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September 8. 1931

He had always been considered a most manly man.

A man attractive to the opposite sex.

Strong.

Self-motivated

Private.

The very epitome of what both male and female considered the habitual bachelor.

The former regarding him with no small envy and – in the case of his less happily married fellow men – outright jealousy; while the latter saw him as a challenge to be conquered and reined in, an offence against the wiles of their own sex and their need to domesticate the wild and uncultivated.

One of the reasons he had taken the conscious decision all those years before to remain free and unencumbered to make his own decisions and his way in life.

And now he found himself in a world of women.

Two of them, to be precise.

One of them older and the owner of the secluded Kentish home in which he currently resided.

A woman of steely will, he had come to realise, and an equally devious mind that had, along with that belonging to her home’s other occupant ran rings around him; even if he had been unaware of it until the collar had fastened about his neck.

She needed neither money or shelter after the passing of a mysterious husband she spoke of as if he were an absent pet had left her comfortable; though he was at least aware that the man had made something of a fortune in the City; and this independence from need had, no doubt, he thought, only served to bolster her sense of self-confidence.

A desire, he sensed. to order the things and people around her that was surely present in large quantities while the husband she seldom spoke of was alive.

From his very first visit to her home there had been no mistaking her for the kind of woman who enjoyed command and the responsibility that went with it.

And then there was the other woman...

The woman who shared her home with her.

A younger woman.

But very similar in many ways.

As but one instance; both, he now knew, were of one mind when it came to his own gender.

And, though it had been only a vague suspicion in the early days of his acquaintance with them, he had soon taken the impression that their minds were not exactly dovetailed favourable on the subject of men.

Even if he did sense that his sex had their uses for them.

Yet, and despite his growing suspicion of being held in a certain contempt by them, he had continued to visit until that time when the older of the two suggested he stay with them on a full-time basis that he might conclude his business in the area without the nuisance of travelling down and back up from London three times a week.

“Why not?” he remembered asking himself when the offer had been made.

The train journey’s he had at first found novel on a regular basis, having never been much of one for routine – an especially a nine-to-five position – were beginning to weary him and it would be nice to be near his current project.

He actually had nothing pressing him in the City and, in fact, the business he had in Kent’s interior was entirely connected with his boredom with his life there and a need for a more leisurely existence.

An existence where he would be free to read and paint without constant intrusions from the noise of traffic, the social obligations of friends, and the other, frankly, irritating diversions of a huge metropolis.

And so he found himself in the home and the world of the two women.

It had in fact been a world of three women at one time. For part of the day, anyway. What with their housekeeper from the town. But, now that he was more... amenable ..she had not been replaced when she had gone to look after her ailing mother in West Yorkshire.

A place, he was told at a later date, from which she would not be returning to resume her duties.

Informing him also that they had no intention of replacing her either.

Why bother when they had a man in their home they had shown his true calling and who now wanted nothing more than to worship at the fount of their womanhood?

Even if his mystification at finding himself able to take some kind of enjoyment from his reduction to such a status was as huge as his self-disgust for allowing it.

Then again, as both older and younger woman were fond of telling him:

“One can’t fight one’s true nature.”

And it appeared that he couldn’t; even if he hadn’t suspected such... feelings ...existed in him to begin with.

At an age when he should by rights have been at home with a loving wife equally beloved to him, along with grown children about to fly the coop, he was here. 

In the home of a strange young woman and her even stranger aunt who, when it came down to it, was not even a blood relation. 

And here in the role of a domestic.

A domestic from another, more draconian and less egalitarian age.

Which was when, as his thoughts raced back to his reasons for being there, the sound of heels clacking against the polished wood in the hallway out his quarters focused his mind on something else entirely.

By the time the older of the two women stepped through the door and into the room to find him kneeling with his hands behind his back as smacked a ping-pong bat against the palm of her hand, he had already slipped into that place from which he could find no way of escape.

When he had arranged himself without being told and presented his naked buttocks, he was already in that warped and sensuous world into which he had been trapped before she fetched the bat down on his behind and won the first of many “Thank you’s” from his quivering lips... 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​Chapter I
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November 28. 1930

Frida stared out at the bleakness of the day. The sky was sombre and the overhanging clouds heavy, as a leaf-strewn drive was buffeted by a bitter wind that made the branches of the now bare elm-trees shiver during a November day that was utterly cheerless. 

Frida turned round and looked at her aunt as she read a work of fiction in its original French at a desk to the side of a roaring fire that should have lifted the spirits and, for once, failed. 

“You’re restless today, Frida,” remarked Vera Saynor, the matronly woman who was ‘Mrs Saynor” to all who knew her except her young niece.

Her niece by marriage.

Frida simply shrugged and gave no verbal response; knowing what was ailing her but unsure that the older aunt who had taken her in after the death of her parents and that of her husband before them would welcome her broaching the subject.

Especially as it would reveal the younger woman’s knowledge of her intimate diaries and her further crime of actually reading them.

Diaries that were at the root of her sexual restlessness and filled her imagination with incredibly arousing imagery she found ultimately depressing for their being so... unattainable.
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Turning suddenly, the rashness of desire that ran hand-in-hand with being a year from her twenties still emboldening her, Frida had blurted out her question before thinking of the consequences that might follow once it had been aired and could not be taken back:

“Do you think a woman – even one of my tender years – should revere a husband as her lord-and-master and head-of-the-household; or...?”

In the space of her hesitation to finish her question, Frida noted that her aunt’s relaxed posture had stiffened and her expression had become... flushed. 

“...Or,” she began again, “should it be the wife who not only guides that husband’s behaviour – no matter how much younger she is in years – and be the one who exercises authority in their marriage?”

Vera Saynor made no rejoinder for a few moments but it was plain to see the thrill of excitement upon her cheeks elicited by her niece’s question and the memories it triggered.

She had long ceased to be astonished at Frida’s ways and doings and saw much of herself in the young woman.

But how much?

Enough to confide in her those sexual thoughts in regard of men she had held for as long as she could remember?

It was a part of what made her the individual she was and something she had shared only with the late husband.

And that out of necessity given he was the one she had chosen to satisfy desires that, though as old as time itself, were still frowned upon by the judgmental and hypocritical majority and were guaranteed to make one a social pariah were they ever to be aired in public.

“Why would you put such a question to me, Frieda?” she asked, pulses racing a little as she sensed a... ‘development’ of some kind in the charged air between them.

The girl obviously sensed it too and, rather than avert her eyes and change the subject – forearmed with the contents of her aunt’s own intimate diaries as she was – her vivid blue orbs stared into the corresponding green of Vera Saynor’s and held them.

Until:

“I have been reading some of your books – most of them actually,” she said truthfully; even if it was her aunt’s own writings that had fevered her imagination most.

Vera Saynor nodded and recrossed her stockinged and still shapely legs as she considered her reply as anticipation of something... interesting ...developing became keener.

“And which of my books led you to such an... interesting ...question?” she asked.

She saw the girl’s calculation and recognised it for what it was:

“Should I be bold and truthful as my aunt has always told me is best policy? Or prevaricate and not run the risk of offending her and, perhaps, ruining our relationship?”

It took but a second or perhaps two for her niece’s obvious inquisitiveness to quieten her concerns:

“Those books that deal with women who rule men,” she said finally.

“Specifically?”

“I began with the works of Masoch in your library.”

“And?”

“Found them risible but... intriguing.”

“You find it hard to believe that there are men who would submit themselves to women in such a way.

Frida’s snort of derision made her seem older than her years.

“Hardly,” she said with a mocking lilt to her tone. “There would hardly be so many ‘French Mistress’s”  and “strict Governesses” advertising their services in telephone boxes and street corners if there weren’t.”

The older woman couldn’t help a smile from curling her lips that was missed by her niece who was shaking her head with contempt, eyes gazing to the side as she measured its depth.

“Pathetic!”

Vera Saynor felt a sharp stab of disappointment.

“The idea of a man deferring to women in such... ways ...offends you then?”

“On the contrary aunty,” came the instant response and mystified Vera a little.

“But, you...?”

“When I say it’s pathetic I refer to the men in Masoch’s stories – and especially the overegged Venus in Furs exercise in wish-fulfilment.”

Vera waited, her years having taught her when to listen and prompt and when to respond.

“What would any woman who wishes to exercise control over these male beasts get from having one of Masoch’s whiny and flowery non-men under their heel?”

A charge of electricity seemed to surge downwards through the older woman’s matronly but still desirable body and she crossed her legs once again by way of a diversion; though the hiss of nylon upon nylon only served to increase the wattage of her triggered interest.

Could her prematurely matronly niece herself be of a similar ilk to her aunt?

“And it’s all so idealised and unreal,” Frida was going on, cheeks flushed with her own passion now as, having taken her finger from the dyke, she found herself unable to stop until the waters of her passion stopped flowing. Men branded and sewn into animal skins? Pfttt! Almost as if the writer knew his work would invite shame and ridicule and decided to make his writing so unbelievable he would be laughed at instead.”

Her eyes settled on her aunt and she shook her head:

“Really, aunty, I was amazed to find such pathetic trash in your library.”

Vera Saynor felt herself become heated for a different reason now and her voice became cold and accusing:

“And yet,” she began, “by your own words you read ‘most’ of them. Surely, if their subject matter was of the kind you found ‘pathetic’, you would have stopped reading after the first offended your literary tastes?”

The change in the young woman’s manner was instant.

From mocking teenager to concern for a loved one’s feelings in no less than the second of time it took for the sound of her aunt’s displeasure and the sight of her offended expression to impact upon her senses.

“Please, Aunty! You mustn’t think that was a criticism of you in any way. I share your curiosity on the subject of men. But men of the pitiful kind Masoch writes of.”

Vera Saynor’s ears had pricked.

What could her niece possibly know of her ‘curiosity’?

Could she have somehow found her diaries?

She hope not, but...

The curiosity referred to, despite her naturally take charge and forbidding demeanor and complementary appearance, she had only shared with her late-husband – and that in the privacy of the very home she and her niece now shared.

A germ of suspicion in embryonic form in regard of those diaries began to form as her niece continued in damage limitation mode:

“I was far more entertained and... and... interested, in the other examples of literature I found in the library for my bedtime reading.”

Now it was Frida whose face flushed and she averted her eyes from the knowing look beaming back at her; unsure now how to continue and beginning to wish she hadn’t opened up this line of discussion in the first place.

As it turned out, it was her knowing aunt who rescued her:

“You might be surprised, young Frida, that my reaction on reading Masoch was identical to your own and left me feeling... contemptuous.”

Frida looked up, relieved.

“Not for the risible examples of perverted masculinity his pen described, you understand, but for the woman – and especially the Wanda creature who was simply a cypher, as you say, of the writer’s own wish fulfilment without at any time showing how a true woman might exercise mastery over a real man.”

“Yes, Aunty Vera!” Frida gushed, her aunt having described her own thoughts perfectly. “I... I felt as if our whole sex were being demeaned as something evolution had put in place simply for men to keep their line going and for their base lusts and fantasies to be satisfied while leaving everything unchanged afterwards and us in our subservient positions.”

Vera nodded. She had known her niece was clever – though she showed no interest in pursuing an academic career – but she had not known she was so worldly. In the three years they had spent together since the death of Frida’s parents the two women had learned to tolerate one another extremely well. Their mutual affection had grown and – until this point - was perfectly respectable, in every way becoming to women of taste and restraint bound together by ties of convenience and decorum.

“I take it that, like me, you found the few works by serious female authors on the subject more to your... taste?” Vera probed.

“You refer to Rachilde?” Frida nodded, receiving one in return. “Yes. The two books of hers in your library are certainly more satisfying on an intellectual and a believability level. Though...”

“Yes?”

“Forgive me, aunty, but even they were ultimately unsatisfying.”

Vera was ahead of her, having trod this same intellectual and emotional path as a young woman long before her niece:

“The triumphs were too easy and the men over whom she triumphed were far too easily conquered. Correct?”

Still a little fevered of cheek, Frida nodded.

“Yes, I felt the same way upon reading them,” agreed Vera Saynor as she wrestled with a decision as to how far she should take this conversation with a niece who, clever or not, had yet to reach her twentieth year.

“It is one thing to take the raw material of a man and make him acknowledge his inferiority to our sex so that ha actually comes to take pleasure in serving our wishes and behaving in a way that makes his owne-...”

She corrected herself instantly but knew her niece had divined her true choice of word.

“...That makes him take a pride in pleasing the woman who has chosen him.” 

She smiled.

“Because, and never forget, Frida,” that it is always the true woman who chooses the man and only those of our sex limited by either looks, intellect or both, who submit to being chosen. Certainly, there are superior men, but it is my belief that in any conflict between the sexes other than the violently physical a superior woman would always prove victorious.”

Frida’s own stockinged legs in the skirt Vera considered too short in the fashion of the day – though she had started to wear shorter skirts herself rose up as she sat and a shoe, so animated, charged, and distracted had their conversation made her, slipped from the end of her toes to the rug below.

“Tell me, my dear,” her aunt continued, certain by now of what the reply to her next question would be. “Do I take it that the prospect of... having ...a man of your own – a real man; to mould train and control in ways of your own choosing, is something that appeals to you?”

She could see her niece was too full of emotion and, yes, lust, to answer.

Had she been able to read her mind, she would also have read relief there. 

Relief that she would not have to explain how her fledgling attraction to female dominance of the male had been taken to higher levels by her reading the diaries of the life she had shared with her late-husband as his mistress, wife, and owner.

“Because, if you are, my dear Frida,” the older woman went on, “then I think we both need to speak at greater length as to just what your expectations are in this regard...”
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​​​​​​Chapter 2
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November 30. 1930

“For a woman who thinks as we do, my dear,” observed Vera Saynor during the third of their discussions on the subject, the older woman having taken it slowly with her young charge that she might gauge the level and seriousness of her attraction to what she had read in the books housed in her library, “there is no greater sense of satisfaction – of a sexual and social kind – than the exercise of personal power over a man of one’s own.”
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Her niece was seated before a warming fire in the aunt’s library, Vera Saynor looking every inch the formidable and severe woman her niece now knew her to be as she stood by the shelves having just read from a particular passage she had sought out.

The glasses she wore for reading only serving to deepen the impression of a... dominant ...woman.

The library itself a room only Vera and her niece were allowed to enter that was kept locked during those parts of the day Miss Jenkins, their housekeeper-cum-cook was about her business.

It would not do, after all, for the woman to see the content of that library and, even though the contents of the books themselves were mainly in French and neither she nor her aunt had any suspicion the somewhat parochial and unworldly woman knew a word of the gallic, some of the covers themselves would likely give rise to some lively village gossip if they were to be seen.

Hence the fact that the responsibility for keeping room, shelves and tomes tidy fell to young Frida.

And was no hardship at all to the young woman, who loved little better than being around literature and the feel of a book to hand; especially when she was seated before a roaring fire with a warming hot-chocolate to hand listening to her aunt hold forth on the inadequacies of men and why it was not only reasonable but entirely right they should be ruled and governed in their private lives – if not always the public versions – women of responsibility.

Even if their predilections were sometimes a little on the... warped ...side.

The very reason, after all, an inner voice assured any callow guilt she might be feeling for having such desires in the first place, that they were so... powerful.

“Now that I know we are on the same page, so to speak, my darling niece,” the older woman continued, “I can tell you that the first time I made your Uncle acknowledge his inferior and dependent role in our marriage was one of the most thrilling experiences of my life to that point.”

Placing the book down, she sat and crossed her matronly but shapely legs in their tan stockings, a slight amused and aroused curl at the corner of her full lips acting as witness to the arousal this preoccupation with her memories fetched with it.

“Be so good, if you will, my dear, to use the chair and fetch my diary for the year 1910 from the top shelf.

Frida obliged and noted that her aunt scrutinised her legs in their black heels as she did so.

Not in a sexual way, of course.

That, she thought would have been a little troubling; neither of them having professed an interest in their own sex nor, indeed, having one.

She located the year in question, pleased that now things were out in the open between herself and her aunt that the diaries had been placed in the library.

A happy relocation.

And one where she might read and re-read them at her leisure without having to take them from their hideaway in her aunt’s bedroom.

She handed the book to her aunt but Vera Saynor shook her head.

“Turn to the entry for August 17, if you will my dear, and read it aloud for me.”

Seating herself and crossing her legs in exact imitation of the aunt who was both role-model and mentor to her, Frida flicked to the entry and began to read aloud....”

“....A day of days!!

The day my darling William finally submitted to the inevitable.

All my hints and inferences, together with my new and increasingly provocative use of the clothing I had purchased for just such a purpose and getting him to read – unwillingly to begin with – the books I have been collecting and whose subject matter he had known nothing of; nor seemed interested in developing, have borne fruit.

Though it must be stressed that by far the biggest factor in bringing him to a more reasonable point has been my steadfast refusal to allow him the sex for which he is quite desparate.

Especially now I make sure to allow him glimpses of my body on a regular basis.

Always, however, either clothed or covered with arousing undergarments sure to pique his interest.

By this time his investments have ensured he no longer needed to be in London and we could finally retire to the country home and the peace and seclusion it would provide without any concerns in regard of money. 

[image: A person in a underwear

Description automatically generated]

Its seclusion also meaning he would find it difficult to find a willing mistress if my cutting him off and his need for sex led him down that faithless road.

Besides, at almost fifty, and being twenty-one years my senior – and bald into the bargain – he would hardly be in great demand save for his money with either the women in the village or those more alluring examples back in London.

Just the same. He had always been a masculine man and was not someone likely to be browbeaten into simply buckling under pressure.

And certainly not the pressure I had in mind.

Explaining my excitement when he sought me out as I stood in the bedroom I had recently excluded him from using the excuse of his “atrocious snoring”.

His eyes as he virtually drank in my body as I stood before him in my underwear held a hunger I had not seen from him in the eight years of our, deliberately, childless marriage to this point; gazing upon my firm and still youthful body that was now bronzed from my time spent in the sheltered and private garden of our new home with a hunger I was delighted to see looked almost helpless.

So far had I reduced this powerful man with my refusal to indulge his carnal demands.

At least until he became more deferential towards his more than capable young wife...”

...Frida broke off to sip at the neglected hot-chocolate that was no longer even warm and barely noticed it. Her own heat palpable even at what was a third reading of her aunt’s intimate and shocking journal of how she had made her husband... mindful ...of her.

Vera Saynor watched with a wry smile and waited for her niece to pick up the narrative.

She did so almost immediately...

“...‘This can’t go on, Vera,’ he started in on me no sooner than he was through the door – and without knocking, I might add.

‘You’re right,’ I told him crossly. ‘Do you always enter a woman’s bedroom without asking her permission first? Or don’t the old trollops you must be seeing behind my back mind?’

‘You’re my wife, do I have to remind you? I should be in this bedroom with you, not having to knock first. What’s happened to you? Ever since we’ve moved down here you seem to have developed a loose screw.’

‘You know what to do then,’ I challenged him.

He said nothing and I pressed home my advantage:

‘Or is it that you know you’ll never find another woman like me?’ I jeered as his eyes, despite his anger, couldn’t bring themselves to leave my firm and bronzed body.

‘You...? You no longer love me, then?’ he asked.

Piteously.

Pathetically.

Wonderfully!

‘Why would you say such a stupid thing?’ I snarled at him. ‘I vowed until death do us part and I fully intend to honour that so long as you begin to show me the respect I deserve.’

‘But... But I do respect you. How could you think otherwise?’

‘Because of your refusal to allow me to be the leader in our relationship when all along it has been obvious that my will is stronger than yours and I am at least as intelligent as you and probably a lot more besides.’

‘But...’

‘No more buts!’ I snapped and felt both gratified and energised when he fell silent.

“This ends here,’ I went on. ‘You either show me that you respect me and will follow my lead and accept my authority in this marriage, or...’

I took a half-step towards him and placed my hands upon my hips imperiously, knowing the movement would thrust my breasts out towards him.

‘Or... you will never know this body you so desire again.’

It was incredible. He was a man nearing fifty who looked like nothing more than a boy of seven whose mummy had just snatched his favourite bag of sweets from his grasp. Devastated and on the verge of juvenile tears.

‘Please, Vera, I...’

‘I’m deadly serious, William. Either show me a sign of your respect this instant or we are finished and I will pack you a bag and consult a solicitor immediately.’ 

‘You...? You would end our marriage?... Over something so... so...’

‘Important,’ I finished for him, knowing it was not what he was about to say. ‘If we are to be happy there can be only one master in our relationship.’

The prospect and, more so, the word seemed to horrify him.

‘If you have not dropped to your knees and crawled to my feet by the time I count to three, I shall consider our union at an end and there will be NO second chance.’

Had I suddenly transformed into an Abominable Snow-Woman before his eyes I don’t believe he could have looked more stunned.

And it was about to become worse.

‘Then,’ I went on, in what I can only describe as a lust inspired by my sense of growing power, ‘When you reach my feet I expect you to kiss each of my toes as a sign of your future intent.’

At first, I thought he would baulk at such a degrading request – and his expression certainly verified my suspicion; but I noticed something else go through him.

Was it a shiver of something... pleasurable?

Having committed myself anyway, I began the count:

‘One...’

There was no movement.

‘Two...’

Was that a twitch of his shoulders?

And then, just as I was about to utter the word that would take us beyond any possibility of returning...
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​​​​​​Chapter 3
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January 17. 1931

As it turned out, fate proved amenable to the new meeting of the minds that had taken place in the Saynor home in the Kent countryside just outside the small town of Spredding.

Not a full month into the New year had passed after the initial conversation that confirmed their likeminds on the subject of men, and a growing ease in discussing such intimate subject matter with each other now held sway. Their discussions had become bolder to the point of the licentious and it had been agreed that any man Frida might choose – subject to her aunt’s approval – would need to accept that he would be living with them in Vera’s home and would have no say in the matter.

In fact, so comfortable had they become in their shared lusts and the fantasies they were hoping to make real, Vera had even confided to her niece about the relationship she formed with her late-mother’s late-brother.

A confidence that had led to the offer of Frida reading her intimate diaries of the time.

And an offer that was accepted with genuine excitement.
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The imagery the descriptions of actual events stirred in her thoughts, and the varied and necessarily man-free ways in which she satisfied them at this point, made a second reading no kind of hardship. 

The general result of their relations was that Frida’s restlessness and sexual tension after one of their more... vivid ...discussions on this particular day, along with the warmth of her young blood; saw her seeking even the cooling air of a very cold and unpleasant winter afternoon to stroll the mile and a half or so into town.

Here and there on her walk, a tree had died and fallen, leaving an unsightly gap, and one huge trunk still lay upon the ground after a terrific storm of the preceding year, left there to rot in the indifference of town-council and of tenants. 

On either side of the elms was a broad strip of meadow which once had been a well-kept lawn, but now was overgrown and dense. The kind of place in its heyday where once fine ladies in hoops and gentlemen with periwigs had sauntered, discussing the wars and their imaginary heroics, no doubt. This while the disenfranchised women spoke of Austen heroines and other domestic matters not likely to upset the set views of chauvinist and unchallenged male partners. 

On she walked until she came to the vacant white-house in the woods that had been built in the reign of George II and had been empty almost as long. It seemed to have acquired no hold upon the land which bore it. With its plain front and many windows, the Doric portico exactly in the middle, it looked as if it were merely placed upon the ground as a house of cards is built upon the floor.

With no foundations. 

The passing years had given it no beauty, and it stood now as for more than a century it had stood, a blot upon the landscape, vulgar and new at one time and now just dilapidated. 

Surrounded by the fields, it had no garden but for a few beds planted about its feet, and in these the flowers, uncared for, had grown wild or withered away.

It was still mid-afternoon, but already the day was declining and the lowering clouds seemed to shut out the light. 

Frida felt a lowering of spirit despite the earlier adrenalin rush from speaking to her aunt on the subject dear to them both and had almost decided to turn back when she looked once more down the hill and felt her heart give a great thud against her chest as her senses found themselves on full-alert.

Suddenly, and even more so than earlier, her blood seemed to rush through the vessels with an urgent rapidity.

It was a man! 

A man who was unknown to her from the uninteresting specimens of local masculinity.

And he was coming up the hill towards her.

He came nearer, a tall fellow of twenty-seven, massively set together, big boned, with long arms and legs, and a magnificent breadth of chest.

Just the type of real” man she had discussed with her aunt as they spent long evenings before the fire discussing outlining and refining the kind of man – a figment of their heated imaginations at that point – they would prefer to own.

Not to mention what they would make of him.

“Afternoon, Ma’am,” he said with a smile when they were within a few yards of each other, handsome of face and build and tolerably well-spoken.

Neither titled nor local gentry, she told herself; though his shoes and expensive overcoat spoke of money and her thoughts immediately placed him as a self-made man.

An older self-made man who, if she guessed, right was in his early forties; despite giving the impression of being younger.

And a man she was already picturing unmaking who was at least twenty-years her senior and closer to her aunt’s fifty-three than her almost twenty.

“Are you lost?” she asked without the hint of a smile, testing the waters with a little attitude to see how he reacted.

He seemed unfazed and simply pointed to the white-house:

“Afraid not,” he said with a hint of self-deprecation. “Though I might want to be if the house I’m thinking of buying’s as bad inside as it is out.”

Her heart fluttered.

Was this handsome man going to be their neighbour?

Could fate really be so generous in bringing a man who answered both her and her aunt’s description of the kind of man they pictured as their chattel almost to their door.

And getting to know him had just been made ridiculously for them.

“You may well want to,” she agreed, catching his eyes flitting to her well-turned ankles in their walking shoes before quickly bringing them back up to her face. “I’m afraid it’s in quite a state of neglect and has been for a long, long, time.

“I take it you’re from around here then?” he asked and she sensed an... interest.

“I live with my aunt,” she gestured back in the direction from which she’d come. “Two hundred yards in that direction and you’ll be on her land. There’s no through road and it’s the only other house around until you reach town.

He smiled and, impulsively, she stretched out her hand.

“I’m Frida Halliday,” she said.

Still smiling, she could tell he obviously liked what he saw. It warmed her. For though she knew she wasn’t pretty and certainly not beautiful, her aunt assured her there was a character to her face and a powerful hour-glass young body to match.

“Oliver,” he said. “Oliver Wilson.”

He stopped and shook her smaller hand; the touch of his big, firm fingers making her tremble. 

And not with the desire to overpowered by his masculinity.

The fire of desire flooding her veins seemed so hot it could be mistaken for cold.

The desire to dominate. 

His hand was massive and hard as if it were hewn of stone and the prospect of ruling the man who owned it, though she knew him not at all, was as powerful as anything she had experienced in the presence of a man.

She looked up at him and smiled.

“Isn’t it cold?” she said. “I was going to walk into town but I think I’ll get back to the fire at home. Good-afternoon to you, Mr Wilson and good luck with the house.”

“And to you, Miss Halliday,” he said, his voice in her mind seeming to emphasise the ‘Miss’ with much pleasure 

“And please call me, Oliver,” he told her as she turned to make her way back up the hill to her aunt’s.

She said nothing but felt elated as yet more imagery flooded into her thoughts.

This time it was a picture of her aunt, dominant and commanding in pale grey lingerie, with an old-fashioned fly-swatter in her hand as the man she had just left behind her on the hill crawled to her feet... 

Then, rousing herself, and as if in afterthought, she turned back to him:
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He looked puzzled.

“You’ll be cold when you’ve finished,” she said with a faint smile. “Come up to the house for tea and warm yourself. You can meet my aunt.”

She turned and walked off without a glance back; calling over her shoulder as she did so:

“We’ll expect you in an hour or so.”

“That’s very kind of you Miss Halliday,” he called after her. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Foolish creature!” said Frida to herself with amusement, full suddenly of a deep certainty that he was the one., “He has no idea that this is the first day of the rest of his life..”

Her smile was positively radiant as she went her way and pictured her aunt’s face when she described what had happened and who was coming to visit.

And what all her senses were telling her was about to follow...
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​​​​​​Chapter 4
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April 16. 1931

With a swinging step Frida returned to the house in what was these days her usual condition of condition of anticipatory arousal whenever she removed herself from the household for a while to walk or shop.

Since that first life-altering discussion with her aunt after having read her diaries and wanting what she had seen written there for herself, events had moved apace.

Not the least of them the presence of Oliver Wilson on a daily basis in their home after her aunt had insisted it would make life easier for him to live nearby the white-house he was slowly having made habitable.

Though he was not to know they had already made the decision for him that he would never live in it and would either sell or rent it to someone to our liking.

After all, what possible use had he for a home when he had a perfectly good one here and two women in it for whom he would be most useful.

Once trained that is.

They had discovered that he was not so much a self-made man as a man made by an inheritance from his late-grandfather who had outlived all of the few relatives he’d had on both sides of the family.

[image: A close-up of a person's legs

Description automatically generated]

A private individual who had come to Spredding with the intention of finding a quiet life away from London to enjoy his own company and interests with only himself to answer to.

Well, he would certainly find the quiet life for which he hungered.

Unfortunately, they intended he would be made answerable.

To them.

She recognised her aunty’s excitement the moment he entered to take tea with them on that very first day. She was wearing seamed stockings and a skirt to the knees as she pecked towards him and offered her hand; which to her surprise, and it seemed his own, he took reverently and placed a most respectful kiss upon the back of it.

It seemed, though he tried hard to hide it during his stay before leaving to return to London, that he found it hard to decide upon which pair of legs he wished to cast his supposedly covert but entirely obvious looks; taken it seemed with both the younger and the older woman.

By the time he had left both women aunt were agreed they had just met the man who embodied the kind of man they wanted in their lives.

A real man they intended to make their own - despite what they knew would be initial resistance.

After all, what man worthy of the description would ever enjoy describe himself as the chattel of a woman – even if it was only in his thoughts?

She recalled with excitement the long and excited discussion they had after he had left and they sipped at their Sherries beside the roaring fire...

“...We must take it slowly and carefully,” said her aunt as she slipped off a shoe and massaged a stockinged foot, imagining, no doubt, that it was the strong and capable hands of the guest who had just left doing the massaging.

Strong and capable hands doing so under the direction of a woman.

“That was how I eventually led your Uncle to his rightful submission and how we will lead our Mr Wilson.”

Her niece nodded agreement, knowing from aunt’s her diaries that she considered patience everything and that the stallion one wished to make obedient should be led gradually to the halter until he had no qualms when it came time for it to be placed about his neck.

“Of course,” she had continued, “there are those men with whom it makes no difference how slowly or how cleverly one sets about taming them. It will simply not happen. But with your Uncle I was always confident there was a hidden need in him to place his life in my hands and the authority with which to... manage ...him.”

Frida had waited, sensing she had not finished.

Then:

“With your Mr Wilson,” she continued as I held my breath in the hope she found him as suitable mentally as I was already convinced she was physically persuaded, “I sense exactly what I sensed with your Uncle.”

“Then you think...?”

She smiled, as excited about the prospective new man in our lives and what we intended for him as her overheating niece.

“I think he is about as perfect as we hoped in our dreams and discussions that our bond-servant would be,” she said finally.

“You really think you could get him to accept that?” Frida gushed, fidgeting uncomfortably in her seat at such a pussy-tingling possibility.

“Slowly and cleverly...? By all means. Did you see how he found it hard to tear his eyes from our legs.”

She laughed.

“The poor boy! And he thought he was being so subtle with his attentions.”

“And it wasn’t just our legs,” offered Frida with emphasis on the ‘just’”

Again she laughed and, in her laughter, her niece detected triumph.

“No, my dear niece. You’re right. He seemed equally as taken with our feet – more so in fact.”

“Which,” came in the younger woman, “and if the books in your library are right, notably Mr Krafft Ebing’s, is a reasonably certain sign that he is sexually submissive.”

“Only reasonably certain, I am afraid, my dear,” she said to Frida’s disappointment; though her next words dispelled any gloom her niece might have been inclined to feel.

“However,” she went on, “I am of the mind that – though he has no idea of the fact and simply brushes off any fantasies regarding himself and women he might have in this regard – that Mr Oliver Wilson is no more than a posturing Hercules waiting for his Omphale to emasculate him...”

...Back in the present, Frida let herself into the house through the front door and smiled to herself at her thoughts; having enjoyed her aunt’s classical allusion to their chosen man’s coming subjection and enjoying the imagery of him as Hercules as he went about the bidding of his Amazon mistress in the women’s garb she insisted upon.

Not that she and her aunt had any time for frivolity of the kind.

Their servant needed to be a man.

And be seen as one.

Both masculine and servile.

To them. 

That, as her aunt had assured her, was the real triumph.

To make the brute male bend his neck to their feminine power; even though he wished to do no such thing but saw his obedience as the only way to stay in their lives.

As her aunt had put it:

“The female must cast a net over senses to which he can do more than answer. She must obsess him. If he attempts to kiss her lips? She must offer her hand. 

When next he attempts to kiss her hand? Then he must be shown her dainty foot in its shoe and be told to kiss its shiny toe. 

When next he goes for that shoe? Then he must be told to remove the shoe and place his lips with reverence upon the skin of her bare feet.

“By such increments do we place the collar of  need about his neck and our brand upon his soul.”

As always, her aunt’s words at the time had fed her own warped sensuality and led to yet another feverish episode in the privacy of her own bedroom.

As had the discovery after her return from another walk similar to the one she had just taken not two months before, to find Oliver Wilson in the front-room with her aunt.

Not so much the fact he was with her but the sight of him kneeling before her and massaging one, alabaster and imperious foot; so rapt in his devotion to pleasing it as his hands kneaded and massaged that he had no idea his act of submission – though he would not have described it that way at the time – was being witnessed.

The look in her aunt’s eyes as they met her own over the back of her toiling Hercules was nothing if not pure and unadulterated triumph for her suspicions regarding the weaknesses of this false god of a brute sex and the virtues of patience.

Now, as Frida closed the door behind her and its sound fetched their manservant hurrying from the kitchen to attend to her, she decided it was high time their new flunky supplied her own feet with some rightly subservient attention.

As she called out for him, she was already picturing the last time she’d had him adore her in such a fashion. 
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​​​​​​Chapter 5
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February 28. 1931

“It is not that I don’t find you an attractive man Mr Wilson,” she told him, purposely having neglected to address him by his given-name since his arrival; despite his attempts to persuade her to do so. “Nor that I’m not fond of you in my own way. But I’m afraid my aunt and I are of a likemind when it comes to men and you are so obviously not of a kind to be amenable to what we seek in our relationships with the male sex.”

They were taking tea with each other in the conservatory, this while awaiting her aunt’s return from having driven herself to Maidstone for a rare shopping jaunt, when Oliver Wilson broached the subjects of his feelings for the self-contained young woman who had captured his heart and, more importantly for his future though he was yet to be aware of it,  command of his sexual fantasies.

A command she shared with her aunt who, in her own mature and voluptuous way, had cast something of a spell over his sexual senses since he had first agreed to accept her offer to stay in her home while his own was ready for him to occupy and had been growing inexorably and steadily from the first time he had stepped in it to take tea.

Frida had no way of knowing if he suspected exactly what that “likemind” was when it came to their expectations of his own sex but knew that, unless he was an utter dullard, which both she and her aunt knew was not the case, he must surely have picked up on the clues before his eyes.

Her aunt Vera had even taken the trouble to fill the small bookcase in his bedroom with reading matter from her own library – fiction and non-fiction – on the subject of commanding women and said it would surely be but a matter of time before he began studying them in the privacy of his bedroom on those long nights when he found sleep hard to come by.

Again she had been right and he had actually commented to Frida on the “strange” collection of literature he had found in his room.

“They belong to my aunt,” she told him, “and were given by her to her late-husband whose room it was that you are now in.”

He looked mildly surprised.

“You mean...? They...?”

“Did they not share a bedroom as man and wife?” she finished for him.

“Well... Yes.”

“Aunty believes that the best, the most lasting and the most successful of  marriages are those in which order is kept.”

Now he looked puzzled.

“I don’t take your meaning.”

“I assume you’ve read the books in your room? If you have then you will have some idea of what exactly my aunt expects from the men she allows into her life.”

He looked none the wiser.

With a light sigh that made her considerable breasts rise and fall in the confinement of her fitted blouse and, to her recurring delight, captured his eyes, she pressed on; an image of herself stood before him, posture imperious and imposing, means of chastisement to hand delighting her senses:

“My aunt believes that order in relationships, as in life, is everything and has always been convinced that, on the whole, that this order is best maintained by a female hand.”
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“Order of the kind I read of in those books, do you mean?” he asked.

“You will need to be more precise if I am to answer you,” she told him.

He fidgeted uncomfortably as he sipped at his tea, obviously feeling somewhat on the spot, lowered eyes torn between studying the carpet and the competing sight of her stockinged feet in their heels resting upon it.

Then, finally:

“It’s hardly a suitable subject for a man of my age to be speaking about with a woman of yours,” he told her, still darting glances between the carpet and her feet.

“And yet you have no problem telling me of your... feelings ...for me,” she said with just a hint of sarcasm and felt euphoric at the immediate flush her words fetched to his handsome and masculine cheeks.

“That... That...”

“Would it surprise you to learn, Mr Wilson, that I have read every word of every last book in my aunt’s library?”

“I... I... Yes, I suppose it would a little. I mean, your aunt’s behaviour being so correct in other ways. That she would allow a young woman of your...”

“Are you saying one must be of a certain age and, perhaps, sex to be allowed to read and enjoy literature unless deemed otherwise by one’s elders?”

“Well...” 

“Because if you were to tell me you do,” she came in, “my fondness for you would be somewhat diminished.

“N-No,” he protested instantly. “It... It’s not that I believe that, but... Well, you would have to agree that much of the subject matter in those books was... is ...morally questionable.”

“Depends on whose morals and whose questions you speak of, Mr Wilson,” she replied, thrilled to have him on the intellectual backfoot as well as the sexual. “Simply because one believes life is best lived when ordered, it does not have to mean that the order in which it is arranged follows on from so-called normal and homogenous expectations.”

He sipped his tea, red-cheeked, obviously unnerved to have been upbraided in such a way by a young woman twenty years or more his junior.

A young woman, moreover, who spoke down to him so seriously as if she were twenty years his senior.

“I would also tell you that, while some of the plots and the episodes in those books were a little... risible ...to me, I also found them terribly enchanting.”

She thought he might drop his cup and saucer to the carpet, so surprised did he look.

“You...? You found them...?”

“Enchanting, yes,” she told him, emboldened enough by what she saw as the strength of the attraction he so obviously felt for her to continue, choosing her words to best inflame his imagination.

“That a man could revere a woman enough to place his childish and masculine ego at her feet is something I find both empowering and wholly right. I agree with my aunt on this and, except under certain conditions and with certain men, feel that it is always correct for the woman to accept responsibility for the man of her choice.”

“B-But...? Some of those books describe... Describe...”

“Men being disciplined by women. Yes. Of course they do, Mr Wilson. It is hardly a new concept and should be common to any man who has known a caring but firm mother with his future interests at heart. I see no reason, along with my aunt, that so sensible a practice should cease simply because a man ages and grows more physically powerful.”

Her thoughts suddenly raced back to one of her favourite passages from the books she knew resided in his room.

A passage describing how three ladies – though they happened to be of the Sapphic variety – decided they would like a live-in ‘Manservant’ to wait on them in the home they shared...

... His name was 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.

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 kitchen 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. 

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 kitchen, 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.

The man not to know he soon would.

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.

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 kitchen table 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.

“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 more outraged hue if he had.

For though the ever slippery Hands had at least made him aware his service to the women would be more that of indentured servant than salaried retainer, he had thought the solicitor was simply spicing up his metaphors with a fanciful sprinkling of hyperbole to outline a situation that was, at the least... 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 for the first time in her life. Having 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.

“These requirements Mr Hands outlined to you,” Miss Thomsett continued, “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 with no small rancor, eyes unable to meet hers and instead seeming to study the laces of her boots.

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.

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.”

“I’m sure you will find Mr Gaskell here more than fulfils these requirements, Miss Frobisher,” offered the unctuous Hands; desirous as ever of safeguarding his promised windfall.

Helen nodded, keeping the vivid blue eyes she had long been told were her best feature focused on Gaskell as she proceeded in the way agreed between the women beforehand: 

“That is why, Mr Gaskell, we were all most interested when we explained our requirements to Mr Hands and he told us of the dire nature of your current situation.”

She could see his agitation as he kept his head lowered, eyes again seeming to fix upon the boots of one or other of the ladies.

“Not to mention its likely... outcome... should you not find a means of... restitution.”

The man Gaskell, she noted, though uneasy at the mention of his plight, was far from being intimidated by her frank appraisal and even more frank summary. In fact, he, was staring right back at her and she promised herself he would pay for his insolence at a later date. It was, she thought, almost as if he were trying to assert himself. A result, no doubt, of finding himself so... dependent... for the first time in his life.
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Dependent upon... women.

“We are all well aware of your history and the fact you once employed servants of your own,” she told him, continuing to lecture the older man, her own gaze unblinking and her triumph considerable when he could no longer hold her stare. 

“But that is in the past now and, through your own actions – remarkably feckless and stupid actions, I feel compelled to add – you are now forced to the less than gentlemanly act of earning your own keep.”

Unused to being lectured in such a way – and by a woman who was quite considerably his junior - the man’s head shot up and for one moment – and to the unctuous one’s horror - it looked as if his pride would result in him making a response that would lose him the opportunity the women were offering.

And the solicitor Hands his share of the fee agreed for negotiating it; so no surprise then that it was the self-serving solicitor who spoke first:

“Thank you, kindly, Miss Frobisher, he told her, turning in his seat as he did so to flash Gaskell a look of warning that reminded him of the consequences for him, should he fail to land this position; together with the benefit for his physical – and perhaps mortal – well-being. 

His face when he turned back to the three women already adopting its usual expression of no trouble being so great it could not be overcome.

“You are correct, of course, that Mr Gaskell has suffered a number of financial setbacks recently – and one in particular that we might describe as critical. Many of them, I am sure he would agree, that might have been avoided had he exercised more care when it came to both his pleasures and those with whom he associated.”

This last went down with the man only slightly better than Helen Frobisher’s uncomplimentary observation; but at least he remained quiet as Hands went about securing his own payday.

“As I have already explained to you,” Mr Gaskell’s recent setbacks were the result of ill-advised speculations rather than dishonesty on his part. He is, I can vouch, and one rather ruinous peccadillo apart, a man of impeccable moral compass and one that any three ladies in the land could trust with the running of their household.”

“He does not appear too excited by the opportunity we are giving him,” observed Beatrice who, with her raven black hair scraped from her already sharp features and tied at the back, looked the very epitome of no-nonsense discipline – an impression any number of the school-children she had once taught until recently, boys or girls, could vouch accurate.

Hands manner was one of sad regret:

“Ah, on that truism I cannot refute you, Miss Copland,” he sighed. “But then, Mr Gaskell, until very recently, has known only the carefree existence that goes with having enough in the way of available money for one’s needs. Along with this, we are speaking of a former Charterhouse boy and a Varsity Blue. 

It was not information which seemed to cut much in the way of ice with any of the ladies but Hands persisted:

“The progeny of parents of quality, who departed his life at a formative period of his youth when their influence upon him was most required. Is it so surprising he would be less than enthusiastic when it comes to exchanging a life of carefree hedonism for that of domestic service?”

The faces around the table – and upon the former hedonist himself – told the oily and deceitful legal man he had, again, chosen his words well; even if he could tell the man was seething at being spoken of while he was close enough to hear the words describing him.

But the women, he knew – despite the fear Gaskell might allow his own anger to queer his own mercenary pitch - were only part pretending to need persuading and his carefully chosen words had at least thrown the man’s ego a small bone.

Though he was aware there was work to be completed still.

The women he knew also, without being even slightly judgemental, were all but convinced the man he had described to them was perfect for the less than moral purposes of human bondage they had in mind. 

Even more so, he could tell, from having now seen him in the flesh and been supplied a face to attach to their lurid and sadistic fantasies.

Fantasies that had provided him with more than enough fodder, during nights in his cold and austere home that had yet to know the humanising touch of a female. His curiosity as to the mysteries of female-upon-female sex leading to many interludes of onanism that never failed to leave him feeling... lacking. Though the thoughts he had on behalf of his friend-cum-acquaintance, and how he would be added to the mix of sexual sadism and the lesbian, did add a frisson of excitement to his nocturnal adventures that were only slightly marred by his even more slight guilt for his being instrumental in ensuring Gaskell would play a part in them at all.  

He knew also, however, that they remained three women about to take an older and physically more powerful male into their home. Something that was always a tricky consideration for the weaker sex. And, no matter how... neutered... they knew him to be in metaphorical terms, they could never be supplied enough in the way of reassurances in regard of his future behaviour.  
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