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The face staring down into his eyes was familiar and unfamiliar at one and the same time; though each had known the other many times in such an intimate way in his pursuit of lust and her desire for the same – with the added necessity of earning a living, in the woman’s case.

The expression beaming down to him, as her fabulous body sat astride his own seemed, he would decide after the event, like a final and irrevocable valediction.

As the woman rode his hard-cock, in no hurry to reach her destination and simply disappear like so many of her calling, her vivid green eyes - in pretty but street-hardened features, unimpeded by the tresses of her silken blonde hair she had piled and fastened atop her head, stared down into his as if making a goodbye.

That she was only a common or garden variety lamp-post prostitute, whose living had been decimated by the incomprehensible onset of the Great War with Germany and the absence – some never to return – of her previous clients, did not mean her ears were not in perfect working order.

And prostitutes, of courtesan or lamp-post variety, could always be relied upon to have a finger on certain aspects of the social pulse.

She had been working on him for nearly an hour now, but there was no hurry; having been paid, after all, for the whole of the night. An extravagance she sensed might be his last for some time to come – perhaps ever. And one he appeared in no hurry to bring to a close.

Or she either, for that matter.

Why would she be?

Especially when his trade and what it bought was so dear to her; being as it was over the last few years a welcome piece of commerce and one of her more enjoyable adventures in the world of flesh-for-sale. 

A no strings – apart from the cash he handed over when their coupling was exhausted – commitment that suited them both.

The longer his cock remained in the embrace of the whorish cunt, she realised – the same cunt that was still, amazingly tight, given its less than pristine condition; and he was at least average in both thickness and in length – the less time had his thoughts to devote themselves to what the future held in store for him. 

Four times now, she had brought him slowly to the edge of climax and then slowed her pace just enough to fetch him back from the precipice; each time sensing the tightening of his body that prefaced an explosion and taking steps to... soothe... the detonator. Men to her had been made transparent through usage and required no words of warning from them to know when their all-important eruption was set to take place. And especially not with this one.

He had told her that she was the best he had ever had. Not the most beautiful, mind; but certainly the best. Candour in regard of her looks that convinced her he was serious when it came to her qualities in other areas.

Not for the first time this night, she gazed down into those handsome features and wondered – given the word on the street – how long they would remain in such a condition. Just how stupid, inebriated, or both, had he been to get involved with...
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She gave a mental shrug and warned herself to stick to her long-held code-of-conduct and “not get involved”.

A difficult feat for her to manage in his case; despite telling herself over and over that he was just another - and rarer by the day - meal ticket.

One she could, under different circumstances, have felt feelings for, but...

Again, she closed off an avenue of thought she knew from the past to be unrewarding for her and decided instead not to revisit the inevitable cul-de-sac into which thinking of such a kind inevitably led her.

Far better to concentrate upon the none too onerous job in hand of riding the body and cock of a handsome man and allowing fate’s fickle hand to do its work.

And without dignifying it with her own thoughts of regret and remorse.  

Knowing they had at least until morning and that his powers of recovery – even at his relatively advance age – remained considerable, she decided finally to allow him his orgasm.

And not only because she was becoming fatigued. 

Despite her calling, the magic of a man’s orgasm and the power it endowed to the woman delivering it had yet to lose its... uniqueness... for her; no matter how short-lived her feminine triumph; and each time a man erupted at her urgings she felt a sense of empowerment for which she would have assassinated guiltless Presidents were she promised the feeling would last.

And assuming, of course, that she could locate an innocent leader of the kind.  

Still staring into his eyes and again realising she would miss him, she again began to ride his ramrod with increasing pace as his eyes fixated themselves upon the stupendous breasts that swayed in rhythm to her manipulation of him.

Leaning forward, she thrust her hands into the pillow either side of his head and lowered her head to his; the hairs on his cheat tickling her bottle-hard nipples and taking her closer towards her own crisis; the intensity with which her eyes bore into his reflecting the sense of triumph she always felt when conquering or about to conquer this particular...
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Animal!

Again she sensed the tell-tale signs of his loss of control; but this time, instead of slowing down she began to buck upon his cock with greater speed and intensity as he fought the orgasm she was now forcing upon him. Delaying and delaying until further delay was impossible, exactly in the way she had taught him, that his release might be both more powerful and of greater duration before he spilled his manhood into the waiting receptacle of her well-used pussy. His erupting inside her in such a way of no matter since a botched abortion had turned future childbirth from yet one more avenue to cul-de-sac.

“Yes, yes, yes...” he screamed before her equally urgent lips mashed down onto his and silenced his vocal entreaties.

Her biting of his lower lip was all it took to send him over the edge; his departure over it taking her with him as both became a galvanic coupling of hyper-sensitised flesh and he pumped the contents of his balls into her pussy - and with exactly the force and need she had striven in the past hour or so to extract from him.

It was only a minute or so later, both side by side on the mattress as they recovered enough for further acceptable sexual hostilities, that both their thoughts returned to what the morrow would bring.

Both with their own take upon what was to come.

She with a sense of loss and the sure knowledge the night they were experiencing together would be their last.

He with a sense of impending doom and the equally certain knowledge that he could not escape what his stupidity had set in train for him...
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The man arriving at the house with his solicitor was named Gaskell. A mature man with a good physique and handsome features. 

Healthy to first glance with an alert air and a still youthful, if somewhat careworn, way about him, he was in his mid-forties now, and by no means young enough to be serving in the trenches of Belgium and France with the cream of British manhood whose lifeless bodies, three years after the opening shots had been fired, were still being ferried back to Blighty with alarming and dispiriting regularity even as he entered the house at the back of the man who had driven him to an appointment he would far rather not be keeping.

The above handsome features and manly physique, being the first impression he gave his three prospective “mistresses” as he prepared himself for an interview that would have been one of the last things he ever wished to undertake.

Had he ever envisaged being compelled to undergo it at all, that is.
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The three “mistresses” in question, being the ladies Thomsett, Copland and Frobisher; each of whom he gazed upon for the first time when he entered their home accompanied by the ladies’ solicitor, Mr Reginald Hands.

A first unveiling that left the former man about town and lover of many women – of the night or otherwise - decidedly underwhelmed – despite each of them seemed somewhat overdressed for a daytime... “Meeting”. 

The man the solicitor introduced as “Mr Howard Gaskell”, was also a man whose fortunes had obviously taken a reverse of some kind.

The above fact one the ladies would have been able to discern for themselves even without the inside information supplied to them by their somewhat surprising choice of legal advisor.

He was here, in their home, looking like a supplicant, after all.

Even if he did have the outward trappings and bearing of a gentleman.

Of course; though Mr Hands was a casual, if well-informed and, in keeping with his own avaricious and self-interested nature, disloyal acquaintance of the man, his vouched for suitability of Gaskell for the role they needed to fill did not prevent the ladies from feeling a certain twinge of doubt. 

Each of them experiencing a variation of the same misgiving. 

Had they had been rash in offering the position to the man – given his handsome and masculine appearance and the fact he had only recently employed servants of his own?

The position the ladies’ having in mind being something way beyond – and certainly below - anything he would have experienced.

Or, perhaps, even had nightmares over.

Many discussions had the three friends before acting upon the making of their long-held fantasies a reality. But, now that the man was here in front of them in the flesh, they wondered at their ability to make of him what they desired – this uncertainty despite the assurances of Mr Hands; who was as mercenary as he was venal and willing to sell a friend down any watercourse.

Should the price be considered right.
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Be the man he was selling a friend, or in this case, a part friend and part acquaintance.

The oldest of the three spinsters - Miss Thomsett – had only just reached forty, but was beginning to feel “not so young as she had been”; while Miss Bernice; though being still under her fifth decade; would not have acknowledged such a fact for the world. Miss Helen, to the contrary; being at the end of her twenties still; was young, bright, and as active and optimistic as her companions were more cautious and circumspect. It having been her energy and resolve, in fact, that had become the driving force when it came to realising their aims – the younger woman having insisted they dismiss the local woman who had served as their housekeeper that they might be “compelled” to pursue their perverse and sexual fantasies of having a man serve them with a greater and more residential diligence.

Though, even in her wildest flights of sexual caprice, young Helen had not foreseen the possibility of netting a man such as the one being introduced by their overpaid and entirely unethical solicitor as he presented their prospective manservant to them for the first time.

“I've brought Mr Gaskell to interview with you, as promised,” offered the fifty-something legal-beagle who all three women agreed was the living personification of the venal and the oleaginous.

He had addressed himself, for some reason, to Bernice, but it was Miss Thomsett who came forward in her position as the senior of the women.

“Would you take a chair, Mr. Hands?” she offered, making no such invitation to the handsome and rather edgy man in his mid-forties, standing alongside him with hat to hand.

The oily one would indeed and there were soon four of them around the desk in the study where the women had insisted the interview would take place.

And one well-dressed and handsome visitor standing alongside them in the way of a supplicant, while striving to appear anything but.

All of them were agreed, after all, at least the women, that it would send entirely the wrong message to their prospective servant if they were to show him the courtesy and respect of conducting his interview in either the parlour or the study.
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“Helen explained to you, I believe,” began the woman who insisted everyone address her as “Miss Thomsett” ­– a protocol adhered to even by the oleaginous Hands, who, as her solicitor could hardly be prevented from knowing her Christian-name. His knowledge shared, of course, by the two women with whom she had spent her life these past twelve years; “that we are looking for a long-term retainer who will, in return for certain considerations on our part, be prepared to commit himself to our service in a... fuller... way than the average servant.”

A fair helping of colour tinged Howard Gaskell’s handsome cheeks at the woman’s inference; made expectant, as he had been throughout his life, of female attentions of a less... demeaning... kind: this despite the fact he could not know – or even have guessed if asked – just what exactly it was the three women expected of him. 

Colour that would have taken on a deeper and far more outraged hue if he had taken the revealing decolletage of Miss Thomsett’s gown as the indicator he would later see it as having been.

For though the ever-slippery Hands had made him aware his service to the women would be more indentured servant than salaried retainer, he had thought the solicitor was simply spicing his metaphors with a fanciful sprinkling of hyperbole simply to outline a situation that was... unusual.

Discreetly running an eye over them and sensing there could be a sexual aspect to his position with them, he was again dismayed to note that none of the women – each of whom were younger than himself to one degree or another - were of a type he would have gravitated towards had the choice been his as it had once been.

Not for the first time, he berated himself for his inability to hold his drink and the disaster his lowered caution and inhibition had led to on the last and most fateful occasion.

The knowledge he might just be able to escape the fate he had fashioned for himself without loss of either life or limb – and the old saw of beggars not being able to be... blah, blah, blah – only providing him a soupcon of compensation.

“I believe Mr Hands here explained a number of our requirements,” Miss Thomsett began, energised to be taking the lead with such a man – and such a handsome example of the inferior gender - for the first time in her life. 
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The above unsurprising given she had been born over twenty-five years before the end of the century, and under Victoria as a monarch, taking such a tone with a man some five years or more her senior – a man who obviously had a background of gentleman - was not exactly commonplace to her. Though, if a certain stirring below stairs spoke truly, it was certainly... arousing.

“He has, hmm...”

“Ma’am, will be suitable,” she told him as he struggled to come up with an acceptable form of address, arousal growing as she overrode his hesitancy and sensing in her bones that he was exactly what they had been looking for to make their odd but satisfying existence the idyll each of them knew and wished it to become.

The three of them had come a long way since their day’s teaching and it was Miss Thomsett’s legacy that had supplied the opportunity and the privacy to take up house together away from the judgmental gaze of the Great British public who remained stubbornly Victorian and narrow in their reactions to anything... different.

“Of course,” she went on, indicating Bernice and Helen as they fidgeted upon their chairs, no doubt as aroused as she to be exercising such control over a man for the first time, “you will have three Masters to serve should we decide you are suitable to serve us; though I will leave it to Miss Bernice and Miss Helen to explain how they wish to be addressed by their servant.”

The wince that crossed his handsome features at her emphasis on the masculine variation upon that word, was missed by none except Hands, who, though he usually missed nothing that could prove advantageous to him, was seated with his back slightly to the man he was, in effect, selling into servitude and could not read his face.

It was a wince, however, that thrilled each of the three women.

“The requirements in this document Mr Hands outlined to you,” Miss Thomsett continued, holding up the aforementioned scroll “are. Of course, nowhere near definitive and will grow and expand in tandem with our needs. Do you understand this?”

The tone of her well-modulated voice had managed to indicate that he was somehow her intellectual inferior and the colour rising to his face reflected his reaction to the insult – even if he was in position to voice it.
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“Yes,” he answered.

There was silence as his prospective employer waited, eyes holding his expectantly.

Then, the particularly humiliating penny dropping:

“Hmm, yes, er, Miss Thomsett,” he said, deference all the more humiliating to him for having it witnessed by another man.

Even so low-grade a man as Hands.

Miss Thomsett nodded, keeping her homely and former school mistress face – the same former occupation she had once shared with her friends - serious bordering on the severe. A look she had cultivated beautifully with any number of recalcitrant pupils down the years. And one, if the man standing before her was to be believed

“We know all about the deplorable condition of your current situation,” she began, “and, through Mr Hands, have managed to reach an arrangement with your... creditor... that will save you a great deal of personal and, it appears, physical discomfort.”

She stared across at Hands:

“We take it we can leave it to you to explain exactly what that agreement involves when you leave to collect his belongings, prior to his returning to take up his new position?”

The oily one nodded his own agreement and Miss Thomsett continued:

“If, that is, we are persuaded Mr Gaskell here is... suitable.”

As the colour of the former gentleman’s cheeks deepened, it was young Helen who took it up at a nod from her older friend:

“As Miss Thomsett explained to Mr Hands,” she told him, young face every bit as serious as her predecessor’s, “we are three women living alone at some distance from the town and vulnerable to those less law-abiding individuals. That is why, when it came to choosing a live-in domestic for our needs, we decided it would make better sense to have a manservant.

––––––––
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Like the three women, but for entirely different reasons, it was the man who was fidgeting now. Mortified, it seemed, even as he strove to hide his reaction. The simple uttering of the word “manservant” enough to highlight his situation and the depths to which he had fallen.

Though not, as yet, the depths to which he still had to fall.

“We want only a loyal and devoted retainer intelligent enough to understand our needs and to act upon instruction.”
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