status and dignity, of him being sent off to bed like a small child and being ‘settled down’ by Ann’s stern governance, thrilled her and assuaged any guilt she felt about abandoning him. If he wanted so badly to be treated as a woman’s slave then she had nothing to blame herself for. Any man weak enough to surrender his pride in such a way deserved all he got. And what else had Ann said? ‘He cooked me a lovely supper, and listened very attentively while I told him how to launder my skirts and panties, and now he’s lying under my feet while I watch the news. He’s my footstool.’

‘Yes,’ Susan gasped out loud as her pleasure mounted. ‘That’s all you are, David,’ she gasped. ‘A woman’s slave, her footstool and panty-washer, her laundry-maid.’

Another wave of pleasure swept through her as she remembered driving off and leaving David on his knees. Recalling how small and helpless he’d looked in her driving-mirror, she came with shattering force, calling out as she came, ‘It’s what you asked for … It’s what you deserve!’

Exhausted by pleasure, she fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.

ANN LISTENED to the weather forecast which promised fine weather for the week-end, and then switched off the television.

‘That’s good,’ she said, getting up from her chair and putting on her shoes, ‘you’ll be able to do some work in the garden. Up you get, it’s time for bed.’

David rose dazedly from the floor and followed her out of the room, mesmerised once more by her tight skirt and high heels.

‘Tomorrow night, you’ll attend me in my bedroom,’ Ann said as they passed through the kitchen, ‘but since this is your first night, I’ll put you to bed.’

Going into the corridor that led to his room, Ann stopped outside the laundry-room.

‘Go and fetch a pair of my dirty knickers,’ she instructed him as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

‘Oh, hurry up,’ she said when he didn’t move. ‘I’m tired and I haven’t got all night.’

Instantly her puppet, he hurried into the room and rummaged through the hand-wash basket.

‘Now that I think about it, make it two pairs,’ she called to him from the doorway.

With a trembling hand he took two pairs of her panties from the basket, a black pair, and a dusty pink pair. They weighed nothing in his hand but carried enormous weight in his slavish heart.

Ann led the way briskly to his room where she switched on the bedside light, and pulled the curtains before setting the alarm-clock.

‘In the morning,’ she told him, ‘I’ll expect coffee in my room at 7.30 — strong and black with no sugar — so I’ve set your alarm for 7. Don’t be late, I warn you. I trust that’s clear.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, thinking how lovely she looked in the soft light from the lamp with her thick, shining hair falling over one side of her face. He felt a sudden longing to kiss the lovely laughter lines at the corner of her voluptuous mouth.

‘Take off your t-shirt,’ she instructed. ‘You won’t be needing it any more,’ she said, taking it from him once he’d obeyed. ‘You’ll be entirely naked tomorrow, unless I decide to take you into town.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly, his cock coming fully erect.

‘Now, get on your knees,’ she said, ‘there’s something we have to attend to before bed.’

Enthralled, he fell instantly to his knees.

‘After a day like today all sorts of thoughts are bound to be going round in your head, but I want you to have a good night’s sleep, so we need to get rid of those thoughts. And don’t give me that stupid face. You know exactly what I mean. Hold a pair of my panties to your face. Go on, this minute.’

He did as he was told. It was the dusty pink pair. Her lovely woman’s scent sent a rush of narcotic arousal to his brain causing his cock to leap and touch against his belly-button.

‘Rub yourself with the other pair,’ she told him in a bored voice. ‘Make yourself come, and use them to catch your little mess. On you go then. What are you waiting for, you’ve been given an instruction?’

Utterly ashamed, yet passing through the gates of heaven, he wrapped her silky black knickers around his cock and began to pleasure himself.

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, get a move on,’ Ann said impatiently. ‘Do it like you do when you’re on your own.’

His hand moved faster until it became a blur. Her soft panties felt lovely against his cock and he closed his eyes in ecstasy, inhaling her lovely scent from the pink pair he held against his nose, and yet he didn’t come. He’d never done this in front of a witness before, and he felt very foolish, and fearful he wouldn’t be able to do as she wished.

‘Harder,’ she said. ‘Faster.’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his eyes clenched shut.

‘Come,’ she said sternly. ‘Come now. That’s an order.’

Her bossy tone inflamed him, and his breath came in gasps but still he didn’t come.

‘You’re a slave, do what you’re told,’ she said scornfully. ‘What are you?’

‘A s-slave,’ he said in between gasps.

‘Again.’

‘A slave.’

‘Louder.’

‘A slave,’ he said more loudly.

‘Open your eyes,’ she commanded him.

He opened his eyes and groaned at what he saw. She’d lifted the hem of her skirt so he could see the pretty lace hem of her slip against her lovely nylon-clad legs.

‘There, now,’ she said, a sweetly mocking smile on her face, lifting her skirt and slip higher so he glimpsed her panties through the smoky nylon of her tights. ‘Don’t say I’m not kind to you.’

The heavenly sight of her rucked slip and pretty panties, and her brazen, mocking smile flicked some switch in his brain which sent him plunging over the edge, and he cried out in delight as he came in her panties with shuddering force.

‘That’s more like it,’ Ann said calmly as she pulled down the bed covers. ‘In you get now.’

Drained of all strength he rose from his knees and got into bed.

‘You’ve done well today, David,’ she said, pulling the covers up to his chin, and giving him a little kiss on his forehead. He smelled her perfume and saw the lace of her bra down the front of her blouse, and felt a strand of her hair touch his cheek. ‘I’m very pleased with you,’ she added. ‘Sleep well.’

She switched off the light and left the room, closing the door quietly behind her.

Listening to the sound of her high heels growing quieter and quieter, and strangely calmed by her praise, he fell fast asleep.

DAVID WOKE well before the alarm went off, and it wasn’t yet six o’clock when he got out of bed, an hour and a half before he was due to take coffee to his Mistress. Ann had taken away his t-shirt and he was entirely naked as he passed along the corridor outside his room into the spacious glass-walled kitchen. It was a beautiful, late spring morning and he felt refreshed by his good night’s sleep. Being naked and the only one awake in a strange house gave him a pleasant feeling of freedom as if he was a ghost or spirit living in a new dimension. But when he saw the house telephone on the work-top he immediately thought of ringing Susan and begging her to come for him.

His feeling of wellbeing vanished in an instant, and he felt anxious and ashamed of his nakedness, and yet, in the strange way of it, the shame and anxiety aroused him, and he grew hard at the thought of his wife asleep in their marriage bed over thirty miles away while he prepared for a day of servitude to another woman, a woman his wife had given him to as a chattel and a servant.

He consoled himself that Susan would be coming for him tomorrow, and he dismissed the idea of calling her. Instead, he familiarised himself with the coffee-maker, filling it with water and ground coffee, and planning to switch it on at 7.20 so the coffee would be freshly made for his Mistress.

He stood for a few moments by the glass wall, admiring the view of the field running down to the woods and the sun already burning away the early morning mist and then, with a shiver of excitement, he went to his little shower-room where he quickly shaved and showered, finding the needles of ice-cold water invigorating and oddly arousing, another discomfort his Mistresses wished him to suffer for their pleasure.

Then he started work in the laundry room where he loaded up the machine and started a cottons wash. He found liquid soap for hand-washing delicates in a cupboard beneath the sink, and soon he was carefully washing four of Ann’s sweaters and her red silk blouse in hot soapy water. He rinsed the sweaters, taking care to remove all the soap, and then laid them flat across the pulley as he’d been instructed. He took the blouse outside and pinned it on the drying-line, inside out so it wouldn’t fade from the sunlight. The red silk fluttering on the line seemed to possess some of Ann’s elegance and proud authority.

He went back inside, trying not to think about how much he was looking forward to hand-washing Ann’s more intimate items. Not having a wristwatch, he glanced at the clock on his bedside table and saw that it was 6.39 and he decided he had plenty of time to hand-wash the rest of the laundry before waking Ann.

In the next thirty minutes he carefully hand-washed and rinsed all her panties, bras, nylons, slips and her panty-girdle. He began busily, telling himself it was merely a domestic chore that needed to be done, but soon the feminine garments exerted their power and he fell once more into a submissive trance. When he stood outside hanging her underwear on the line, the flimsy items felt alive in his hands, and his naked cock stirred erect in the morning air as he went about his maid’s work.

He was aroused by his servitude but he also found satisfaction in being up and busy so early. The sight of Ann’s underwear hanging on the line pleased him, and he hoped Ann would be equally pleased with his work. Despite his feelings of injustice and self-pity, he longed to win her approval.

Greatly to his relief, the coffee-machine worked perfectly, filling the kitchen with the delicious aroma of freshly made coffee, and he was standing outside Ann’s bedroom with a steaming cup in his hand at exactly the time specified. Feeling a tremor of nerves, he knocked politely on the door.

There was no answer, and he knocked again more loudly.

This time he heard a sleepy voice say, ‘Come in.’

‘Right on time,’ she said, stretching and sitting up as he came into her bedroom. ‘Put my coffee here,’ she instructed, tapping her bedside table. ‘Open the curtains,’ she added once he’d put down her coffee.

He opened her curtains letting in bright sunlight.

‘It looks like a beautiful day,’ she said, pulling her lovely, tangled hair away from her face. Her cheeks were flushed from sleep, her mouth even more full and sensual than he remembered.

‘It is,’ he said, trying not to look at the glorious swell of her breasts beneath her nightdress.

‘Let me taste my coffee,’ she said.

He watched anxiously as she tasted it.

‘Delicious,’ she said. ‘Hot, fresh and strong, just the way I like it. Well done, David, you’ve made a very good start, I must say.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, lifted by her praise.

‘Have you been up for long?’ she enquired.

‘Over an hour,’ he said.

‘And have you been busy?’

‘I’ve done your laundry, and hung it on the line.’

‘Hand-washed, I hope?’

‘Yes, Mistress, but the cottons are still in the machine.’

‘That’s splendid, David,’ she said. ‘And I see you’ve shaved and showered. Come over here, I want to reward you.’

She’d seen his cock stir and come partly erect, and she wanted to feel it in her hand.

He went obediently to her bedside and gasped in shock when she took hold of his cock and ran her fingers slowly up and down its length, making it stiffen and come fully erect.

‘How nice it is to be woken by such a polite and well-behaved young man,’ she said. ‘I could get used to this.’

He moaned in delight but she only laughed, saying, ‘What a shame you’re only a slave and not a real man. If you were a proper manly man I could take you to bed with me and give you a proper reward. Would you like that, David?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he said, captivated by her teasing smile. Glancing down, he saw that her nipples had grown erect and were pressing against the thin silk of her nightdress.

‘Are you looking at my breasts, David?’ she asked in a tone of mild outrage.

‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress,’ he said weakly, dragging his eyes from the lovely sight.

‘I suppose there’s no harm in you looking from time to time,’ she said, a hint of derision in her voice. ‘As long as you don’t imagine they’re for you. You don’t imagine that, do you, David? You don’t imagine touching them through my nightdress, feeling my nipples harden in your fingers, taking down the little straps of my nightdress and kissing my breasts, sucking them, and then perhaps even kissing me on the mouth the way a man kisses a woman. You don’t imagine any of that, do you, David?’

He looked at her with such painful need she relented a little, and said, ‘You don’t have to answer. After all, I don’t want to encourage you to lie to me, but you do have to understand that none of this is for you. You do know that, don’t you?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it,’ she said, her hand still moving slowly up and down on his straining cock. ‘And why’s it not for you, David, tell me?’

‘Because I’m a slave, Mistress.’

‘That’s right, David, and why else?’

‘I’m n-not a real man,’ he stammered, dismayed but hugely aroused by his submission.

‘That’s it exactly, David,’ she said, pleased to have extracted such a shameful confession from him. ‘You exist only to serve. If I require a man in my bed I will find a more suitable man to be my lover. A man who knows what a woman wants. A man I might be able to view as my equal. I trust that is clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, knowing he would never be this woman’s equal.

She let go of his cock but only to grip his balls firmly. She gave them a sharp tug, then let go, running one of her fingernails up and down the side of his cock as she spoke.

‘Go over to the chest-of-drawers and take out a bra, panties and tights,’ she said. ‘Matching panties and bra, and sheer, dark tights.’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he said, going to the chest-of-drawers and opening the drawers where he remembered seeing such items on his brief tour of the night before. With a trembling hand he took out a pair of cream-coloured lace panties with a matching bra and, from another drawer, a pair of dark tights.

‘Very good,’ said Ann. ‘Now lay them neatly on the bottom of my bed.’

He obeyed and stood by the end of her bed like a fool.

‘You won’t have to dress me this morning,’ she said. ‘That can wait for another day, but you may go down and make me my breakfast. I’ll have a boiled egg with two pieces of brown toast with freshly made orange juice and more of this lovely coffee. Do you think you can do that?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘And have something yourself,’ she said. ‘Whatever you like.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, surprised to find that he was hungry.

‘On you go, then. What are you waiting for?’

He went towards the door, but she called after him.

‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’

He looked back at her in confusion.

‘My clothes from yesterday,’ she said, a mocking light in her eyes. ‘I didn’t think you’d forget them so easily. They’re on the chair by the dresser. You’re a clever boy, you know what to do.’

He went slowly to the chair, dreading yet glorying in what he had to do.

He took her clothes from the chair, then got down on his knees and laid the clothes and underwear in a little pile in front of him.

He heard her little laugh as he took up her blouse, first smelling and then kissing it, remembering how its short sleeves had allowed him to see her strong, slim arms before she’d beaten him with her cane. Thrilled by the memory, he put the blouse to one side and took up her skirt, the lovely tight skirt she’d slid so alluringly up her thighs the night before to reveal her slip and panties. Then came her sheer hose, silken slip, pretty white panties and bra, and finally her high-heeled shoes, each item pushing him deeper and deeper under her female spell.

When he stood up with the bundle of clothes in his arms, the clothes she’d worn when she’d beaten him, he was so aroused he feared he might come there and then just from the joy of submitting to her.

‘Did you say you’d already done the laundry?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied in a trembling voice. ‘I only have to hang out the load in the machine once it’s finished.’

‘But you’ve washed all my panties?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Even the two pairs you took to your room last night?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered, wondering where this was leading.

‘In that case leave yesterday’s pair behind. I may have a use for them later on today. Put them back on the chair.’

He found the flimsy white panties and put them obediently back on the chair. He considered asking why she wanted them but thought better of it. He’d quickly learned that she wasn’t a woman who liked to be questioned.

‘On you go, then, David,’ she said casually. ‘I’m going to shower and get dressed. I’ll be down for breakfast in twenty minutes.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, a loose shoulder strap from her slip dangling against his erect cock as he left the room.

Outside in the hall he groaned in delight and leaned weakly against the wall, burying his face once more in the fragrant bundle of her clothes and underwear.

How much further could he fall, he wondered, fearing the answer?

Fifteen minutes later, she came downstairs, her hair shining from the shower and wearing a pretty floral dress. David thought she looked like a lovely Italian contessa you might see shopping in a Rome market.

He served her egg, toast and freshly squeezed orange-juice at the table by the window, making sure to keep her cup filled with coffee. She paid him no heed, reading The Guardian newspaper on her tablet. Strangely content, he stood behind the breakfast bar munching a large bowl of cereal and drinking coffee, but watching to see if his Mistress required anything.

‘Well, then, David,’ she said when he cleared away her plate, ‘hang out the rest of the laundry, and then meet me in your room. You can work outside on a lovely day like this.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hurrying to obey.

She was waiting in his room when he came in from hanging out the cottons. She held out a pair of blue overalls to him, saying, ‘These belonged to Joe. You’re about the same height and build so they should fit.’

He took them from her, relieved beyond measure to have clothes to wear.

‘Don’t put them on yet,’ she said with a knowing smile. ‘I know what men are like when they wear overalls and work-boots, and start handling tools and machinery. They become manly and full of themselves, and we don’t want that, do we, David?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said.

‘Indeed we do not,’ she said, holding out the pair of pretty white panties she’d made him leave upstairs, ‘and that’s why you’ll wear these panties under your overalls. That way you’ll always remember you’re my obedient little slave and housemaid, and not some gardener out of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Isn’t that a clever idea? Well, isn’t it?’ she repeated when he failed to answer.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said quietly.

‘Then what do you say?’

‘Th-thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, too ashamed to look her in the eye as he accepted the little lace-trimmed panties from her.

‘Don’t just stand there,’ she said. ‘Put them on.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, stepping into her worn panties and pulling them up his legs. They were lighter than air and far too small to cover his erection that protruded beyond the flimsy waistband.

‘They look very pretty on you,’ she laughed, liking how foolish and effeminate they made him look. ‘And I’m sure you know those are the panties I was wearing when I put you over the stool and caned your bare bottom? The same pair I let you see last night before you went to bed, I’m sure you remember.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, remembering everything.

‘Then you’re a very lucky slave, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, a shiver of fear and arousal running down his spine, a crazy part of him wishing she’d put him over the bed that very moment and thrash him with the riding-crop hanging on the back of the door. He longed to be nothing to her, a mere object of her scorn, and the helpless victim of her cruel authority.

‘You’re very welcome, and here are some socks,’ she said, throwing a pair of work-socks onto the bed. ‘They also belonged to Joe,’ she added, surprised to feel a catch come into her voice. ‘Get dressed, then meet me in the old stables,’ she said, leaving before her emotions got the better of her.

He found her in the stable-block where some old farm and gardening equipment lay under tarpaulins. She pulled back a cover to reveal a ride-on mower.

‘Can you operate one of these?’ she asked him.

‘I think so,’ he said. ‘I worked for the parks department when I was a student.’

‘Excellent,’ she said, pointing to a large expanse of overgrown grass the size of a football pitch. ‘It’s more a field than a lawn. It’s become completely overgrown in the last year without Joe to take care of it, but do what you can.’

‘I’ll set the blades high for the first cut, and lower for the second.’

‘Then get going,’ she said, walking back to the house as if she’d already forgotten all about him.

She worked in her study, answering emails and going over the monthly accounts of her various businesses. Things were steady if not spectacular, and she would be chairing the annual meeting with her senior executives in six weeks. She couldn’t complain. She was a very wealthy woman with no financial worries.

She closed her screen and sat back, listening to the sound of the distant mower. She went to the window and saw he’d already cut a third of the field, turning the long grass into neat, flat strips. She thought of taking him with her into town, smiling at the thought of sitting in the back seat while he drove as her chauffeur. She used to do that to Joe, use him as her chauffeur while she sat in the back seat like some film star. She’d make him drive her to her lovers’ houses, and wait outside while she took her pleasure, sometimes spending the night and leaving Joe to sleep in the car. Many times he’d driven her and her lover of the time to parties and restaurants or to the theatre. It had amused and aroused her to humiliate him in this way, knowing her slave-husband could see her kissing her lover in the driving-mirror, and once, when the party-giver was one of the few people who knew the secret of her marriage, she’d made Joe work as a waiter serving drinks to the guests. It had been the cruellest fun having him serve food and drink to her lover. And later, knowing he was watching from the shadows as she danced and flirted with another man, had given her the sweetest pleasure. She hadn’t let her eyes fall on her poor, humbled slave. That had been her special gift to him that night, the gift of her indifference, for she knew how much he loved being put in a place that was beneath even her contempt.

Her eyes moistened at these memories of her dead husband. She hoped he’d known she’d loved him, not in the way a woman usually loves a man, but in her own way as the proud and natural Mistress she had become. She’d treated him cruelly and with contempt, that was true, and yet she’d felt a deep regard and affection for him, and he’d adored her all the more for her cruelty, yet she’d never shed tears for him before. Perhaps it had taken a year to pass before she could mourn him properly, or perhaps it had taken having a new slave in her house to remind her how much she missed her old one.

Just at that moment her phone rang. It was her friend Caroline, a country lawyer, asking if she’d like to meet for coffee.

‘I’ll meet you in half an hour,’ said Ann, glad to rejoin the more normal side of her life. She would leave David to get on with his work, and take up his reins again later in the day.

‘Life is good,’ she thought as she drove past her hard-working slave on her way to meet her friend.

SUSAN, TOO, had worked in her study for most of the morning, preparing a new timetable for the sixth-year pupils. She still felt the pressure of her recent promotion to Depute Headteacher, and she was determined to excel in every aspect of her job, but the time-tabling worked out more easily than she’d expected, and she felt light-hearted when she left the house to walk the short distance to the town-centre.

She went shopping for new clothes for work, and yet she bought a short summer dress, pretty high-heeled sandals and some expensive new underwear by Chantelle, not the kind of clothes she would ever wear to work. ‘Spring fever,’ she told herself as she carried her parcels into the book-shop on the main street.

She was browsing in the classical literature section when she saw him — Robert Miller, the builder who had designed and installed her new conservatory a year ago. It had been a wonderful addition to the house — she and David had virtually lived in it since they’d had it built — but there was a small and very occasional leak from one of the roof panels, and the choke in the wood-burning stoke they’d had installed at the same time wasn’t working as it should.

She told herself this was why she needed to talk to the tall, handsome man with his nose in a book.

‘Mr Miller?’ she said politely.

‘Yes,’ he said, looking up from his book.

‘You won’t remember me,’ she said.

‘Of course I remember you, Mrs Corrie,’ he said warmly. ‘We built your conservatory last year.’

‘Yes, you did,’ she said, suddenly nervous of his good looks and open smile. ‘That’s why I wanted to talk to you. There’s a small leak from the roof, and the choke in the stove keeps sticking. I was wondering if you could fix them for me.’

‘Of course we can,’ he said. ‘Have you called the office?’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Twice.’

‘I’m very sorry to hear that,’ he said, his features darkening. ‘We usually do much better. I’ll get someone onto it as soon as I can.’

‘Thank-you,’ she said.

‘It’s no trouble,’ he said. ‘When would suit?’

‘I’m at work all day. Perhaps early in the morning, well before eight, or after five in the afternoon.’

‘I’ll do what I can, Mrs Corrie.’

‘Thank-you,’ she said again, going back to her browsing and letting him return to his book.

She went for lunch but couldn’t stop thinking of his brown eyes, and his strong hands holding the book, ‘A Passage to India’ by EM Forster she remembered, and not the kind of book she expected a builder to be reading. She felt flustered by him, telling herself she was a snob and a poor teacher for thinking a builder shouldn’t read a classic book. And yet she found herself smiling at the thought of him.

‘Don’t be silly,’ she told herself as she ate her lunch. ‘You’re a grown woman, not some stupid schoolgirl.’

WHEN ANN drove back to her farm-house she was pleased to see the grass had received its second cut. Its neatly trimmed appearance greatly improved the look of the whole steading. It looked cared-for again, as it always had when Joe was alive.

She found David round the back of the house unpegging her dry clothes from the line and putting them in a basket at his feet.

‘Well, well,’ she said, amused to see he’d just unpegged her prettiest lace slip, ‘if I was a school-teacher I’d award you a gold star for excellence, David, really I would. When you’ve finished here, shower and come to the kitchen, and we’ll discuss the rest of your day.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, thrilled anew by her command but wishing he didn’t have her slip in his hand.

‘Naked,’ she said as she walked away. ‘Except for your pretty panties.’

She sensed his eyes on her as she went into the house. It felt good to be looked at that way by a man again. Caroline had commented on how well she’d looked today, younger and more carefree. Caroline was happily married with three grown-up children, and lived a conventional life with her farmer husband, but she was an intelligent open-minded woman who, over the years, had enjoyed hearing of Ann’s ‘strange adventures’ and it had been Caroline who’d drawn up the legal papers transferring all Joe’s money and assets to Ann. She liked to consider herself Ann’s quiet accomplice and trusted confidante, finding a vicarious pleasure in Ann’s unusual sex-life. Over coffee and cake, Ann had told Caroline about her new slave, and how she was breaking him in for a young friend. Caroline had joked about the beneficial effects of having a slave in her life again, and Ann had laughed dismissively, but secretly she agreed, putting her improved mood and looks down to David’s presence. ‘Perhaps a Mistress needs a slave to serve and adore her,’ she mused. ‘Perhaps only then can she be her true self.’

‘I’ve bought us steaks for dinner,’ she told David when he came into the kitchen, obediently showered and naked except for his panties, and looking sweetly ashamed in the pretty white knickers. ‘A reward for your hard work, but first I need to choose the wine. Come with me, and I’ll show you the wine-cellar.’

She breezed past him, leaving him to follow after her into the back corridor where she opened a door, switched on a light and descended a steep stone stairway.

‘I own a wine-importing business,’ she told him as she stood searching the racks of wine. ‘It’s one of the businesses I took over when my husband became my slave, so I’m never short of wine,’ she said, selecting a bottle and reading its label aloud. ‘Chateau Roc de Cambes, one of my favourites. Serve it tonight with my meal.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, taking the dusty bottle from her.

‘But there’s something else I want to show you,’ she said, crossing the cellar and pushing open a heavy wooden door to a side-room. ‘Joe and I used this room many times over the years. It became a kind of second home to him. I took to calling it the oubliette.’

He’d heard her use the word to Susan, but he’d done German not French at school, and he hadn’t known what it meant, yet something in the sound of the word frightened him, and caused him to shiver in alarm.

‘Don’t look so worried,’ she said, flicking the switch on the outside wall and putting on the light in the room, a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling. ‘Come in and have a look.’

He followed her into the musty little room. He saw a wooden bunk with a thin mattress and some blankets, and an old toilet in the corner with a broken seat.

‘I think it was once a boiler-room,’ said Ann, pointing to some old pipes that now came to an end in mid-air. ‘God knows why there’s a toilet down here, but there is.’

He looked at the other wall and his heart missed a beat when he saw the leather neck-collar and wrist-cuffs attached to the wall with thin but sturdy looking chains.

‘I’d often leave Joe down here,’ Ann said casually. ‘Sometimes just for the fun of it, but more often if we had guests, or if I wanted a break from him. Most people would never understand or forgive our kind of relationship. Sadomasochism and dominant women frighten the horses, there’s no getting away from it, and hardly anyone knew Joe lived as my slave. We kept it a secret, and I’d lock him up down here and say he was away working or visiting family. And not all my lovers were comfortable having him around — although a few of them, the cruel and arrogant ones, liked nothing better than possessing a woman in front of her husband — but it was often simpler just to keep him completely out of the way. I’d come down to check on him from time to time. I enjoyed doing that. It was lovely to tease and torment him, make him think I’d come to set him free, and then leave him again to go back to my waiting lover. Once I left him down here for three days … but what’s the matter, David? You look a little pale. Are you feeling unwell?’

He had turned pale, and his heart was hammering in his chest.

‘N-no,’ he stammered fearfully, coming helplessly erect under her mocking gaze.

‘Then perhaps you’d like to give it a try?’

‘No,’ he said too quickly. ‘No, I wouldn’t.’

‘Oh, don’t be such a coward,’ she said. ‘Slaves love to be tied up by their Mistresses. It’s in their blood, they can’t help it. Put the wine down, and come over here. I want to try it even if you say you don’t.’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, daring at last to disobey her.

‘Do what you’re told,’ she said, suddenly strict.

His resistance crushed in an instant, he stepped closer to the wall where she lifted the leather neck-collar and fastened it around his neck with quick, skilful fingers. He’d never been restrained before, and his soul trembled in fear even as a heavenly helplessness took possession of his senses.

‘I’m sure you’ll like it,’ she said. ‘A slave always likes to feel imprisoned and helpless. In some strange way it makes sense of his life. Now give me your hands.’

He did as he was told, and she fastened the cuffs around his wrists, then pulled the chains tight so he was held spread-eagled against the wall.

‘How does that feel?’ she asked him.

‘I d-don’t know.’

‘Don’t you like it? Tell the truth, now. I’ve no time for liars.’

‘Yes,’ he said, mesmerised by her cruel beauty, his erection giving him away. ‘Yes, I like it.’

‘I knew you would,’ she said with a pleased smile, caressing his cock to reward him for telling the truth. ‘Do you know what oubliette means?’ she asked him.

‘No,’ he said.

‘It’s a French name for a dungeon,’ she said lightly as if she was discussing the weather, ‘but not just any old dungeon. Oubliettes were by far the worst kinds of dungeons, usually very deep and dark, not much more than holes in the ground where prisoners were thrown and left to die. They were forgotten men, from the French word oublier meaning to forget, hence ‘oubliette.’ But I think you might like being a forgotten man, David,’ she said, her slow caresses driving him mad. ‘Oh, yes, I have a feeling you might like that very much.’

Fearing he’d come in her hand, he tugged against his bonds but she only laughed at his attempt to free himself.

‘Try again,’ she said, aroused by his bondage, and the sound the chains made against the stone wall. ‘Go on, pull harder.’

He pulled very hard, and then pulled again, but there was no give. Starting to panic, the collar around his throat suddenly felt very tight.

‘You see,’ said Ann, his cock pulsing in her hand as she welcomed the sweet wetness between her legs, ‘there’s no escape. None at all. You’re my prisoner, David. A prisoner in my oubliette.’

‘Let me go, please.’

‘No, David,’ she said simply. ‘I won’t let you go. In fact, I’m going to leave you now,’ she added, cupping his balls and squeezing them through the thin material of his panties. ‘Just to let you feel what it’s like to be a forgotten man.’

‘Please, no,’ he gasped, suddenly very afraid of being left alone in the sinister little room.

‘I’m going to leave you, David.’

‘No.’

‘Yes. I’m going to walk away and leave you alone in the dark.’

‘You can’t.’

‘There’s no such thing as can’t,’ she said. ‘Not for a Mistress, you need to understand that.’

‘Please,’ he said, real fear in his eyes.

‘Are you begging me?’ she said, looking deep into his eyes, savouring his fear, wanting to hear him beg so she could refuse him. ‘Well, are you?’ she said when he didn’t reply.

‘Yes,’ he said finally, swallowing what little pride he had left. ‘I’m begging you.’

‘Then let me hear you,’ she said, a cruel amusement in her eyes. ‘Perhaps if you beg nicely I may reconsider and set you free. Let me hear you beg to be set free.’

‘I beg you, Mistress,’ he said in a trembling voice, ‘please don’t leave me here,’ and yet, even as he begged with all his heart, a part of him yearned for her to walk away and abandon him to his fate. Despite his very real fear of the oubliette, he longed for her cruelty and indifference. He longed to be a forgotten man. It was beyond all sense, but he wanted, more than anything, to suffer for her pleasure.

‘I’m sure it’ll do you good,’ she said, pulling back the waistband of his panties before letting it go against his straining cock, hurting his pride more than his flesh. ‘It’ll teach you how much I like to be cruel to my slaves, and how much pleasure I take in their suffering. I expect you to suffer for me, David. It’s one of your most important duties as my slave.’

‘Let me go, please, I beg you.’

‘You’ve begged very nicely, David, really you have, but begging seldom works with me. In fact, it tends to harden my resolve, I’m afraid to say.’

‘Please, don’t do this,’ he said, fear and arousal going to war, one against the other.

‘I’m leaving now.’

‘No,’ he gasped, his whole body trembling.

‘Yes.’

‘Please, no.’

‘Yes,’ she said again, running her fingers over his trembling flesh, thrilled by her power and his fear.

‘Oh, God.’

‘Goodbye, David.’

‘Don’t go.’

She just laughed.

‘Please, God, don’t!’

‘Bye-bye,’ she said, turning with a pretty swirl of her summery dress, and leaving the room.

‘Please, you can’t,’ he shouted after her, but she only slammed the door, turning the lock and switching off the light, leaving him in pitch darkness. ‘Don’t leave me!’ he called out at the top of his voice. ‘Please, don’t leave me here!’

It aroused Ann to ignore his cries as she climbed the cellar stairs with her bottle of Chateau Roc De Cambes. She hadn’t intended to lock him up, at least not this soon into his stay, but sometimes it was better not to plan things, she reflected, as she shut the door to the cellar, silencing his desperate cries.

Sometimes it was best to follow her instincts.

SUSAN HAD taken a nap after her shopping trip, and she felt hungry when she woke. Deciding to give the pub a miss, she heated up some delicious chilli David had made — he really was a wonderful cook — and ate it from her lap while she watched an episode of The Affair. She had just begun the second series and was thoroughly enjoying it, although with some reservations. She found the acting and most of the writing to be excellent, particularly Ruth Wilson’s stunning portrayal of the young waitress, and Dominic West’s broad shoulders and wolf-like smile weren’t bad either, not to mention his god-given ‘ass’ as the Americans would say, but she often found the split perspective used in every episode slow and irritating, and tonight was just such an occasion. She switched off the television, and sat looking out the window wondering what to do with herself.

‘The pub it is,’ she decided, going upstairs to fix her hair and make-up, and put on her pretty new dress and underwear and high-heeled sandals. ‘It’ll be good to have a few drinks and see my friends,’ she told herself. ‘Where’s the harm in that?’

The fact that Robert Miller often drank in her local had absolutely nothing to do with it.

ANN HAD only intended to leave David in the oubliette for ten minutes or so, particularly as it was his first time, but she became distracted by a radio programme about a new film ‘Love and Friendship’ based on the little known Jane Austen novella ‘Lady Susan,’ and nearly an hour had passed before she went down to the cellar to release her prisoner.

‘Well, David,’ she said as she came into the dungeon, ‘how does it feel to be a forgotten man?’

He said nothing but just stared at her fearfully while she undid his bonds.

As she unbuckled the leather collar around his neck her body pressed against him and she felt his cock harden against the pretty folds of her dress.

‘My, my, someone’s pleased to see me,’ she said, laughter sparkling in her eyes as she grazed against him.

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he mumbled, relieved beyond measure to be set free, yet hugely aroused by his period of captivity.

‘The funny thing is I really did forget all about you,’ said Ann. ‘I meant to leave you for only a few minutes but I was enjoying my wine, and then I started listening to a radio programme about a rarely read Jane Austen novella called Lady Susan — who does that make you think of? — and I’m afraid to say you slipped my mind entirely. There’s a lesson in that for you. Do you know what it is?’

‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered, mesmerised by the amusement in her eyes.

‘You really are of very little importance, that’s your lesson. All it took was a programme on the radio and I forgot all about you. I know we’re all the hero in our own life-stories, but I have no interest in your story. You’re here to serve, that’s all, and if it gives me pleasure to lock you away and forget all about you, then I’ll simply take that pleasure as my due without the slightest regard for your thoughts on the matter. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, his soul flying to her.

Not only did he understand, he felt his servitude to her deepen and take root in his very being. Being bound and forgotten had terrified and enraged him, yet it had enslaved him utterly. He really did want to suffer for her. He wanted his pain to bring her pleasure. More than that, he wanted to dissolve and vanish until he was nothing other than a part of the air that gave her life.

‘Come on, then,’ she said, leading the way out of the dark cell. ‘You can cook our evening meal. I’ve bought fillet steaks, one for each of us and, if you’re very good, I may even let you have a glass of wine.’

As he followed her lovely legs up the stairs from the cellar David knew that his time in the oubliette had stolen a part of him he’d never get back, and opened a door in his heart to a new and abject level of submission.

BEING A Saturday night, Susan’s local was busy. Robert Miller wasn’t there when she arrived, and she didn’t see him come in, but she saw him standing with some friends at the bar when she went up to buy a round of drinks. Once again she noticed how quietly handsome he was, how tall and rangy. Like a cowboy, she thought, the brave and decent ranch-hand who kills the gunslinger — and gets the girl.

He nodded at her and smiled as she passed with her tray of drinks, glad she was wearing her pretty new dress. If he’d been wearing a stetson hat, Susan thought, he might well have tipped it, and said ‘Ma’am.’

She was sitting with her back to the bar but she remained aware of him for the rest of the night, and drifted in and out of the lively chat around her table. She’d glance over at him when she thought he wasn’t looking, and once he caught her looking at him, which made her blush. Some time later, she looked round and this time she caught him looking at her, which also made her blush. ‘Eyes darting contagious fire,’ Milton’s description of Adam and Eve’s newly awakened passion, came into her mind, and she decided she’d better go home before she made a fool of herself. She may have become some kind of a Mistress, but she was also a married woman who believed in trust and fidelity, and so she finished her drink, made her farewells and left the bar, forcing herself not to look over her shoulder at Robert Miller.

Yet, when she left the pub, she looked back to see if he would follow her out into the street, but he remained inside, and she felt a painful sense of loss as she walked home. A little to her shame, she knew it would not be her husband she’d miss in her bed that night.

SHAKEN BY his time in the oubliette, David had found it hard to concentrate on preparing the evening meal, and yet he’d grilled the steaks to perfection — medium rare as Ann had instructed — and ate his steak standing at the worktop while his Mistress ate at table. She’d even allowed him a small glass of wine that he’d found delicious but, lest he felt too favoured, she’d sent him straight off to do her ironing after their meal. He’d been working in the laundry-room ever since while she watched television, sent e-mails and drank wine.

It was now well after ten o’clock and Susan hadn’t called or sent a text, and that pleased Ann. She liked to think Susan was learning to put herself first, not her husband, and besides, it would do David good to know that his wife hadn’t called to enquire about him.

Ann wanted him to understand how little he mattered, but not only that. It aroused her to introduce him step by step to the full scale of his insignificance. If he thought he’d already reached the bottom of the ladder then he was in for a very rude awakening.

He had a very long way still to fall.

She took her empty wine glass to the sink in the kitchen where she left it for her slave to wash up in the morning, and went to the laundry-room on tiptoe so he wouldn’t hear her heels on the stone floor. For long moments she watched unseen from the doorway as he ironed one of her skirts. He had his back to her and she admired his slim, runner’s legs and firm bottom in his little panties. She saw the evidence of his evening’s work in the long row of neatly pressed skirts and blouses suspended from a rail on hangers, and the pile of neatly folded woollens, nylons and underwear. He’d clearly been a very busy and hard-working housemaid.

‘What a good little maid you are,’ she said, taking him by surprise and making him jump. ‘I’m very pleased with you, but that’s enough ironing for the night. Make that your last item, then bring everything upstairs and put them away. When you’ve done that, you can help me undress for bed.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said but she’d already left, as was her way.

He put the clothes and underwear carefully into one of the larger baskets, and then draped the ironed skirts and blouses over the basket, and carried the load upstairs. He felt a nervous excitement at the prospect of what lay ahead. What did she mean by undress her? Would he actually have to take off her clothes? Would he see her naked, or would she change by herself into her nightdress and expect him merely to gather and sort her discarded clothes in the way she’d shown him? And what about Susan? Surely she’d phoned to ask about him and, if she had, what had the two women said about him? Most importantly, what time would Susan be picking him up tomorrow? He was already finding his captivity easier to endure knowing he’d be going home tomorrow. Only one more night and day and he’d be free.

Ann wasn’t in the bedroom but he could hear a tap running in the shower-room, and he opened her wardrobe and began hanging up her newly pressed skirts and blouses. She came into the bedroom and stood brushing her teeth, watching him put away her clothes. Still brushing her teeth, she came over and looked through the clothes he’d hung up in the wardrobe, expecting to find something she could find fault with, and planning to give him a telling-off, perhaps even a punishment of some kind, but everything was beautifully pressed and well up to her high standards. Once more she was impressed with his work. He was showing himself to be an exceptionally willing and able slave. Without a word, she went back into the shower-room leaving him to put away her woollens, tights, panties, bras and slips in the correct drawers.

David, oddly happy in his maid’s work, felt a heavy ache of desire as he put away the soft, feminine garments. He really did think of them as his Mistress’ sacred vestments.

‘Very good, David,’ Ann said briskly when she came back into the bedroom. ‘Now, come over here and I’ll instruct you in how to undress your Mistress for bed.’

He closed the last drawer, and went quickly to her, his heart pounding.

‘I’m sure it will excite you to undress me,’ she said calmly, ’but your excitement is of no interest to me. None at all. What interests me are your dexterity and grace, and your attitude of respect. You may look at me while you work, but you will not ogle me. You will by necessity touch my bare skin from time to time but you will not linger inappropriately, or give any sign that you find pleasure in touching me. You are merely here to be of service. Of course your little cock will get hard –- I expect that — but your hands and eyes will remain entirely chaste. You are a slave, nothing more. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, swallowing nervously.

‘Seeing me naked is neither an invitation nor a privilege. It is merely a part of your work for it does not matter what a slave sees any more than it would matter what a dog or cat sees. Your thoughts and desires are of no consequence. I trust that, too, is clear?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he stammered.

‘Crystal clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I hope for your sake it is,’ she said, enjoying her play-acting, and allowing herself to be taken over by her role. ‘You will start with my dress. Go behind me and take down its zip.’

He did as he was told, his hand trembling as he pulled down the zip in the back of her dress.

‘Now pull it from my shoulders.’

He pulled the pretty floral dress from her shoulders, revealing her lovely back and shoulders, and the pretty straps of her slip and bra.

‘Pull it down to my waist,’ she instructed, ‘and then give a little tug to help it over my hips.’

He obeyed dazedly, inhaling her perfume, his hands brushing against the warm smooth nylon of her slip as he slid the dress over her hips.

‘That’s it,’ she said. ‘Now let it drop to the ground at my feet.’

The dress, with a soft whisper, fell to the ground.

‘Now my slip,’ she instructed him.

He pulled the thin white straps from her shoulders and unpeeled the tight nylon slip until it lay with her dress in a lacy pool around her feet.

‘Bend and pick them up,’ she commanded, stepping away from her clothes, ’and drape them over the chair by the wardrobe.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, picking up her slip and dress before laying them over the chair.

‘I expect you to work quickly so I don’t become impatient,’ she remarked, ‘but not so quickly that you rush and become clumsy.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his brain swimming with desire.

‘Now my bra,’ she said, turning her back to him.

She smiled to feel his hands shake as he unclasped her bra.

He experienced a surge of animal arousal when he slid the straps from her shoulders and felt the bra release the glorious weight of her breasts. He longed to cup them in his hands, tug down her tights and panties and make love to her like a man, and yet he did nothing except await her next command.

‘Come round the front,’ she said.

He did as he was told.

‘You’re still holding my bra,’ she said, smiling at his erection straining beyond the waistband of his panties, and the way he was looking everywhere except at her breasts.

‘I’m s-sorry, Mistress,’ he said, laying the pretty lace bra on top of her dress and slip and turning quickly back to face her.

‘Shoes next,’ she said, pushing one foot prettily in front of the other.

He knelt immediately and took her foot carefully in his hands, shucking off the high-heeled shoe. She presented him with the other foot, and he shucked that shoe off too, placing it neatly beside its twin.

‘Stay on your knees,’ she said, ‘and take down my tights. Do it quickly, but carefully.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled reaching up and hooking his thumbs into the waistband of her dark tights and pulling them carefully down over her hips, and her shapely thighs and knees. She lifted each foot elegantly as he removed the sheer nylon from her feet.

‘Now,’ she said calmly, ‘before you take down my panties I want you to notice how little I care about being naked in front of you. You are about to see the most private part of my body and yet it means nothing to me. Why is that, do you think, David?’

‘I’m only a s-slave,’ he said, trembling in shame and arousal.

‘That’s it exactly, you’re only a s-slave,’ she said in cruel imitation of his stammer. ‘If you were a man who I had some interest in as a lover, then it might be different, but you’re not that kind of man, I’m afraid. You’re of no interest to a woman except as her servant and housemaid. I want that to be absolutely clear before you take down my panties. Is it clear, David?’

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

‘Absolutely clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then repeat what I’ve just told you,’ she said, to place him deeper under her spell.

‘I’m of no interest to a woman except as her servant and housemaid,’ he repeated, his cock leaping in submissive arousal.

‘Very good, David, and be sure to remember that,’ she said, a dark amusement in her eyes. ‘And you should also know that Lady Susan hasn’t bothered to call me today,’ she added, amused to give her friend such a grand title. ‘She’s obviously getting on perfectly well without you.’

He gave a soft moan of hurt and disappointment which thrilled Ann, and made her feel the joy of her power over him all the more intensely.

‘C-can I call her?’ he asked, a sick feeling in his stomach. He was longing to speak to Susan.

‘Don’t be absurd,’ said Ann. ‘It’s not your place to call Lady Susan.’

Ann saw the hurt and surprise in his eyes, and she knew referring to his absent wife as Lady Susan had struck a chord deep inside him. It may have been little more than a bit of fun, a new way of teasing him, but Ann understood that Susan was now much more than a wife and Mistress to David. Her tormenting absence, and the power she wielded over what now happened to him, had transformed Susan into a kind of Goddess in his mind.

‘Lady Susan will call me if there’s anything she wants to discuss. You need to remember your place, David. Besides, what could you possibly want to call her about?’

‘I w-want to know what time she’s coming for me tomorrow?’

‘I haven’t the first idea,’ said Ann. ‘We haven’t set a time.’

‘She promised to come tomorrow, but I don’t know what time.’

‘Then you’ll just have to wait and see, won’t you? Slaves are not consulted about such matters. Why should they be? Lady Susan will come when it suits her, no sooner and no later, and that’s all you need to know. Now take down my panties, I’m getting cold.’

Yes, Mistress,’ he said, pulling her pretty panties down over her shapely hips and lovely legs. Overwhelmed by her female beauty, he couldn’t help staring at her sweet forest of curls. Once more he felt a strong animal excitement, and he longed to bury his face between her legs and worship with all his heart.

Ann felt a flaring of arousal so strong it surprised her. She thought how lovely it would be to let him worship with his tongue the way he clearly longed to, but that would be a step too far. Susan was not only his true Mistress, she was also his wife, and such an intimate physical contact, for all he was a slave, would constitute a breach of trust. ‘One step at a time,’ Ann told herself, stepping back reluctantly from her kneeling slave.

‘Bring me my nightdress,’ she said. ‘It’s under my pillow.’

He stood quickly and fetched her elegant nightgown from beneath her pillow.

‘Just hand it to me,’ she said impatiently. ‘I’ll put it on myself.’

He handed the nightdress to her and gazed in wonder as she pulled it over her head, and down her voluptuous body.

‘Turn back the duvet and switch on my bedside light, I may read for a while.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hurrying to obey.

‘You’ve had a long and busy day, David,’ she said, ‘and you’ll be just as busy tomorrow. I want you to go straight to bed and have a good night’s sleep, and not lie awake thinking about sex. Perhaps I should give you my worn panties to take away with you. I’m sure they’ll help you get to sleep. Yes, I think that’s for the best. Bring me my panties.’

He took up her panties from the pile of clothes on the chair, and gave them to her.

‘My tights too,’ she said, ‘now that I think about it.’

He handed her the sheer nylons, and she dangled them against his straining cock before stuffing them down the front of the panties he was wearing, saying, ‘you can come in my tights tonight. They’ll feel lovely and soft against your pretty little cock, and you can think of how nice they looked on my legs. You will think of that, won’t you, David, when you’re making your little mess?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, utterly entranced.

‘And you can wear these tomorrow as my obedient little slave,’ she said, holding up her newly worn panties which were white with a little pattern of flowers on them, ‘but you can hold them against your nose tonight when you’re coming in my nylons. You’ll like that, won’t you, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, every part of him aching with desire.

‘I thought you would,’ she said, a mocking light in her eyes. ‘So tell me, David, how much do you want my panties?’

‘V-very much,’ he said helplessly.

‘Then ask for them,’ she said, to humiliate him further.

‘Please, Mistress,’ he said like a fool, ‘please may I have your panties?’

‘These panties?’ she said, fluffing them against his face.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, smelling her lovely woman’s scent.

‘My worn panties?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Say it.’

‘Your worn panties.’

‘My dirty panties?’

‘Yes, Mistress, your dirty panties.’

‘Ask me again,’ she said. ‘Don’t just ask, beg.’

‘I beg you, Mistress,’ he beseeched her, ‘please may I have your dirty panties?’

‘Very well, David, you may,’ she said, giving him the little white panties.

She got into bed, taking up her book, Jane Austen’s ‘Persuasion’ and putting on her reading glasses. ‘Coffee at 7.30,’ she reminded him as she found her page. ‘Off you go.’

‘Good night, Mistress,’ he said, turning to go.

‘Isn’t there something you want to say before you go?’

He spoke before he had time to think.

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said.

‘What are you thanking me for?’

‘F-for being my Mistress,’ he said.

‘You’re quite welcome,’ she said, pleased with his answer. ‘You’re coming along very well. Good night, David, and sweet dreams.’

WHEN SUSAN woke on Sunday morning she thought immediately of her husband. Guilty thoughts overwhelmed her. She’d judged his submissive nature too harshly and taken advantage of it by abandoning him with Ann. After all, he’d always loved her and looked after her, doing all the cooking and household chores, and treating her like a queen. What did it matter if he needed her to be firm and take control? She was his wife, wasn’t she? Why shouldn’t she accommodate his desires as part of a loving marriage? He’d been honest, and shared his sexual desires with her. That had taken courage. Why couldn’t she be his wife and his Mistress? It was hardly a trial to have a husband who ran after her hand and foot, and worshipped the ground she walked on. Many women would view such an arrangement as the greatest good fortune.

And he’d always been loyal, as had she, if she didn’t count her foolish, faithless thoughts about Robert Miller. It was ridiculous, she scolded herself, harbouring fantasies about a builder, and she congratulated herself on leaving the pub early and remaining a good and faithful wife. As she showered, she decided that today was the day she’d welcome David back fully into her life. She would tidy the house, and do the shopping for the week, making sure to buy something special for their evening meal. And then she’d drive to Ann’s and bring him home with her. She thought fondly of the adoring look that came into his eyes when she made him kneel at her feet, but she had something else in mind for him that night. She’d take him to bed and make love to him as a man not a slave. She’d stopped taking the pill several months ago, and she’d tell him not to wear a condom. She loved her job but at thirty-two her biological clock was ticking loudly. With luck, she’d become pregnant and they’d have a child, a girl for preference, although a boy would be lovely too, or maybe one of each. Being a father would make a man of David, she was sure, and they would thrive as a family.

In honour of her returning husband, she put on her prettiest underwear and the black leather pencil skirt he’d bought her for Christmas.

David was in for a very happy homecoming.

WOKEN BY the clock’s alarm, David struggled out of sleep. He hadn’t slept well, haunted through the night by erotic dreams and visions, most of them involving Ann’s knowing smile and shapely nylon-clad legs. In an attempt to find sleep he’d masturbated three times, his face buried in her panties as he came in her silky nylons, but he’d slept fitfully, only falling into a deep sleep an hour or so before his alarm was due to go off. He felt terrible when he got out of bed, but not even a cold shower could dull his ardour and, despite his fatigue, he was plagued with arousal as he dried himself with the rough old towel and put on her panties as instructed. Then he made the coffee and took it up to his Mistress.

Ann hardly seemed aware of his presence as he knelt to help her into her panties, and hurried to fetch the clothes of her choosing, an elegantly severe tweed skirt and silk blouse and knee-length black boots. As he assisted her, she’d occasionally caress his cock or stroke his bottom through his panties, but she did it absent-mindedly, more to demonstrate her ownership than acknowledge his presence or give him pleasure. Serving her in his pretty panties, he truly felt like a lady’s-maid attending the lady of the house.

After he’d cooked breakfast, she set him to work vacuuming and spring-cleaning all the upstairs bedrooms and bathrooms. The physical work made him feel better. His fatigue vanished, and he laboured happily, knowing he’d be going home later that day. He thought fondly of Susan’s lovely face and warm smile, and couldn’t wait to be re-united with his wife. They’d laugh, and have a long talk and find a way to make their marriage work, he was sure of it. Perhaps he’d even stop wanting to be a slave. His short time with Ann had shocked and frightened him. It was time to become a normal man again, and take his rightful place in the world.

Before it was too late, he thought with a shudder.

IT WAS nearly three in the afternoon by the time Susan had tidied the house, done the shopping and cooked David’s favourite meal — a lamb and spinach curry to be accompanied by the Indian Cobra lager cooling in the fridge. It relaxed her to cook for her husband like a good and loving wife, and she was looking forward to bringing David home.

She had just picked up her coat and car keys to drive to Ann’s when the doorbell rang. Keen to be on her way, she answered the door impatiently and stood blinking in surprise.

It was the very man she’d been trying not to think about.

Robert Miller.

‘Is this not a good time, Mrs Corrie?’ he said, seeing her surprise.

‘No, it’s not that,’ she said awkwardly. ‘I was just going out, that’s all.’

‘We can come another time.’

She saw the young apprentice standing behind him. For some reason his presence disappointed her.

‘How long will it take?’ she asked.

‘Hard to say, maybe an hour or so. I’m sorry to come on a Sunday, but we’re very busy next week, and I didn’t want to leave it any longer.’

‘That’s kind of you,’ she said, standing back to let them in. ‘I can wait an hour. Please come in.’

She led them through to the conservatory and they got straight to work, the wiry apprentice Jamal swarming across the roof and Robert working from a step-ladder inside. They had to take out two of the panels and refit them, which took them well over an hour. She talked to Robert from time to time, offering him coffee which he refused. ‘But I’ll have some of that curry if there’s any going,’ he said as he wrestled with a heavy panel. ‘It smells wonderful.’

She didn’t know if he was serious or not so she just laughed and took refuge in the kitchen. Her skin felt dry, and her heart was beating too fast, yet she was glad she was wearing her leather pencil skirt. She knew she looked good in it, and it made a whispering sound against her thighs when she moved which both pleased and embarrassed her, and made her blush like a schoolgirl.

She checked her watch and made herself think of her husband. It wasn’t even 4.30, but it was only a forty minute drive to Ann’s. She’d have plenty of time to go and fetch David once the repair was complete.

DAVID GREW more and more uneasy as the day wore on. After finishing all the upstairs rooms and vacuuming the stairs and hallways, Ann had sent him to his room for a rest and he was lying on the narrow bed staring up at the ceiling. He looked over at the little wardrobe, wondering why Ann kept it locked with a padlock. What didn’t she want him to find? And where was Susan, or Lady Susan as Ann called her? It was nearly five o’clock and there was no sign of her. He’d been working in the house all day, feeling more than naked in his little panties. He dreaded the thought of Susan seeing him in Ann’s panties — he knew he looked a fool in them and he very much wanted to appear manly to his wife — but there was nothing he could do about it. It would be one last humiliation he’d have to endure before leaving this prison for good, and he consoled himself with the thought that Susan would bring clothes for him to wear on the drive back. But where was she? Perhaps she was already on her way. God, he ached for her, his dear, lovely, wonderful wife.

He nearly jumped out of his skin when the servant’s bell above the door suddenly gave a loud ring, and he scrambled to his feet like a fireman summoned to a blaze. As he rushed along the corridor to attend his Mistress he felt a growing excitement — perhaps she’d heard from his wife and he’d learn when Susan would be coming for him.

‘So there you are,’ said Ann when he found her sitting at her desk in her study. ‘I’m so glad the bell’s still working, it makes calling for you so easy.’

He stood before her, longing to hear news of his wife’s arrival, but she spoke of a much more mundane matter.

‘I trust a cook of your ability can make a Bolognese sauce.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered.

‘Very good,’ she said. ‘The ingredients are in the kitchen. I’ll expect to eat at seven.’

He didn’t move. He just stood looking at her.

‘On you go, then,’ she said sharply, peering over the rim of her glasses. ‘What are you waiting for?’

‘I was w-wondering …’ he stammered anxiously.

‘What were you wondering?’ she said icily.

‘Are … Are you expecting a guest tonight?’

‘A guest?’ she said, clearly expecting no such person. ‘Oh, I see,’ she said, with sudden understanding. ‘You’re thinking of your wife. You’re wondering if Lady Susan will be joining us this evening?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his heart lifting with hope and excitement.

‘I’ve told you before,’ she said, eyeing him sternly, ‘that’s no concern of yours. What a Mistress chooses to do is no business of her slave. Lady Susan will either come early or come late, it’s entirely up to her. Now, get on with your work before I take my cane from the cupboard.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, thoroughly chastened as he turned and left the room.

Ann understood how desperate he was to be rescued by his wife, and she smiled at his neediness. It hardly surprised her that he wished to be re-united with his young and lovely wife. She examined her feelings and discovered that she’d rather like him to stay a while longer — it pleased her to have a handsome young man in her service and she felt less lonely with him in the house — but the decision was entirely Susan’s. She was a little surprised Susan hadn’t rung already, but no doubt she would in due course, and what would be would be. She forgot all about the desperate young man as she went back to her computer.

David’s stomach fluttered with anxiety as he browned the meat and chopped up garlic and onions and peppers. It was still early in the evening, he told himself. There was still plenty of time for Susan to come for him.

‘Please come,’ he whispered under his breath as he worked. ‘Oh God, Susan, please come soon.’

SUSAN WAS reading in the sitting-room when she heard the builder’s van drive away from her house. Surprised that they’d left without telling her, she went through to the conservatory only to see Robert Miller lying on his back surrounded by sections of her dismantled stove.

‘Jamal’s got some work to finish in the yard, he’ll be back for me shortly,’ said Robert, not looking at her as he repaired the stove. ‘The roof’s fixed, and I thought I’d do this while I’m here. If you need to go, leave me a key and I’ll lock up after me.’

‘It’s all right,’ she said, feeling her face flush. ‘I’m in no hurry.’

‘I’ll be as quick as I can,’ he said, his head half inside the stove.

‘Take as long as you like,’ she felt like saying.

His shirt had come untucked from his jeans, and she could see his lean, firm stomach as he worked. She saw the thin line of dark hairs disappear inside his jeans where it seemed to thicken a little just above his belt buckle.

She sat in one of the dining-chairs, and began chatting to him.

He talked as he worked, and she liked his easy, friendly manner. He told her of the degree in History he’d taken at Durham University before going into his father’s building business.

‘I always enjoyed working for him in the holidays and, if you’ll pardon me for saying it, I had no desire to be a teacher, and what else can you do with a History degree? My father’s retired and I run the business now.’

‘Are you happy doing that?’

‘It has its ups and down,’ he said, his shirt climbing higher as he reached deeper inside the stove to secure its firebricks against the back plate. ‘But most of the time I’m happy enough. I like being my own boss, and it’s an honest living despite what people say about builders. You’re an English teacher, aren’t you?’ he asked her, remembering a conversation he’d had with her last summer when he’d built her conservatory. She’d been wearing tight blue jeans and a yellow t-shirt. Her lovely hair had been tied back with a matching yellow ribbon. A whole year ago and he remembered exactly what she’d been wearing.

‘I used to be,’ she said. ‘I’ve been promoted. I’m a Depute Principal now.’

‘I’d better mind my behaviour, then,’ he said, smiling up at her, forcing himself not to glance at her lovely legs.

‘Yes,’ she said, smiling back. ‘You’d better.’

‘Where’s Mr Corrie?’ he asked.

‘He’s away for a while,’ she said, suddenly uneasy.

‘Working?’

‘Something like that,’ she said.

‘I didn’t mean to pry,’ he said, noticing her unease.

‘It’s all right,’ she said.

‘Give him my regards.’

‘I will,’ she said, her feelings in turmoil. ‘I’m Susan, by the way,’ she added, feeling foolish as soon as she’d said it.

‘I’m Robert,’ he said, happy to exchange first names with this beautiful woman. He’d thought her beautiful the first time he’d set eyes on her a year ago, so lovely it hurt to look at her. Her eyes were clear and steady and a smile always seemed to be playing around her full, sensual mouth, and she had a lovely figure, somehow both full and slender. He couldn’t imagine how any of the boys in her classes got any work done, or slept at night for dreaming of her. Perhaps that’s why they’d promoted her out of the classroom, he thought, so the boys could get some peace. And her legs looked wonderful in the leather skirt she was wearing. And the sound it made when she walked would tempt a saint. He hadn’t felt this way about a woman since his wife had died four years ago. Once more he forced himself not to look at her legs, and told himself to behave and get on with his work.

She saw that he had started to re-assemble the stove with quick, skilful movements of his strong fingers.

In no time he would be gone.

‘Are you married, Robert?’ she asked, immediately wishing she could take back her words.

‘I was,’ he said, a cloud passing over his features.

‘Now, I’m prying,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘No, it’s fine, it’s not a happy story, that’s all,’ he said. ‘I won’t depress you with it.’

‘Would you like some curry?’ she said to repair the mood.

‘I was only joking,’ he laughed. ‘You don’t have to feed me.’

‘It’s no trouble,’ she said, going into the kitchen. ‘I’ve made more than enough to go round.’

She was stirring the lamb and spinach curry when he came in to wash his hands at the sink. He was taller than she remembered and he loomed over her. When he turned towards her, she felt herself drawn towards him, and she wanted to lean her head against his chest, but she just handed him a dish-towel to dry his hands.

‘That really does smell good,’ he said.

‘Sit down,’ she said. ‘It’s ready.’

She served him at the table in the conservatory.

‘Aren’t you having any?’ he said.

‘I’ll have some later,’ she said. ‘Would you like a beer?’

‘I’d love one,’ he said. ‘Jamal’s picking me up, so I don’t have to drive.’

She brought him a glass and a large bottle of chilled Cobra from the fridge.

‘Aren’t you having one?’ he said, pouring beer into the glass.

‘No thanks,’ she said, happy just to sit at the table beside him.

‘If I’m having one, then so are you,’ he said, passing her the glass, and holding up the bottle in a toast. ‘Good health to you, Susan.’

‘Good health,’ she said, clinking her glass against his bottle and taking a drink. Where was the harm, she told herself? She’d only allow herself a few sips.

But, by the time he’d finished eating, she’d drunk the whole glass of beer. She hadn’t meant to, it had just happened without her noticing, but she knew she couldn’t drive now, couldn’t go and bring her husband home as she’d planned. But what did it matter? David could stay a little longer with Ann, of course he could.

He was only a slave after all.

They talked about the upcoming events in the town. ‘The Fireflies are playing in The Folk Club on Thursday night,’ he said, giving her a pointed look. ‘Have you heard them?’

‘Several times,’ she said. ‘They’re wonderful.’

And so they were. The Fireflies were a trio of young women singers and musicians who’d made a name for themselves on the folk circuit.

‘Will you be going?’ he asked.

‘Thursday night?’ she said, frowning as if she might have something else on that night, and trying to buy some time. Her heart was racing.

‘I’m sure it’s Thursday,’ he said.

‘I’ll come if I can,’ she said.

‘Then perhaps I’ll see you there.’

‘Perhaps you will,’ she said.

They sat in awkward silence for a few moments, then Robert stood to take his plate over to the sink, saying, ‘Thank-you, Susan, that was lovely.’

‘It’s all right,’ she said, ‘I’ll get it.’

‘No, no, I’ll do it,’ he said.

Their hands touched and he looked into her eyes.

‘Susan, forgive me if I’m out of line,’ he said hesitantly. ‘I’m a little out of practice, but I’d like … I want …’

Giving up on words, he put his arms around her and kissed her.

She felt herself melt against him and yet she pulled away from his kiss.

‘I’m so sorry,’ he said, sure he’d offended her. ‘That was stupid of me.’

‘It’s all right,’ she said softly, putting her hand on his cheek, ‘I’m a little out of practice too.’

He pulled her into a deep and lingering kiss she never wanted to end. She felt his hardness beneath his jeans, and heard herself groan in desire. Nothing mattered any more except this man, this strong, funny, handsome man.

‘You’re lovely,’ he said in between kisses. ‘The loveliest woman I’ve ever seen.’

‘You’re not so bad yourself,’ she said, touched by his tenderness and hiding her feelings behind humour.

He smiled and pulled her tight. She tugged his shirt loose and pressed her hand against the small of his back. He put his hand on her leg and pushed up the hem of her leather skirt. It made its soft rasping sound against her nylons, and once more they kissed.

And then the door-bell rang, causing them to break apart, suddenly strangers again.

‘That will be Jamal,’ he said. ‘I should go.’

‘Yes,’ she said, longing for him to stay.

‘I don’t want to go,’ he said.

‘I know,‘ she said.

He picked up his bag of tools, saying, ‘I hope I haven’t ... ‘

The doorbell rang again, cutting him off. He held her hand as he went into the hall.

‘Will I see you again?’ he said, looking into her eyes.

‘I don’t know,’ she said, her head spinning. ‘Maybe.’

‘Thursday night, please come.’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Tell me you’ll come.’

‘All right, yes,’ she said.

And suddenly the front-door was open and he was walking away towards the van with Jamal. He looked back at her before getting into the van, and then he was gone.

‘Oh, God,‘ said Susan, her whole body trembling with excitement. ‘What have you done?’

ANN WAS still in her study when the phone rang.

‘Susan,’ she said cheerfully, seeing her friend’s name on her phone, ‘I was wondering when you’d call.’

‘I’m sorry, Ann,’ said Susan, sounding flustered. ‘I meant to phone earlier. There was a leak in the conservatory and the builders came,’ she explained, exaggerating the scale of the problem, ’and then a friend came round and I had a beer,’ she said, telling a half-lie.

‘So you won’t be coming tonight?’ said Ann, feeling a dark excitement.

‘I can’t, I’ve been drinking,’ said Susan. ‘It was so stupid of me. I’m so sorry. I can’t believe I’ve let you down like this.’

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Ann, squeezing the tops of her thighs together to heighten the pleasure she felt at the prospect of David’s disappointment. ‘It’s nothing to worry about, and besides I like having David here. You’ve trained him well, and he’s an excellent slave.’

‘How is he?’ said Susan.

‘To tell the truth, he’s beside himself,’ said Ann, a smile in her voice.

‘That bad?’

‘That bad,’ said Ann, breaking into laughter.

‘He must be expecting me,’ said Susan.

‘He certainly is,’ said Ann. ‘You’re all he thinks about. We refer to you as Lady Susan now.’

‘You do not!’ said Susan in amazement.

‘We do,’ said Ann.

‘That’s just silly,’ said Susan.

‘It is silly,’ said Ann, ‘but it’s also serious, at least for David. Your absence has made you into much more than a wife of even a Mistress. He worships you from afar. You’re his Goddess.’

‘Poor David. Perhaps I should send a taxi for him.’

‘There’s no need. It won’t do him any harm to stay a while longer with me.’

‘Will he be all right when I don’t come for him?’

‘He’ll be upset and angry,’ said Ann, ‘but it’s nothing I can’t handle. In fact, I think it’ll do him the world of good.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘He needs to learn the world doesn’t revolve around him, and leaving him longer with me will make that very clear to him. The more I think about it, I’m sure I’m right. Yes, this is exactly what he needs.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘I’m quite certain of it.’

‘I feel terrible.’

‘You mustn’t, really. There’s nothing to feel terrible about.’

‘But I made him a promise.’

‘That’s as may be,’ said Ann, ‘but you need to remember he’s a slave, and a promise to a slave doesn’t count.’

‘You make it sound so easy,’ said Susan through laughter.

‘It is easy,’ said Ann. ‘All you have to do is put your desires before his. Mistresses are allowed to be selfish and unreliable where their slaves are concerned, it’s part of the fun, and besides, it really is a woman’s prerogative to change her mind. Do you know when you will be coming for him?’

‘I was thinking, maybe …’ She’d been going to say tomorrow night after work, but then she remembered Robert Miller’s invitation to The Folk Club on Thursday night, and said instead, ‘at the end of the week, perhaps next week-end, if that’s all right with you.’

‘That’s fine with me,’ said Ann, delighted to have David for another week.

‘If it’s too long, just say.’

‘I’ve told you, you can leave him with me as long as you like. A week, a month, the whole summer if you want, just suit yourself. I get on very well with him. He’s obedient and respectful, and always very polite, and it’s nice to have a man around the house again. He just gets on with his work in the house and garden, and I hardly know he’s here. He can even work the ride-on mower. In just two days he’s improved the look of the place no end. And he’s an excellent cook. It’s been surprisingly easy, really it has. As far as I can see, David’s a natural born slave.’

‘Do you really think so?’ said Susan, feeling a sudden disappointment in her husband’s lack of manly strength and independence.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Ann. ‘As far as I can see it runs very deep in his nature. He’s even more submissive than I imagined. It takes very little to put him under, he’s rather like Joe in that regard.’

‘Will he always be like that?’

‘It’s very clear he loves being a woman’s slave,’ said Ann. ‘If I’m honest, I can’t see that ever changing. I’ve already had him in the oubliette, you know.’

‘You’ve locked him up?’ said Susan, astonished that Ann had taken things so far so quickly, yet oddly excited that she had.

‘Just for an hour or so, but I think he rather liked it, although it frightened him too. I think that made him like it all the more, being a frightened, forgotten man in my dungeon. As I said, it’s in his nature. I believe his desire to submit to women is far more than a preference. I believe it may define his whole sexual orientation.’

‘I see,’ said Susan, sounding a little forlorn.

‘Oh, come on, Susan, it’s hardly a tragedy,’ said Ann light-heartedly, hearing her friend’s distress. ‘In fact, you’re a very lucky woman. Having a slave for a husband can be the greatest fun, I promise you.’

‘I’m sure you’re right,’ said Susan, thinking not of her husband but of Robert Miller’s wide shoulders and slim waist, and the line of dark hairs running down his stomach into his jeans.

‘Tell me you won’t worry,’ said Ann.

‘I won’t,’ said Susan.

‘Promise me.’

‘I promise.’

‘David’s a credit to you, you know. He likes women and has a natural respect for them. In fact, I believe he has everything you could wish for in a slave and housekeeper.‘

‘Well, that’s something, I suppose,’ said Susan, beginning to feel reassured, and pleasingly free of marital constraints. In fact, she almost felt like a single woman again. ‘But how shall we break the news to him? Shall I speak to him now?’

Susan felt nervous at the prospect of talking to David. He’d be angry and upset, and she didn’t see how she could defend herself against his rage. She’d broken her word, and he’d have every right to be angry.

‘If you don’t mind, I’d rather you left it for a few hours,’ said Ann. ‘He’ll get more and more anxious when he doesn’t hear from you, and that’s all to the good, believe it or not. It may seem strange, but waiting and not knowing will play on his nerves, make him more vulnerable and submissive, more ready to accept that you’re not coming for him.’

‘That’s cruel,’ said Susan.

‘It is,’ said Ann.

‘I’ll do whatever you say,‘ said Susan. ‘Shall I call around ten?’

‘That will be perfect,’ said Ann, greatly looking forward to the evening ahead. ‘But can I make another suggestion?’

‘Of course,’ said Susan. ‘I’m in your hands.’

‘When you speak to him, don’t apologise. If anything, be very firm with him, brisk and matter-of-fact, even a little bored. Think of yourself as Lady Susan. He’s bound to be very upset, but deep down he’ll love it if you speak to him coldly, without regard for his feelings. From my experience, slaves love to be treated with indifference and contempt by their Mistresses. It’s just one of the strange ways this kind of sex works, and it’s usually best to go with it. You’ll actually be doing him a favour.’

‘Since you put it like that,’ laughed Susan, ‘I’ll do my best.’

‘Good girl,’ said Ann. ‘Speak to you later.’

‘You will, and thanks for everything,’ said Susan, ending the call.

‘The woman’s a miracle-worker,’ Susan thought, pouring another glass of beer and sitting back in her chair. She’d felt terrible about breaking her promise to David, and she couldn’t believe she’d kissed Robert Miller and agreed to see him again — David had only been away for two days! — but here she was feeling excited and aroused about kissing another man, and breaking the awful news to her husband that she wouldn’t be coming for him. She thought of how angry he’d be but, rather than feeling remorseful, she felt a delicious wildness between her legs that swept away her guilt.

Sex was mounting a two-pronged attack on her senses. The prospect of exerting her female authority so firmly and unjustly over her poor husband aroused her greatly while her more conventional womanly desires for physical and romantic passion had opened like a flower to Robert Miller. Her hand, without her noticing, had found its way under her skirt and between her legs. ‘What’s happening to you, Susan Corrie?’ she wondered through a sensual haze. ‘What kind of woman have you become?’

ANN TOOK her meal at the table by the window. Once more she was impressed with her slave’s cooking. Despite his anxiety about Susan’s absence, the Bolognese sauce he’d made tasted delicious, its rich, garlic flavour complemented beautifully by the rest of the bottle of Chateau de Cambes. But, eating at the work-top, David didn’t seem to be enjoying his own cooking. Whenever she looked over at him he was picking at his food with a strained, lost expression on his face.

‘What’s the matter?’ she asked, knowing perfectly well.

‘I’m not hungry,’ he said quietly.

‘Why ever not?’ she said. ‘It’s delicious.’

‘I’m just not,’ he said.

‘There’s a little wine left in the bottle,’ she said. ‘Pour yourself a glass, it’ll do you good.’

‘I don’t feel like it,’ he said.

‘Oh, cheer up, for God’s sake,’ Ann said, irritated with him. ‘I shouldn’t have to remind you, slaves should remain cheerful at all times.’

He looked over at her and Ann thought she saw tears in his eyes.

‘I’m warning you, David,’ she said sharply, knowing full well that a Mistress should never let up in these situations, ‘if you keep this up you’ll be in line for another punishment.’

‘It’s Susan,’ he said, a tremble in his voice.

‘What about Susan?’

‘She should have been here by now. I’m worried about her.’

‘I’ve told you, Susan will do what she wants when she wants. She doesn’t have to run her life according to the wishes of a slave.’

‘It’s not that,’ he said. ‘I’m worried she’s had an accident. She would never break her word to me but it’s late and she’s still not here. Something must be wrong.’

‘Nothing’s wrong,’ Ann said, touched by his concern, and impressed that he put his wife’s safety before his own needs and fears. Day by day this young man was going up in her regard. He had the makings of an exceptionally likeable and devoted woman’s slave. ‘Susan’s a very sensible young woman,’ she told him. ‘Nothing will be wrong, and I’m sure she’ll be in touch as soon as she sees fit.’

‘W-would you phone her for me?’

‘Certainly not,’ Ann said firmly.

‘Please, Mistress,‘ he pleaded.

‘I said no, David, and you must learn to take no for an answer. I wouldn’t dream of interfering in Susan’s life. You’ll just have to wait. Now, cheer up and eat your food.’

But David didn’t cheer up, growing ever more anxious and fretful as the evening wore on. Ann used him as her footstool in the sitting-room while she read her book, hoping submission under her black leather boots would calm him, but he kept sighing and shifting, even when she dug her heels into his flesh and spoke sharply to him, threatening him with a beating. She ordered him onto his back, pressed her foot against his cock which was no longer hard, and had gone into hiding beneath her panties, but still he sighed and fretted. Fear and anxiety had overcome his submissive arousal, yet Ann enjoyed his suffering, relishing her secret knowledge that it would soon get so much worse.

‘Keep still,’ she told him as he fussed and shifted under her feet. Finally, after nearly an hour, she lost patience with him and told him to go and stand in the corner.

He gave her such a rebellious look she thought he might refuse but a fierce ‘This minute!’ brought him to heel, and he went reluctantly to the wall where he stood with his face pressed into the corner like a schoolboy being disciplined by his teacher or stern aunt.

David stared blankly at the wall, prey to an anxiety so deep he feared he might burst into tears, but Ann was merciless.

‘Hands behind your back,’ she instructed him. ‘Nose touching the wall, and keep it there or you’ll know all about it, I’m warning you!’

David urged himself to rebel, to go into the kitchen and call Susan, and insist she come for him right away but, despite his anger and desperation, Ann’s spell was too strong. He’d become conditioned to submission, and he lacked the strength of will to stand against her. He despaired of his weakness as he stood with his nose in the corner and his hands clasped behind his back where he could feel the flimsy, shaming lace of his panties against his fingers. He despaired, and yet he remained where he was, the slave to Ann’s beauty and power, and his wife’s tormenting absence.

‘What if Susan doesn’t come for me?’ he thought, a shiver of fear tingling in his spine. ‘She must come. I won’t survive if she doesn’t. I’ll die of it,‘ he fretted. ‘I’ll die.’

Ann put on some music, Billie Holiday’s wonderful album ‘Solitude’ and went back to her book, feeling a wicked excitement about what was to come. She truly was a sadistic woman, she concluded, and there was no point denying it. She took pleasure from many things in life, but cruelty and dominance brought her the greatest joy. Where was the harm, she told herself, when her slave gloried in his suffering, and his servitude was given so willingly? Not for the first time she reflected that sadomasochism was the sexuality most able to respond to the unfathomable complexities of existence. It allowed its participants to feel defiant and free even as it bound them to its dark hungers. Banishing guilt, she gave thanks for her female power, and her freedom to enjoy it.

Her phone rang at a few minutes past ten, causing both Mistress and slave to jump. ‘Face the front, and hands behind your back,’ Ann instructed David before turning off the music, and answering the call.

‘Susan,’ she said warmly, ‘how lovely to hear you.’

She saw that David had turned his head to look at her, a haunted expression on his face. His neediness irritated yet aroused her, and she shifted lazily in her chair, once more squeezing the tops of her thighs together.

‘One moment, please, Susan,’ she said. ‘There’s something I have to attend to.’

Glaring at her disobedient slave, she barked at him sternly, knowing Susan would be able to hear her.

‘David,’ she snapped, ‘face the corner, and stay like that until I tell you otherwise!’

He looked at her pleadingly, too stunned to obey.

‘Do what you’re told!’ she commanded. ‘Face the corner!’

Despairing of his weakness, and longing for Susan with all his soul, he turned his head back to face the corner.

‘There,’ she said, going back to Susan. ‘It’s done.’

‘He’s not really standing in the corner, is he?’ asked Susan, amazement in her voice.

‘I’m afraid he is,’ said Ann lightly. ‘I had to discipline him, and a little corner-time usually does the trick.’

‘Has he been misbehaving?’ said Susan.

‘Hardly misbehaving,’ said Ann. ‘A little naughty perhaps. More fretful, really.’

‘That’s my fault.’

‘Not at all,’ said Ann. ‘He has to learn not to be so wrapped up in his own needs, otherwise it’s only a game, and it can be so much more than that.’

Overhearing Ann, but only able to guess at what Susan might be saying, David fumed in the corner, and yet he remained in his subordinate position with his nose touching the wall.

‘Shall I speak to him now?’ said Susan, both apprehensive and aroused at the thought of speaking to her poor, demeaned husband.

‘In a little while, perhaps,’ said Ann, to torment David all the more.

David squirmed in shame and frustration, appalled by the injustice of his treatment, yet he kept his face to the wall as he listened to Ann’s conversation with his wife.

‘I can’t believe I’m really doing this,’ said Susan. ‘It feels like a dream.’

‘Enjoy it,’ said Ann. ‘We don’t often get the chance to break free of the rules we didn’t make. Make the most of it while you can.’

‘Are you sure he’s no trouble?’

‘None at all,’ said Ann. ‘He’s extremely biddable, and he looks very sweet in my lacy panties.’

David, shamed beyond endurance to hear Ann tell his wife what he was wearing, groaned and pressed his head into the corner.

‘He’s wearing your panties?’ Susan asked.

‘He is,’ laughed Ann, ‘and my worn panties at that. There’s not a slave in the world can resist his Mistress’ worn panties. They exert a particularly potent charm. I made him wear them under his overalls when he was working in the garden yesterday, and I liked him in them so much, I put him in panties again today. He won’t admit it, but he loves wearing them. Oh yes, your husband has become a very sweet and obedient little panty-slave. ’

‘You’re a wicked woman, Ann Devlin,’ said Susan, wondering anew at her friend’s mischief and assurance, and the way she made anything seem possible.

‘I’ll take that as a compliment,’ said Ann.

‘So you should,’ said Susan. ‘Do you really like having David with you?’

‘Very much,’ said Ann. ‘I’ve missed having a slave around the place.’

‘Then there’s something I want to say,’ said Susan tentatively. ‘It’s a little awkward, I hope you won’t mind.’

‘Of course I won’t,’ said Ann. ‘What is it?’

‘I’m not sure how to say it, but if you want to use him … Use him for your pleasure, then I won’t mind. Perhaps you already have.’

‘I haven’t,’ said Ann, slightly surprised by the offer. ‘You’re his real Mistress, I never forget that.’

‘I know, but if you ever want to use him in that way, I really won’t mind.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘I’m sure,’ said Susan. ‘You said it yourself,’ she added, trying to match Ann’s assurance, ‘he’s only a slave.’

In truth, Susan had conflicted feelings about Ann using her husband for sex, and she wasn’t at all sure why she’d brought the subject up. Possibly it was to ease her guilt about kissing another man and, if David had sex with Ann, maybe she’d feel more able to do what she wanted with Robert Miller.

But she was only guessing at her real motives. Her life was changing so fast she didn’t know if she’d be able to keep up.

‘That’s kind of you,’ said Ann. ‘I’ll certainly bear it in mind.’

‘He’s very good with his tongue,’ said Susan, blushing as she said it.

‘As a slave ought to be,’ laughed Ann, glad to have Susan’s permission. She had absolutely no intention of taking David to bed as a lover, but having him worship her with his tongue was quite another matter. That was something she thought she might enjoy. It was one of the most pleasurable ways for a woman to exercise her sexual authority over a man.

‘Is he still in the corner?’ said Susan.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Ann. ‘He’s facing the corner with his hands behind his back, and his bottom looking very sweet and pretty in my knickers. You should be proud of him, Susan, really you should. He’s being a very well-behaved and good little boy, all things considered.’

Hearing David called a ‘little boy’ and thinking of him listening to Ann’s end of their conversation from such a shaming position, aroused Susan greatly. ‘My God,’ she thought, still struggling to accept the truth, ‘he really is a slave. It’s not just a game, and I can do what I like with him.’

It was a troubling yet deeply pleasurable thought.

‘Do you think I should speak to him now?’ she asked Ann.

‘Perhaps you should,’ said Ann, regarding her prisoner squirm with shame in the corner. ‘One of his legs has begun to shake.’

‘Yes, he does that from time to time,’ said Susan, unable to keep from laughing.

‘I’ve noticed,’ said Ann. ‘He gets into quite a state, doesn’t he? I think he may be about to faint or burst into tears.’

The idea of David fainting like a teenage girl amused both women, and they laughed openly at the thought of it.

Stung by their laughter, David felt a jolt of fury, but his leg only trembled all the more. He wondered if he was suffering some kind of breakdown.

‘Then I suppose I’d better speak to him,’ said Susan.

‘If you’ll just wait a moment,’ Ann told Susan, ‘I’ll put him on.’

Ann saw David’s whole body stiffen with excitement.

‘Come here, David,’ said Ann. ‘Susan wishes to speak to you.’

David turned from his punishment corner and rushed to Ann, his eyes wide in hope and excitement.

‘But I want you to calm down before you speak to Susan. Do you think you can do that?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, desperate to speak to his wife.

‘I expect you to be very polite and respectful to Lady Susan,’ Ann told him. ‘If I hear the slightest anger or ill-temper from you then you’ll be in very hot water, I promise you. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said quickly.

‘What a fool he is,’ thought Susan, overhearing their exchange, and rather liking being referred to as Lady Susan. It was ridiculous, of course it was, but it amused and aroused her all the same and, God forgive her, she was looking forward to adding to his pain by inflicting on him the full force of her authority.

‘I think you should be on your knees to speak to Susan,’ she heard Ann tell her husband. ‘Well, what are you waiting for? Assume an attitude of respect if you wish to speak to your wife and Mistress.’

There was a short pause, and then Ann said to Susan, ‘He’s on his knees, as befits a slave when he speaks to his Mistress. Do you want to speak to him now?’

‘I do, Ann, thank-you,’ Susan replied, suddenly nervous. ‘Put him on.’

‘Lady Susan will speak to you now,’ she heard Ann tell David before handing him the phone

‘Hullo, David,’ said Susan.

‘Susan,’ he gasped. ‘Where are you? Are you on your way?’

‘Remember what Ann said,’ she said firmly. ‘Try to remain calm.’

‘Oh, God, Susan, I can’t,’ he said.

‘You’d better,’ said Susan, every inch the haughty lady, ‘or I’ll tell Ann to put you over her stool and give you another caning.’

David couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Where was her apology, her assurance that she was coming for him? How could she even think of telling Ann to beat him after all he’d been through in the last two days? The world had gone mad.

‘Are you calmer now?’ said Susan, beginning to enjoy herself.

‘Y-yes,’ he said, far from calm.

‘I beg your pardon?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, remembering her correct title in this mad charade.

‘I hear you have a new name for me,’ said Susan.

‘L-lady Susan,’ said David, his voice trembling.

‘And I believe you’re on your knees,’ she said. ‘Is that correct?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Good,’ she said. ‘I seem to remember you enjoy being on your knees before a woman.’

My God, he wondered, was that laughter he heard in her voice?

‘Now, David, I also believe you’re expecting me to come for you tonight.’

‘Yes, oh God, yes,’ he said, hope leaping in his heart. At last, this was what he longed to hear.

‘Have you been waiting for me all day?’

‘Y-yes,’ he said. ‘Every minute of every hour.’

‘That’s sweet,’ she said, undoing the buttons on her blouse. ‘You’ve been waiting for me to come and bring you home?’

‘Yes,’ he said, his whole body flooding with relief.

‘And you’ve been waiting all day?’

‘Yes, Lady Susan.’

Her hand found its way inside her blouse and beneath the lace cup of her bra where her fingers slowly circled her hardening nipple.

‘I did promise to come for you today, didn’t I?’

‘Yes,’ he said quickly. ‘You did, you promised me.’

‘Well, I have news for you, David.’

‘What?’ he said, desperate to hear. ‘What news?’

‘I won’t be coming for you tonight,’ she said in her best matter-of-fact voice.

‘What?’ he gasped, gripped by panic. ‘What did you say?’

‘You heard.’

‘No,’ he insisted. ‘I can’t have heard. Say it again.’

‘I won’t be coming for you tonight,’ she repeated, squeezing her nipple, and releasing a delightful wave of pleasure through her senses.

‘That’s not possible,’ he spluttered, suddenly sick with despair. ‘You’re playing a joke.’

‘It’s not a joke, David.’

‘You must be coming, you must!’

‘There’s no must about it, I’m afraid.’

‘Tell me you’re coming, tell me!’

‘I can’t tell you that, David, because I’m not coming.’

‘But you promised you’d come! You promised!’

‘That’s very true,’ said Susan, smiling to think of Ann listening. ‘I did promise, but you have to remember you’re only a slave and a promise to a slave doesn’t count.’

Ann heard Susan’s voice faintly, and laughed to hear her repeat what she’d told her earlier. David looked truly shocked, his face pale and haunted, and his whole body trembling as if he’d heard news of his own death. His distress aroused Ann deeply.

‘You’re playing a joke on me,’ he said, almost yelling into the phone. ‘You are, aren’t you? You must be! Tell me you’re playing a joke.’

‘Would I joke about such a thing?’ said Susan, giving her nipple another squeeze.

A little to her shame, it was a struggle to keep from laughing.

‘I was all set to come for you this afternoon,’ she told him. ‘I had my coat and car keys in my hand, but something came up, and then it was one thing after another, and I got too busy.’

‘Busy?’ he said in outrage. ‘Doing what?’

‘Oh, this and that,’ she said with infuriating vagueness.

‘You’ve got to come for me,’ he pleaded. ‘You’ve got to.’

‘I hope you’re not going to make a fuss,’ said Susan, her hand now beneath her skirt, and her voice a little huskier. ‘Remember what Ann said. You don’t want to land yourself in trouble, you don’t want to end up over the stool in her study again.’

‘You promised to come for me,’ he said weakly, his eyes filling with tears. ‘You did, you know you did, you promised to come for me tonight.’

‘But I’m not coming for you tonight, David, I won’t tell you again.’

‘Then when?’ he asked desperately. ‘When will you come for me?’

‘I haven’t decided,’ she said, sounding bored.

‘You have to tell me,’ he pleaded. ‘You’ve got to.’

‘Oh, be quiet, David, I’ll discuss it with Ann if I discuss it at all.’

‘I need to know.’

‘You can need all you like,’ she said, ‘it makes no difference.’

‘God, Susan …’

‘Are those tears I can hear?’ Susan asked him cruelly, aroused to hear the tremor in his voice. ‘Are you going to cry, David?’

‘No!’ he said, determined to show some pride. ‘I’m not going to cry!’

‘I wouldn’t be so sure,’ said Susan. ‘I’m sure those are tears I hear.’

Ann smiled in approval. Susan had a real talent for this. She was as much a natural-born Mistress as David was a slave.

‘I’m not going to cry!’ David insisted loudly, but Ann could see that tears were very close.

‘It won’t matter if you do,’ said Susan, her pleasure mounting. ‘Ann won’t mind if you cry, and neither will I. It might even do you some good.’

‘God, Susan, stop … Please …’

And then the tears came. He tried to stop them but he couldn’t. All the anxiety and distress of the last two days tumbled out of him in great sobs of loss and self-pity. What little strength and self-respect he had left vanished in that instant. Lost and utterly defeated, he looked up through his tears at Ann, but she was regarding him with a hard, mocking amusement. He feared her terribly in that moment, hated her, and yet he found her unbearably beautiful, and a new love for her formed in his twisted and broken heart.

‘Put Ann back on,’ said Susan, her fingers inside her panties. ‘I want to talk to her, I’m done with you.’

Susan was shocked to hear herself speak this way yet her words carried a confidence and brutality that thrilled her.

Ann looked down at the broken slave at her feet, and held out her hand. Without a word of protest he handed her the phone, and hung his head as tears ran down his cheeks.

‘Is he really crying?’ Susan asked.

‘He is,’ said Ann. ‘The tears are running down his face. But I think you’re right — it’ll do him the world of good.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Oh yes, quite sure.’

‘I wasn’t too hard on him?’

‘Not at all,’ said Ann, tapping the toe of her high-heeled shoe, tap-tap-tap, against her slave’s shrunken cock hiding beneath the pretty lace of his panties. ‘He won’t be so full of himself now, you can be sure of that. You’ve shown him that this is about you, not him. He won’t be under any illusions any more. He’ll know this is real and not some silly game. He’ll know what it’s like to be a slave,’ she said, her foot still tapping against the front of his panties. ‘He’ll know it deep in his heart.’

‘What about you? Will you be all right?’

‘I’ll be fine,’ said Ann. ‘I’ll just go on being his Mistress. It’s second nature to me. I can do it in my sleep.’

‘Do what you want with him, Ann, I mean it.’

‘I’ll keep him busy, don’t worry. There’s no end to the work needing done around here.’

‘Ring me if you need anything.’

‘I will but I won’t,’ she said with a laugh.

‘I don’t know how to thank you,’ said Susan.

‘Then don’t,’ said Ann.

‘How can anything this wrong feel so right?’

‘I can’t answer that. Just be grateful that it does.’

‘Are you sure you’re okay about this?’

‘I wouldn’t be doing it unless I was, so please don’t worry. Goodnight, Susan. Take care, and make sure you enjoy yourself.’

‘I will,’ said Susan. ‘Good night, Ann.’

A stunned and very aroused Lady Susan came as soon as she ended the call, her long groan of delight as loud as her husband’s sobs of hurt had been. She sat back in the chair with her skirt rucked around her waist, wondering at herself as her breathing slowed and steadied. Her cruel dominion over David had brought her a pleasure more wickedly intoxicating than anything she’d experienced before. She was turning into a different woman, she was sure of it, a woman unafraid of freedom and joy.

She was growing into her powers as a dominant woman.

ANN SMILED down at the kneeling slave at her feet. He’d taken Susan’s news very hard, and was still crying so hard his shoulders were shaking. His tears provoked in Ann a mild maternal pity and, remembering how a glimpse of her panties used to soothe her husband’s tears, she parted her knees a little to let David see up her skirt. A little to her annoyance, he didn’t seem to notice, so she leaned forward and stroked his face, saying, ‘Has your lovely young wife left you at the mercy of the old dragon-lady? What a terrible thing to happen, no wonder you’re crying, but you’ll just have to put up with it, there’s nothing else to be done. You really are her slave, you know, and must suffer according to her will. For a man like you, it’s the way of the world, I’m afraid. It’s your destiny, your fate.’

Her wise and truthful words had no effect. Deeply wounded by his wife’s betrayal, his tears only intensified.

‘Come now, that’s enough tears,’ she said, handing him a tissue from the box by her chair. ‘You can stop crying now.’

But still he snivelled and sobbed.

‘I said enough,’ she said sternly, what little pity she felt for him turning quickly to contempt. ‘If you keep this up, I’ll give you something to cry about, believe me.’

‘She promised,’ he blubbered like a child. ‘She promised to come for me.’

‘Oh, so what?’ Ann said impatiently. ‘Susan can do what she likes, and she certainly doesn’t have to answer to you. Stop your tears.’

‘I can’t,’ he said, crying all the louder. ‘I can’t.’

‘I won’t put up with it,’ she said with ice in her voice. ‘If you’re honest with yourself, you’ll enjoy this, I know you will.’

‘She’s a liar!’

‘On the contrary, she was completely honest with you.’

‘I hate her,’ he spat through his tears. ‘She’s not my wife, she’s a liar!’

‘Don’t you dare speak that way about Susan, about your wife and Mistress!’

‘I hate her! I never want to see her again!’

‘Don’t be such a baby. You may be a slave, but you’re a grown man.’

‘I don’t care,’ he said petulantly.

‘Oh, you’ll care, all right,’ she said, springing up from her chair and hauling him to his feet by his ear as if he really was a child. ‘You’re coming with me, young man!’

‘Wh-what are you doing?’ he gasped in astonishment as she frog-marched him into the hall, and through the kitchen to the corridor that led to his little maid’s room.

‘Let go,’ he wailed. ‘You’re hurting me.’

‘I’ve had enough of your nonsense,’ she said, bundling him through the door into his maid’s room. ‘Now bend over and hold onto the bedrail.’

He looked at her in amazement, his tear-filled eyes widening in shock when she took the leather riding-crop from the hook on the back of the door.

‘Do what you’re told,’ she commanded him.

‘You can’t,’ he gasped, outraged beyond measure by this new injustice. ‘It’s not fair.’

‘What does fairness have to do with it?’ she said sharply, taking his hands roughly and placing them on the metal rail at the bottom of his bed.

‘Keep them there, and don’t dare let go,’ she said sternly.

‘What are you …’

‘Keep quiet,’ she snapped, silencing him with her fierce authority. ‘I warned you, and you didn’t listen,’ she said, tugging his panties down to his knees. ‘I won’t tolerate such a display of emotion from a slave. Face the front.’

She saw his welts and bruises from Friday night’s beating and she knew a punishment against already wounded flesh would be truly agonising, but she sensed he needed to be led to a place beyond his petty, selfish concerns, a place of true surrender. And she knew from her life with Joe that harsh physical punishment could soothe the psychological pain of betrayal, that agony of the flesh could in certain circumstances ease the agony of the soul.

And so, believing there was perhaps some level of kindness in her terrible cruelty, she raised her arm and lashed him with fiery, flaying blows of her crop.

Utterly enslaved, David just took his punishment, clinging onto the bedrail, and crying out in pain as her blows rained down with merciless force. As pain grew to agony he heard his cries change to a howl of rage and despair and, when at last the blows stopped he thought his ordeal was over, but Ann grasped a handful of his hair and hissed in his ear, ‘That’s it, David, there it is … You’re singing now … You’re singing your slave song.’ And then she started beating him again, harder than ever, saying, ‘Keep singing, David … Keep singing!’

He sang out his song of agony and despair until a miracle occurred. Just as a man dying of exposure in a frozen waste feels a blessed warmth as his end nears, David’s suffering became first bearable, then exquisite, and then deeply, endlessly arousing as he experienced a glorious sense of peace and joy as if he’d broken the bonds of existence, and found his way to a haven of bliss.

Sensing the change in him, Ann ceased her blows, and pulled him from the bed-rail, saying, ‘Get down. Get down at my feet where you belong.’

Overwhelmed by her cruel beauty, he instantly obeyed, gazing up at her in fear as she stood astride him.

Fiercely aroused by his surrender, and desperate to feel him beneath her, she tugged up her tight tweed skirt, and pulled down her tights with a brazen, unladylike haste. He thought her legs looked wonderful in her black knee-length boots.

‘Kiss me, worship me,’ she commanded as she squatted on him, trapping his arms beneath her knees so that he couldn’t move, and his mouth beneath her pantied crotch.

David kissed and worshipped her through the thin silk of her panties. He heard her groan in arousal, and felt her push down harder against his mouth.

Facing his legs, she saw that he was hard again. Taking up his discarded panties from the floor, she wrapped them around his jutting cock and began to rub him with firm, insistent strokes. His cries of pleasure were muffled by her glorious weight pressing down on him, and he kissed her through her panties, hungering for the gift beneath, for her taste on his tongue. Still rubbing him, she reached with her other hand between her legs, pulling her panties to one side, and settling on him again, letting him have her nakedness. Utterly subjugated, he bucked and groaned in delight, and Ann threw her head back and sang out her song of power as they came together in a climax of hard, hungry joy.

Afterwards they lay on the floor in an exhausted heap. Ann was the first to rise to her feet. She stood above him rearranging her underwear and skirt, and said, ‘This doesn’t change anything, David. You’ll work and slave for me just as before. I’ll expect my coffee at the usual time in the morning. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he managed to say, astonished at her coolness.

‘Goodnight, then.’

She was gone before he could reply.

BUT SOMETHING had changed.

For all of the next day, and well into Tuesday, there was an awkwardness between Mistress and slave. David attended Ann obediently, perhaps even more diligently than before, and Ann maintained the hauteur he found so enthralling, but a deeper bond had formed between them. They avoided eye contact yet watched each other when the other wasn’t looking. David’s memory of worshipping beneath Ann never faded and, despite his hurt and anger, he longed to taste her again. The more he tried to turn his mind from her, the more she possessed his thoughts. It was as if she’d enslaved him with her scent and taste, and transformed him into her creature.

But more than that, Susan’s betrayal had dealt David a psychological blow so brutal it had destroyed many of the comforting certainties in his life. For all his continued submission to Ann, and the masochistic pleasure he found in being ruled by her, he felt terribly alone and exposed now he had no release-day to look forward to. No longer able to rely on his wife, he felt his identity fade and slip beyond his grasp, and he had no idea what the future held for him. His nerves were shredded and tears were never far away, and a sick, anxious feeling never left him. Manly pride still roiling inside him, he detested this feeling of weakness. He longed to feel strong again and yet, more than ever, he feared he’d somehow become his own ghost, a pathetic creature without roots in the real world. He grew terrified of what he might become under Ann’s rule, and yet his terror aroused him. Just the sound of her high heels on the polished hall tiles would make him quake in fear, and set his head spinning with desire. And as for his wife … Well, he couldn’t think of Susan without feeling hot, stinging rage, and yet he never ceased to long for her. For all Ann’s power and glory, Susan was still his true Mistress. He even dreamed of her when he slept. In some twisted way he could neither understand nor admit, her terrible betrayal had made him love her all the more.

Ann, for her part, had been surprised by the pleasure she’d found in dominating David, and the powerful connection she’d felt with him, the sweetly erotic symbiosis of Mistress and slave. She certainly hadn’t planned such sexual intimacy, but she’d forgotten how lovely it felt to take charge of a man. Passion had got the better of her, a sadistic hunger to overpower and possess a man and, if she was honest, she felt all the better for having given in to it.

Enslaving David had re-awakened her sexuality, and yet she knew better than get too close to this young man. He was married to a woman she considered to be a very close friend, and Ann determined to keep her distance from David while continuing to train and mould him into becoming a perfect slave for Susan.

And yet, for all her resolve to keep her distance, Ann found herself drawn to David. She often watched from the window when he worked in the garden, and she very much enjoyed having him dress and undress her. She loved that he was almost always erect in her presence, and she took every opportunity to torment him. All it took was a smile or a little command to render him helpless, and only that morning she’d taunted him cruelly as he’d sorted through her clothes and underwear, saying, ‘My, my, David, how fond you are of my skirts and nylons. Perhaps I’ll let you wear them one day as well as my panties. Would you like me to dress you as a woman? I’ve a feeling you might, and besides, Susan has little use for you as a man. Perhaps she’d like you better as a woman.’

He’d looked pained, as if she’d stabbed him through the heart, but Ann had simply laughed at his distress. It had been a cruel thing to say, but she’d seen how his cock had leapt in arousal, thrilled by her cruelty. To a submissive man, cruelty was often the sweetest form of kindness. She’d been here before, and she knew what she was doing.

Her instincts sensed how pliant he was, how exposed and vulnerable Susan’s betrayal had left him. She felt sure he was ready to make the next step, and she knew she had to strike quickly if she was to consolidate his submission. His slave song, his howl of anguish and surrender, had given away his true nature and pushed open a door to a new world, and now she wanted to lead him all the way into the dark heart of this magical realm. But how? She could hardly beat him again, neither his flesh nor his spirit would bear it.

She needed something new, something fresh that would beguile and captivate them both.

Something fun.

Her chance came that very afternoon. An old friend Cathy McKenzie called and asked her to come for a meal that evening. She apologised for the short notice, explaining that her slave’s ex-wife Laura was arriving on holiday from Stockholm where she now lived with her new husband Jonas, and Cathy was planning a surprise for her slave — a very cruel and unusual surprise.

‘Oliver doesn’t know Laura’s in the country, and I want to let her see what a slave he’s become, how much I keep him under my thumb. I can’t wait to see his face when she arrives at the house. I’m sure it will amuse Laura no end, and I’d love it if you came too. You taught me so much, everything really, and Oliver has always been intimidated by you.’

Cathy was one of the very few people who knew of Ann’s dominant sexuality. They’d met when Ann was studying at Durham University for a post-graduate Masters degree in Art History. Cathy was a lecturer in the university and at the time she’d been hopelessly in love with the philandering head of the Philosophy Department, Professor Oliver Grant.

Still married to Laura, he’d led Cathy a merry dance of lies and false promises that had made her ill and depressed. Ann had befriended her, and encouraged her to take back control of her life, once even taking her home to show her how she lived with Joe as her slave. Far from being shocked, Cathy had been inspired by Joe’s servile devotion, and hugely impressed by Ann’s freedom and easy authority. Until then a meek but attractive woman in her 40s who felt life was passing her by, Cathy found solace in the idea of taking control of her life and very soon she ceased to be a doormat, and put Professor Oliver Grant firmly under her female control.

When Laura divorced him and took a job at Stockholm University, Oliver moved in with Cathy, but it was strictly on Cathy’s terms. Used to having women at his beck and call, Oliver found a powerfully transgressive lure in submitting to a woman for the first time in his life. Within a year Cathy had made him take early retirement while she’d gone on to become Head of The Art History Department. She’d thrived in her work while Oliver’s career had come to an abrupt end. The great Professor Grant now lived as her house-servant and slave much in the way Joe had been Ann’s slave. Advised and encouraged by Ann, Cathy had taken all his money and assets as well as taking a lover, a successful artist from Cornwall, who often stayed with Cathy for extended periods, both of them using Oliver as their domestic slave. Cathy had everything and Oliver had nothing, except what he’d now come to crave most in life — complete submission to a woman.

‘I’d love to come,’ said Ann. ‘It’s always nice to see Herr Professor put in his place. But I have a young slave staying with me. Would you mind if I bring him with me?’

‘Of course not,’ said Cathy. ‘Please bring him. I’m delighted you’ve found someone. You’ve been on your own for too long.’

‘It’s not like that,’ said Ann. ‘I’m baby-sitting him for a friend, helping her with his training.’

‘Couldn’t be better,’ said Cathy. ‘Tonight will be a real eye-opener for him. 7 for 7.30?’

‘Perfect.’

‘And it’s strict dress code,’ said Cathy. ‘You know what I mean.’

‘I do,’ said Ann, marvelling at the spirit and assurance Cathy had developed in just over a year of living as a dominant woman.

‘Poor Oliver,’ said Cathy. ‘He’s going to hate Laura seeing him as he is now. He always used to lord it over her when they were married.’

‘Have you told Laura about him?’

‘Oh, yes, but Oliver doesn’t know she knows. Laura and I became friends after they broke up. She likes to hear of his new life, but she’s never witnessed it, and Oliver hasn’t a clue she’s coming tonight. She’s bringing Jonas too, her new husband. Apparently he’s very broad-minded about this kind of thing.’

‘I’m looking forward to it.’

‘So am I, you’ve no idea,’ said Cathy. ‘And Daniel will be here too.’

‘Your lover?’

‘The very same. He’s been here since last week.’

‘It gets better and better,’ said Ann.

‘It does, doesn’t it?’ said Cathy.

‘Poor Oliver,’ said Ann.

‘Poor Oliver,’ laughed Cathy. ‘But lucky me.’

David was resting in his room after working all day in the garden. Ann rang for him and he quickly appeared wearing only the panties she’d given him that morning.

‘We’re going out this evening,’ she informed him curtly. ‘You will accompany me as my slave and chauffeur.‘

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, instantly bewitched by her severe manner.

‘Shower and shave, and wait in your room. I’ll decide what clothes you’ll wear. I’ll bring them to you when I’m ready.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, sorry she hadn’t invited him to help her dress. He’d quickly grown to love serving her in that way.

‘Have you put the garden tools away?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said. ‘You wanted me to keep working in the garden this evening.’

‘Yes, but we’re going out now. Go and put them away, then water the window-boxes before you shower.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hurrying away to carry out her instructions.

As soon as he’d gone, Ann took a set of keys from a drawer in her study and went to David’s room where she unlocked the padlock on the small wardrobe. She found the chauffeur’s uniform hanging beside Joe’s other uniforms and serving-clothes. Black with a maroon piping on its sleeves and trousers, she’d often made Joe wear it when he drove her to parties or to dates with other men. It had added a lovely sense of fun and theatre to her dominance and his surrender. She’d found it in a second-hand shop in Brighton — she suspected it was really a hotel porter’s uniform — and had known immediately it would find a place in her life with Joe.

As well as the uniform, she took out a smart white shirt, dark tie, socks, and a pair of plain black shoes, and then locked up the wardrobe again.

She thought about leaving the uniform on the bed for David to find when he came in, but she wanted to present it to him personally, and she took his clothes for the evening upstairs with her.

She thought fondly of Joe as she climbed the stairs, wondering what he’d think of another slave wearing his uniform and sleeping in his little maid’s room. For a moment she imagined him looking down on her from that place she didn’t believe in. He’d always adored her no matter how badly she treated him, and she saw again his shy smile, and heard him say, ‘I love you, Mistress.’

‘I love you too,’ she said under her breath as she went into her room and began to get changed.

David was just coming out of the shower room when he saw Ann approach down the narrow stone corridor. She looked stunningly stern and elegant in a knee-length black leather sheath-dress and with her make-up freshly done and her lovely, thick hair scraped back in a pony-tail. Her high heels rang out against the stone floor, and he could only stare in wonder as she strode past him in a gust of expensive perfume, saying, ‘Hurry, now, it’s an hour’s drive. We need to be on our way soon.’

He followed her into his room where she laid a dark suit and white shirt on the bed. ‘This is your uniform for the night,’ she said, putting a pair of black lace-up shoes on the floor. What size of shoe do you take?’

‘Size eight,’ he said.

‘These are nine,’ she said, ‘but they’ll do.’

She regarded him coolly, but smiled to see him come erect under her gaze.

‘That’s lovely, David,’ she said. ‘You’re always so pleased to see me.’

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said, still unused to being naked before her.

‘Don’t be,’ she said. ‘It’s only natural, but you might want to get a little smaller before you put this on,’ she added, holding out her panty-girdle to him.

‘What’s that?’

‘You know perfectly well what it is. You washed it for me the other day.’

‘I c-can’t wear that,’ he stammered, blushing bright red.

‘Why ever not?’ she said, amused by his aversion to the fierce garment.

‘I just can’t,’ he said lamely.

‘Of course you can? Now, put it on.’

‘Why?’ he asked petulantly.

‘Because I want you to,’ said Ann. ‘What other reason do I need?’

‘Can’t I wear these?’ he pleaded, holding up the soft, lacy panties he’d been wearing all day.

‘You look very pretty in those,’ said Ann, taking them from him and handing him her girdle, ‘but wearing a panty-girdle under your uniform will be a much stronger reminder of your place in the world, and it will be a constant reminder of my authority. You’ll be meeting some of my friends this evening, and I want you not only to look your best, but also to be on your best behaviour. Now, put on my panty-girdle, David. I won’t tell you again.’

Feeling like a complete fool, he stepped into the heavy girdle, so different to the other panties she’d given him, and began pulling it up his legs.

‘It’s too small,’ he said, ashamed to see he was still erect. ‘It’ll never fit.’

‘Pull harder,’ she said impatiently, taking hold of the girdle and tugging it up his thighs. ‘Now you know what women have to put up with.’

She succeeded in fitting it over his waist, and trapping his erection beneath its fierce grip. David was astonished at its tightness, and felt panic rise as he said, ‘It’s too tight, I can’t breathe.’

‘I’ll decide if it’s too tight,’ said Ann, stepping back to inspect him with a mocking smile. ‘Actually it fits you very well,’ she declared. ‘Now get dressed, and we’ll be on our way.’

Ann thought he looked very smart in his dark chauffeur’s suit, and told him so as they walked to her car.

‘You make a very handsome driver,’ she said, handing him the keys and getting into the back seat. He couldn’t help glancing at her lovely nylon-clad legs as he opened and closed the door for her.

And she liked the way he drove, fast yet quick-eyed and safe. As he drove, she told him a little bit about their hosts for the evening.

‘This promises to be an interesting evening for you, David,’ she said. ‘Professor Oliver Grant used to be a powerful man with the world at his feet, but now he lives as a slave at the feet of Cathy, the woman he used to mistreat and take for granted. She’s taken a lover now, as a Mistress should. He’ll be there tonight, but Cathy’s planned an extra surprise for Oliver. His ex-wife Laura and new husband Jonas will be coming too. Cathy knows Oliver will find it unbearably humiliating to be exposed to his ex-wife as a woman’s slave, but he’ll have no choice except to suffer it, and both women will greatly enjoy his suffering, and I’m sure their new partners will too.’

‘That’s cruel,’ said David, alarmed by her description of the night ahead.

‘It is,’ said Ann. ‘It’s very cruel, but as you know cruelty plays an important role in this kind of sex. Along with freedom and power, it’s both the meat and spice of a Mistress’ pleasure. It’s what she uses to display her authority, and wanton cruelty is the drug that feeds a slave’s addiction, and keeps him forever in her thrall. It’s a sweetly vicious circle.’

‘Isn’t it ever just plain cruel?’

‘Some may see it that way,’ said Ann, surprised by his response, and his implied criticism of her sexual preferences. ‘Tonight you can judge for yourself. You may see things you don’t want to see, but it will be part of your education nonetheless. You have a very great deal still to learn, and I expect you to pay close attention. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, shifting in a vain attempt to loosen his girdle’s cramping grip.

‘Good. Then put on some music,’ she commanded. ‘I’m bored talking to you.’

He put on the music player, and Ann laid her head back and closed her eyes as Joni Mitchell’s lovely orchestral version of ‘Otis and Marlena’ ravished her senses.

Forty minutes later David drove up the driveway of a handsome, secluded house at the edge of a village. He immediately got out to open the car door for his Mistress.

‘Stop staring at my legs,’ Ann said as she got out.

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he mumbled, ashamed of himself. But it had been a glorious sight. He’d glimpsed her lovely knees and the pretty lace hem of her slip beneath her tight leather dress.

‘Wait in the car,’ she instructed him. ‘Slaves don’t eat at table. There might be a place for you in the kitchen, I’ll let you know.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, staring after her as she strode towards the front-door.

A tall, elegant woman he assumed was Cathy came out and embraced Ann warmly before leading her inside. Immediately he scrambled to undo his trousers and tug down his girdle. Free at last, he gave a long sigh of relief, astonished to be so fiercely and fully erect after the discomfort of his journey.

Several minutes later a spindly woman in a housemaid’s dress came from the side of the house and signalled to him impatiently that he should get out of the car. He quickly pulled up his girdle and fastened his trousers before getting out of the car and following the maid to the rear of the house, and through the back door into a large kitchen with many pots simmering on a Rayburn stove.

’Wait over there,’ the maid told him, indicating a wooden chair in the corner. ‘You’re not allowed in the dining-room, but you can stay in here.’

David sat on the chair and watched the maid busily prepare a salad and drain a selection of beans for a chorizo and fried potato starter. She worked hastily as if she was feeling the pressure of time, but the food looked tasty and well-presented.

‘Can I help?’ David asked.

‘No,’ she said, too busy to look at him. ‘I can manage.’

Through a door David saw a long dining-table with elegant high-backed chairs set for five with gleaming cutlery and shining wine glasses on a crisp white tablecloth. He heard voices, and then the woman he presumed was Cathy came into the kitchen with Ann. Cathy looked very elegant in a tight black woollen dress and strappy high-heeled shoes. She had a kindly face that belied what he knew of her.

‘This is David,’ Ann said.

David stood immediately, earning an approving smile from Ann.

‘I’m pleased to meet you, David,’ said Cathy warmly but with a mischievous gleam in her eye.

‘And David, this is our host and Mistress for the evening — Cathy McKenzie,’ said Ann

David didn’t know what to say so he just nodded his head respectfully.


‘My, my,’ said Cathy confidingly to Ann, ‘he’s very young and handsome for a slave, and so polite — you’d think women would be falling at his feet rather than the other way round — and he looks very obedient in his uniform.’

‘He is very obedient,’ said Ann. ‘And I see you’ve put Ollie in uniform too,’ said Ann, indicating the old housemaid.

‘Oh yes,’ laughed Cathy. ‘Ollie’s been in uniform for months now. It used to be a punishment frock I’d make him wear from time to time, but now he’s in uniform most of the time. Only he’s not Ollie or Oliver any more, he’s Mollie now — Mollie the maid.’

The two women laughed heartily but David could only stare in horrified amazement. The spindly figure wearing the maid’s uniform was no kitchen-maid. This was a man, this was Professor Oliver Grant.

‘David, meet Mollie,’ said Cathy.

The two slaves muttered something in greeting, too ashamed to look at each other.

‘Well, well, Mollie,’ said Ann teasingly, ‘I’m so glad Cathy’s put you in uniform. It suits you very well, I must say, but isn’t it strange to think only a year ago you were a famous professor lecturing in European capitals, and now you’re a lowly kitchen maid? How are the mighty fallen? But I do love your apron, Mollie. It’s very neat and pretty, and is that a petticoat you’re wearing under your dress?’

Mollie just blushed and looked at his feet. David felt the poor fool’s shame as if it was his own.

‘Ann’s asked you a question,’ said Cathy, knowing how much her slave was intimidated by Ann’s intelligence and stern beauty. It thrilled her to torment her once arrogant lover like this. Once he’d played her for a fool but now the boot was on the other foot. ‘And when a Mistress asks you a question you’d better answer, I’m warning you.’

’Yes, Mistress Ann,’ said Mollie in a trembling voice. ‘I am wearing a petticoat.’

‘Let me see it,’ said Ann, sharing a smile with Cathy.

‘On you go, Mollie,’ said Cathy cruelly. ’Lift up your dress, and show Ann your petticoat.’

Obediently Mollie lifted his dress to reveal a prettily layered petticoat.

‘Now curtsey to Ann,’ said Cathy.

To David’s amazement, Mollie immediately dropped a neat curtsey to Ann.

‘Thank-you, Mollie,’ said Ann with mocking approval. ‘It shows just the right kind of respect, well done.’

David thought Mollie a sad, pathetic figure and yet, to his despair, he felt sickeningly aroused by the professor’s humiliation. He took in every inch of his pretty apron, and layered petticoat and smooth nylons and, somewhere in his submissive soul, he felt an insane jealousy of Mollie’s degradation, and a desire to be dressed in the same way.

‘And it’s a very pretty petticoat,’ said Ann, ‘and your legs look very nice in nylons. Many a girl would love to have such shapely legs.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ mumbled the helpless sissy.

‘They’re just cheap nylons,’ said Cathy. ‘I buy him packs of three from the supermarket. A slave doesn’t need expensive nylons.’

‘Don’t you let him wear yours?’ said Ann.

‘Oh, no,’ said Cathy, astonished by the very idea. ‘That would be too great an honour for Mollie. I spend his money on luxury nylons for me, and for Daniel’s pleasure of course, but it’s cheap pantyhose for Mollie, I’m afraid. 99 pence a pair.’

‘I’m sure you’re right,’ said Ann, smiling to see David’s shock and discomfort. ‘You wouldn’t want him getting ideas above his station.’

‘Certainly not,’ said Cathy, ‘but I do give him my old panties to wear from time to time. Go on, Mollie, show Ann your panties.’

Sharp points of shame burning on his cheeks, Mollie lifted her skirt and petticoat even higher to reveal a pair of lacy white panties beneath his tights.

‘Very nice,’ said Ann before asking Cathy, ‘do you wear them first?’

‘Every now and then,’ said Cathy, ‘but only as a special treat, and if he begs very nicely.’

Mollie dropped his skirt and petticoat, but Cathy spoke sharply to him. ‘Not yet, Mollie. I want you to show Ann and David your little secret.’

Mollie gave her a pleading look, but Cathy was merciless.

‘This minute,’ said Cathy.

David didn’t want to watch but he couldn’t look away as the feminised slave once more pulled up his uniform dress and pretty petticoat.

‘Now take down your panties and tights,’ Cathy instructed him.

Closing his eyes in distress, Mollie hooked his thumbs into his underwear and pulled down his tights and panties.

His cock was tightly encased in a gleaming steel cage that was attached to a steel ring around his cock and balls with a small but sturdy looking padlock.

‘You’ve put him in chastity,’ said Ann in surprised approval. ‘That’s wonderful, Cathy.’

‘I remember how you did the same with Joe,’ said Cathy, ‘and how obedient it made him. It’s worked marvellously well with Mollie. To begin with I only put him in it for a few hours at a time but now I’ve taken a lover I keep him locked much longer. How long is it now since I released you, Mollie?’ she asked her slave.

‘F-five …’ stammered Mollie.

‘Five days?’ Ann asked.

‘Five weeks,’ said Mollie, a look of the deepest defeat in his eyes.

‘Oh, my,’ said Ann, very impressed. ‘That is a long time.’

‘It is,’ said Cathy, ‘but it’s such fun, you’ve no idea. It’s lovely to make love to Daniel while Mollie’s watching, knowing he can’t have what he most wants. I’m tempted to never let him out again, really I am.’

‘Perhaps you shouldn’t,’ said Ann. ‘Think of how he used to treat the women in his life.’

‘Precisely,’ Cathy agreed. ‘He can hardly complain when we take our revenge. And so, David,’ she said, turning to the other slave in the room, ‘what do you think of Mollie’s little secret?’

David swallowed nervously and made a funny coughing sound that made both women laugh.

‘Actually, David has a little secret of his own,’ said Ann, amusement glinting in her eyes.

‘Does he indeed?’ said Cathy.

‘Well, then, David,’ said Ann. ‘What are you waiting for? Show Mistress Cathy your secret.’

David blinked in shock, unable to believe what he was hearing. Meanwhile, Mollie arranged his underwear and uniform, relieved beyond measure no longer to be the principal figure of ridicule in the room.

‘Hurry up, David,’ said Ann impatiently.

‘No, please,’ said David, utterly aghast.

‘Remember what I said about your best behaviour,’ said Ann, a lovely eyebrow arched in warning.

Beset by crippling shame, David unfastened his dark suit trousers and took them down.

‘He’s wearing a panty-girdle!’ exclaimed Cathy, laughing in delight. ‘Oh, that’s perfect, the most precious thing I’ve ever seen. Trust you, Ann, to think of such a thing. It looks very tight, David. It must be so uncomfortable. Is it uncomfortable?’

‘Yes,’ mumbled David.

‘But I think he rather likes wearing it,’ said Ann.

‘Surely not,’ said Cathy.

‘Let’s find out,’ said Ann. ‘Take down your panty-girdle,’ she commanded him.

He looked at her in horror but her stern gaze didn’t waver. Tumbling into a bottomless pit of surrender, David tugged down the imprisoning girdle, freeing his erection.

Ann smiled in triumph to see his naked arousal, and expose the joy he took in her mastery.

David saw her smile and thought he might faint.

‘He’s hard under his girdle!’ said Cathy in delight. ‘Oh, that’s sweet. He must really like wearing it.’

‘Turn around, David,’ said Ann. ‘Show Cathy your bottom.’

A man in a dream, David did as he was told.

‘I see you’ve punished him,’ said Cathy, lifting his shirt-tails to get a better view, and running her hand over the welts and bruises on his buttocks. ‘And very severely at that. Has he been disobedient?’

‘Not disobedient,’ said Ann. ‘He wouldn’t dare, but he was expecting his wife to come for him on Sunday night and when she changed her mind he became a little overwrought. I had to put him in his place.’

‘Quite right,’ said Cathy, pulling David back round to face her. ‘But I’m sure he loves being left in your charge.’

‘I think he does, but he hasn’t accepted it yet.’

‘Give him time,’ said Cathy, smiling into David’s eyes. ‘But what a pretty cock he has. Can I touch it?’

‘Of course,’ said Ann. ‘Do what you like with him.’

Cathy took hold of David’s erection and ran her fingers up and down its length, loving its eager firmness.

‘It must be tempting having this in the house all day,’ said Cathy. ‘Have you enjoyed him yet?’

‘Not exactly,’ said Ann. ‘I use his tongue not his cock.’

‘Pity,’ said Cathy, ‘but I suppose he is a little on the small side.’

‘He is,’ said Ann, ‘and you have to remember he belongs to another woman. Susan is his real Mistress. I only have him on loan.’

‘It must be a temptation all the same,’ said Cathy, still stroking David’s erection so that he feared he’d come in her hand like the fool he was. ‘Maybe you should lock him up like Mollie.’

‘Maybe I should,’ said Ann, looking straight into David’s eyes.

‘After all, you kept Joe locked, didn’t you?’ said Cathy.

‘Most of the time, yes, I did,’ said Ann.

‘Do you still have his cage?’

‘I do,’ said Ann.

‘Well, then,’ said Cathy, ‘there you are. That would be one way to avoid temptation. And it would certainly help him learn his place.’

‘It would,’ said Ann.

‘Oh dear,’ Cathy whispered in David’s ear, feeling his cock pulse in her hand, ‘what have I done to you?’

Just when he was sure he could hold back no longer, the door-bell rang and Cathy let go of his cock, forgetting about him in an instant.

‘That will be our guests,’ she told Mollie excitedly. ‘Come and let them in, Mollie. Hurry now, we mustn’t keep them waiting.’

Cathy strode out of the room, followed by her scurrying maid.

‘Pull up your girdle, and pay attention, you might learn something,’ Ann told him, giving his erection a little smack before walking away without a backwards glance, leaving him alone and afraid that he’d become the plaything of some dark and dangerous sect.

As he tugged up his girdle and fastened his trousers he heard the car keys jingle in his pocket. He could leave by the back door, take the car and drive home. It was the perfect time with the other guests arriving. He could be gone without anyone noticing. He saw himself driving home and storming into his house and letting Susan know just what he thought of her. What was there to stop him? Nothing, he thought, feeling a surge of excitement. Nothing at all.

And yet he didn’t move. He didn’t even take a step towards the door.

Experiencing a sickening dread, he understood that he wanted to be here. Dear God, what was wrong with him? He actually wanted to stay in this place of depravity and shame. Not only was he slave to Susan and Ann, he was the slave to his own poisoned desires.

His dark thoughts were interrupted by loud gales of laughter from another part of the house. He heard men’s laughter, but women’s laughter was by far the loudest. The sound of their mirth rose then fell, and then rose again almost to hysteria as the noisy group came into the dining-room from the hall. Prominent among them was a petite, very pretty woman with elfin features and short dark hair. ‘Oh, God, Cathy,’ she was saying through disbelieving laughter. ‘I can’t believe it’s really him. You’ve turned him into your maid. It’s the most perfect thing I’ve ever seen. You’ve turned my ex-husband, the great ladies’ man Professor Oliver Grant into a housemaid!’

‘I have, Laura,’ said Cathy, ‘but he’s not called Oliver any more — he’s Mollie now, Mollie the maid.’

Once more the house echoed to the sound of loudly mocking laughter. David watched from the kitchen as poor Mollie was forced to show off his maid’s uniform, his apron and cap and his pretty petticoat before curtseying to Laura, and saying ‘Please, Mistress Laura, may I take your coat?’

‘Certainly, Mollie,’ said Laura, taking off her coat and handing it to the trembling maid. ‘And you may take Jonas’ coat too,’ she said. ‘Or is it Master Jonas to you?’

Jonas, apparently unshocked, just laughed and handed his coat to Mollie.

‘Don’t forget to curtsey to Master Jonas too,’ said Cathy.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Laura, clapping her hands in excitement. ‘Curtsey to Jonas.’

Everyone laughed as Mollie, his cheeks aflame, dropped a neat little curtsey to his ex-wife’s new husband. Jonas was a rugged, strongly built man with a forbidding air about him which made Mollie’s humiliation all the greater. His masculine strength and bearing made Mollie seem all the more effeminate and ridiculous by contrast. Laura looked scornfully into Mollie’s tear-filled eyes, and then turned and kissed Jonas as if to show Mollie how happy she was to have a real man in her life. And, to make the same point, Cathy kissed her new partner, Daniel, a tall good-looking man with long hair tied back in a pony-tail.

‘Now, Mollie,’ Cathy said firmly, her arm around Daniel, ‘you’ve had quite enough attention for the time being, certainly more than a maid deserves. It’s time to serve drinks to my guests.’

Mollie asked everyone in a trembling voice what they’d like to drink, and then hurried to serve them. Once they had their drinks and had sat down at table chatting amicably — Cathy and Daniel sitting opposite Jonas and Laura, and Ann at the head of the table like some glamorous chairman of the board — Mollie came into the kitchen and began frying the potatoes and chorizo sausages for their starter dishes.

David saw that his hands were shaking and he had tears in his eyes. He went up to the hapless maid, and said gently, ‘Can I help?’

‘There is no help,’ Mollie answered from the depths of his shame. ‘None at all.’

He served the starters but was kept busy fetching wine and water, and any little thing his superiors could think of, often having to endure teasing remarks such as ‘Hurry along now, Mollie,’ or ‘your slip is showing,’ or ‘what a pretty apron,’ or, from Laura, ‘to think I used to be married to him, it hardly seems possible when I see him like this,’ and having to suffer all three of the women putting their hands under his dress and fondling his legs and bottom, or fluffing up his frilly petticoat, or smacking him on the thighs. The more they had to drink, the more cruel and outrageous became their remarks and behaviour until Mollie seemed so hot and bothered David feared he may collapse from the sheer strain of it all.

But a period of peace settled on the room when Mollie served the roast lamb. He’d bought it in the local farmer’s market, and it tasted so delicious that, for once, he received only praise for his endeavours, and the diners began to talk more quietly and reflectively.

Yet the subject of sex and power was never far away. David listened from his place in the kitchen while Mollie stood attentively by the table with his head bowed and his cheeks blazing. He had to wait there in case any of the guests required his service, but he hated being so exposed in his little maid’s dress and apron.

‘It’s all happened so quickly it hardly seems possible,’ said Cathy, sipping her wine. ‘In little more than a year I’ve made Oliver my slave, become head of my department and found Daniel. It makes my head spin.’

‘Well, I’m delighted things have worked out so well for you,’ said Laura, raising her glass to Cathy but glancing at her humiliated ex-husband. ‘It’s only what you deserve.’

‘I can only agree,’ said Ann, relishing the charged dynamic in the room. ‘It’s lovely to see you this happy, Cathy, really it is.’

‘I am happy,’ said Cathy. ‘The happiest I’ve ever been — finding Daniel has been the best thing that’s ever happened to me — but sometimes I fear it can’t last.’

‘As in too good to be true?’ said Laura.

‘That’s right,’ said Cathy. ‘Women aren’t supposed to enjoy their sexual power, are they? I always have that well brought up little voice in my head telling me I’m flying too high, and I’ll be punished for my sins.’

‘Oh, don’t listen to that,’ said Laura.

‘I try not to,’ said Cathy, ’but I fear sometimes I’ve gone too far. I mean, look at Mollie, look at what I’ve done to him. Don’t get me wrong, I love having him as my slave, and Daniel’s grown to love it too, but where will it end? I still can’t believe some of the things I do to him. If you’d told me a year ago I’d have the famous Professor Grant kneeling on my bedroom floor dressed as a maid while I made love to another man, I’d have laughed in your face.’

‘You have him in the bedroom when you’re with Daniel?’ said Laura, her pretty face flushed with wine and excitement.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Cathy. ‘More and more.’

‘But what does Mollie do?’ asked Laura.

‘Nothing,’ said Cathy. ‘He watches, sometimes he whimpers a little, every now and then he even starts to cry, but Daniel just tells him to be quiet.’

‘And is he quiet?’ said Laura.

‘Oh, yes,’ said Cathy. ‘He’s become rather afraid of Daniel.’

‘Poor Mollie,’ said Laura, thrilled to think of her vain and selfish ex-husband so demeaned. ‘That must be terrible for him.’

‘It is and it isn’t,’ said Cathy.

‘What do you mean?’ said Laura.

‘I think she means that Mollie both loves and hates the humiliation,’ said Ann.

‘Is that even possible?’ said Laura.

‘It is,’ said Cathy. ‘Ann’s right, in fact it was Ann who taught me. For a slave to be denied by his Mistress, and to witness her with another man, is the cruellest of heavens. It puts Mollie so far under my control he never even thinks of rebelling. I honestly believe I could do anything to him now, and he’d put up no resistance. If I told him to jump out the window, he’d say, “Yes, Mistress,” and jump.’

‘And how do you feel about all this, Daniel?’ Jonas asked in his deep, slow voice.

The bull’s entered the ring, Ann thought to herself with a secret smile.

‘When I first met Cathy I knew she was with Oliver. In fact I knew Oliver before I met Cathy, and I was very unsure about giving in to my feelings for her,’ said Daniel, talking easily and without embarrassment. ‘But the truth was I couldn’t resist her,’ he added, smiling gently at Cathy. ‘And if that meant taking her from another man, then that’s what I would do. As for dominating Oliver and turning him into Mollie, well that began slowly, without us really noticing. A remark here, a joke there until one night he stayed downstairs with a bottle of whisky while I took Cathy up to bed as my lover. The next day Cathy’s instincts told her not to apologise to him.’

‘More Ann’s advice than my instincts,’ said Cathy, giving Ann her due. ‘I couldn’t have done it without Ann’s example. I wouldn’t have known it was even possible.’

‘That’s true, we owe a great deal to Ann,’ said Daniel, before continuing with his description of Oliver’s descent. ‘Anyway, Cathy offered no apology. She simply instructed Oliver to change the sheets and make the bed up for us, and he obeyed without the slightest complaint. That night he cooked a meal for us, but he didn’t share it. He served it to us as if he was a waiter, and we spoke down to him as if he was our servant. We knew then he wouldn’t put up a fight. Like Cathy, I heard that voice in my ear saying, “This is wrong” and “You can’t treat another human being like this,” but I’ve come to love it, if you want the truth. Well, love is too strong a word, I suppose. Let’s just say I wouldn’t like to give it up. What was it Oscar Wilde said? “Everything in the world is about sex except sex. Sex is about power.” Well, I think that’s true. There’s a primitive, animal pleasure in taking a woman from another man, and then using him as your slave. Normally, we don’t let ourselves experience such things, but once you do, you can’t go back. You’ve broken though to another way of living. Not necessarily a better way, and certainly not ‘good’ in any moral sense, but far, far more exciting.’

‘Well, that’s honest,’ said Jonas, clearly impressed by Daniel’s response.

‘You have to be honest with this kind of sex,’ said Daniel.

‘And that’s not easy,’ said Cathy. ‘My biggest worry is that I won’t know when to stop. I’m going to tell you something that makes me very ashamed. Only last week I prevented Mollie from voting in the election. I made him stay at home ironing my clothes while I drove into town to cast my vote. Now, I know it’s wrong to deny another person their democratic right, completely and utterly wrong, and yet that’s exactly what I did. And why did I do it? Because it gave me the sweetest pleasure to disenfranchise him in that way. I even said to him, ‘Mollie, I’m not letting you vote today because you’re no longer a proper person in my eyes. You don’t deserve to vote, do you? And do you know how he replied?’

She waited for a few moments before informing them of Mollie’s reply.

‘No, Mistress, he said,’ Cathy told them. ‘I’d dominated him to such an extent he even agreed he didn’t deserve to vote. Can you imagine doing that to another human being?’

‘No, I can’t,’ said Laura. ‘But I can’t help being glad you did it to him.’

‘It was an unforgivable thing to do,’ said Cathy, ‘but I already know I’ll do it again when there’s another election. I want to take everything from him so he knows deep down he really is a slave. I don’t approve of treating him like that — I’d never dream of treating another person in this way — and yet I do it happily to poor Mollie. How can I make sense of that? How can I live with my behaviour when I know it’s so wrong? And yet I do, and not only do I live with it. As I said earlier, I’ve never felt happier or more alive.’

‘But if Mollie’s your willing slave, where’s the harm?’ said Jonas.

‘I’m not sure that argument holds water,’ said Cathy. ‘How do we define civilised behaviour, and what do we mean by ‘willing’? What are the limits to personal freedom? There must be some limits, surely. Isn’t it wrong to hurt someone even when they want to be hurt?’

‘Like in the Spanner case,’ said Ann.

‘Exactly like that,’ said Cathy.

‘What’s the Spanner case?’ Laura asked.

‘It must be nearly twenty years ago now,’ said Ann. ‘A group of men were tried and convicted for engaging in acts of consensual sadomasochism. They were convicted even though the victims testified they wanted to be hurt and maimed.’

‘Do you think that was the right verdict?’ said Laura.

‘Possibly,’ said Ann. ‘The acts of violence were very extreme involving hammers and nails through flesh, and sometimes we have to be protected from ourselves even when it’s an attack on our personal freedoms.’

‘That brings me right back to the beginning,’ said Cathy. ‘How do we know when our behaviour’s too extreme? How do we stop ourselves from going too far?’

‘Perhaps you can’t,’ said Jonas.

‘For me, it’s the joy of breaking the rules,’ said Daniel. ‘Maybe there’s a devil in all of us, and we need to let the beast out, do violence to our better nature — just for the sake of it, to feel free if nothing else.’

‘There speaks the artist,’ said Cathy, not unkindly. ‘But that doesn’t help us know when we’ve gone too far. It doesn’t stop us getting carried away and hurting someone more than we ought to.’

‘There’s always that risk with this kind of sex,’ said Jonas. ‘That’s what makes it exciting.’

‘I think you’re right,’ said Ann, warming to Laura’s husband, ‘but worrying about these things is a good sign. We may not arrive at an answer, but asking the questions will probably keep us on the right side of the line. You know what they say about going mad — if you worry you’re going mad, then you’re probably not. I think it’s the same with s&m. If you worry about your limits, then the chances are you’ll be fine.’

‘Do you think I’ve gone too far with Mollie?’ said Cathy.

‘That’s not for me to say,’ said Ann.

‘But what’s your opinion?’

‘From my time with Joe, probably not,’ said Ann. ‘But someone else might answer very differently.’

‘It’s not as if we can ask Mollie’s opinion on the matter,’ said Jonas, provoking loud laughter. Everyone understood that Mollie’s opinions were of no consequence.

‘Actually, I’m very curious about Mollie,’ said Laura when the laughter had died down.

‘What do you want to know?’ said Cathy.

‘I’m interested in his day-to-day life much more than the philosophy of good and evil. For instance, does he do all the cleaning?’

‘Oh, yes,’ said Cathy. ‘He does all the housework without exception. His neat little uniform’s not just for show. He may look very foolish in it but it’s a real work uniform all the same. He’s responsible for all the cooking, cleaning, laundry and shopping, for everything really. Daniel and I never lift a finger around the house. More and more we think of Mollie as a real maid. Before too long I think that’s exactly what he’ll become, how he’ll come to think of himself, and we can all forget about Professor Oliver Grant. He simply won’t exist any more. He’ll be gone forever.’

‘And thank God for it,’ said Laura, ‘but there’s something else I want to know.’

‘What is it?’ said Daniel.

’I can’t help wanting to know what he does when he’s in the bedroom with you. Does he … Does he …?’ said Laura, suddenly shy and unable to say what she was thinking.

‘Join in?’ suggested Ann, prompting more laughter around the table.

‘Yes,’ said Laura, laughing at her own prurience.

‘He doesn’t join in,’ said Cathy. ‘At least not in the way you might think. He’s not permitted sex any more, neither with me or anyone else. Those days are long gone, Mollie, aren’t they?’

Mollie just hung his head and remained silent.

‘I’m delighted to hear it,’ said Laura, her mockery crushing the helpless maid. ‘You’ve done womankind a huge favour.’

‘I agree,’ said Cathy, ‘although there are times, if I’m feeling generous, when I let him clean me with his tongue.’

‘Clean you?’ said Laura, momentarily confused.’ Oh, I see, you mean after you and Daniel have …’

‘Yes,’ said Cathy. ‘It’s lovely to be worshipped by a devoted slave after I’ve made love to a real man.’

‘Oh, my,’ said Laura, turning to her ex-husband and asking him with faux innocence, ‘you don’t really do that, do you, Mollie? A proud and powerful man like you. You don’t really let a woman use you like that, do you?’

Mollie could only squirm and hang his head lower in shame.

‘Answer her,’ Cathy instructed her slave.

‘Y-yes,’ confessed Mollie from a deep pit of shame, unable to meet his ex-wife’s mocking gaze. ‘I do.’

Laura seemed to shimmer with pleasure, and Ann thought she’d never seen a woman take more pleasure in a man’s downfall.

‘You do that to Cathy after she’s been with Daniel?’ Laura said to humiliate him further. ‘You clean her?’

‘Yes,’ he said again, utterly mortified.

‘Oh, he doesn’t just clean me,’ said Cathy. ‘I make him clean Daniel too.’

‘My God, I don’t believe it,’ said Laura, shocked and delighted in equal measure.

‘It’s true,’ said Daniel. ‘I can’t deny it? He takes me in his mouth and licks me clean. I think he likes it so much because I taste of Cathy.’

‘And do you enjoy it?’ asked Jonas.

‘Actually, I do,’ said Daniel. ‘Very much.’

‘Pardon me for asking, but doesn’t that make you … Make you …?’ said Laura once more unable to say what she was thinking.

‘Gay?’ said Daniel, not at all upset by the question. He’d wondered the same thing himself.

‘Yes,‘ said Laura.

‘I suppose some part of me must be,’ said Daniel with a shrug. ‘I don’t think about it much. It’s a power thing, really, and Cathy loves it when I take charge of him like that. It excites her, makes her want me again, and it usually ends up with poor Mollie having to watch us again.’

‘And then clean us again, of course,’ said Cathy.

‘It’s what you English call a win-win situation,’ said Jonas with dry humour.

‘Indeed it is,’ said Daniel. ‘For Cathy and I, if not for Mollie.’

Ann laughed quietly and drank her wine, thinking of David watching and listening from the kitchen. This will be an education for him, she thought with amusement. She only wished Susan could be here too. It would help her come to terms with what she was doing to her husband.

‘Doesn’t Mollie ever get any fun?’ asked Laura, who couldn’t hear enough of Mollie’s degradation.

‘We used to let him kneel by the bed and masturbate while we laughed at him and called him names,’ Cathy replied. ‘But we don’t allow him even that any more. It seems the more sex we have, the less we allow Mollie.’

‘So what do you allow him?’ asked Jonas.

‘Actually, nothing,’ said Cathy, sharing a smile with Daniel.

‘Nothing?’ said Laura.

‘That’s right,’ said Cathy. ‘Nothing at all. We don’t let him come any more.’

‘Never?’ said Laura.

‘Not even with his own hand,’ said Daniel.

‘Certainly never in the last five weeks,’ said Cathy

‘But how do you stop him?’ asked Laura.

Ann saw Jonas smile in understanding. He’d already worked out how they stopped Mollie from coming.

‘What about when he goes to the bathroom or when he’s alone in bed?’ Laura continued. ‘He must be able to do it then.’

‘Actually, it’s been remarkably easy,’ said Cathy. ‘You see, Mollie has a little secret he hasn’t told you about.’

‘A secret?’ said Laura.

‘Yes,’ said Cathy, pleased to feel Daniel’s hand on her knee under cover of the table.

‘What kind of secret?’ asked Laura.

‘I’m sure if you ask Mollie, he’ll tell you,’ said Cathy, parting her legs a little so Daniel’s hand could reach under her dress.

‘He?’ said Jonas. ‘Shouldn’t it be she? He doesn’t exactly look like a man.’

‘We’ve tried both at different times, but settled on he,’ said Daniel, going on to explain their decision. ‘When Mollie’s dressed as our maid, which is most of the time these days, we discovered that calling him he embarrasses him even more than calling him she. It reminds him he’s a man dressed as a woman, a sissy and slave, and not a real man any more. And naturally, we went for the option that causes him the most embarrassment.’

‘I see,’ said Jonas, nodding his understanding.

‘Never mind that,’ said Laura, a more urgent matter on her mind. ‘I want to know what his secret is.’

‘Why don’t you ask him?’ said Ann, enjoying herself immensely. ‘I’m sure he’ll show you if you ask.’

‘I wonder if he will,’ said Laura, turning to her quivering ex-husband. ‘Will you, Mollie?’ she asked him sweetly. ‘Will you show me your secret?’

‘P-please, Laura, I’d rather not,’ he stammered weakly.

‘I’m not sure I care what you’d rather,’ said Laura, provoking another round of laughter. ‘And it’s Mistress Laura to you.’

‘You’re getting the idea, Laura,’ said Cathy, pulling Daniel’s hand between her legs. ‘You can make him do whatever you like. He’s a maid and slave now. He won’t dare refuse.’

‘What a lovely thought,’ said Laura, keeping her gaze on her helpless victim. ‘You’d better show me your secret, Mollie,’ she instructed him, placing her hand on Jonas’ broad thigh. ‘Do what you’re told or I’ll ask Cathy to punish you right here in the room so I can watch.’

A charged silence settled on the room, but still Mollie made no move to obey. Watching from the kitchen, David felt a terrible foreboding, as if a deadly crime was about to be committed.

Aroused by the tension, and the prospect of Mollie’s humiliation, Ann crossed her legs and pressed the tops of her thighs together. She was wearing stay up stockings and silk French knickers under her leather dress, and the soft, plentiful lace of the knickers felt lovely between her legs.

Daniel’s long, artist’s fingers slipped beneath Cathy’s panties making her groan softly, and nuzzle into his neck as he explored her secret wetness.

Laura regarded her ex-husband with derision, thrilled to hold such power over him, her hand sliding up Jonas’ thigh to discover the erection beneath his trousers.

‘Laura’s right, Mollie,’ Ann said in her slow, sultry voice. ‘Slowness in a slave must always be punished. I’d do as you’re told, if I was you.’

Finally, a man condemned, Mollie lifted his maid’s dress and petticoat and took down his tights and panties to reveal the dreadful, shaming secret of his tight-fitting metal chastity cage.

‘Oh, my God,’ said Laura in amazement, feeling Jonas’s cock pulse beneath his trousers ‘What on earth is that?’

‘It’s a chastity cage,’ said Cathy. ‘And this is the key to its padlock,’ she added, holding up the little silver key hanging on the chain around her neck.

‘I had no idea such a thing existed,’ said Laura, her eyes bright with excitement. ‘It’s really quite pretty,’ she added, ‘like a piece of jewellery, and it makes his cock look so small.’

‘That’s because it can’t get big any more,’ said Cathy.

‘Not ever?’ Laura asked.

‘Not ever,’ replied Cathy.

Fearing he might die of shame, Mollie lowered his dress and petticoat, but Cathy would have none of it.

‘Skirts up!’ she commanded him. ‘And keep them there. Our guests are still admiring your new cage.’

Trembling in shame, and with a sick arousal deep in his gut, Mollie once more hoisted his dress and petticoat and stood before his smiling audience like a fool.

‘Can he really not get free?’ said Laura, giving Jonas’s hard cock a squeeze and feeling a wildness between her legs.

‘He really can’t,’ said Cathy. ‘We tried some cheaper devices and he always escaped from them, but Ann advised us where to go and this one’s custom-made, and entirely escape-proof.’

‘Made to measure, you might say,’ said Daniel. ‘Made to fit him when he’s at his softest and smallest.’

‘As soon as he gets even a tiny bit hard, it grips him in its steel bars,‘ said Cathy. ‘He can’t ever get hard inside it.’

‘Ouch,’ said Jonas with a wide grin.

‘Poor little Mollie,’ said Laura, almost as if she meant it. Seeing her ex-husband so belittled and demeaned thrilled her to her bones. She felt years of loneliness and hurt disappear like morning mist.

‘I actually think he’s grown to like it,’ said Cathy. ‘When I first put it on him he was unsettled for days, always moaning and begging to be released but, after about ten days or so, something seemed to change in him, and he became much more docile and resigned to his fate.’

‘Joe was exactly the same,’ said Ann. ‘After a week passed, and he knew I wasn’t going to unlock him, he seemed to accept his cage as part of his life, and he became even more submissive, like a horse broken to the saddle. But I always let him out for a few days every now and then, just to change things around a little. He had a different, hungrier energy without his cage which I also enjoyed. And he very much feared being put back in his cage, which was always fun. I used to love threatening to lock him up again, and then telling him when I was going to do it, and counting down the days and hours.’

‘I’ll bear that in mind,’ said Cathy.

‘But will you let Mollie out?’ Laura asked

‘We might eventually, I suppose,’ said Cathy. ‘We haven’t decided.’

‘We used to unlock him every few days,’ said Daniel, ‘but it’s such fun to deny him, we’ve kept him locked for five weeks now.’

‘Five weeks!’ exclaimed Laura, a sweet dew of arousal wetting her panties.

‘Actually, it’s nearly six,’ said Cathy.

‘Is that safe?’ asked Jonas.

‘He can pee with it on,’ said Daniel. ‘And he can keep himself clean by washing through the bars. What else does a slave need?’

‘I’m sure you’re right,’ said Jonas, pulling Laura from her chair beside him onto his lap. He could see her hardened nipples pushing against her silk blouse.

Jonas was finding the events of the evening both surprising and intensely arousing, and he could sense his wife’s arousal which made him long to fuck her in front of her pathetic ex-husband. He knew her to be a shy but exceptionally passionate woman — that was why he’d married her — and he felt sure she’d enjoy having sex with him in front of Mollie. He’d heard her tales of Oliver’s selfish behaviour and thoughtless betrayals, and he hoped a desire for vengeance might fuel her passion. Jonas sensed the gathering sexual storm in the room, and he hoped his wife’s arousal would lead her beyond shyness.

‘I know how much you like sex, Mollie,’ said Laura, ‘but not to be allowed to have any. That must be terrible for you, truly awful.’

She looked over at her hosts but they were kissing, deeply aroused to be sharing their domination of Mollie with such attractive, open-minded guests.

‘I’m sorry,’ said Cathy,’ breaking her kiss. ‘What did you say?’

‘I was telling Mollie how terrible it is that he can’t have sex,’ said Laura, mischief shining in her eyes.

Daniel pulled Cathy close and whispered something in her ear that made her giggle. ‘Oh, that’s a wonderful idea,’ said Cathy in delight.

‘What is it?’ asked Laura, curious to know what was so funny, and pushing her shapely little bottom against Jonas’ hidden erection.

‘Daniel and I were just thinking,’ said Cathy. ‘Why don’t we get Mollie to email you every week begging for permission to be released from his cage?’

Ann smiled in admiration at Daniel’s cruel idea. It was the perfect way to involve Professor Grant’s pretty and vengeful ex-wife in his life of servitude. Even living in Stockholm she’d be able to wield a terrifying power over Mollie.

‘Would he do that?’ asked Laura, a cruel gleam in her eyes.

‘Of course he would,’ said Cathy. ‘It’s not as if he’d have any choice in the matter.’

‘So it would be up to me if you unlocked him or not?’ said Laura, almost licking her lips at the prospect of such power.

‘It would be entirely up to you,’ said Cathy, smiling at Laura’s excitement.

‘What if I never let him out?’ said Laura, glaring scornfully at Mollie who stood petrified with his skirts raised and his imprisoned cock visible to everyone in the room.

‘Then we’d never let him out,’ said Daniel, sliding his fingers inside Cathy’s lovely, slick cunt.

‘Unless, perhaps, you set him certain conditions,’ said Jonas in his wife’s pretty little ear.

‘What a good idea,’ said Ann, earning a smile from the rugged Swede.

‘What kind of conditions?’ said Laura.

‘That would be up to you, my love,’ said Jonas, kissing Laura’s slender neck and pulling her closer, fearing he might burst out of his trousers.

‘How about this?’ said Daniel. ‘Dear Mollie, I have decided you may be released for one hour but only if you drink a glass of your Mistress’ pee.’

‘I had no idea you wanted me to do that,’ said Cathy.

‘It just came into my head,’ said Daniel.

‘Liar,’ said Cathy playfully, kissing him on the cheek.

‘Drink your pee?’ said Laura, wrinkling her pretty nose in disgust. ‘Do people really do that?’

‘Oh, yes,’ said Ann. ‘More than you might think, but I’d recommend buying one of those little plastic funnels you find in hardware stores. It’s so much easier that way, to begin with at least, and that way he won’t miss a drop.’

‘Now, I’m tempted,’ said Cathy to loud laughter.

‘In that case I’ll make it one of my first conditions,’ said Laura, loving the prospect of treating Mollie so cruelly.

‘Please do,’ said Cathy, pushing against Daniel’s strong fingers. ‘I’m curious to try it.’

‘What else might you suggest?’ asked Ann, helping herself to more wine, and greatly enjoying the sight of an intelligent, sensual woman learning to embrace her latent sexual dominance. She was curious to see how far Laura would go, and she wondered if one day even the manly Jonas would submit to Laura once she’d grown into her powers.

‘I don’t know,’ Laura replied. ‘It’s all so new and strange … I know,’ she said with sudden excitement, feasting her eyes on the mortified slave. ‘How about this?’ she said, clearing her throat melodramatically before continuing. ‘Dear Mollie, thank-you for emailing and begging so sweetly to be released from your cage. I always enjoy hearing of your suffering, and I always read out your emails to Jonas when we’re in bed together — they invariably amuse him and put him in the mood for sex — and it’s true that it’s been a very long time since your last release, but you’ll be pleased to know I have some good news for you. After all these months of denying your requests …’

‘Months?’ said Cathy through laughter.

‘Oh, yes, months,’ said Laura, enjoying herself immensely. ‘After all these months of denying your requests, I have decided you will be released, but only on this condition. You must first get down on your knees and beg Cathy and Daniel to buy you a brand new maid’s uniform. But not just any old uniform. This uniform must be a pink uniform with a pretty contrasting apron in white, and a new lacy petticoat peeping out from under your dress … Oh yes, and you must send me a photograph of you curtseying nicely to Cathy with your eyes lowered and your knees bent nicely, and your new pink dress held out sweetly by its hem. I’ll frame it and keep it on my bedside table. That way I’ll be able to see it when Jonas and I are fucking.’

‘That’s perfect,’ said Cathy once the appreciative laughter had died down.

‘I’m going to love my emails to Mollie,’ said Laura. ‘I know I am.’

‘We’ll love them too,’ said Daniel.

‘I wanted to ask,’ said Jonas, eager to turn words into action. ‘Do you use corporal punishment on Mollie? Do you whip him?’

‘Yes, we do,’ Cathy replied.

‘It’s another thing we thought we’d never do,’ said Daniel, ‘but now we discipline him at least once a week.’

‘Even if he’s done nothing wrong,’ said Cathy. ‘Just for the fun of it, and to remind him of his place.’

‘What do you use?’ asked Jonas.

‘Sometimes a wooden paddle, other times my mother’s old hairbrush — he used to say the most terrible things about my mother — or a bamboo cane Daniel bought online, but most often an old leather riding-crop I’ve had since I was a girl,’ said Cathy. ‘We prefer the crop as it hurts him as much as the cane without breaking his skin so frequently. And it fits so nicely in the hand, and we like making him kiss the little loop before and after we beat him.’

‘Why do you ask?’ said Daniel, who suspected he already knew.

‘No reason really,’ Jonas said casually. ‘Only, as Ann said, he was very slow to obey Laura and show her his cage. I rather imagined that might merit a punishment.’

Once more a tense, charged excitement settled on the room, and the occupants breathed harder as if there was less oxygen in the air.

‘Well,’ said Ann, ‘I, for one, think that’s a wonderful idea.’

She saw Mollie wince and close his eyes in dread, but Ann felt no remorse. It would serve him right for mistreating not just his wife and Cathy so badly, but also all those other women, some of them young students, when he’d been The Great Professor.

‘The balance falls due some day,’ Ann thought to herself with a cold smile.

‘I’m sure we all agree with Ann,’ said Daniel, smiling over at Jonas.

‘Laura?’ said Cathy. ‘I know this is all very sudden, but would you be okay with us punishing Mollie in front of you and Jonas? Just say if you’re not, we won’t mind in the slightest. Perhaps it would be too much to see the man you used to love and respect treated in such a way.’

‘Honestly?’ said Laura, giving Mollie hope of a reprieve.

‘Of course,’ said Cathy.

‘I’d like nothing more than to see him punished,’ said Laura, thrilled to see Mollie’s shoulders sag in defeat. ‘In fact, I’d love it.’

‘Then a punishment it is,’ said Cathy happily.

‘I’ll fetch the crop,’ said Daniel, rising from his chair and hurrying out of the room.

Everyone except Ann stood in excitement, and gathered in a circle around their intended victim.

‘Well, Mollie,’ said Laura. ‘You’re in trouble now, aren’t you? Oh, yes, you’re in big trouble now.’

He looked at her pleadingly. To her delight his mouth began to quiver, and tears came into his eyes.

‘Cry if you want,’ said Laura, astonished at her cruelty. ‘It won’t make any difference. In fact, I think I’d rather enjoy it.’

Cathy pulled out one of the dining-chairs and set it a distance back from the table. ‘Over you go, Mollie,’ she said. ‘You know what to do.’

Trembling in dread, Mollie lay across the chair. Watching from the kitchen, David thought him a wretched, pitiful figure with his dress and petticoats up around his waist and his tights and panties down around his knees leaving his bottom bare for all to see. The tight steel ring around his cock and balls was brightly, shamingly visible.

David told himself to look away, but he couldn’t take his eyes from the depraved scene. To his despair, he experienced once more an insane envy of Mollie’s appalling humiliation and imminent cropping.

‘Oh, God, look at him,’ said Laura, experiencing a spasm of the sweetest pleasure. ‘I’ve never seen anything so pathetic in all my life. Oliver’s really gone, hasn’t he, gone forever?’

Mollie winced and looked up pleadingly at his ex-wife but she was already lost in a hungry kiss with her virile new husband. A terrible hopelessness turned his blood to water even as his imprisoned cock tried in vain to harden in its steel cage.

Jonas came back with the brown leather riding-crop, and smiled to see Laura and Jonas kissing in full view of the helpless sissy across the chair. ‘Perhaps you should show Laura how it’s done,’ he said to Cathy.

‘I’d be delighted to,’ said Cathy taking the crop from him and rewarding him with a kiss. To her delight, she could feel how hard he was beneath his jeans. This was turning into a wonderful evening, she thought, a full-blown celebration of her enslavement of the once great professor, the man who’d treated her so selfishly, and taken her love for granted.

She looked over and saw Ann sitting on her own at the head of the table.

‘Ann,’ she said. ‘You’re all alone. Will you be all right?’

‘Don’t worry about me,’ said Ann before calling out, ‘David, you can come out now.’

Daniel, Laura and Jonas looked on in amazement when the handsome young man dressed smartly in a dark suit and white shirt came out of the kitchen and hurried to Ann’s side.

‘You may kneel,’ Ann instructed David, a knowing gleam in her eyes. He obeyed immediately, and she put her hand gently on his head, and pulled his flushed cheek against one of her lovely nylon-clad knees.

‘This is David,’ Cathy announced. ‘Ann’s chauffeur and slave.’

‘He’s only on loan,’ said Ann. ‘He belongs to a friend of mine, but I’m helping with his training.’

‘I’m sure she’ll be happy with the results,’ said Jonas, smiling at Ann in admiration as if he’d known she’d have a secret slave in waiting.

‘Well, Mollie,’ said Cathy, getting back to the main event much to David’s relief. She stepped closer to her trembling slave and ran her crop down his bare buttocks and thighs. ‘You’re going to be punished in front of an audience tonight. You’ve never had that pleasure before have you?’

‘N-no, Mistress,’ the terrified sissy stammered.

‘Then this will be a special treat for you, won’t it?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘And isn’t it wonderful that Laura’s here too?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘With her handsome and charming new husband?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Aren’t Laura and I lucky to have such handsome new men in our lives?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘So much stronger and more handsome than you?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘I’m glad you agree,’ said Cathy. ‘Are you ready to be punished?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then ask me to beat you.’

‘Beat me, Mistress.’

‘Ask politely.’

‘Please beat me, Mistress.’

‘How hard?’

‘V-very hard,’ he stammered helplessly.

‘Then kiss my crop,’ she said, holding the crop’s loop to his mouth. ‘Kiss it, and say thank-you Mistress for beating me.’

He pressed his trembling lips to the crop and kissed it adoringly before saying, ‘Thank-you Mistress for beating me.’

‘You’re very welcome, Mollie.’

The laughter was muted now as his audience was lost to dark arousal.

Thrilled by Cathy’s performance, Daniel pulled her close and kissed her hungrily.

Laura laid her hand openly on the bulge in the front of Jonas’ trousers while he cupped one of her pert breasts through the thin silk of her blouse. Her mouth open, her lips moist, and a look of wonder in her eyes, Laura felt an almost overwhelming excitement.

When Cathy broke her kiss there was a hard expression on her face and suddenly, without further ado, she raised her arm and lashed her slave across his buttocks. The loud sound of leather on flesh made everyone jump, and watch with growing excitement as Cathy laid into Mollie with fiercely unrelenting strokes of her crop. When she stopped after around twenty strokes, and stood breathing heavily and with her eyes blazing, Daniel took her in his arms and kissed her again. Returning his passion, she tugged his shirt from his jeans and began to unbuckle his belt. And then, all of a sudden, she stopped and looked at her guests as if she’d only just remembered there were other people in the room. Ann gave her an approving smile and, when Cathy looked over at Jonas and Laura to see if they had any misgivings about her undressing Daniel, she saw that Laura’s face was flushed with excitement while Jonas, his hand already under his wife’s blouse, just nodded his permission.

Thus encouraged, Cathy undid Daniel’s jeans and took out his jutting cock, caressing it lovingly with both hands. It was long and thick, and curved upwards at its end like a scimitar. Cathy kissed him and fondled his cock before turning to Mollie, and saying, ‘Look at us, Mollie … Look at all we’ve got and all you’ve lost.’

She looked over and smiled to see Jonas and Laura entwined in a passionate kiss. ‘I hate to interrupt, Laura,’ she said, ‘but I wondered if you might like to take over.’

‘You mean beat him?’ said Laura in astonishment.

‘Yes,’ said Cathy.

‘Me?’ said Laura.

‘Yes, you,’ said Cathy.

‘She’d love to,’ said Jonas, taking the crop from Cathy and handing it to his wife. ‘Go on, Laura,’ he added tenderly. ‘Give him what he deserves, you’ll feel better for doing it.’

‘Will you help me?’ she asked him softly.

‘Of course,’ said Jonas, kissing her and glancing over at Ann who was sitting back lazily in her chair ruffling her kneeling slave’s thick black hair.

Ann smiled at Jonas, recognising a fellow dominant. She found him a very attractive man, but she drew the line at starting affairs with the husbands of other women, unless the women asked her to. Over the years a small number of her closest friends had asked her to tame and train their husbands, turn them into better behaved, more respectful spouses, and she’d been happy to oblige. Every now and then she’d receive a call from one of these women asking her to have a word with her husband. All it took was a few stern words from Ann, perhaps the threat of a visit, for the errant husband to remember his true place in his marriage. No man, once he’d experienced the full force of Ann’s sexual dominance, had ever forgotten it.

‘How do I do it?’ said Laura, brandishing the crop and stepping closer to her prey.

‘Don’t think about it,’ said Daniel, his cock still jutting lewdly from his jeans. ‘Just hit him.’

‘How hard?’

‘As hard as you like,’ said Cathy.

‘This hard?’ said Laura, lifting her slim arm and lashing her ex-husband with the crop.

‘Harder,’ Jonas whispered in her ear, his hand going under her skirt and between her nylon-sheathed legs.

Her senses on fire, Laura rejoiced as she laid into Mollie with fierce strokes rooted in years of hurt and resentment.

After the fifth stroke she began to cry out in joy.

‘Oh, God,’ she cried, ‘I love this, I love it!’

Jonas yanked up her skirt and pulled down her panties and hose, cupping her between her legs with his big, strong hand, and pushing two of his fingers inside her.

‘I want this!’ she cried as she continued to strike Mollie. ‘Oh, God, I want it!’

Jonas tore open her silk blouse with his other hand, sending buttons flying, and crushed one of her lovely breasts in his hand.

‘Keep whipping him,’ he said. ‘Don’t stop.’

Laura kept swinging the crop but her blows were wilder now, sometimes landing on his buttocks, other times on his thighs or his lower back. As she struck him she moaned in pleasure, and pushed back hungrily against her husband’s fingers.

Mollie began to moan and whimper with pain but this only increased the violence of Laura’s blows. Cathy and Daniel stood close to Mollie’s head watching with pleasure as he suffered the greatest humiliation of his life. When he lifted his head in agony after a particularly hard blow across the tops of his thighs, his head brushed against Daniel’s hanging balls.

Aroused by Laura’s violence, Cathy dropped to her knees and took Daniel’s long, hard cock in her mouth.

‘Oh, God, Cathy,’ Daniel groaned, his hands gripping her hair. ‘Oh, God!’

‘Look, Oliver,’ Laura gasped. ‘Cathy’s with another man … A better man … A bigger man … She doesn’t need you any more,’ she almost shouted as she struck him again and again. ‘No-one needs you any more … You’re nothing … No-one!’

Oliver Grant cried out even louder in pain and humiliation as the blows, all the more painful for being delivered by the woman who used to love and adore him, rained down on his tender flesh, but his cries only aroused his tormentors all the more.

Finally, overwhelmed with lust, Laura fell back against Jonas as if she might faint, but Jonas just took the crop from her and continued to beat Mollie, delivering his blows with such heavy masculine weight that Mollie experienced unbearable new levels of agony and shame.

Intrigued and very excited, Cathy stopped sucking Daniel’s cock to watch Jonas thrash the helpless sissy. ‘That’s good, Jonas,’ she said in a voice husky with desire. ‘Beat him, hurt him, let him know he’ll never be a free man again.’

‘God, yes,’ Laura echoed. ‘Show him how strong you are … Show him, Jonas, show him who’s Master.’

Shocked by pain, Mollie lifted his head and howled in pain and defeat.

Ann, still stroking David’s hair, leaned forward and whispered in his ear, ‘You know that sound don’t you, David? He’s singing his song … He’s singing his slave song.’ Deeply aroused by Mollie’s surrender, she parted her legs and tugged David’s head beneath her dress. ‘You may kiss me now,’ she instructed him. ‘You may worship your Mistress.’

His eager mouth found its way quickly to the tops of her thighs where he kissed the lacy tops of her stockings, and the smooth flesh above them, encountering her French knickers and, beneath their soft lace, the sweet, wet heaven of her cunt. As he worshipped, his cock struggled in vain against the fierce, enclosing prison of his girdle.

And still Jonas lashed Mollie, while Cathy and Daniel looked down on their slave in cruel disdain. ‘What a cry-baby you are, Mollie,’ said Cathy, leading Daniel’s hard cock towards her slave’s mouth. ‘We’re bored listening to you, aren’t we, Laura?’

‘Yes,’ gasped Laura, understanding with a thrill of arousal what they intended to do. ‘Oh yes, we are, we are!’

‘Daniel’s going to make you be quiet,’ said Cathy, pushing her lover’s cock against Mollie’s wailing lips. ‘He’s going to shut you up.’

‘Do it,’ cried Laura. ‘Oh God, please do it!’

Cathy guided Daniel’s cock into her slave’s mouth so that Mollie’s cries of pain became a gagging whimper. Daniel’s eyes closed in pleasure as he began to thrust his cock in and out of Mollie’s mouth.

The sight inflamed Jonas who struck Mollie even harder.

‘Whip him,’ cried Laura, undoing Jonas’ trousers. ‘Hurt him … Oh, God, hurt him!’

Jonas delivered four more brutal strokes with the crop before his own lust got the better of him. Dropping the crop and embracing Laura from behind, he pushed her over the dining-table, scattering glasses and plates, and thrust his straining cock deep inside her. Laura cried out in ecstasy, coming as soon as he entered her, coming and coming as if her life had no other meaning or purpose.

Ann pulled David’s head tighter between his legs where his adoring tongue brought her ever closer to orgasm.

Unable to hold back any longer, Cathy pulled Daniel away from Mollie and pushed him down onto a chair where she immediately sat astride him, taking his long, curved cock inside her. Throwing her head back in delight, and pulling his head against the soft wool that covered her breasts, she moved urgently with an animal power and grace. She began to moan as she approached her climax, and Daniel began to moan with her.

And then, within moments of each other, all except the two lowly slaves came in a chorus of groans and cries of ecstasy.

It was a fitting end to a memorable evening. The once philandering Professor Oliver Grant had been put firmly and forever in his place. He was left in no doubt that he’d never be a free man again, and would have to live the rest of his life as a uniformed maid to women and their lovers.

And David, terrified yet darkly aroused by what he’d witnessed, feared the same fate might lie in wait for him if he didn’t find a way to escape his enslavement.

It was a terror that thrilled him to the core.

ON THE drive home Ann sat in the front passenger seat beside her chauffeur. Good food, wine and sex had made her relaxed and companionable, and she was curious to hear what her young slave had made of the evening’s events.

‘Well, then, David,’ she said, ‘what did you think of Maid Mollie?’

‘I don’t know,’ said David, still shocked by what he’d witnessed.

‘He must have made some impression on you,’ said Ann. ‘You must have something to say about what you saw.’

In truth David had radically conflicting reactions to what he’d seen that night. One part of him was deeply, darkly aroused by their cruelty towards a helpless, humiliated slave whom he identified with all too strongly, but another part of him thought Mollie’s treatment unacceptable and truly depraved, a form of cruelty well beyond any civilised limits. Ashamed of his arousal, he decided to tell Ann only of his disapproval.

‘I thought it was too much,’ he said. ‘More than that, I thought it was cruel and sick.’

‘Did you?’ she said.

‘Yes, I did,’ he said.

‘In what way was it cruel and sick?’ asked Ann.

‘You know perfectly well.’

‘Perhaps I do, but I want to hear you say it.’

‘He looked pathetic in his maid’s uniform,’ he ventured. ‘Not just pathetic, sad. So sad I could hardly bear to look at him, and it was horribly cruel to show him to his ex-wife like that, to make him into such a laughing-stock, to take everything from him and leave him with nothing.’

‘But what if he liked it?’

‘Even if he did, it was too much,’ said David. ‘And to beat him like that. It was too hard, really it was. You could have seriously hurt him, put him in hospital.’

‘You need to remember that Professor Oliver Grant has been a very cruel and selfish man in his time, particularly where women were concerned — and even more particularly to Laura and Cathy when he was married to one and carrying on an affair with the other as if he was Lord God Almighty.‘

‘I don’t care, no-one deserves what you did to him.’

’In my view he got exactly what he deserved,’ said Ann, ‘and it was lovely to see Laura witness his comeuppance, particularly with her new husband at her side. That’s what really added spice to the evening.’

‘Do you really believe that?’ he asked.

‘Not entirely, if you want the truth,’ said Ann. ‘I agree it may have been too harsh, and his punishment too violent when Jonas took the crop, but then Mollie’s never been my husband, and it wasn’t my party.’

‘But you could have stopped it.’

‘Yes, but I didn’t want to.’

He looked over at her but saw only the hem of her leather dress which had ridden up her legs, revealing her lovely nylon-sheathed thighs.

‘Eyes on the road,’ she admonished him, amused to catch him looking at her with such helpless, adolescent desire.

‘Do you know what I thought when you were all laughing at him?’ he said. ‘When he was crying in pain and you were laughing?’

‘What did you think?’

‘You won’t like it.’

‘Tell me anyway.’

‘I thought you were like some group of satanists holding a séance or orgy. I half expected The Devil to come into the room and sit with you at the head of the table.

‘A naked man with a goat’s head and a huge cock,’ said Ann dismissively.

‘Actually, yes,’ said David who had imagined just such a demon.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Ann, but he’d been right. She didn’t like to hear herself and her friends described in that way. It made her doubt herself, and her sexuality, and feel anger towards him.

‘You’d all have bowed to him and called him Master,’ David continued. ‘It was like a scene from hell painted by Hieronymus Bosch.’

‘That’s ridiculous,’ said Ann, but she knew Bosch’s work well and she could see a grain of truth in the comparison.

‘It may be ridiculous, but that’s what I felt.’

‘And none of it aroused you?’ she asked to puncture his superior air.

He didn’t answer. He didn’t want her to know how much their cruel treatment of Mollie had enthralled and aroused him.

‘Tell the truth now, David,’ she said. ‘Did none of it make your little cock hard?’ she teased him, reaching across and placing her hand on the front of his dark chauffeur’s trousers, and giving him a mocking pat. ‘You certainly kissed me very nicely under my dress, under my French panties. Did none of it make you hard in your panty-girdle?’

‘Even if it did,’ said David, horribly aroused by her teasing, ‘that doesn’t make it right.’

‘Oh, don’t be such a judge and jury,’ Ann said sharply, turning from him and sitting back in her seat, more wounded by his remarks than she wanted him to know.

She was still angry with him when they reached home, but she also felt a lingering arousal, and she took him upstairs, swaying her bottom in her tight leather dress as she climbed the stairs ahead of him.

‘How are you doing in your panty-girdle?’ she said as she led him into her bedroom. ‘I imagine it must be getting rather tight down there.’

He could only stare at her with helpless desire. She truly was every submissive man’s dream, a goddess come to earth to enslave all men. ‘Undress me,’ she said, switching on the little bedside light.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, his fingers trembling as he pulled down the zip in the back of her black leather dress. ‘Hang it in the wardrobe,’ she instructed him once she’d stepped out of her dress.

He took her lovely dress to the wardrobe but, before he put it away, he kneeled by the open wardrobe door and held the dress in his hands, running his nose along its length and breathing in its intoxicating scents of leather and perfume before planting devoted little kisses on its hem, remembering how it had slid up her thighs when she’d got in and out of the car.

‘Very good,’ said Ann, standing with her hands on her hips like a proud queen. She’d taken off her slip and stood in her French knickers, dark stay-up nylons, full cup lace bra and high heels. David found her so alluring he could hardly bear to look at her. ‘You may put my dress away now,’ she commanded him.

Obediently, he hung her dress in the wardrobe and hurried back to her. In a state of nervous arousal, he couldn’t undo the little catch on her bra.

‘Oh, hurry up,’ she said impatiently. ‘It’s only a bra for heaven’s sake.’

When it came loose she turned to face him, her lovely breasts full and proud. He saw that her nipples were erect, as sweet and tempting as ripe berries.

‘If you hadn’t been so rude about my friends on the way home, I might have let you kiss my breasts. You would have liked that, wouldn’t you?’ she murmured seductively, putting a hand on one of her breasts and circling its nipple, making it harden all the more. ‘Taking them in your mouth, sucking them, your little cock trying to get hard in your girdle?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he said, mesmerised by her beauty and power.

‘Satanists indeed,’ she said scornfully. ‘Hieronymus Bosch! I’m angry with you for being so judgemental. Slaves shouldn’t have opinions, that’s a lesson you need to learn. Mollie showed you how it should be done, the way he suffered without complaint. You called him pathetic and sad, and as a man perhaps he was, but not as a slave. As a slave, his behaviour was admirable and entirely beyond reproach. He obeyed both his Mistress and his own true nature, and gave a great deal of pleasure to everyone in the room. Can’t you see that now?’

‘No,’ he replied, his thoughts in turmoil, ‘I can’t.’

That’s a pity,’ said Ann. ‘I’m going to have to punish you for not knowing your place, for having too high an opinion of yourself. I’m not sure how yet. I’ll sleep on it and let you know in the morning. But I’m going to start by not letting you kiss my breasts. Unless perhaps you beg me nicely. Will you do that, David? Will you beg nicely?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, hungering for her lovely breasts.

‘Let me hear you, then,’ she said, a hard amusement in her eyes.

‘Please, Mistress, I beg you,’ he pleaded, his trapped cock pushing uselessly against his nylon prison. ‘You’re lovely, more lovely than I can say … Please, I beg you, let me kiss your breasts.’

Ann was almost persuaded. His hunger for her, the need in his eyes and voice, aroused her deeply, and her breasts yearned for his adoring mouth, but it aroused her even more to deny him, to make him feel the full power of her rule.

‘Thank-you, David’ she said warmly, ‘I’m glad you find me lovely, and you beg very nicely …’

She paused to let his hopes build.

‘But I’m afraid I won’t let you kiss my breasts,’ she told him, thrilled to see the dismay come into his eyes. ‘Consider it part one of your punishment. Now, kneel and take off my shoes and stockings.’

When he’d obeyed, she stood above him in just her loose French panties.

‘I like seeing you on your knees,’ said Ann. ‘Do you like kneeling at my feet?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And do you like these French panties?’ she asked him.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘They’re very pretty, aren’t they?’ she said, touching the froth of lace so that her panties swayed from side to side like a burlesque petticoat.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, mesmerised by the lovely sight.

‘Would you like to give them a little kiss?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Very well,’ she said softly, ‘but just one kiss, and gently, very gently.’

Immediately he lifted his head and pressed his lips adoringly against the froth of lace. He could smell her perfume and, beneath it, her lovely woman’s scent.

‘That’s enough,’ she told him.

He longed to kiss her beneath her panties as he had earlier, but he obeyed reluctantly, dragging his lips from the fragrant lace.

‘Do you know why I wore them tonight?’ she asked.

‘N-no, Mistress.’

‘Once I’d decided to put you in a girdle, I thought how lovely it would be if I wore my loosest, silkiest panties. It gave me a very pleasant feeling all evening knowing you were trapped inside your girdle while I felt so free and easy in my French panties. I know that’s cruel of me, but that’s the kind of woman I am, I think you know that by now. Your discomfort adds greatly to my pleasure, but that’s a slave’s duty isn’t it, to suffer for his Mistress?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said helplessly, a pained look in his eyes.

‘What’s the matter?’ said Ann, ‘you don’t look well.’

‘Please, Mistress,’ he begged, mad with desire for her, ‘please let me kiss you?’

‘Kiss me?’ said Ann, as if the very idea was preposterous. ‘I hardly think you’ve earned the privilege.’

‘Please, I beg you,’ he said from a place beyond pride.

‘I suppose you’d like to kiss me here,’ she said, pulling the lace of her panties to one side so he could see her glistening cunt.

‘Oh, God, yes,’ he gasped. ‘Please, Mistress.’

‘Very well, then,’ she said. ‘Just one kiss.’

‘Thank-you,’ he said, kissing and licking her, tasting the sweet wine of her arousal.

‘Enough,’ she said firmly.

He obeyed reluctantly, taking his mouth from her cunt. She tormented him by fluffing the lace of her panties against his face.

‘You’re so pretty on your knees,’ she said. ‘One more kiss, for being so pretty.’

Immediately he kissed her again, and pushed his tongue inside her, worshipping her with long slow strokes that made her shiver with pleasure, but once more she denied him, stepping back from him, and pulling down her knickers and dropping them on the floor before getting into bed.

‘Don’t look so sad,’ she mocked her stricken slave. ‘You can wear my French panties tomorrow. You’ll like that, I know you will. Think how lovely they’ll feel against your little cock, how prettily they’ll move and sway around your legs, just like a lacy little skirt. Oh, yes, David, I’m looking forward to seeing you in my pretty French knickers.’

He stared at her with a terrible need in his eyes, but she just laughed and said, ‘What’s the matter, David? Do you need to come?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, a new hope in his eyes.

‘Do you think you deserve to come?’ she asked, her hand finding its way between her legs under the duvet.

‘That’s … that’s up to you, Mistress,’ he said.

‘A good answer,’ she said, pleased by his subservience. ‘In that case, you may come. Take off your shoes and socks, your shirt and suit, but keep on your panty-girdle,’ she instructed him.

He quickly obeyed, his brain swimming with desire.

‘Put your clothes on the chair and come over here,’ she told him, amused by how effeminate and imprisoned he looked in the tight girdle. The way it flattened his stomach and shaped his bottom made him look like a transvestite without his frock. ‘How slim and girlish you look in your panty-girdle,’ she said when he came over and stood by the side of the bed. ‘Is it very tight?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, hoping she’d have pity and tell him to take it off. He feared he’d go mad if she didn’t let him come.

‘Are you hard under here?’ she asked, running her fingers up and down the reinforced diamond shaped panel on the front of his girdle.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘But I can barely feel you at all,’ she said. ‘Are you sure you’re hard?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress.’

‘Is this your cock, this little bump I feel with my fingers?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘It hardly feels like a cock at all,’ she said, a mocking smile in her eyes. ‘You feel more like a girl than a boy, but I suppose you still want to come?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he pleaded, pushing his trapped cock against her tormenting fingers. ‘Oh, God, yes!’

‘I could let you take your cock out and rub it the way you want to, but you look like such a girl I think you should come like a girl. Oh, yes, I think that would be for the best, really I do. Put your hand on your girdle, David, just here where I’ve been touching you. That’s it,’ she said. ‘Now rub yourself through the girdle.’

He looked at her almost fearfully, but she knew he wouldn’t refuse. ‘Go on,’ she said, her fingers busy beneath the duvet, ‘do what you’re told.’

Flushed with shame and arousal, he began to rub himself through the reinforced panel.

‘Can you feel your little bump under the girdle?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, wincing in shame. But he couldn’t stop, such was his hunger to find release from desire.

‘Is your little cock all crushed and sore under my awful girdle?’ she asked in mock sympathy.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Poor David.’

‘Oh, God,’ he moaned rubbing himself harder.

‘That’s it,’ she said, rejoicing in his humiliation. ‘It’s not very big is it, your little bump?’

‘N-no, Mistress.’

‘I want you to imagine you’re a girl rubbing herself through her panties, though her girdle, the panty-girdle she wore to look good in her dress. Can you do that, David? Can you imagine you’re a girl?’

‘Y-yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, madly aroused but unable to make a satisfying contact through the heavy nylon.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘Then keep rubbing. Make yourself come, give yourself a nice girly orgasm.’

‘Oh, God,’ he said, deeply ashamed to be called a girl. But it felt lovely touching himself like this, but not lovely enough to make him come.

‘Are you coming in your panty-girdle, David?’

‘I want to … Oh, God, I want to … but I can’t,’ he gasped, frustrated by the thick nylon crushing his cock.

’I’m sure you can if you really try,’ she said, ‘a clever girl like you. Rub harder, go on,’ she instructed him, her own fingers moving harder and quicker inside her slick cunt.

He rubbed harder, his hand a blur against the white girdle, and he began to moan and buck against his own hand, but still he didn’t come.

‘Keep going,’ she said, aroused by his helpless need. ‘Don’t stop, David, I want to see you come in your girdle.’

He kept rubbing, closing his eyes and giving a long sigh that turned into a moan of helpless desire.

‘What a pretty sound,’ she mocked him. ‘You even sound like a girl. Do it again, I want to hear how much like a girl you sound.’

Unable to do anything but obey, he moaned again, the sound shaming him, but bringing him nearer to orgasm. His hand began to move even faster.

‘That’s it,’ said Ann. ‘Rub your little bump like a good girl, rub it until you come in your panties.’

‘Oh, God,’ he moaned in frustration, ‘I can’t … I can’t …’

‘Yes, you can,’ she said, ‘I know you can. Get down on your knees. Go on, David, this minute.’

Trembling with desire, he sank onto his knees, his hand still rubbing his cock through his girdle.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘Does that feel better?’

‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, his eyes tight shut as he strived to find release.

‘I thought it would,’ she said. ‘Slaves are always happier on their knees, don’t you agree?’

‘Yes, Mistress. Oh, God, yes.’

‘Pick up my panties,’ she commanded. ‘My French panties.’

He opened his eyes, blinking in confusion. Seeing her white silk panties, he took them in his hand, thrilled by the soft feel of them, and the knowledge that his Mistress had worn them only moments ago.

‘Now hold them to your nose,’ she told him.

Immediately, he held the soft bundle to his nose.

‘Does that feel nice, David?’

‘Yes,’ he gasped, his hand moving faster against his trapped cock. ‘Yes, yes!’

‘All that pretty lace.’

‘Yes!’

‘Can you smell me on the lace?’

‘Yes, Mistress, yes!’

‘Then come, David. Come now.’

His body went into a paroxysm of lust, bucking and gyrating as he tried to come but still the reinforced panel prevented his release.

Oh, God, I can’t,’ he cried in desperation. ‘I can’t!’

‘Lie on the floor,’ she commanded him, her pleasure mounting. ‘Keep my panties against your nose and lie on the floor.’

He did as he was told, making his girlish moan again.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘Now push your pretty girdle against the floor,’ she commanded him cruelly. ‘Go on, David, smell my panties and push, push hard.’

He barely took in that she’d referred to him as a girl. Lost in submissive desire, he thrust helplessly against the floor and, to his joy, the weight of his body brought at last enough contact through his girdle for him to feel the heavenly onrush of orgasm.

‘Come now, David,’ she said, feeling herself fall delightfully over the edge with him. ‘Be a good girl for your Mistress. Come on the floor by my bed. Come like a girl in your panties. Come like a slave, David. Come now!’

Inflamed by her words, he ground his imprisoned cock against the floor, and pressed his face into her silken panties. At last, crying out in girlish ecstasy, he came with shattering force in the prison of her panty-girdle.

His cries were so loud he didn’t hear his Mistress’ accompanying cry of joy and release.

They lay in dazed silence for long moments until Ann spoke first, saying, ‘Take your clothes and go downstairs.’

He got dazedly to his feet, too ashamed to look at his Mistress, and took up his shoes and clothes.

‘Hang up your suit on the back of your door,’ she commanded him. ‘You’ll be needing it again.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, very quietly.

‘And don’t forget by French panties,’ she said. ‘You’ll be wearing them tomorrow.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, picking up her lovely panties. To his despair and amazement, he was already looking forward to wearing them.

‘Coffee at the usual time in the morning,’ she instructed her slave.

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Then goodnight, David.’

‘Goodnight, Mistress,’ he said, leaving her room and closing the door behind him.

Ann stretched luxuriously under the soft duvet, wondering dreamily how she would punish him tomorrow.

There were so many possibilities.

But she was fast asleep before she’d made up her mind.

SUSAN WOKE early on Thursday morning, an hour before her alarm was due to go off, and she couldn’t get back to sleep. Two tricky meetings lay ahead of her that day. In the morning she had a Senior Management Meeting about a new Maths teacher who was consistently unable to maintain discipline in her classroom. Susan, her line-manager, liked the young woman. She was extremely able and passionate about her subject, yet she lacked the confidence to teach effectively, except when Susan sat in on her lessons and made sure the pupils paid attention. On those occasions her lessons were of the highest quality. Later in the afternoon, she had a meeting with this same teacher and her union representative, and Susan had no idea how to resolve the situation.

She lay in bed and tried to think about these awkward meetings and yet all she could think about was Robert Miller. Tonight was the Fireflies concert at The Folk Club. Would she go? And if she did, would she take things further with Robert?

‘Who are you kidding?’ she told herself. ‘You know exactly what will happen if you go.’

And she did know. The handsome builder had been on her mind almost continuously since Sunday. She’d relived their kiss again and again and she knew she wanted more.

Much more.

And she’d barely given a minute’s thought to poor David. During the week she’d had two private calls with Ann who had assured her that David was perfectly all right, if a little stunned to find himself abandoned for an indefinite length of time with a woman he barely knew. Susan had formed the strong impression that Ann was enjoying having David under her thumb, and introducing him to new levels of service and submission. Yet David was her husband, and she knew she should put him above all else, but his submissiveness, first to herself and now to Ann, had relegated him in her esteem. In a way she could scarcely believe, it was almost as if he had ceased to exist.

But what was she going to do about Robert Miller? Would she really take him as her lover? Could she really become a dominant wife and put her own selfish needs and desires above those of her slave-husband? It was a wonderful fantasy but could it ever be real?

Feeling very troubled, she got out of bed and showered. Perhaps she wouldn’t go tonight, she thought, knowing perfectly well that she would. But what if she went and he wasn’t there? After all he’d made no contact with her all week. Part of her had expected him to call, even come round to her house. She’d felt such a strong connection to him she’d nearly called him herself. Maybe he was one of those men who went about seducing lonely housewives and never caring about the hurt he left behind. He hadn’t seemed like that kind of man, but successful seducers wouldn’t, she told herself. That’s what made them successful.

Convinced now that he was a false charmer, she dressed quickly and decided to go into work early to prepare for her difficult day. She told herself to forget all about Robert Miller. After all, he’d probably forgotten all about her.

When she reached her car she found a card under one of the windscreen wipers. It was a flyer for the Fireflies gig that night in The Folk Club. Her heart fluttered as she turned the card over and saw in bold handwriting, ‘Don’t forget x.’

As if she could, she thought with a tender smile.

As if she could.

ONCE AGAIN Ann was woken by David bringing her coffee in bed. She sat up and stretched as he opened the curtains. She wasn’t wearing a nightdress and David, already very embarrassed to be wearing her flowing French panties, looked everywhere except at her lovely breasts.

‘Oh my,’ she said sleepily. ‘How pretty you look in my French panties.’

And he did look pretty, she thought, particularly now that he was blushing. The loose panties swayed alluringly as he moved, and she could see his erect cock outlined behind the delicate silk.

David had been wearing the panties since he’d got out of bed an hour ago. In fact, it had been his desire to find out how their abundance of lace would look and feel that had made him rise so early. Putting them on had made his senses reel. The loose, flouncy lace made him feel ridiculously effeminate, and yet he loved the way they felt against his cock and the tops of his thighs, so soft and luxurious after the girdle which he’d already hand-washed and hung out on the line to dry.

‘I’d like a proper English breakfast this morning,’ Ann informed her blushing slave. ‘Grilled bacon and sausage with a poached egg, fried tomato and mushrooms, brown bread toast and fresh orange-juice. Have the same yourself.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ said David, experiencing the familiar drowning sensation he always felt when she gave him instructions.

‘And my stockings and bra from last night will need to be hand-washed.’

‘Of course, Mistress,’ he said, shamefully erect as he knelt to worship the lovely stockings and bra she’d worn under her leather dress.

‘You don’t need to dress me today,’ she announced, amused by his look of disappointment. ‘I’ll be down shortly,’ she said, dismissing him from her presence.

She took her phone from her bedside table and switched it on. There was a text from her daughter who was on holiday in France, and a text from Susan which read, ‘Hope all’s well and D’s behaving x.’

‘All’s well and D behaving impeccably,’ Ann texted back, thinking for long moments before adding, ‘Leave him with me as long as you like.’

David was surprised when Ann came downstairs in her dressing-gown.

‘I’m having a lazy morning today,’ she said, sitting at table and reading the newspaper on her tablet as he filled her coffee cup. When he served her breakfast she couldn’t stop herself from fondling his eager cock through the loose silk of his knickers.

‘They feel lovely, don’t they?’ she said confidingly, one woman to another.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.

‘Then you can keep them on all day.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said before he could stop himself.

After a delicious breakfast, Ann informed David of his work schedule for the day while he washed up and loaded the dishwasher. She told him he’d be cleaning and vacuuming all the downstairs rooms and bathrooms before preparing a picnic for their lunch. She found the picnic basket in the hall cupboard and put it on the kitchen-table for him to pack later in the morning, and then went to her study where she drank more coffee and answered e-mails, listening to the distant drone of the vacuum.

She didn’t go upstairs to get dressed until well after eleven o’clock. Thinking of the walk she’d planned, some of it on very muddy ground, she intended to dress in jeans and wellington boots but she wanted to maintain her aura of power and elegance and so she dressed instead in her tight fawn jodhpurs and riding-boots with a severe white blouse and cropped black riding-jacket.

She was pleased at how well the jodhpurs still fitted when she looked at her reflection in the wardrobe mirror, and she felt attractive and relaxed in the clothes. She’d been a skilled rider as a younger woman and was used to the look. She felt more like a horsewoman than a dominatrix in the tight jodhpurs and black boots.

But Ann couldn’t help laughing at the look on David’s face when she came into the kitchen where he was preparing the picnic. She wasn’t at all surprised at his reaction. She knew from experience the effect dressing like this had on submissive men.

‘What’s the matter, David?’ she goaded him. ‘You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.’

He tried to say something but couldn’t make a sound. He thought she looked stunning in the jodhpurs and boots and little black jacket. It was all he could do not to fling himself at her feet.

Ann smiled to see his cock stir and stiffen beneath his French panties.

‘Try to control yourself, David,’ Ann said in disdain. ‘I’m dressed like this because we’re going out into the country,’ she added, inspecting the contents of the picnic basket. ‘There’s some outside work I wish to discuss with you.’

He’d made delicious looking sandwiches, a fresh salad, and put in apples and bananas along with some Belgian chocolates he’d found in the fridge.

‘That looks lovely, David, well done,’ she said, adding a bottle of chilled Prosecco, and something from a drawer he didn’t see before she fastened the basket shut.

Ann had made up her mind. She knew exactly how she was going to punish her slave.

‘Bring the picnic basket with you,’ she said, taking a rug from a shelf and leading the way into the back corridor.

Mesmerised by her stern manner and her lovely bottom in the tight breeches, David followed her to his room like a man in a dream.

‘Put on your work-boots,’ she commanded him but, when he took up his overalls, she said, ‘no, David, it’s a lovely warm day, you won’t be needing overalls. Just your work-boots and panties will do.’

‘What if someone sees me?’ he said, mortified at the prospect.

‘Then someone will see you,’ Ann said with a shrug, knowing they’d be highly unlikely to encounter anyone on her remote, secluded land.

But she wasn’t going to tell him that.

The first sight to meet their eyes when they left by the back door was her stockings, bra and panty-girdle hanging on the drying-line where he’d pegged them out earlier.

‘Thank heaven for small mercies,’ Ann said to her blushing slave, seizing the opportunity to tease him. ‘I could have put you back in my panty-girdle, you know. You wouldn’t have liked that, would you?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, too ashamed to meet her mocking gaze.

‘But you must have liked your girdle a little bit,’ she said cruelly. ‘After all you did come in it, didn’t you, David?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, both shamed and aroused by the memory.

‘But those panties look very sweet on you. You look like a dancer from a modern ballet,’ she said, enjoying the contrast between his manly work-boots and excessively feminine knickers. ‘Your panties even look a little like a tutu.’

Indeed, she truly was leading him a merry dance, Ann thought as she led him out of the steading and into the woods.

Yet a very practical objective lay beneath Ann’s excursion.

‘This is an old bridle-path,’ she informed him as he carried the rug and picnic basket by her side. ‘It runs for over three miles down to the river. It used to be my favourite walk but look how overgrown it’s become. It’s fallen into a very sad state of repair, I’m sorry to say.’

As they walked, side-by-side where the path allowed but more often in single file, Ann pointed out the work she wanted him to do — cutting back branches and verges, removing fallen trees, digging out and renewing drainage ditches, and filling in pot-holes and eroded sections of path.

She’d brought her riding-crop with her, sometimes using it as a pointing-stick to indicate what work needed done, other times to strike him lightly on his arms, legs and bottom to remind him of her unyielding female authority. Utterly in her thrall, David felt the flicks and stings of her crop as the sweetest caresses.

‘This is how wide it should be,’ she said when they reached one of the least overgrown sections. ‘It should be wide enough for a small pony and trap, or for three people to walk comfortably together side-by-side all the way to the river, perhaps for a stroll after lunch. Do you see what I mean?’

‘I do, Mistress,’ he said, daunted not by the work but by the time it would take to complete.

‘Could you do this work for me, David?’ she asked.

‘I could,’ he said doubtfully, ‘only …’

‘Only what?’ she said, an edge of irritation in her voice.

‘It would take weeks and weeks,’ he said. ‘I won’t have time.’

‘For all we know you will have weeks,’ she said casually as if time was of no consequence. ‘And I’m sure a strong young man like you could do it in the blink of an eye. What tools would you need?’

‘A wheelbarrow,’ he said, amazed that he seemed to be agreeing to her request. ‘A spade, pick-axe and shovel, loppers, a chainsaw and strimmer, drainage pipes, wood-chips and heavy gravel.’

‘Wonderful,’ she said, very pleased with him. ‘I’ve got most of those in the barn, the rest I’ll get in town. You can start first thing tomorrow.’

Despite his anxieties about time and being seen by strangers in his flouncy panties, David enjoyed their walk.

Ann was in a cheerful mood. The bridle-way offered a lovely woodland walk, and the beauty of the clearing by the river when they came to it took David’s breath away. The long grass was full of spring meadow flowers and the river, wider at the bend, sparkled in the sunlight.

Ann instructed him to lay the rug down by the bank of the river and they sat together on the rug sharing the picnic. The sandwiches and fresh salad were delicious. There was only one glass but from time to time Ann let him drink from her glass. David found the taste of her lipstick on the glass even lovelier than the sparkling wine.

After their meal they lay and dozed for nearly twenty minutes before Ann roused herself and said, ‘I’m sorry to spoil such a lovely picnic, but I do have to punish you, David, you know that, don’t you?’

‘But what for?’ he said in astonishment. He’d done all she asked that morning, carried the picnic basket, agreed to repair the path. Surely he deserved a reward not a punishment.

‘You know perfectly well what for,’ she said, smiling to see his erection push against his silken panties. ‘For being rude about my friends, for looking down your nose at them. For calling us satanists, no less. And don’t look so surprised. I told you last night I was going to punish you, and I always keep my word.’

‘I’m sorry, Mistress,’ he said contritely, glancing in terror at the riding-crop.

‘It’s all right,’ she said. ‘I’m not going to beat you again. I have something very different in mind, although some slaves may not think of it as a punishment at all.’

Reaching deep into the picnic basket, she took out the small plastic funnel she’d found in the kitchen drawer. Remembering what he’d overheard the night before, David experienced a jolt of horror and disbelief. This couldn’t be happening, he told himself. It was beyond anything he considered possible. And yet there she was, smiling at him and twirling the little funnel in her fingers.

‘You know what this is, don’t you, David?’

‘Y-yes,’ he said, almost choking on the word.

‘And you know what it’s for?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, further horrified to feel his cock push so eagerly against his panties.

Ann knew she was taking a risk by trying this so soon but she sensed he was ready just as he’d been ready for the oubliette and the girdle. And besides, it amused and aroused her to push him beyond his limits.

‘That’s good,’ she said with a pretty little shiver of need, ‘because I need to pee after all the coffee I had this morning, and now that chilled wine. I’ve been saving it for you, David. Isn’t that kind of me?’

As she spoke she didn’t take her eyes from his. She wanted him to feel the full force of her authority.

‘Please don’t do this,’ he pleaded.

‘Oh, don’t lie to me, David.’

‘Wh-what do you mean?’

‘You want this, I know you do. Look how hard you are in your panties.’

‘No, I don’t want it,’ he protested.

‘Well, you certainly deserve it,’ she said. ‘What did you call Mollie on our drive home last night? Pathetic, wasn’t it? Sad and pathetic? And what did you call my friends? Cruel and sick, as I remember. You need to learn you’re in no position to look down your nose at anyone, David, and so now I’m going to look down my nose at you. Kneel up,’ she commanded, getting up from the rug and standing over him, imperious in her tight jodhpurs and boots and with her riding-crop in her hand.

‘This will come as a shock to you,’ she said, ‘drinking from a woman for the first time, but you must remember it’s for my pleasure and convenience. If I decide to make you into a woman’s toilet then you have no say in the matter. None at all. Look up,’ she said, smiling in approval when he obeyed with a lost, defeated look in his eyes.

Ann knew herself to be an exceptionally stern woman and she’d learned over many years that is was this very sternness that put men like David so deeply under her spell. And she’d also learned that imposing her stern rule gave her exquisite pleasure. She was greatly looking forward to introducing David to this new and much deeper level of submission to her female authority.

‘That’s it,’ she praised him, pushing the end of the plastic funnel into his mouth. He closed his eyes as a shiver of dread shook his body. ‘Think of this as your training-cup,’ she told him. ‘Soon you’ll take it straight from the source, which is how I like to do it. Now, hold steady,’ she said, ‘and keep your eyes open. I want you to look at me while I do this, and I want you to drink quickly and carefully. It may be your first time,’ she said, undoing her jodhpurs and tugging them down with her panties over the glorious curves of her hips, ‘but I don’t expect you to spill a drop.’

David urged himself to refuse but, utterly transfixed, he did and said nothing to stop her.

‘Keep very still,’ she said, positioning herself over the funnel and looking down into his staring, startled eyes with an expression of haughty amusement. ‘Nod if you’re ready,’ she said, feeling her body relax.

His eyes wide and unblinking, he gave an almost imperceptible nod of his head.

‘Good boy,’ she said, sighing with relief as she began to pee into the funnel.

David panicked as he struggled to swallow the warm, yeasty stream, sure he would choke or pull away in disgust, but he did neither and put all his efforts into swallowing as fast and steadily as he could.

‘Very good,’ Ann said encouragingly, stroking his hair gently as he gulped and swallowed, staring up at her with fear-filled eyes. ‘You won’t believe me, David, but soon this won’t feel like a punishment at all, and you’ll thirst for my sweet, warm wine. You may even beg me for it.’

At last the stream slowed and came to an end.

‘There,’ she said kindly, still looking into his eyes, ‘that wasn’t so bad, was it?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said dazedly when she took the funnel from his mouth and shook the few remaining drops into the grass.

‘So what do you say?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, an insane gratitude in his heart, and a new devotion in his soul.

‘You’re very welcome,’ said Ann, laughing at his devotion. ‘Now, as a reward, you may clean me with your tongue.’

Immediately, he pressed his mouth between her legs and kissed and licked her with frantic hunger.

‘Not so rough,’ she admonished him, secretly pleased by his ardour. ‘Gently, David, much more gently.’

He made himself obey, his whole body trembling with need as he worshipped at the heavenly delta. Greatly enjoying his adoring mouth, Ann let him worship far longer than she’d intended.

Finally, with a quiver of secret pleasure, she stepped back from him, saying, ‘That’s enough, now, thank-you, David.’

‘I love you,’ he said helplessly, tears of love and gratitude shining in his eyes.

‘Don’t be silly,’ said Ann, oddly moved by his words as she pulled up her panties and jodhpurs. ‘Of course you don’t love me. You’re in a fever, that’s all, the kind of fever a slave often mistakes for love.’

She believed what she’d said, but all the same it had been gratifying to hear him speak of love. Mistresses, too, could mistake the fever of sadomasochism for something stronger and more lasting.

‘Now, take off your boots,’ she instructed him. ‘Do what you’re told,’ she said when he didn’t move. ‘Your panties too,’ she added once he’d obeyed.

‘Into the river with you,’ she said, smiling at his jutting erection. ‘It’ll calm your fever, and you can wash out your mouth while you’re at it. Well, then, what are you waiting for? In you go.’

Pleased to obey her, David waded into the clear, fresh water. It was freezing cold and yet he plunged straight under and surfaced with a primitive joy in his heart. Spitting out the cleansing water like a fountain-angel, he felt newborn in the deep, sun-dappled river. The warm pool inside his stomach made him feel strong and nourished, as if he’d imbibed a magical potion that would protect him from all harm.

‘And wash this out too,’ Ann called from the bank, throwing the little funnel to him.

He washed and rinsed it in the river, thinking of it not as a plastic funnel but as a sacred vessel.

‘It’s finally happened,’ he told himself, feeling strangely exhilarated. ‘You’ve gone stark, staring mad.’

When he came out of the water Ann threw the rug at him and told him to dry himself with it. Once he’d put on his panties and boots they set off on the long walk home, a slow uphill climb. To their surprise, they felt very at ease with each other, and talked happily about the trees and the path and the many different breeds of birds in the wood. At one point, where the path widened, Ann took him by the hand and they walked along like lovers.

When they reached the house, Ann sat down on the steps and instructed David to pull off her muddy riding-boots.

‘You can clean and polish them later,’ she said. ‘That’ll be a treat for you, won’t it?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, gazing longingly at her magnificent bottom in the tight jodhpurs as she strolled into the house.

‘I’m going for a snooze,’ she said, climbing the stairs. ‘I suggest you do the same. Wake me at five, and I’ll continue with your punishment.’

David was too stunned to reply, but Ann sensed his surprise.

‘Oh, yes,’ she called down to him. ‘Your punishment isn’t over. Not by a long shot. In fact, it’s barely even begun.’

DAVID WAS very tired after his exertions, and the shock of being used so cruelly by his Mistress, but he couldn’t sleep. He lay on the bed in his little maid’s room, recalling the extraordinary events of the past few days, and fretting about what his next punishment would be. After about an hour he managed to doze off only to be woken minutes later by Ann striding into his room.

‘Wake up, sleepyhead,’ she said. ‘And don’t worry, you haven’t overslept. It’s not five o’clock, but I couldn’t wait to get started.’

Selecting a key from a key-ring, she undid the padlock on the wardrobe, pulled the door open and began rifling through the contents which David couldn’t see from his bed.

He could see Ann though, and she looked fresh and magnificent. She’d changed after her walk, and her lovely legs looked as alluring as ever in high-heels, sheer dark hose and a knee-length pleated skirt that swayed delightfully around her knees as she looked through the wardrobe. Her full breasts were tightly outlined against the soft wool of a cashmere jumper. Her hair looked full and shiny, and she’d applied new make-up and perfume.

As David rose from his bed, groggy after just being woken, he felt very drab and weary by comparison.

‘What do we have here, I wonder?’ said Ann briskly, taking a hanger from the wardrobe and holding its garment against herself to show to David. ‘This is rather pretty, don’t you think, David? Oh yes, I think you’ll look very nice in this one.’

David blinked in confusion. Ann seemed to be showing him a dark blue shirt-dress with a white trim at its neck and sleeves.

‘That’s a dress,’ he said dopily.

‘Of course it’s a dress,’ she laughed. ‘It’s a navy blue housekeeping dress. Joe used to look very smart and obedient in it, especially with the little apron tied around his waist,’ she said, showing David the apron that was also on the hanger.

‘Or maybe this might be better for your first time,’ she said putting the blue dress back and taking out a black dress that was also trimmed with white at the neck and sleeves. David saw that it also had an apron, but a much smaller and prettier one with a broderie anglaise lace trim.

‘This is a more traditional look in black,’ said Ann, and it has such a pretty apron. ‘Yes, I think I’ll put you in this one.’

‘I c-can’t wear that,’ David stammered.

‘Of course you can,’ said Ann with complete certainty. ‘I’ve made up my mind. Now, take off your French knickers. You can’t wear them under tights, I’m afraid, but don’t worry, I’ve brought you these,’ she said, handing him the dusty pink panties she’d been wearing under her jodhpurs. ‘I’m sure you’ll like wearing those,’ she added with a knowing smile.

‘I can’t wear a dress,’ he persisted.

‘Don’t make me tell you again, David, I’m warning you.’

‘I can’t.’

‘You’ll wear whatever I tell you to wear!’ she said with sudden ferocity. ‘You said Mollie looked pathetic in a maid’s dress, well now it’s your turn. Take these off,’ she barked, yanking down his French knickers, ‘and put on my pink panties.’

Stung by her anger, he did as he was told.

‘Now these tights,’ she said, handing him a pair of dark tights from a small drawer in the wardrobe. ‘Sit on the bed to put them on, it’s easier that way, and be careful not to ladder them.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he mumbled, sitting on the bed and gathering up a leg of the tights the way he’d seen Susan do a million times before. When he pulled the soft nylon up his leg he felt a lightning bolt of arousal flash in his blood.

‘These were Joe’s dresses and uniforms,’ Ann said wistfully, looking through the hanging dresses. ‘There are one of two other things here that I used on Joe to enforce my authority. You can look through them whenever you want, try them out if you like. You’re bound to be curious. There are cuffs, and ropes, a pair of shorty pyjamas I used to make him wear to bed, petticoats and slips to wear under his uniforms, pretty court shoes — look, three pairs — and plenty of pairs of tights. ‘And this,’ she said, holding up a little leather box, ‘is very special. You can open it if you like, but I warn you, it has a dark and dangerous magic all of its own. Think of it as Pandora’s box — once opened it can never truly be closed again — so only open it at your own risk. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said gravely, already sure, as Ann was, that he’d have to look inside the box as soon as he had the chance.

‘I won’t keep the wardrobe locked any more. I’m sure Joe would have wanted me to open it up. From now on you may consider these as your shoes and serving-uniforms. Is that clear, David?’

‘Please, not the dress,’ he pleaded, truly terrified of the maid’s dress.

‘I hope you’re not thinking of refusing,’ she said, her eyes blazing.

‘I’m happy to serve you, Mistress, I’d just rather not …’

‘Right!’ she shouted at him. ‘I’ve heard quite enough!’

Taking something from a drawer in the wardrobe, she rushed over to him and yanked his head up by the chin.

‘If you won’t keep quiet when I tell you, then I’ll make you be quiet. Open your mouth.’

Too stunned to refuse, he opened his mouth and she jammed a length of heavy black rubber between his teeth and fastened its strap behind his head, pulling it very tight. He tried to speak but could only make an incoherent garbling sound. She’d gagged him with a rubber bit. She’d taken away his power of speech as she’d taken away all his other rights and freedoms. He felt crushed and violated and yet once more his cock stirred and came erect. To his despair, a part of him longed for her cruelty and contempt.

‘Let that be a lesson,’ she said, glaring at him angrily. ‘I could lock it with a padlock, but I won’t need to do that, I’m sure. You won’t try to remove it without my permission, will you, David?’

Slowly he shook his head.

‘No, I didn’t think so,’ she said in a voice heavy with scorn. ‘Now put on these shoes,’ she commanded, taking from the wardrobe a pair of black court shoes with one and a half inch heels and dropping them at his feet. ‘And hurry up,’ she snapped. ‘You’ve made me angry, and I can’t be bothered with you.’

He quickly slid the woman’s shoes onto his feet. They were a little small but they slipped on easily enough over the smooth tights.

She rummaged in the wardrobe and produced another item of clothing in a froth of lace.

‘Just a waist slip to wear under your dress,’ she said, holding it out to him. ‘Come over here and put it on.’

He took some steps towards her and discovered he could walk quite easily in his shoes.

‘I always bought Joe real maid’s shoes,’ said Ann. ‘I wanted him to work as a real maid, not totter around like some model on the catwalk. The heels are not too high, and I’m sure you’ll be able to get on with your housework perfectly well in them.’

She gave the slip an impatient shake and David put one foot into it, and then the other, allowing Ann to pull it briskly up to his waist.

‘The dress will hang better with a slip beneath it,’ she said, taking the black maid’s dress from its hanger. ‘Now, hold up your arms.’

He did as he was told, and she fitted the dress over his head and down over his body. As she tugged it impatiently into place over his slip and tights, David’s eyes filled with tears of joy and shame.

How could she have known this was what he wanted when he hadn’t known it himself? How could she possibly have known? She must be a witch, he thought, a woman with powers that reached far beyond the ordinary world.

Quickly, she pulled up the zip at the back of his dress, making him feel delightfully entrapped, and then she put the apron around his waist and tied it snugly tight with a large bow that hung down almost to his knees.

‘Long bows are always prettier,’ she said, stepping round in front of him. ‘Now let me look at you. Oh, my, David,’ she remarked, looking him up and down with a cool, assessing gaze. ‘You look lovely, really you do, a perfect little housemaid if ever I saw one.’

He made a strange noise from behind his gag, which made her laugh.

‘Don’t try to speak,’ she told him. ‘It only sounds silly.’

She tugged his dress at the shoulder, then lifted its hem and tugged his half-slip down a little. ‘There,’ she said. ‘Now we’ll see your pretty slip when you curtsey. Let me see you, David. Let me see you curtsey to your Mistress.’

He just stared at her, his eyes wide with horror.

‘Oh, don’t look so frightened,’ she said. ‘It’s really not so hard. Watch me.’

She put one foot elegantly in front of the other, held out the hem of her pleated skirt and gave a neat little bob of her head and knees.

‘Your turn, David,’ she said, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

Utterly enslaved, he did his best to copy her, feeling the deepest shame as he held out the hem of his maid’s dress and bobbed his knees.

‘Not bad for a first time,’ she said. ‘Hold your dress a little higher so I can see your slip, but not bad at all.’

She made him repeat the shameful movement half a dozen times until she was satisfied.

‘Now come over here,’ she said, leading him in front of the full-length wardrobe mirror. ‘See how pretty you are.’

He stared at himself in astonishment, mortified at how servile and feminine he looked in the neat little dress and apron. The short white-trimmed sleeves made his arms look slim and weak, and his legs looked almost womanly in the sheer nylons and court shoes.

‘Curtsey in the mirror,’ she commanded. ‘See how neat and obedient you look.’

He obeyed, staring in horror at his humbled reflection, yet experiencing an exquisite thrill of submission when he curtsied into the mirror. The glimpse of his slip hem and the black bit in his mouth only emphasised his subordination, and deepened his surrender to his stern Mistress. His insides seemed to liquefy, and he feared he might faint.

‘Every time you put on your uniform, I want you to practice your curtsey in the mirror. It needs to be quick but not too quick, respectful but never self-regarding. Is that understood?’

Through force of habit he tried to speak, but quickly nodded his head instead.

‘From now on, you’ll be naked in the morning except for a pair of my worn panties. You’ll wake me and serve me breakfast. You’ll do whatever laundry needs done and hang it outside to dry. Then you’ll put on your boots and overalls and work on the bridle-path until mid-afternoon at which time you will return home, shower and dress in your maid’s uniform. I will select which dress and leave it out on the bed for you. And then, suitably attired, you will carry out your household duties, cook my evening meal, and attend me until bed-time. I trust that’s clear.’

Once again he nodded his head, a mist of tears in his eyes.

David wondered if she knew they were tears of gratitude.

‘You’ll get used to your uniforms in no time,’ said Ann. ‘You’ll even come to enjoy wearing them. After all, you’ve been working as a maid, so it’s only right that you dress as one.’

His mind and soul in turmoil, he curtsied his agreement.

‘Very pretty,’ she laughed. ‘Now wash out my French panties, and clean and polish my riding-boots.’

She left the room before he could nod or curtsey in reply.

In a state of shocked arousal, David once more regarded his reflection in the mirror. He even curtsied, experiencing once again a dizzying lurch of submissive pleasure. Then he walked up and down just to feel the delightful sensation of his dress and slip against his nylons, and the feel and sound of woman’s shoes. He reached behind his head and thought about unfastening his gag, but he didn’t dare. Or perhaps he didn’t want to take it off. He went back to the wardrobe and flicked through the hanging dresses. There were six other maid’s dresses. Two in blue, and two in grey, one in candy-stripe, and another black dress similar to the one he was wearing. Each had its own apron. His eye fell on the little leather box Ann had warned him against. He lifted it and thought of opening it, but he felt too overwhelmed by what had already happened. Experiencing a frisson of fear, he put it back in its place, planning to open it when he felt stronger.

And then, picking up the flouncy French knickers, he took them to the laundry room to hand-wash as his Mistress had instructed him, loving the dainty, feminine clip of his heels on the corridor’s stone floor.

SUSAN, TOO, was trying on a dress. It was a simple polka-dot dress she’d bought the previous year when she and David had been on holiday in Italy. She thought it made her look chic and carefree, and she planned to wear it with dark nylons and the new sandals she’d bought at the weekend.

But it wasn’t yet six o’clock and the gig at The Folk Club didn’t start until eight. She took off her dress and got under her duvet, telling herself she’d have a quick nap. She doubted she’d sleep — Robert Miller had been on her mind all week — and yet the next thing she knew she was sitting up with a start, her clock telling her it was ten past seven.

She took a quick shower, did her hair and make-up, and put on her prettiest underwear and tights beneath her polka-dot dress. She ate a sandwich and drank a glass of milk at the kitchen table, trying in vain not to think of the evening ahead.

As she walked into town she tried to calm her racing thoughts. God, she was doing it, she was really doing it. She was going out to meet another man, a handsome man who had kissed her when her husband was imprisoned as the helpless slave of another woman. And, what’s more, she’d approved and sanctioned his imprisonment. Had she known she was going to behave like this? Was that why she’d agreed so readily to get David out of her life? Was her body doing what it wanted without asking her approval? Was she as helpless a slave to the life-force as David was to Ann Devlin?

These thoughts vanished in an instant when she saw him waiting just inside the entrance to the club. He was wearing jeans with a white shirt and a brown leather jacket. His face was cleanly shaven, and his unruly brown hair still a little wet from the shower in a way she found irresistible. Their faces lit up at the sight of each other, and he came towards her as if he might kiss her, but he only put his hand on her arm and said, ’I’m so glad you’re here, Susan. I’ve been thinking about you all week.’

‘I told you I’d be here,’ she said, flushing with pleasure as she gazed up into his handsome, brown eyes. She remembered an old Chuck Berry song her Father used to play on his guitar, ‘Brown-eyed Handsome Man.’

That was him all right. That was Robert Miller.

There were various groups of friends they were expected to join but talking together allowed enough time to pass for most of the seats to be taken, and they were able to sit together at the back of the hall without drawing attention to themselves.

The Fireflies were as excellent as ever, but Susan couldn’t concentrate on their witty songs of love and heartbreak, particularly as Robert kept his knee pressed against hers.

Susan longed to be alone with him, but that wouldn’t be easy. She was known as a married woman. Many people in the hall knew and liked David, and she couldn’t be with another man without some very awkward questions being asked, but Robert understood this, and he leant over and spoke in her ear as loud cheers and applause greeted the interval break.

‘I’ll mingle and make my excuses. Why don’t you do the same? I’ll see you outside in ten minutes.’

She looked at him and nodded her agreement, and then he was gone. A little to her shame, she admired his Dominic West ‘ass’ in his tight jeans, and his broad shoulders as he pushed through the crowd to a group of his friends at the bar.

She joined a group of her friends and felt a terrible fraud for complaining about the headache she’d been fighting off all day, particularly when Angela Hart, a history teacher in her school, tipped out her handbag in a futile search for painkillers, but she didn’t have to keep up her charade for much longer. She saw Robert bid farewell to his friends and leave the hall and, a few minutes later, she followed him outside.

As soon as she emerged he took her by the hand and pulled her after him, walking so quickly she had to break into a run to keep up with him.

‘My place is nearer,’ he said. ‘Is that all right?’

‘Yes,’ she said.

‘Are you sure?’ he said.

‘Yes,’ she said again, her heart pounding and her breath coming in gasps. They crossed the street and suddenly he’d pulled her through a narrow archway and into a shadowy vestibule at the bottom of some winding stone steps.

‘I can’t wait,’ he said, kissing her with ferocious need. ‘I’m so sorry, I can’t wait.’

She kissed him back, loving the feel of his mouth against hers, and his strong arms holding her so tight. The eagerness of her kiss inflamed his desire, and he pinned her against the wall, crushing her with his weight. She felt his hardness against her and she moaned into his mouth, putting her hands under his jacket and shirt so she could feel his warm, muscled back.

‘Forgive me,‘ he said, pulling away from her. ‘This isn’t the place.’

‘Don’t stop’ she said, placing a hand on the lovely hardness beneath his jeans, and looking into his eyes with a desire the equal of his. ‘Please don’t stop,’ she whispered.

It was all he needed to hear. Still kissing her, he undid his belt and she pulled down his jeans and boxer shorts.

‘You’re beautiful,’ he said, lifting her dress and tugging down her panties and hose. ‘Oh God, you’re beautiful.’

His large hand cupped her between her legs and he groaned to feel how wet she was for him. He flung her legs around his waist, and his hard cock found its way to her lovely slick cunt. He was big, and he hurt her at first, but his passionate strokes quickly drove away the pain and suddenly she was coming, and then coming again as he erupted inside her with an animal groan of pleasure.

He collapsed against her for a few moments as if his strength had gone, but then he was whispering tenderly, sweetly in her ear, arranging her dress and stroking her hair and holding her tight.

‘Are you all right?’ he asked her. ‘Please tell me you are.’

‘I’m all right,’ she said, her head swimming.

‘Promise me,’ he said.

‘I promise,’ she said, moved by his tenderness.

‘I’ve never done that before,’ he said contritely.

‘I’m not sure I believe you,’ she said. ‘You seem awfully good for a beginner.’

He looked at her in surprise, and then burst out laughing when he saw she was joking.

‘I have a feeling I’m going to like you, Mrs Corrie,’ he said as he fastened his jeans.

‘Call me, Susan,’ she said, pulling up her panties and tights and arranging her dress.

‘I’m not sure I can,’ he said. ‘At least not on a first date.’

It had begun to rain and he put his jacket over her shoulders as they walked to his flat. They were still laughing as they took off their clothes and fell into his wide unmade bed.

‘THAT WAS delicious, thank-you, David,’ said Ann as her maid cleared away her dessert plate.

David had served her a meal of grilled lamb steak, green beans and new potatoes followed by fresh fruit salad and cream accompanied by a bottle of wine from her cellar. He’d peered into the oubliette when he’d gone down to fetch the wine. The sight of it had terrified him, and yet he longed for Ann to lock him up again. His cock stirred under his dress and panties when he remembered how she’d abandoned him, recalling in particular the sound of the lock turning, and her high heels growing quieter and quieter as she’d climbed the stone steps, ignoring his anguished cries.

‘You’ve taken to your uniform very well,’ she praised him as he carried her plate to the sink. ‘Your movements are more delicate, even your steps are smaller, and the white bow looks so pretty hanging against your black dress. But you must be hungry, David. Are you hungry?’

He was still wearing the bit which had begun to hurt his mouth, and he could only nod his head.

‘But you can’t eat with that in your mouth, can you? You silly boy, if you hadn’t spoken out of turn you could have enjoyed this lovely meal with me, but you won’t be eating tonight, I’m afraid. You’ll just have to go hungry. Think of it as part of your punishment, and besides you’re a maid now, and you have your figure to consider. You’re hardly overweight, but you’ll look nicer in your dresses if you lose a little weight. We won’t be too ambitious. We’ll aim for you to lose two pounds a week. That shouldn’t be too hard, and working on the bridle-path will get your weight down, I’m sure. Oh yes, you’ll be a slim young thing in no time, the prettiest little maid a Mistress could wish for.’

He looked at her with horror in his eyes, but Ann just laughed and said, ‘My glass is empty. Come over here and fill it.’

She kept her eyes on him as he approached, smiling at how neat and obedient he looked in his dress.

‘It’s nice to have a pretty maid,‘ she said, stroking him under his dress. ‘Joe always looked rather ugly and stupid in his uniforms, a little like Mollie, but you look very sweet and feminine. If you did your hair and put on a little make-up you could almost pass for a woman, and quite a pretty one at that.’

His hand shook as he poured wine into her glass.

‘Try not to shake so much,’ she said. ‘Anyone would think I was an ogress.’

He tried to say sorry but the sound that came out of his gagged mouth was meaningless.

‘I think we can take that off now,’ said Ann, her hand still under his dress and slip. ‘Would you like me to take it off?’

He nodded his head.

‘Is it very uncomfortable?’

Another nod.

‘Have you learned your lesson?’ she asked, caressing his erection through his tights and panties.

He gave another nod.

‘Then kneel down,’ she said, undoing the gag and taking it out of his mouth once he’d obeyed. ‘No, stay down,’ she commanded when he tried to stand. ‘I like you this way, on your knees at my feet.’

He stared up at her with a kind of wonder in his eyes, working his mouth a little to ease the pain caused by the bit.

‘Now, David, don’t you have something to say to me?’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said devoutly, his eyes misting with tears.

‘And what are you thinking me for?’

‘F-for disciplining me,’ he said, his voice catching with emotion.

‘All’s well that ends well,’ she said. ‘But remember, I always have this bit, and I won’t hesitate to use it. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress, I understand,’ he said.

‘You’ve come along much faster than I anticipated,’ said Ann, stroking his hair. ‘And you have such lovely thick hair. It might even be long enough for a pony-tail. Let me see,’ she said, reaching into her handbag and taking out a hairbrush.

She brushed his hair back with hard strokes of the brush, gathering it into a tail at his neck. As if by magic a little elasticated hair-band appeared in her fingers and she fastened it around his hair with quick, agile fingers. ‘There,’ she said, giving him a kiss on his forehead. ‘All done.’

‘Thank-you, Mistress,’ he said, lost in her beauty and grace.

‘You’re very welcome,’ she said, delighted at how pretty he looked with his pony-tail. ‘But what can I call you, I wonder, now that you’re my maid? I know you’re not a real woman, but I can hardly call you David when you’re wearing a dress, can I? That wouldn’t do at all. You need another name, a sissy-name. Do you have any ideas?’

‘N-no, Mistress,’ he stammered once more struggling to keep up with the relentless pace of her dominion over him.

‘I used to call Joe Josie or Josephine when he was in uniform, but David’s not so easy. I certainly don’t like the sound of Davina, it’s far too grand a name for a housemaid. Oh, come on, we must be able to think of something.’

‘I’m happy with David,’ he mumbled.

‘Don’t be a spoilsport,’ she said, sipping her wine. ‘Where’s the fun in that?’

‘Please, Mistress, I don’t want another name,’ he protested weakly.

‘What you want doesn’t matter,’ said Ann. ‘It’s what I want that counts.’

Ann thought for a few moments before laughing out loud, and saying, ‘I’ve got it. We’ll call you Dee. Dee for D, the first letter of your name. Yes, that will do nicely.’

David’s heart missed a beat, and yet he welcomed his new name even as it wounded and demeaned him. Denied male clothes, he was no longer to have his male name. The feminine sounding name struck at the heart of his identity and self-esteem, and he felt something give way inside him as if the foundations of his being had caved in.

‘Up you get, then, Dee,’ Ann commanded him, liking the sound of his new name. It was short and feminine and rolled off her tongue easily. ‘A pretty name for a pretty maid,’ she said as he got to his feet, tugging his dress and apron into place just as if he was a girl. ‘I wonder if Susan will like it?’

‘Please, Mistress,’ he said, suddenly very afraid. ‘Please don’t tell her.’

‘Why ever not?’ said Ann, pleased to have struck a nerve. ‘I’m sure Susan will love your new name.’

‘Please, don’t,’ he beseeched her.

‘What’s wrong?’ she asked, knowing perfectly well what was wrong. ‘Don’t you want Susan to know you’re my sissy-maid?’

‘No, Mistress, I d-don’t.’

‘Don’t you want her to see how pretty you look in your uniform?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he insisted, a new horror filling his mind. The thought of Susan seeing him dressed like this made him want to die.

‘I really don’t see why not?’ said Ann. ‘I’m sure she wouldn’t mind. In fact, she might be keener to take you back when she sees how nice you look in your uniform, when she sees how obedient you are, and how sweetly you can curtsey. Have you thought of that, Dee?’

‘No, Mistress.’

‘Then perhaps you should.’

‘Please, Mistress, don’t tell her, I beg you.’

‘I might and I might not,’ said Ann, rising from her chair, her pleated skirt swaying around her lovely knees. ‘Now, tidy up in here, finish any of your other chores, and attend me in the sitting-room. Bring me my riding-boots. I want to check you’ve made a good job of cleaning them.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, bowing his head and giving a neat curtsey.

He washed up and loaded the dishwasher, wiping the table and brushing the floor. Whenever he looked down he saw his pretty court shoes and nylon-clad knees under the hem of his dress and apron and the sight aroused him as much as the unfamiliar feel of the clothes against his skin. He began to monitor his movements, making himself take even smaller steps, and carry out his work with a more feminine grace.

He went out and took the French knickers from the line. Then he took them inside and laid them in the laundry basket on top of the nylons, bra and panty-girdle he’d taken in earlier, and then he examined her riding-boots anxiously. To his relief they looked perfectly clean and polished, but he gave them another buff with a cloth, recalling with a thrill of arousal how lovely Ann had looked in her jodhpurs and boots.

He carried the sacred boots into the hall where he knocked on the door to the sitting-room.

‘Come in, Dee,’ his Mistress answered.

When he came in she was sitting in her armchair watching a news report about the parlous state of the Labour party. Despite her success as a businesswoman, she’d always voted Labour, and she worried about the party’s future.

‘Wait there,’ she instructed him curtly. ‘I want to watch this.’

He stood by her chair holding her gleaming riding-boots. He tried to listen to the news programme, but could hardly take in what was being said. He thought how he’d always been interested in politics and current affairs, but all he could think about was how lovely Ann’s legs looked under the pretty hem of her pleated skirt.

He saw Ann’s phone lying on the arm of her chair and wondered if Susan would call. He thought of her all the time, but she no longer seemed like a real person in his mind. He longed for her to come and take him home, and he was sure she must soon release him from his terrifying bondage, but he thought of her not as his wife but as a distant goddess who lived in a world far beyond his reach. Every minute of every day he offered up a prayer to her in his heart. ‘Please, Susan,’ he prayed, ‘please come for me soon. I love you, you know that. Please come for me.’

It would be worth even the terrible shame of being seen in his maid’s uniform — if only she’d come for him!

‘Well, then,’ said Ann when her programme had come to an end, ‘let me see my boots.’

He stepped in front of her and held out the elegant riding-boots for her to inspect. She took them from him one at a time and looked over every inch of them with a critical frown that made him expect the worst, but all she said was, ‘Good work, Dee, you may put them back in my shoe cupboard.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said softly.

‘In fact, you can come up with me now. I’m tired, and I’d like an early night.’

Carrying her gleaming boots, he followed her out of the room and upstairs, mesmerised once again by her beautiful legs and lovely, swaying skirt.

She went into the bathroom while he put her boots away in her walk-in shoe cupboard.

‘Come in here,’ he heard her call from the bathroom.

She was brushing her teeth over the sink and, when she’d rinsed her mouth, she said to him, ‘After what happened at the river today, you can be my toilet slave from now on. And don’t look so frightened,’ she said, laughing at his anxious expression. ‘I’m not expecting you to drink from me, not when there’s a real toilet nearby.’

Pulling up her skirt and taking down her tights and panties, she sat on the toilet and began to pee.

The sight and sound of such a private act made him blush and look away. Yet it aroused him too, and made him feel privileged to share such an intimate moment with her.

‘Does watching me make you embarrassed?’ she asked him, amused by his shyness. ‘Well, you’re going to have to get used to it. I’ll expect you to attend me like this at least once a day, and certainly every night before bed.’

She said no more until she’d finished peeing, and then she stood, still holding her skirt up around her waist.

‘You may clean me now,’ she said with haughty assurance.

He didn’t have to ask what she meant. He knew in his bones what he had to do. Disgust mingling with excitement, he knelt at her feet and pressed his mouth to her glistening cunt. He felt as if he was dissolving, vanishing from existence.

‘Quickly, now, Dee. There’s no need to turn it into a performance.’

He lapped at her delicately, cleaning and drying her.

‘That’s perfect,’ she said, turning from him and pulling up her panties and tights and letting her skirt fall in a way he found inexpressibly sweet and attractive.

She went back to the sink, and had him pass her various pads and lotions as she took off her make-up, leaving her face plainer but no less beautiful.

She went through to her bedroom, instructing him, ‘You may undress me now.’

He quickly knelt and took off her shoes, then stood and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall around her feet.

She watched him as he undid the little buttons on her blouse.

‘Do you feel more like a real maid in your uniform?’ she asked him.

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he answered honestly, taking the blouse from her arms and shoulders and draping in over the chair.

‘And you don’t mind my taste in your mouth too badly, do you?’

‘No, Mistress,’ he said, telling a half-lie. He both loved and hated it.

‘This has been quite a day for you,’ she said as he unhooked her bra. ‘You’ve become a woman’s toilet and maidservant all in one day, and you’ve worn a gag and been given your new name. It’s a lot for one day, too much perhaps. Your head must be spinning.’

He knelt once more and took down her tights and panties.

‘I’m sorry if I’ve pushed you along too quickly, but you seem ready for it, truly you do, and I’ve missed having a slave in my service. It’s lovely to have you here. I hadn’t realised how lonely I’ve been, and I take great pleasure in exerting my authority over you, I want you to know that. Thank-you, Dee, I very much appreciate your kind and obedient service.’

‘You’re welcome, Mistress,’ he said in a small voice, both moved and honoured by her words.

‘Hang up my skirt, and take the rest of my clothes downstairs. You can take my panties and nylons to bed with you if you like, and you can wear the panties in the morning.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said, dropping a neat curtsey. ‘Thank-you.’

‘And whatever you do, don’t forget to wash out your mouth.’

‘No, Mistress, I won’t.’

She turned away and got into bed. He took her lovely skirt in his trembling hands and hung it in the wardrobe, and then he took up the rest of her clothes and underwear, saying as he left the room, ‘Goodnight, Mistress.’

‘Goodnight, Dee,’ she said, not looking up from her book. ‘And sweet dreams.’

HE WASHED out his mouth in his little shower-room — she had even left out mouthwash for him — and then hurried to his room with the precious cargo of her clothes and underwear. He drew his curtains, put on the bedside lamp, and lay on the bed, lifting his skirt and slip and taking down his tights and panties. Holding her worn panties to his nose, he gave a long groan of ecstasy as he crushed her sheer nylons against his straining cock.

He nearly came straight away, but he removed his hand and stopped himself. He felt very aroused, and wanted to make his pleasure last. He looked down at the crazy sight of his erection protruding from an array of woman’s clothes and underwear. His little apron along with the bunched up lacy hem of his slip, and the panties inside his tights, gave him a particular thrill, and he began rubbing himself again only to stop almost immediately when his cock pulsed and threatened to erupt in her silky nylons.

God, how lovely her legs had looked in them, he recalled. Lovely beyond words.

His brain raced through the events of the day which only aroused him all the more, and he strived to clear his mind, yet he thought immediately of the little leather box in his wardrobe.

The box she’d warned him against opening.

Pandora’s Box.

The box he had to look inside.

Hobbling a little with his tights and panties around his knees, he went to the wardrobe and took out the little black box, carrying it back to bed with him.

He lay for a long time, rubbing his cock with the silky nylons and looking at the box, pretending to himself that he might not open it. Finally, he opened the box and saw what he both dreaded and longed to see — a shining metal chastity cage very similar to the one Mollie had been wearing under his maid’s dress. He felt afraid of the object, as if it possessed a magic strong enough to enchant and enslave him. He also remembered that it had belonged to a dead man, and he felt a superstitious dread. Overcoming his fear, he took the little metal cage from the box and weighed it in his hand. It felt pleasingly heavy and well made, and he found the thought of Ann locking him in it unbearably arousing. To be made chaste and unable to come was a terrifying thought, and yet it induced a pleasurable ache of desire deep in his gut.

Also inside the box were three oval-shaped steel rings of slightly different diameters as well as a small padlock with two keys on a ring. He held the cage against his erection and saw that his cock was nearly three times the length of the steel cage. It would never fit him, he decided, experiencing a sense of disappointment. It was far too small. There was a piece of paper lying in the bottom of the box, which he took out and examined. It was a receipt for the device made out to Mrs A. M. Devlin, and dated five years ago almost to the day.

Her purchase was described as a made-to-measure Jailbird chastity device in surgical stainless steel with three oval steel rings in diameters of 41, 42 and 43 mm. The receipt also listed one steel padlock with two keys. He took out the keys which were both attached to a little key-ring. He saw that Ann had paid £245 for the custom-made device.

He found the thought of Ann purchasing the cage for her slave particularly arousing. It made her seem very determined and single-minded in her pursuit of power and pleasure. Even though he knew it would be pointless, he tried to fit the head of his cock into the cage, but the cage was far too narrow, and he took out the oval rings, thinking he might have better luck with those.

Selecting the largest of the rings, he slipped it first over his cock and then, one by one and with some discomfort, over his balls. The ring fitted snugly and felt surprisingly comfortable, even pleasant. There was a little metal nub with a hole in it protruding from the ring which he presumed was where the cage could be locked to the ring with the padlock.

Enjoying the feeling of imprisonment the ring gave him, he held his Mistress’ panties to his nose and began to rub himself once more with her nylons, gasping in shock at how aroused he felt. Convinced that Ann was controlling him from afar, he wondered if she knew what he was doing at that very moment as his senses rushed towards orgasm.

Inhaling her lovely woman’s scent, he thought of how she’d used him as her toilet by the river, and how she’d gagged him when she’d dressed him as her housemaid. But the image that filled his mind most powerfully was of her knowing smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief and amusement. Oh, God, he thought as he pleasured himself, she was so beautiful, so strong, so irresistible. How could he stand against her? It simply wasn’t possible. He didn’t have the strength.

‘You own me, Mistress,’ he groaned as his cock pulsed inside her silky nylons. ‘You own me, you own me!’

He erupted blissfully into her nylons and lay for a long time in a daze of sensual contentment.

But soon enough his thoughts returned to the chastity cage, and he couldn’t help wondering if it would fit him now that his cock was soft and at its smallest. He held the cage against his flaccid cock and felt sure it still wouldn’t fit but he persevered and, to his surprise, his cock squeezed inside the cage. He fitted the cage to the nub on the ring, slid the padlock through the ring, and clicked it shut.

The sound of the click sent a flash of arousal through his blood, and he got quickly to his feet to look at his reflection in the wardrobe mirror. He liked the look of the cage hanging between his legs. It had the look of silver body jewellery, and David felt almost proud of it, as if he was wearing clear proof of his Mistress’ ownership of him.

He pulled up his tights and panties, and arranged his dress and apron primly before walking up and down, savouring the heavy feel of the cage encasing his cock and balls. It was as if the very core of him now belonged to someone else. It was a strange and delightful feeling, his sense of defeat and hopelessness provoking a new surge of arousal, but his cock couldn’t harden in the cage. He felt it pulse and try to grow, but it was cruelly gripped and restrained by the steel bars.

‘Oh, my God,’ he gasped, remembering what Cathy had said of Mollie — ‘he can’t even get hard.’

And yet it was a glorious sensation which provoked an ache of desire so deep and strong it left him breathless. What would it feel like to be imprisoned in this way for days or weeks? He could barely begin to imagine, yet he wanted to know. Oh God, he wanted to know.

His delirium was shattered by a sudden panic. What if he couldn’t unlock it? What if he couldn’t get free? Suddenly sure Ann had played some devil’s trick on him, he feared the keys would not fit the padlock. And where were the keys? He searched the box and the bed but there was no sign of them. Frantic with worry, he almost sobbed in relief when he found them under the edge of his pillow. Tugging down his panties and tights, and holding his dress and slip under his chin, he fitted one of the keys and the padlock came loose in his shaking hand. With some difficulty, but with huge relief, he pulled the cage from his cock, and eased the ring from his cock and balls.

He put the cage, padlock and rings back in their box, and shoved it to the back of the wardrobe behind the row of maid’s uniforms, vowing never to open it again, but already wondering if he could ever stay true to his vow.

OVER THE next two weeks Ann imposed the timetable exactly as she’d said she would. In the mornings, after helping her dress and preparing her breakfast, David would don his overalls over a pair of her worn panties and work on clearing and widening the bridle-path and, in the afternoons, he’d shower, take a thirty minute rest, and then put on whatever uniform Ann had left out for him before carrying out his many household duties as her neatly dressed, obedient housemaid.

He grew almost to enjoy the routine, the contrast between the outdoor labour in the morning and the domestic, but no less hard, household work in the afternoon and evening. And more and more, he grew to love dressing in his pretty dresses and aprons. Often, as he laboured on the path, he looked forward to going home and finding out what uniform Ann had chosen for him. And all the work made him lose weight, as Ann had predicted. His uniforms day by day became a little looser on him, which pleased both Mistress and slave.

Several times he risked asking Ann about Susan who still haunted his thoughts and dreams, but Ann always replied coldly, telling him that Susan’s plans were no concern of his.

And on a number of other occasions he nearly summoned the courage to ask his Mistress about the chastity cage, but he wasn’t brave enough, and he contented himself with trying it on most nights in the privacy of his room.

On Friday afternoon, he came back from working on the bridle-path to discover the other black maid’s dress laid out on his bed for him. It was the only one of his uniforms he hadn’t yet worn, and lying alongside it was a lovely full-slip he’d never seen before — he’d only ever worn waist-slips under his dresses — and a pair of sheer dark tights still in their cellophane packet. He showered and dried himself quickly, eager to try on the pretty underwear and dress.

It was a delight to sit on the bed and open the packet containing his new tights. They felt deliciously soft and smooth as he pulled them up his legs, and the pretty full-slip felt gloriously feminine as he slid it over his head and let it fall into place around his nylon-sheathed legs. It had slender shoulder straps and an understated but very elegant lace hem. He felt grateful to his Mistress for giving him such lovely underwear, but when he lifted up his maid’s dress he heard the faint jingling of bells as if from a dream. Examining his dress, he saw that a number of tiny bells had been sewn under its hem. Deeply aroused by the strange discovery, he put on the dress and tied its apron around his waist, making sure to tie a long bow at his back in the way his Mistress preferred.

Slipping on his neat court shoes, he tied back his hair in a pony-tail, and walked up and down in the dress, thrilled by the feel of his new slip, and the soft jingling sound his dress made as he walked. He felt like a real maid, but he also felt like a clown, a jester — the plaything of a stern and glamorous queen.

When he appeared in the kitchen, Ann clapped her hands in delight, saying, ‘I love that sound, Dee, truly I do. It’s my favourite dress, and you look so pretty in it. And tell me, did you like the new slip I laid out for you?’

‘Y-yes,’ Mistress, he said, the room spinning around him.

‘Lift up your dress,’ she said. ‘Show me.’

The bells tinkled as he lifted his dress to show her the hem of his pretty slip.

‘Oh, that’s just perfect,’ she said. ‘Now turn around and show me your bow.’

‘That’s perfect too,’ she said. ‘You’ve tied it very nicely, and your hair is so neat and clean after your shower. I should really teach you to use make-up. I’m sure you’d like me to, but I prefer you to look like a pretty man in a dress than a real woman. It’s more honest, don’t you think? You’re a sissy-maid, after all, not a woman, and we need to remember that.’

And she did prefer him to look like a man trapped in a dress. She knew it was much more humiliating for him to look like a helpless sissy than a real woman. It meant he could never escape from the shame that bent him to her will.

‘Now, Dee, I know this will seem unfair, but I want you to wear this tonight,’ she said, holding up the black rubber bit.

‘Why?’ he said before he could stop himself.

‘I’m disappointed in you for asking,’ said Ann, fitting the bit into his mouth before pulling it tight, and fastening it at the back of his head. ‘You know perfectly well I don’t have to give you a reason. If it pleases my Mistress is all you should be thinking. As a punishment for asking why, I’m going to lock it this time. I hope that will be a lesson to you.’

She attached the hook of a tiny padlock to the fastening and clicked it shut.

The sound of the click reminded David of the clicking sound the lock on his cage made, and sent an icy shiver down his spine.

Ann then commanded him to get on with preparing the evening meal, a garlic chicken casserole that had been cooking all afternoon in the slow cooker. He shucked fresh broad beans and peeled potatoes to serve with the casserole, deeply shamed yet delighted by the jingling sound his dress made with every movement.

And the gag really did remind him of what it felt like to wear the chastity cage. Another essential freedom had been taken from him, and yet he felt a strange contentment to be so denied.

Just before six o’clock, he froze in fear when he heard a car pulling up outside, the sound of wheels on gravel so familiar, yet utterly terrifying. Who could it be, he wondered, his heart racing? The yard was at the front of the house, and he couldn’t see the car from the kitchen.

He looked over at Ann but she was reading on her tablet as if nothing had happened. But was that a smile on her face, he wondered?

There was a pause and then the doorbell rang, causing him to start in fear. Wanting only to hide, he put down his dishcloth and hurried away towards the shelter of his room.

‘Stay where you are,’ Ann instructed him firmly as she rose from her chair. ‘What’s the point of a maid who runs away when there are visitors? No, Dee, you’ll come with me, and we’ll see who’s come calling.’

Trembling with dread, he had no choice but to follow after her, his dress making its tiny jingling sound as if it shared his terror.

When she reached the front-door, Ann turned and regarded him with a look of knowing amusement that froze his blood, and then she turned the handle and opened the door.

‘Susan,’ Ann exclaimed. ‘How lovely to see you.’

David could only stare in silent horror as Ann embraced his wife and exchanged the usual pleasantries with her, and then it happened — what he most dreaded in all the world.

His lovely young wife turned and looked at him.

For several blessed moments there was no recognition in her eyes, and then she exclaimed in astonishment, ‘David? Is that really you? It can’t be. Oh, my God, it is you!’

‘What do you think, Susan?’ said Ann.

David waited for Susan to express her anger and outrage, and say how unacceptable it was to dress her husband in such a way, but Susan only said, ‘It’s wonderful, Ann. I hardly recognised him. He looks so neat and pretty, really he does, just like a real maid.’

David experienced a dizzying sense of rage and betrayal yet he stood as still as stone and did nothing.

‘He does, doesn’t he?’ said Ann, delighted by Susan’s praise. ‘He’s come along so quickly, and I’m very pleased with how he’s turned out.’

‘So you should be,’ said Susan. ‘He’s gorgeous, hardly a man at all, but what’s that in his mouth?’

‘I’m afraid I had to gag him,’ said Ann. ‘Your arrival would have been too much for him. He wouldn’t have been able to keep quiet, and I’m not the least bit interested in what he has to say. Much better just to stop him from speaking.’

‘I’m sure you’re right,’ said Susan, ‘but what a pretty little maid’s dress, I can’t get over it. It’s absolutely adorable.’

‘You’re forgetting yourself,’ Ann rebuked David sternly. ‘Where are your manners? Lady Susan has just come into my house.’

His face aflame, and fearing he’d die of the shame, David lifted his maid’s dress and dropped a quick but respectful curtsey to his wife, his dress tinkling prettily as he did so.

‘Oh, that’s so sweet, Ann, really it is,’ said Susan in delight, ‘but what’s that lovely sound?’

‘Bells,‘ said Ann. ‘I’ve sewn tiny bells into his dress. It’s just for fun really, but it’s such a pretty sound. I like to hear it around the house as he works, and I’m sure it helps keep Dee in his place.’

‘I’m sure it does,’ said Susan, shocked yet thrilled by David’s feminine appearance. ‘But did you say Dee?’

‘Yes,’ said Ann. ‘He’s not David when he’s in uniform. He’s Dee. That’s his maid’s name.’

‘And what a pretty name it is,’ said Susan, already growing accustomed to her husband’s effeminate appearance. Yet how strange it was to arrive here after a hard day’s work as a respected and respectable senior teacher in a high school. Struggling to find her bearings, Susan felt as if she’d stepped into an entirely new world. It was certainly a world where different rules applied, she thought with a smile, and it made her feel so free and easy, as if she didn’t have to concern herself with David at all. So pretty and obedient in his uniform, she could barely think of him as a real person let alone as her husband.

Maybe he wasn’t a real person any more, she reflected. Maybe he truly was a slave now, a lowly creature who had surrendered all his rights and freedoms to the service of women.

Ann took Susan by the arm and led her into the large, bright kitchen, instructing Dee to serve them their meal. Completely overwhelmed, he could only obey, shocked by how quickly they seemed to forget all about him as they chatted happily about life and work while he served them at table, helping them to second portions, and pouring their drinks, white wine for Ann, and sparkling mineral water for Susan.

When he served them a dessert of stilton cheese with grapes and celery, Ann dismissed him, telling him to go to his room while she and Susan held a private conversation.

He waited for Susan to insist he stay, but she said nothing and just leant her chin in her hand and looked at him in silent amusement. Having no choice but to obey, he dropped a quick curtsey and left the room, tormented by their laughter.

‘He’s so obedient,’ he heard Susan say.

‘You’ve no idea,’ Ann replied just as the door closed behind him.

In a terrible state of anxiety, he paced up and down in his room, haunted by the discomfort of his gag and the jingling sound made by the bells sewn so cruelly into his dress.

He felt devastated to have been seen by Susan in his maid’s uniform, but he felt a real and rising hope that she’d come to take him home at last. What a fool he must look to her, what a spineless, effeminate clown. And he felt a blazing fury at Ann for not warning him Susan was coming. She must have done it deliberately, he raged, to make his shock and humiliation all the more painful. He wanted to hate her for it, but he couldn’t hate her, oh God, he couldn’t.

He waited in this state of dread and anxiety for over an hour before the servant’s bell above his door rang out, summoning him to his Mistresses.

When he hurried into the kitchen he saw that the two women hadn’t moved from the table. As he approached, they sat back in their chairs and regarded him with secret amusement.

‘That was a delicious meal, Dee,’ said Susan. ‘Thank-you so much.’

It stung him terribly that she’d called him Dee.

‘Lady Susan thought you might like to show her your work in the garden and bridle-path,’ said Ann.

Susan chuckled to hear her grand-sounding title, but Ann kept a straight face, saying, ‘Would you like to do that, Dee?’

He nodded eagerly, desperate to be alone with his wife.

‘On you go, then,’ said Ann. ‘I’m sure you’d like to be alone, but I recommend you keep him gagged,’ she advised Susan.

‘I will,’ said Susan, ‘but give me the keys just in case.’

Outside in the garden it was a warm, pleasant evening and Susan strolled indolently by his side, praising his work in the garden, and telling him how pleased she was with his service to Ann. ‘She’s so happy to have you here,’ said Susan. ‘I think she’s lonely on her own.’

David gazed at her with wide, pleading eyes, trying to make her understand how much he wanted her to take off his gag, but she seemed more interested in the garden than him.

And she looked so beautiful. She must have come straight from school and her tight knee-length skirt and smart white blouse made her look elegant and business-like — so powerful and successful compared to his ridiculous appearance.

Leaving the garden, they strolled a distance down the bridle-path with Susan complimenting him on the work he’d done but also giggling from time to time at his effeminate appearance, and the pretty sound his dress made as he walked.

‘I’m sorry, I don’t mean to laugh,’ said Susan, ‘but I hardly know it’s you, David, really I don’t. It’s like walking beside a doll, the prettiest little doll.’

David hung his head in the deepest shame.

‘But it suits you,’ she said. ‘Your little maid’s dress. You look so well in it, you’ve no idea. And the sound of your bells, it’s so sweet, I could hug you.’

She saw him shiver in shame which she thought almost as sweet as his dress.

‘Do you really call me Lady Susan?’ she enquired.

She giggled when he nodded his head. ‘In that case, you’d better curtsey again, hadn’t you, since I’m such an important lady?’

David stared at her in horror and disbelief.

‘On you go, then,’ she insisted. ‘I’m waiting.’

Trembling in shame and anger, he held out the hem of his maid’s dress, and dropped a neat curtsey.

‘Oh, that really is the sweetest thing,’ said Susan, charmed by his submission. ‘I’m sure every woman in the world wants a pretty little maid like you to run after her.’

There was such despair in his eyes she felt pity for him.

‘Sit beside me,’ she said more kindly, perching on an old wooden bench and patting the space beside her.

He sat obediently by her side but gave such a pleading look Susan couldn’t help laughing.

‘Poor David,’ she said, taking one of his trembling hands. ‘Or should I say Dee? You’ve changed so much, I can hardly believe it. What have we done to you? What has your cruel and selfish wife turned you into? I know this must seem terribly cruel, but I think it may be for the best, really I do.’

He shook his head wildly in disagreement, and made an animal sound behind his gag, a desperate plea for help.

‘Behave yourself, now,’ Susan said sternly, ‘or I’ll tell Ann.’

Tears came into his eyes, and she instantly felt terrible for speaking to him so coldly.

‘It’s snowing in Paris,’ she said teasingly, hoping to make him laugh, her eyes falling to his lap where his maid’s dress had ridden up a little, exposing the snow-white hem of his slip.

But he didn’t laugh. His expression remained very grave as he tugged his dress primly over his exposed underskirt.

‘That’s better,’ said Ann. ‘Now then, if I take off your gag will you promise to speak gently and calmly?’

He nodded his head vigorously.

‘I mean it, David, you’re not to be angry with me, not even in the slightest. Do you promise?’

Once again he nodded, even more vigorously. She’d called him David not Dee, and he felt hope rise in his heart, the hope of gaining freedom at last from his terrible bondage.

‘Very well,’ she said, taking out the keys, ‘but whatever you do, don’t tell Ann.’

He smelled her perfume, and a strand of her lovely hair brushed against his cheek when she reached behind his head to unlock his gag, and take the bit from his mouth.

‘There,’ she said, gently stroking his cheek. ‘Is that better?’

‘Thank God you’ve come,’ he gasped with frantic urgency. ‘Thank God, thank God.’

‘Ssssh,’ said Susan. ‘Remember your promise.’

‘Where have you been, Susan, I’ve missed you so much?’ he blurted accusingly. ‘I thought I would die! How could you leave me this long? How could you do that?’

‘I thought you might enjoy it.’

‘How could I enjoy living like this? You’ve got to take me home, you’ve got to! You’ve no idea what it’s like here. She’d mad, completely insane.’

‘Oh now, that’s not fair. Ann may be stern with you, but she’s hardly insane.’

‘If you only knew!’ he persisted, desperate for her to understand the cruelties he’d suffered in her absence. ‘You have to listen to me. Please say you’ll listen.’

‘Of course I’ll listen,’ said Susan, ‘but only if you speak calmly, David, calmly and quietly.’

‘She beats me,’ he said, trying to speak calmly. ‘And I have to do everything for her, everything! She even took me down to the river and …’

‘I know, I know,’ said Susan, ‘and used you as her toilet.’

‘You know?’ he said, utterly astonished.

‘We do talk,’ said Susan with infuriating calmness. ‘We are friends, you know.’

‘But it was terrible, filthy, you’ve no idea.’

‘It was only a little pee,’ said Susan who’d had been guiltily amused and aroused when Ann had told her she’d used him in such a way. ‘Where’s the harm in that?’

‘Where’s the harm?’ he repeated in disbelief. ‘I can’t believe you said that.’

‘Oh, don’t make such a fuss,’ she said, growing impatient with him, and beginning to wish she hadn’t taken off his gag. He’d been so sweetly docile as her silent doll.

‘And that’s not all,’ he continued in outrage. ‘She made me drive her to this house. The things I saw there, it was a nightmare.’

‘She took you to see Cathy and Mollie, I know, she told me,’ said Susan, unimpressed by his outrage.

‘She told you?’

‘Of course she did. They’re her friends, that’s all. Why shouldn’t she take you to see her friends?’

‘Did she tell you what happened?’

‘A little,’ said Susan with a shrug. ‘Mollie was punished by her ex-wife, and Ann wanted you to see it. From what Ann said, he deserved it. I’m sure it was very entertaining.’

‘It wasn’t, I promise you,’ he said, almost wild with indignation. ‘It was terrible, worse than terrible! Please, Susan, you have to get me out of here. Now, straightaway!’

‘You’d have a better chance of that if you spoke more kindly of Ann.’

‘How can I?’ he said. ‘She’s a witch, a monster.’

‘I won’t listen to another word,’ Susan said angrily, getting to her feet and holding up the gag. ‘I’m going back in,’ she announced.

‘Please, Susan,’ he pleaded, suddenly afraid of the hardness in her eyes. ‘Let me speak. Please, I beg you. I need you to listen. I need you to hear. I need that more than I’ve needed anything in my life.’

‘Very well, I’m listening,’ said Susan, sitting down again, and flicking a strand of her lovely hair behind her ear.

‘You have to listen, Susan. You’re my only hope.’

‘Just say what you have to say,’ she said impatiently.

‘Please take me home. You have to. I can’t bear it here a moment longer. You have to listen.’

‘How many times do I have to tell you?’ she said. ‘I am listening.’

‘I haven’t been a good husband, I know that, and I’m sorry, so sorry, but I can change, I promise you. I won’t be like this any more. I won’t be a slave. I’ll put all that behind me. I’ll be a man again, a real man, you have my word.’

‘That’s good to know,’ she said, squeezing his hand gently. ‘And I appreciate you saying it, really I do.’

‘I’ll find a job, and we’ll go back to being a normal man and wife. We’ll have children, I know you want that, and I’ll be a proper husband to you. We’ll be happy, Susan, I know we will.’

Susan was touched by his offer. There were tears in his eyes, and she could tell he was genuine, and desperate to come home with her, but she couldn’t help but compare him to Robert who had brought such sudden and unexpected joy into her life, and David didn’t come out well from the comparison.

Not at all well.

Looking at David in his little maid’s uniform — the lacy hem of his slip was peeping out from under his dress again — only made her think fondly of Robert’s broad, handsome face and strong manly physique. They’d been together every night since the Club, spending some nights at her house, and some nights at his, and she felt an ache between her legs from the frequency of their lovemaking.

It was the sweetest ache she’d ever known.

‘Please, Susan,’ he pleaded. ‘Don’t leave me here any longer. You said it would only be for two days and it’s been so much longer. I can’t bear it. Take me home with you. Please, you have to.’

‘I’ll certainly consider it, David.’

‘Tell me you’ll take me home, Susan. I need to know.’

‘I’ve heard what you have to say, and I’ll bear it in mind.’

‘Oh God, Susan, I need more than that. You can’t leave me here against my will. Promise you’ll take me home. Promise me!’

‘I’ll promise you this, David, if you’ll listen.’

He stared at her pleadingly, but he remained silent, and listened as she’d asked him to.

‘I know it’s hard after what I’ve done,’ she said gently, ‘but I need you to trust me. Can you do that?’

‘Yes,’ he said in a trembling voice, moved by the warmth in her eyes, ‘I can do that.’

‘Thank-you,’ she said tenderly, putting a hand on his girlish, nylon-clad knee. ‘That means a lot to me. Now, I can tell how much you want to come home with me and be my husband again. I’ve heard that loud and clear, I promise you, and now you need to trust me to make the right decision. Tell me again that you trust me to do that.’

‘I do,’ he said, an echo of their wedding vows in his head. ‘I trust you, Susan, and I love you with all my heart.’

‘That’s lovely of you, David,’ she said, gazing at him fondly and kissing him on the cheek. ‘I appreciate it, really I do.’

‘Help me, Susan,’ he said. ‘You’ve got to help me.’

‘I will,’ she said. ‘You know I will.’

‘Thank-you,’ he said, his eyes misting with tears of gratitude, sure now that she’d take him home with her as her husband.

‘Now, we’d better put this on before we go back inside,’ she said, holding up the black rubber bit. ‘Or Ann will be angry.’

David waited in the hall while Ann and Susan were sequestered in the kitchen, drinking coffee and holding another private conversation.

He felt so happy to be going home, but anxiety never left him, a deep, curdling anxiety that left him weak and feverish. He was desperate to be gone, to be free of this house and The Devlin Woman. It would be lovely to get back to his old life, and become a man again. He’d get a new job, drive his powerful car, go to the pub with his friends. He’d put all this behind him as if it had been no more than a bad dream.

When Ann and Susan came into the hall he stepped towards them, expecting to be freed from his gag, but the women walked right past him towards the front-door as if he didn’t exist.

He gazed in astonishment and growing horror as Ann opened the door, and embraced Susan in farewell.

‘Keep in touch,’ said Ann.

‘I will,’ said Susan.

He went towards them, making an animal, lowing sound of pain behind his gag.

Susan looked at him with sorrow in her lovely eyes.

‘Try to forgive me,’ she said. ‘Perhaps if you hadn’t looked so good in your uniform, hadn’t curtseyed so sweetly … So like a real maid.’ She gave a little shrug, and said, ‘Whatever the reason, I’ve made up my mind. And so there you are, there’s no more to be said.’

Quaking with panic, and shaking his head wildly in disbelief, he reached out to her, but Ann took hold of his arm and held him back, saying, ‘It’s for the best, David, you know it is.’

‘Goodbye, David,’ Susan said, going through the front-door, and down the steps before walking briskly across the gravel to her car.

David tried to pull free of Ann and run after Susan but he had no strength. None at all. It had melted entirely away leaving him as weak as a kitten.

‘It’s all right,’ said Ann, closing the front-door, and pulling her trembling maid to the hall window. ‘Look at her,’ she said, indicating Susan. ‘Look how beautiful she is.’

And Susan did look beautiful, and as free and happy as a Mistress deserved to be.

Susan had told Ann of the new man in her life, the builder with the brown eyes and broad shoulders, and Ann thought she could detect some of her eagerness to be with him again in her rapid stride.

Determined to be strong, Susan didn’t look back at the house as she got into her car and drove way.

Stricken by her departure, David once more made his helpless lowing sound from behind his gag.

‘She’s gone,’ Ann said, unlocking his gag and taking it from his mouth, ‘and there’s nothing you can do about it.’

‘She can’t do this,’ he moaned. ‘I love her.’

‘There are many kinds of love,’ said Ann, taking him by his arm.

‘Help me,’ he sobbed. ‘Oh God, help me.’

‘There is no help,’ said Ann.

‘There’s got to be,’ David said, utterly bereft.

‘I know what you need,’ Ann said gently as she pushed him to the floor.

Entirely without strength, he sank to the floor and lay on the cold tiles in his maid’s dress and apron, looking up at her with pain and something like love in his eyes.

‘Sssh, now, it’s going to be all right,’ said Ann, hurrying to pull up her skirt, and take down her underwear.

‘Help me,’ he groaned.

‘I know what you need,’ she whispered as she trapped his mouth beneath her glorious weight.

‘You know I do,‘ she said, thrilled to feel him worship as her need grew urgent.

‘Poor David,’ she gasped, ‘I know exactly what you need.’
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