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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 now becoming a mainstream activity in these enlightened days for people seeking a more fulfilling sexual relationship in their daily lives.  References to the deep and sensual pleasures that can be gained from it are regularly found in popular media such as books, TV and films, and many women are 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 very popular ‘Jenny and John Series’ of books below.
 
    
 
   The FemDom Contract
 
   Intended as a follow-on from the popular 'A Woman's Guide to FemDom', this is a practical Contract document, which can be signed by the Domme and the submissive and is designed to aid in the formalization of a longer term (or permanent) FemDom/malesub relationship. It comes with the added bonus of some useful activities and predicaments for your sub which are sure to make it deliciously hell for him whilst working delightfully for you.  Always remember, keep it safe, sane and consensual.
 
    
 
   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 5: Sucker
 
   Jenny was astounded at the complete change to her husband that she had brought about.  It had gone so smoothly and quickly and the harder she pushed him, the harsher she mistreated him, the more he seemed to love it.  He was now a cuckold, cum eating, sissy who was completely obedient to his superiors, which was all members of the female sex and certain members of the male sex, as defined by Jenny.  But Jenny hadn’t finished yet, she needed to now test his complete surrender and obedience with some of the most difficult and humiliating scenes for him so far, beginning with John having to invite Sir Steven around to their home for sex with Jenny.  To follow would be a short stay with his ‘sister’ Zoe and an encounter with her and Jenny’s gay hairdresser.
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Prologue
 
   Jenny Mason was 29 years old and had been married to John for 5 years.  She was tall, leggy, great figure, auburn haired and very attractive to most men.  Not having been blessed with children because of her husband's deficient sperm count, she had retained an excellent 36-28-36 figure and she still turned many a head, male and occasionally female, most days as she went about her daily life.
 
   John Mason was 31, fairly handsome and still quite trim, working out a couple of times a week at the gym.  It had been a bit of a blow two years ago when Dr Johnson told them the bad news about John's sperm count, but he and Jenny still loved each other dearly and the disappointment actually seemed to bring them even closer together somehow.
 
   The one day John spoke those fateful words to his wife.
 
   “You want me to spank you?  Did I hear that correctly?” Jenny had looked incredulously at her red faced husband kneeling before her.  There then followed a conversation with her husband that she would never have thought possible and she listened disbelievingly at what he was telling her about his secret desires for BDSM and FemDom.  However, she was the adventurous sort and loved John dearly and so she decided to indulge him, never thinking that she might come to love being able to control and dominate him so absolutely.
 
   Their sex life was a bit of a compromise anyway, due to John’s smallness in the cock department and Jenny soon realised that if she could control him so completely she could also remove the problem of having to accept his small cock into her body, giving her no pleasure as he grunted and sweated away pleasuring himself, finally leaving her with the cummy mess to clean up.
 
   And so she researched the FemDom/malesub world, developing her understanding of the subject and increasingly subjugating John as she progressed.  She also had an idea for the future, the inkling of a plan which would fill the void brought on by John’s low sperm count and his not being able to make her pregnant and give them both a child.
 
   She looked back at her progress towards her end point, reviewed the progress towards her goal that she’d made, pushing John deeper and deeper into submission as the same time.  It was necessary for that to happen if she was to realise the final goal of her plan and for the most part John had responded beyond her expectations. He had progressed far quicker than she’d thought he would as he slid down and down, further into the role of a submissive male completely controlled and absolutely obedient to a strong dominant woman.
 
   She was very pleased with her new life and role in their relationship and she’d enjoyed transforming John to the feminised, sissy, cuckold slave he was now.  She’d found new depths to her personality and had come to enjoy the complete control of her life that the power exchange brought with it.
 
   John was happy too; occasionally she would relax her tight control and permit him to speak to her freely about his new life, his doubts, his pleasures, his feelings, his loves and even his state of mind.  For the most part he confirmed to her that she was doing exactly what he had asked for, way back when he asked her to spank him, although she was now getting the feeling that he realised she had an ulterior motive to fulfil and that she’d used his fetish to manipulate him into such a position that she could accomplish it without any argument or dissent from him.
 
   The problems of John’s relationships with her mother and his sister were now a thing of the past, no more arguments and bad feelings and John’s sister had, after so many years of being a stranger, become a firm friend and confidant to her.  John didn’t know that his sister was actually adopted and Jenny had sworn her to maintain the secret which worked very well to humiliate and scandalise John when his ‘sister’ Zoe was promoted to Mistress and given complete control of him too.
 
   Jenny had now cuckolded John, with his full knowledge and acceptance and now enjoyed a regular and very satisfying sex life with her well hung lovers, often whilst John was present and usually made to perform cleanup with his tongue afterwards.
 
   Looking to the future Jenny could see that the full achievement of her plan was not far away now, but the more she got into her new role the more her plan get amended with additional things she needed to do.  It was a living thing, evolving as she and John did into their FemDom/malesub roles, each new twist and turn opening up new possibilities and additional matters to attend to.  At the start of all this there was no Zoe and no Steve, and Abi was just Abi, her best friend.  But now all of them had needs brought on by Jenny’s new lifestyle that she needed to address.
 
   Often of an evening now she would relax with a glass of wine, John’s tongue gently caressing the puckered ring of her anus, and think through her plans for those three, some of which they were aware of but some of which would come as a complete surprise.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 1
 
   Zoe stood and turned to James who had moved over to the bed once he’d done up his trousers.  She left John kneeling and facing the dressing table with his mouth still loaded with cum, and went over to the bed also.
 
   “Did you bring it?” she asked, an excited tone in her voice.
 
   James grinned widely.  “Yes, it’s here,” he 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.  He 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 your cum, he’s waiting over there with it still in his mouth.”
 
   James laughed and went over to look in John’s mouth.  “Quite a mouth full, hey?  I’m really quite proud of that load,” 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 for your pleasure 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.
 
   Zoe looked John in the eye and smiled sweetly.  “Soon you’ll accept servicing men’s cocks just as easily as you do servicing Mistress’s pussy.”  She laughed out loud at the look of horror on John’s face that her words had invoked and turned away to watch and film James whilst he carried out 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 and he knew that would include ‘servicing men’s cocks’.  The mental images this now conjured up were at once frightening and yet intriguing.
 
   Ten minutes later it was done and James 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 she stopped him.  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.  It didn’t escape John’s notice that James’ crotch was right in front of his face.  Cuffs attached to 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 possibility of escape.  He could only kneel there and await James’ pleasure, whatever that might be.
 
   Zoe tugged on the large black butt plug embedded for so long in John’s ass.  “Time to remove this, I think.”  It suddenly came out, releasing the gas that had accumulated but not had any way of being expelled until now.  “Phew,” Zoe exclaimed, theatrically holding her nose, “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 gaping anus closely and sliding a couple of fingers inside, making John jump from the unfamiliar invasion.  Zoe captured every detail of John’s humiliation on the video camera, knowing that Jenny and her mother would find it very amusing to watch.
 
   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 within John’s body until he 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, 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.
 
   He knew that if he really didn’t want this and strenuously demanded to be released he would be, but that would let Jenny down and also go against what he had told Jenny he needed right at the beginning.  He loved Jenny beyond all reason and desperately wanted to please her by being the obedient submissive that so far he had unquestionably been, and she now had come to expect.  He didn’t feel as though he could let her down now, not after everything that had happened during the journey they had taken together to get to this point.  He was trapped, and it was a trap of his own making, he had given Jenny the intimate knowledge of his lustful fetish that she needed to make all this happen.
 
   As he knelt there, open and vulnerable he began to wonder what it would feel like to be impaled by another man’s, a gay man’s, cock.  For his ass to be used for this man’s lustful pleasure.  Of, course, Jenny had fucked him with the strapon, but this was different, it would be a hard rod of real flesh and blood invading his anus and bowels, attached to another man, and providing that man with sexual gratification.  And at the end, the man’s cock would spurt thick creamy cum into him as the man experienced the pleasure of orgasm, he wondered if he would feel it happening inside him.
 
   He made the decision then that he would allow this to happen, not that he had much choice, bound as he was.  He had come too far down the road to submission to go back, and to stop it would upset Jenny, Zoe and James too and his new life, which he had come to crave, would be in tatters.  Besides, part of him wanted to have the experience!  If he looked at it as just sex and ignored the genders that were involved, it didn’t seem too bad, he’d had his ass reamed a number of times now by the strapon, so he had an idea of what to expect.  That he was not gay he was sure of, but if Jenny wanted him to be the sexual plaything of a gay man this afternoon, then he would comply and proudly know that he had proved himself to be worthy and the complete submissive he now knew that Jenny wanted.
 
   All he could do now was wait whilst James recharged his batteries.  He grinned to himself at that particular analogy, for some reason it amused him and he imagined James’ depleted balls slowly recharging with semen like a rechargeable battery fills with electricity once placed in a charger.  He could hear them talking and giggling in the lounge next door but couldn’t make out the words and he wondered if they were laughing about him, his submissiveness, and the inescapable predicament he was in.  He had no doubt that Zoe was enjoying the whole scene tremendously, finding it very amusing to force him into having gay sex, given what she saw as his ‘past transgression’ with one of her gay friends.
 
   Perhaps half an hour went by, John had no way of telling really, but suddenly John heard the now familiar door bell chimes.  He strained to hear who the visitor was but couldn’t make it out as the voices were suddenly more muted than before.  He tried to decide if the newcomer was a man or a woman but again couldn’t distinguish the voices sufficiently.  Oh, well, c’est la vie.  What would happen, would happen, it was beyond John’s control so there was no point in him worrying about it.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2
 
   After what seemed like an age John heard the bedroom door open and Zoe’s giggle.  His stomach lurched as he realised that the time he had dreaded had come.  He would be changed forever after this; he would be different to most other heterosexual men because he would know what it felt like to be fucked in the ass by a real flesh and blood cock.  He awaited his fate in trepidation.
 
   “Well look at that lovely sight,” he heard a strange voice, the voice of another man!  “Doesn’t he look absolutely delicious all trussed and bound in the rig?”
 
   “Glad you approve, Simon,” replied James, “let’s have some fun, shall we my sweet?”
 
   So the other man was James’ partner, Simon, John surmised, he must have been able to make it to Zoe’s after all.  Now he would have two rampant gay cocks to satisfy, he realised with shock.
 
   “I’ll leave you two boys to get on with it,” John could hear the mirth in Zoe’s voice as she spoke, “I’ll be in the next room if you need anything.  Enjoy yourselves, won’t you.”
 
   “Oh yes, we sure will do that,” Simon replied maliciously.  “Thank you for making this sweet ass available to us.”
 
   “No problem,” replied Zoe, “you can repay me with a free pamper day at your salon next week.”
 
   “Sure thing, cupcake,” replied James, “just let me know when you’re coming and I’ll see to it that you get the works.”
 
   “Will do.”
 
   So, thought John, Zoe had sold his ass to these two gay men for the price of a hair do and manicure.  The thought strangely thrilled him for some reason, his little willy twitched and strained in its unrelenting prison, cruelly reminding him of its lonely presence.
 
   As the bedroom door closed behind Zoe, John could hear zips being lowered and belts being unbuckled behind him and he involuntarily clenched his exposed ass at the thought of what was to come.
 
   “Can’t wait to get some of that sweet ass,” John heard James say to Simon.
 
   “Yeah, looks good enough to eat, don’t it.” Simon replied, “If you’re having his ass then I’ll take his mouth.  I hope he’s as good with his mouth as you say he is.”
 
   “Oh, you won’t be disappointed, darling, I assure you.”
 
   Suddenly John was looking at Simon in front of him, or rather he was looking at Simon’s long, erect, ebony cock.  Simon was black he suddenly realised.  Not only was he to suck another man’s cock again but it would be a black man’s cock too.
 
   “You ready back there?” Simon asked James.
 
   “Yeah, ready when you are lover.”
 
   With that Simon pressed his cock insistently against John’s lips as James did the same against his anus and slowly both cocks slid into their chosen orifices in unison, disappearing bit by bit until fully buried.  The regular impaling by Jenny’s strapon and the almost constant presence of the large butt plug over the last few weeks ensured that James had no difficulties sliding his large cock into the puckered ring of John’s anus
 
   John fought the gagging reflex and managed to take the full length of Simon’s cock.  He could feel James’ hands on his naked buttocks and his cock fully inside him too.  It felt like nothing he had felt before, two hot hard rods of flesh entering him from both ends, spit roasted on two rigid cocks.  Again in unison, they both withdrew, their cocks almost popping out before they stopped.  Simon put his hand behind John’s head, bracing his head and together they both slammed their cocks back into him to the hilt.
 
   This seemed to signal a free for all, both cocks thrusting in and out at their own pace, whilst John was held immobile and completely available to them in the rig that James had assembled.  Relentlessly they pounded his mouth and ass, caring little for whether John was enjoying their attentions, just interested in taking full advantage of his helplessness and satisfying their own carnal lusts.
 
   Slowly the speed of their thrusts built up as they each approached their orgasm.  Simon’s long ebony cock now sliding smoothly in and out of John’s mouth and throat completely unimpeded, the hot bulbous head almost slipping out from between John’s lips on the backward stroke and sliding deep into his throat on the return.  James’ cock was thrusting equally as hard and fast into John’s ass but was actually a bit dry and starting to make him sore so John was grateful when James dropped some spit onto his cock to provide additional lubrication.
 
   James seemed to be especially enjoying himself, thrusting hard, one arm in the air and the other slapping down on John’s buttocks and whooping loudly like a demented cowboy at a rodeo.
 
   “James, you know I find you doing that distasteful,” gasped Simon without missing a thrust.
 
   “Oh, shush, Simon, and let me have my fun.  Just ‘cos you don’t like it when I do it to you doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy it with him.  Anyway   I’m    cuuuuumming!  Now.”
 
   James slammed his cock deep into John’s ass and jerked rhythmically and violently as he came, shooting his seed deep into Johns bowels.  At the same time Simon’s thrusts became more urgent and with a rising groan of pleasure he began to pump load after load of his cum into John’s waiting mouth.
 
   It was a peculiar sensation for John, he could feel both men’s ejaculation being shot from their cocks into his body.  In his ass, it felt like he was being pumped up with fluid and in his mouth the hot jets of cum were hitting the back of his throat with tremendous force.  He struggled not to swallow, fighting the reflex action so that, as he’d been trained, he would be able to present his cum filled mouth for them both to see, should he be required to.
 
   Simon withdrew and sat back on his haunches, catching his breath from his exertions. “Wow, that was some blow job.  You were right, James, he is good, very good.  My cock was right down his throat and he didn’t gag hardly at all.  Fantastic.”
 
   “Glad you liked it, lover,” replied James, “his ass was good too, not too loose and with plenty of muscle clenching going on.  A real dream fuck, especially since I know he’s actually straight,” James sniggered.
 
   “Yeah, that did add a bit of spice to the whole thing.  Amazing he’s so good at sucking and fucking cocks, being straight and all.  Must have had some good tuition.”
 
   They both laughed and John felt James’ cock finally slip out of his ass as they both shook with mirth.  He felt humiliated and used, and, because of that, his little cock strained relentlessly to get hard, seemingly determined to break free of its cruel confinement and erect to its full 4 inches, but failing hopelessly.
 
   John heard the bedroom door open and Zoe’s voice.
 
   “You guys ok if I come in?
 
   “Of course dearie, come on in.  We’re all done and your big bro has been well fucked.”
 
   “Oooh, that’s nice for him, I’m sure he loved it and at last he’s been fucked by some real men’s cocks instead of just the dildos.  I’m sure he’s feeling very proud now that he’s properly fulfilled his role as a sissy fuck slut with real cocks.”
 
   Zoe came into view in front of him and squatted down, looking deep into his eyes.  “Have you swallowed yet?” she asked conversationally, as if it was something she normally enquired of people.
 
   John shook his head, sloshing the cum around inside his mouth as he did so, the thick, salty fluid completely covering his tongue and coating every inch of the inside of his mouth.
 
   “Open up then, let me see,” she sniggered.
 
   John opened his mouth, revealing his huge mouthful of cum to his sister.
 
   “Wow, that a lot of cum, is that all yours, Simon?” Zoe asked in awe.
 
   “Yeah, it’s one to be proud of, isn’t it?  He’s so damned good at sucking cock, I swear he drained every last drop from me.  Thanks for letting me have him.”
 
   “Well, you’re welcome.  I’m glad he measured up to your needs.  How did you get on with his ass James?”
 
   “Oh, darling, it was a dream.  Reasonably tight and quite a good clenching action going on, it felt wonderful on my cock.  It was just all over too soon but I couldn’t hold out any longer than I did.”
 
   “Well, perhaps there will be another time soon, who knows, but it’s up to Jenny really.  Now, shall we let him swallow?  That mouthful of cum looks delicious and I’m sure he’s excited about being allowed to eat it.”
 
   James and Simon both peered into John’s open mouth and laughed.
 
   “You little tramp, Simon, I’ve never seen so much cum from your balls!” James remarked.
 
   Simon giggled and reached out to John’s jaw, pushing his mouth closed indicating that he should swallow, which he gratefully did.
 
   “Come on, get dressed and join me in the lounge, you can tell me all about it.” Zoe headed for the door as she spoke and disappeared through it, leaving James and Simon to get dressed.
 
   The two men dressed, chatting happily between themselves and ignoring John still trapped in the inescapable metal framework and feeling very used and full of cum.  His ass felt squishy and he wanted to visit the loo and wipe it clean but it was impossible.  He wanted to gargle with mouth wash too, to take away the taste of cum in his mouth, but it was not to be.  He would have to put up with it, he knew complaining would get him nowhere and would probably end up with him being punished with Zoe’s riding crop, which struck fear into him.
 
   Suddenly he felt a hand on his buttocks, stroking gently.  “I’m gonna have to get me some of that ass before I go,” he heard Simon say as he stroked, “it looks so inviting.”  
 
   Suddenly fingers were feeling and caressing his exposed balls whilst others were probing into his anus, slipping easily into the stretched and lubricated hole.  John realised with horror that he was being fingered, just like he used to do before to Jenny’s pussy.  “Just need to take some time to reload, lover, but I’ll be back for some of that ass before I go, I promise.”
 
   Simon’s remarks seemed to John as if he thought he was doing him a favour promising to come back and fuck his ass.  The prospect actually made him cringe but he was helpless to stop it.  His imagination took over as they both left the room, imagining Simon’s long ebony cock sliding into his ass, its owner taking pleasure from fucking him and achieving the joyous release of orgasm into his body, filling him with even more cum.
 
   In his imagination, Simon’s cock look on larger than life proportions, sliding slowly into his anus and filling him almost until he thought it would come out of his throat and his eventual ejaculation was like a river in torrent, filling him and stretching his bowels, making his belly swell to the proportions of a heavily pregnant woman, until it suddenly burst wide open and the thick, creamy fluid spilt onto the bedroom carpet.  John strangely felt annoyed at this, thinking to himself that Zoe would be displeased with the mess on her bedroom floor and blame him, most likely taking it out on his ass with her riding crop.
 
   Suddenly John woke up, still on all fours and without his belly having exploded.  He realised he had fallen asleep and had been dreaming, or rather, having a nightmare.  He shuddered, how long had it been, he wondered?  He listened intently and picked up the animated conversation and laughter in the room next door, realising that the topic of the conversation was him and what had been done to him by the two gay lovers.
 
   He waited patiently on all fours, held immobile in the metal framework and his ass invitingly exposed, for Simon’s inevitable return to fulfil his promise.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3
 
   The bedroom door opened behind him and John’s immediate thought was that it was Simon returning to carry out his promise, instead he was relieved to hear Zoe’s voice.
 
   “Hmmm, glad to see you’re still here and you haven’t taken off.  You must enjoy being fucked in the ass,” Zoe sniggered. “No, but really, it pleases me to see that you have cast aside your homophobic attitude at last.  As you now know, gay sex can be fun and very satisfying, well, if your cock isn’t locked up, that is.”
 
   This seemed to greatly amuse Zoe and she burst into peals of laughter.  John’s face reddened from the humiliation that his sister was putting him through, and all because he had brushed off one of her gay friends many years ago.
 
   “Anyway, James and Simon want to examine your chastity device so I’ve come to release you, you’ll probably be pleased to hear.”
 
   “Thank you, Mistress Zoe,” John thought it appropriate to say at this point, but not feeling at all grateful at the prospect of his chastity device being examined by tow gay men.
 
   “You’re welcome,” Zoe replied as she busied herself unlocking the cuffs on his legs and arms that held him immobile in the frame.  Finally she unlocked the metal collar which had kept his head in place and which had allowed Simon to take full advantage of his mouth to satisfy his lust.
 
   John was happy to be able to move his arms and legs again and rotated his head to relieve the stiffness in his neck.  With him still on all fours Zoe grabbed the lead attached to his collar and led him towards the door to the lounge where James and Simon were waiting to examine his chastity device.  Stopping in front of the two gay men, Zoe commanded John to stand up and present his imprisoned genitals to them.
 
   “Oh, wow, look at that,” remarked Simon who had never seen such a thing in his life before.  James, of course had already seen it once in the shop when John had come to pick his wife up.
 
   “”Awesome, isn’t it?” said James, reaching out to cup John’s exposed testicles in the palm of his warm soft hand.
 
   John flinched at the touch but forced himself to remain in place.  He was uncomfortable with another man fondling his balls in a lustful, sexual way, which was pretty strange really when he considered what he’d just had done with him in the bedroom.
 
   “Don’t get any ideas, James.  You’re not gonna get me to wear one of those things, not in a million years.”
 
   “Never say never, lover, you may like it if you tried it.  Think of how horny you’d get and how good it would be when I released you.  Tell him, John, how it makes you feel.”
 
   “It......  it is very frustrating,” John stammered, trying to think of the words to describe the feelings to Simon.  “I get so horny within hours of being locked up after being allowed to cum, and the thought that I won’t be released for many days, no matter what, is both frightening and horny.”  John found it hard to concentrate as James continued to caress his testicles, his warm hand sending unwanted pleasure messages to his brain.
 
   “And what’s it like when you are released and allowed to get hard and cum?”
 
   “The pleasure is indescribable.  After it being locked up for so long, unable to even get hard, getting an erection at last is pleasure by itself.  Being able to touch it again is nice too, you don’t realise how much you miss that until you can’t.  The trouble is that you are so horny, and your balls are so full of cum, it doesn’t take long before even the slightest stimulation makes you cum, then it’s all over again for several weeks.  You try and make it last, prolong the time before you cum, but it’s impossible after so long in enforced chastity.  But the orgasm is fantastic and very satisfying, even if it is only from masturbation rather than fucking.”
 
   “Do you miss having straight sex with your wife?”
 
   John didn’t know, at first, how to answer this question.  After a few moments thought he replied.
 
   “At first I did, I love my wife very much, she has the most beautiful and sexy body and making love to her was one of the best feelings in the world.  But I came to realise that I couldn’t satisfy her sexually as other men could, men with bigger cocks, and that it wasn’t fair of me to insist that she keep herself only for me or even that she let me selfishly satisfy my lusts by making love to her when she got nothing out of it.  So, I guess what I’m saying is that, yes, I do miss it but as time goes by the memory fades more and more, and I get pleasure now from knowing that she is getting the sexual fulfilment she deserves by men with bigger cocks.  I now look forward to my releases for masturbation in the same way I used to look forward to making love to her.”
 
   “Don’t you get jealous about your wife fucking other men, men like Steve, for example?” Zoe asked, fixing eye contact with John and smiling sweetly.
 
   “At first it was hard for me to accept, of course it was, but when I saw her with Steve, saw how big he was and how much pleasure it gave her, I knew that it made her very happy and that I couldn’t compete.  I suddenly realised that I was happy that she was happy.  I know she still loves me for the person that I am, even the person she is moulding me into, but I accept that I no longer have any great sexual attraction for her.  That’s OK, though, she can, and does, get all the satisfying sex she needs elsewhere.
 
   John winced as James suddenly squeezed his testicles together in his palm, the pain shooting up from his groin to his stomach and causing a reflex action for him to pull back to escape the pain.
 
   “Stay still,” James commanded, “do not pull away from me whilst I’m inspecting you.”
 
   “I’m sorry Sir,” John replied, gritting his teeth and forcing himself to stand still and bear the pain.
 
   “So how do you feel about the way your wife and Mistress is moulding your behaviour to suit her needs?” James asked, easing up on the pressure to John’s balls.
 
   “I... I enjoy it, Sir,” John replied, blushing with embarrassment at what he was admitting to.  He was admitting that he liked all the humiliating, embarrassing, sexual abuse and denial that Jenny had, and was still, subjecting him to, all the exhibitionism, cuckoldry and feminisation, all the frustration and the pain.  It was his fantasy, after all, what he’d asked for, but if someone had told him a few short months ago what was going to happen as a result he would have laughed at them.  However, he would probably have reworded his request.  At the same time, he would have been intrigued but he would never have thought that he would be comfortable with such a situation.
 
   Looking back he realised how subtle it had been, the build up to where he was now had been very slow, little by little stripping away his morals and free will, his inhibitions and personal dislikes and limits.  He saw it now, slowly, slowly, catchee monkee, he thought.  Whilst keeping him horny and imparting judicious amounts of affection, and discipline, at appropriate times, his lovely wife, or rather, Mistress Jenny, had totally subjugated him, reduced him to the lowly status of a ‘slave’, completely compliant to her will.  Where had she learnt all that stuff, or was it just that she was a natural Domme?  Was the fact that she was a natural Domme what had unknowingly drawn her to him in the first place?  Had she subconsciously seen in him the perfect foil for her hidden dominant tendencies?
 
   John didn’t have the answers to these questions, perhaps he never would have, but he knew he was now in heaven where all his fantasies had come true and he didn’t ever want it to stop.  He hadn’t known where his request for Jenny to spank him would lead to at the time of asking, and where he was now was beyond his imagination at the time, but deep down he knew that it was what he wanted, what he needed, and he felt fulfilled and happy for it.
 
   “Go and fetch the dining chair and place it in the middle of the room, John,” Zoe suddenly ordered, rousing John from his thoughts and setting off alarm bells in his mind.  What had he done?  The chair could only mean one thing, he was to be punished.  He looked pleadingly at Zoe, not daring to question her for fear of making his punishment worse but at the same time needing to know what he’d done.
 
   As he placed the chair in the centre of the room Zoe stood and went over to the coat stand by the door, pulling out the vicious riding crop and experimentally swinging it quickly through the air making a satisfying whooshing sound.
 
   “Bend over the back of the chair, John.”  Zoe waited for John to comply. “You are to be punished for trying to pull away from James whilst he was inspecting you.  You have been taught and trained never to try and move away from any touch by anyone authorised to touch you and, quite frankly, I’m disappointed in you.  Not to mention that your poor behaviour embarrasses me in front of my guests.  Now, I think 10 strokes with the crop should refresh your memory of the meaning of the word obedience.  What have you to say for yourself and to James, John?”
 
   “P.. Please forgive me for rudely pulling away from your touch, James.  I have been trained better than that and it was disobedient of me to do it.  I deserve to be punished for my poor behaviour and I hope Mistress Zoe makes sure to do a good job.  I did not intend to embarrass her in front of you and I hope that you will not think any less of her for my unforgivable actions.”
 
   “Well, she did tell us that you were exceptionally well trained and compliant, and you have let her down on that front, John,” replied James who was secretly relishing the thought of watching John be cropped by Zoe, “but provided Zoe redeems herself with a suitably harsh punishment, and that you willingly accept it, then no harm is done.”
 
   “Thank you Sir, I won’t disappoint you.”
 
   And so started the 10 strokes of the riding crop.  Zoe did not ease up in any way from the power she put into each stroke compared to what she would have delivered if it had just been a cane.  The crop was a much more vicious implement than the cane, the same stroke with it hurt ten times more, and John had already experienced the pain Zoe was capable of inflicting with the cane.
 
   It was a nightmare come true for John as each stroke landed across his already tenderised buttocks, still smarting from the punishments he’d received earlier.  He struggled to force out the words of the ritualised punishment he been trained to say; One, thank you Mistress, Two, thank you Mistress.....
 
   By the time he’d reached the count of 10 it was taking all of his will power to stay in place and not to try to cover and protect what he imagined to be his massively swollen and purple backside.  It was on fire, and the heat was spreading upwards and downwards from what had now become the centre of his being.  The body’s natural defence to pain had thankfully begun to take effect as the last blow landed, suffusing his body with endorphins and bringing on the natural high that he had come to love and crave.  Only the severest of punishments brought about this blissful feeling and he had incredibly achieved it after only 10 strokes from the crop, such was the pain caused by such an implement in the hands of an expert like Mistress Zoe.  He realised that the blows had stopped and Mistress Zoe was squatting beside him, speaking to him quietly.
 
   “Now, to show that you are truly sorry for your disrespectful and disobedient actions I want you to go willingly into the bedroom with James and Simon and give them an experience they’ll not forget in a long time.  No restraints, no control from me, just 3 gay men having wild and unrestrained sex.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes Mistress,” John replied immediately, glad that the punishment was all over and now overcome with feelings of pleasurable delirium.
 
   “Good, now get up, go over to them, take their hands and lead them into the bedroom.  Remember, you are to be fully compliant with whatever they want to do if you are to make amends for your misbehaviour.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress.”
 
   John rose slowly from his bent over position, the pain and heat from his ass making itself known to him once more, it was difficult to walk as he slowly but determinedly made the few steps over to where James and Simon sat expectantly watching him with grinning faces.  John was not so naive that he didn’t realise he’d been set up for this, but he also realised that he didn’t care about the fact that he’d been manipulated.  What he cared about was failing to measure up to being the submissive he wanted to be.  He felt embarrassed by the fact that he had played into their hands, reacted to James’ squeeze exactly as they has expected him to react and breaking his obedience.  He had let Zoe down by doing exactly what she’d expected him to do and he couldn’t forgive himself for that, so he determined that he would show his obedience now by putting aside his personal prejudices and distasteful thoughts and doing exactly as Zoe wanted with James and Simon.  He stood before them and held out his hands for them to take, and after they had stood he led them away towards the bedroom and his unavoidable fate with these two gay men.
 
   As they disappeared through the bedroom door, Zoe sat down and reflected smugly on the pain and degradation she had brought about this day for her erstwhile ‘brother’ who had made her childhood so unhappy.  Revenge is sweet, she thought to herself, in spite of the old adage to the contrary.
 
   She reflected on what the future held in store for her, the thing she’d discussed with Jenny and knew that her life would soon be changing too.  What would her relationship with John be then, she wondered?  Would she even see him again?
 
   She shuddered in both delight and apprehension as she thought about the thing hidden away underneath the coat stand.  She couldn’t see it, but she knew it was there, coiled and waiting, she’d watched the man from the hardware store down the road install it.  He’d been puzzled as to its use, for sure, but she hadn’t enlightened him, just bade him to do what he was paid to do as quickly as possible and leave.
 
   Her hand strayed between her legs as her imagination took over, filling her mind with images she found irresistible and incredibly horny.  Reaching inside the waistband of her panties she sought out the hairless, and very moist and warm, slit of her sex, finding the hard nub of her clit protruding lewdly from its protective hood.  She began to rub, slowly and sensuously, her legs spread wide in lewd abandonment.  The piercing which forced her clit to protrude permanently was new, part of the preparations for the journey she was about to embark upon.  It had certainly had some strange affects, making her horny most of the time as even the slightest movement stimulated the sensitive and exposed bud mercilessly.
 
   There was very little noise from the bedroom belying the action that was actually taking place between the two gay lovers and their unfortunate but compliant victim.  Unseen by Zoe, John was laying on the bed on his back, his head over the side and hanging down.  Both Simon and James knelt naked on the floor by his head, locked in a passionate embrace, their buttocks tensing in unison as they thrust forward together and both of their cocks slid lazily in and out of John’s wide stretched mouth.
 
   Zoe needed the release of an orgasm but wanted to take her time, build up slowly to a massive, shuddering, heart stopping crescendo, and so stroked her protruding and engorged clit gently and imagined, with her eyes closed, what the next few weeks would bring for her.  The occasional noise from the bedroom also stimulated delicious thoughts of what she had made happen for John, heightening her arousal exponentially.
 
   Simon’s voice suddenly rang out, ‘Man, this ass feels good!’ and from that Zoe surmised that he had now consummated his promise to fuck John’s ass, no doubt whilst James enjoyed the pleasure of his mouth again.  She increased the speed of her long, slender, red tipped fingers on her clit in time with the rising noises from the bed springs in the next room, aiming to time her orgasm to coincide with Simon’s attainment of that same exquisite state, if not James’ as well.
 
   And so it happened, as Simon whooped out in the joy and ecstasy of orgasm, his cock spurting deep in John’s ass, the sudden mental image in Zoe’s mind, of his long slender cock buried to the hilt in her ‘brother’ stimulated her to the edge, bringing on one of the most intense and gut wrenching orgasms she’d ever had.  She sprayed liberally, soaking her flimsy panties until they could hold the liquid no more and began to drip onto the carpet.  For a few moments she could do nothing about it, she was paralysed by the indescribable pleasure of what she’d just experienced.
 
   ‘Wow, this is powerful stuff,” she thought to herself as she eventually managed to rouse herself and remove her sodden panties, using them to wipe herself clean.  She dropped them casually on the coffee table, ‘They’ll make a nice tasty gag for John when Simon and James have finished with him,’ she thought, giggling to herself at the idea of making him do such a disgusting thing.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4
 
   Sometime later Simon and James were preparing to leave.  They had emerged from their erotic homosexual threesome with smiling faces, to join Zoe and tell her all about what they’d just experienced and how much they’d enjoyed themselves and were fully satiated, begging her for a repeat performance soon.
 
   John knelt beside the sofa next to Zoe, her soiled panties stuffed fully into his mouth, the taste of her sex and her cum assaulting his senses and guiltily turning him on.  ‘A man shouldn’t get to find out what his sister’s pussy and cum tasted like’, was the thought that constantly rattled around in his head, but all the time his little cock strained ‘manfully’ in its tight plastic prison.
 
   “Say thank you and goodbye to Simon and James,” Zoe spoke to John as they reached the door, turning to look at him kneeling forlornly by the sofa where she’d instructed him to stay, “Oh, you can’t can you?” she giggled as she looked at him and saw part of her black lacy panties protruding from his mouth.
 
   “We’ve had a great time Zoe, thanks for lending us your brother for the evening and don’t forget, make it possible again soon.”
 
   “That’s alright James, I’m sure John enjoyed himself tremendously and would thank you profusely if he was able, wouldn’t you John?”
 
   John had no choice but to nod, he was unable to speak and knew that if he shook his head he would incur instant and painful punishment, so he only had one option really.
 
   “There, you see, he loved it.  I’ll see you soon for that manicure and pedicure you promised and no doubt you will see John again soon.”
 
   “OK, thanks.  We’ll look forward to it.  Goodnight, Zoe.”
 
   “Yes, good night Zoe,” chirped in Simon as he blew a kiss in John’s direction, “and good night lover,” he grinned lewdly.
 
   When they were gone Zoe returned to stand in front of John.  “Well, who would have thought it, a homophobe like you enjoying being fucked by two gay men?  You did enjoy it, didn’t you?  You just nodded your head when I asked you before.  Mistress Jenny will probably be jealous when I tell her what her husband has been up to with such big cocked studs.”  She watched John blush and squirm at her words, feeling completely humiliated and used, given no option but to take part in her lascivious fantasy of him indulging in gay sex.
 
   “Well, it’s late and I’m going to bed.  You still need to dry and iron your uniform for the morning, tidy this room and there are lots of dirty dishes in the kitchen.  I expect sissy to bring me breakfast consisting of toast and preserve with coffee at 10:00 tomorrow and the kitchen to be spotless and tidy.  You may shower before you eventually retire but you may only take 3 minutes to do so.  Goodnight.  Oh, I nearly forgot, I hope you enjoyed the taste of my panties,” she giggled as she pulled them out of John’s mouth, “there are several more in the linen basket by the washing machine, I expect them to be hand washed and dry ready for tomorrow too.”
 
   She turned on her heels and went to the bedroom, leaving John to wonder where he was to sleep.  The sofa was the only option as far as he could see but he was naked and had no blankets with which to keep warm, it was going to be a long and uncomfortable night, he sighed as he made his way toward the kitchen and his allotted chores.
 
   He found his sissy maid uniform still in the washing machine, not having been removed after the wash cycle completed so he transferred it to the tumble dryer and then looked around at the mess that should have been a kitchen.  This is going to take a while, he thought dejectedly, she always was a messy person, constantly leaving dirty pots all over the place as a child.
 
   John had finally voided his bowels into the toilet, marvelling at the amount of cum that came out of him, gargled to freshen his mouth and then showered and dressed in his lacy, feminine, underwear which he found still in the bathroom where he’d removed them.  He couldn’t glue the breast forms back on as he had no glue, but they held in place perfectly well inside his bra as long as he didn’t move too suddenly.  Finally he lay down on the sofa at 3am by the clock on the wall in the kitchen, not daring to put on his maids dress to sleep in for extra warmth for fear of creasing it.  He slept fitfully, waking every so often from dreams of big cocks and painfully red buttocks, reflecting what had happened to him during the day but magnified many times by his frustrated, horny state.
 
   Finally at 7am he was too cold and could sleep no more so he got up and put on the wig, and his nice clean sissy maid’s dress, and sat at the kitchen table.  His stomach lurched as he thought about what day it was.  
 
   Sunday.
 
   Just over two weeks since he’d cum, and today Mistress Jenny would release him and allow him to masturbate.  Funny how he now looked forward so much to being able to commit such acts of self abuse.
 
   He could picture it now, kneeling before his Goddess as she sat comfortably on the sofa, indulgently and patiently watching him wanking himself off, having used the small key hanging on its chain between her lovely breasts to unlock his unyielding chastity device.  It wouldn’t take long, he knew, he was so horny and frustrated after such a long period of enforced celibacy.  Perhaps 30 seconds of pure bliss before he came and was obliged to eat the produce of his orgasm.  Good job it would be so quick because Mistress would get impatient if it took longer and his worst fear was that she may call a halt to it and lock him up for a further 2 weeks without being allowed to relieve his horny frustration.  After, it would be a quick, supervised shower, wash the CD and back on with it for a further two weeks.  He thought about another two weeks of frustration, of not being able to even touch his cock, of horny teases that would make it throb painfully as it tried uselessly to erect, and he realised it was about the limit of what he could endure.
 
   Shaking himself back from his reverie, delicious as it was, he thought about what he still had to do before waking Mistress Zoe.  He had completed all of the chores Mistress Zoe had assigned the previous evening except washing her panties, so he retrieved them from the linen basket and set about filling the sink with hot water.  He couldn’t resist taking in the fragrance of each of the soiled panties before he placed them into the water, it was a pleasure he had discovered whilst performing the same chore for Mistress Jenny’s mother, and he’d become addicted to it ever since.  Perversely, he really enjoyed sniffing Mistress Jenny’s panties after she had been out with Master Steve for an evening, on the few occasions she actually wore panties for her dates, that is.  There was always a mixture of both their cums to impart a heady aroma, which made his little confined cock twitch frustratingly.
 
   Soon they were washed and hanging on the heated rail in the bathroom to dry.  He felt very hungry by now so he made himself some breakfast (Zoe hadn’t told him he couldn’t and he was so hungry) and then to pass the time until he had been instructed to take in her breakfast he resumed his dusting of her many cat ornaments, wondering again about her apparent compulsion to surround herself with images of the hairless Sphinx cat.
 
   At 09:40 he wandered into the kitchen and started to prepare for making Mistress Zoe’s breakfast, finding the crockery and other things he would need to make her meal of toast with preserve, and coffee, as she’d instructed him.  Catching sight of himself in the reflection of the window which overlooked the city rooftops, he marvelled at how perfect he looked as a maid going about her allotted chores in her Mistress’s spotless kitchen.  This was his new life, feminised and owned, and he revelled in it, it was all that he had wished for, and more.
 
   Mindful of the time, having painfully learned his lesson during his stay with Ma’am Cynthia, he slid the thick sliced bread into the toaster and whilst the bread toasted he made coffee.  No, he would not be late waking her, he would give her no excuse to find his compliance with her instructions lacking in any way, he would give her no excuse to punish him again.  Just before 10:00 he placed the buttered toast, jar of preserve, coffee, etc, on a tray and headed for the bedroom.  He knocked sharply at 10:00 and waited to be told to enter, standing patiently in front of the door.
 
   “Come,” he eventually heard a sleepy voice summon him.
 
   As he entered he could see that Mistress Zoe had just awakened, she stretched languidly as he approached, sleepy eyes observing him looking smart in his maid’s uniform and walking confidently in the 6” stiletto heels.
 
   ‘He certainly has been transformed,’ she thought, and fought valiantly to restrain a giggle, ‘but he needs makeup to complete the illusion.  She would allow him to use some of hers whilst she ate and then she would have him put on her makeup too.’
 
   John stood at the side of the bed looking guiltily at the fluid movement of his sister’s chest, her breasts wobbling enticingly beneath the filmy night gown she wore as she struggled to sit up.  ‘God, she was so horny,’ he thought.  He knew he shouldn’t be looking but, after all, he was made of flesh and blood, and she was so attractive, and he was so frustrated and horny, he couldn’t help himself.
 
   “Hand me the tray and stop looking at my chest,” Zoe snapped, “you will get your ass paddled for this.  What sort of a pervert are you, looking at your sister’s breasts?”
 
   ‘Damn,’ John thought as he tore his eyes away and looked at the carpet, his face reddening in embarrassment.  John realised he’d fallen into the trap.
 
   “Please, Mistress Zoe, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to look, it just happened.  Please accept my apology.”  Hook, line and sinker, he was caught and now, despite his best efforts with the breakfast, he would be punished again he realised.
 
   She knew he would look, knew what result her swinging breasts beneath the flimsy, filmy material would have, knew the hypnotic effect her erect nipples making moving points in the material would have.  Zoe laughed.  ‘Males are so easy,’ she thought, ‘completely driven by the thing between their legs.  Look where it had landed her sibling, playing sissy maid to his ‘sister’ and having his ass mercilessly caned on a regular basis, not to mention the other things.’
 
   “You will find makeup on the dresser over there, take it and go to the bathroom and make yourself look pretty like a sissy maid should be.  When you’re done I want you bent over the dining chair in the lounge, panties down and ass bared, awaiting your punishment after I’ve eaten and dressed.  It’s the crop again for you, sissy.  You must learn some restraint and manners when in the presence of your superiors, especially when they’re not fully clothed.”
 
   John scurried to do her bidding, kicking himself for being caught out so easily.  Another taste of her vicious crop was the last thing he wanted, his ass was only just recovering from the last one.  As he applied the make up to his face, making himself look pretty as instructed, his mind was full of the impending painful punishment he was going to receive.  He was powerless to stop it, Mistress Zoe had ordained it and it would happen, of that he was sure.  Why, oh why, oh why had he been drawn to look at her breasts, he asked himself, but he knew the answer before he asked himself the question.
 
   Zoe slowly ate her breakfast, enjoying the pampering effect of being waited on by a maid whose sole purpose was to obey and make life enjoyable for her superiors.  She relished the thought of cropping his ass once more before they went to meet Jenny.  She knew that at some level John relished the thought too, his masochistic desires complementing her own sadistic desires to meet out the most painful punishment she could.  She knew, without doubt as she dressed, that when she went into the lounge he would be there, panties around his ankles, bent over the back of the dining chair in the middle of the room with the hem of his dress pulled up to the small of his back, so that his still slightly red striped buttocks were completely exposed and ready once more for the crop.
 
   She checked herself out in the full length mirror.  The white summer dress, with the big red rose on the left hand side, looked perfect for what she could see through the window would be a lovely summer’s day.  The bodice accentuated the curves of her chest and narrow waist, and flared seductively over her hips and down to her knees, with many pleats giving it the volume to be able to swish about and keep her cool.  She wore no bra to spoil the lines of the figure hugging bodice, and no panties either; they tended to rub irritatingly against her clit when she walked now that it was forced to be permanently exposed by the new piercing.
 
   ‘Sweet,’ she thought to herself, ‘all I need now is makeup, and that will be attended to shortly after a brief interlude.  Oh, I do love this life.’
 
   Giggling quietly to herself she left the bedroom and immediately saw her prediction was correct.  In the middle of the room all she could see were two white, slightly reddish striped, buttocks.  Just below was an equally reddish hanging sac nestled between two long, black, seamed stocking clad legs ending in 6” stiletto heels.  It just looked so deliciously inviting of the attentions of her new crop.  Panties or not, she felt a familiar tingle in her un-hooded clit and new moistness in her pussy as she anticipated what she was about to do to her hapless sibling’s defenceless buttocks with her crop.
 
   She walked over to the coat stand by the door to retrieve her crop, shuddering at the thought of the ominous presence of the thing hidden beneath the stand.  It would change her life forever too.  She almost let out an audible gasp as that knowledge hit her.  Soon!
 
   Turning, she swished the crop quickly through the air a few times for effect, delighting in the lovely sound it made and sure in the knowledge that John would not be so delighted to hear it.  She appreciated the pain and damage just a few strokes from the crop would cause on the soft flesh of the buttocks, much more than could be produced by a few similar strokes with a cane which, until this weekend, had been all that he had been required to endure.  She’d certainly got her money’s worth out of her new toy, this was the third time she’d been able to engineer cause to use it. ‘Such fun!’ she thought as she eyed her prey (rather like cat would a mouse) and his unfortunate predicament.
 
   Swish - craaak.  The crop found its mark, raising an ugly red welt across both buttocks.  She hadn’t told him how many strokes he would receive this time, she wanted to see how he dealt with it and would adjust accordingly.  She certainly wouldn’t stop until he was blubbing loudly.  ‘He will remember this one for a long time,’ she thought wickedly.
 
   “Gggnnn.  One, thank you Mistress.”
 
   Zoe giggled at the perversity of the words he had been trained to say for each stroke, thanking her for causing him such pain so casually and for such a silly thing.  Granted, he was being punished for looking at the movement of her chest under her night gown, but what man wouldn’t have done the same, and it had been a deliberate act on her part to accentuate her movements as she roused herself.
 
   Swish - craaak.  Another bright red welt delightfully appeared to Zoe in parallel to the first.
 
   “Gaaaah. Two, thank you Mistress.”
 
   .................................
 
   It was a good half hour later when Zoe achieved her goal of causing her tortured victim to blub uncontrollably.  She had taken her time to deliver them, savouring and enjoying every moment.  He had received only 20 strokes over this time, turning his ass into a massive, red, painful lump of flesh with raised purple lines crisscrossing both buttocks.
 
   ‘Jenny will be amused,’ she thought happily as she left him to compose himself and went to the bathroom to relieve herself of the delicious but insistent tingle emanating from her sopping pussy.  At times like this she really wished she could put his tongue to work on her pussy to do a real good job but Jenny had been insistent that she maintain the charade for now of being his sister.  That would possibly change soon, she knew as she vigorously stimulated her clit, her mind full of erotic thoughts about the future, the thing under the coat stand and her future relationship with John.
 
   When she returned to the lounge some time later he was still obediently in position, bent over the chair as she’d left him, not knowing whether she was done or whether he would receive further strokes.  She couldn’t help but admire his fortitude and submission in the face of such a painful possibility.  Pity she had to get on, this afternoon was going to be special for John and all the guests Jenny had invited over to watch as he got his release and the announcement Jenny was going to make in front of all present.
 
   It was at this point that John had to suffer the indignity of his little sister pushing the large black butt plug back into his ass. “We have to keep that ass of yours stretched and ready for all those lovely cocks now, don’t we?” she explained, “and besides, it has to be carried back home somehow and I don’t want it in my bag after it’s been up your bum.”
 
   “OK, stand up and take the chair back to its proper place now, sissy.”
 
   Slowly and painfully John did as he was told, each movement causing waves of pain to shoot in all directions from his buttocks.
 
   “And pull your knickers up, sissy, you look like a complete slut wandering around with them around your ankles.  Look at the state of you, all the childish blubbering has ruined your makeup.  Go and sort it out in the bathroom quickly and then report to me in the bedroom to do mine.”
 
   A few minutes later and once more a vision of the perfect maid, exquisitely made up and smartly uniformed in his freshly laundered and very short black maids dress and white frilly apron, he entered the bedroom and walked painfully over to where Mistress Zoe sat at her dressing table brushing her long blonde hair.
 
   “About time too,” she retorted, although in truth she couldn’t believe how quickly he had repaired the damage and transformed into such a pretty and exquisite looking creature.  It was hard to believe this vision of feminine loveliness was actually a male, and that he was a male she knew so well, having grown up with him for all those years.  She’d never imagined how, with the correct makeup, wig and clothes, he could be made to look so convincingly female.  But here he was, as sexy and attractive a female as any lustful man would desire.
 
   “Well, don’t just stand there gawping, get on with it.  I want to look perfect for this afternoon.”
 
   John set about expertly applying the blusher, eye shadow and eye liner, mascara and light pink coloured lipstick to his sister’s already beautiful face.  As he worked his imprisoned cock reminded him of its presence by trying to erect, he guiltily found it sexually stimulating to be performing such a close and intimate task for her.  Soon she was even more beautiful than before, if that was possible, and John felt proud that he now had the skills to be able to make that happen.  Before, when he was just a normal and unfettered man, he would never have guessed that he would find such satisfaction from knowing how to apply a woman’s makeup and doing it with such skill.
 
   “Now, brush my hair for me, there are some stubborn tangles in it that need brushing out.  And make sure you don’t pull on the roots if you know what’s good for you.”
 
   Zoe watched in the mirror with satisfaction as her ‘brother’ patiently brushed her long golden hair, secure in the knowledge that he would cause her no discomfort as he fought to remove the tangled knots.  Looking at his expert work on her makeup she was suddenly jealous of Jenny.  To have such an expert servant, skilled in so many things, at her beck and call 24/7 was the ultimate in decadent and luxurious living for any woman, and she was sad that she had to give him back now.
 
   “Right, let’s go,” Zoe ordered as John finished tying the simple crimson ribbon that held her hair securely in a long ponytail reaching down to the small of her back.  She checked her purse to make sure the memory card from the camera was there, she didn’t want to forget that and have to return for it.
 
   John had always admired Zoe’s hair, its golden colour and luxurious length, its soft, rich, sheen.  He knew how much effort she put into keeping it like that and admired her for her perseverance, many women would have had it cut much shorter long before now, casting aside the vestiges of childhood idealism in favour of comfort and manageability.  ‘Zoe just wouldn’t be Zoe without her long tresses,’ he mused.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5
 
   Zoe’s drove her mini car through the city centre towards Jenny’s house in the suburbs, whilst John sat uncomfortably in the passenger seat, unable, she noticed with amusement, to sit still for any length of time.  Funny that she now thought of it as Jenny’s house, not John’s house, or even John and Jenny’s house, and she knew that Jenny had plans in that direction also to secure her position financially now that she was able.  Poor John, Zoe thought, all the achievements of his past 30 or so years were being systematically stripped away in Jenny’s quest to change him into a cuckold, feminised, sissy maid, completely obedient and with only one desire - to make her life comfortable, happy and fulfilled.
 
   The journey didn’t take long at that time on a Sunday morning and was conducted in silence as Zoe concentrated on driving.  As she pulled into the quiet cul-de-sac where Jenny and John lived, a builder’s van suddenly appeared travelling at speed and hogging the road, and she needed to take urgent evasive action to avoid a catastrophic collision.
 
   “Ass hole,” she shouted in rage after the quickly receding van which had not even slowed.  “Men are such idiots, sissy,” she vented, “it’s time we women controlled the world and men were put in their proper place and controlled.  It would solve a lot of the problems in this world today.”
 
   John wondered about that, having once seen two women falling out violently over wearing the same dress, and stared pensively after the van.  The writing on the side had said, ‘Brian’s Bricks.  All kinds of building works undertaken; home extensions, repairs, conservatories, plastering.  Your one stop builder for all of your building needs’.  He wondered which of his neighbours was having work done, a conservatory perhaps, or an extension?
 
   Then they pulled into the drive and stopped behind John’s, or was it Jenny’s car now?  They only had the one car but in the past it had always been referred to as John’s car.  John somehow thought that that situation would now have changed, given his new lowly status in their household and marriage.
 
   Dismissing the strange thought he got out, conscious that he was dressed as a maid and in broad daylight in his own street where his neighbours knew him well.  Would they recognise him, he wondered, or would they just accept that it was a strangely attired woman - surely no one employed maids these days, nor made them dress up in such skimpy uniforms?
 
   Self consciously he went around and opened the car door for Mistress Zoe, averting his eyes so as not to look at her lovely, sexy, bare legs as she got out, her short skirt exposing them to almost to her crotch.
 
   Zoe noticed John averted gaze and giggled.  He would still be sore from his cropping for looking at her chest and he obviously didn’t want a repeat.  If only all men could be trained so perfectly but then, did she really want that?  She enjoyed being looked at and admired, even lusted over, and she usually dressed and flirted to achieve exactly that effect with men.  However, what she really enjoyed now was being able to punish John for doing what she so encouraged in others.
 
   John tried the front door and was surprised to find it was unlocked, so he stood to one side and allowed Mistress Zoe to enter.  He then followed her in.
 
   “Hello Jenny, it’s only me and sissy,” Zoe shouted in the hall way.
 
   “Oh, hi Zoe, I’ll be down in a minute, just getting dressed.  Take a seat in the lounge and send sissy up, I have a job for her.”
 
   “Ok, will do.  Off you go, sissy, your Mistress has need of you upstairs.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” John replied as he turned to climb the stairs.  He was puzzled, it was mid-morning and Mistress Jenny was just getting dressed, but the front door was unlocked?  He climbed the stairs, not sure of what he would find when he got to the top.
 
   He knocked on the bedroom door and waited to be told to enter.  Somehow he half expected to find Sir Steven in there with Mistress when he entered, enjoying some wonderfully satisfying sexual pleasure, but she was alone.  She lay on the bed on her side, looking at him as a predator would look at a prey as he entered.
 
   She wore a pink lacy bra and matching garter belt with black silk stockings covering her long, slender and very shapely legs, but no panties.  The smooth mound of her sex and the enticing slit of her pussy drew his gaze before he realised what he was doing and looked quickly away.  He dropped to his hands and knees and crawled over to where her feet came to the edge of the bed and, lifting first one then the other, he kissed each foot tenderly as if each were the most beautiful and loved woman in his life.
 
   Jenny giggled.  “I see Mistress Zoe has been enforcing your training regarding male lechery and lustful looking at improperly attired females.”  Her words were mocking but yet sensuous, seemingly caressing him and arousing him, well as much as he was able to be aroused, anyway.  “However, this time I want you to look sissy, in fact, I need you to perform clean up duties,” she sniggered, watching the range of emotions from horror and disgust to lust and love playing out on his face at the thought.
 
   Slowly Jenny rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide and drawing her knees back as she did so, exposing the pink, glistening folds of her obviously very recently fucked pussy to John’s longing gaze.  The first dribbles of creamy cum were beginning to appear at the opening to her body, that lovely cavern that John had not had the pleasure of feeling around his cock for so long now.
 
   Jenny snapped her fingers and pointed.  “Get on with it, I don’t want a mess on the sheets,” she ordered imperiously.  At this stage in John’s subjugation he knew his place well, and what he must do, so he lowered himself onto his chest on the bed and buried his head between her stocking clad thighs, seeking out the well used hole that lay between with his tongue, and began to suck the warm salty cum out of her.
 
   He was surprised, it didn’t taste like Sir Steven’s cum usually did, it was somehow more earthy.  He assumed that he’d left just before Mistress Zoe and he arrived but that struck him as strange because Sir Steven wouldn’t have wasted an opportunity to humiliate him and would have wanted to stay and let him see how free his wife was sexually with him.  He would have wanted to crudely grope her breasts and pussy in front of him and laugh at his inability to do anything about it.  He would have mocked him about his small cock and the fact that it was locked up, out of reach, unable to be used to gain any sexual pleasure.  He would probably have asked him how long it had been since he had fucked his wife, most likely as he slid his own cock slowly into her and fucked her again.
 
   John’s cock throbbed uncontrollably in its cage as these thoughts raced like lunatics through his brain.  It was heady stuff, and coupled with the taste of cum in his mouth and on his tongue, it nearly drove him insane with lust.  He was in heaven, back where he belonged with his face between his lovely wife and Mistress’s thighs, performing intimate oral clean-up duties for the one he so achingly loved and adored.  Dimly he realised Mistress Jenny was speaking.
 
   “Has it all gone yet?  When you have got it all out you can start on my clitty, I need some relief after all this.  It’s a pity Brian isn’t particularly in to this fetish and has left.  He’s happy to fuck another man’s wife but doesn’t want to share the experience with the husband.  Oh well, never mind, he’s a good lover and has a good sized cock, and what he lack in kinkiness he makes up for in vigour and staying power.  He drove me to 3 orgasms before he came himself, you know”
 
   John was stunned.  Brian?  Wait a minute, of course, ‘Brian’s Bricks’.  So, the cum he was so diligently eating from his wife’s pussy was his!  The mad builder in his van who’s bad driving as he fled the house very nearly cleaned them up as they arrived.  John shuddered.  It was one thing eating the cum of a man that he knew, but he didn’t know Brian of ‘Brian’s Bricks’.  He was a stranger, he’d never met him, and here he was eating his cum!  His cock felt like it was going to explode and was causing him considerable pain as it tried with all its might to expand in its un-giving and relentless confinement.
 
   He pulled back and looked at his wife’s pussy, seeking out any further trace of cum.  Her vagina was very red and used looking and her labia were also puffy and swollen from her recent sexual activity.  He tried, without too much difficulty, to imaging the stranger’s cock ploughing between her pussy lips deep into her cunt, relentlessly pistoning in and out, bringing an intense pleasure to the two people involved, an experience which for him was almost forgotten; a distant memory from a long time past.
 
   “My clit, sissy,” Mistress Jenny’s voice was urgent and insistent, shaking John from his reverie.  “What do you think you’re doing keeping me waiting like this? You will be punished for making me have to remind you of your duties.  I expect complete obedience when I give you an instruction.  Whatever were you doing just staring like that?  Anyone would think you had never seen a pussy before, the way you were staring at it.”
 
   ‘Shit,’ John thought, ‘I’ve done it now.  She’s sure to make this punishment hurt bad.’  
 
   “I’m sorry, Mistress.  Please forgive me.  May I continue with your pleasure, Mistress?”
 
   Jenny smiled indulgently, her legs still spread wide and knees drawn back and her dripping pussy just inches from John’s tongue. “Yes, sissy, you may.  We’ll deal with your punishment later after my guests have arrived.  I’m sure it will amuse them to watch you being disciplined.”
 
   He bent to his duty and began to expertly stimulate her sensitive clit with his tongue, knowing that his ministrations would take but a few minutes to bring her to an intense and hugely satisfying orgasm.  And then soon he would be punished again and his ass was still sore from Mistress Zoe’s ministrations.
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” John replied in the only way he knew was permitted.  He wasn’t grateful at all for the fact that he would be punished again on his already sore ass, however, that he would suffer the indignity and humiliation of his discipline being watched by the other guests, some of whom may even be strangers or people he knew who had never seen him in his submissive role, actually appealed to his masochistic tendencies.  The fact that Mistress was expecting guests had taken him by surprise but when he thought about it he could see that it was something that Mistress Jenny would delight in doing to further his humiliation, and he should have seen it coming really.
 
   Soon her breathing became laboured as his tongue worked expertly at her pleasure, her orgasm building rapidly, spreading like a fire throughout her lovely body.  She clamped her thighs tight around John’s head as she neared the crescendo, tweaking her own nipples hard as she writhed with the wave of pleasure sweeping over her.  Finally her pussy began its rhythmic pulsing, taking over and shaking her body uncontrollably, her vision obscured by a red mist of delightful pleasure, as her juices ran freely from her cunt bring with them more of Brian’s cum for John to clean up.
 
   She held him there for a minute or two, listening to his laboured breathing as he fought for air, trapped as he was between her tightly clenched thighs, as her own heart rate and breathing subsided.  She wished she could keep him there permanently, tightly locked between her thighs, his only purpose in life to use his tongue to bring her pleasure such as she had just experienced, whenever she felt the need.  She was amazed at how enhanced her libido had become since embracing this new lifestyle, every day now was filled with lustful thoughts about men with big cocks fucking her, as well as experiencing the thrilling turn-on of totally controlling, humiliating, disciplining and cuckolding her sissy husband.
 
   “So, sissy,” Jenny spoke after she had finally released him and made herself comfortable by bunching up the pillow to rest her head in a slightly raise position where she could look at him, “I hear you are now fully experienced at sucking cock and taking them in your sissy ‘pussy’.  If fact, I’ve been told that you give one of the best blow jobs ever experienced by your male lovers.  Are you proud of that, sissy?  A sissy should be proud of being able to suck cock so expertly.”
 
   John was still on his stomach on the bed between her spread legs, which she had now relaxed and straightened out on either side of him.  As he looked towards her beautiful face he was also looking at her wonderful, and satiated pussy, still glistening wetly from her spend and his saliva.  His cock and balls ached beyond words, screaming for release and his face reddened in embarrassment at her words.  Yes, he has sucked two men’s cocks until they had cum in his mouth, and yes, he had accepted the rude protrusion of their cocks into his anus where they had emptied their lustful balls into him, and yes, he was proud that he had proved to be so fulfilling and expert in satisfying their male lusts, because that meant that he had been successful in pleasing her, Mistress Jenny.  He had risen to the challenge his Mistresses had set for him and he had succeeded, he had not failed in any way.  Of that he was proud.
 
   “Yes, Mistress, I am.  Thank you.”
 
   “Good, because all sissies should strive to be expert cock suckers as well as pussy lickers, you know that is your role in life now, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes, of course Mistress, I will do my best to provide expert sexual gratification to whomever you wish me to.  My only wish is for you to be happy and fulfilled and if I can do anything to make that so then I’m glad and completely willing to do it.”
 
   “Excellent.  Now, help me dress and put on makeup.  Our guests will soon start arriving.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6
 
   The doorbell rang indicating that the first guess had arrived.
 
   “Go and get that, sissy,” Mistress Jenny ordered.  She and Mistress Zoe were relaxing in the comfortable armchairs sipping their drinks which John had made.  Mistress Zoe was actually sitting in what John used to think of as his armchair, where he always used to sit before and which guests always used to avoid sitting in, in deference to him.  He doubted he could lay such claim to it now, given his lowly status in Mistress Jenny’s household.  Even Sir Steven made a point of sitting in it when he was around.  John wondered what had happened to Sir Steven, when Mistress Jenny had dropped him off at Mistress Zoe’s flat yesterday they had driven off together, no doubt for a lust filled afternoon of sex, which Sir Steven seemed unable to get enough of with Jenny.  But when Mistress Zoe and he arrived home this morning, Mistress Jenny had just been fucked by her new builder boyfriend Brian, and there was no sign of Sir Steven.
 
   Frowning as he tried to work out the riddle he made his way to the front door to answer the doorbell.  Only when he arrived there did he suddenly wonder who it would be and felt himself flushing up with embarrassment at opening the door, to god knows who, dressed as he was in his sexy, sissy maid’s dress.
 
   He opened the door hesitantly as his heart leapt about in his chest.
 
   Ma’am Cynthia!  She stood there and looked him up and down with a smirk on her face, taking in his slutty maids uniform, his heels and the girlish swell of his chest, his immaculately made up face and long blond tresses of his wig.
 
   John remembered his place and stepped to the side to let her in and she brushed past him imperiously then stopped, turning to face him.
 
   Slaaaap.  John’s left cheek smarted from the slap she delivered with her right hand.
 
   “Oh, it’s so satisfying for me to be able to do that now.  I’ve probably told you that I have wanted to do that since the day you had the audacity to disobey me and marry my daughter.”
 
   John kept his expression deadpan but inside he found it amusing that the humiliation of having his face slapped by his mother in law was actually a great turn on for him.  If she knew how horny it made him feel, would she still do it, he wondered?
 
   The other hand snaked out and connected with his right cheek, adding its own stinging pain and red hand print to his face.  Cynthia laughed in his face and then spoke. “You know what comes later, just before I leave, don’t you sissy?  I’m so looking forward to doing that again too.”
 
   She turned on her heel and marched down the hall with a huge smile on her face to the lounge door at the end, leaving John standing by the door, face smarting and the wind from the open door blowing up under the hem of his dress and around his exposed balls, seemingly pointing out what Ma’am Cynthia was talking about.  He closed the door quickly and scurried after her, remembering the pain that had exploded in his groin when her foot had connected with his defenceless balls the last time.  She had swung her foot at speed into them whilst he knelt patiently and sightless in his blindfold before her.
 
   Ma’am Cynthia was just sitting down when he entered the open lounge door.  He closed the door and dropped to his knees, crawling over to his mother in law on hands and knees in order to kiss her feet to the accompaniment of titters from all the ladies present.  Then Mistress Jenny’s feet and finally Mistress Zoe’s.
 
   “Get mother a drink sissy, come on, she’s driven a long way to be here and must be ready for one.  What have you done to her face mother, I can see a hand print on each side?”
 
   “Oh, I just said hello,” Ma’am Cynthia replied, fighting to keep a lascivious grin from her face but given away by the sparkle in her eyes.  It brought forth giggles from both Jenny and Zoe.
 
   John hurried to do Mistress Jenny’s bidding, thinking to himself that it was only a dozen or so miles from Ma’am Cynthia’s home to here, but didn’t dare speak such disrespectful thoughts.
 
   “Just a tonic for me, sissy, I don’t want Gin, I’m driving.  Besides, I need to keep my wits about me so that my aim isn’t impaired later,” she sniggered evilly.
 
   John poured the tonic water into a glass and took it to her on a silver tray, stooping low so that she could easily take it from him without stretching.
 
   Ding-dong.  The door bell again.  ‘Who this time?’ John thought as he sought permission to leave the room and go to answer the door.
 
   When he opened the door he nearly died with embarrassment.  How could Mistress Jenny do this to him?  This was getting a little too close to home for his comfort.  There, standing with a bottle of wine in one hand and arm in arm with a young teenage girl, was their neighbour from 2 doors away, Clare.
 
   “Wow, you didn’t tell me Jenny employed a maid, sis,” the young girl spoke, “mind, she’s a bit skanky looking.  Look how short her dress is.  You can see her stocking tops and suspenders.”
 
   John steeled himself to open the door wide and stood back to let them in.  As Clare drew next to him she stopped and looked hard at his face.  “My god!  John?  Is that you?  It is, isn’t it?  What on earth are you dressed like that for?  Jenny never told us it was fancy dress.”
 
   “What, you mean this is a man?” the young girl, whom John now knew to be Clare’s obviously younger sister, spoke incredulously and stared hard at him as well.
 
   John was beetroot with embarrassment.  He didn’t know what to say and had never felt so humiliated in his life.  It was bad enough Clare seeing him like this but this youngster, who couldn’t be much more than 17 years old, seeing him too was just so excruciatingly awful.  His mouth opened but no words came out, he was at a loss as to how to explain his situation to them.
 
   “Ah, Clare and Steph.  Do come in and don’t mind sissy, she’s not doing a very good job, is she?”  It was Mistress Jenny’s voice from the lounge door where she stood taking in john’s predicament with an amused expression brightening up her lovely face.
 
   “What have you done to him Jenny?” Clare asked as she made her way towards Jenny, full of questions she needed immediate answers to.
 
   The young girl, John now knew she was called Steph, remained staring unashamedly into John’s face in wonder.  “So you’re really a man?  Unbelievable.  I’ve seen programs on the telly about men like you.  Transvestites, I think they’re called.  Oh, and then there’s the one’s in Thailand.  What is it, oh yes, ‘Ladyboys’.  Some of them are very feminine and pretty, much like you.  I would never have guessed.  Well, not for a while, anyway.”
 
   She hurried off after her sister, seemingly not wanting to be left alone in the hall with a man dressed as a woman.  “Hey, sis,” she called, “you never told me it would be one of these kinky parties.”
 
   John’s cock throbbed painfully in its unyielding enclosure.  He was humiliated beyond anything he had experience so far and it felt so good, so damned horny.  If he could have he would have stood there in the hall right then and masturbated.  He wondered at his psyche that he would find such an embarrassing situation so huge a turn on, after all, he was humiliated, belittled and suddenly exposed as a man who wears women’s clothes and behaves as a maid, to real women who had never seen him like that before.  And it would get worse, he thought, as he contemplated why they were all gathering here, what they had come to watch him do.  Pre-cum was dripping freely from his cock and out of his chastity device, where it was attaching itself to his left leg and dribbling down.  ‘Better get rid of that before Mistress Jenny or Mistress Zoe see it,’ he thought, scooping it up best he could into his hand.  He couldn’t wipe it anywhere so he licked it from his hand and swallowed it.
 
   Ding-dong.  ‘Oh, hell, the doorbell again,’ he groaned. ‘Who now?’
 
   He opened the door, heart in mouth, fearful of whom may be standing there, and his fears were fully justified.  Standing there looking back at him with a wide grin on her face was Jenny’s best friend, Abi.  John knew Abi and her husband well.
 
   “Well look at you, John, or should I call you sissy?” Abi sniggered.
 
   Abi’s voice sounded incredulous as she took in the sight before her eyes. “So Jenny has really done it to you, made you her sissy maid.  I didn’t really believe her when she told me.  Not John, I said, he’s too masculine surely?  But it would seem that I was wrong ‘cos here you are, opening the door to me all dressed up as a sissy maid.”  She began to laugh out loud as John meekly stood to one side to let her in.
 
   “P Please come in Mistress Abi, Mistress Jenny and the other guest are in the lounge.”
 
   John knew Abi and her husband Richard well.  Jenny and Abi had become firm friends at work and they often went out as a foursome for meals and to see shows.  He knew that the girls shared most secrets with each other, so John wasn’t surprised Jenny had told her about him.  He wondered if she would go home and tell Richard about how he was now, perhaps she’d already shared with him the secret Jenny had obviously shared with her?  He wondered how he would be able to face Richard when he saw him next.  Would Richard want nothing to do with him, a lost friendship because of his kink?  He didn’t have the answers to the million questions running through his mind.  All he could do was carry on and take each day as it came.
 
   John wondered if everyone Mistress Jenny had invited had now arrived, but he realised he had no way of knowing.  Before, whenever they arranged a get together like this they would do it together, share the planning and discuss and agree the people they would invite.  He supposed his new status of servant and slave did not allow for that kind of interaction between him and his Mistress anymore.
 
   He marvelled at how easily and completely Jenny had taken to the role of the all powerful Domme in their relationship.  She certainly knew how to push his buttons to keep him horny, humiliated and frustrated.  Of course, she was an intelligent and imaginative woman as well as being strikingly beautiful, so once he had opened the flood gates, so to speak, it was inevitable that she would seize full advantage of the opportunity presented to her and use his kink to satisfy her own needs as well as his.
 
   Now, John had to steel himself for what came next.  First he would have to enter the room where all these ladies where gathered.  His status was obviously far inferior to them all, as they were of the supreme female sex, and he was lower than even the maid he was dressed to look like, he was a slave with no rights to self determination or free will.  He knew that together they would tease and torture him mercilessly, because they could, especially once they’d had a few drinks.  He wondered what Abi, Clare and Steph would think when he entered the room and dropped to his hands and knees to kiss everyone’s feet?  One thing was for sure, his relationship with these women would never again be the same as it was.
 
   The door to the lounge was shut so he knocked and waited.  He heard a snigger from inside the room which sounded like the young girl Steph.
 
   “Come”, rang out Mistress Jenny’s imperious voice, she had really mastered that particular tone now.
 
   He entered and dropped to his hands and knees.  ‘Who should I go to first?’ he wondered for a moment then chided himself for his indecision, the choice was obvious.  He crawled over to Mistress Jenny and kissed both feet lovingly and then began self-consciously to work his way around the room of seated, tittering, ladies who were taking great delight in his humiliating act of submission.  Steph found it particularly amusing to have a grown man dressed as a maid crawl to her on his hands and knees and kiss her grubby trainers.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7
 
   Sometime later, after he had served everyone drinks, Mistress Zoe had taken him into the kitchen.
 
   “Right, the caterers have delivered some snacks for everyone last night, they are in the fridge,” she lectured. “You will start to bring them around shortly but first I must prepare you.  Some of your superiors in there have not seen a chastity device before and are curious.”
 
   She reached into a draw and pulled out two short chains with cuffs attached and proceeded to attach them with a small padlock to the metal ring on his black slave collar, the one with the word ‘sissy’ neatly marked on it in contrasting white letters.  John recognised the chains and cuffs as the ones he’d worn at Ma’am Cynthia’s when Mistress Jenny had left him in her care for the weekend.
 
   Soon, with his wrists securely locked into the cuffs, he was unable to lower his hands further than his waist.  Zoe smiled sweetly at him as she reached under the hem of his dress and pulled down his panties, dropping them to the floor and indicating that he should step out of them.  She then produced a couple of safety pins and expertly pinned the hem of his dress up at the front and at the rear so that his CD encased genitals and his plugged ass were clearly on display.  John still had difficulty accepting that his little sister could be so intimate with him now.
 
   She stood back to admire her handiwork.  “Spin round sissy, let me see you from behind.  That’s it.  Now bend over slightly like you will when serving snacks and drinks.  Yes, that’s it, perfect.  They’ll see everything quite well, the butt plug looks lovely too.  Right, start bringing the snacks around, sissy.”  With that she sniggered and left the room to join everyone in the lounge and await John’s humiliating entrance.
 
   John felt exposed and vulnerable how his sister had left him.  He would have to go into a room of 6 Mistresses with everything on display and temptingly available for whatever touching, probing, squeezing or ridicule they chose to subject him to, and there was nothing he could do about it.  They would see the black butt plug deeply embedded in his ass, and his small cock through the clear plastic of the CD, straining to get hard and leaking pre-cum in copious amounts.  It was already dripping down his leg but he was helpless to do anything about it.  He picked up the first tray of snacks from the fridge and carefully removed the cellophane covering as his cock strained painfully in its prison.
 
   He made his way, tray in hands, to the lounge, but with it held high due to the constraints of the chains attaching his wrists to his collar, with the knowledge that what he had once thought of as his private parts were now completely exposed to the sight and touch of all who would be present in the room.
 
   The lounge door was open and he entered.  The Mistresses were chatting away gaily and sipping their drinks, not a care in the world.  On the large 50” plasma screen Mistress Charlotte was busy disciplining John’s bare ass with her plimsoll, much to John’s acute embarrassment.
 
   He glanced at Mistress Zoe who had obviously brought the memory card with her, and she smiled sweetly at him and then carried on her conversation with Mistress Jenny.  Looking around, the only person who was obviously watching the scenes unfolding on the screen was the young girl, Steph.  She sat in open mouthed awe at what she was seeing, hardly believing it was real but knowing that it must be.  Never had she imagined that a man would allow a woman to do such a thing to him.  She wondered what her boyfriend, Shane, would say if she tried to do that to him?
 
   John approached Abi who was sitting on the sofa talking to Clare.  He stopped before them holding the tray and waited for them to finish their conversation and look at him.  He knew that once they turned they would be looking directly at his exposed crotch.  This was actually acutely embarrassing for John, given his past relationship with Abi and her husband as friends before.  Now that would all be changed as she saw him like this, dressed as a maid, his small cock visible to her, trapped within the clear plastic chastity device.
 
   “Yes, John always flirted outrageously with me when we went out for meals as a foursome,” Abi was telling Clare, “my husband used to think there was something going on.  Never did I think......”. She stopped short, realising that John was stood before them and turned towards him.  The first thing she saw was his cock, locked up securely in the clear plastic chastity device, and framed perfectly between his stocking tops below and the hem of his dress above.  She smirked and looked up at his face.
 
   “Well, John.  Erm, I mean sissy,” Abi spoke to the pretty maid standing before her, “you certainly look a lot prettier than the last time I saw you when we all went out.  My god, I could almost think you were a woman if it wasn’t for that little weenie between your legs.  Abi laughed and pointed, “Richard will laugh like a drain when I tell him about all this, especially how small that is.”
 
   John’s face reddened, feeling very hot as Abi spoke about telling her husband about him.  How would he be able to look Richard in the eye again once he knew about this?  How could he stand at the bar and talk with him about manly things such as sport, politics, cars and the like, with him knowing he was a feminised sissy who served his wife, and her friends, as a female servant, and had his cock, his tiny cock, all locked up?  Not that he had much chance these days to watch any sport or keep up with politics.  He saw very little media or TV these days and what TV he did watch was Mistress Jenny’s preference since she now controlled what was allowed on TV, which was always her preference.
 
   Clare was looking at John with a silly grin on her face.  Her eyes, John noticed had taken in the sight of him from head to toe several times as Abi had been talking, lingering for many seconds on his imprisoned crotch each time her gaze passed.
 
   “Oh look, his little thing is dribbling,” Clare suddenly laughed and pointed.
 
   “Where, let me see.” Steph had broken off her rapt engagement with what was happening to John on the screen and was leaning over from where she was sat on the arm of the sofa to get a good look.  “Urgh, that’s disgusting,” she squealed, “look at it, dribbling out of that thing on his cock and hanging down.  It’s going to drip on the floor.  Watch your feet, sis, you don’t want it on your shoes.”
 
   This only added to John’s acute embarrassment, his cock was straining to get hard and dripping copious amounts of pre-cum.  It was completely beyond his control and a result of his prolonged period of chastity whilst being exposed to the humiliating and very horny situations Mistress Jenny had put him in over the last two weeks.
 
   “Here, hold still.” Clare ordered, she had fished a tissue out of her handbag and leaned forward to catch the pre-cum before it dropped.  She reached out with her other hand and grabbed hold of the plastic shaft to steady it as she wiped around the hole at the end where the fluid was coming from.
 
   Steph laughed, “What’s it feel like sis, can I touch it?”
 
   John felt like a small child having his runny nose wiped as he stood there enduring these intimate and embarrassing manipulations, tray laden with food in his hands.  He could hear himself clapping out the count of his discipline on the film playing on the TV screen and it was as though he was applauding himself for his humiliation.
 
   Abi had taken one of the small snacks off the tray and sat back watching the scene before her as she nibbled.  She had to admit, the whole thing was seriously horny and she could feel a tingle and dampness between her thighs that she would have to go and remedy before too long.  Jenny had told her what she’d done to John over the last few weeks, but being told about it and actually seeing it were two different things.  She’d found the whole concept very sexually arousing, but seeing it in the flesh was even better.  She wondered how Richard would react if she tried to introduce something similar at home.  You never know, she thought, Richard was always up for a little kink to liven up their otherwise dull and routine sex life.  She suddenly had a vision of the four of them, not going out for a meal but here at Jenny’s house, the two of them having a meal and being waited on hand and foot by both their husbands dressed as maids.  “Excuse me,” she said to no one in particular, standing and heading off towards the bathroom.
 
   Steph quickly jumped into the space Abi had vacated and leaned forward to get a close look at John’s crotch. “Wow,” she spoke quietly to no one in particular and reached out to touch the plastic.  “Can you feel me touching?” she asked, looking up at John’s bright red face, “No, course you can’t,” she answered her own question, it’s just hard plastic.  She switched her touch to the exposed testicles which bulged lewdly from either side of the CD, the skin stretched tight over the roundness of the twin glands beneath the skin.
 
   “You can feel that though,” she giggled as John flinched.  He had a severe case of blue balls, given how long he’d been horny without release, and even the lightest tough was excruciatingly painful.  She looked up and realised that she was the centre of attention in the room, everyone was looking at her and she now felt embarrassed.  She let go and withdrew her hand as if she’d been bitten, much to everyone amusement.
 
   “It’s OK, Steph.  You can play with them if you like, I don’t mind, honestly,” Jenny giggled. “Is sissy looking after you OK?  Sissy, don’t be so rude, bend down lower so that Mistress Clare and Mistress Steph don’t have to strain to see what snacks are on the tray.”
 
   John did as he was told and both Mistresses lifted snacks from the tray and then sat back to enjoy them.  Steph was especially pleased to be thought of as a Mistress, as far as this sissy man before her was concerned anyway.
 
   “I see someone’s been busy!”  It was Ma’am Cynthia’s voice, “Such lovely stripes on her ass.  Who was responsible for that?” she asked conversationally, as though it was a normal topic of conversation.
 
   “Zoe’s been having some fun with her this weekend, mum.  Haven’t you Zoe?”
 
   “Might have,” Zoe smiled innocently at them both.
 
   “You’re incorrigible,” Jenny laughed, “I hope you weren’t too hard on her, she won’t want to come and be looked after by you again when I want to bring a new boyfriend home.”
 
   “Surely you don’t have to worry about bring a boyfriend home for sex now, even if sissy is here, do you?” Ma’am Cynthia asked.
 
   “Oh, no, of course not, but it’s not for sissy’s sake, it’s for the new boyfriend’s sake.  It can be a bit of a shock for them to get here and find that they are waited on by my husband dressed as a sissy maid, given that they’ve come home with me to fuck my brains out.  Not all of them can handle it and I have to sound them out a bit first before I consider doing that.”
 
   “Oh, I see.  Well, that makes sense.  You can always bring her to me, you know, I love having her and I think she loves coming to me too, don’t you sissy?  Get over here with those snacks, I’m feeling peckish.”
 
   John curtseyed and excused himself then crossed over to where Ma’am Cynthia sat in the big leather armchair that used to be where he sat.  Mistress Zoe sat in the armchair beside her and Mistress Jenny knelt on the thick rug in front of the open hearth.
 
   “Oh dear, sissy, you’re dribbling again,” Ma’am Cynthia remarked as she lifted a cheesy pastry stick from the tray, “can’t you control yourself, you disgusting girl?”  She reached out with the cheesy pastry stick, gathered up the strand of pre-cum with it, and then offered it up to his mouth to eat.  “There you go, sissy, all cleaned up again for now.  What do you say?”
 
   John’s mouth was now full of the cummy cheese flavoured pastry but he managed eventually to say ‘thank you, Ma’am’ before moving on to Mistress Zoe.
 
   “Urghh, did you see that, sis?  She made him eat his own cum on the cheesy thing.”  Steph was incredulous at what she was seeing.  How could she make him do that, her Shane would never do anything like that, she was sure.
 
   Clare was amused by the whole scene playing out before her.  Never would she have guessed that Jenny and John had such a kinky sex life, she’d known them for several years since she and her husband came to live in the same road.  She’d always thought them to be the perfect married couple, both in successful careers, both good looking and both friendly and nice.
 
   She recalled the time in the supermarket when they had met just recently, her struggling with the kids and Jenny serenely browsing through the shop with John obediently following behind with the trolley.  She’d asked Jenny how she got John to go with her and Jenny had promised to tell her someday.  Well, she guessed, this was the answer and Jenny had fulfilled her promise.
 
   She thought about what it would be like to have a similar relationship with her own husband, there were obvious benefits, however, she wasn’t of the same disposition as Jenny.  She enjoyed the strong, macho, dominant side of her husband too much.  When he grabbed her, lifted her and took her to bed and then ravaged her mercilessly, she was in heaven.  Her husband’s cock was certainly a lot bigger than Jenny’s husbands, and he knew how to use it to drive her insane with lust.  No, she’d keep things exactly as they were, she was happy to take the more submissive role in their relationship.  All the same, what she saw before her was interesting and titillating and if that’s what popped Jenny and John’s corks who was she to decry it.
 
   John took the tray to his sister and bent to allow her to take a snack, which she did with one hand whilst the other gave his tender balls a gentle squeeze, making him wince and nearly drop the tray as she grinned wolfishly at him.
 
   Next he turned to his beloved Mistress Jenny.  He was so glad to be back home and under her control.  He loved and adored her so much, he realised that he was actually love sick when he was separated from her for any length of time.  It had been a great relief to be back between her thighs when Zoe had brought him back home, even if he had found another man’s cum there.
 
   Jenny was absentmindedly twirling the key to his CD around on its chain as he approached her, a familiar sight to him now as it had become a habit with her.  He found it infuriatingly frustrating that the key to his cock, his pleasure, his release was so carelessly and casually flaunted on such occasions.
 
   “Thank you sissy,” Mistress Jenny took a snack from the tray and bit a piece from it, still twirling the key on its chain in the other hand.  “Shall we unlock you, sissy?  Today is your release day, isn’t it?”
 
   John wanted so much to be released so that he could cum but he didn’t want to have his CD removed whilst all of these people were here, it would be so embarrassing for them to see how small he actually was even when fully erect.  Of course, Ma’am Cynthia and his sister had already seen, but Abi and Clare hadn’t, and god, the young girl Steph would see too.
 
   However, he had no say in the matter, no choice as the decision was not his to make and as he stood before her Mistress Jenny had inserted the key into the lock and turned it.  It opened without a sound and she proceeded to remove the CD, fully exposing his small cock to everyone present.  Only Abi was missing, having excused herself and gone to powder her nose.  John wondered what was taking her so long but he was glad she wasn’t here to share in his complete humiliation as the CD came off and his tiny cock erected to its full 4 inches in front of everyone.
 
   “You can carry on serving snacks now, sissy,” Jenny instructed him, keeping her face neutral with great effort knowing how embarrassed her actions had made him.
 
   And so John circled around the room again, serving snack to the ladies as required.  Steph was enthralled by how small his cock was and vocally compared it with her Shane’s, which, it turned out, was no comparison at all.  John cursed that fait had dealt him such a poor hand in the genital department whilst every other man he’d seen or heard about seemed to have penises of legendary proportions.
 
   Soon the tray was empty and he excused himself to fetch the next one from the kitchen.  As he left the room and entered the hall Abi was just coming out of the downstairs bathroom looking rather flushed.  They both stopped and Abi took in the sight before her whilst John kept his eyes downcast and submissive.
 
   “Well John, how nice of you to show me your little boy’s willy.  My god, it really is tiny, look at that, not much bigger than my little finger.”  She moved closer and daintily took hold if the erect shaft between her thumb and forefinger, moving it to different angles to study it.  “Poor Jenny, how could you satisfy her with that?  And to think, all those times you flirted with me, at one point I was actually considering sleeping with you but, boy, what a disappointment that would have been.  And now?  Now I’m looking forward to watching you play with yourself, to seeing you wank this little, tiny, willy for our amusement.  That’s all it’s fit for.”  She laughed out loud, let go of his shaft and swept by him into the lounge to join the others, leaving John devastated at her comments but so horny he’d almost cum at her gentle touch.  All these years he’d known her and flirted with her, he’d never dreamed that one day she would hold his erect cock in her hand in such circumstances.
 
   They’d always had a good, friendly, relationship before now but that had suddenly changed, he realised.  It was impossible to go back to such a relationship now, now that she knew about and had seen and touched, his small cock, and had seen him feminised, disciplined, humiliated and dominated.  Feeling hornier than ever he sighed went into the kitchen to fetch the tray of snacks for his Mistresses.
 
   And so the afternoon went on with John serving snacks and drinks, enduring cutting comments about the size of his cock, being handled by the awestruck Steph as though she was examining a new handbag, whilst she cooed in wonder at the tininess of it.  At one point during Steph’s manipulations he thought he was about to cum, his cock was on such a fine trigger after so long, but Clare realised the potential and intervened, pulling Steph’s hand away just in time.  Abi completely ignored him from that point on and stood talking earnestly to Jenny, going quiet as John approached to offer snacks, and then dismissing him with almost the same imperiousness as Mistress Jenny who, John noted, was not looking very happy about something she was being told.
 
   On the big plasma TV screen the film of him sucking James’ cock was now playing, much to his embarrassment, and all the ladies thought it highly amusing, and commented on what a good job he appeared to be doing and shouted out at the screen with phases like - ‘suck that cock, sissy - suck that cum out of it - make him swallow’ - all of which would come to pass much to their delight.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8
 
   Suddenly everyone’s attention was focussed on Mistress Jenny as she clapped her hands together loudly.  “Ladies, the time has come for the little show you’ve all been promised.  I’m sure you’ll find it entertaining and quite amusing.  Go stand in the middle of the room, sissy.”
 
   John reluctantly did as he was ordered, knowing what was coming, he was going to have to masturbate in front of all these Mistresses and inside he was squirming with embarrassment.  When he stood in the centre of the room, Mistress Zoe approached and undid the locks that attached the chain from his collar to the cuffs.  His hands were now free for what was to come.
 
   “Now strip, sissy, and become John, my submissive husband again,” Jenny ordered next, flicking a switch on the sound system which instantly began to blare out the classic striptease music that everyone knew so well.
 
   Red faced with humiliation and embarrassment, John did his best to strip in time to the music, first losing the maids dress, then the bra which he twirled around in the air and let it go flying across the room to be caught by an hysterically laughing Steph.  The silicone breast forms had kind of stuck tenuously to his chest but, with the movement and the lack of any adhesive, they soon fell to the floor along with cheers and laughter from the ladies.  Next the garter belt and then the shoes and stockings were removed, John tried to do it in the same way he’d seen actual strippers do it but without a chair to sit on it was impossible and resulted in him falling on his ass with more laughter and cheers from his audience.
 
   At last he stood before them in the middle of the room, completely naked and with his little cock sticking out proudly from his groin, dripping copious amounts of pre-cum.  He didn’t try to cover himself, he knew that would not be tolerated and would incur instant discipline from Mistress Jenny, so he stood there, embarrassed in his nakedness, whilst everyone else was fully dressed and unashamedly looking at him with big grins on their faces.  But most of all he noticed Abi and Steph staring at him with what he could only describe as lewd and lustful expressions as they waited for him to begin his humiliating public act of self abuse.
 
   “Here’s you cum saucer, John.  Kneel so that everyone gets a good view as you cum and then you may begin.”  Jenny held out his white ceramic cum saucer for him to take.
 
   He knew it wouldn’t take long, he was on a knife edge before he even started.  A few seconds was all it would take, a few seconds of humiliating pleasure after just over 2 weeks of frustration and torment, and then back into the chastity device again.  The room was now quiet as he gripped his cock between thumb and forefinger, it wasn’t big enough to use his full hand, and began stroking backwards and forth. , He closed his eyes, not only to block out the circle of grinning faces watching him but also in pleasure at the sensations of finally being able to touch and rub his cock again after so long, and to achieve orgasm.  As he started to spurt cum onto the saucer a lusty cheer went up and John could clearly hear Steph squealing in delight, “Look, sis, he’s cumming onto the saucer, he’s tossed himself off and he’s shooting his load.  Urgh, look how much there is!”
 
   All the Mistresses found Steph’s remarks amusing and burst out laughing, but John was in heaven, his orgasm still pulsing through his groin and causing his cock to spit out stream after stream of white, creamy, sticky cum.
 
   All too soon, though, it was over and John at last came down from his two week high of lust and desire.  Suddenly he felt silly and ashamed and he wanted the floor to open and swallow him up, he wanted to get out of there, away from the laughing female faces, but he was rooted to the spot.  He could not leave the room, he no longer had the freedom to make those kind of choices for himself, no matter how mortifying the circumstances of his predicament.  Besides, he knew his down was a natural reaction to his orgasm and the changes in the chemical messages being sent to his brain, and he knew that it would soon pass.
 
   He stood there in the centre of the room as his cock shrivelled up to almost nothing, catching the final drops of cum on the saucer, and awaited his fate.  He knew what came next, what always came next after he’d cum, and his heart was pounding so hard the ladies gathered around must have been able to hear it.
 
   “OK, ladies, I hope you’ve all got your pieces of card to hand and that you’ve written your bid on them.  This is the pink card with the bid for being the one to feed him his own cum from the saucer.  When I say ‘show your cards’ all of you should hold them up and the highest bidder will win.”
 
   John noticed all of the Mistresses reaching into their handbags and pulling out small pieces of pink card.  This was a new twist that he hadn’t expected, trust Mistress Jenny to wring out as much humiliation from his predicament as possible.  He never ceased to be amazed by her ingenuity in these matters.
 
   “OK, show your cards.”  As one, they all raised their cards into the air, each with a number neatly written in the centre of it followed by the word ‘pence’.
 
   Suddenly, the excitable Steph squealed out load again, “I win, I win, I win!”
 
   “Yes, Steph is the winner with her massive bid of 35 pence.  Well done Steph.  A round of applause, everybody.”  Mistress Jenny seemed to be enjoying her role of auctioneer.
 
   “Huh, beat me by 5p,” moaned Clare.
 
   “Well you shouldn’t be so mean, sis.”
 
   “Ok, John, present your cum to Mistress Steph,” Jenny ordered.
 
   John groaned inwardly.  It was humiliating enough being made to toss himself off in front of them all and spurt his cum onto a saucer, but Steph was almost young enough to be his daughter and in a few seconds she would be pouring his own, still warm, cum into his mouth.  And she won that right for the grand sum of 35 pence!  John didn’t know which was worse; the fact that Steph only thought it worth 35p to make him do that, or the fact that all the others didn’t think it was worth even that much!
 
   “Oooh, what do I do?” Steph asked, flicking her hands from side to side from the wrists as John shuffled towards her on his knees holding the saucer out before him like an offering to a goddess, which, he supposed, it was.
 
   “Well, he knows what to do but basically, take the saucer from him and he will then turn around and sit on the floor between your legs. He’ll then put his head back into your lap and when you are ready you tell him to open his mouth.  Then you just pour it in, perhaps using a finger to push any remaining jiz from the saucer into his mouth.  You can wipe your finger on his face afterwards.  Then, he won’t close his mouth and swallow until you order him to, so let everyone have a good look at it in his mouth.  Tell him to play with it with his tongue, if you like, it always gets me moist watching him do that,” Jenny explained.
 
   “Oh God, I’m nearly wetting myself I’m so excited, this is such fun.” Steph proclaimed, making everyone laugh as she took the offered saucer from John.
 
   John turned and got himself into the now familiar position after Steph had parted her previously primly closed legs to allow him between them.  His head rested comfortably on her pubis, so close to the symbol of power a woman held over him and now so unobtainable for satisfying his sexual lusts.  He looked up into her face as she grinned down at him.  She was quite exquisitely featured, he realised, a very pretty girl who would be absolutely stunning as she blossomed into full womanhood, and he realised that, strangely, he actually felt honoured to be in the position he was now.
 
   “Open wide,” Steph ordered, barely suppressing her amusement as she held the cum saucer, with its large puddle of creamy, sticky, cum in its centre, close to his face.
 
   John opened his mouth wide to receive the still warm fluid that had until so recently been inside his body, inside his testicles, knowing what it would taste like; salty, creamy and thick with millions of swimming sperm even though his sperm count was low by normal standards.
 
   “Come on, get on with it, Steph.  We’re all waiting.”
 
   It was Abi who whose voice called out, John realised, urging Steph on to do the deed that she seemed to be relishing.  John wondered if she ever gave head to Richard and whether she swallowed or spat, if she did.  Sex with their respective partners was not something that Richard and he had ever discussed although, at times, there had been some oblique references to it when they’d all had a little too much to drink after an enjoyable night out together.  From that he’d gathered that they enjoyed a good and energetic sex life and so he surmised that this must include oral sex of some form or other.  Of course, he didn’t know about Abi’s extra-marital sex with Steve that Richard had become suspicious about, forcing her to end it.
 
   Suddenly the saucer was over his mouth and tipped up, the thick, creamy fluid rolling towards the edge of the saucer and into his waiting mouth, hitting his tongue and energising his taste buds with its salty flavour.  John was aware of a loud cheer going up from all of the Mistresses as they watched the sticky fluid dripping into his mouth.  Steph used her little finger of her free hand to gather together the remaining cum and usher it towards the edge nearest John’s mouth, where it dripped slowly from the saucer edge until the lengthening strand snapped and it dropped suddenly into the waiting pool already gathered inside.
 
   “Urgh,” Steph looked in distaste at the cum now coating the tip of her little finger, and she quickly and meticulously wiped it as instructed on John’s cheek whilst peering down into his rather full mouth.  “Let me see you swirl it around with your tongue,” she ordered.  The look on her face was a stranger mixture of disgust, triumph and amusement as John did as she had demanded.
 
   “Let’s see,” Abi leaned across to look into John’s mouth, “ooooh, look at all that cum.  I’ve never seen so much, not even from Richard when he’s been away on business trips for a few days.  Doesn’t it look disgusting, all that in his mouth?”
 
   “Hmmm, horny though, you have to admit?” spoke Clare as she too leant over to take a look.
 
   “Yes, very horny,” replied Abi in a reflective kind of voice as she wondered what it would take to get Richard into a similar place in their relationship.  She’d already spoken to Jenny about such a possibility this evening and Jenny had promised her help and advice on getting started.  She even recommended some books she could download to her eReader by the author Chas Scott, which would be a great guide to introducing a FemDom lifestyle into their relationship.  They’d had a good conversation about that, and the other thing that Jenny had not been too pleased about, but she felt that she had to tell her, after all, they were good friends and Steve deserved everything that was coming to him.
 
   “Tell him to swallow, Steph,” Abi all but ordered the young girl to follow the situation to its conclusion.
 
   Steph giggled as she imagined him swallowing his cum on her order.  She felt strong and powerful for the first time in her life, she had complete control over this pathetic male below her and with a simple order she could make him eat his own cum.  She wanted to relish the situation a little longer but the tone of Abi’s voice warned her that she was growing impatient.  Almost reverently she uttered the word, half expecting John to refuse. 
 
   “Swallow.”
 
   She watch in fascination as John’s mouth closed and his throat moved as he swallowed the cum.  Both Clare and Abi also watched closely, holding their breath until the deed was done and then letting it out with a loud, sharp hiss.  ‘He’s done it, he’s swallowed his own cum,’ Steph thought, ‘she’d actually made a grown man eat his own cum.  Un - fucking - believable.’  The things she was learning about men here today were beyond belief.  She made a mental note to find out more about the FemDom thing, and perhaps she could experiment on her Shane, although she had her doubts that he would allow it.
 
   Abi felt especially damp between her legs at this point but fought off the temptation to excuse herself yet again to visit the loo.  Ever since Jenny had told her about her and John’s new lifestyle she’d had trouble getting it out of her mind, and the whole thing made her feel so horny all the time.  She just had to do the same with Richard, find a way to subjugate him as Jenny had John.  She hadn’t told Richard yet about John but he had inadvertently benefitted from her knowledge of it as she’d been so horny and virtually raped him at every opportunity.  He thought all his birthdays were happening at once as Abi’s sex drive increased so dramatically.
 
   Things had been getting a little stale between them of late, sex had almost ceased and Abi had partaken of a couple of short but discrete affairs in the last couple of years, the most recent one with Steve at work, but Richard had become suspicious so she’d ended it.  Steve had moved on the Jenny, and Abi now knew how she got away with it with John.  It was clear now that he knew all about it but was no longer in a position to argue, and according to Jenny, he now accepted it as a natural order of things.  Abi wanted that status for herself too, now that she knew it was possible.  She appreciated that it was not something that could be imposed on every man but she felt sure that Richard would be susceptible, he was hardly the alpha male that Steve was and Abi could usually get her own way with him if she set her mind to it, something that had become abundantly clear since Jenny had told her about John and she’d started experimenting with getting her own way on things.  Just little things at first, like demanding that Richard tidy up after himself at home, and help out with the dishes after meals.  There had been a little bit of a struggle at first but she’d got her way in the end, proving to her that it could be done.
 
   ‘Time to step up the demands whilst keeping him sweet for now with sex,’ she thought maliciously.  Let him enjoy himself for now, not knowing that conventional sex with her, or any woman, would soon be a distant memory, as it was for John.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 9
 
   Abi was suddenly startled from her reverie by the sound of Jenny’s voice calling her name.
 
   “Abi”
 
   “Abi, are you still with us?”
 
   “Ugh, sorry, miles away.  What’s up?” Abi replied.
 
   “Would you mind attaching John’s cuffs to the chains on his collar again for me, honey?  We don’t want him tempted to play with himself without permission, do we?”
 
   “Yes, of course.  It will be my pleasure,” Abi replied, relishing her task to restrict John’s access to his cock.  The locks were still attached to the ends of the chains but were not closed so it was a simple matter of threading the hasp through the rings on the cuffs as well as the chains and then closing the locks with a very final and sexy sounding ‘click’.  “There, all done, Jenny.”
 
   “Thank you, hon.  Now everyone, John needs to be punished for failing in his duties earlier today.  When he should have been pleasuring me with his tongue he was staring into space and keeping me waiting.  I do not tolerate such poor performance from him and always try to help him become a better slave through harsh discipline whenever it is needed.”
 
   “Quite right, too,” Ma’am Cynthia chipped in, “he’s good for little else and he can’t even get that right, the useless small dicked worm.”
 
   John was glad to hear that his mother in law had not lost any of her venom or scorn of him since he had been put firmly in his place during his weekend with her.  Gone from him was the fight he would have joined with her at such comments before his change in status, all he had now was meek acceptance.
 
   “Thank you, mother.  You’re quite right, of course, he does need to try harder to please me and that’s why he will be disciplined now.  However, as you can all see, he’s been well and truly disciplined during his stay with his sister this weekend and that’s a bit of a problem.  Further caning would surely damage the skin and leave scars and I have no desire to see him walking around with such a scarred backside.”
 
   In truth, Jenny was a little annoyed with what Zoe had done to John’s ass.  Whilst she had no qualms about her disciplining him, in fact she actively encouraged it, she did think that Zoe had gone a little too far this time.  She could be a vicious little vixen at times, Jenny had thought this before.  Oh well, not for much longer.
 
   “So, there’s more than one way to skin a cat and there’s more than one way to discipline a slave, so here’s what we’re going to do.  Come her John and stand before me.  Face me and put your hands on your head.”
 
   John did as he was told, grateful that his ass would not be further tormented but at the same time worrying about the alternative, of which he had a fair idea about what was involved.  Jenny had used this tactic on him before.
 
   “Now,” Jenny continued once John was in place, “an easy way to discipline a slave, and which does not take too much effort on your part, is to punish their balls.”  Jenny reached out both hands, her forefingers curled and with the fingernails pressed against her thumbs, stopping just short of John’s hanging and defenceless ball sack.  Suddenly both forefingers snaked out at high speed as they were released by the thumbs, the nails smacking into John’s scrotum with a subtle smacking sound, subtle because the gentle sound in no way reflected the pain that suddenly erupted in his testicles which were still tender from his weeks of frustration and denial in spite of their recent release of cum.
 
   “So, you each get six flicks with each hand, there are 5 of you, although mother has her own variation on this form of discipline, so the 4 of you will take turns and he will end up with mother for the finale.”
 
   John groaned, 24 flicks to each testicle, 25 if you counted Jenny’s demonstration, and then Ma’am Cynthia’s special variation.  His balls would be black and blue at the end of it and he had work tomorrow.  Would he be able to walk normally, he wondered?
 
   “Go. Present your balls to your sister for discipline, John,” Jenny sniggered at the perversity of her words and dismissed him with a sharp and painful slap to his ass.
 
   John didn’t know how he got through the next 15 minutes as he presented his balls for discipline to each of the Mistresses present.  Zoe relished inflicting her part of his punishment and delivered the first 6 blows with painful finesse.  As the flicks were delivered everyone shouted out the count as well as him, he of course also had to say ‘Thank you Mistress’ for each and every one.
 
   Abi appeared to really enjoy herself inflicting such pain to his balls and had that excited, breathless look about her as if she was on the verge of orgasm the whole time.  Steph on the other hand, burst into peels of hysterical laughter each time her finger tips connected painfully with his balls, and confessed at the end that she found it so funny the way they rose and fell again in their sac as the blows hit their targets.  Clare was a little nervous about it at first and needed some encouragement to get started, however, once in the swing of things she delivered her 6 flicks with aplomb.
 
   By the time he got around to Ma’am Cynthia his lower body was one mass of agony from his balls to his tortured ass.  As he moved his legs caught his balls and he at once felt terrible shooting pains from them and, although they looked no different, John could swear they were swollen to twice or three times their normal size.
 
   “Kneel and spread wide,” Ma’am Cynthia ordered as he finally stood before her, hands still on his head.
 
   She had a totally evil grin on her face as John got into position for her, much as John imagined a cat would have when tormenting a mouse if they could display facial expressions.  How could he withstand this, he wondered, his balls were already on fire from the punishment they’d already received.
 
   Ma’am Cynthia was enjoying the prospect of kicking John’s balls in the next few minutes tremendously.  After so many years of constant arguments, rudeness and displays of bad temper, let alone ignoring her demand that he not marry Jenny, it felt so good that he was now tamed and docile and she could now demand that he present his balls so defencelessly for her to kick whenever the opportunity arose.  She knew that it would cause him immense pain but she figured it was payback for his disrespectful past, and so fully justified.  Besides, she found it quite thrilling to do and was already feeling rather hot and damp between her thighs, as she imagined all the others present were too as they watched the events unfold.
 
   John knelt naked before his mother in law, legs spread wide and his dangling balls in easy reach of her foot.  He looked at the sensible leather shoes she was wearing and knew instantly that they would be quite heavy and so very painful when swung at speed into his groin.  He wondered which foot she would use but got his answer as Cynthia slowly raised her right foot towards it target so as to gauge the swing and make sure John was kneeling in the right place.
 
   John heard Steph’s voice, speaking almost reverently to her sister, “She going to kick him in the balls, sis!” but other than those few words everyone was silent, watching the scene with breathless anticipation.
 
   Suddenly John’s world exploded into one of immense pain and nausea and he collapsed to the floor, wanting to cradle his tortured balls and ease the pain but unable to do so because of the chains attaching his wrists to his collar and limiting his reach.  He sobbed in agony and curled into a foetal ball, praying for the pain to subside quickly but knowing it would take days to disappear completely.
 
   Through the mist of pain he heard a voice and felt a foot nudging him insistently.
 
   “Kiss my foot, dickless,” demanded Ma’am Cynthia remorselessly, “and thank me for kicking your balls.  I know you like it, ever since that first time when you came to me of your own free will knowing what was going to happen.  You love it and I’m happy to oblige any time I can.”
 
   It was true, John had gone to her of his own free will, she’d told him what she was going to do if he did, but he’d gone anyway out of a kind of morbid fascination, driven by the masochist in him, to find out what it would feel like.  He now knew, after that first time, he knew.  He knew it was very painful, and he also knew that he would present his balls to be kicked on demand even so, because it was the ultimate act of submission, of obedience to the superior female sex, to the dominant Mistresses who were now his life.
 
   He forced himself to get up on hands and knees.  If his balls felt swollen to twice their size from the finger flicking before, now they felt like two cannonballs hanging painfully between his legs and sending searing pain shooting into his belly at every little movement.  Reverently he lowered his face and kissed Ma’am Cynthia’s right foot, or rather the leather of the shoe covering the top of her foot, that had connected so painfully with his balls.
 
   “Thank you, Mistress, for kicking my balls.”
 
   “I should think so,” replied Ma’am Cynthia, raising her voice slightly to be heard above the clapping and cheering from the others.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 10
 
   Mistress Jenny clapped her hands together to get attention and everyone’s excitement quietened down so that she could be heard.
 
   “John, drinks for everybody before the proceeding continue.  I’m certainly ready for one and I guess they all are too.  So get on with it quickly or you’ll be over my knee.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” John replied and went to prepare the drinks that everyone shouted out to him.  Movement was painful and he walked bow legged so that he didn’t catch his tender balls which now throbbed with an almost unbearable dull ache.  He could do with a stiff shot of brandy himself but dare not ask permission, he knew it would be refused.  He was rarely allowed alcoholic drinks these days, that pleasure was reserved for his superiors such as those gathered here today.
 
   Soon he had the drinks prepared and loaded onto the silver tray, which he picked up and took over to where Clare, Steph and Abi were talking excitedly on the sofa.
 
   “...she kicked him so hard in the balls, that must have been devastating for him .....” Clare was saying compassionately as John approached.  She turned as John approached and looked first at his face and then down at his crotch.  Her stare was suddenly embarrassing to John and he felt the familiar stirrings of his tiny cock as his face reddened.
 
   “Aaw, look, his little things twitching and he’s trying valiantly to get hard again.  Does it really hurt, John?” Clare asked sympathetically.
 
   “Neh, there don’t look anything wrong with ‘em, sis,” spoke Steph in an amused voice as she reached out and grabbed John’s agonised balls in her hand.  She circled her thumb and forefinger around the top of the scrotum so that they rested neatly in her palm, making John wince so much that he nearly dropped the tray of drinks.
 
   “Careful, Steph, he nearly dropped the drinks.  I don’t want them all over me, let go of his balls now.”
 
   Steph reluctantly did as she was told and looked up at John’s face.  She smiled sweetly and reached out and took her drink, raising it to her lips and never loosing eye contact as she sipped smugly.
 
   By the time John stood before Abi with her drink his cock had hardened and grown to its full 4 inch length.  He was aware of it sticking out proudly towards her and so was she.  Her eyes were fixed on it, fascinated at its small size, comparing, as women do, to others she’d seen.  John’s cock was no match for Steve’s, that was for sure, and not even for Richard’s, come to that.  It was funny seeing John like this, naked and all his intimate secrets bared to her in every detail, even his erection sticking out from his groin and looking rather pathetic, such was its smallness.  She wondered if Richard had ever seen John’s cock, in the gym changing room or shower, perhaps?  He’d never said if he had and she made a metal note to ask him.
 
   She looked up at John and smiled that ‘cat got the cream’ smile and took her drink without comment, returning to her conversation with Clare and Steph, effectively dismissing him by ignoring him.
 
   Soon everyone had drinks and were talking animatedly between themselves.  Jenny had ordered John to go and kneel in the centre of the room until he was needed again and once there he was ignored as the ladies talked and laughed about the events of the afternoon.  On the big TV screen the image of John kneeling patiently on Mistress Zoe’s bedroom floor, secured in the metal framework that James had assembled and waiting to be impaled on his cock and fucked.
 
   Then Mistress Jenny was clapping again for attention.  She went and stood in front of John and indicated that he should kiss her feet, which he elatedly did.  His goddess was paying him attention again and it felt good.  He knew that she loved him just as much as she did before, even though she now treated him differently, if not cruelly, but it was what he’d asked her to do after all.
 
   “Ladies, I promised you an announcement,” she paused for effect, waiting until the quiet, excited, murmurs from those present to subside.
 
   “As you all now know, I have changed my life over the last month or so quite dramatically.  I have slowly subjugated John here and bent him to my will, moulded him into a different person, a person more to my liking and more open to the kind of life I want to lead.  The best bit is that he actually asked me to do this but I bet he didn’t think it would go this far.  However, it has and I’m enjoying every minute of it.  No doubt he is too but if he isn’t, well, tough, it is done, and we can never go back to how it was before.
 
   I have to say though, that for the most part John has responded very well to the training I and others have given him for his new life.  Of course, one of the major factors to ensuring that he didn’t rebel but accepted his fate as decreed for him, was his chastity device.  It has enabled me to remove his ability to orgasm without permission and so keep him constantly horny, which he loves, in spite of how difficult it has been for him sometimes.
 
   Through it all he has proved himself to be completely adoring towards me no matter what I throw at him, as well as now being absolutely obedient and submissive towards the dominant and superior female sex.  You see for yourself how he is now with mum which is a complete change to how things were before.
 
   The long periods of chastity have been hard for him to take through all this, as I’ve said, and therefore I am taking this opportunity to review how long he is kept chaste and adjust that period to a more realistic and reasonable length of time.
 
   Therefore, from this day forward I have decided to adjust his standard period of chastity to be one complete calendar month!”
 
   Jenny spoke the final sentence with rising excitement, knowing that John would be devastated to find that two weeks had now turned into around four and a half weeks of constant lockup and frustration between cums.
 
   “That’s it ladies, just 12 times a year will be all that he’s allowed, and that many is dependent on his continued obedience and loving, faithful service to me, his Goddess.”
 
   Immediately a cheer went up and lots of clapping ensued as the appreciative audience gave Jenny a standing ovation to which she bowed deeply.  She’d noted and delighted in the look of abject horror on John’s face as he took in her words.  She got so horny thinking of him locked up for so long, unable to cum, whilst she had almost unlimited orgasms provided by a variety of tongues and cocks as she pleased.  It was her time now to enjoy sex to the full, he’d had his selfish pleasure all the years since they were married so it was only fair, she justified.
 
   It was a pleasure realised.
 
   ------------“-----------
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An extract from Book 7.
 
   They descended the narrow stone steps into the bowels of the earth, immediately feeling the slightly lower temperature of the dungeon below.  The man was naked; his well proportioned, muscular body glistened with sweat as the apprehension of his fate took its toll.  His cock belied his feelings, standing out erect and proud from his groin, very large in its proportions but completely ignored by the female Warden who was leading him by a short chain attached to the padlocked collar around his neck.
 
   The Warden was dressed simply in a white blouse through which the prisoner could clearly see the outline of her black bra, a hip hugging knee length black skirt with a small split at the rear, seamed stockings and 4 inch black stiletto heels, which clicked loudly on each step as they descended seemingly emphasising the man’s fate with each click.  Her dark hair was drawn back severely and brought together into a tight bun on the back of her head.  Her face was immaculately made up with bright red lipstick, and severe black eye liner, emphasising the striking features of her face but at the same time making them pronounced and severe, giving her a harsh, hard and unforgiving appearance.
 
   She held the end of the chain around the prisoner’s neck and slowly, carefully on the steep steps, but remorselessly, led him down into the dungeon which would be his prison for the next 12 months, as ordained by the Governess just now.  She was aware of his huge erect cock and found it amusing.  He was turned on at the prospect of being imprisoned in this dungeon and she found that amusing too.  She knew he had expectations of what would happen during his imprisonment, and that, no doubt, accounted for the reason behind his erection, but soon he would learn that his imprisonment would not be for his sexual benefit at all.
 
   At the bottom of the steps the underground chamber opened out into a fairly large space.  It was, in effect, a room of two halves.  One half was luxuriously carpeted, with warm wood panelled walls with sound absorbing drapes with a red and pink floral design on a white background, and a large sofa matching the design of the drapes beside an ornate, antique, mahogany table.  A cut glass vase stood in the middle of the table containing roses, lilies, carnations, chrysanthemums in a multitude of different colours.
 
   The other half was completely white and sterile with a cold looking tiled floor, a bed, which was actually a small alcove let into the thick tiled concrete walls, a plain metal table and chair, both of which appeared to be bolted to the floor, a hand basin and a chemical toilet.  On the bed was a light, thin, foam mattress of the type used by hikers because it could be rolled up small and attached to their rucksacks for carrying.  There were no sheets or blankets on the bed, he noticed, but the room was actually quite warm so it probably wouldn’t matter.
 
   The dividing line between the two halves of the chamber was lined with roof to floor metal bars, each spaced about 6 inches from the next and in the centre of which was a hinged door made also of similarly spaced metal bars.  There would be no privacy for the occupant of the cell, the man realised; nowhere to hide, a goldfish in a bowl.
 
   --------“-------
 
   Standing before the Governess earlier in his normal clothing he’d actually felt naked as she stared unblinking at him with her piercing blue eyes.
 
   “Strip,” the Governess ordered as she stared pensively at the man standing before her from behind the big mahogany desk.
 
   “I beg your pardon?” the man replied, playing out his part in his ‘fantasy come real’ by pretending to not quite believe what he’d heard her say.
 
   “You will address me as Ma’am or Ma’am Governor at all times, is that understood?” she reprimanded the man in the harshest voice she could muster, “and when I give you and instruction, I expect it to be immediately carried out, is that clear?”
 
   “Err, yes Ma’am,” the man replied, suddenly feeling a little bit unsure of himself and the situation he was now in.  Slowly he began to remove his clothes.  As each thing was taken off the Warden took them and put them into a black bin liner.  Eventually he stood there completely naked before the middle aged Governess and the attractive but severe looking Warden.  To his sudden embarrassment his cock began to fill with blood and harden, this was beyond his control and not what he expected at all at this point.  He moved his hands to cover himself, thinking how stupid the move was and that he should suddenly feel modesty, a feeling he’d never been guilty of before now.
 
   “Keep your hands by your sides,” the Warden hissed and slapped his hands sharply.  She was pleased that the man complied, exposing his quite remarkable penis, now completely erect, to the Governess.  She knew that she would be impressed by what she saw.
 
   He had been brought to the Governess by the woman who was the Warden by pre-arrangement.  It was his fantasy to be imprisoned and it was now a fantasy that was becoming true.  But it was very real at this point and he suddenly felt doubts as to the wisdom of putting himself into such a vulnerable position, standing naked before this woman as he was, whilst she read out the sentence that had been passed for his ‘misdemeanours’.  
 
   ‘Still, there was no going back now,’ he thought as Ma’am Governess began to speak.  She was, he judged, in her mid to late 50s, still attractive in that way that only a mature woman who kept her figure and dressed well could be.  He hoped that he could look forward to some sexy interaction with her during his confinement.
 
   “You have been found guilty of cheating on your lover with other women, your lover’s best friend to be exact.  You appear to think that you can use women for your own, personal pleasures, casting them aside and moving on to the next whenever the mood pleases you, displaying no commitment to them whatsoever but taking you personal sexual gratification without a thought for their feelings.  Therefore, it is the decision of this court that you be sentenced to 12 month, solitary confinement, without remission.  What have you to say for yourself?”
 
   The man was shocked, they knew about that, how did they know?  He had only casually propositioned the woman in a half hearted way in the hope that she would take him back into her bed again.  They had been lovers once before but it had ended suddenly and without explanation to him.  Still it didn’t matter what reason was given for his sentence and imprisonment, he was here and his fantasy was about to become hard reality.
 
   “I am sorry, but I’m just a man, Ma’am, with all the weaknesses of a man but also with this tremendous appendage and an almost insatiable appetite for sex.  If you would like to make use of this before you lock me up, or during my stay, then I’d be honoured, you’re an attractive lady for sure.”
 
   “You disgusting little pervert,” sneered the woman behind the mahogany desk, “not every woman is susceptible to your crude propositions and oversized cock, as you will come to realise.  Take him down, Warden.”
 
   The Governess had truly been impressed by the size of his penis, she’d felt that tingly, moist, feeling between her legs as she watched it slowly erect, but she had no intention of letting him know that.  It was a pity really that such a magnificent cock belonged to such an arse and was destined to soon be rendered useless.  If all went to plan, by the time his year was up, and if he still wanted to be released from his confinement by then, the appendage between his legs would be no more than a limp, useless, piece of meat, no good for anything upon his release except urinating from.  He really didn’t know what was coming to him over the next 12 months, but from what she had read in the rather thick file on the desk before her, she knew that he deserved it.
 
   The Warden by this time had clipped the lead to his collar and started to walk towards the door, dragging the man behind her who was appreciatively looking at her shapely hips in the tight fitting skirt swaying before him as she walked.
 
   ‘A lamb being led to the slaughter!’ Ma’am Cynthia thought wickedly as he was led away.
 
   


 
   
  
 

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 novice dominatrix.  A little naïve sexually but learning fast.  Wants kids but John can't give her them.
 
   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. Hates his Mother-In-Law whom he thinks of as vicious tongued old harridan.
 
   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.
 
   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 gets into bitter arguments with him. Quite a dominant personality, ruled the roost in her own household when Ron was alive, but not in a BDSM way.
 
   Abigail (Abi):
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Married to Richard but had an affair with their boss Steve before Jenny got involved with him but ended it after her husband became suspicious.  Steve has been paying her attention again, trying to re-kindle the relationship behind Jenny’s back.
 
   Richard
 
   Abi’s husband.  Knows John well, they often used to go out together as a foursome for meals.
 
   Charlotte:
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Single and overweight with no man in her life.  Old school friend of Zoe's and knows John from then too.
 
   Clare:
 
   Jenny and John’s neighbour, two doors down.  Plain of features but with a reasonable body and breasts.  Married with two small kids. 
 
   Steph
 
   Clare’s younger 17 year old sister.  Visits occasionally and stays for several weeks during school holidays.  Has a boyfriend called Shane.
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