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Other books by this author. 



Male Chastity – How to. 

An essential guide for chastising the man in your life, this book provides must know ideas and tips to get started for couples who want to live the life style of a chastised male with a male or female key holder. From selecting the device to deciding on lockup periods and fun ways to vary them, this book gives you some great ideas to get started and keep him begging for it. 



A Woman’s Guide to FemDom

An essential beginners guide for ladies who want an introduction to the FemDom scene or, indeed, for the curious male who is considering asking his partner to indulge his fantasy and wants to know what he may be letting himself in for.  BDSM is becoming far more mainstream in these enlightened days and many women regularly come across references to it, finding that they want to know more about it, perhaps give it a try.  FemDom is one aspect of the BDSM scene and this book tries to explain the concepts behind making a FemDom/malesub relationship work, providing some practical advice for the novice Domme about what to do and how to do it.  Many of the activities described are put to use by Jenny in the

‘Jenny and John Series’ of books described below. 



One Wife’s Solution

(The Jenny and John Series)

Book 1: The Awakening

The story of a married couple’s switch, from a normal vanilla relationship, to one of Female Domination and male submission. 

There are a number of things wrong with Jenny’s marriage but she still loves her husband John deeply. When he asks her to spank him she seizes on the opportunity to make a few changes, with some long term goals in mind, to correct some of the things that are wrong or missing from their life together. But first she has to ensure that

John is completely under her control, obedient and adoring. To achieve this she has to strip John of all dignity, pride, possessiveness, selfishness and most of all his will to act independently, his self determination, and then replace all that with just one thing – an irresistible desire to selflessly serve her, to make her happy and contented, for the rest of his life. 



One Wife’s Solution

(The Jenny and John Series)

Book 2: Muzzled

The story of a married couple’s switch, from a normal vanilla relationship, to one of Female Domination and male submission.  In this 2nd book of the series, Jenny continues with her plans to achieve some long term goals, to correct some of the things that are wrong or missing from their life together.  Slowly but surely she tightens her control of John, stripping him of all dignity, pride, possessiveness, selfishness and most of all his will to act independently, his self determination.  She feminises him and christens him ‘sissy’ and then locks his small cock away in a chastity belt.  Her ultimate humiliation for John comes when she leaves him in the care of a ‘responsible adult’, her mother, whilst she pursues other activities for the weekend.  Naked, bound, gagged, chastised and kneeling in his mother-in-law’s living room, John is truly

‘muzzled’ in more ways than one! 



One Wife’s Solution

(The Jenny and John Series)

Book 3: Perpetual Retribution

The continuing story of a married couple’s switch, from a normal vanilla relationship, to one of Female Domination and male submission.  The power exchange is virtually complete now and John is responding to humiliating orders and instructions more or less without question.  He becomes a cuckold but doesn’t know it yet, however, Jenny will soon be telling him all about it.  His relationship with his mother-in-law has changed forever after Jenny left him with her for the weekend, naked and muzzled, whilst she

spent the weekend getting laid by a well endowed stud.  John’s role as sissy the maid is strengthened during the following week with a new maids uniform and he is then introduced to a new Mistress as sissy the slutty maid – no other than Zoe, his little sister. Both Zoe and his mother-in law have retribution in mind when they get to ‘play’

with him. 



One Wife’s Solution

(The Jenny and John Series)

Book 4: Cucked to Perfection

In book 4 John slips deeper into submission as Jenny tightens her grip and works relentlessly towards the attainment of her final goal. 

John gets the caning of his life from his little sister, Zoe, whom Jenny has now elevated to the position of Mistress Zoe as far as John is concerned.  John has also been ‘toilet trained’ which he later finds out was at Zoe’s request, and Zoe delights in making him perform that duty at every opportunity. John finally knows for sure that he is a cuckold after some erotic taunting from Zoe whilst he is bound and helpless and whilst Jenny is out on a date with Steve, from which she returns home with the evidence still inside her for John to clean up.  A big weekend for both Jenny and John awaits as Steve comes to stay for the weekend, sleeping in the marital bed with Jenny whilst John is relegated to the small box room, after he had performed his cuck duties, that is.  And eagerly Zoe awaits his visit to her, where she has planned some pretty kinky ‘adventures’ for John to participate in. 



One Wife’s Solution

(The Jenny and John Series)

Book 6: A Pleasure Realised

John is introduced to gay sex by Zoe at the hands of James and his partner Simon, putting John in a very difficult position.  He was not gay and really had no wish to partake in the evil predicament that Zoe had put him in, but at the same time he wanted to prove to Mistress Jenny that he was worthy of being her slave, that he was obedient and would obey whatever instruction he was given to the

letter.  How could he, then, refuse to take part in the predicament he found himself in?  Also coming up was his release from chastity after 2 straight weeks of lockup, it would feel so good to be able to touch himself again after so long and to experience the blessed release of orgasm.  But knowing Mistress Jenny, things wouldn’t be so straight forward and he already had an inkling that she had some devilish predicament planned for him before he earned his reward. 



One Wife’s Solution

(The Jenny and John Series)

Book 7: tba






Index

One Wife’s Solution. (The Jenny and John series.) Book 5: Sucker

Other books by this author. 

Index

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

About the Author

List of the main characters. 

Preview of Book 6

 

Prologue

Jenny and John are a married couple living in the UK Midlands. 

They have been trying to have a child but then discovered that John wasn’t able to get Jenny pregnant because he had too low a sperm count. 

They make an attractive couple and Jenny is 29 to John’s 31 years of age.  Jenny is a stunning auburn haired woman, lusted after by both men and women, but she loves, and was faithful to John.  John, too, loves Jenny more than he can put into words but he has another big failing – he is very under endowed in the penis department. 

They embarked on a lifestyle change from vanilla to FemDom/malesub after John asked Jenny to spank him.  Jenny seized on the opportunity as a means to an end, a way to right some of the shortcomings in their marriage, but John is blissfully unaware of her long term plans, he just finds that more and more control of his life is being taken away and given to Jenny. 

Life has been one hell of a roller coaster ride for John since he asked his wife Jenny to spank him.  Jenny has thrived in her new role as John’s Domme and found that taking control or her life and John’s has many beneficial side effects.  She hijacks John’s fetish to suit her own ends, taking him into deeper depths of submission than he had ever expected to be taken, a necessary achievement if she is to attain her ultimate goal. 

Jenny no longer allows John to make love to her and she has secured his small cock in a chastity device to further extend her control over him.  She now takes her sexual pleasure in the arms of a work colleague called Steve whom John has always disliked intensely.  She has now told John that she is sleeping with Steve (or Sir Steven as John now has to call him) and that he is officially a cuckold, although unbeknown to him, he has been a cuckold for a while before hand. 

She comes home to John after a dinner date with Steve with her belly full of his cum and John gets to find out what another man’s cum tastes like as he eats it straight from her well used pussy. 

Things change up a gear now with John having to call Sir Steven

and respectfully arrange for him to come to their home for his next sexual tryst with his wife.  Will John ever be able to come to terms with his wife fucking other men, or her apparent need for him to be complicit in it happening?  Will he give her his blessing to fuck other men and come home to him after with her belly full of their cum and put aside what Jenny calls his petty jealousy in order that he can prove to her that all he wants from life is to make her happy? 

And then there’s James, Jenny and Zoe’s gay hairdresser.  John is sure he hasn’t seen the last of him and dreads his forthcoming visit to Mistress Zoe’s flat for the weekend.  He knows that Mistress Zoe is a cruel and heartless Domme who has a revengeful heart for John’s past mistreatment of her, and that she will stop at nothing to humiliate and degrade him now that she is in a position of power over him.  She uses her feminine attractions to enthral John and make him desire her, even though they are ‘siblings’, adding to his long held but frustrated desire to see her naked that started when they were kids growing up at home. 

Zoe still maintains the lie to John that she is his blood related sister, making it very difficult for John to come to terms with the lusty arousal he feels for her when she sexually torments and abuses him.  He also knows now that his wife and Zoe have also become lovers, but is that all there is to it, or does Zoe have some hidden agenda of her own? 

Jenny overall is pleased with the way things are progressing and she has ticked off many of the goals and milestones on her list towards the fulfilment of her dreams and her ultimate happiness.  It has gone better and faster than she’d ever expected and she was proud of John for adapting so quickly to his new subservient and sexually frustrating life.  The change in him was staggering when she looked back to before this all started, she would never have believed it possible, at least not so quickly, but the more and more she mistreated, humiliated and degraded him, the more he seemed to adore her and come back strongly for more.  She had no doubts now that her ultimate goal was attainable, it was just a matter of when. 

There were some other details to which she had to attend to, and

some other provisions to put into place, before she reached out for final fulfilment. 


Chapter 1

Jenny led John into the bedroom where Sir Steven was waiting, laying naked on the bed, his massive cock hard and erect, towering up from his groin.  A full 10 inches long when fully erect and too far around at its base to encircle with the thumb and forefinger of the largest of hands, it stood majestically to attention awaiting the soft, wet, pliant flesh of Jenny’s pussy to satisfy its need. 

John gasped as he saw it, he couldn’t believe its sheer size.  Oh how fate had dealt him such a poor hand whilst dealing the likes of Steve such a generous one.  Life was so unfair.  Maybe having such a huge appendage made Steve the arrogant asshole he was, led him to treat women as pieces of meat to be used for his sexual gratification, John thought, whereas he, with his small appendage was forced to be more respectful, attentive, affectionate and loving to get his girl and keep her.  But at the end of the day, the old adage about size not mattering was obviously a myth because, as respectful, attentive, affectionate and loving as he was, Jenny still craved the huge cock to satisfy her needs for sexual fulfilment and John knew that he couldn’t compete in that area.  And so he came to understand why Jenny needed a lover like Steve and how it was wrong for him to even consider remonstrating with her about it or be jealous. 

“Do you see now, John?” Jenny spoke quietly into his ear, her voice trembling with excitement, “Do you understand why it must be like this?” 

“Yes, I see it now,” John spoke with a tone of grim acceptance in his voice, completely awed by the sight in front of him, “it’s difficult for me but I accept that I could never satisfy you with my little willy as Steve will satisfy you with his cock.” 

“Thank you, darling, for accepting the truth,” Jenny kissed him, “I love you so much, always remember that, John, no matter what happens.” 

“Where have you two been?” Steve demanded, fixing Jenny with a look of pure lascivious, lust, “I’ve had to wait ages.” 

“Sorry, lover, we had some things to discuss but everything is great now.  John has something to ask you, don’t you John?” 

It felt strange for Jenny to refer to him as John instead of sissy when he was dressed as he was but he supposed that the situation called for it and this was John’s cue to say what Jenny had instructed him to say.  The words were simple enough but they were very difficult for him to say and he didn’t want to have to say them. 

He never imagined he would ever say such words to another man, let alone to Steve.   Oh why did his cock think it was such a turn on to say them though? 

“P please, S Sir Steven,” John stuttered over the words as he forced them out, “would you p please do me the immense h honour of allowing me to watch you f fuck my w wife?” 

“Well now, John, let me see.  You’ve been very rude to me in the past, always taking her away from me whenever we were in conversation, and I have every right to be annoyed with you, I could have been inside her knickers long before now if not for your interference,” Steve replied, grinning from ear to ear, “but, I suppose it’s better late than never, and you ask so nicely too, so I guess it wouldn’t hurt as long as you apologise,” he laughed. 

“I I apologise, Sir, for being so rude to you and for preventing you from seducing my wife for so long.  Please allow me to watch you fuck her.” 

“OK, John, your request is granted.” 

“Thank you, Sir,” John replied, feeling a mixture of humiliation, anger, jealousy, envy and remorse, but accepting the fate that was rolling out before him. 

“John has another request, don’t you John?” Jenny prompted, 

“Come on, don’t be shy John, Sir Steven has granted you your first request.” 

“P Please S Sir,” John started hesitantly, hating having to say the words had to say next, “it would be a tremendous pleasure for me to be allowed to eat your cum from my wife’s pussy when you’re done. 

Please may I do that?” 

By now, Steve was having great difficulty keeping a straight face at the perverse absurdity of what was being said by John.  This arrogant idiot who had been so aloof and protective of his wife to the point of rudeness in the past was now begging him to be allowed to eat the cum from his wife’s pussy after he’d fucked her.  Oh, how things change and the mighty fall.  Steve was enjoying the situation immensely. 

Steve had once been very jealous of John.  Jenny and he outwardly made the perfect, good looking, loving and happily married couple with everything going for them.  Steve had envied John ever since he’d come to know him and Jenny, but he envied him no longer, he now fucked Jenny more often than John did, of that he was sure.  In fact he didn’t think John had fucked her once since that first time he had, in the hotel room when he’d watched the video of the stupid prick tossing himself off and eating his own cum. 

“OK, since you ask so nicely and it could be fun.  But first I want you to strip your wife naked for me and then bring her over and hand her to me to play with.  That would be fitting after the way you jealously guarded her from me in the past.  Then, go and take that ridiculous maid’s dress off and clean the crap off your face.  I want John to witness me fucking his wife, not the maid.” 

“T Thank you, Sir.” John replied, his hands were trembling as he began complying with Steve’s instructions by reluctantly lowering the short zip at the small of her back. His stomach was in turmoil, lurching nauseously at the humiliating and difficult thing he was doing.  Eventually he got the zip lowered, exposing the naked flesh at the base of her spine with it’s little mole that he loved and knew so well. Next he reached up to undo the bow at the back of Jenny’s neck that, once undone would allow the halter top of her dress to drop and the dress to fall to the ground, leaving her completely naked and exposed to Steve’s lecherous, lustful gaze.  He held the two ends of the halter, fighting with the inner turmoil churning his stomach.  It was one thing to know that she had already slept with this man but quite another to be complicit in their adulterous relationship. 

“Let go John, you can do this for me, you know it’s right and how things must be,” Jenny encouraged. 

With a tremendous surge of will power, John let go of the ends of the halter top and Jenny’s dress hit the floor.  The deed was done, she was now standing there completely naked, her beautiful body on show to this man who was laying grinning on their bed, naked himself and with lust in his eyes and a huge erection waiting to be put to good use in his wife’s body. 

Steve whistled appreciatively at the horny view that John had reluctantly provided him with.  “Your wife’s one hell of a sexy woman, John.  I just love her tits and nipples, and her pussy is as tight as any I’ve had.  Bring her to me now, I want her.” 

John took Jenny’s hand and slowly led her over to him, passing her hand to his as he got there, symbolically giving her to him with his blessing. 

“Please enjoy yourself with my wife, Sir.  I’ll be back as soon as I have removed my things as you instructed.” 

Slowly, reluctantly, he turned and as he walked away towards the en-suite bathroom he was aware that Steve had dragged Jenny onto the bed with him and was busy groping her breasts and sex to the accompaniment of squeals of delight from her.  It tore at his heart, those familiar squeals of delight that once only he had the pleasure of hearing. 


Chapter 2

John hurried to remove the maid’s dress and his stockings, bra and panties, leaving him naked apart from his chastity device, cruelly imprisoning his now straining cock.  It had been trying to erect from the moment Steve arrived and was dripping copious amounts of pre-cum.  As he removed the makeup from his face he was aware of several strings of pre-cum hanging down from his CD and slowly stretching until dripping onto the bathroom floor, and his last job before leaving the room was to wipe the floor and his CD with some loo paper. 

He noticed that Jenny’s squeals of delight had stopped to be replaced by a deeper groan of pleasure from a male’s throat and he wondered what was happening, what he would be confronted with when he returned to the bedroom.  ‘Time to find out’ he thought with trepidation as he left bathroom. 

He stopped dead in his tracks and his jaw dropped when he saw them, he must have looked like a complete imbecile standing there mouth open; if anyone had seen him that is, but they were far too busy in what they were doing to notice him.  John couldn’t believe it, Jenny had the big, purple, bulbous head of Steve’s cock in her mouth, her jaw straining and eyes watering at the effort of trying to accommodate him.  Her pretty face looked ugly and strange with Steve’s cock protruding from it rather like an elephant’s trunk, John thought. 

John watched quietly as Jenny pleasured Steve’s cock like she had never, ever, pleasured John’s, and he once more felt envy and jealousy rising inside him.  Steve was laid back on  his bed, head resting on  his pillow, eyes closed, groaning with pleasure whilst  his wife was sucking his massive cock when  his cock was confined within the cruel plastic device Jenny’s mother had locked him into nearly two weeks ago.  Just in time to screw up his wedding anniversary sexathon with Jenny, he recalled, she must have revelled in that. 

John had always fantasised about having his cock sucked, a blow job as it was commonly called among his male friends and colleagues whose wives appeared to oblige them on a regular

basis.  As a boy, other boys had mentioned such things happening and certain girls names had been mentioned as would be likely to oblige, but he had frustratingly never been able to secure a date with them. As he got older he discovered porn and was able to watch women doing such things which just served to heighten his desire. 

When he started dating Jenny seriously he had hoped this long held desire would eventually be fulfilled, but his hopes were quickly dashed when she flatly refused, stating that it was common and demeaning and not something that nice girls did.  She had never sucked his cock in all their courtship and married days, but here she was now, sucking Steve’s like it was the most delicious but rather large lollipop she’d ever tasted. 

John approached the side of their big king-sized double bed and Jenny noticed him.  She felt deliciously wicked doing what she was doing and knowing the effect it would have on John to see it.  She was fully aware of his long held but never realised desire for her to suck his cock.  At first it had been a repugnant idea to her as she had said, but over the years she had come to realise that many people did it and it was not as demeaning as she had once thought, however, she had still resisted doing it for John for some reason, perhaps the Domme in her was there long before she realised it! 

She pulled the head of Steve’s cock out of her mouth and worked her jaw for a second or two to relieve the ache a little.  “Come closer, John, and watch,” she whispered, beckoning him to kneel next to the bed and lean in close on the opposite side to her at Steve’s groin. 

John knelt and watched his beautiful wife once more take the massive, purple, saliva covered head of Steve’s cock into her pretty mouth, her rouged lips clamping tightly around the shaft to the rear of the head whilst her tongue sought out the slit in the end and her cheeks sucked inwards as she applied suction.  Steve groaned with pleasure from the exquisite sensations being provided by Jenny’s oral ministrations. 

After a minute or two Jenny once more pulled the head out of her mouth accompanied by a loud plopping sound and her hand, gripping it tightly around the base, pushed the glistening head

towards John. “Kiss it, John,” she whispered reverently, “kiss Sir Steven’s wonderful cock.” 

Jenny had no doubts that John would reluctantly do as she ordered, the problem she’d had was with Steve. Several days earlier when they had talked over what would happen this day, Steve didn’t want another man kissing his cock.  Jenny had persuaded him that it was no big deal for him, he could close his eyes and pretend it was Jenny, if he liked, the big deal would be for John to have to do it. 

Steve had finally agreed, and had actually took delight in the perversity of the situation that would ensue.  So what John didn’t know was that Zoe ringing up and cancelling for tonight was actually pre-arranged so that the cuckolding activities of this evening could take place, in the flesh, as it were, instead of just by her telling him about it. 

“Kiss it, John,” she repeated, a little more forcefully this time, “or Sir Steven will get upset and think that you don’t admire his cock.” 

John’s stomach lurched, he didn’t want to kiss this huge cock that towered in front of him, he didn’t want to kiss any cock, he wasn’t gay and had no desire that way, but he could not ignore Jenny’s order.  He knew she was testing him, trying his resolve to be made to do things he didn’t really want to do and part of him wished that he’d not been so honest with her about his desires when they had first started off down this road to domination and submission, but another part of him revelled in the things Jenny now made him do. 

He leant forward towards the huge purple head, from the corner of his eye he could see Steve smirking with glee at his impossible, humiliating, situation.  Closing his eyes and puckering his lips he quickly kissed it and withdrew. 

“No, not like that John,” Jenny admonished, “I taught you better than that!  Give it a proper kiss, open mouth and tongue and all that. 

Just like you do with the dildo, darling.” 

‘Ooohh, nooo,’ John thought, right then he wanted to rebel and run away, but somehow he was rooted to the spot and his lips were drawn inexorably towards the proffered purple knob.  He opened his mouth and took the head partially into his mouth, feeling the silky smoothness of it against his lips, his tongue seeking out and finding

the red lipped slit in the end as his lips slid slickly around the hot purple flesh. 

“That’s it John, isn’t that just the nicest feeling, darling, to have such a wonderful thing filling your mouth?  I wanted to share that with you so you know how good it feels to suck cock.  Take it deeper, honey, let it fill your mouth completely, pleasure Sir Steven with your tongue.  Think of it as a loaded gun, just waiting for the right stimulus to trigger it into firing and filling your mouth with its charge.” 

John wondered how Jenny managed to get the whole head in her mouth, it was such a struggle for him to do so.  It was impossible to breathe through his mouth, it was so full, and he had to breathe through his nose, forcing him to take in the scent of Steve’s manhood.  He hoped he wouldn’t trigger it into firing, for some reason the thought appalled him even though he was quite used to the taste of cum now. 

“Suck Sir Steven balls now John, suck them into your mouth and run your tongue over them, feel them, all full of cum.  Lovely, creamy, cum that will soon be inside me, darling, and then you’ll get your wish to be allowed to eat it.” 

John did as he was bid, pulling the huge purple knob out of his mouth and then sucking first one, then both of Steve’s balls into his mouth.  He could imaging the sperm inside them getting ready to be ejaculated into his wife’s pussy and from there into his mouth.  He tried hard to imagine the pleasure his oral ministrations were causing their owner, as if by imagining it he would feel that same pleasure for the first time too. 

“Enough of this, I want to fuck you.  Now!” Steve suddenly told Jenny after several minutes. He pulled his balls from John’s mouth as he pushed him away, standing up beside the bed.  “Lay on the bed with your feet at the pillow end, you sissy cuck,” Steve ordered John, once more taking control of the activities, “and you get into 69

position over him Jenny, that should give him a good eye full of my cock fucking you.” 

John got on the bed as instructed and soon Jenny was over him, kneeling either side of his head, the intimate slit of her pussy just inches from his mouth.  John noticed that the opening to her body

was largely distended and slick with pussy juice, testament to the high state of arousal she was in as she anticipated Steve’s massive cock filling her and fucking her whilst her husband watched. 

Jenny had to admit, she was enormously turned on at the thought of John watching in such close up detail as Steve’s cock slid into her and fucked her.  The poor sole must be very horny and frustrated by now after his long period of confinement in the CD and she couldn’t even begin to imagine what his feeling really were at this time.  Still, his feelings didn’t matter, all that mattered at the moment was that she was as horny as hell and desperately needed Steve’s big cock inside her.  She knew her pussy was gaping in anticipation and that John would be sure to notice and know that she was ready and needed this and that it would bring her tremendous pleasure.  John did say that all he wanted to do was to make her happy and this surely would do the trick. 

The bed moved as Steve climbed on, kneeling just behind Jenny, his rock hard cock moving into position at the dark circle of her open and aroused sex.  John saw the huge purple glans just above him, right on target for Jenny’s cunt, finding itself there without any guidance by hand.  It pressed against the opening, slowly distending the hole further and further.  John gasped as Jenny’s cunt started to stretch further open and swallow the big, round, knob as it pressed forward.  Suddenly, the head disappeared inside her as if drawn in by some unseen force, John witnessing at close quarters the act of full penetration by another man’s cock into his wife’s pussy.  The shaft started to disappear too, slowly, millimetre by millimetre, like a juggernaut in the full sense of the word, and John wondered how Jenny was able to accommodate it all inside her.  But in it went, dragging the inner lips of her pussy with it and pulling her clit towards the shaft until it was rubbing along the underside of the shaft as it slid in, eliciting low moans of pleasure from Jenny.  After what seemed to John like an age it was fully buried deep inside her body, Steve’s balls pushed up hard against her labia and dangling like ripe plums in John’s face. 

“Suck my balls into your mouth, sissy,” Steve instructed and gasped at the unique and very pleasurable sensation as he

complied.  John could only dream of the sensations Steve must be experiencing at this time with both his entire cock and his balls enclosed in warm wet orifices at the same time.  Once more John licked around Steve’s balls with his tongue, imagining the built up sperm inside them that would soon be ejaculated into his wife and then to dribble back out for him to lick up and eat. 

“When I start fucking her in a minute you can lick her clit to keep her nice and wet for me, do you hear me, sissy?” 

John nodded, hoping that Steve would feel the affirmative movement of his head. 

“Good, and when I’m about to cum in her, I’ll stop again like this, with my cock in her to the hilt, and I want you to take my balls into your mouth again.  You’ll be able to feel them ejaculating as I fill her cunt with cum.  Now, let my balls out again, I can’t wait any longer for my pleasure.” 

John released Steve’s balls from his mouth and started licking Jenny’s clit as the huge shaft embedded in her pussy started to slide back out, pulling a pink membrane of skin back with it, seemingly her pussy didn’t want to give up its prize too easily.  Stopping when the huge knob of the head reached the opening, Steve started to push it back in again, this time slightly faster as the lubrication made it easier. 

Jenny looked down at John’s groin, his cock straining with the impossible task of trying to get erect in the tight confines of its enclosure and it gave her a thrill of sadistic pleasure knowing that at the same time John was watching Steve’s massive, erect and unfettered cock sliding freely into her tight, wet, hungry pussy.  Oh, God, if John’s cock hadn’t been locked away she would have sucked him now, she thought. Too bad, it was locked in its plastic prison and even though the key swung from her neck on its chain so close to the lock that held it fast, clicking against the plastic CD as Steve’s strong thrusts moved her back and forward, she would not unlock him until his allotted time. 

Before long the shaft of Steve’s cock was sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy like a well oiled piston, and John could feel Jenny’s hot breath on his exposed balls as her breathing became laboured each

time she orgasmed.  Her low growling moans and shouts of ‘yes’, 

‘yes’, ‘more’, ‘harder’, ‘fuck meeee’ turned him on incredibly, she had never been so vocal with him in the past and he found her cries the most absolutely horny thing he’d ever heard.  He counted 3 orgasms in all and he marvelled that such a thing was possible, it had been rare that she’d even achieved one orgasm with penetrative sex in the days when John was allowed to fuck her pussy. 

John noticed that Steve’s breathing was becoming more laboured now too, and knew he was close to coming.  He prepared himself mentally for the final act of humiliation of sucking Steve’s balls as he ejaculated into his wife. 

“Now.  I’m cumming now.  Suck my balls,” Steve gasped, plunging his cock deep into her, burying it as far into Jenny’s lovely body as he could in his final moment of sublime ecstasy.  John quickly sucked Steve’s balls into his mouth and was surprised that he could actually feel them spasming and contracting as the sperm was sent on its way down his huge shaft to be spat out in huge globs of white, creamy, cum deep into Jenny’s body, splashing hot and hard against the opening to her womb. 

“Aaaahh, yeees,” Steve groaned as he came, experiencing the exquisite pleasure of ejaculation into Jenny’s lovely and willing body, feeling the orgasmic contractions of her pussy around his cock and John’s mouth and tongue on his balls at the same time.  He had to admit, these were unique pleasures that he could get used to. 

“God, that was good,” he muttered, breath coming raggedly from his exertions, “she’s one hell of a fuck John.  I hope you like the present I’ve left inside her for you, it felt like there’s gallons of it.  Let go of my balls now.” 

John let Steve’s balls leave his mouth and Steve began to slowly withdraw his satiated, shrinking cock from Jenny’s cunt.  As it plopped out, still semi erect and quite large, it dropped onto John’s face and left a slimy trail where it touched his cheek and forehead as Steve pulled back.  A large glob of white, steamy, cum followed out of Jenny’s cunt after his cock left and John was quick to lick the salty, hot and creamy fluid up. 

Steve watched in disgust as John licked his cum from his wife’s pussy.  There would be no way he would ever be persuaded to do something like that but perversely he found that watching John eat his cum quite a turn on and his cock began to stir again.  He reached forward and inserted two fingers into Jenny’s wide open, dripping cunt, scooping up some cum and pulling it back out to run down towards her clit and John’s busy mouth. 

“Eat it up cucky. Does it taste good?” Steve sniggered, “I’ve been saving it up all week for you.” 

“Remember your manners, John, and thank Sir Steven nicely.” 

Jenny prompted, her hot breath on his exposed balls thrilling him. 

“Yes, Sir, thank you, it’s lovely, thank you for allowing me to eat your cum.  I hope you enjoyed fucking my wife.” John managed to say between swallowing globs of cum that were quickly being expelled from his wife’s body.  ‘God, there’s so much of it,’ he thought. 

“I always do, cucky, she’s one of the best shags I’ve ever had. 

Now stay where you are, both of you, I’m ready to go again.  This time I think I’ll take her ass hole.” 

John stared in wonder as Steve’s cock, once again stiff and hugely erect, came into view, still slick with Jenny’s pussy juices and cum. 

Like a guided missile it headed directly for Jenny’s anus and pushed against the puckered ring, demanding remorselessly to be let in. 

Slowly but surely, the ring gave in to the insistent onslaught and began to expand around the huge purple knob. 

“Oooohh,” Jenny groaned, “slowly, lover, take it slowly, please. 

That feels sooo good.” 

John was still licking her clit in between cleaning up the cum as it exited from her still distended cunt hole.  The flow was slowing down now so he was spending more time on her clit and just as Steve lodged the head of his cock inside her anus she came, the strong muscles of her anus contracting rhythmically and vice like around his cock whilst still more cum was forced out of her pussy. 

“Oh, god, yes, that feels good, Jen,” Steve gasped. 

John felt a little tinge of jealousy as Steve used the shortened form of Jenny’s name which until now only John had used as a term of endearment for his wife.  The feeling passed and John admonished himself for it, Jenny would not have approved of such jealous feelings if she’d known. 

The shaft of Steve’s cock continued its slow, incessant, slide into Jenny’s bowels, forcing more cum from her pussy as it went, which was quickly cleaned up by John’s diligent tongue.  Soon the huge cock was buried deep in her body once more and Steve just kept it there, revelling in the exquisite sensation of having his cock buried in such a warm, tight place. 

“Fuck me, fuck me now, please, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck my dirty, slutty hole hard now.” Jenny begged. 

“OK, cucky, we don’t want to keep the lady waiting,” Steve responded to Jenny’s eloquent request, “kiss my balls and I’ll see if I can muster up another load for you since you like it so much.” 

John briefly sucked Steve’s balls into his mouth again and let them go and the leviathan buried in Jenny’s ass began to withdraw to gasps of pleasure from both of them.  When it was withdrawn until just the head remained inside her, Steve wet his fingers with spit and slicked his exposed shaft with it before he started to push it back deep into her bowels again.  The spit obviously helped because it wasn’t long before he was once more thrusting in and out of her body like a well oiled piston. 

Jenny seemed to be having multiple orgasms, one immediately after the other, no doubt partly due to John’s expert oral stimulation of her clit as well as Steve’s plunging, monster cock.  The dark, distended circle of her cunt incessantly contracting and expanding as the spasms rippled through her body to the accompaniment of sensual groans of delight and gasps of pure, unrestrained, pleasure and lust. 

John marvelled at Steve’s staying power, and his ability to rise again so soon after his previous orgasm, as he watched his massive, gnarled, cock pillage his wife’s ass, driving her to the edge of insanity with pleasure.  He knew that he could never compete with Steve in this and saw clearly now that Jenny’s mother was

absolutely right, he wasn’t the right man for her sexually and should never have married her and denied her this pleasure for so long.  It felt good to John that Jenny was now experiencing the sexual freedoms and delights that she should always have been experiencing, he loved her dearly and was so happy for her at that moment that he felt tears welling up in his eyes. 

“Ooohhhh, I’m cumming.  This feels so good,” Steve gasped, never missing a beat in the thrusting of his cock into Jenny’s bowels, in fact, he seemed to be going even faster until suddenly he stopped, cock buried deep inside her, as his orgasm welled up inside his sac. 

“Suck my balls now, cucky.” 

John immediately did as he was ordered, he didn’t want to spoil Steve’s enjoyment of fucking Jenny at the finale.  Once again he felt the rhythmic jerking and spasming of Steve’s balls in his mouth as they ejaculated their copious load of sperm into his wife’s body. 

Steve was groaning in ecstasy as spurt after spurt of cum left his balls to shoot deep into Jenny’s bowels.  He was surprised that he was actually enjoying the feeling of John’s mouth around his balls and could feel his tongue licking them.  The sensation was much nicer than he had imagined it would be when Jenny had first suggested it, especially with it being at the final moment of his act of copulation with her.  He still couldn’t get his head around their marital arrangements which allowed him to freely have sex with Jenny, and for John to be there watching when he did, and even take part.  ‘She sure was one hell of a kinky bitch,’ he thought, ‘but you’d never know to look at her.’

As the hardness slowly drained away from his cock he pulled it out of her ass, eliciting a fart of trapped air as it exited.  A devilish thought crossed his mind. 

“Open up and clean my cock, cucky,” Steve ordered, half expecting John to refuse. 

John immediately complied, though, opening his mouth and taking Steve’s now flaccid and much smaller cock into it, closing his lips on the shaft and licking around it as well he could to clean it.  He felt it nudging his tonsils as he took the full flaccid length in and he

struggled to breathe as Steve’s balls blocked his nostrils until he finally pulled back and out. 

“Quite the little sissy cock sucker now, aren’t you?” Steve laughed, looking down at John’s red faced embarrassment, “Your wife sure has done a job on you.  I need a drink so I’ll leave you to clean up my cum from her ass.  Gin and Tonic, Jenny?” 

“Mmmn, yes please, I need one now too,” she could feel the cum starting to run out of her distended anus and wriggled her ass sexily before sitting back and upright with the open puckered ring directly over John’s mouth.  She sat there feeling John’s tongue working away inside her, cleaning up the mess, and mused that sex was so much better when you didn’t have to clean up all the cum yourself afterwards. 

She caught sight of herself in the dressing table mirror. ‘So much for spending all that money on getting my hair done at the hairdressers,’ she thought.  She reached over for the hairbrush from the bedside cabinet and began brushing it back into some sort of shape, enjoying the pleasing sensations she was feeling in her anus as she did so. 

It wasn’t long before Steve returned with two glasses of G&T.  He handed one to Jenny and then took a seat next to the bed and stared admiringly at Jenny’s naked body, the body he had just ravished for his sexual gratification in front of her husband.  Her breasts were perfectly shaped with very little sag as they stood out firmly and proudly from her ribs, nipples as hard and long as ever he’d seen them.  Her hips and buttocks were ample but not overly so.  Smooth and round and very appealing, he had admired and lusted after them many time as she’d walked past him at work and he’d often wondered what they were like in the flesh.  Now he knew, he knew every intimate detail of her body just as well as her husband did.  He knew the intimate noises she made when she came just as well as her husband did.  He also knew what it felt like when she sucked his cock, which was something that her husband didn’t know, and that thought made him gloat. 

“I think you’re all done down there now, darling,” Jenny spoke tenderly to John some time later as she finished off the last of her

drink.  She climbed off his face and went over to sit on Steve’s knee in the chair, allowing his hands to seek out her breasts and pussy as she looked brazenly at John and twirled the key on the chain around her neck round and round. 

John got off the bed and stood naked facing them both, watching Steve openly groping her as she twirled the key.  God, he wished he could get the key and take the CD off, he so much wanted to masturbate right then.  Damn, why did he now think of getting his sexual gratification by masturbation rather than by intercourse, he wondered.  Steve was right, Jenny had done quite a job on him, she had changed his sexual desires completely, he realised.  He was horny and frustrated and all he could think about was masturbation. 

But his cock was locked up in a tiny plastic prison, and he knew, if he really wanted out of it, he didn’t need the key.  It was plastic and he was sure he could break it if that was what he really wanted, but he didn’t want that.  The realisation hit him like a sledgehammer.  He was enjoying all of the humiliations and punishments, the jealousies and frustrations that Jenny now dished out to him, and he didn’t ever want them to stop. 

Jenny interrupted him from his musings, “Time’s getting on, it’s 11pm and I’m tired, so go to your room, we no longer have need of you here.  Bring us both breakfast at 8am tomorrow, we need to have an early start to get you over to Mistress Zoe’s flat in good time.” 

“Thank you, Mistress, goodnight Sir,” John felt like a Victorian scullery maid being dismissed by her ladyship and for some reason it made him want to curtsey, and made his cock twitch in its cage. 

‘Why did it turn him on to be treated in such a demeaning way,’ he wondered, ‘what had made him this way?’  He collected his maids uniform and lingerie from the en-suite floor where he’d dropped it, taking it with him and leaving his naked wife in Steve’s groping, grasping, arms, whilst he pondered the answer to the question he’d just asked himself, knowing that he’d never understand the answer. 


Chapter 3

As he lay awake, alone and sleepless in the single bed in the small box room, he could hear Mistress Jenny and Sir Steven in the master bedroom, talking, laughing and giggling, most probably about him, he thought.  He imagined them in bed together, Sir Steven now taking John’s place beside his wife, touching her and sharing intimate conversation, enjoying the intimate pleasure of snuggling up to her soft feminine curves for the nighttimes rest.  Eventually, after about 30 minutes by the clock beside John’s bed, the voices went quiet, leaving John awake and alone with his thoughts. 

John knew that he had to conquer his feelings of jealousy towards Sir Steven, feelings that were raging within him right now as he lay in bed alone whilst his wife shared her bed with Steve in the next room.  He knew that, in order to be a good submissive to his dominant wife, he could not allow jealousy to beset him at every intimate moment his Mistress shared with another man.  Such feelings, if not banished, would eat him up and, as Mistress Jenny had said, he no longer had the right in his new lowly, submissive, status to expect her not to take her pleasures in the arms of men with proper sized cocks, especially since his was locked up most of the time and didn’t satisfy her anyway. 

These thoughts and many more like them roiled around in his brain for what seemed like ages but eventually nature took over and imposed a fitful sleep, bizarrely full of dreams of huge disembodied cocks which were lined up for him to suck off. 

John awoke at 6am, this was normal for him and he didn’t need an alarm clock, he seemed to have one inbuilt.  If he set his mind the night before to wake up at 5am, sure enough, he would do.  He’d always been able to do that and had put it to good use throughout his life. 

He got up and stumbled naked to the main bathroom along the landing to empty his bladder, at once missing the convenience of the en-suite in the master bedroom.  As he passed the door to that room all was quiet, Mistress and Sir Steven were obviously enjoying a good long sleep after their exertions the previous evening. 

Returning to his room and not knowing what else to do, he slipped back into his lingerie and maids dress.  Sitting at the small dressing table he did his makeup as Mistress had taught him and put on his blonde wig.  As always, it amazed him how this so significantly changed his appearance, turning him into a very feminine looking and attractive female.  The transformation was just about perfect and Mistress often teased him that in a darkened nightclub be would easily fool every man in the place and would likely be beset by would be suitors.  That thought made him shiver in apprehension. 

He went down and busied himself tidying the main rooms, putting things back in their place so that it would look nice for Mistress when she eventually came down.  In the kitchen he wiped down the surfaces, ensuring that everything was sparkling and tidy.  He took yesterdays rubbish out to the wheelie bins, being careful to sort out the recyclables from the general rubbish and put them in the correct bin.  All the time he was doing this he was conscious that he was trying to take his mind off thoughts of what he had done with Sir Steven’s cock and balls last evening.  He was a little confused about it all, he wasn’t gay, of that he was sure, but somehow, in the situation, the act of kissing Steve’s cock and balls so lewdly surprisingly did not seem out of place or repulsive to him. 

At 7:45 he began to prepare breakfast for Mistress and Sir Steven. 

He wasn’t sure about Sir Steven, but he knew what Mistress would like, so he made him the same; two slices of toast with preserve, a bowl of cereal and a mug of strong black coffee for them both. 

Fitting it all on a tray he carried it upstairs to the master bedroom at bang on 8am. 

As he approached the bedroom door he stopped.  It was no longer quite and Sir Steven was quite obviously fucking Mistress Jenny again, the low groans of passion and delight, and the regular squeaking bed springs gave the game away.  John was in a quandary as to what to do.  He decided that all he could do was to knock to let them know he was there and wait as Steve ravished his wife. 

“Come.” 

To John’s surprise it was Sir Steven’s voice almost immediately telling him to enter, so hesitantly, he opened the door and walked in. 

The bed covers were on the floor and Mistress was on her back with Sir Steven on top of her.  Her legs and arms were tightly wrapped around him and she had a look of pure ecstasy on her face as Steve’s huge cock pounded away at her willing, hungry pussy. 

John stood patiently and watched in fascination, still holding the tray in his hands, as the massive appendage pistoned in and out of his wife’s pussy.  He counted two orgasms shaking her body in quick succession as their rutting continued until finally he noticed Sir Steven’s strokes becoming stronger and more urgent as his climax built up within his balls. 

“Yeeess,” Sir Steven shouted as he came and plunged his cock deeply into Jenny’s body.  John could imaging his balls twitching in their sac, pumping the seed out and along his huge shaft and into the depths of his wife’s pussy, filling her belly once again with his thick, creamy, cum.  They lay still like that for a few minutes, their lips locked together in a long, lustful, passionate embrace and John felt a little embarrassed to be there watching such an intimate moment between two lovers. 

‘Wow’, he thought, ‘I’m feeling embarrassment and not jealousy!’ 

The realisation hit him once more like a sledgehammer, there was his wife, blatantly having just copulated with another man, with Steve for Christ’s sake, and he felt embarrassment to be watching them, not jealousy or anger or rage, and then he suddenly felt proud of himself, realising that Mistress Jenny would be very pleased with him when he told her. 

He also felt a little guilty, guilty that he was actually getting off on watching his wife and this man enjoying the carnal pleasures of each other’s body, his cock was straining uselessly and painfully in its plastic prison trying to erect.  He tried to recall his memories of the pleasurable sensations Sir Steven would have been feeling in his cock as he impaled Jenny with it and fucked her, possessing her in her pussy, her body and her lips, but he struggled.  Those memories, he realised sadly, were quickly fading since fucking his wife had

been banned, effectively forever, soon after he asked her to spank him. 

Sir Steven rolled off Mistress Jenny and lay back, looking at John standing there dressed as sissy the maid with their breakfast tray in his hands.  It had been quite a turn on for him to tell the husband of the woman he was fucking to come into the room whilst he was pounding away at her cunt.  It actually shortened the time it took him to cum, which was usually quite slow in the mornings, because it gave him such a sexual thrill to know John was watching. 

“Aaah, breakfast has arrived.  I’m feeling a little peckish, your wife drains all my energy and I need to re-charge.  Your breakfast is in there, by the way,” he smirked.  Sir Steven pointed at Jenny’s pussy as she lay beside him, legs still spread, her pussy still gaping open and looking puffy, red, and well used. 

“Thank you, sissy,” Mistress Jenny spoke, “Pass the tray to Sir Steven and then you may clean Sir Steven’s cock and my pussy.” 

“Thank you Mistress, Sir,” John felt proud to be allowed to provide such intimate service for his Mistress and her lover. 

And so, as they lay and enjoyed the breakfast John had prepared, they both watched as he first licked Sir Steven’s cummy cock clean and then began licking the cum from his Mistress’s well fucked, messy, and slightly sore looking pussy. 

Steve watched with sadistic glee.  This man, before so arrogant and possessive of his wife, was now his cum slut, a cuckold, pleased to be allowed to lick his cock clean after it had been used in his wife. 

Jenny, meanwhile, watched in triumph that she had now broken John to the cock, something she would never have thought possible just a few weeks ago.  His visit to Zoe’s and the encounter she had planned for him with James would finally complete his cock training, thus making him the perfect sissy slut to enhance her pleasure and enjoyment of her lovers in the future. 

It seemed to Jenny that the worse she treated him, the more she frustrated him, the more pliable and responsive to her will he became.  She wondered how he would fair when she extended his regular period of complete chastity to 1 month in the near future. 

Jenny felt a thrill in her stomach at the deliciously sadistic thought of

denying him his little squirt for a whole calendar month; that was just 12 cums a year for him.  He may well come to wish that she had allowed her mother to have him castrated when she’d suggested it, neutered him so as to remove all sexual longing once and for all, she mused.  He may well one day ask for it himself if it all got too much for him, Jenny considered.  She didn’t know what her decision would be if that day ever came, but one thing was for sure, if it got to that point she’d sooner have him submit for the full gender reassignment rather than just castration, she rather liked the idea of them going out together on the pull for men to take home and fuck.  It would be easy to engineer and convince him it was for the best, all she needed to do was to get him thinking and acting more like a female most of the time and submitting regularly to the cock, perhaps some hormone therapy to grow his breasts, and most of the hard work was done. 

Something to consider, perhaps, when and if the time ever came! 

“Thank you, sissy.  Take this away and wash the dishes, I’ll expect the kitchen to be spotless when I come down.  We need to get on our way to deliver you to Mistress Zoe’s.” 


Chapter 4

In the car on the way to Mistress Zoe’s central Nottingham flat Mistress Jenny drove and Sir Steven sat in the passenger seat. 

John was relegated to the back seat and was still dressed as sissy the maid and sitting rather uncomfortably because Jenny had inserted the largest of their butt plugs in his ass before they left, much to Steve’s amusement - he had laughed uproariously. 

John noticed how Sir Steven’s hand caressed Jenny’s bare thigh as she drove, her short skirt revealing her lovely long legs nearly up to her bare crotch.  Steve seemed to delight in getting her to go out wearing short skirts and no panties, ‘I want to have unencumbered access to your luscious pussy, Jen’ were his very words. 

These words shocked John a little.  Even before the recent change to their marital relationship he would never have dared to say such a thing to his wife, to treat her so blatantly as just a sexual object to be used for personal gratification, but what shocked him more was that Jenny agreed to it so readily, removing her panties then and there in the kitchen in front of them both. 

They stopped at the barrier to the underground car park beneath Mistress Zoe’s flat and Jenny entered the passcode to raise it.  This was all new to John, he had never been here, he didn’t know where his little sister lived until now, he realised.  He did know, however, that the flats were well appointed and quite exclusive, with many well heeled residents living in the eight storied 1980’s built building. 

“Hi Zoe, we’re here,” Jenny spoke into her mobile phone after she had parked in an empty bay. 

 “Oooh, good, send her straight up.” 

“Will do, we won’t stop, got things to do.  See you Sunday. Bye” 

 “OK, bye.  Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, will you?” 

“Well that leaves me plenty of scope, anyway,” Jenny laughed as she hung up. 

“Ok, sissy, Mistress Zoe is expecting you.  Go to the lobby over there and buzz her to let you in, her flat is number 609, so get in the lift and press the button for the sixth floor.  I’ll be back to collect you on Sunday.  Now, as always, I expect you to behave towards

Mistress Zoe as you do to me and obey every instruction she gives you without question or argument, she is your responsible adult for the weekend, after all.  Go now.” 

“Yes, of course, thank you Mistress.  Good day Sir,” John replied, full of trepidation at the thought of the things that Mistress Jenny had let slip that Mistress Zoe had in store for him.  He kept seeing James’ face and the look of lust and longing when he was examining his chastened cock in the hair salon.  His anus involuntarily clenched tighter around the butt plug as he walked across the underground car park towards the lift and his destiny, what was to come had been decided for him and was inevitable, there was nothing he could do to change any of it he realised, just as he had asked Jenny for at the beginning. 

He was helpless; his fate was being decided by others with sadistic, humiliating and revengeful thoughts in their heads.  Rather like Steve treating Jenny as a sexual object, a piece of meat to be used for his sexual gratification, he too was about to be used in such a way by his sister, and James, and God knows who else.  He was conscious of his cock’s futile attempts to erect, painfully foiled by the lack of room in its confining tube, and he cursed its betrayal of his real feelings.  He reached the lobby door and pressed the buzzer for flat 609. 

“Yes?” the voice was imperious and questioning. 

“Erm, it’s sissy, Mistress.  May I come in?” John had got used to referring to himself as sissy but it still embarrassed him to do so, especially to his little sister. 

“Pull the door, sissy,” Zoe replied, not even attempting to hide her amusement at his words. 

John pulled the door and it opened, allowing him to enter and make his way to the lifts.  One was already waiting, door open, as if everything was conspiring to hasten his journey to meet his fate.  He travelled up to the 6th floor and then made his way along the corridor to flat 609.  Here and there were pot plants and little ornaments outside the doors and then he saw two life sized statuettes of what appeared to be hairless cats standing either side of a doorway. 

He knew instinctively that this was flat 609 without seeing the number on the door.  He remembered Zoe’s fondness for cats as a child and her graceful, feline movements, something which she had worked hard to perfect as she grew older, and which, when combined with her petite, well proportioned body and beautifully sculptured facial features, had quite an attractive effect on most people, especially if she exaggerated these movements when she wanted to impress. 

He hesitantly rang the bell and the door opened almost immediately. 

“Well, look at you, so pretty standing there in your little maid’s uniform with your wig and makeup on. Come in sissy” 

She grabbed the lead that Jenny had attached to the ring on the black collar round his neck with the word ‘sissy’ in white letters on it, and pulled him into the flat.  The first thing that struck him was the imagery of cats all around, pictures, statues, ornaments everywhere.  And all of them had one thing in common; they were of a particular breed of hairless cat that John knew to be called the Sphynx.  He gaped around him, taking in the myriad imagery, completely awestruck. 

Zoe pulled John to the centre of the room and dropped the lead, indicating he was to stop and stand where he was.  John took a moment to look around the room, it was a comfortable corner lounge with large windows on two sides, giving a 270 degree magnificent view over the rooftops of the city, spreading out as far as the eye could see.  A city full of ordinary people going about their ordinary business, a far cry from the situation John now found himself in, he was sure. 

John had lived in Nottingham all his life and loved it dearly, he was always glad to get back there whenever he went away on holiday or on business.  Once famous for its lace, Raleigh bikes, and the legend of Robin Hood with its association with Nottingham Castle, it now hit the headlines more often than not for its gang gun crime. 

Not that it was an unsafe city, far from it; the general public had nothing to fear from the gangs, it was normally them squabbling amongst themselves that led to the shootings of each other. 

“Well, sissy, have you forgotten your manners?”  Zoe had sat on the sofa and was looking at John expectantly. 

“I’m so sorry, Mistress,” John suddenly realised what was expected of him and rushed over to kneel at her feet and kiss them.  She was wearing shiny black patent leather shoes and his breath and the touch of his lips briefly took away the shine with a cloud of moisture. 

“I should think so too, you’re on thin ice and any further disrespect will be severely punished.  Now, I’m waiting for a guest to arrive in about an hour, so in the meanwhile, bring me coffee.  The kitchen is through there.”  Zoe pointed. 

“Certainly, Mistress,” John replied, curtseyed, and went to do her bidding, anxious to be respectful and obedient so as not to incur any punishment.  He knew that it was inevitable that sooner or later his ass would be caned or whipped and he knew Zoe to be a cruel and vicious wielder of such implements, so he didn’t want to start off with a sore ass so soon in the day. 

When he returned with the coffee in a white porcelain cup and saucer with matching milk jug and sugar bowl on an oblong tray, she was sitting legs up on the sofa reading a book, her long shapely, bare legs exposed nearly to her crotch by the shortness of her skirt and her blouse unbuttoned low, revealing a lot of cleavage and the hint of a black, lacy bra.  John guiltily felt his cock twitch, ‘damn, she’s my sister,’ he thought, ‘I shouldn’t be getting sexually aroused by looking at her legs and chest.’

Zoe noticed the expression on his face with amusement, she knew what he was thinking, and her pose had been deliberate.  After all, she intended to tease him, to make him uncomfortable. That was all part of the fun. 

“Place the tray on this table,” she pointed to a small table beside her in easy reach, “then you may do some dusting, My ornaments gather so much dust and it’s been a couple of days since they were done, so make sure you do a thorough job and be careful, they are precious to me.  The duster is in the coat stand by the door.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” John curtseyed and went to the coat stand.  Apart from the coats there was a long multicoloured soft, fluffy duster with a black leather handle, a multi-coloured umbrella and, he noticed, a

rather vicious looking riding crop.  He picked up the duster and began to dust the statues and ornaments and the shelves they stood on. 

Zoe looked up from her book and giggled, she was looking at a pretty and very sexily dressed maid who was busy working diligently to dust her flat and she didn’t even have to pay her for the service. 

Thing was though, the pretty maid was actually a man and she was also her ‘brother’.  The situation was deliciously bizarre and she felt a familiar tingle in her crotch which she idly started to surreptitiously rub with her free hand whilst pretending to read. 

Suddenly there was a crash.  John had knocked over one of the ornaments on a crowded shelf with the duster. 

“Be careful, you clumsy oaf,” Zoe shouted, jumping up to look at what had happened, “is anything broken?” She was beside him now, pushing him out of the way so that she could see what had been knocked over. 

“N no Mistress, it was just the small, black, sphinx statuette.  It didn’t break.  This sissy is very sorry she knocked it over.” 

“You will be, you idiot, that’s fairly new and cost me three pounds. 

You need to be taught how to be more careful with my precious belongings.  Bend over that armchair, now, and raise the hem of you dress.” 

Zoe was relishing John’s careless mistake, it gave her the opportunity to punish his ass again and so early in the day.  She didn’t really care about the statuette, it was just a cheap thing she’d picked up in a junk shop, but it served as a good excuse to inflict some painful discipline on John’s ass before her guest arrived, and she was feeling deliciously horny and sadistic just now. 

“At once, Mistress,” John replied, moving over to the armchair.  He bent over the back of it with his face in the seat to await his punishment which he knew would be harsh and painful, his pantie clad ass presented perfectly for his Mistress as he pulled up the hem of his dress. 

“Pull those down, too,” Zoe ordered.  She had retrieved the riding crop from the coat stand next to the door and pressed the end of it

into John’s soft buttock, indicating the shocking pink panties, which John immediately reached back and pulled down to his knees, exposing his round, white ass. 

“Well?” Zoe snapped, flexing the crop in her hands.  This would be the first time she had tried the crop out on someone’s ass, it was a new acquisition just for John’s visit, and she was really excited to discover the effect it would have on his soft, white, defenceless buttocks.  Zoe managed to suppress a laugh as she saw the protruding end of the butt plug in his ass.  Jenny sure was mean sometimes, she mused, but it would make life easier for John when he had to accommodate James’ cock later that day. 

“Please punish this sissy for carelessly knocking over your ornament, Mistress.  This sissy needs to learn to do better for the future and by disciplining her you will instil the need to take more care with your things.” 

“Good.  You will receive 10 good, hard, strokes from my crop.  I don’t expect to hear any sound from you as the discipline is administered apart from the standard count and gratitude, is that understood?” 

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you Mistress.” 

Crraaackk, the first stroke landed across both undefended cheeks leaving a long, red, angry looking stripe where it hit. 

The pain was intense and John nearly cried out but forced himself to be quiet.  “One, thank you Mistress,” he managed to say through gritted teeth. 

Thwaaak. 

“Two, thank you Mistress.” 

The second and third stokes hit either side of the first, leaving three parallel stripes across both buttocks.  Jenny aimed the next two lower, right at the top of his thighs, sending ripples up through his buttocks as the hard impact of the crop lifted them briefly. 

“Five, thank you Mistress,” John had tears in his eyes from the pain.  He had thought the riding crop looked particularly vicious when he saw it and now he knew that it was.  Somehow, the strokes across the top of his thighs seemed far more painful than those

across his ass, he supposed the reason was that the skin on his thighs was thinner and probably had more nerve endings. 

The next two strokes went lower still, across his thighs midway between his stocking tops and his buttocks, requiring all of John’s inner resolve for him not to stand up and reach back to try and relieve the pain with his hands. 

“Seven, thank you Mistress,” he managed.  Just three more to go, please let it be over soon and don’t let me disgrace myself by making a noise or moving, John prayed to an unknown god. 

The next three strokes were aimed across his buttocks again in quick success, making John gasp at the intense pain as they landed on top of the stripes already present.  His ass was on fire when the last stroke landed. 

“Eight ... nine ... ten, thank you Mistress,” he spluttered, tears rolling down his cheeks.  His ass felt to be twice the size it should be but he knew that was just the pain affecting his perceptions due to its intensity.  The fire in his ass soon started to slowly spread throughout his body, setting each nerve ending alight as it passed. 

He’d heard Mistress Zoe go back to the sofa and sit down but she had not given him permission to move so he remained where he was, providing her with a humiliating view of his striped backside and his hanging genitalia locked in the chastity device. 

As he waited patiently in place John heard Mistress Zoe’s breathing start to become a little laboured and she started making a soft meewing noise, rather like the noise he’d heard cats make when they’re being friendly and rubbing themselves on your legs.  That, and the familiar regular slopping sound of a finger rubbing a very wet pussy, told him that she was masturbating.  He was shocked, his sister was masturbating herself in his presence and whilst looking at his red striped ass that she’d caused to look like that.  She was getting off looking at the damage she’d done to his ass!  She was just behind him, her lovely long slender legs were probably wide open and her hand was rubbing her pussy.  Did she have panties on and her hand inside them, busily manipulating her clit, or was she without panties, the intimate details of her sex exposed for him to see, if only he was permitted to look? 

The endorphins were doing their magic now, turning his pain into a kind of intense pleasure, and as he thought those thoughts about what his sister was doing, literally behind his back, his little cock strained futilely to erect, frustrating him beyond words.  On top of which, he felt guilty and ashamed about getting horny thinking about his sister in that way. 

Soon he had the unique experience of hearing his sister have her orgasm and, again, he was shocked that she was being so blatantly sexual in his presence.  It was quite a pleasant and erotic sound really, not loud or vocal but a soft and gentle gasping low moan.  He could hear her squirming on the leather of the sofa as the orgasm took over her body, making her movements involuntary for a short time.  Then it was over, her heavy breathing slowly subsiding and all was quiet, but not for long. 

Zoe had been unable to resist the temptation to masturbate, she would have liked nothing better than to order John to lick her to orgasm but she had kept her intimate places private from him for so long she didn’t want to give in to temptation now. Besides, Jenny had demanded that she keep up the pretence of her being his real, flesh and blood, sister, so that was that really. 

This was the second time she’d felt a peculiar sadistic thrill at seeing the damage she had done to John’s ass, instinctively knowing that it must hurt like hell.  This was an aspect of her psychological makeup that she’d never really appreciated until recently but she was strangely thrilled that she had so casually caused such pain and damage to another person, a much bigger and stronger person than she, but who was quite helpless to protect himself and completely obedient to her.  But however, thrilling and titillating it was to inflict such pain on another, it paled into insignificance compared to that other dark and secret thing that burned inside her, the thing she had only just recently plucked up the courage to talk to Jenny about. 

“You may carry on with your dusting now, sissy, I hope you have learned your lesson well and will be more careful in future.  Anymore clumsiness will be very painful for you indeed.  I expect only the best performance from my maid.” 

“Yes, Mistress, of course,” John replied, painfully getting back on his feet, “Please may this sissy pull up her panties?” 

“No, leave them where they are.  That will be quite fitting for such a slutty maid as you, doing your chores with your knickers down round your knees.  And tuck your dress up at the back, I want to admire my handiwork as your dust.” 

“Of course, Mistress, thank you,” John tried to curtsey but found it was next to impossible with his panties round his knees and Zoe laughed out loud in amusement as he nearly fell over. 

“On second thoughts, you’d better drop your panties to your ankles,” she giggled. 

John did as he was instructed, feeling slutty and exposed with his panties around his feet and the hem of his dress tucked up to bare his ass, but he now managed a curtsey and picked up the duster to continue his task.  He soon realised that the panties made an effective hobble for his legs and he could only move in very short steps.  He had to concentrate twice as hard to do the dusting and make sure he didn’t stumble again. 


Chapter 6

Suddenly the door bell rang and John’s felt his stomach in his mouth.  Was this James arriving to take advantage and force him into having gay sex with him?  His ass clenched tightly of its own accord around the rude butt plug already in his ass at the thought. 

He was dreading being fucked by another man, having a real, hard, flesh and blood cock forced into his ass and shooting its load inside him, providing the cocks owner with a reluctant hole to be used for his sexual gratification. 

“Sissy,” Zoe snapped, “Answer the door.  Don’t keep my guest waiting out in the corridor.  You know what happened when you kept me waiting at the door.  Do you want a repeat of that?” 

John certainly didn’t but he didn’t want to open the door either for fear of who would be standing there.  But in the end he knew he had no choice and so he hobbled over to let the person in.  He momentarily felt relief when he saw a large woman standing in the corridor and not James.  She wore no coat due to the warm summer’s day and was wearing a black calf length dress which emphasized her rather rotund figure and huge breasts.  Her face was made up with a very light foundation, black eye shadow, long black eye lashes and bright red lipstick.  She carried one of those large, cloth, open topped, bags as a handbag which bulged with whatever its contents were. 

She was kind of familiar but at the same time unknown to him, he couldn’t think who she was but in the back of his mind, he was sure he knew her.  She was very large, he estimated about 18 stone or more and not particularly attractive facially either, her rather stern face slowly turned into a smirk as she saw him. 

“Hello, John, or should that be sissy?” the voice again seemed familiar, but from a long forgotten memory, however, she obviously knew who he was.  John struggled for a name, the voice at once familiar but the large, overweight person before him gave no clue. 

Zoe came to his rescue as the woman swept past him and into the room whilst John closed the door. 

“Say hello to Mistress Charlotte, sissy.  You do remember her from school, don’t you?” 

Charlotte!  That was it, but god, she’d grown massively larger than she had been at school.  Oh, hell, another woman with revenge to take on him, he remembered.  She had been really besotted with him at school, a school girl crush of unrequited love.  He had never liked Charlotte in that way because even back then she had been quite large, much less so than now, but even so, he had not found her in the least bit attractive. 

Charlotte had stopped in the middle of the room and turned to face John.  “What a disgusting little trollop, answering the door with her knickers around her ankles,” she laughed. “Where do you get your maids from Zoe, some sort of slut agency?” 

“Yes, it is rather disgusting, isn’t it, but she seems to enjoy her dusting with them down like that.  It brings a whole new meaning to what the boys at school used to call a girl with loose knicker elastic!” 

At this last they both burst out laughing whilst John coloured up with embarrassment, then remembering his manners when a superior enters the room, he knelt before Charlotte and kissed her feet, much to her delight and amusement. 

Charlotte went over and hugged Zoe then they both sat down on the sofa.  “Well, sissy, as your panties are already down you may show Mistress Charlotte your chastity device.  Lift up the front of your dress.” 

John was now back on familiar ground and the delicious humiliation of having to expose his imprisoned cock to Mistress Charlotte made it start to try and erect.  By the time he had lifted the hem of his dress it was sending urgent messages of pain to his brain and Charlotte burst into uncontrollable, hysterical, laughter for several minutes as she saw it.  As her laughter subsided, Zoe had John spin around, and that started Charlotte off again as she saw the cruel red stripes across his buttocks and thighs and the black flange of the large butt plug. 

“Wow, Zoe,” she eventually managed, reaching out and touching first the raised red welts with her fingertips, even the lightest touch causing John to wince, and then the protruding end of the butt plug, 

pushing it to see if it would go in any deeper, “what did she do to earn that?” 

“Well, Jenny put her to the butt plug before she arrived this morning, and then the silly little slut was clumsy whilst she was dusting my ornaments and knocked one over.  It really is unforgivable to be so careless with my things, I expect better performance from my servants and so she needed to be disciplined with my riding crop.” 

“Ouch,” muttered Charlotte, “was it something expensive?” 

“No, not really, it only cost two or three pounds, but that’s not the point.  She should be more careful with her superior’s things, no matter what their value, and if she fails in her duties she deserves to be severely punished.” 

Zoe had told her such things were done to him but it had been difficult for her to believe until now, the evidence was standing before her.  “How did you get her to stay still for it, didn’t she try and struggle or get away?” 

“Of course not, she’s not allowed to move whilst receiving discipline and if she did it would just make the eventual discipline more severe.  Anyway, where would she run to, there’s nowhere to hide?  Jenny has her so well trained now that she’s completely obedient to all superior females and takes her punishment.... - I was going to say ‘like a man’, but of course, she’s not a man, she’s a sissy.  A sissy with a tiny, locked up, willy, which I think should now be re-designated as an over large clitty, and which has to have controlled access to stop her playing with it all the time without permission.” 

“Speaking of which,” Charlotte giggled, “let’s have another look at that, I’m really fascinated by how it’s locked away out of reach. 

Make her turn around again.” 

“No Charlotte, it’s time for you to take control of her, you make her turn around again.” 

“OK.  Sissy, turn round and let me see that locked up clitty,” 

Mistress Charlotte commanded. 

John obediently turned, exposing his chastity device to Mistress Charlotte knowing that, like the welts on his ass, she wouldn’t be able to resist reaching out and touching it, touching his balls, pulling it to see how secure it was, and he shuddered at the thought.  The pain eased as his cock shrunk back to its flaccid state. 

“It really is tiny, isn’t it,” Mistress Charlotte remarked, examining John’s parts closely. “I didn’t believe a penis could be so small once its owner achieved adulthood when you were telling me about it.  To think, I once lusted after this, I would have done anything for him at school.  Perhaps he did me a favour back then!” 

“Well, she’s yours now for the afternoon to do with as you like. 

Enjoy yourself with her, I’ll be around if you need anything.” 

“Kneel before your Mistress and superior, sissy,” Mistress Zoe curtly ordered as she passed the lead to Charlotte who took it in her pudgy hand and smiled in glee, “and don’t forget, you must obey her as you do Mistress Jenny or I.” 

John knelt on the floor before Mistress Charlotte as ordered, his stomach lurching as he thought about what the afternoon was to bring.  His cock wasn’t straining to erect, it was completely flaccid in its prison and there was no lust to enable the masochist in him to more easily accept his fate and he actually felt relieved that his cock was safely locked away.  Large women had always been a complete turn off for him sexually, he didn’t know why he had such an aversion to them but it was there from as early as he could remember and now he had been cruelly delivered to one in a helpless state for her to do with as she pleased. 

“What do you have to say to Mistress Charlotte?” Mistress Zoe spoke, the amusement in her voice ringing out clearly and humiliating John to his core. 

“Hello Mistress Charlotte,” John spoke mechanically, mistaking what he was meant to say and feeling himself colour up and get hot with embarrassment. 

“Don’t you have an apology to make to her, sissy?” Mistress Zoe verbally prodded John to continue his self abasement. 

John struggled with his humiliation and had difficulty putting together the words he knew he must speak.  He wasn’t really in the least bit sorry about what he’d done back then but he knew an apology was expected of him and that he had to be convincing or punishment would ensue. 

“This sissy is sorry for how she treated you at school, it was wrong of her and she knows she hurt your feelings by rejecting your advances.  Please accept her sincere apology, Mistress Charlotte.” 

“Hmm,” Charlotte spoke, suppressing her laughter at him referring to himself in the female gender, “I should think so too, you were very rude to me and broke my heart.  I was a young girl who thought she was in love, only to find out that the person she’d given her heart to was a complete pig.  After that I hated you, you know that?  I was prepared to do anything for you back then, even that thing you boys were always talking about and trying to get girls to do.  The thought of putting one of those in my mouth disgusted me at the time, but I was prepared to do it for you, so much did I want you.  And you rejected me!” 

“T this sissy is very, very, sorry Charlotte, she didn’t realise how deeply you felt at the time.  Please forgive her.” 

“That will be ‘Mistress Charlotte’ to you from now on unless you want to feel Mistress Zoe’s riding crop on your ass again,” Charlotte shouted at him. “Mere words won’t suffice to mend my feelings, only revenge will do that, and now you’re mine to do with as I will. 

There’s no escape, no way out this time for you, John.”  Charlotte used his proper name for effect. 

“Why don’t you take sissy into the bedroom, Charlotte, the camera is all set up ready?” Zoe suggested. 

“Yes, let’s get started,” Charlotte replied, standing up and dragging John by his lead, hobbling along with his panties still around his ankles towards the bedroom, the camera and his unappetising fate. 

It all seemed to be going well to Charlotte.  When Zoe had approached her and spoke about the possibility of getting some revenge on John, and explained the new circumstances of John’s life and how that may be used for achieving it, Charlotte had been sceptical.  The world of BDSM and a woman dominating a man, both

sexually and physically, were completely foreign to her.  How would a man let a woman treat him like that?  What would be his motivation? 

Zoe had worked hard to explain everything to her and to tutor her on the things she would need to do, how she would need to behave. 

The clincher was the photographs that Jenny had given to her of John dressing himself up as sissy the maid, putting on his lingerie, dress, makeup and wig and also the video of him masturbating and eating his own cum that Cynthia had taken and sent to Jenny in the hotel room where she was fucking Steve.  Charlotte found the video of John eating his cum to be very amusing, considering what she had been prepared to do for him back then. 

Charlotte switched on the video camera set up on a tripod in the corner of the room and checked the display to make sure it was recording and capturing the main part of the room, she wanted a souvenir of this afternoon and she was sure that Zoe and Jenny would like to see what happened too, then she went over and sat on the bed, ordering John to kneel again before her. “Well, what a turn around, sissy.” She leaned forward and grabbed his chin, putting her face close to his, exaggerating her actions for the camera. 

“Remember what you did one night after school as we went out the gate?  You stole one of my plimsolls from my gym bag as you ran past and threw it into the bushes somewhere.  You never returned it and Zoe and I looked high and low for it but we couldn’t find it and when I told my mom I had one missing she got dad to paddle my ass good in punishment for losing it.” 

“I’ve still got the other one,” Charlotte grinned evilly, pulling it out of her bag and waving it in front of John’s face.  “So here’s what’s going to happen.  I think it is very fitting that I paddle your ass good with this plimsoll, after all, you taking the other one got mine paddled. 

Dad was soft though, he only spanked me 6 times and that was through my jeans and panties, but I’m going to paddle you on the bare ass 50 times, nice and hard.  It should be quite painful, especially with those lovely welts that Mistress Zoe has already given you.” 

Charlotte looked into john’s eyes, seeing the fear in them at the punishment she had told him he was about to receive.  It made her feel powerful to be able to say those things to a male and also to know that she would be able to carry out her promises too. 

“I would have sucked your cock, you know.  It’s what all you boys wanted, all you talked about back then.  We girls were well aware of what you were saying.  None of them were particularly interested at the time in doing what they thought of as such a disgusting thing, but I would have done it for you, John.  But now, I have no interest in doing that for you.  Oh, no, your chance of that has long gone.  What I will do for you now, though, is allow you to beg to be allowed to eat my ass and pussy, and if you beg well, I may let you.” 

Charlotte had every intention of letting John eat her ass and pussy no matter how well he begged, but he didn’t know that, and the thought amused her.  She wasn’t very experienced with men, she’d remained a virgin until leaving school and had really only had one boyfriend since leaving that she’d allowed to fuck her.  It hadn’t gone very well, Phil had been a selfish lover, taking what he wanted and not considering her, and they split up a matter of days afterwards, but it did at least rid her of her virginity.  She’d never had her pussy licked, let alone her ass and she was looking forward to the experience. Zoe had assured her that it would be a very enjoyable experience for her and that John was well trained by Jenny to make it so. 

John went cold at the thought of having to lick Mistress Charlotte’s pussy, to have to bring her to orgasm on his face.  She was so large and he could imagine the size of her thighs gripping his head, keeping him there until she was satiated.  He didn’t feel at all horny at that moment in time as he considered his fate in panic. 

Charlotte stood up. “OK, sissy, reach under my dress and pull down my panties. Get to it, I haven’t got all day,” she chided when John didn’t immediately respond. 

Slowly John did as she ordered, reaching up under her dress until he found her panties at each hip.  He grasped the waist band and pulled them down her huge thighs, past her knees to her ankles. 

Charlotte reached out and put her hand on John’s shoulder to

balance and then lifted first one foot and then the other out of the voluminous material that were her panties. 

As John held them in his hands she spoke. “Before I came here today I had to go pee twice.  I didn’t use paper to wipe, I just pulled my panties up and let them soak up any stray droplets.  Now I want you to put them in your mouth, so place the gusset on your tongue and then push the rest in as well.” 

Charlotte held her breath, would he do it or would he refuse.  Zoe had assured her that he would obey without question but she still didn’t think that a male would willingly and obediently follow her orders to do such a thing.  With amazement she watched as John did as he was told, opening his mouth and placing the soiled gusset on his tongue then pushing the remaining, very voluminous, material in as well.  He struggled to get it all in but eventually the material all disappeared and John had a very full mouth with bulging cheeks; an effective gag indeed. 

“Good girl.  Do they taste nice?” she asked, smiling sweetly at him. 

John couldn’t speak, they tasted disgusting, the acrid taste of stale piss was not pleasant, but knowing that it was Mistress Charlotte’s piss somehow made it worse.  He fought the urge to retch and nodded his head.  He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of knowing that he hated it and he wanted to get a glowing report from her on how he had performed when Mistress Zoe asked so as not to incur further discipline with the crop. 

“Excellent, I’m glad you like it.  Now, go and get the chair from the dressing table and place it where you are kneeling now.  Then I want you to bend over the back of it and ensure your dress is lifted well clear of your ass ready for my plimsoll.” 

John immediately complied with her orders to the letter whilst Charlotte sat on the bed and watched, a smug, satisfied, look on her face.  ‘It’s funny how thing change,’ she thought.  She’d never in her wildest dreams ever expected to be able to get such perfect revenge on John, but everything Zoe had promised her was working out.  She actually felt liberated for the first time in her life, fully in control of not only her destiny but also of someone else’s.  She enjoyed the feeling of power it gave her knowing that this person from her past before

her was completely in her control, hers to do with as she would, at least for this afternoon anyway. 

Then and there she decided that if she were to date another man after the disaster with Phil, she would want the relationship to develop something like this, her in control and him doing as he was told, completely obedient and only concerned with ensuring her pleasure, not his own. 

Charlotte emerged from her reverie to see John was in position, ready for her to beat his ass with the plimsoll, his bare buttocks high in the air and already nicely striped and tender.  Charlotte slapped the sole of the plimsoll into her palm, wincing slightly at the sharp pain and she’d only done it gently. 

“I know you can’t speak like that but I want you to keep count.  You can clap your hands after 10 strokes, so clap once after 10, twice after 20, etc.  It will be like you’re applauding me, won’t that be cool. 

Nod if you understand.” 

John nodded, hoping that she wouldn’t be too hard on him, his ass was still sore from Mistress Zoe’s discipline. 

“Good.” 

Thwack, thwack, thwack.... The first ten were delivered in quick succession, making John jump as each one landed square on one buttock or the other, causing the beginnings of a nice red glow.  John clapped once.  It had been painful but not unbearable.  He knew, however, that this kind of punishment was cumulative and by the time all fifty were delivered the blows would have become very painful indeed.  He steeled himself for the trauma to come, wanting to show he could take his punishment no matter what. 

Thwack, thwack, thwack.... The next ten were delivered just a sure as the first and to John it was now starting to smart.  He clapped twice. 

Thwack, thwack, thwack.... The next ten were delivered with longer gaps in between but the result was no less effective, John’s ass was really stinging now.  He also noticed that Mistress Charlotte had started to breathe a little heavier, which was probably why the blows came slower.  He clapped three times. 

In the lounge Zoe listened to the regular thwacks of Charlotte’s plimsoll on John’s ass and could almost feel the pain he must be experiencing.  She grinned as she imagined him, obediently bent over the chair with his bare ass in the air receiving his punishment on his already tortured ass.  And she appreciated the claps too, they were a nice touch by Charlotte. 

She knew the reason for Charlotte’s discipline because they had discussed it and she knew the implement she was using to deliver it. 

Looking down into the bottom draw of her writing desk at the opposite twin of the plimsoll Charlotte was using, she sniggered. 

Neither of them knew that Zoe had actually found the one that John stole and threw into the bushes, but she had kept it and not said anything, her idea, even back then, was to get John into trouble, she just didn’t expect it to take so long. 

It was a delicious thought and she savoured the thrill of succeeding in her vindictive manipulations but her mind was also weighed down by thoughts of the thing she had spoken to Jenny about, her burning desires, the deep dark secret that she’d never told anyone about before.  She imagined that John must have gone though the same thought process in the beginning of his journey to the place he was now and although her desires were not the same, she appreciated the courage and conviction it must have taken for him to actually speak to Jenny about it.  For her own desires, Jenny had counselled her to take some time and think about it, her words had been clear -

“Be sure, because there will be no going back!”  Zoe felt a tingle of excitement as she remembered those words, it was a big step. 

Could she do it? 

Charlotte really took her time with the next 10, obviously her weight and the exertions were taking a toll on her as well.  The blows were no less heavy though, John was moving from foot to foot, trying to alleviate the fiery pain in his buttocks.  He clapped 4 times, the effort of taking his weight off his hands and bearing it on his legs, thighs and buttocks to do so causing more pain as those muscles tensed. 

‘Only ten more,’ he told himself, ‘you can do it.’

Charlotte was breathing very heavily after the final ten blows from the plimsoll were delivered and John fought through the burning pain

in his rear to clap 5 times.  She was hot and perspiring from her efforts.  She’d never imagined that it would be so physically taxing to do what she was doing to John’s ass.  She also felt a little admiration for John in that he’d took all she could give without making hardly a sound or any sign of trying to stop her.  She certainly didn’t think she could do the same in his position and she marvelled at his obedience to her will.  ‘Now for the pleasure part,’ she thought, ‘at least, the pleasure part for me!’

Charlotte sat back down on the bed and relaxed, catching her breath and looking at John’s fire red ass.  ‘Wow, I did that!’ she thought, still rather disbelieving that a grown man would docilely let her punish his ass so brutally.  She was very sexually aroused, she realised, in spite of her exertions.  It had been quite a while since she’d felt this horny and now she could take advantage of her power over this man and satisfy her need for sexual release completely and selfishly.  She stood and hitched up her dress to her waist then lay back on the bed, spreading her massive thighs and pulling her knees back, exposing her hirsute, overgrown, pussy. 

“Remove my panties from your mouth and then beg to lick me, sissy,” she ordered, “Beg to be allowed to make me cum.” 

John rose painfully from his position over the chair, his ass on fire from the punishment this woman had given to it and also glad to remove the panties from his mouth.  They had certainly been a mouth full and had dried up his saliva, soaking up the fluid like a sponge.  He knew he had no choice in what came next but he didn’t relish it, his cock was rapidly shrinking to become limp and lifeless in its prison after the erection it had tried to achieve whilst his ass was being ‘plimsolled’.  He looked over at Mistress Charlotte laying on the bed, legs open expectantly waiting, the tangled mass of her black pussy hair concealing, for the most part, the pink slit of her sex.  He noticed her ample chest still heaving from her exertions, her face red and glistening with perspiration. 

His mouth was so dry it was difficult to speak, his words coming out somewhat hoarse. 

“P Please may I lick your pussy, Mistress Charlotte?  Please let me pleasure you and make you cum.” 

“Hhhmm, you’ll need to work on your begging technique for the next time but for now that will do.  Get on with it, I’m horny and need to cum.” 

Slowly he approached, trying desperately to re-lubricate the inside of his mouth with what little spit he could muster. He reached out between her legs to her pussy, trying to spread it open, to pull the lips and hair to each side to allow him access to the soft, damp, delicate folds of her sex.  Her thighs were indeed large, each one looked nearly as thick as Mistress Zoe’s waist and they felt damp to the touch from her perspiration.  For some reason the phrase

‘marble columns’ came into John’s mind at the vision before him. 

He leant forward to contact her clit with his tongue, her skin under his hands was hot and clammy and her pussy tasted salty and acrid with sweat and urine.  He had no choice, his new role in life was to obey and not question his female superiors, that was something he had made clear to Jenny at the outset, so he could not object, all he could do was comply. 

He began to lick, seeking out the nub of her clit, his plan to get it over and done with as soon as possible.  Charlotte, however, was having none of that.  Even though she was as horny as hell and desperate to come, Zoe had warned her that John would go for the quick ‘kill’ as it were and that she had to stop him and make him make it last for her and give her the unique and rare sensations of having the whole area between her legs orally worshipped. 

“Lick lower,” Mistress Charlotte ordered, pushing down on John’s head until his tongue was licking around the entrance to her body, she placed the weight of her legs on his back to keep him in place and ensure there was no escape.  The sensation was sublime for her, she’d never imagined it would be this good as she felt his tongue probing inside her cunt and also flicking over the entrance to her urethra.  She briefly wondered what it tasted like for him and shuddered at the thought as she lay back and enjoyed these new and erotic sensations for several minutes. 

“Now my ass,” she demanded, pushing John’s head still lower until she felt his tongue on the puckered ring of her anus. “Oh, God, yes, that feels so good,’ she moaned, delighting in the feel of his warm, 

once again wet, tongue licking around the rim and probing into her

‘dirty hole’ as she thought of it.  She felt it starting to force open her anus and go further in and knew she was on the verge of having an orgasm from the sheer pleasure of it! 

“Now my clit again,” it was almost a shout and she pulled him up by his hair to emphasise the urgency, she wanted him to bring her to orgasm now.  John’s tongue was as good as Zoe had told her it would be and soon she felt the beginnings of a massive orgasm building inside her, welling up from her groin, taking over control of her body, making her hips jerk spasmodically, her thighs clamp tightly around John’s head, and her pussy ejaculate a powerful jet of fluid onto his chin and neck, soaking him and the bedding in the process. 

“Yyyyeeees,” she screamed, “oh my God, yeeesss, I’m c c cumming.” 

The most powerful and intense orgasm Charlotte had ever experienced flooded through her overly large body, she was in blissful heaven for what seemed like an age to John, trapped between her massive thighs.  His chin was drenched by her fluid ejaculations and there was no escape from the tight clamp of her massive thighs until she released him after her orgasm subsided. 

She pushed John’s face away from her pussy but remained laying there, knees drawn back and legs as wide open as she could get them, knowing but uncaring that he was looking directly at her most intimate places.  She hadn’t finished with him yet and she lay there savouring the after orgasm glow whilst she considered her next move. 

As her breathing returned to normal she lifted her head and looked at John waiting obediently between her spread thighs for her next order, ‘A girl could get very used to this kind of obedience and pleasuring,’ she thought. 

“Now, ask me nicely if you can worship my lovely ass hole, sissy,” 

was all she said and then she rolled over onto her stomach on the bed to get comfortable, reached back to spread her ass cheeks to reveal her anus and waited breathlessly for John to say the words she’d dreamt about him saying since Zoe first contacted her. 

“P Please may I w worship your lovely ass hole, Mistress Charlotte?” John stuttered over the humiliating words. 

“Yes, you may worship my ass and I’m glad to see that you are now showing me some respect.  Get on with it.” She sighed and waited for the pleasurable sensations of his oral worship of her anus to commence. 

John’s chin felt wet and sticky and he wanted to go clean up but his needs came secondary to his new Mistress’s demand for anal worship and so he set to his task.  He reached out and spread her ass cheeks himself, opening the way to the pink, puckered, hole that nestled between them and leant forward, his tongue probing away at her ass hole, making it and the whole area around it, slick with his saliva.  He kept at it for what seemed to him like an eternity and probably was more than 30 minutes, he guessed, he had no way of knowing.  At one point he swore he could hear snoring but he kept at his task diligently as he must because he hadn’t been told to stop.  If this had been Mistress Jenny, or even Ma’am Cynthia, he would have revelled in it, but with Mistress Charlotte it was just a chore he had to carry out. Never the less, he performed his duty to the best of his ability. 

“Hhhmmmm, make me cum again now,” Charlotte murmured dreamily, rolling back over onto her back and spreading wide. 

Once more John’s Tongue moved to Mistress Charlotte’s clit and attacked it with gusto, using every trick Mistress Jenny had taught him to make her cum quickly and get it over with, and soon he was rewarded with a second powerful orgasm from the large woman he knew as Mistress Charlotte but didn’t really know at all, he hadn’t seen her for years. 

Charlotte sat up and looked at the ridiculous sight of the helpless male kneeling on the floor between her legs.  He made a pathetic sight to her newly empowered eyes, dressed in a maids uniform, chin dripping with her ejaculation which, until now, she had always felt embarrassed about when she orgasmed.  Not any more though, she realised how powerful it was for subjugating and humiliating a male. 

“To think,” she crowed, “this could all have been so different all those years ago.  It could have been me kneeling before you, chin dripping with your cum after you pleasured yourself by fucking my mouth.  If only you hadn’t rejected me so rudely.  Still, I think I prefer it better this way and anyway, and that’s never, ever, gonna happen for you with me or anyone else now that Jenny has locked up your little clitty, is it now?” she laughed, fixing him with a hard stare that made him squirm with embarrassment. 

“Help me up.”  Charlotte reached out a hand and John grasped it and pulled her to her feet.  She walked over to the video camera and removed the SDHC card. 

“Pick my panties up and put them in my bag then bring the bag here,” she ordered and John immediately scampered to comply. 

Charlotte reached into the back, took out her purse and dropped the memory card into an empty compartment.  “A little memento for me to keep,” she smiled sweetly, dropping the purse back in the bag. 

“Bring the bag, sissy.” 

Turning briskly on her heel she strode out of the bedroom to Zoe in the lounge and John followed behind with her bag, mincing because of the small steps he was required to take with his panties still around his ankles. 

“Did she behave and do as she was told?” Zoe enquired as Charlotte sat down next to her on the sofa. 

“Yes, she was adequate,” Charlotte replied, ignoring John who was now standing next to her with her bag. 

“Good, it sounded as though you were having fun in there, judging by the clapping.  What’s the little trollop got down her front, it looks like she’s been dribbling. 

“Well, she just couldn’t get enough of me,” Charlotte and Zoe both laughed uproariously at this and John squirmed with embarrassment. 


Chapter 7

“Sissy, leave Mistress Charlotte’s bag on the floor beside her and remove your dress.  It needs to go in the wash, we can’t have you going around in a uniform that’s been dribbled on, can we.  Put it in the washing machine and then go and clean yourself up.  You still have the dusting to complete so don’t be long.” 

As John stripped off his maid’s dress the two Mistresses got into conversation about what had happened, Charlotte going into great detail about what she’d made John do.  They didn’t seem to care that he could hear what they were saying and both were seemingly ignoring him as he stripped down to his shocking pink lingerie with matching garter belt holding up his black seamed stockings.  He wondered if he should pull up his panties which were still around his ankles but decided that he hadn’t been told to so he must leave them where they were.  He felt naked and exposed moving around Mistress Zoe’s flat in that state of undress but he supposed that was the humiliating effect they wanted.  He set the washing machine going and went to the bathroom to clean up.  He noticed that his lipstick was smudged and wished he had makeup with him to repair it but he didn’t so he quickly cleaned it all off. 

In the mirror he caught sight of himself, he was always surprised at how attractive he looked with his makeup and wig and the very feminine underwear he had on.  The shocking pink bra was amply filled by the 34D silicone breast forms which were glued to his chest. 

He cupped them in his hands, marvelling at how real they seemed, if only he had feeling in them they would be perfect. 

His gaze dropped then to his chastity device, the merciless device that he had been wearing constantly for 2 weeks now and which cruelly ensured that he was denied all sexual relief, no matter how horny he got.  And he’d got very horny over the last couple of weeks, some of the situations he’d been in had been a huge turn on for him. 

He had no doubt that if he’d been able he would have masturbated himself on many occasions in order to gain some sort of relief from the frustratingly constant arousal and the permanent ache in his balls which had been denied their natural discharge after such arousal. 

It seemed that everyone around him was getting plenty of sexual relief, usually at his expense and most often actually provided by him too.  Mistress Jenny had a minimum of two orgasms per day by his tongue these days, sometimes more, and she got to enjoy Sir Steven’s huge cock in her on a regular basis too.  John shuddered at the memory of that enormous appendage stretching and filling his wife’s pussy right in front of his face the previous evening. 

He sighed, this was what he’d asked for so he couldn’t really complain, he told himself, and he just wished he’d been a little more careful in specifying what he wanted in his original request.  He sighed again and turned to return to the lounge and his fate, hobbling along with his panties around his ankles. 

“Oh look, here’s your slut of a maid, half naked and with her knickers still around her ankles,” laughed Mistress Charlotte as John appeared. 

Zoe laughed and beckoned John to approach.  “Give us a twirl, sissy, Mistress Charlotte’s been telling me all about paddling your ass in there with her plimsoll.  I want to see what kind of a job she made.” 

“Hhhmm, not bad, I think, for a first attempt.  It’s still nice and red look.” 

“Yes, not bad at all, Charlotte,” Zoe congratulated.  “Sissy, go to my writing desk and open the bottom draw.  I want you to bring to me what you find in there.” 

John shuffled over to the desk, bent over painfully to open the bottom draw.  He recognised the item immediately, hell he’d had one just like it laid across his ass just a few minutes earlier.  ‘Bitch,’ he thought, ‘she’d had it all along.  All these years she’d kept it and not said anything.’  He reached in and grasped the plimsoll and took it back to Zoe. 

“Oh my God,” exclaimed Charlotte, “is that what I think it is?” 

“Yes, I’m afraid it is Charlotte,” Zoe giggled, “I found it when we went looking but I didn’t say anything, I just kept it.  Don’t ask me why, I don’t know.” 

“You had it all along?  And I just thrashed his ass because....  Oh my God.” 

“You enjoyed thrashing his ass didn’t you?” 

“Well, yes, I did, but...” 

“There you are then, no harm done.  Do you want it back or should I keep it?” 

Charlotte giggled.  “You’re incorrigible, Zoe.  Yes, you keep it, you may find a good use for it,” she leered at John, “and I’ll have the other one.  Now, can we watch the film, I’ll have to go soon.” 

“Yes, the film. Sissy, take this memory card and put it in the card slot in the DVD player.  Mistress Charlotte wants to show me her first FemDom porno film with you as the subbie co-star,” Zoe sniggered. 

John took the memory card and went to do his bidding, feeling completely humiliated by the turn of events.  Mistress Zoe really was a sadistic little vixen, she’d manipulated an event from his distant past to result in him being unfairly and harshly punished just for her own amusement and then she’d dismissed the pain he’d suffered as being of no consequence - ‘no harm done’.  Humiliated as he was, he couldn’t do any other than admire her style.  In the tight confines of its plastic prison, John’s little cock stirred, causing a silent groan as his aching balls throbbed ever more painfully. 

He took the memory card to the DVD player and placed it in the appropriate slot, returning to Mistress Zoe with the remote control. 

“You may bring us gin and tonics and then carry on with your dusting now, sissy,” Zoe instructed imperiously, starting the film playing on the large screen TV. 

John diligently went about his task of dusting Mistress Zoe’s cat ornaments whilst the two Dommes sat back comfortably with their drinks and watched his humiliation and punishment in vivid detail on the big TV screen. 

It reminded John of a boy’s night he’d once been to where the guys sat around, drinking beer from cans and watching a porn film in which a full figured girl was repeatedly impaled by the cocks of a number of well endowed men in all three of her orifices.  The men would comment out load on bits they enjoyed, words like, ‘yes, get in

there’ and ‘that’s it, do her good in the shit hole’.  So the two Dommes sat with their drinks watching the Dominant female on the screen thrashing the poor, helpless, male’s ass with a plimsoll with comments like, ‘yes, that one must have hurt gooood’ and ‘look at the poor little sissy wimp’s ass now’. 

John was forced to listen and relive the entire session with Mistress Charlotte, much to his embarrassment, it was good that he could busy himself with the dusting and hide his beetroot red face, especially when it came to the part where he had to beg to pleasure Mistress Charlotte by licking her asshole and pussy. 

“He really is very good with his tongue, isn’t he Zoe,” Charlotte said conversationally to Zoe at one point, “it’s quite delightful how he gets it right inside your asshole.  I never knew something so disgusting to contemplate could be so wonderful to enjoy.” 

“Yes, well that’s why most women never get to experience such delightful pleasures, most men wouldn’t contemplate doing such a thing.  Sissy, of course, has no choice, she has to do as she’s told, no matter what, and so such things become possible.  It’s just one of the benefits of having a submissive at your beck and call.” 

“Yes, it’s been an eye opener.  I’ll certainly be looking for a subbie male to feminize for my next relationship!  Anyway, I must dash.  Say Hi to James for me, I’ll be making an appointment to get my hair done soon and to find out how this evening went for him.” 

“See Mistress Charlotte out, sissy.  And don’t forget to say goodbye to her properly.” 

Charlotte got up and made her way to the door, stopping just in front of it.  Obediently, John went behind her and knelt, then, lifting up the hem of her dress at the back he pressed his face to her ass and using his hands to separate the cheeks he once more inserted his tongue into Mistress Charlotte’s anus, licking around the rim several times and probing into the centre for a few seconds. 

“Now that’s what I call a proper goodbye kiss,” Charlotte shuddered with delight, “That will do, open the door for me now, sissy.” 

John let her dress fall and stood up, going around her to open the door.  He tried to avoid looking at her as she passed but she was

having none of it, she wanted to look him in the eyes and see his squirming embarrassment at the gross act he had just committed. 

She reached out and pinched his cheek, forcing him to look at her. 

“Bet you wish you’d let me suck you cock back then, don’t you.”  It was a rhetorical question and she smiled sweetly at his red face. 

“Don’t just stand there, open the door, sissy.” 

John hoped there was no one in the corridor as he opened the door wide for Mistress Charlotte to exit.  Luckily there wasn’t and she passed through and was on her way.  John closed the door and returned to face Zoe. 

He had now learnt that James would be arriving this evening and the thought once again caused him to involuntarily clench his sphincter muscle on the large butt plug in his ass.  He didn’t want to believe his sister was going to go through with her threat of making him have gay sex with a homosexual man, but deep down, he knew she would.  He felt helpless, his life was no longer under his control, his choices, decisions and preferences counted for nothing now that he had fully submitted to his wife’s complete control and domination, and now everybody in his life seemed to take full advantage of that situation to make him do things he would never before have considered, and would probably have reacted violently against. 

Why, oh, why, did his cock betray him so and try to erect so painfully and drip such copious amounts of pre-cum whenever he thought of his current situation and the fate that was fast approaching. 




Chapter 8

Zoe had plans for John for the rest of the afternoon until, what she thought of as the main entertainment, turned up.  She was looking forward to James’ arrival immensely and hoped that he would let her watch, what was for her, John’s ultimate humiliation.  It made her wet just thinking about what she was going to make John do with James.  She’d always been fascinated by homosexual sex and often fantasised about watch men suck each other’s cocks.  Now she could watch it for real, and to add spice to the situation, one of the men, the one that she would force to do the cock sucking, wasn’t even gay.  God, she needed to masturbate, better get John settled down for the rest of the afternoon so that she could. 

She went over to her writing desk and reached into the top draw, pulling out an item made of thin, soft, rubber. 

“Come here, sissy,” she ordered and John obediently complied. 

“Kneel.” 

John knelt on the floor in front of his younger dominant sibling, wondering what was next, what new torment she was going to put him through.  He saw the rubber item in her hand but couldn’t guess what it was. 

Zoe had found the item online in a rubber fetish web site she’d come across recently and just had to buy it, it was just the perfect thing.  She couldn’t wait to try it out and she’d actually fitted it on herself when it arrived to see what it was like. 

She’d previously prepared the item by sprinkling the inside with talc and so she proceeded to fit the rubber hood over John’s head.  It fitted closely to his flesh, moulding itself to his head and face like a second skin.  It had no cut outs for eyes so its wearer was completely blind with it on, but there were two small holes for the nose and at the mouth was a much thicker piece of rubber which protruded into the mouth holding it open by preventing the teeth from closing.  There was a half inch hole in the centre of it. 

“Come,” Zoe ordered.  There were no cut outs for the ears either and so she needed to raise her voice considerably to make herself heard. 

Inside the mask John could no longer see and could hear very little.  He could breathe quite easily through his nose and mouth so he wasn’t particularly panicked that two of his senses had been taken away, but he wondered as to what devilish purpose Mistress Zoe had done this.  He faintly heard her tell him to come with her and felt her pull him along by the chain attached to his collar.  He presumed he was supposed to crawl and so he followed her to where she was taking him, trusting her to make sure he didn’t crawl into something.  Soon he realised from the cold tiles under his hands and knees that they were in the bathroom. 

He was made to kneel and sit back on his legs, whereupon his hands were cuffed behind him and attached to his ankles with further cuffs.  He was now completely blind, deaf and helpless, forced to kneel on the cold tiled floor and await Mistress Zoe’s pleasure, whatever that may be.  Suddenly, he got the feeling that she’d left the bathroom and that he was alone. 

Zoe got the second piece that fitted into the mouth hole of the rubber mask from her writing desk draw and looked at it in amusement.  Boy, was this going to be fun!  She helped herself to a large gin and tonic, drinking half of it before she returned to John in the bathroom where he was patiently waiting for her, not that he had any choice, she’d made sure he couldn’t move. 

The second piece slotted into the mouth hole, she pushing it in tightly as per the instructions, and stood back to admire her handiwork.  Protruding from John’s mouth now was a short length of solid plastic tube about half an inch thick which then bent upwards at right angles and opened out into a long, narrow, oblong funnel. 

Kneeling as he was, Zoe judged that he would be at just about the right height for her to comfortably stand astride the funnel.  Today John would get her piss hot, fresh and steaming straight from her bladder, she could already feel the urge to pee from the G&T’s she’d consumed. 

Zoe removed her panties and lifted the hem of her short skirt.  She was right in front of him and if only he knew it, her delicious, shaved, pussy that he craved so much to see was exposed and inches from his face, but he couldn’t see, the mask saw to that.  She grinned at

the thought of her poor unfortunate step brother’s predicament and at what a lovely surprise he was about to get, then she stood astride the funnel and let go of her rather full bladder, holding on to his head to steady herself and keep the funnel in the correct place. 

John had been trying to figure out what was happening, he knew something had been attached to the front of his mask because of the extra weight, but he could still breathe through the mouth hole, so he was confused but still not worrying too much.  That was about to change. 

It started as a steady trickle, the acrid taste of urine, hot and salty on his tongue, but then the trickle became a torrent, filling his mouth and making him choke.  Quickly he placed his tongue over the opening to stop the flow and swallowed what was in his mouth. 

Zoe continued to empty her bladder into the funnel, watching it fill up.  She worried at one point that it would overflow but the capacity of the funnel was quite large and took the whole contents of her bladder.  She realised that John must have used his tongue to stop the flow into his mouth, she’d noticed him judder as he coughed when she first started.  Well, let him stew there for a while, but if he didn’t drink it soon she looked forward to using his balls to persuade him to. 

John was now fully aware of the predicament he was in and knew he would have to give in to the inevitable before long.  The flow had stopped for now, held back by his tongue, but the weight of the container of piss was taxing the strength of his neck.  He knew that eventually gravity would win and pull his head forward, and then the noxious fluid would spill out onto the tile floor.  He hated to think about what Mistress Zoe would do to him if he allowed that to happen.  It just wasn’t an option, but the alternative wasn’t appetizing either.  He had become accustomed to drinking piss since Mistress Jenny had toilet trained him, but not in such large quantities.  It was either delivered to him in a baby’s feeding bottle or sometimes Mistress Jenny used him as a toilet whilst his head was over the actual toilet and she controlled the flow from her bladder so that he could keep up, but excess piss that he wasn’t able to swallow went into the bowl. 

He really had no choice, he knew that eventually, even if his neck muscles were strong enough to hold out and not spill, Mistress Zoe would ‘encourage’ him to drink it down. Experimentally he eased his tongue slightly away from the hole and was immediately rewarded with a jet of hot, acrid, piss into his mouth.  It swirled around his tongue and hit the back of his throat and with no choice he steadfastly he started to swallow, keeping his tongue in place to just let an amount he could handle through.  It seemed to take forever, mouthful after mouthful of the disgusting tasting fluid he took in and swallowed until eventually it was gone and with a sigh of relief he was able to breathe through the mouth tube once more.  He was amazed that such a petite woman as his sister would be able to do so much. 

Unknown to John, Zoe stood quietly watching him drink her piss. 

She watched fascinated as the level slowly went down to the accompaniment of his bobbing Adam’s apple.  It always turned her on to think that she was forcing another person drink her piss, especially it being John whom she’d known all her life and who had bullied her as kids.  That gave her a tremendous amount of satisfaction, who ever said revenge wasn’t sweet! 

She looked downwards, taking in the shocking pink bra filled with realistic breasts, down past his belly button to his groin.  His stockinged legs were apart for balance and comfort and it amused her to see that his plastic encased clitty was twitching as it tried fruitlessly to erect.  ‘Well, I never,’ she thought, ‘he’s turned on by having to drink my piss, too.’

She turned and went into the lounge, leaving John where he was, no doubt with a horrid taste in his mouth that he could do nothing about.  She finished her drink and made herself another, taking it to the sofa.  The itch between her legs was getting too much for her and she had to take care of it, so she lay back in comfort, spread her legs widely, and began to slowly frig herself, gloating that she had the freedom to do such a basic act of self pleasuring whilst John no longer did.  She couldn’t even begin to imagine how horny and frustrated he was after all this time without an orgasm, given the

erotic situations he’d constantly been put in, and the thought of his suffering delighted her as she manually stimulated her throbbing clit. 

John’s knees began to hurt after a while, the cold tiles were hard and unforgiving and he was immobile trussed up as he was.  At the most, all he could do would be to fall over onto his side.  It would relieve the pain in his knees but would surely incur an even worse pain to his ass when Mistress Zoe saw that he’d moved without permission. 

He remembered that there was a lovely soft bath mat in front of the bath but knowing it was there was no use to him, he had no way of getting it and placing it beneath his knees.  For all he knew, Mistress Zoe was standing there quietly watching him to see what he would do, and the feeling made him shiver.  His most important senses, sight and sound, had been taken away from him and he felt vulnerable and exposed in his eerie silence and darkness. 

He thought about Mistress Charlotte and what she’d made him do. 

It was nothing that he hadn’t done before with Mistress Jenny and Ma’am Cynthia, but somehow with Mistress Charlotte it had been completely un-erotic, he’d just gone through the motions.  Normally he derived a kind of pleasure and pride from serving his superiors well in such a manner, but that was completely missing with Mistress Charlotte. 

‘But was that, in itself, a form of erotic humiliation that the masochist in him should enjoy,’ he suddenly thought to himself. 

After all, it fitted with his original request to be made to do things he wouldn’t necessarily enjoy.  To be forced to give intimate oral pleasure to such a huge and unattractive woman fitted perfectly with his stated fetish.  He whiled away the time churning this thought over in his mind, trying to sort out his feelings and emotions but with little success. 

Suddenly, some sixth sense told him he was no longer alone.  He had no idea how much time had passed, the sensory deprivation of the hood had completely disoriented him on that front. 

Who was there?  Was it Mistress Zoe again or someone else? 

James perhaps?  He hoped not, for some reason he didn’t want James to see him like this.  ‘Oh, well, nothing I can do about it, 

whoever it is,’ he thought.  Prudently he blocked the opening of the tube with his tongue again and soon found that it was a good move. 

The hot, foul tasting liquid burned his tongue once more as the unknown person relieved them self into the funnel that John guessed must be at the other end of the tube in his mouth. 

Zoe looked down at the full reservoir of piss that had nowhere to go except into her unfortunate captive’s mouth, and giggled.  She was a little bit tipsy after the G&Ts and found her unfortunate sibling’s situation very funny.  She sat on the loo massaging her clit and watched as the level of fluid in the funnel slowly went down, filling John’s stomach with the contents of her bladder.  The rubber mask and funnel attachment had exceeded her expectations in its erotic value, it was just so horny to watch her reluctant victim drinking her piss like that.  Still, it was soon time for James to arrive and the real fun to begin, she thought, so it was nearly time to get John cleaned up and ready for him. 

She left and went into her bedroom to get the video camera ready. 

She’d got another memory card to replace the one Charlotte took home with her and she slotted it into the designated place.  She switched the camera on and looked at the small LCD screen to check it was placed correctly to capture the action.  Satisfied, she went to make herself a coffee to try and sober up a little before James arrived, after she’d drunk it she would release John and let him clean up.  She put some cold pizza on a plate ready for John to eat, after all, he had to keep his strength up for this evenings fun. 




Chapter 9

John blinked as the hood was removed, the bright light of the bathroom hurting a little after the pitch blackness inside the hood. 

His mouth was disgusting and he didn’t think his knees would allow him to stand immediately. 

Mistress Zoe’s closeness as she released him from his bonds was very pleasant.  She smelt good as ever and her perfect skin, body and features made her a vision of loveliness to John after his ordeal. 

He felt his little cock straining once more in its impossible battle to get hard. 

“James will be here shortly, sissy, so you need to get ready and make yourself attractive for him.  He’s not interested in females, therefore, you need to remove all of your feminine things and become John again so that you make a nice plaything for him.  And use the mouth wash, your breath smells disgusting.  There’s some pizza over there for you.”  With that she turned on her heels and left him to it, sniggering at the thought that must be going through his mind right now. 

John had always made his feelings towards gay men quite clear in the past.  Whilst he didn’t go around beating them up, he didn’t want anything to do with them either.  When Zoe had once introduced him to one of her gay male friends he had made his distaste quite clear to the extent that her gay friend become uncomfortable and left. 

‘Well, John, there would be none of that this time,’ she thought, looking forward to seeing his total humiliation as she handed him over to James to use for his sexual gratification. 

John finally managed to pick himself up off the floor and sat on the loo to relieve his bladder.  Ironic that what he was pissing out was actually the piss of another person, of his sister Zoe.  He pulled off his wig and divested himself of the remaining feminine trappings to stand naked except for his chastity device, collar and the glued on breast forms, and he looked at himself in the mirror.  What had he become?  He cupped his realistic breasts in his hands and sighed, they felt real also and looked so attractive.  He loved feeling them, manipulating them as if they were real, lifting them and feeling their weight before letting them drop and feeling the pull on his chest.  ‘Oh

well, time to remove them so that he looked desirable for James,’ he sighed.  The glue was water soluble so he got in the shower and turned it on, soon the breast forms became detached and he then just enjoyed the shower and used the opportunity to wash out his chastity device which was getting pretty disgusting with pre-cum and all. 

As he was drying himself he heard the doorbell.  James!  His sphincter clenched tightly on the butt plug of its own accord and his flesh crawled at the thought of what would soon occur.  Could he do this?  What option did he have but to comply, he asked himself, and answered the question with ‘none’.  His fate was sealed and he had no possibility of changing it.  The will of his younger sister would be obeyed no matter what his personal feelings were, he had no choice.  He picked up the mouth wash and gargled with it, at least his mouth tasted better now, he thought, as he ate the slices of cold ham and pineapple pizza. 

Mistress Zoe came into the bathroom to see where he was.  She didn’t knock, the door was wide open anyway, and John was permitted no privacy in his new life.  “Come on John, don’t keep your lover waiting, he’s really excited about fucking you.”  She grabbed his chain and dragged him, leaden feet an all, into the lounge. 

John looked around but couldn’t see James, ‘he must already be in the bedroom,’ he thought. 

“Be on your best behaviour, John, and do whatever James tells you.  I don’t want a repeat of the last time you met one of my gay friends.  I want you to be as accommodating as possible with James as he’s really excited about you.  Don’t worry about anything, he’s given me permission to come in with you and watch, so I’ll be there too.  Are you ready, John?” 

John was looking at his sister’s face as she spoke, noting the mirth that was just below the surface.  She was going ahead with her plan for him to have sex with a gay man, but it wasn’t entirely her, Mistress Jenny had played her part in preparing him, teaching him how to suck cock, how to please a man with his mouth, how to eat the cum that would inevitably result from his oral ministrations. 

“Are you ready, John,” Mistress Zoe repeated, shaking John from his thoughts. 

“Y Yes, Mistress” he replied, but Zoe hadn’t finished yet, she wanted to extract the most humiliations she could from the situation. 

“Ready for what, John?” 

“Ready to meet James, Mistress.” 

“And do what, John” 

John didn’t answer her immediately, he didn’t want to say the words she was looking for.  He wanted to shout out ‘I’m not gay!’ for her and James to hear, but he knew he could not. 

“And do what, John,” Mistress Zoe encouraged him gently, inwardly laughing at his inner turmoil but she knew there was really only one option for him. 

“A And s suck his cock,” John finally got out. 

Zoe grinned in triumph.  “So you’re happy to go into my bedroom and pleasure James as a lover, suck his cock and make him cum and do whatever else he wants?” 

“Y Yes.” 

“Let’s go then.”  She pulled on his lead and led him into her bedroom. 

James was fully clothed and standing on the far side of the room by the dressing table, facing them as they entered.  He had a big grin on his face as he saw John, naked except for his chastity device, being led in to him by Zoe on a lead.  He knew John wasn’t gay, that just made the situation more intensely pleasurable for him, he’d often fantasised about having sex with a straight man.  He looked at John’s groin, at the plastic prison his cock was locked up in, and shuddered.  He couldn’t imagine having his cock locked in one of those, for even a day, let alone two weeks like Zoe had told him John’s had been.  Two weeks without an orgasm, he’d just die! 

John felt like the proverbial lamb being led to the slaughter as Zoe led him into the bedroom by the chain fastened around his neck.  He saw James standing at the far end of the room, grinning from ear to ear like the cat that got the cream, and shuddered.  He was helpless to do anything about his predicament and he knew that soon he

would be sucking this gay man’s cock, and to make it worse, his sister would be watching him do it. 

“Hello John, sweetie” James spoke quietly, the grin never leaving his face “I’m so glad you’re here, I’m so horny and excited about this.  Please, come and kneel in front of me.” 

Zoe brought John to stand before James and then ordered him to kneel, also kneeling herself beside him.  “Undo James’ trousers, John, and lower them down,” she whispered in his ear. 

John looked at the front of James’ trousers.  He could see a large bulge where he knew James’ cock would be and realised in horror that his erection was for him.  It was quite disconcerting to be considered an object of lust by another man.  His mouth was dry and his sphincter gripped the plug in his ass so tight that he feared something would break, either the plug or his muscles.  But his cock was straining too. ‘Why did this cause such a reaction in his cock,’

he wondered, hugely embarrassed that it did. 

Tentatively he reached out and started to undo James’ belt, feeling awkward and embarrassed to be doing so.  After the belt was undone he unclipped the waist band and pulled down the zip. 

“That’s it, John, you can do it.” Zoe whispered. 

John was conscious at James looking down at him kneeling on the floor before him.  He was grinning like a Cheshire cat and quite clearly excited that soon a straight man would be sucking him off. 

When he’d met John at the salon the day he came to pick his wife up James had thought then how attractive he was and wished he could have sex with him, now it was all coming to pass.  ‘Dreams do come true,’ he thought triumphantly. 

John pulled James trousers down to his ankles.  His gaze was fixed on the large bulge in the front of James’ boxer shorts.  It looked to John as though James was quite well endowed and once again he cursed fate that had dealt him such a poor hand.  Life was so unfair. 

“Reach in the waist band and pull his cock out, John,” Zoe quietly encouraged. 

So, Zoe wanted to humiliate him further by making him do what John considered to be a huge humiliation of making him reach inside

another man’s underwear and pull out his cock, rather than just lower his boxer shorts down.  Slowly, reluctantly, John grasped the waistband of James’ boxers with his left hand and pulled out and down, allowing his right hand to slip in and grasp the hard, fully erect cock inside and expose it.  He heard Zoe gasp as he pulled it out and she saw the size of it, and John had to admit, although it wasn’t as big as Sir Steven’s, it was still a cock to be well proud of. 

He pulled the boxers down to mid thigh and looked at the appendage in his hand.  It was circumcised and had a large bulbous purple head, as big as the largest plum John had ever seen.  The slit in the end was beginning to ooze pre-cum in anticipation of what John was going to do with it very shortly.  The shaft was about 8

inches long and the large girth was knobbled with protruding veins on its surface.  John thought about what this cock had been used for with James’ partner Simon, briefly feeling disgust, and hoped it hadn’t been used that way recently or that James had washed it thoroughly. 

“It’s such a beautiful cock, John, don’t you agree?” Zoe urged in his ear. “It will be so nice to suck that lovely purple head, don’t you think?” 

“Yessss.” John hissed, his gaze transfixed on the large cock he held in his hand.  He had touched and even sucked Sir Steven’s cock previously but it had been clinical and not erotic, but this was different.  The large erection was for him, not for Zoe or jenny, just him alone, and he was expected to suck it and bring pleasure to its owner as a lover would.  His once dry mouth was now embarrassingly watering at the thought. 

“Remember how Mistress Jenny taught you to pleasure a man’s cock, John,” Zoe whispered. 

John did remember, only too well.  It had been extremely humiliating for him being taught how to suck cock by his wife, so it was not something he would soon forget.  Still grasping the cock in his right hand he pulled it to the side and leant forward, putting out his tongue to lick James’ balls.  Methodically he covered them with saliva and then began sucking first one, then the other into his mouth.  He also licked them in his mouth, the skin tight around the

testicle letting him feel the size and shape quite clearly with his tongue.  He heard James gasp with pleasure as he suddenly sucked both balls into his mouth and also started to rub the long, thick, shaft back and forth. 

Zoe watch with fascination as John made one of her long held fantasies come true, her hand was between her legs, frantically rubbing her clit in time with John’s rubbing of James’ cock.  If she timed it right perhaps she could cum at the same time that James did, she mused. 

Releasing James’ balls, John began to slowly lick along the entire length of the shaft, taking care to cover every bit, the underneath, the sides and the top were all soon glistening with his saliva.  John knew that James would be enjoying this, it was as John would imagine a blow job should be to give maximum pleasure to the receiver.  He no longer thought about what he was doing, that he was sucking another man’s cock, it was just sex and lust now.  His cock strained seemingly tirelessly in the confines of the plastic tube between his legs and his balls ached for release that he knew would not yet come. 

He slid his mouth over the bulbous end of the shaft, struggling to open his jaw wide enough to get it safely past his teeth, but then it was in and his lips were tightly gripping the shaft behind it.  He began to suck, slowly moving his head forward to take more of the shaft into his mouth.  As it hit the back of his throat he stopped and moved backwards until the head was once again next to his lips, then he went the other way again.  From the noises James was making it was obvious that John was doing an excellent job and John thought how ironic it was that this was his first blow job but it was him giving it, not receiving it. 

James started to assert himself and grabbed John’s head, pulling it towards his groin and forcing his cock deeper into John’s mouth. 

Mistress Jenny had taught him, with many hours of practice with the dildo, to open his throat and let the cock pass into it, thus deep throating the cock.  Soon James was fucking his mouth at speed, his whole cock disappearing into John’s mouth so that John’s nose pressed hard into James’ pubic bone at each thrust.  It was all John

could do to fight the gagging reflex as James took his pleasure in John’s now willing and receptive mouth. 

As James roughly fucked John’s mouth, John was aware of Zoe making excited little noises beside him.  He wanted to look down at what she was doing between her legs, it was possibly an opportunity to at last see her pussy, but the hard shaft pistoning in and out of his mouth prevented it.  Long streams of bile brought up by the gagging reflex from his stomach, were now hanging down from his mouth in elasticated strings, and from the urgency of James’ thrusts he sensed that he was close to cumming.  He cupped James’ balls and squeezed gently, feeling them in his hands, knowing that they were about to erupt and send millions of sperm down the long shaft of the cock and into his sucking, receptive, mouth. 

James suddenly sucked in a deep breath and stopped humping, the swollen bulb of his cock coming to rest just inside John’s mouth. 

The convulsions of his orgasm sent jet after jet of hot, salty cum into the moist, warm orifice in which it was lodged, coating every surface with creamy, white cum.  John felt the jets of cum being ejaculated into his mouth and throat and was amazed at the strength of them. 

As his mouth slowly filled up with cum he was aware that Zoe too was having a no less intense orgasm beside him. 

“Yes, yes, yes.  That was amazing,” James gasped.  He had now stopped ejaculating but stood there with his cock still between John’s lips.  He pushed it in and out of John’s mouth again a few times as it started to shrink and then finally pulled it out. 

“Now that was probably the best blow job I’ve ever had, darling,” he spoke to John like a lover as he pulled up his boxer shorts and trousers.  “You’re a pro.  I’ve been sucked off by quite a few men in my life but that was ‘the best’.  Simon will be so sad he was unable to come tonight when I tell him what he’s missed, poor sweet.” 

John cringed at James’ words, he hated being told he gave the best blow job James had ever had.  What did that make him?  He looked at Zoe by his side, her face was still flushed by her orgasm and, once again, she had the look of the cat that got the cream. 

“Well done John,” she grinned, “Mistress Jenny will be please that her little sissy is now an accomplished cock sucker.  Don’t be

ashamed of that though, it’s what every sissy wants and loves and tries hard to be good at, you know that don’t you?” 

John was unable to answer her question, his open mouth was still full of James’ cum.  He hadn’t been told to swallow and so, as he had been trained, he held it there until he received instructions to swallow.  It was very salty on his tongue and tasted different to either his own, or to Sir Steven’s, and he thought that strange.  After all, cum was cum, wasn’t it?  Well, apparently not, but until just now John had not really been in a position to find that out. 

He reflected on Mistress Zoe’s words.  Yes, she was right, he had sucked his first cock off and, most worryingly for him, he’d enjoyed it.  He certainly was now a cock sucker. 
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List of the main characters. 

 Please note that people and names are fictional and do not intentionally represent any person either past or present, if they do, it is entirely coincidental. 



Jenny Mason:

Main female character.  Gorgeous and sexy, John's wife, and now accomplished dominatrix.  No longer naïve sexually she has learnt how to dominate and control John for her own ends based on his fetish for female domination.  Wants kids and John can't give her them, but she has a plan. 



John Mason:

Main male character.  Jenny's husband and submissive.  Sperm count too low to get Jenny pregnant. Wants Jenny to dominate and spank him but now gets more than he originally bargained for. Used to hate his mother-in-law, whom he thought of as vicious tongued old harridan, but these days treats her with the respect she says she deserves. 



Zoe Mason:

John's younger sister. Not married. Estranged from John who had made her life a bit of a misery whilst growing up by bullying and teasing her, and generally arguing and falling out, as only siblings can.  Starts dishing out retribution as soon as the opportunity presents.  Does she have her own agenda? 



Cynthia Morgan:

Jenny's mother.  In her early 50's but still attractive in a classical

‘older woman’ sort of way, reasonable figure given her age but running a bit to the plump side. Disapproves immensely of John, thinks he’s not good enough for her daughter, often used to get into bitter arguments with him, although, since John’s stay with her she had changed all that and his behaviour was now very respectful. 

Quite a dominant personality, ruled the roost in her own household when husband Ron was alive, but not in a BDSM way. 

 

Steve:

Jenny's boss at work and now her new lover.  An arrogant, womanising chauvinist who is particularly well endowed, and loves nothing better than to fuck other men’s wives.  He has lusted after Jenny for a long time and now he’s had her. 



Charlotte:

A work colleague of Jenny's and old school friend of Zoe's.  She knows John from back then too and used to idolize him until he rudely rejected her advances because of her weight.  Still single and grossly overweight, and with no man in her life, her life is going nowhere until one day she has a chat with Zoe about John’s new

‘station’ in life and the benefits it brings to a dominant female. 




Preview of Book 6

In Book 6 John is set up by Zoe to have gay sex with James, her homosexual hairdresser.  This is just one more torment he must endure and get through in order to become the kind of submissive that his wife, Jenny, requires.  She is close now to attaining her final goal and this is one more thing she can cross off the list of milestones along the way.  She had a few more things to do but they are beginning to slot into place nicely.  Zoe’s revelation to her of her deepest desires would help tremendously when the time came. 



An extract from the beginning of Book 6. 

 

 Zoe stood and turned to James who had moved over to the bed once he’d done up his trousers.  She left John kneeling facing the dressing table with his mouth still loaded with cum and went over to the bed also. 

 “Did you bring it?” she asked. 

 “Yes, it’s here,” James replied, picking up a canvass bag from beside the bed.  It clanked as he moved it and was obviously full of metal parts of some kind.  Ho opened it up and let the contents fall out on to the bed.  There were metal poles, clamps and a padded cushion fixed to the end of one of the metal poles. 

 “Oooh, that looks complicated,” Zoe exclaimed. 

 “Well, not really,” James replied, “not once you know how it goes together.  I’ve done it many times, it’s a particular favourite bit of equipment of Simon’s.  He loves it and the control it gives over the unfortunate victim, it leaves them wide open and available for anything.  I’ll put it together and we can put him in it and leave him to stew for a bit.” 

 “Ok, but first, would you like to do the honours and tell him to swallow, he’s waiting over there with your cum still in his mouth.” 

 James laughed and went over to look in John’s mouth.  “Quite a mouth full, hey?” he spoke to John who managed a slight nod of his head. “Ok, John, you may swallow.” 

 “Wait a minute,” Zoe quickly intervened, “before he swallows let me get a picture to send to Jenny and Steve, I’m sure they’ll find it amusing.”  Zoe took out her phone and activated the camera app, moving close to make sure she captured John’s face and his open mouth with the thick creamy cum inside. “There,” she said, delightedly as she looked at the picture she’d produced, “that’s a good one.  Now just hang on a bit longer.”  She went over to the video camera that had been faithfully recording the events so far, removed it from the tripod and brought it over, still filming, to get a close up of John swallowing the cum. 

 “Ok, John, you may swallow,” James repeated, grinning from ear to ear at Zoe’s wickedness. 

 Gratefully, John closed his mouth and swallowed the cum, condemning the millions of tiny sperm to die in his stomach rather than fulfilling their proper role in their brief life.  ‘It’s funny,’ John thought, ‘the one thing he and Jenny most desperately wanted was a baby but he couldn’t produce the sperm to fertilise her, and he had just swallowed and wasted enough sperm to make Jenny pregnant a million times over.’

 “What do you say, John?” Zoe demanded, still filming John’s face in close up. 

 “T Thank you Sir for using my mouth and allowing me to swallow your cum.” 

 “You’re welcome, sweetie,” James replied with a grin. “Now, let’s get this contraption assembled so that the fun can continue.”  He turned away and went over to the bed to begin the assembly. 

 John had been listening to James and Zoe talking about whatever it was he’d brought with him. He knew that in this case he would be the ‘unfortunate victim’ and he didn’t like the sound of being ‘wide open and available for anything’.  Still, what choice did he have, all he could do was comply with whatever was demanded of him. 

 Never-the-less, it didn’t sound very pleasant. 

 Fifteen minutes later it was done and he placed it on the floor. 

 “There, what do you think?” he asked Zoe. 

 “Looks fun,” Zoe giggled, “shall we put him in it?” 

 “Yeah, let’s do that, darling.  Go get him.” 

 Still on his knees, Zoe led him over to the metal contraption James had assembled on the floor of the bedroom.  It was like a rectangular framework which had, at one end, a rising, extendable pole in the centre with a padded cushion on the top, and at the other end a rising, extendable pole with a hinged ring on the top which was angled back at around 45 degrees.  On the rectangular frame at either end were also leather cuffs with padlocks. 

 Zoe led John over the frame, his head first passing over the padded cushion and going towards the hinged ring where he stopped.  James opened the ring and Zoe pulled him forward a little more until the ring could be closed and locked around his neck. 

 James knelt in front of John and adjusted the length of the pole to ensure that John’s head was held in place he wanted it and it didn’t escape John’s notice that James’ crotch was right in front of his face.  Cuffs on the frame were then fastened around his wrists to constrain his hands and arms. 

 The same happened at the other end, cuffs were fastened around his calves and ankles to constrain his legs 18 inches apart and the cushion was adjusted upwards to John’s groin, providing a restraining rest for his body just above his imprisoned cock. 

 Thus John was immobilised in an all fours kneeling position over the frame, he could not escape, there was no escape.  He could only kneel there and await James’ pleasure, whatever that might be. 

 “Time to remove this, I think,” said Zoe, tugging on the large black butt plug embedded for so long in John’s ass.  It suddenly came out, releasing the gas that had accumulated but not had any way of being expelled until now.  “Phew,” Zoe exclaimed, “how disgusting.  I’ve a good mind to paddle your ass again for making such a smell in my presence.” 

 “I’m very sorry Mistress, I couldn’t help it,” John felt very humiliated at being in the position where his bodily gases were not in his control, his face burned red with embarrassment.  His ass now felt empty and open, and indeed, the opening was a distended black hole leading into his bowels, the muscles still stretched from the presence of the plug. 

 “Wow, that looks awesome,” James exclaimed, examining John’s open anus closely and sliding a couple of fingers inside, making John jump from the unfamiliar invasion. 

 James’ fingers in his ass felt very strange to John.  Because of the distended nature of the muscles James was able to wriggle them and bend the knuckles quite easily, providing some peculiar sensations until James withdrew them. 

 “Let’s go have a chat and you can tell me the latest gossip,” Zoe spoke to James as she replaced the video camera on its tripod to continue filming John’s predicament.  They left the room together to go and sit comfortably in the lounge, leaving John alone and feeling very exposed and vulnerable and completely helpless to do anything about it, dreading what he knew would surely come in the not too distant future. 
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