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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.
 
   Then 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 and giving her no pleasure as he grunted and sweated away, pleasuring himself and 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 the goal that she’d set, 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 into 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 got 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 about, in part, by Jenny’s and John’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 and probing 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
 
   John knelt self consciously in the centre of the room, still taking in Mistress Jenny’s announcement that he was now to be locked in chastity for a whole calendar month between releases.  The babble of excited, happy, female voices around him receded in volume until just a whisper to him as he retreated into the inner world of his mind and thoughts, closing off everything around him.  He was devastated and felt uncomfortable stirrings of panic in his belly, even though his cock was now rock hard, seemingly belying the turmoil going on within him.  How would he cope with the constant sexual frustration for such a long time?  The butt plug still in his ass suddenly felt huge for some reason and reminded him of James’ and Simon’s cocks when they’d penetrated him there.  Was this the life he had to look forward to from now on?  A life of being fucked in the ass by gay men, of sucking them off and eating their cum?  A life with very little sexual relief for himself, but instead, one of providing, on demand, sexual pleasure for his Mistress and whoever else she ordained, male or female?  He guessed that it was and somehow, for some reason, that both horrified and pleased him.
 
   Before all this started, when he’d been free and of equal status to his wife, he had enjoyed sex at least 4 times a week with her, often more, having blissful orgasms with his cock buried deep in his wife’s lovely tight pussy.  Of course, it had been a long time now since he’d enjoyed that particular pleasure, the closest he’d come to it since being locked in chastity was being forced, instead, to watch Steve enjoy his wife’s pussy that way.  But Mistress had at least allowed him to cum fairly frequently by supervised masturbation, at first quite frequently, but then slowly extending the period up to 2 weeks.  Two weeks was about the limit of what he thought he could bear, after the first week all he could think about was cumming, his every waking minute focused on pleasing his Mistresses, making her life perfect, comfortable and enjoyable so that his planned release date was not endangered and he would be able to discharge the pent up sexual frustrations built up in his mind and body so wickedly by his gorgeous tormentress.
 
   He was brought back from his dark retreat by the sound of Mistress Jenny’s raised voice.
 
   “Ladies, quiet please. It’s time for the second auction of the evening.  Please get out your cream colour cards and ensure your bids are written on them.  Don’t show anyone until I tell you.  This is the bid for locking John’s cock up in his chastity device for his first 1 month period.  I hope your bids reflect the fact that you will be responsible for ensuring my subbie hubbie gets no sexual release for such a long period.  Now, please hold your cards up for me to see.”
 
   As one, all present held up their cream coloured cards.  John looked around and his chest lurched as he saw who the winning bid was made by.  This was so embarrassing and humiliating for him, as well as being rather frightening, but his cock remained rock hard and began to slowly drip pre-cum which he tried to catch on his leg rather than let it drop onto the carpet and be punished for it.  How was it that his cock had such a mind of its own, he wondered.
 
   “We have a clear winner, ladies, with a bid of 40 pence.  Congratulations Abi.  A round of applause for Abi please everyone.”
 
   “Aaaw, she bid more than me, sis,” Steph complained good naturedly to Clare, amid the clapping and cheering for Abi.
 
   “Oh well, you can’t win ‘em all,” Clare replied, “you had your fun, anyway, feeding him his cum.  I haven’t won anything.”
 
   “Yeah, that was kinda funny doing that and quite gross.  I was surprised he did it though.  You wouldn’t get me eating that disgusting stuff.  But I suppose he had no choice really, did he?” Steph giggled.
 
   After losing the first auction to Steph’s bid of 35 pence, Abi had stealthily altered her card, crossing out the 30 pence bid she’d written on it earlier and making a new one of 40 pence.  She was determined to win this one, it appealed so deliciously to the new sadistic nature she realised was now emerging within her.  Forty pence; the price for locking up a man’s cock so that he couldn’t touch it or orgasm for a whole month, it was delectably sadistic in its perversity.  She smiled innocently as she looked over at John kneeling in the centre of the room, sweating profusely even though naked and watching his sexual fate being decided for a few pence by others.
 
   “Would you like John to assemble his chastity device for you or would you like to do it, Abi?” Jenny asked.
 
   “Oh, I’d like that pleasure, Jenny.  I want to savour the whole thing, it’s so thrilling.”
 
   “OK, but first we need to ensure everything is clean.  John, take your chastity device to the cloakroom and wash it thoroughly, and then return here.  Be quick about it, don’t keep Abi waiting,” Jenny ordered, “and bring back a bowl of soapy water and your lube.”
 
   Reluctantly John rose to his feet.  “Yes, Mistress,” he managed as with leaden legs he picked up his chastity device from the table and took it with him to the cloakroom down the hall where there was a small sink with hot and cold water.  He looked at the cruel device in his hands, knowing that soon it would be attached to his genitals, effectively neutering him for the next thirty, or was it thirty one, days?  It didn’t matter really whether it was 30 or 31 days in the scheme of things, and no, not neutering him, that would probably be a better fate than what he had to look forward to.  Neutered he would not get sexually frustrated since the hormones which presently coursed through his body making him horny would no longer be there.  He shuddered as he realised he was almost wishing for that to happen, for Ma’am Cynthia’s doctor friend to remove his balls, to castrate him as she’d wanted, and release him from this purgatory.  He was thankful right then that the decision as to the fate of his balls was no longer his to make, because he knew the decision he would make right now and that he would undoubtedly regret it.
 
   Having washed all of the parts of the chastity device carefully he assembled it without locking the lock to make it easier to carry, he would have enough things in his hands as it were.  He retrieved the small bowl that he’d carried so often to Jenny for this same purpose, and opened the tap to fill it with a small amount of hot water, adding soap from the liquid soap pump afterwards and swirling it around with his finger.  Next he dropped a yellow sponge into the water, picked up the chastity device, the lube and a small towel, then the bowl, and with his hands full he headed back to the lounge where his fate awaited him.
 
   He was unable to knock on the door but thankfully it was open anyway, so he entered without pause.  Every face in the room turned to look at him expectantly as he did so and he felt himself blush with embarrassment at the thought of what was to come.  His little cock, clearly visible to all present, was still rock hard erect, the foreskin having rolled itself back to expose the purple plum with strands of pre-cum dangling embarrassingly from it.  He went over to where Abi sat and knelt before her, head bowed, and placed the bowl, towel, lube and chastity device on the floor.
 
   Abi was flushed with excitement but was determined to play her role perfectly.  She knew Jenny was watching her, measuring her, judging her, seeing if she had what it took to be a proper Domme.  Abi knew that Jenny’s decision to guide and help her subjugate her husband Richard was being made right now and she was determined to make sure the answer was a definite yes.  She wanted this so much now that she’d seen it in action, seen the benefits for her and the opportunities it presented to satisfy her newly found sadistic side.
 
   “Spread the towel on the floor and stand on it,” Abi ordered, making her voice as stern and uncompromising as she could. “Now pick up the bowl and hold it for me.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” John replied, pleasing Abi who realised that John now thought of her as a dominant Mistress rather than Abi, the wife of his long time friend Richard.
 
   Abi stood and reached into the bowl and grabbed the sponge, squeezing it out until most of the water had gone but leaving the frothy bubbles behind, then she grabbed hold of John by his tortured balls to hold him in place and began to soap his cock.  
 
   Her fingers on the flesh of his scrotum felt oh so hot and pleasurable to John, made especially stimulating because of who was doing it.  At the start of all this, what seemed like a lifetime ago, he could not have imagined that Abi would be doing such an intimate thing as washing his still erect cock in front of a grinning audience of females whilst he stood passively accepting her ministrations.  Her fingers touched him all over his cock and balls as she manoeuvred it around to apply the sponge to every inch.  Needless to say it didn’t take long, which was a good thing as far as John was concerned because the rough sponge rubbing over the sensitive glans of his hard cock was almost too much to bear and was made more difficult by Abi’s finger and thumb on his shaft, pulling back the foreskin fully to ensure he was completely clean.
 
   “There, now put the bowl down, and hand me the towel,” Abi ordered, feeling quite heady with power as John immediately complied with her instruction and said the deferential words that he must always say, “Yes, Mistress.”
 
   She dried his genitals thoroughly, drawing it out almost theatrically for the sake of her audience, but also stimulating John almost to the point of a second orgasm as the rough towelling rubbed over the purple, bulbous, knob on the end of his cock.  Blissful as it was for him, he knew what the consequences would be if he were to cum without permission and so he was relieved when it suddenly stopped.
 
   “Now pass the lube,” Abi smiled sweetly up at him, knowing how close to orgasm she’d pushed him.  She’d given enough hand jobs to Richard to recognise the signs of when a man is about to explode and shoot his jiz everywhere.  It had been tempting to push him over the threshold to see what would happen.  She would have enjoyed watching the severe punishment that would have been meted out to him because of her malicious action, but her need to impress Jenny right now had controlled the errant impulse.  One day, however..........
 
   John thankfully took the towel from her, placed it on the floor and reached for the lube, taking his time to allow the sensations in his groin to subside, thinking of the last football match he’d watched oh so long ago to take his mind off his cock.  He knew the application of the lube to his cock would be another trial, given the horny state he was already in and he was desperate not to allow Abi the satisfaction of making him cum with all the annoyance and discipline that would follow from Jenny.
 
   Abi’s caress of his cock as she applied the slippery lube almost tipped him over the edge, however.  It was shear purgatory to be rubbed so erotically but not be allowed, not dare, to cum.  It took all his will power to hold the building orgasm back.  He so much wanted to cum again but he knew he must not, even though in a few short minutes the opportunity would pass and his ability to cum would be taken away from him completely for so long.
 
   As this was going on Steph had picked up his chastity device to examine it.  She was intrigued by how it all fit together so neatly on a man’s cock and so effectively removed his ability to have sex and to cum.  It gave the person who held the key complete control over the wearer, well, if he ever wanted to be let out of it, that is.
 
   “I’m ready for the ring now Steph, please,” Abi held out her hand to Steph.
 
   “Oh, OK, let me just take it apart.”
 
   She quickly disassembled all the parts and then handed the ring that went around the rear of the balls and the base of the cock to Abi.  “Will his cock fit into the cock bit all hard like that?” Steph asked, referring to John’s rock hard erection.
 
   Abi had been wondering the same thing but Jenny put their minds at rest., “Yes, there won’t be too much of a problem, he’s so small, even when erect, that with a bit of force and the help of the lube, it will just slide over it and squash up.  It may be a bit uncomfortable for him until he shrinks but it’s his own fault, he shouldn’t be so naughty as to have an erection at this time.  If he had a normal, man sized cock it would be a different story, we’d have to get it to shrink beforehand, but as you can all see, he doesn’t.”
 
   Abi had got the hinged ring in place and had pushed the pin through the hole to join it, ready to receive the spacer and hard plastic sheath that would fit over his cock and be locked in place.  For John it had been very difficult holding back from cumming.  Abi’s long slender fingers deftly fitting the ring, touching his cock and balls as she did so, had been shear hell for him.  He could feel the heat from her fingertips wherever they touched long after they had moved away; it seemed that his senses were heightened to disproportionate levels as he stood passively letting his best friend’s wife slowly and remorselessly imprison his cock and take away his ability to cum.
 
   Abi slid the sheath over his cock, locating the pins into their holes in the ring and pushing it all together so that the padlock hasp could be threaded through the hole in the end of the centre pin and secure it all together.  She looked up into John’s eyes and smiled wickedly as with thumb and forefinger she snapped the lock shut with a muted click.
 
   Around the room came various gasps, sniggers and sighs as it dawned on them all what had just happened to the hapless male stood naked before them.  No more touching, no more sex, no more cumming, no more proper erections even, for a whole month.
 
   For Abi it was almost orgasmic as she snapped the lock shut, she felt herself moisten and her clit tingle with excitement and knew she would need to relieve herself soon.  She felt unbelievable horny at what she’d just done.  Poor John, she knew him so well as Jenny’s husband and Richard’s friend and drinking buddy, but now she knew him so intimately too and knew that by her actions he wouldn’t be getting any sexual relief of any kind for a long, long time.
 
   “Congratulations Abi,” Jenny broke the awed silence, “you did well.  I thought for a moment you were going to make him cum again but you got through it nicely.  As a special treat I’m going to let you hang on to the key, if you like?”  She held out the long silver chain that the key normally hung from when around her neck.
 
   “Oh, thank you Jenny,” replied Abi, taking the chain and threading it through the hole in the key so that she could hang it around her own neck. ‘Hopefully, before it is time to return this, there will be another one hanging on the chain alongside it which would fit the lock on Richard’s chastity device,’ she thought happily.
 
   “Kneel,” Jenny ordered sharply to John who immediately complied.  He had watched the exchange of the key to his sex with morbid fascination, his wife had casually handed it to another person as if it held no real importance, and when the evening was over that person would leave, taking with her the only means of getting free of his chastity device and thus achieving sexual relief of any kind.
 
   Jenny had a rubber hood in her hands which she proceeded to fit over John’s head.  The only opening in the hood was where his mouth was, allowing him to breath, but his sight was removed and his hearing severely curtailed by padding inside the hood where his ears were.  He felt the dog lead being attached to his collar and then a gentle tug as the person holding the lead pulled him in the direction she wanted him to go.  He assumed that it was Jenny, since she had fitted the hood, but really he had no idea who was leading him or where they were leading him to.
 
   He felt the threshold to the lounge doorway under his knees and knew he was now in the hallway, then he was climbing the stairs on all fours.  He had passed this way so many times since living in the house that he knew instinctively where he was at any point in time, even without seeing, and so he knew when he was led into their bedroom, or rather, Jenny’s bedroom now, and he was pulled forward to rest his chest on the bed.  The person pulled his arms behind his back and fastened the cuffs together in some way and then he was left alone, naked, blind, bound and helpless, with no choice but to await and accept whatever fate had been decided for him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
   “OK, ladies, John’s in the bedroom and waiting to receive visitors at your convenience,” Jenny announced as she returned to the lounge, “If you want to make use of him then please feel free, I’m sure most of you will have a need for some relief right now.  All I ask is that you don’t speak or give away who you are to him, I want to keep him guessing.  This protects your privacy too, what goes on in the bedroom, stays in the bedroom, and will never be spoken about, so enjoy yourselves.  I can assure you that he is an expert at pleasuring a lady orally and it’s an opportunity not to be missed.  For those of you who feel adventurous, the strapon is beside him on the bed.  Now, more drinks and refreshments everyone?”
 
   Abi was the first to discretely leave the room.  Her need for relief was getting to be urgent and it was difficult to concentrate on the general chitchat going on in the room about sales, and bargains to be had at this place or that in the city centre shops.  She had gradually made her way towards the door as she chatted until the moment arrived when she could slip out into the hall more or less unnoticed.
 
   Climbing the stairs eagerly, she entered the bedroom and smiled at the sight of the naked figure on his knees and face down on the bed.  Quickly and silently she removed her rather damp panties and then climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide on either side of John’s body and presenting her shaved cunt to his mouth to be pleasured.  As john’s tongue began its probing, and licking, she lay back and relaxed, letting her imagination run riot with sexy thoughts of what she hoped would come true for her with Richard under Jenny’s guidance.  Absentmindedly she toyed with the key attached to the chain around her neck and thought of what it symbolised, the complete subjugation of a male who’s only purpose in life now was to bring pleasure, both sexual and otherwise, to others without any hope of receiving the same in return.
 
   Of course, John knew otherwise.  Yes, it was frustrating sexually to be used as a toy for other’s pleasure, but it was also very satisfying and pleasurable for him in a completely different way, a way that Abi had not yet quite grasped.  It satisfied John’s masochistic urges to be used and abused so mercilessly, to be made to do things that brought pleasure to others whilst not being things he would naturally do by choice.  He found happiness and satisfaction in bringing pleasure to others so selflessly, it was blissful to be constantly horny, as well as being so frustrating.  He never wanted his new lifestyle to stop, he knew that now, no matter what trials and tests Jenny put him through.  He knew that he would always obey her and do everything he could to please her and make her life contented and fulfilling.  As he diligently licked the unseen pussy in front of him, he knew beyond any doubt that he loved Jenny more than he could ever express with mere words and so he hoped that his actions proved to her what he was unable to say.
 
   He knew that Jenny loved him dearly too, even though she was unfaithful to him with men like Steve.  But how could he deny her that?  He had no right to be jealous of these other men slaking their lust with his wife because she’d given up so much for him in order to fulfil his fantasies, and it was only fair that she got to experience what it felt like to be fucked by men better endowed than him.
 
   The pussy he was licking did not taste familiar, he hadn’t realised how differently pussy could taste for different women, but he supposed that it was the same as for men’s cum.  Different people did different things, ate and drank different things, lived different lifestyles, all of which contributed to the taste of their secretions, so it was only natural that the taste should be so distinct.  He wondered who he was pleasuring, not Mistress Jenny or Ma’am Cynthia, he knew very well what their pussies tasted like, that left only three others to choose from as Mistress Zoe would not be one of them, being his sister and all.  For the sake of argument he plumped for Abi, not because he had any solid evidence to it being her, just that he hoped it was her, hoped that she was the first to eagerly make use of his tongue.  Hoped that she’d got excited at locking his cock away and needed relief oh so badly, the pussy he was slowly bringing to orgasm and imparting blissful relief for its owner, had certainly been pretty damp before he started.  He would never know how accurate his guess was.
 
   Over the next few hours he licked seven pussy’s to orgasm.  He knew that Mistress Jenny hadn’t been one of them and he also knew that at least two, if not three Mistresses had come back for seconds.  Oh, how he wished he knew who was who, but that was denied to him.  He would eventually work it out as the days and weeks went by, it was inevitable given the plans that Jenny had for him and the others, it would be a simple matter of elimination, but that was for the future.
 
   Four times his ass had been reamed by the strapon too, once whilst his was busy bringing a sopping wet and very hairy pussy to orgasm at the same time.  Unbeknown to him it had been Steph’s hairy young pussy he was licking whilst Clare pounded the big plastic phallus into his ass.  As she slid the cock in and out of his puckered ring she smiled and thought to herself that she’d now think of John in a much different light to before whenever she saw him.  And she had to admit, she felt powerful and in complete control with this big, hard, appendage thrusting out from her groin as she towered over the hapless male whose ass she was shoving it into so relentlessly.  She got an inkling as to how her husband felt as he stood, towering over her where she knelt, holding her head tightly in position as he insistently thrust his rock hard cock deep into her mouth and throat, until finally he filled her mouth with thick creamy cum.
 
   She got such a thrill from the slutty feeling of having her mouth used like that and she always swallowed, although she wouldn’t ever admit that to anyone but her husband.  Did enjoying being used so crudely for Pete’s pleasure make her a submissive like the man below her whose ass she was reaming?  She shuddered as she realised that it did, the image she had of herself being used by her husband was a far cry from the image of a leather clad, whip wielding, dominatrix that John had conjured up unbeknown to her in the supermarket that day they’d met whilst shopping.
 
   Clare never presented her pussy for John to lick.  Although she was desperately horny and in dire need of release, she preferred to keep it like that and go home where Pete would give her a good seeing to.  When she felt so horny she was especially submissive and slutty with him, basically letting him do whatever he pleased with her body, as long as she eventually got off with a mind bending, exhausting orgasm.
 
   Steph, meanwhile had enjoyed having her pussy licked and her ensuing orgasm, and had been one of those who came back for seconds; the others were Zoe and Abi.  Whilst Steph’s boyfriend Shane enjoyed having his cock sucked, and thrusting it into her tight young pussy at every opportunity, he wasn’t so keen on eating her pussy.  So this was Steph’s first real experience of such a delightful practice which had led to an intense, gut wrenching orgasm both times.  She never knew anything could be so delightfully pleasurable and not to have to reciprocate too was a bonus.  Perhaps, she thought, she should buy a chastity device and put it on her Shane.  That would take control of his cock and make him more amenable to satisfying her sexual needs before he got to satisfy his own.  Would he permit it?  She had her doubts but decided to mention it to Jenny to see if she could provide any guidance on how it might be achieved.
 
   Zoe’s pussy was absolutely dripping with anticipation of the pleasure to come as her brother licked her to orgasm at last.  The poor bugger wouldn’t know that he’d licked her, tasted her pussy juices, that her pussy had been exposed right in his face and that his tongue had probed each furrow and fold of her most intimate of places, but that was part of the fun.  She had to agree with Jenny, he was quite expert and seemed to know just how to stimulate her quickly to orgasm, his tongue seeking out the now permanently exposed and hard bud of her clit and applying just the right amount of pressure as it stroked across it.  She’d also put the strapon to use in his ass again before the evening was over, she decided, although now that John had been fucked in the ass by the real thing she wondered which he would prefer.  That was something to ask him and tease him about at a later time, she thought
 
   Ma’am Cynthia spread her legs wide with a deep sigh of satisfaction.  The anticipation of the pleasure to come had made her wet with desire and as she clamped her thighs tightly around her son in laws head, she relaxed back on the bed, closed her eyes and thought about when he’d been left under her supervision whilst Jenny went to meet her lover just after she’d locked his cock up and enslaved him.  She’d brought him to her home, completely naked and with his little thing locked up in a chastity device and when it dawned on him where he was the look on his face was like a startled rabbit caught in a car’s headlights.
 
   She remembered watching him later through the glass of the conservatory, he was outside in the garden, naked hanging her panties on the line to dry after he’d just hand washed them.  The chastity device had been removed and his wrists were cuffed and attached to his collar by short chains, preventing him from touching his small but erect cock which stuck out rather pathetically from his groin, and his ass was purple striped from the canings he’d received.  At last, she had him where she wanted him, she’d thought with satisfaction and with that image in mind she felt her orgasm start to build relentlessly in her belly.  This whole situation is so erotically satisfying and perfect, she thought just before her gut exploded and waves of pleasures flowed from what was for the moment, the centre of her being.
 
   Jenny did not partake of her husband’s expert oral services that evening.  She was angry, angry at the things that Abi had told her about her lover Steve.
 
   How dare he?  Wasn’t she enough for him?  The bastard, if he could try to cheat on her with Abi, who else had he tried it on with?  The arrogant, chauvinistic, prick needed to be taught a lesson.  Who did he think he was that he thought he could get away with being unfaithful to her, and with her best friend too!   She sat and brooded, reviewing her options and making plans for Steve’s downfall.  She’d show him what a woman’s scorn was all about, he’d rue the day that he’d propositioned Abi again.
 
   By the time all the ladies had satiated themselves at John’s expense she had calmed somewhat.  She had a plan to deal with Steve and she had to admit, even if she said so herself, it had its merits, and, if played correctly, could open certain doors for her career wise.  And it would deal with Steve once and for all.
 
   She saw everyone out personally, receiving their thanks for a great, and very entertaining, evening and made promises that she’d do it again soon.  She watched and waved as they drove off one by one.  Zoe was the last to go, she deliberately hung back so that she could talk to Jenny privately.
 
   “When?”
 
   “Soon, Zoe, very soon.”
 
   Zoe hissed quietly and made a clawing gesture with her hand, then turned abruptly and got in her car, waving through the open window as she drove off.
 
   Jenny sighed as she watch Zoe’s car recede.  This was something else she’d need to give some serious thought to soon.  She wasn’t sure if it would work out as Zoe seemed to expect, there were some logistical problems to be resolved and fantasy often did not turn out as exciting and stimulating when turned into actuality.  Still, there would be no going back after it was done, she’d made that quite clear to Zoe from the outset, but still she was keen to go ahead.
 
   Feeling suddenly weary she retreated into the house, did the usual rounds checking everything was switched off and doors were locked and secure and then climbed the stairs.  She ignored John still kneeling on the bedroom floor and laying face down on the bed.  Someone had written ‘slut’ on his ass cheeks in lipstick which she found amusing as she stripped off her clothes and threw them on the floor.  John would tidy them up later but right now she needed a shower.
 
   She emerged from the en-suite naked, her flawless skin reddened from the heat of the water and the vigorous towelling she’d given it whilst drying herself.  Normally she’d order John to help her do such things but tonight she wanted a different kind of relationship with him.  She wanted to be held and cuddled, comforted and loved unquestionably by her husband.
 
   “Go take a shower, John, and then join me in my bed tonight,” she spoke gently to him.  He was still prone where she’d left him so many hours ago and she loved him all the more for his obedience.  She doubted she could stay in place like that for so long, it must have got very uncomfortable as the minutes and hours ticked past and she marvelled at his determination to obey and please her.
 
   “Thank you, Mistress.”
 
   “You may call me Jenny tonight, John.  You know that I’m very pleased with you and all that you have accomplished this weekend?  You’ve made me very proud of you.  Now go.  Shower.  Quickly.  I need a cuddle.”
 
   John didn’t need to be told again and rushed into the en-suite, his heart elated and filled with love and adoration for his wonderful wife.  He had given her the greatest gift a man can give, his life, his sex, his complete obedience and absolute control of his existence and in return she had responded wisely, lovingly and fairly considering the great power she now had.  She had understood his need to be dominated and had indulged him devotedly, making his dreams come true beyond his greatest expectations.  
 
   As quickly as he could he was fresh and dry, teeth cleaned, much needed bladder relief taken care of, and he was sliding naked except for his CD into bed with his wife.  It was like a honeymoon all over again, he was so much in love with this woman.  She cuddled up to him and he put his arms around to hold her tight, being careful not to touch any out of bounds parts such as her breasts - there were still certain rules he had to obey.  His imprisoned cock throbbed reassuringly inside the close fitting tube that was now almost permanently its home.  He could feel the heat of her sex on his leg as her leg crossed over his and he imagined her lovely pussy so close to his cock but yet so far away.  He yearned to be able to slide his cock into her pussy but knew that he would never have that pleasure again.  Never the less, he was happy in the knowledge that she was sexually fulfilled by her lovers, it would be distressing for him to think that just because his cock was locked away she would have to go without sex.
 
   “Love you so much, Jenny.” John gazed lovingly at her beautiful face.
 
   “Love you too, John.” Jenny looked up into the face of the man she’d loved and married and truly meant the words.  She craned forwards and kissed him full on the lips, a long passionate kiss that can only take place between two people who love each other so deeply that it hurts.
 
   “Why don’t you get the strapon, darling,” Jenny whispered sexily, “I need some loving tonight.”
 
   John’s heart leapt that she was giving him such a rare opportunity to make love to her like a man should.  He leapt out of bed and looked around for the strapon, he knew it should be close by because it had so recently been used.  He found it on the bedroom floor so he picked it up and took it to the bathroom.  After peeling off the condom and disposing of it, he cleaned it thoroughly with the anti-bacterial gel and then slid a new condom over the disproportionately large phallus.  By the time he was back in the bedroom it was securely strapped around his waist, sticking out lewdly above his own imprisoned cock and bobbing up and down as he walked.
 
   Jenny looked at him as he returned to the bedroom and smiled, suppressing a giggle at what she saw.  He looked so happy that he was to be permitted to fuck her with the strapon, she remembered how once he would have had the same happy look when jumping into bed with her to fuck her with his real cock.  That had been taken away from him now and he’d learned to be happy with whatever titbit she threw him.  As she looked at the huge phallus protruding from his groin just above the plastic chastity device he wore on his cock, she felt a tingle of anticipation in her pussy.  It was such a horny feeling knowing that his cock was firmly controlled and that he would get no physical pleasure or sexual release as he worked hard to provide her with the same.
 
   As John approached the bed he noticed that his wife was smiling lovingly at him.  He felt so elated, so happy to be married to this wonderful, gorgeous woman who loved him so dearly and permitted him so generously to make love to her and show how much he loved her.
 
   As he thrust the huge black knob in and out of her well lubricated pussy, he missed the sensations he should have been getting on his cock, but he used his imagination to see in his mind’s eye what was happening at their groins, seeing the cock slide in and out of her lovely stretched pussy and imagining the sensations he should be feeling, but most of all noticing the pleasure on her lovely face as her orgasm built slowly but surely within her until it exploded, sending shooting messages of ecstatic rapture from her clit to her brain and forcing her to groan and squeal noisily in mindless, instinctive and animal gratification.
 
   Afterwards she lay, head on his shoulder, her long auburn tresses covering his hairless chest, feigning sleep with eyes closed, but in reality, planning for the next few weeks ahead.  There was a lot to accomplish but it was doable provided she took it all in logical steps.  Sometimes she wished she could share her plans with John, he had the most logical brain of the two of them, but that would have suggested a dependency on him of which she’d worked hard to get away from over the last few weeks and months.  No, John’s place now was to follow instructions and do her bidding, keeping her house in order, dusting, cleaning, tidying and as well as pleasuring her when needed.  She’d figure all this out on her own and prove that she was now fully independent of the male of the species.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3
 
   Things settled down to what John now thought of as routine and normal over the next week.  They both went to work each day Monday to Friday as normal but John was always excited to get back home each evening and fall back into his new life and role.
 
   In the mornings he would get up first and make tea or coffee as Jenny directed and by the time Jenny emerged all was ready for her to sit and eat breakfast.  Neither of them wanted fried breakfasts in the morning, not because they didn’t enjoy that kind of breakfast but because they wanted to watch their figures and keep in shape.  So breakfast was toast with low fat spread and some sort of preserve, which would be ready and waiting for Jenny as she came down.  It had taken a while for John to get the timing right so that her toast was fresh out of the toaster as she came into the kitchen, but practice each day made perfect.
 
   They would enjoy a breakfast together and Jenny would give him his instructions for the evening, the chores she expected him to complete, and letting him know if she would be late due to meeting a lover or other reason.  She kept no secrets from him now about the men she had sex with, it was pointless because he now accepted his new cuckold role in their marriage and besides, he invariably had to perform clean up when she finally arrived home later that night.
 
   After she left for work, John would wash the dishes, tidy up, make the beds and pick up any discarded dirty clothing which would go in the laundry basket ready for washing that evening.  Only then was he permitted to leave home and go to work.
 
   Most evenings he would get home before Jenny and start on doing the list of things she had left him with in the morning.  At some point during the evening he would receive a text from her to say she would be home in 5 minutes and to make coffee.  His heart would leap and his little cock would throb in its tight tube at this point, and he would rush to get ready, stripping off all of his clothing, using the douche to make sure his bowels were clean before inserting the butt plug, strapping the pink ball gag in place and making the coffee so that he could greet her as she liked when she came in; naked, gagged, plugged and kneeling in the hallway with piping hot coffee ready for her.
 
   Jenny always looked forward to going home in the evening, knowing that John would be waiting as per instructions and that her evening would be one of pampered relaxation, waited on hand and foot, all household chores done, nothing to do but sit and relax, watch TV or read, and think of new ways to sexually tease and torment her subbie hubbie.  It was especially pleasurable getting home if her pussy was full of cum from her lover, she never tired of the thrilling perversity of making her husband eat her lover’s cum from her pussy, quite literally rubbing his face in the fact that another man’s cock had been in there and deposited his seed just moments ago.
 
   When all chores were done he was permitted to come and kneel at the side of her chair, attentive for any need she may have for drinks or snacks.  She usually ate a hot meal in the staff restaurant at lunchtimes, unless she was going out after work for a meal with a lover, so John rarely had to cook on weekdays.
 
   After her first orgasm of the evening as a result of John’s expert work with his tongue she would have him run a bath and assist in her bathing.  Sometimes she would then dress in sexy clothing that she knew would drive him wild with frustration, and other times she would just put on a nice warm and comfortable bath robe and be naked underneath it. 
 
   It depended on her mood and how she felt on the evening, there was no set routine.  Invariably if she dressed sexily John knew he was in for some special torment to drive him insane with frustration, if she just wore the bath robe he knew she wanted a quite relaxed evening of watching TV and putting his tongue to work on her pussy and anus as the mood took her.
 
   Sometimes, if she’d had a difficult day and perhaps been annoyed by someone who had a different opinion to her, or felt that they had a better way of doing things, or wouldn’t do what she wanted them to do, she would relieve her frustration by having John spend hours worshiping her ass and imagine that it was the person who annoyed her that was down there doing it.
 
   This new life was good, she often reflected, it was so much better for her than it had been previously when she was the dutiful wife, opening her legs solely for John little cock which had not given her any real pleasure at all.  Yes, John had always had a talent with his tongue, even back then, which she realised had kept her from climbing the walls in sexual frustration.  She hadn’t realised until now how high her sex drive really was, much of her married life she had suppressed it because she didn’t want to appear to be a wanton nympho to John, but now she was free to indulge what she found now to be an almost insatiable appetite for sexual pleasure.  She discovered also that she had a natural talent for dominating other people and enjoyed the opportunities for sexual sadism that the complete domination of another person presented.
 
   She had wondered at first about John’s motivations for allowing her to treat him as sadistically as she did, but as her liking for the lifestyle and all it offered grew so did her understanding of the equal and opposite predilection, the mirror image which John fulfilled so well.  She knew that no matter how badly she treated him, he would come back for more, in fact, the worse she treated him the more he seemed to love her, a situation which she quite ruthlessly used for her own advantage.
 
   And Zoe.  Yes, now she had to think about fulfilling her desires too, she could put it off no longer.  She wondered if it would last, it seemed a little strange to Jenny that she would want such a thing but now she had learnt that if it was what people desired and got turned on by, then there was no point in denying it to them if it was in your power to provide.  Jenny would try her hardest to make sure that Zoe didn’t eventually back out, but it was difficult to do so from a distance.  Still her other plans were coming together and soon that could be resolved.
 
   On Friday that week she had been called into Mr Jackson’s office at work.  Adrian Jackson was Steve’s boss and head of the Nottingham office.  Jenny had an idea what she had been summoned for, and she was fairly certain that it would result in something good for her.  She’d been cultivating her relationship with Mr Jackson all week, finally allowing him to take her out to dinner on the previous Wednesday evening.  She knew he desired her and so she’d worn her sexiest outfit for their meal, very short, showing off her long shapely legs and very low cut, revealing the sensuous mounds of her firm breasts to great effect, and giving a strong hint as to what could possibly be his if he played his cards right.
 
   What man wouldn’t have been proud to have her on his arm on an evening out?  He knew she was way out of his league under normal circumstances and had been flattered beyond reason when she had started paying him attention, so much so that he’d finally plucked up the courage to ask her out for a meal.  She must have brought a change of clothes with her that day because as he met her outside the office on the pavement that evening she had changed and looked absolutely stunning.
 
   The evening had gone way better than he had expected, she was attentive and hung on his every word, expressing great interest in his life and achievements, massaging his ego and making him feel so good.  At times he’d had trouble concentrating on the conversation and had stared blatantly at her breasts and cleavage, noting the hard nipples making clearly visible bumps in the thin, tight fitting material of her dress.  He was also thrilled to realised she was practically naked other than the dress, there was no sign of a bra and he could detect no visible sign of panties through the material.  At the end of the evening she had affectionately kissed him on the cheek, pressing her lovely body up against his as she did so.  He hoped she couldn’t feel his embarrassing erection, it had been hard and throbbing for the entire evening, but he couldn’t help it, he was so strongly attracted to this beautiful creature.
 
   Of course, he knew she was married, but then so was he, however, he still hoped that there would be more to come in this relationship, trying to put to one side the notion that he was desperately hoping to successfully punch well above his weight and seduce her into bed.  They parted to return home to their respective partners and as he drove home he let out a deep sigh of longing which, he knew, he would do whatever it took to fulfil.
 
   “Hello, Mr Jackson, you wanted to see me?” Jenny allowed a little sexy huskiness in her voice as she spoke on entering his plush office.
 
   “Adrian, please,” he replied, standing up and coming around from the back of his desk to greet her as she entered, “Please sit down, I have something to tell you.”
 
   “Thank you, Adrian,” Jenny replied as she moved to the small two-seater leather sofa he’d indicated and sat down, crossing her legs provocatively as she did so.
 
   Adrian took the leather chair facing her and admired her long, lithe, legs.  He wondered if she was wearing stockings rather than tights and wished he could see further up her skirt to find out.  Perhaps all would be revealed soon after she heard what he had to say.
 
   “It’s unlikely that you know,” Adrian began, “but Steve has handed in his resignation, something about taking some time out to travel.  He has a lot of holiday accumulated so he actually leaves immediately, which is very short notice, I know, so there’s not much time to find a replacement.”
 
   Jenny smiled to herself.  Of course she knew.  She knew exactly where Steve would be for the next 12 months, but she played along with the charade.
 
   “Oh yes, that is quick.  What are we going to do, who is going to replace him?  We need someone to take on his role in the client negotiations who is completely up to speed with things.  There’re at an important stage at the moment.”
 
   “Quite, my dear.  And that is where you come in.  How do you feel about taking on Steve’s role?  It will be a good promotion for you and quite a big salary hike, you know the in and outs of the new contracts we’re working on, as well as the players involved and I’m sure you are up to the work, so you’re the ideal person.”
 
   Yes! Jenny thought.  Going to dinner with Mr Jackson and sucking up to him had paid off handsomely, as she knew it would.  It was all in the planning and preparation, she thought smugly.
 
   “Well, thank you, Adrian, I’d love that and I’m sure that I can fulfil the role perfectly.  Thank you for the opportunity,” Jenny gushed, smiling broadly and re-crossing her legs the opposite way, allowing Adrian a tantalising glimpse of her stocking tops as she did so.  She imagined his cock starting to strain in his trousers and laughed inwardly.  Men are so easy and so absolutely ruled by their cocks.
 
   “Oh, who better for the job.” Adrian stated firmly, wondering if he dare say the words he’d been practicing all morning.  In his head they sounded OK but he was still unsure how she would react.  Still he’d just made her a good offer for advancement and she must be feeling quite indebted to him at this point, so he judged that his next words would not be rejected quite so robustly as perhaps they might have been before.
 
   “Listen, Jenny, I had a lovely evening on Wednesday and I think you did too.  I’d like to do it again.  Are you free this evening?” he couldn’t help but notice a slight hint of pleading in his voice and he tried to gauge her initial reaction to his words.  For a moment her face remained absolutely passive and he hoped she didn’t hear the desperation in his voice.  Suddenly her beautiful face brightened and with a wide grin and knowing, smiling, eyes, she spoke the words he had been longing to hear.
 
   “Well, yes, I’d love to Adrian.  I’ll have to nip home first to get a change of clothes but I can meet you at 7pm.  Where do you want to go?”
 
   Well, I thought the restaurant we went to last time was good, so why don’t we go there again?”
 
   “OK, that’s good for me, I’ll see you there.”
 
   “Oh, good, 7 o’clock it is then, and Jenny,” the words stuck in his throat for a second but eventually he forced them out, “There’s a nice hotel nearby.  I’ve booked a room.”
 
   There, he’d said it.  Good heavens, what if she turned him down now?  All would be ruined.  It was a gamble and it had taken no small amount of will power to say those words, but she was such an awesome looking woman who now owed him big time, as he saw it, so he hoped she would see things his way and agree.  He braced himself for her response.
 
   ‘Shit, I never expected this quite so soon,’ Jenny thought.  She weighed up the possible scenarios and the likely outcomes from each, and quickly realised that to turn him down would likely affect her new promotion offer.  At the end of the day, they were both attempting to manipulate each other, each with their own agenda, and her relationship with Mr Jackson had to come to this point eventually, she realised.  
 
   So why not now?  She would have to agree to his proposal for now and if the worst came to the worst, she would sleep with him, but that was the worst case scenario.  She had the whole day to think of a way to get out of it gracefully.  Once she was in her new role he would find it a little harder to take it away, and that would be when she could be blunt with him and let him know, in no uncertain terms, that she didn’t want to sleep with such a lecherous, fawning old man.
 
   “Well, OK,” Jenny replied cautiously, “if you think that it won’t affect our working relationship then perhaps we could spend an hour or two in the hotel, but my husband will wonder where I am if I don’t get home at a reasonable time.”
 
   “That’s OK Jenny,” Adrian Jackson’s heart was pounding in his chest and he had trouble breathing and speaking at the same time, “I’ll make sure you’re home in good time.  He won’t notice you’re gone.”
 
   She’d agreed!  She was going to go to the hotel with him and have sex, he would see her lovely young body naked, laying on the bed, her bare chest heaving and her legs spread wide, showing him the pink slit of her sex and waiting for him to push his hard, throbbing cock into her.  He would hold her in his arms, naked flesh against naked flesh and he would possess her, using her body to satisfy his animal lusts, filling her with the contents of his balls at the height of his blissful orgasm.  Perhaps it would be a regular thing from this point on, him mind was running amok now, seeing all kinds of possibilities for sexual encounters with her in the future.  His long standing fantasy could perhaps even be fulfilled.  For years now he’d had one recurring sexual daydream that drove him to distraction every time he had it.  Could he fulfil it now?  In his dream he would call one of his female staff into his office and have her stand by his desk, lift her skirt and allow him to pull down her panties to her stocking tops and then he’d crudely finger her pussy, leaving the scent of her wanton sexual arousal on his fingers for the rest of the day, to sniff at will.
 
   “Is there a new contract ready for me to sign?”  Jenny’s voice penetrated his brain and pushed the lewd fantasies he was having to one side for the moment.  She needed to push him now to formalise the job offer, she realised.
 
   “Oh, yes, OK, I’ll get head office to email one through this afternoon and bring it with me tonight.  It will be a celebration with champagne and a meal for you new job and then later we can have a more intimate celebration in private,” Mr Jackson beamed, sending a shiver down Jenny’s spine.
 
   ‘Hmmm,’ Jenny thought, ‘I guess it won’t be so much me that’s celebrating at that point, if it gets that far.’  
 
   If it was at all possible to get out of sleeping with him she would but he did hold all the aces at this time and it may happen that she couldn’t get out of it.  She knew she would do it if there was no way around it, but the key was the contract.  Once it was in her possession and both copies signed by them both, she was home dry, she just needed to find some reasonable excuse to either let him down gently or postpone the event until it was all ratified with head office.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 4
 
   Jenny left for home that evening feeling elated that her plans were now in motion and were moving inexorably in the direction she’d planned.  Getting this promotion was key to the next steps in her long term objectives, the extra money would allow her to make the changes to her and John’s circumstances that would enable the final part to take place, the end goal she’d set out to achieve way back when.
 
   It seemed so long ago now when she’d been given an unexpected opportunity to start making changes to their marital circumstance and then to examine her life and unilaterally make plans for her and John’s future, and her ultimate happiness.  She watched the goals she’d set fall one by one and she’d already brought about massive changes in her and John’s relationships with a number of people, but the biggest change of all had been with John, who had now transformed beyond recognition.  In reality of course, it was only a few weeks since she’d first put John across her knee and spanked him, a couple of months at the most, but the amount of change that had happened and the way they’d slipped so easily and comfortably into their new roles together, conspired to make it seem much longer.
 
   As she sat in the stop, start, rush hour, city traffic she reached into her handbag and retrieved her phone.  ‘Home in 5’ she texted to John whom she knew would be home by now, busy doing his chores and eagerly awaiting her text to tell him she was on her way.  Once she cleared the city she knew from past experience it wouldn’t take long to get home and tonight she didn’t have much time, she needed John to help things along, doing her makeup, helping her bathe and dress, etc.
 
   She delighted now in instructing him to help her get ready for her dates with other men, putting him to use to make her look deliciously attractive and sexy for their benefit and likely sexual enjoyment.  It was quite a turn on that she now had such control over him that he even seemed to enjoy helping her to get ready, but the real turn on was knowing the frustration he would be feeling as his cock throbbed in its prison in the sure knowledge that he was preparing his lovely wife for the lustful advances and pleasure of another man.  She wouldn’t tell him who it was, of course.  That was all part of the game, he would never know the vast majority of the men she had sex with.  As they walked about in the city centre on days when she went shopping and she spoke to various men, he would always be wondering if they knew her intimately; if they’d fucked her.
 
   An hour and a half later she was in her car and heading back into the city, beautifully made up and dressed to kill.  It had been a whirlwind of activity when she’s arrived home.  John had been waiting naked in the hall with piping hot coffee as she entered.  She took the coffee without a word and stood briefly to allow him to kiss her shoes.  Then she swept past him and up the stairs, heading for the bedroom.
 
   “Run me a bath,” she shouted over her shoulder as she neared the top of the stairs, “I have an early dinner date and need to get ready for him quickly.  It’s very important that I look especially sexy and desirable for him.”  As she entered her bedroom she heard John starting up the stairs to do her bidding and she knew that by the time she’d disrobed a nice hot fragrant bath would be run and ready for her to step into.  She preferred baths to showers most of the time, it was easier to clean her most intimate of places after a long day at work.  She thought about how these days it was more often than not John who cleaned the day’s accumulations down there with his tongue when she arrived home, but there was no time for that tonight.  He would be disappointed, she was sure, but it couldn’t be helped.
 
   Jenny sniggered at that thought.  Once upon a time there was no way John would have put his tongue anywhere near her down there until she had thoroughly washed herself, but nowadays he didn’t have any choice and she’d even trained him to kneel in front of her, when she got home and had sat down comfortably, and beg her for permission to do it.
 
   So here she was, freshly bathed, beautifully made up and very sexily dressed.  She’d ordered John to pick out a dress for her that he thought her date would find particularly sexy and she hadn’t been disappointed by his choice.  He had selected a long, black, backless evening gown with plunging cleavage, splits up the legs on both sides and glittering diamante detail on the halter strap and waist, and she had to admit that she looked good and smelt good, and was every man’s wet dream vision of a dinner date.  Adrian Jackson would think he’d won the lottery when she swept into the restaurant and every head in the place, male and female, turned to look at the beautiful, sexy creature that had just entered.
 
   And she felt good too, the right clothes, the right perfume and the delicious tingle of sexual arousal between her legs, thanks to John’s oral ministrations before she left home.  This was another ritual she ordered him to perform before going out on her dates.  As she explained, her dates were men who found her so sexually arousing, due mostly to John’s efforts in making her so for them, that they were often so keen to satisfy their lusts that they had no time for the niceties of sexual foreplay, they just wanted to plunge straight in there, and so John’s oral ministrations before she went out helped ease their passage, as it were, and her pussy usually got a good, hearty and energetic reaming as a result.
 
   Tonight, however, her sexually stimulated pussy was not in preparation for being urgently and lustfully fucked, that was a last resort, but it would help tremendously if the worst came to the worst.  However, she’d already formulated a plan for dealing with that situation quite nicely, she hoped.
 
   She managed to park close by the restaurant, checked her makeup in the rear view mirror, looked at the time and noticed that she was 10 minutes late, grabbed her bag and jumped out of the car.  Good, she would be fashionably late and no doubt Mr Jackson would be wondering by now if she was going to show.  That would be to her advantage and would also serve to make him especially happy and grateful when she actually turned up.  She hoped he’d been as good as his word and got the contract documents ready and with him, she didn’t want to have to repeat this exercise with him.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5
 
   There were not too many people in the restaurant as she walked in; it was, after all, still early evening.  No doubt Adrian didn’t want to cut too much into his assumed and lustfully anticipated after meal pleasures.  Jenny knew from past conversations that, whilst she accepted that he sometimes needed to work late, Adrian’s wife would be expecting him home before midnight, so he didn’t have much time to play with.  Besides, she’d made it clear to him that her husband expected her home at a reasonable time, just in case he’d had hopeful plans to keep her for the night.
 
   As she anticipated, every head in the place turned to look at her and all chatter stopped briefly as many pairs of eyes, some lustful, some envious, took in the vision of loveliness crossed with irresistible sexual magnetism that had just entered.
 
   She spotted Adrian.  The paunchy, greying, late fifties, seedy looking man, in spite of the smart business suit, was sitting in a window alcove at a candlelit table.  A bottle of champagne was already on ice beside the table waiting for the waiter to pop the cork and fill their glasses when she arrived.  As she raised her hand, to give a little wave, two waiters nearly collided with each other as they both approached at speed from opposite sides of the restaurant in order to be the one to collect her and take her to her table.  Eventually they sorted themselves out and the one who Jenny guessed must have had seniority, if there was such a thing amongst waiters, took her hand, greeted her, introduced himself as Carlos and proudly led her to the table where Mr Jackson was already standing, mouth open and staring longingly and lustfully at her.
 
   “You look positively gorgeous, my dear,” he managed to mumble as she approached.
 
   “Why, thank you, Adrian, that’s very kind of you to say so.”
 
   “Well, I really do mean it, you’re absolutely stunning this evening.  Everyone is looking at you in complete awe, including me,” he added in hushed tones whilst taking a furtive glance around the room.
 
   Carlos by this time had pulled out her chair and was waiting for her to take her seat.
 
   “Please sit down and have a glass of this lovely champagne. This is a celebration, remember, and what better way to celebrate than to drink champagne?”
 
   Actually Jenny thought that champagne was vastly over rated and much preferred the fruity richness of a good merlot, but she played along with Adrian’s enthusiasm for the fizzy white wine he’d no doubt paid a small fortune for.
 
   Carlos, or little Tommy Anderson as he was known to his close friends and family, poured the champagne for them whilst furtively checking out the woman’s cleavage, and then left them to fetch the evening’s menus, reluctantly pulling himself away from the side of the beautiful woman who’d only been in his restaurant 5 minutes but had already made his cock swell delightfully, even though she’d actually done nothing physically to stimulate such a reaction.  It was the first time in a long while a woman had caused such a reaction whist he worked, he was usually too detached from his customers, but she was so beautiful and sexy at the same time.  He wondered what the old fat guy had going for him to interest such a lovely creature and decided that he must be very wealthy.  That conclusion made, he made a metal note to add a sizeable service charge to what was certain to be a sizeable bill anyway.
 
   “Cheers, darling,” Adrian said, holding up his glass in salute, “I can call you darling, can’t I?  We’re more than just work colleagues now and later, well, you know, we’ll be quite intimate friends.”
 
   He hoped he wasn’t pushing things too fast by getting so familiar with her with such an endearing word, but he was a little old fashioned and needed to think that their relationship was more than just work and business if he was to fuck her later that evening.
 
   “Errr, cheers - Adrian,” Jenny replied, cringing a little at being called ‘darling’ by this lecherous old man, “I feel flattered that you think of me so dearly.  Here’s to our future and whatever it may hold.”
 
   Oh you forked tongued bitch, she thought.  Still, it was obvious that he was falling under her spell, which was what she intended, all the better to manipulate him to get what she wanted.
 
   Jenny noticed the clock on the wall behind Adrian, just coming up to 7:30.  She thought about the situation she’d left John in and her last words to him.
 
   “Go now and kneel in the corner of the kitchen facing the corner and wait there for me to return home.  At 7:30 you can begin drinking and think of me doing the same.”
 
   Where John knelt in the corner, with his hands cuffed behind him, there was a shelf above his head.  Hanging from the shelf were 4 fine chains which were attached to the four corners of a canvas cradle.  It was homemade, having been made by John around the time that Jenny was putting him through his toilet training, but it served its purpose well.  In the cradle was an oversized baby feeding bottle complete with rubber teat and the cradle held it so that it hung teat down at about 45 degrees right in front of his face.  The bottle was full of Jenny’s fresh, warm, urine.
 
   “Just think,” Jenny had sniggered, “as I take a sip of the delicious produce of the grape in the restaurant with my date you will also be drinking the delicious produce of my body.  Won’t that be fun?”
 
   Jenny sipped her champagne dead on the dot of 7:30, knowing without doubt that John would be taking his first draw on the teat before him, having had nearly an hour to stare at it and anticipate the unique flavour of the bottle’s contents.  Of course, John could easily not remain in his kneeling position after she’d left and it was conceivable that he could somehow empty the contents of the bottle down the drain, even with his hands cuffed behind him, but she knew that John was now at such a level of obedience to her that he wouldn’t even consider such a deception.  Besides, a quick sniff of his breath when she got home would confirm his compliance.  She savoured the sweet flavour of the champagne and thought about the flavour that would be assailing John’s taste buds at the same moment, allowing herself a wide smile of sadistic glee.
 
   Adrian Jackson took the smile to be confirmation of her liking for him calling her ‘darling’ and was overjoyed.  Things were going better than he’d hoped and soon he would be a very happy man as his cock slid urgently into this ravishing woman’s juicy cunt.  He’d dreamed about it for years, ever since she’d come to work for him, but never thought he’d have a chance.  He didn’t fool himself, he knew she was out of his league, he was late middle aged, grey haired and overweight, but now, all of a sudden, he had some leverage that he could use to get what he wanted.
 
   He was under no illusions that she was doing this - dining with him knowing that later on in the evening he wanted to fuck her - because she wanted to.  Far from it, most women in the past had run a mile from his lecherous advances towards them, but this time, he figured, he’d got it right.  The right kind of inducement and a woman would do almost anything, it was just about finding out what they wanted the most, and Adrian knew from his close observations of her for the last 12 months that Jenny was ambitious.  He’d also noticed a more aggressive attitude from her over the last couple of months when dealing with colleagues and clients, which had confirmed his suspicions that she wanted promotion quite badly.
 
   Carlos arrived back with the menus and they both chose their starters and mains.  Whilst they were choosing Carlos couldn’t help himself and used the time to look down the woman’s cleavage once more, feeling the pleasurable results of what he saw in his still hard and now throbbing penis.
 
   This was the second time Jenny had notice the waiter staring at her chest.  He must have had a good view, standing as he was whilst she was seated.  He would be able to see right down between the pert mounds of her breasts almost to her navel.  She didn’t mind, he was quite cute even if he was quite short in stature, but she also recognised something in him, something she could manipulate if she wished, something submissive and longing.  Perhaps another day she would explore that possibility but for now she had other things on her mind.
 
   As Carlos disappeared with their order Jenny took another sip of her champagne and thought again of John as she did so.  It was quite a turn on knowing what he was doing at the same time as she enjoyed her champagne.
 
   They filled the time waiting for the starter to arrive with talk about work and the ongoing projects, Mr Jackson making it clear that he did not expect their relationship to affect her work and that he would expect exemplary performance of her duties in her new role and that he also expected her to work closely with him and report regularly on progress so that he could monitor her development.  Of course, what he was really saying was that he wanted regular opportunities, after this evening’s intimacies were concluded, to get her in the office with him and slake his lusts by satisfying his lewd fantasies now that she’d made herself sexually available to him.
 
   The starters arrived and they ate in silent enjoyment and appreciation of the excellent food.  The restaurant was a good one and had an exemplary reputation for preparing food to the highest standards, the chef having been poached from one of the top hotels in London by Carlos who knew him from childhood.  But all of that cost money.  Money for the high chef and kitchen staff salaries, money for the best waiting staff and money for only the best food materials and ingredients, and so the restaurant was expensive, but appreciated, by its wealthy patrons.
 
   “Did you bring the contract documents with you?” Jenny asked as she neatly put down her utensils when she eaten what she wanted from the starter.
 
   “Yes, of course I did, darling,” Adrian replied smoothly, he was getting used to addressing this beautiful woman as ‘darling’, it massaged his ego and made him feel good about himself.
 
   “May I see them?”
 
   Adrian chuckled to himself.  She wanted to make sure before she opened her legs for him.  Well, he could live with that, it was only reasonable, he supposed.  He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled the papers out, passing them over to Jenny.
 
   “Oh, good, you’ve signed them already.”
 
   “Of course I have, my dear.  Did you doubt my intentions?”
 
   “No, of course not,” Jenny lied, “it’s just nice that you have done so already.” 
 
   Perfect, Jenny thought, she’d been worried that she would have a struggle to get him to sign before she fulfilled her part of the bargain.  That would have been unfortunate.
 
   “If you don’t mind I’ll just put these in my bag for now and take them home with me to read at my leisure.  I don’t want to find that I signed away my soul to the devil in some small print clause somewhere,” Jenny laughed.  “I’d like John to look over them too.  All being well I’ll bring them back signed on Monday and even post the copy back to head office if you like.”  Jenny knew she had to take charge of the situation now and ensure there could be no backing out on his part, especially if she got away with not fucking him that evening.
 
   This wasn’t really what Adrian Jackson had wanted but what could he say without being too blatant about the fact that the job was dependant on an evening of passionate, lusty sex with him.  Still she’d come this far and soon the meal would be over, not too long to wait, or for anything to prevent his planned outcome for the evening.  He topped up both their glasses with champagne, not that Jenny had drunk much, she wanted to keep her wits about her, her plan was for Adrian to do most of the drinking.
 
   “Excuse me, Adrian, I just need to go powder my nose,” Jenny excused herself, grabbed her bag and headed for the ladies.  It was time to put her escape plan into motion.
 
   “Of course, darling,” Adrian rose and offered his hand to assister her to stand, taking the opportunity to give it an affectionate squeeze.  Carlos had not been the only one lusting at her cleavage, Adrian, too, had been looking avariciously at it since she’d sat down and it took all of his will power, now that she stood so close, not to grab one of the delicious round mounds of feminine flesh.  Like Carlos, his cock throbbed and ached with lust, but unlike Carlos, he was on a promise of being able to satisfy that lust quite soon, so he resisted.
 
   “Such a gentleman,” Jenny gushed and kissed him lightly on the cheek before heading off for the ladies.  She was under no illusion that his thoughts were far from gentlemanly though, and his fascination with her chest hadn’t gone unnoticed.  She actually felt relieved to get away from his constant lecherous stares and she hoped her plan would work otherwise she was in for an unpleasant end to this evening.
 
   “Abi, it’s me,” Jenny was sitting on the loo and had called Abi on her cell phone, “listen, I need a favour.”  She went on to explain her situation and what she needed Abi to do.  Abi knew that Jenny was making a play for Steve’s job so her request did not come as a surprise.
 
   “OK, around 9 o’clock then,” Abi agreed.
 
   Jenny returned to her seat and the dubious pleasure of Adrian’s lecherous company.  She was glad that a table separated them and kept him at a distance, otherwise she was in no doubt that he would be touching and pawing her by now with his chubby little hands.  She had told Abi 9 o’clock but it was only an estimate and she hoped it wasn’t far out, there was very little room to manoeuvre here.
 
   The mains arrived sooner than Jenny had hoped, delivered efficiently by Carlos, forcing Jenny to eat slowly and encourage Adrian to talk about himself to pass the time that way rather than eating.  It was typical, when you wanted the food courses to be delivered promptly they never were and now, when she wanted that slowness, that irritating delay between courses, it didn’t happen.  The food itself was delicious and it was quite a waste to eat so slowly, just picking at it and talking, thus letting it get cold and ruined in this way.  Still, the stakes were high as far as Jenny was concerned; she had now decided that only as a very last resort was she going to have sex with Adrian.  At the beginning of the evening, as she’d driven home from work, she’d been quite ambivalent about it, but things had now changed, she had the contract documents in her handbag and she’d decided that she didn’t want that at all.
 
   As the minute hand slowly approached the top of the hour she began listening out for that all important phone call.
 
   Adrian was getting restless now, he’d noticed that neither of them was really eating their food, he was finding all of the talking a little irritating, although he had enjoyed telling her about himself, just the best bits and missing out the fuck ups, bigging himself up quite shamelessly.  But now he wanted his reward and he surmised from her lack of enthusiasm for eating that she did too.  Suddenly he beckoned to Carlos and gave the universal sign for the bill to be delivered.  
 
   Carlos immediately understood the hand as the pretend paper being scribbled on by a pretend pen in the other hand and went to prepare the bill at the till.  He was disappointed that the beautiful woman would soon be leaving, they hadn’t even had a dessert and his cock was still hard and throbbing, so it was with resentful malice that he added as much as he dare to the bill total as ‘service charge’.  He was determined that this meal would cost the awful rich fat guy dearly.
 
   Jenny was alarmed at this point.  Adrian asking for the bill had come out of the blue and taken her by surprise.  It was now turned 9 o’clock and Abi hadn’t rung.  She considered insisting that she had a dessert, the arrogant pig hadn’t even asked her if she wanted one, but knew that her still fairly full plate gave the impression that she wasn’t all that hungry.
 
   “Time to go and indulge ourselves, darling,” Adrian smiled lewdly, staring first at her chest then at her mouth and finally into her eyes.
 
   “Oh, so soon?” was all Jenny could think of to say on the spur of the moment.
 
   “Time is precious, darling.  We both have to get home to partners after we have consummated our new relationship in the hotel,” Adrian replied just before Carlos arrived with the bill.  He didn’t even look at it, just threw his company credit card onto the plate and waited for Carlos to complete the transaction using the handheld POS device which only required the close proximity of the card in order to charge it, no PIN needed.
 
   What was Abi doing, Jenny wondered as they both stood up from the table, Carlos courteously offering a hand to assist her to stand and taking the opportunity for one last, longing, look at her delightful beauty.  She should have rung by now, god, I hope she hasn’t forgotten, Jenny worried.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6
 
   Abi, meanwhile, had got quite carried away with what she was doing to her newly submissive husband.  The change in their relationship had been rapid and complete since she’d introduced the BDSM elements into their bedroom.  Initially it had been pretty mild stuff but as she realised that Richard was actually enjoying what she was doing to him, and was actually turned on by it, she’d insisted on deeper and deeper submission from him.  It had been quite thrilling but also a complete surprise to her when she’d put him over her knee for the first time and spanked him, immediately feeling the urgent swelling of his cock against her stocking clad legs.  She would never have believed her luck that he was into this kind of thing just like John.  Maybe that was why John and he were such good friends, kindred spirits drawn together by some unknown force but each unaware of their shared kink.
 
   Abi admired her handiwork of the evening.  The entire shaft of Richard’s erect cock was now bright red and very sore looking.  The soft, light and pliable leather strap she’d been using to slap it had done its work well, eventually eliciting deep groans of agony from her tightly restrained husband.  She had made sure he was helplessly bound and gagged and could do nothing to prevent her from doing what she was doing, and she felt thrilling tingles in her pussy every time the strap hit with a loud slapping sound and his engorged cock sprung deliciously and lewdly back and forth as a result.
 
   It had taken about 60 strokes with the strap to get to this stage and Richard’s cock had remained rock hard throughout the entire harsh punishment, much to Abi’s amazement.  She wondered how much he could actually take of this before breaking down and sobbing, and loosing the erection.  Slowly and deliberately she looked him in the eyes and reached out with thumb and forefinger to slide back the foreskin from the big purple head, intending to shift the straps attentions to there before starting on his testicles which were looking deliciously exposed and vulnerable.
 
   Realising her intentions Richard did his best to plead with her for mercy but all he could use was his eyes and make a few grunting sounds.  His efforts were ignored and he suddenly felt the cold air on the sensitive end of his cock as her beautifully manicured fingers slowly peeled back the skin.
 
   Slap.  The pain was intense, far worse than on the shaft of his cock.  The sensitive glans was not designed to withstand such treatment and he let out a long agonised groan, feeling his eyes water in shock.  He wasn’t sure he’d be able to withstand many of these before doing the only think that was left for him to do - cry.  He closed his eyes and tried to prepare himself for the next stroke, knowing it was hopeless and would hurt just as much as the first.
 
   This was a side of Abi that he’d never seen before, ruthlessly sadistic and unsympathetic to his pleading, but, why, oh why, did he love it so much.  Since starting this domination and submission thing he’d had such strong, hard erections and unbelievable orgasms, the like of which he hadn’t seen since he was a teenager, and he loved it.  The way it made him feel was beyond what words could describe and he now didn’t ever want Abi to stop.  He literally wanted her, needed her, to use and abuse him in the most sadistic and painful way her devious mind could conceive.  Suddenly he realised that the second blow hadn’t come and he dared to open his eyes to find out why.  He saw that Abi was no longer in the room with him.  He was left relieved but wondering what had happened, where she had gone.
 
   In the living room Abi was frantically dialling Jenny’s mobile number.  She’d suddenly realised after she’d delivered the first stoke to the end of Richard’s cock which had made it bounce even more delightfully than those to the shaft had, that it was now approaching half past nine and she was late.
 
   “Sorry Jenny, I got a bit distracted,” she spoke quietly and breathlessly, phone in one hand whilst her other was busy stimulating her knickerless crotch.
 
   Without the all important phone call from Abi, Jenny had been forced to go with Adrian just a few yards down the road from the restaurant to the hotel.  They’d checked in as Mr and Mrs Smith, much to the amusement of the receptionist who was not fooled by the deception.  As she handed over the key to the old fat guy she wondered what the gorgeous woman with him was doing, she didn’t look like a tart, perhaps she was one of those high class escorts she’d heard about that charge thousands for sex.  Either way, she didn’t envy the woman’s task for the evening.  Rather her than me, she thought with a shudder.
 
   They eventually go to the hotel room and Adrian had firmly shut the door behind them.  He was now approaching Jenny purposefully.  He wanted what was his now, he wanted no distractions and he wanted her naked, right now so that his eyes could feast on her beautiful body.  He reached out grab her and pull her to him, intending to kiss those lovely lips long and hard as his hands crudely groped the breasts that had been teasing him all evening.
 
   Jenny, meanwhile, was now panicking.  What had happened to Abi, why hadn’t she called?  It was looking like she was going to have to endure the next couple of hours with her boss using her body to stick his cock into and pleasure himself.  She’d have to let him spurt his cum inside her as he fulfilled his dirty, lustful, fantasy.  For the first time she wondered if the prospect of promotion was worth it, she knew that once he’d had her that wouldn’t be the end of it and he would be pushing himself on her every day at work, treating her like a slut that he now owned.  She didn’t want that at all, but because Abi hadn’t rung it was looking like that was her future.  She’d have to resign, she realised, and that would be a blow to her future plans, a setback which would delay the achievement of her ultimate goal for a good while.  Why have you done this to me Abi?
 
   Rrrrrring, rrrrring.
 
   With her heart lurching with relief, Jenny ducked out of the way of Adrian’s grabbing arms and put the bed between them, reaching into her handbag for the phone.  Keep calm and act surprised, she told herself.  You have to play this right if you’re to get out of this.
 
   “Hello,” Jenny spoke, noticing with relief that the calling number was Abi’s.  Better late than never, she thought, but just wait until I see you.  You’d better have a good excuse.
 
   “Sorry Jenny, I got a bit distracted.  Hope I’m not too late?”
 
   “Oh, hello Mrs Crabtree.  No, it’s alright, what’s wrong?”
 
   “Crabtree!  Couldn’t you have thought of a better name than that?”
 
   “Mother has.  Is she alright?  What happened?” Jenny let some urgency enter her voice.
 
   “Richard’s got a sore cock now.  I got carried away slapping it with a leather strap.  You’ll have to pop in on your way back home and have a look.  It looks quite beautiful, being all crimson red and all.”
 
   “Ok, I’ll come straight away.  Have you called anyone, an ambulance or a doctor?”
 
   “Really, I don’t think that would be necessary.  Besides, how could I explain how his cock got so red and sore?” Abi laughed.
 
   “OK, I’ll be there shortly, tell mother I’m coming if she comes round.”
 
   “Ok, Richard will be hugely embarrassed to see you - or rather for you to see him with his cock sticking up in the air like a bright red flagpole.  Bye.”
 
   Jenny turned to face Mr Jackson, having to try hard to keep a straight face after what Abi had just told her.  “I’m so sorry, Adrian, but I have to go.  Mother has had a fall and knocked herself unconscious.  Mrs Crabtree found her but doesn’t know how long she’s been lying on the kitchen floor.  I need to get to her and be with her when the ambulance arrives.”
 
   Jenny held her breath and watched the range of emotions from anger to disappointment play out on his face, wondering just how he would react having his lustful pleasure, that he thought was a sure thing, suddenly taken away.  She realised that even though she’d worked for him for a number of years now, she didn’t know him all that well; what kind of temper he had, how he would react to such a disappointment?  Would he be angry or would he be understanding?  Would he demand his due or would he accept the loss?  She didn’t know and for a moment the uncertain fate hung between them like an ominous cloud.
 
   “Of course, you must go, darling,” Adrian couldn’t help but let the disappointment creep into his voice.  “Your mother must come first, we can do this another day soon.”  
 
   Damn and blast the stupid woman for falling over and dragging Jenny away, just as he was about to get his end away with her, was the actual thought that passed through his mind in spite of his understanding words.  Still, he had no inkling of any deceit on her part, she’d gone to the hotel room with him, hadn’t she?  Surely if she didn’t want to sleep with him she wouldn’t have gone there with him.
 
   “Oh, thank you Adrian for being so understanding,” Jenny breathed a silent sigh of relief and headed for the door, pausing briefly to kiss him on the cheek as she passed.  Not bloody likely, she thought to herself, this is the first and last time you’ll get me into a hotel room with you.
 
   “See you next week at work, Jenny?” there was an almost pathetic longing in his voice and she noticed that he used her name rather than ‘darling’ this time.  Good, she thought, things were calming down nicely.
 
   “Yes, Monday morning.  Nice and early to start my new job.  See you then.  Bye.”
 
   Jenny closed the door behind her and hurried down the corridor towards the lift and the exit, leaving the lecherous Adrian Jackson alone in the seedy room he’d booked in the hope of slaking his lust on her.  She sighed with relief, it had been close, too close, but mission accomplished.  She had the contract documents which he’d already signed and she’d make sure she signed them and sent a copy in the post back to head office over the weekend.
 
   Now, time to pay Abi a visit.  She had a few choice words she wanted to say to her for leaving her call so late, but she was also intrigued by what she’d told her about Richard’s cock and didn’t want to miss the opportunity to see that for herself.  She’d never seen Richard’s cock, they’d been friends for a long time and there had never any hint of anything more than just friendship, but of course she’d noticed a quite pleasing bulge in his Speedo’s when they’d found themselves on the beach during holidays together.  Abi had also mentioned in past conversations that he was reasonably well endowed, although not as big as Steve, so she was looking forward to having everything revealed in intimate detail.  Poor Richard, he’ll be devastated when I walk in.  Jenny giggled at the thought of the wicked predicament Richard would find himself in very shortly.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7
 
   Jenny pulled up outside Abi’s house, feeling a tingle of anticipation in her pussy at the thought of what she was about to see.  It was always a buzz to see a man’s cock for the first time, to be able to ‘size him up’ as it were.  Of course Abi had already hinted to her in the past that Richard’s cock was a reasonable size, but now she would finally see it for herself and by all accounts it would by erect, red and sore having been cruelly tormented by his wife.  No doubt his balls would be full to bursting with unfulfilled lust, perhaps Abi would let her watch him spurting?  After all, it was only fair since she’d afforded Abi that vision with John.
 
   It was funny, she’d never thought of either Richard or Abi in a sexual way before.  Yes, Richard was quite handsome and Abi was an attractive, voluptuous woman, she’d always been aware of that, but sex had never really been a consideration until now.  Now as she approached Abi’s house she wondered whether Abi would be amenable to a little girl on girl pleasure.  She’d found being pleasured by a woman, and giving pleasure to a woman, to be very satisfying with Zoe, and John’s face had been a picture when he realised what they’d been doing whilst he was in the kitchen cleaning and polishing the floor.  She imagined with amusement a helplessly bound, horny and frustrated Richard watching the two of them eating each other’s pussies and enjoying their blissful orgasms with no thought for him helplessly humping thin air as he watched.  Worth a try, anyway, she resolved.
 
   Jenny rang the bell and Abi answered, looking a bit hot and flustered.  ‘Oh, hi Jenny.  Wow, you look nice.  I bet Adrian nearly creamed his pants when he saw you, looking like that,” Abi sniggered and they embraced in greeting.
 
   “Yes,” Jenny replied, letting a hint of anger show n her voice, “and thanks to you he nearly won the jackpot.  It was so close!  We were actually in the hotel room when you called.  Whatever you were doing with Richard, it had better be good.  You owe me now, Abi.”
 
   “Oh I’m sure you’ll be amused when you see him and of course I’ll make it up to you, there must be something I can do?” Abi smiled coquettishly.
 
   Jenny noticed that Abi was looking her up and down appreciatively at this point.  Perhaps Abi would be amenable to a little Sapphic pleasure, after all.  She must be feeling at least a little bit horny after what she’d described to Jenny about her recent activities with Richard’s poor cock.  Jenny felt the first trickle of pussy juice soak into her panties in anticipation.
 
   “Ok, the jury is out on forgiveness but I’m enthralled,” Jenny replied magnanimously, “Take me to him.”
 
   Abi led Jenny to the master bedroom at the rear of the bungalow that was her home.  As they entered the room Jenny immediately saw Richard lying naked, gagged and bound spread-eagled on the big king sized bed.  His cock, which Jenny estimated to be about 8 inches long but quite thick with it, thrusting lewdly into the air, still hard and red from the deliciously painful strapping it had received.  The foreskin had been peeled back to reveal the huge, purple, glistening, crown, whilst his balls had been bound with thin cord to separate and pull the skin tight around them.  They, too, were showing signs of having been whipped with the thin leather strap which was resting on the bed beside him.
 
   Jenny looked into Richard’s eyes which, by this time, were wild with embarrassment at being seen by Jenny like this.  He could do nothing about her eyes casually taking in his nakedness, the lewd erection of his tortured cock, and even that betrayed him by seemingly getting harder if that was possible.
 
   Richard had no inkling about Jenny and John’s new relationship or that Jenny had actually been tutoring Abi on what to do to become the dominant force in their marriage, so Abi allowing Jenny to see him like this was a bit of a shock and hugely humiliating.  And she looked so stunningly attractive at that moment, he wondered where she’d been that required her to dress up so nicely.  He’d always fancied her, that was true, John was one hell of a lucky guy, but he would never have taken it any further than admiring glances, he had too much respect for his mate John to do that.  But here she suddenly was, apparently without any hesitation or shock or embarrassment herself, seeing him bound and naked and erect, and he wanted the mattress to open up and swallow him whole before he died with embarrassment.  All he could do was groan ineffectively and whimper into his ball gag.
 
   “Wow, you’ve certainly worked that over, Abi.”  Jenny’s voice was tinged with awe as she took in the delicious sight of the throbbing red penis and balls.  She stepped closer to take a better look, delicately taking hold of the purple knob between her thumb and forefinger to manipulate it so that she could examine every inch, much to Richard’s shock.
 
   “Hmmm, it was fun and it’s made me sooo horny, Jen.”
 
   Abi stood beside her old friend and gently stroked her long auburn hair, running her fingers sensuously through the soft, shining tresses, willing Jenny to turn and look at her so that they could kiss.
 
   This is it, Jenny thought, it’s going to happen.  She felt thrilled that her friend was on the same wave length and she turned to face her.  They kissed, sensuously but tentatively at first, exploring each other’s lips as new lovers do, taking in the aroma of each other’s perfume and the taste of each other’s mouths as their tongues gently explored.
 
   Richard groaned.  It was too much and it had just pushed him over the edge.  As Jenny and Abi were kissing so passionately, Jenny’s fingers had still been gripping Richard’s cock and, in fact, they were now slowly moving up and down the shaft, thumb and forefinger forming a circle and providing a pleasurable friction which was too much for him to withstand.  Richard felt the first tingles of orgasm in his sac, the manual stimulation coupled with the sight of his wife and her best friend kissing so sensuously was one erotic vision too far.  He was past the point of no return and he groaned again, louder this time, a long deep moan of pleasure as the first involuntary twitch that signalled an ejaculation of immense proportions took control of his body.
 
   Jenny broke off from her passionate embrace with Abi, she didn’t want to miss this, Richard’s first orgasm at her hand.  She turned just in time to see a huge jet of semen shoot from the end of his engorged cock.  Its trajectory took it fully 2 feet into the air before it landed back down on his chest where Jenny had aimed it.  Well, actually she’d aimed it at his face but it hadn’t quite reached that far, still it was fun trying anyway.  She watched fascinated as spurt after spurt shot from his cock, each one with slightly less power and so landing further and further away from his face, leaving a string of pearls down his body, from between his nipples to just below his belly button, with the final loads just trickling out and matting into his pubic hair.
 
   “Oops,” Jenny looked at Abi with a big grin on her face and they both burst out laughing, still in each other’s embrace.  As the laughter subsided they kissed again, more passionately than before and slowly sank to their knees onto the floor beside the bed, fumbling to undo and remove each other’s outer clothing as they did so.
 
   Both Abi and Jenny were past the point of no return now too.  Overcome with lust they tore at each other’s underwear until they were both naked, kissing and groping with abandon, not caring that Abi’s husband was only feet away and helplessly watching everything.  Their hands sought out each other’s breasts and pussies, fingers sliding easily into dripping cunts whilst thumbs and forefingers tweaked rock hard nipples, and stimulated emerging clits.
 
   By and by Jenny found herself on all fours over the top of Abi, who was on her back, and facing her feet.  She looked down at her friends dripping pussy and and felt the urgent need to bury her face in it, to lick up all the pussy juice that was by now running freely from her cunt.  She felt Abi’s tongue licking her, one minute penetrating her slick cunt hole, the next minute sliding pleasurably over her engorged clit.  She bent her head down to reciprocate, knowing all the while that Richard would have a perfect view of her pussy, spread open as it was by Abi’s hands on her buttocks which seemed to be trying to rip her in half as Abi parted them in order to get her tongue where she wanted it to be without any obstruction.  Jenny shivered in delight at the thought of what Richard could now see for the first time and she wondered if he was erect again yet, surely he must be, given the lewd vision of her once private (to him) parts he now had.  
 
   No sooner did that thought cross her mind than she discarded it; she didn’t care whether he was erect or not, it didn’t matter, he was restrained and could do no harm, and suddenly she had begun to think of him not as her friends husband or even her friend, but as a slave, a submissive, someone who must now selflessly, and without question, obey the dominant and superior females in his life.  The thought drove her over the edge to one of the most intense and satisfying orgasms of her life.
 
   “Well that was nice, Abi,” Jenny spoke tenderly to her friend once it was over and kissed her gently on the lips.
 
   “Yes, it was, am I forgiven?”
 
   “Of course you are, Abi darling. Come, let’s shower together.”
 
   They retrieved their various items of clothing from the floor and left the bedroom, leaving Richard hard and horny and strapped securely to the bed.  Both of them were giggling at the sight of Richard’s once more hugely, but uselessly, erect cock trying to hump thin air in his desire for sexually relief after the spectacle he’d just watched.
 
   Richard watched them go.  He’d been fascinated as they’d made love on the carpet, he’d seen Jenny’s pussy spread wide whilst his wife licked the swollen nub of her clit and probed the depths of the dark hole that was Jenny’s cunt.  He’d seen and been fascinated by the rhythmic contractions of that same dark hole as her orgasm ripped through her body and he’d wondered if the same was happening to Abi’s cunt.  He knew that the vision of Jenny’s naked body was imprinted on his mind forever and that the very next time he saw her he would be immediately erect, even if she was fully clothed.  And he knew that he would do whatever Abi, or Jenny, wanted him to do from that point on, in his own mind he was already their willing slave and ready to serve.  He wondered about John, how did he fit into all of this?  Did he know that his wife was here having a lesbian affair with Abi?  Would he ever find out that Jenny had touched his cock, made him cum?  He felt a twinge of embarrassment at that thought, John and he had been good mates for a long, long, time and he was uncomfortable with the deceit.
 
   And there was no end to it.  As he lay immobile and impotent, his chest was still covered in the sticky result of Jenny’s manipulation of his cock, he could hear them showering together, hear the squeals of delight and groans of pleasure as they, no doubt, were soaping each other and stimulating each other once more under the powerful water jet of the shower.  Richard’s imagination ran amok, filling his mind with images of them both naked and covered in slippery soap bubbles, caressing each other’s breasts, pussies and asses, perhaps fingers sliding into cunts and rubbing clits in an orgy of sexual exploration for the two new lovers.  His cock throbbed and jerked uselessly.  God he was horny and wished he could masturbate right then!
 
   After their shower they dressed and went into the living room.  Jenny wanted an update on Abi’s progress with subjugating Richard.  In truth, they both felt a little awkward now that their pussies were sated and their lust had subsided.  They’d been friends for such a long time but now they had embarked on a new kind of relationship and it felt a little strange.  But good, too.  Jenny had no regrets, after all it had been dominating her thoughts on the drive over to Abi’s that evening and, she realised, for a lot longer than that if she was honest with herself.
 
   “I never knew sex with another woman could be so satisfying, Jen.  Thank you.”  Abi reached out and they embraced and kissed again, a long, intense and satisfying kiss that they would both always remember and which broke the awkward tension between them.  They sat together on the sofa, holding hands and looking at each other in a new light.
 
   “So how is it going, Abi?” Jenny eventually asked, “How submissive do you judge him to be now?”
 
   “Well, pretty much there.  Of course there is always room for improvement but he more or less does whatever I instruct him to do now without argument.  It’s needed a few beatings with the cane to get there but now that he realises I mean business, and that his old life and ways are gone for good, he is accepting his new role in our marriage.  I had noticed his submissive nature on occasion before, you know, when we were - what’s the word I’m looking for?  Equal, that’s it.  During rows he would always eventually back down and defer to me, so I guess I’m now just bringing that nature to the fore by exerting my dominance.”
 
   “Yes, ‘equal’ is a good word to use in this situation.  Once you were equal in status before your eyes were opened, but now that equality is gone.  You have risen to an elevated position in your relationship and Richard has sunk to a very lowly position.  That is how it should be between a lowly man and a superior woman but you cannot just sit back and think you are done, you need to work at it to keep it that way, but don’t worry, the work is easy and pleasurable and amusing.  For you, that is.  Do you still make use of his cock and accept it into your body for your sexual pleasure?”
 
   “Yes, I do.  I know that you no longer allow John that privilege, but his cock is so small so I can understand your reasoning, but Richard’s, as you have seen, is a reasonable size and feels so satisfying inside, so I can’t foresee that I will ever abandon it completely.”
 
   “Well, each Domme must live her life as she sees fit.  It wouldn’t do for everyone one of us to be the same and I have to admit, having a domestic cock available for use when the mood takes is advantageous.  I would, however, advise that you occasionally lock his cock up for an extended period to see how he behaves.  He seems submissive now but will he be the same once he knows his orgasms are going to be cut off completely for a couple of weeks?  If he accepts that, then you can say that he is well down the road to being the submissive that you want.  He needs to accept that it is no longer his god given right to enjoy an orgasm at will.  For too long the males of this world have dominated and slaked their lusts as they please but with John and Richard we are doing our bit to change all that.  Submissive males like them need to learn that their orgasms are now fully controlled by their Dommes and that they depend entirely on their indulgence for that kind of sweet pleasure.”
 
   “Well, OK, I can do that.  It does make sense, I can see that and I had planned to use chastity in our relationship up to a point.”
 
   “Good.  It’s also actually a very good and fitting first step to further and more rigorous submission.  Once he accepts that you control his orgasms and that he can no longer sate his lusts at will, whilst at the same time he must ensure that you are pleasured as regularly, if not more often, than before, he will then be open to the subject of how you are to get penetrative pleasure whilst his cock is locked up.  Of course, a solution to that kind of pleasure for you can be achieved by him using a strapon during the times his cock is confined.  It’s quite funny the first time they have to do that.  Imagine what its like for them, all that hard work, watching the pleasure on your face as you slowly climb to your orgasm and all the time they can feel absolutely nothing and there’s certainly no possibility of orgasm for them.  It’s also a good introduction to the eventual target of him accepting without complaint or argument your right to allow another man’s cock to plough your furrow.  Only when he truly knows and accepts his cuckold status will you be able to say he is completely submissive to your will.”
 
   “Wow, I can see I still have a lot to learn and a long way to go, Jen.”
 
   “Yes, but it will come, perhaps sooner than you might think at this point if he is really as submissive as you think he is.  Keep at it, the result is absolutely mind blowing in its implications for you and well worth the comparatively small but very pleasurable effort.  Anyway, I have to go, Abi, John’s knees will be killing him by now.”
 
   Jenny pulled Abi towards her and they embraced passionately for a short time.  They stood and walked hand in hand into the hall way and stood by the front door.  “I’ve left him kneeling in the corner of the kitchen sucking on a bottle full of my pee,” she explained, “it should be empty by now and he’ll be feeling sorry for himself as the pain in his knees gradually increases with time.”
 
   “Won’t he move if it gets too bad?” Abi asked, giggling at the image Jenny had just placed in her mind.
 
   “No, he’ll still be there, obedient to the last in spite of the discomfort.  I know that for sure.  He’s so eager to please and to prove his submissiveness to me, moving just will not enter his head.  It’s funny, the worse I treat him the more adoring and obedient he becomes.  Is Richard ready to meet sissy yet, do you think?”
 
   “Hmmm, I think he is.  It will be a shock to him though, I’m sure, I’ve not said anything about it to him.”
 
   “And a shock to sissy too when he learns about Richard,” Jenny giggled, “but I’m sure he’ll cope.  Will Richard though.”
 
   “Yes, I’m sure Richard will cope too, especially if we don’t leave him any choice.  Why don’t you bring sissy over a week on Sunday and we can introduce them to each other in their new roles in life.  That will give me chance to give Richard his first long term session of chastity and to think of a suitable sissy name to christen him with.  And, of course, he’ll be ready to explode by then.”
 
   “Ok, can’t wait to see their faces and the result.  I’ll phone you later and we can iron out the details.”
 
   As Jenny left to drive the few miles home she was happy at the new turn in her relationship with Abi and also highly amused at the thought of their respective husbands meeting in such different circumstances to what they’d ever been used to before.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8
 
   It was just Saturday afternoon and Jenny sat in the kitchen at the table, having just had a light lunch and her first orgasm of the day.  A warm glow suffused her body as she thought, amongst other things, about her so enjoyable encounter with Abi and the abject embarrassment and humiliation of Richard the day before, not to mention neatly avoiding her fate with Mr Jackson.
 
   John had been truly grateful when she arrived home and allowed him to move from his kneeling position in front of the now empty pee bottle that he was still suckling on.  He’d immediately begun begging to be allowed to pleasure her pussy with his tongue even though he had no idea what he would find in there; she had been dressed to kill and out on a date, after all.  It was a standing instruction for John, one of Jenny’s rules, that whenever she went out on a date he was to beg to be allowed to eat her pussy immediately she returned home.  Most often she was full of her lovers cum and it was delightful to watch John eating it down between her spread legs as she day dreamed happily about the activities of the evening that had resulted in it being put there.  And she got to have another orgasm as an added bonus, too.
 
   She’d agreed to his request, thinking that tonight he would no doubt be disappointed that there was no cream surprise for him, and he’d thanked her for allowing him the great honour, as he now must according to Jenny’s rules, and soon she was laying back on the bed wearing just her bra, stockings and garter belt, knees drawn up and open wide as he set to work diligently and lovingly on her still slick and puffy slit.  It wasn’t long before she’d experienced her second gut wrenching orgasm of the evening and the thought crossed her mind that she’d lost count now of how many orgasms she’d had since she’d first locked John’s cock up and denied him that pleasure.  Ok, he’d had a couple of humiliating wanks by his own hand since then, but that was a far cry from the life and pleasures he used to have.
 
   ‘This life is definitely better,’ she’d thought to herself as she dismissed him, sending him to sleep in the small box room which had now become his semi-regular sleeping place.  Tonight she wanted to stretch out alone in the big king-sized bed, it was a warm night and she didn’t want the added heat in the bed of another body.
 
   She’d got up late that morning, waking about 9am but laying and day dreaming about the events of the day before whilst she could hear sissy down stairs doing the vacuuming and all the other chores she’d now allotted to him.
 
   At noon she’d showered and dressed, knowing that a light lunch would be ready and waiting as she descended and entered the kitchen.  Sure enough, the first thing she saw was the lunch sitting on the kitchen table next to a steaming mug of black coffee.  The second thing she saw was the strangely erotic sight of sissy’s ass and his dangling balls as he knelt on all fours wiping down the kitchen floor inch by inch with a small sponge.  The maid’s uniform he wore was indecently short when standing up but, kneeling as he was on all fours, it exposed everything from behind, as it was designed to do.  It was funny, Jenny had always thought that such a view would have been a man’s ideal fantasy view of a female maid, with the hanging balls being replaced with a nice pink slit, of course.  Some things were a classic turn on and transposed across the sexes, she supposed, and tore her lustful gaze away to locate the kitchen table and sit down.
 
   As she’d passed through the hall she’d picked up the contract documents from where she’d dumped them by the telephone when she’d got in the previous night.  As she sat down to eat her lunch she snapped her fingers to get sissy’s attention and pointed under the table.  Sissy scurried to do her bidding and soon he was lovingly adoring her feet and toes with his tongue as she picked slowly at her lunch and began reading through the documents.  She felt a tingle of excitement as she finally got to the part where the salary figures were mentioned.  It was a huge increase on what she earned now, Mr Jackson had certainly come through on his end of the bargain, she almost felt guilty about ducking out of her part - almost!.  At this point sissy’s hot wet tongue was just sliding between her little toe and the next one of her left foot, a spot she had come to find to be extremely erogenous for some reason and she felt her stomach lurch; money and pleasure, a combination that was irresistible.  
 
   Suddenly needing more stimulation at this point she spread her legs wide and clicked her fingers again under the table.  She was not wearing panties and her meaning was immediately clear to sissy who set about his new task with the gusto it deserved.  Jenny very rarely wore panties nowadays around the house, what was the point?  She no longer had to worry about her husband making persistent advances like he would have done before in their vanilla life once he had come to know she was without knickers.  And being without knickers now had distinct advantages when her lusts got the better of her and she needed an immediate ‘quick fix’.
 
   John was in heaven, his Mistress had been so good to him since his chastity device had been locked once more for the extended period she’d announced to everyone at the party, she’d allowed him the honour of worshipping her pussy so many times since then, he was in heaven even though his balls ached with the build up of unreleased sperm and unsatisfied lust.  His Mistresses pussy right now was delicious to his taste buds, even the tang of piss from her visit to the loo before she came down tasted good.
 
   When she’d composed herself later she checked to ensure both copies were signed and dated by Mr Jackson and herself, then she placed one copy in an envelope, sealed it up and wrote the head office address on the front, for the attention of the HR clerk who dealt with recruitment and promotions.  There, all done, she would have sissy take it to the post office on Monday morning on his way to work.  Thanks Mr Jackson, but you’d better watch out, she thought, my sights are set on your job now.  The admiring glances she’d received from the Area Manager, Mr Collins, on his last visit had not gone unnoticed and she intended to act upon them at the first opportunity.  The local office could do with some new, younger blood at the helm, she would explain, someone with a leadership style similar to her own and who would do whatever takes to obtain that position, emphasizing the word ‘whatever’..  How could he resist?
 
   She left sissy doing the dishes and making a second coffee for her and went to relax in the sitting room.  She had things to attend to.  First call Abi and discuss the details of sissy and Richard’s pending encounter, she wanted to do that without sissy hearing so she’d get that out of the way first.  Then she had to think through the Steve situation and where that was going.  Then there was Zoe, she was looking forward to resolving that one tremendously.  Oh yes, and then there was the appointment with the Solicitor on Wednesday, she must remember to tell sissy to meet her there immediately after work.  She couldn’t help but be excited; things were now moving rapidly toward her long term goal, most of the things on her original list had now been confidently ticked off.  OK, there’d been a few new ones added along the way that she hadn’t anticipated at the beginning, and it had been great fun exploring where those paths led, but she could now see a positive resolution to her number 1 on the horizon.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 9
 
   Jenny tried to avoid Mr Jackson for as long as possible on Monday morning.  After breakfast she had left, leaving John with the dishes and instructions to drop the letter into the post office on his way to work, ensuring he got recorded delivery for it.  He was expected to pay for that out of the very small allowance she now gave him from his salary.  He’d only just had enough and as a consequence he would now have to go without lunch for the week.
 
   Jenny’s first act on arriving at work was to call a meeting of ‘her team’ and explain her promotion, and what she expected of everyone, and asking for a complete written breakdown of where everyone was at with the respective contracts they were dealing with, to be ready for her to review the next morning.  She was actually pretty much up to speed with everything in reality but it felt good to be able at last to give instructions at work as well as at home and know that they would be acted upon.
 
   She had settled into Steve’s old office nicely and was just in the process of rearranging the small conference table and chairs to a better position when she heard his voice.
 
   “Hello, Jenny dear, settling in OK?”
 
   “Yes, thank you Mr Jackson, just about there, I think.”
 
   “Adrian, please Jenny.  Now that we are such close friends as well as colleagues you should use my first name.  How’s your mother?”
 
   “Oh, well I’ve been at her bedside all weekend,” Jenny lied, hoping that she didn’t blush and give the game away.  “She’s conscious but needs to be in hospital for a while.  The doctors are sure she’ll eventually make a good recovery, though.”
 
   “Good, yes, that’s good.  How do you feel about rearranging our little, ah, dinner date again soon?” Adrian was impatient to get things moving again in the lustful direction he wanted.
 
   “Weeeell, not for a while, unfortunately.  I need to visit mum in hospital each evening, and to be truthful, I wouldn’t feel right, not whilst she is so poorly.”
 
   “Oh, I see, yes, of course, you must do what you need to do.”  Jenny could hear the disappointment in his voice as he saw her slipping away from him.  ‘Damn the woman’s mother,’ he thought, ‘this is unfair.’  In a fit of pique he ordered Jenny to provide him with a complete breakdown of progress on contracts so far by close of play Wednesday and then abruptly turned and stomped out.
 
   ‘No problem,’ thought Jenny, relieved that he had gone, ‘already on it.’
 
   Things settled down after that, her team pulled out the stops to provide the data she wanted for Tuesday morning, giving her all day Tuesday and Wednesday to work on the summary report for Mr Jackson as she still called him in spite of his request to use first names.  The summary would contain pretty charts and graphs giving an easy to understand visual representation of progress that management seemed to like and she was happy with the result when it was completed by Tuesday evening.
 
   During the day she’d received a text, all it had said was ‘When?’  She’d recognised the number.
 
   ‘Thursday,’ she’d texted back, ‘in the car park at 5pm.’
 
   She was glad that was now going to be dealt with and couldn’t wait to get started.  Everything was in place now.  Brian had pulled out the stops on the building works although he didn’t want to know any details about it.  He said he would deny being the builder if asked.  Such a prude, Jenny had thought, he’ll have to go after this, which is a bit of a shame because he’s an energetic and satisfying lover and quite well proportioned in the cock department, but he had steadfastly refused to get involved with any of Jenny’s more kinky activities.  Well, it’s not for everyone, she supposed, but if a guy wanted to be with me he would have to be a little more flexible and broad minded about these things.
 
   On Wednesday morning over breakfast Jenny gave John permission to speak freely.
 
   “Do you love me John?” she asked gently, staring deeply into his eyes looking for any kind of inner turmoil but finding none.
 
   “Of course I do Jenny darling, with all my heart and more than words can say, you know that.  As each day passes I fall more and more in love with you.  Our life together now is just perfect and I feel so lucky to be married to such a beautiful, caring and loving woman, so lucky that it makes me want to cry with happiness every time I think of it.  I know that in some respects I disappoint you and now agree with your mother’s assertion that I should not have married you as I was never worthy, but to lose you now would be worse than anything I could imagine.  It would destroy me.”
 
   “John darling, don’t worry, you’re not going to lose me,” noticing the tears welling in his eyes Jenny reached out and pulled him to her, kissing him hungrily, passionately, “I’ll always be there for you.  I love you deeply too and I want you to know that whatever happens I always will.  But sometimes I worry that you might think I don’t when I’m cruel to you or come home from my lover’s arms with his seed still inside me.  But I do, John, always remember that.”
 
   “I know, Jenny, I know.  You do these things because I asked you too and that makes me very, very happy.  Happy that even though it must be difficult for you, you have indulged my little kink, and allowed me to live out my secret fantasy.  Not many wives would have done that and even though it gets a little painful and scary at times I love and trust you implicitly.  With my life, darling, with everything that is me.”
 
   “Good, I’m glad we’ve had this conversation, John, and that you trust me so implicitly, it makes things so much easier.  Now, don’t forget to meet me at the solicitors this evening.  Five o’clock sharp, don’t be late.”  The authority was creeping back into her voice now and John new that his permission to speak freely was coming to an end.
 
   “I’ll be there, Jen, don’t worry.”  John had no idea why she wanted him to meet her there, she hadn’t told him and he knew better than to ask.  After the conversation they’d just had he felt able to discount his worst nightmare; that she had got fed up with having to indulge his fantasy and wanted a divorce, and so he felt a lot better with that knowledge behind him.  Anything else she had in mind would be nothing compared to that.
 
   At 4:55 that evening John walked briskly towards Simpson, Bailey and Scott’s solicitors.  They had always used this firm; Mr Simpson had handled all of their legal affairs from drawing up their wills to their conveyancing when they’d bought the various properties they’d owned during their marriage.  He spied Jenny waiting outside already, checking her watch and tapping her foot impatiently.  It was a sight he had become familiar with of late and he increased his pace a little, even though he knew he would be in good time.
 
   “About time,” Jenny scolded, “I’ve been waiting here 5 minutes, where have you been?”
 
   “I’m sorry, Jenny, I came as fast as I could but my boss kept me talking.” John apologised, knowing that before, in his previous existence, he would have come back with some suitably rude remark about being actually early, but now that kind of outburst would earn him a severe punishment.  Besides, it felt more natural now to apologise, even though he knew he would still be punished but perhaps not quite so cruelly.
 
   “Come on then, let’s go in,“ Jenny replied curtly, grabbing John by the ear and dragging him through the door.  Inside a secretary looked up as they entered, a look of shock which rapidly turned to appreciation on her face at the sight of the woman dragging the poor man in by his ear.
 
   “Ms Jenny Mason and partner to see Mr Simpson,” Jenny announced, letting go of John’s ear as they stood before her desk.
 
   “Oh yes, you’re expected and Mr Simpson is free right now so you can go straight in.  The door on the left at the bottom of the corridor,” she pointed and then watched as the couple followed her directions, taking in appreciatively the sensuous wriggle of the woman’s ass and the equally sensuous wriggle of the wimpy man’s ass as he followed respectfully behind.  She watched the woman knock and enter, followed by the male she’d called her partner, who seemed to be the poor relation of the partnership from what she could see.  And that’s how it should be, she thought to herself, if more women took control of their menfolk like that then world would be a much kinder, nicer and better place.
 
   As they entered Mr Simpson’s office he was seated behind his desk flicking through some paperwork.  “Ah, Ms Mason,” he greeted Jenny cordially, “and this must be your, aaah, partner?  Please be seated.”
 
   There was only one other chair and Jenny sat down, clicking her fingers to John and pointing to the floor beside her, indicating that he was to kneel.  When they were both settled Mr Simpson began.  He showed no sign of surprise at John kneeling at his wife’s side, in fact when Jenny had first gone to him to make the arrangements for the documentation they were about to sign she had explained their new marital arrangement and had even rung him before this meeting to ask for only one visitor’s chair to be present for the meeting.
 
   “Well, the paperwork for the transfer of ownership of the house in West Bridgeford to you as sole owner, Ms Mason, is ready, and just needs you both to sign the legal document.  I trust you have discussed this transfer and both agree that it should be done?”
 
   “Yes, we are in agreement,” Jenny glanced witheringly down at John and replied for them both, “we had a lengthy discussion this morning about it.”
 
   “Very well, eerrr, Mr Mason.  Please sign here.”  He placed the legal document on the edge of his desk in front of John and handed him a pen.  Where he was to sign was indicated with a pencilled in cross.
 
   John felt a shiver down his spine.  This would leave him completely financially dependent on Jenny.  She already had control of his bank accounts and salary, and now she would control the property that they owned as well.  Everything they had both worked all their lives for would be hers and he would have nothing. For a moment he was shocked.  That’s what the conversation was about this morning, he thought, she wanted to know if he trusted her completely and without question.
 
   “There’s no need to read it John, it’s all above board.  Just sign where indicated,” Jenny snapped impatiently.
 
   Slowly, as if in a dream, John picked up the pen and signed the document that would leave him penniless and completely dependent on his wife for everything.  If she ever did leave him now he would have nothing.
 
   “And now Mr Mason has signed to say he wishes to transfer ownership of his share to the property to you, you also need to sign, Ms Mason, to complete the transaction, and then I will sign as witness.”
 
   And so the deed (pardon the pun) was done and Jenny relished the thought that her future was now well on the way to being financially secure, something that was important to her for the achievement of her final goal.
 
   That evening once back home John found himself bent over the dining chair receiving two severe canings of 30 strokes each; one for ‘being late’ at the solicitors office, and one for hesitating to sign the transfer.  He would never sit down again, he was sure, as he blubbed his apology and begged forgiveness for the misdemeanours afterwards.  Soon, however, it was all forgotten (except for when he put pressure on his buttocks) as he buried his face between his Mistresses buttocks and his tongue sought out the puckered ring of her anus whilst she lay back on the sofa with knees drawn up to her chest and watched a recording of ‘The Voice’ on TV.  John was in heaven once more, his insolvent state forgotten and his cock strained pointlessly to erect in the un-giving plastic tube that enclosed it as he inhaled the musky odour of his Mistress’s anus and probed the strong muscular ring with his tongue..
 
   


  
 

Chapter 10
 
   As 5 pm approached on Thursday evening Jenny thought her clit was about to explode.  The anticipation of what was to come that evening had kept her horny all day and she’d had difficulty concentrating in meetings.  Twice already she’d visited the loo and relieved herself, and she knew that she would need to do so again before she picked him up.
 
   She’d texted John to say she’d be late home and to go to bed at 9pm.  It was probably going to be a late night for her, she thought grimly.
 
   Around ten minutes to the hour she took her large bag and went to the ladies to prepare.  Removing her work clothes she replaced them with a white blouse, black skirt and shiny black stilettos.  She knew that the black bra she was wearing would show through the blouse quite clearly, but that was the effect she wanted.  Then she sat on the seat and rubbed her clit vigorously, trying hard to control her breathing and moans of pleasure in case anyone came in.  As she came she slid three fingers deep into her dripping pussy and felt the contractions rhythmically griping them whilst cum drenched her hand.
 
   At just after 5pm and after a quick clean up with toilet tissue she’d checked the seams in her stockings were straight, gathered her things up into the large bag, washed her hands and left the toilet, heading for the stairs and the company car park where the man would be waiting.  So what if she was a little late, that he would wait she was sure.
 
   She wondered how he was feeling at this point, horny that was a given.  Part of the deal had been for him to refrain in any kind of sexual activity from the time she’d told him she would fulfil his fantasy to now.  That included masturbation.  She dared bet that he hadn’t gone without an orgasm for such a long time for years.  Of course, she only had his word for it that he’d been true to his promise, but she’d checked on him each evening by phone and found him to be at home, not out picking up women in the bars as he usually would be.
 
   As she entered the car park she looked around, spotting him standing patiently next to her car.  She grinned to herself.  He didn’t know what he was letting himself in for, the realities of his little fantasy were going to be far different to how he imagined they would be.  Come into my parlour said the spider to the fly - what a strange but apt thought.
 
   “You ready for this?” she asked curtly as she drew near and clicked the button on her key fob to unlock the car.
 
   “Yes,” he replied quickly, staring at her with lust filled eyes.
 
   “Get in the boot.”  (Ed: Trunk(US))
 
   “Wah what?” he asked incredulously, “You can’t be serious?”
 
   “If you want to do this you do as I say. Now get in the boot.”  Jenny stood, hands on hips and faced him down.  After a few minutes he opened the boot and climbed in, laying on the thick rug Jenny had put in there that morning.
 
   Jenny looked down at the man curled up in her car boot.  He looked quite a pathetic sight as he stared back up at her.  “Over the next few months you will learn to obey immediately when you are given an order.  Not to do so will not be tolerated.  Lock this around your neck, now.”  She passed the man a leather collar which, once fastened, could be secured with a small padlock that prevented its removal without a key.  
 
   When it was locked in place she reached up and slammed the lid down, shutting him in darkness and giggled.  Time to get yours, she thought smugly as she climbed into the driver’s seat and started the car.  Not far to go, 12 miles or so and you’ll be off the streets for a good long while and no longer a threat to the husbands of the ladies of Nottingham.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 11
 
   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 attached to 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 of a red and pink floral design on a white background, and a large sofa matching the design of the drapes, beside which stood an ornate, antique, mahogany table.  A cut glass vase stood in the middle of the table containing roses, lilies, carnations and 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, his 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 except his collar 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 the Governess 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 months in 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.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 12
 
   The warden led the man over to the bars and opened the gate, pulling him into the cell behind her.  On the far wall were some leather cuffs that he only just noticed.  Two were at floor level, about 6 feet apart and directly above each one, almost at ceiling height or 7 feet as the man judged, were tow more.  He wondered at their use, they were spread too far apart to be used to cuff his hands and feet, even he wasn’t that tall and spread as he might he couldn’t reach both cuffs at either side.  However, undeterred the Warden led him to the wall and had him stand with his back towards it, between the 4 cuffs.
 
   She smiled sweetly at him and pulled out a small plastic controller from within the folds of her skirt.  Pressing a button on the controller, the man heard a click and the cuffs, once tight against the wall loosened.  The warden was now able to freely pull the cuffs which extended on silver chains from the wall, and soon the chains were long enough so that the cuffs could be attached to the man’s wrists where they were locked in place in a similar manner to the collar.  Bending the warden grabbed first one lower cuff and pulled, the chain pulling from within the wall similar to the top ones, and attached it to his ankle, closely followed by the other one which she attached to his other ankle.
 
   Standing, she faced the man and looked him directly in the eye.  “There. You’re where I want you now and for you there’s no escape until your time is served.  You will now start to serve your sentence, but it will be on my terms which probably will not be what you were expecting, but it’s too late to back out now.”  She pressed another button on the controller, an electric motor whirred and the chains began slowly, inexorably to withdraw into the wall, forcing the man into a spread eagled position flat against the cell wall.
 
   She smiled mischievously at the man and playfully slapped the huge penis which was still sticking lewdly out from his groin.  “You are such a rude and arrogant man, you know, even here and now you put on a crude display of sexual arousal.  I wonder if you will be able to do so in the months to come?  But let’s see if we can do anything about that right now.”
 
   The man grinned lasciviously, thinking that he was going to get a blow job or even a wank, it was part of his fantasy that he’d confided in her, to be helpless and sexually ‘abused’ by the wardens.  He remembered the night vividly, it was the time when he’d fucked her in front of her sissy husband, even made him join in by licking his balls as they fucked.  He had to admit, it was an unbelievable turn on to slide his cock into the woman’s pussy right in front of her husband’s face.  Afterwards, when the sissy had cleaned up the cum from his wife’s pussy and ass, they’d sent him away to sleep in the small box room whilst they shared the big bed in the master bedroom.  
 
   It started as pillow talk.  What’s you kinky fantasy, she’d asked?  Feeling contented and relaxed, he’d confided in her about being locked up in a prison cell where he would be ‘sexually abused’ by the female wardens on a daily basis.  Later on the woman had brought up the subject again and asked if he wanted her to make it happen.  At first he’d thought she was joking and he’d played along, discussing details such as how long it would be for and what the cell would be like.  He soon realised that she was deadly serious and he actually felt his stomach lurch and his cock grow hard at the prospect.  Then one day she’d said, OK, I’m going to make it happen, I’m going to fulfil your fantasy and imprison you for a whole year.  It will be soon, so you’d better get your affairs in order and prepare for being out of circulation for the duration, thus sparking a frenzy of activity; quitting his job, telling his sister and friends he was off travelling for a year so they wouldn’t worry about him, redirecting his mail to his sister, giving notice on his flat and arranging for everything to be taken into storage, etc, etc.  
 
   He noticed that the warden was walking away from him. Whaa? Where was she going?
 
   Leaving the cell, the warden went over to the wood panelled wall and opened a hidden door.  What looked like steam briefly appeared as she reached inside but he soon realised it wasn’t steam as she placed a bag of ice on the floor.  Opening another hidden door she pulled out a pink coloured cotton cloth which she wrapped around the bag and something which looked like a shampoo bottle from a distance.  Next she pulled out another object, keeping it hidden from his view by her body, then picked up the ice and turned, walking purposefully towards him.  The other object was half hidden, preventing him from immediately determining what it was.  Soon, though, he realised with horror that the ice was intended for his groin and then it also clicked in his head what the other object was.
 
   “No, you can’t do this.  This isn’t what I asked for.  Please don’t do this, please.”  The man pleaded desperately but to no avail, his voice rising in pitch the closer she approached.
 
   “Be quite or you will be gagged,” the Warden snapped, her eyes blazing and a cruel smile spreading across her face.  He knew she meant business and believed, without doubt, that she would carry out her threat, so he snapped his mouth shut and watched in horror as she pressed the ice bag to his groin.  He immediately felt the icy coldness and his erection begin to wither.
 
   With wild eyes he watched as she squirted lubricant from what he’d thought was a shampoo bottle and then began to fit the metal chastity device to his now limp cock.  The cold metal of the confining tube actually felt warm on his flaccid penis after the ice.  The lube aided his still quite large cock to slide into the tube with a little assistance from the woman’s fingers around the base and he realised that when it was on there was no way he would be able to erect, there was just no room.  The hinged metal crotch bar attached at the bottom of the tube passed between his legs, separating his balls on either side, opened to an oval about where his anus would be and then closed again, finally meeting up with the two waist bars which were attached to a bar rising from the top.  He could see there was a means of fastening them all together securely with a padlock.  The whole ensemble fit quite snugly to his body and he knew there would be no possibility of his penis escaping unless the device was either unlocked or cut off somehow.
 
   Oddly he suddenly calmed.  He should be resisting, he knew, the woman was slowly but surely removing access to his best friend and the source of much pleasure over the years, both for him and the countless women and wives of other men.  Truth was, he was enjoying her touch on his cock, her closeness, the smell of her perfume and the allure of her cleavage as she squatted before him fitting the device.  It was also strangely exciting to know that she would be in complete control of his cock from this point on, no longer would he be able to orgasm at will but would be completely dependent on the woman for whatever physical pleasure she allowed him.  He knew it would not be for long; his fantasy was that the wardens should use and abuse his massive cock for their own pleasure and thus, his, on a regular basis.
 
   The warden, however, was disappointed.  She’d wanted to gag him, to further increase his level of bondage, but he’d gone quite and strangely quiescent as she fitted the device.  Oh well, it makes it so much easier when they behave, she thought, relishing the control she would soon have over the man’s monster cock.  She pressed a button on the remote control and a little click told her that the legs were now free to pull away from the wall so she pulled first one then the other forward so that she could get behind him to thread the padlock through the eyes and click it shut, thus securely fastening all of the ends of the bars together so that the chastity tube was secured in place.  The click as the lock closed seemed quite innocuous and barely audible to her but no doubt it had sounded thunderous to the man who hadn’t yet realised that, now locked, it would be 12 months before it was unlocked again.  
 
   She stood and looked deep into his eyes.  She couldn’t help but liken his cock to the Matryoshka doll John had once brought her as a gift on holiday, a set of nested dolls one inside the other, just like his cock; locked inside a metal tube, inside a metal cell, inside a dungeon, inside a prison.  Ha ha, she thought, it’s my new Russian doll.
 
   “You’re mine now, Steve,” she spoke to the man as she stood and moved back so that she could take in the full sight of his hopelessness, “like I said before, there’s no backing out now.  You are incarcerated for the duration, which is one year from today.  During the whole time of your confinement you will be kept in this cell, the cuff on your wrists and ankle will never be removed although you will be able to move around your cell freely but you will need to take care that you don’t tangle the chains as the electric motors are quite powerful and you may be injured when you are pulled back to the wall at any time if they are tangled.  And of course, the chastity device will stay on for the duration too.  No cumming for you for the next year.”  Jenny laughed at the look on Steve’s face as her words sunk in.
 
   “No,” he screamed, “that wasn’t the deal.  You can’t do this to me.”
 
   “Oh, but I can and I have, Steve, you have no choice in this.  It is done and cannot be changed.  Of course, if it all gets too much for you, the constant horniness and blue balls, I can always arrange for your balls to be removed altogether to provide you with relief.  The chastity tube could actually come off then too, so you may want to consider it.  I know, you wouldn’t entertain the idea now but perhaps later ..., who knows?”
 
   “What!  Never, not in a million years you stupid bitch, now let me out of her, I don’t want to do this anymore.”
 
   “No chance.  And don’t be so rude.  For that outburst you will go without food for the day.  You will learn to show me respect and obedience during your stay.  Any further outbursts will result in you being flogged.”  Jenny needed to establish control over the poor wretch quickly and didn’t want to establish the withholding of food as a regular punishment because that would interfere with the secret delivery of the drugs which would effectively chemically castrate him, a backup plan should he not finally agree to the physical castration she had planned for him during his stay.  There was no doubt, one way or another he would leave this place an altered man, no longer a threat to the fair women of Nottingham, or their husbands.
 
   Steve’s face was a picture of anger and hatred at that point, but he kept is voice calm as he asked, “Why?, Why are you doing this to me, I thought you understood what I wanted?”
 
   “Oh, I do, I understand completely.  But you must understand that I no longer bow to the will of men, they bow to my will, and they certainly don’t try to cheat on me with my best friend.  That is unforgivable and you will pay for that disrespect, here and now and for the next 12 months.”
 
   Steve gulped. “Yeah, I should have known she’d rat me out and tell you.  But we aren’t married, you don’t have exclusive claim on me.  You cheat all the time on your husband, for Christ’s sake.  What’s so different?”
 
   “When I cheat on my husband I do it with his full knowledge and agreement, but you went behind my back with Abi, that’s the difference.  Besides, I should be all the woman you need, you shouldn’t want anyone else whilst you’re with me.  It’s only your ego and chauvinistic attitude towards women that makes you want to stray, but I intend to do something about that whilst you’re my ‘guest’.  So Matryoshka, get used to your new home and learn to obey and respect me quickly or things will get pretty bad for you.  I will draw up the castration agreement and leave it on the mahogany table over there for you to sign when you’re ready, just say the word.  Now I must go, I have a date with the new man in my life.  Think of it, soon he will be experiencing the pleasure that was once yours.”
 
   “I’ll never sign that you stupid bitch, so fuck off.  You can’t do this.  Let me out now.”
 
   “So, that’s the next two days without food, then, and a flogging tomorrow morning with my new bull whip.  They say it hurts more across the chest and stomach than it does on the back and ass, we’ll find out, no doubt.”  Jenny laughed and walked out of the cell, locking the big metal gate behind her.  She looked back at her captive.  Matryoshka, that will be how she refers to him from now on, she thought, it was so fitting.  She considered leaving him there, pinned to the wall as he was, but decided against it and pressed the remote control to release the grip of the motors so that he could move around the cell.  She looked up at the camera in the corner and grinned as she left the cellar, knowing that her mother would be watching on the monitor upstairs in the living room.
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An extract from Book 8.
 
   Zoe was making her way home from work, her mind buzzing with thoughts about her new life.  It was Friday evening and she was one day, 24 hours, into the new life she had yearned for and finally achieved.  Jenny had finally fulfilled her lifelong wish, the fantasy that had been consuming her for so long, that she’d shared with her those few weeks ago, the first time she’d ever shared her secret thoughts with anyone.  She hadn’t thought it would ever happen, had thought that she would never find anyone who she could trust, who would understand, who wouldn’t think she was very strange and run a mile when she told them what she needed.  Trust was the paramount thing, she mused, after all, if it got out and became general knowledge then she’d be ridiculed and humiliated, and also left open to all kinds of abuse from all manner of people who would delight in discovering her ‘kink’, and in taking advantage of her because of it.
 
   In the past of a Friday evening she would have spent time on her way home window shopping, looking for the latest fashion trends in the big high street stores as well as in the smaller, more bespoke ladies fashion retailers.  Once spotted, she would return on the Saturday to buy the item and add it to her collection.  She’d always had a reputation for dressing well and always in the latest fashion, her wardrobe bulged at the seams with the numerous outfits she’d bought over the years.  She always felt compelled to keep up with each new fashion trend and be the first in her office to own a particular new outfit style.  
 
   But that was a thing of the past now, as of yesterday that had become meaningless.  From now on she would not be buying any clothing at all.  What she had currently would suffice, which was one of the advantages of having so many different items and styles in her bulging wardrobe, nothing had been over worn and she still looked good in any of the outfits at work.
 
   She wondered where Jenny was now, whether she’d stop by tonight to see her.  She’d seen her this morning, of course, as she would now see her every morning.  It was necessary now, but Jenny had warned her that evening visits would not be frequent and that she would need to accept that situation because Jenny had other things in her life to deal with and couldn’t permanently hold her hand in her new life.  However, the built in camera on her laptop set up in the corner would allow Jenny to dial in at will and monitor the goings on in the main room of Zoe’s flat and Zoe felt safe to know that someone was looking in.
 
   She felt a surge of sexual energy and anticipation as she approached her flat.  When she got there she would prepare food, strip and shower, do her toiletries, and then prepare herself for the evening, an evening of total bliss as she lived her secret desire at last.
 
   


 
   
  
 

List of the main characters.
 
   Please note that people and names are fictional and do not intentionally represent any person either past or present.  If they do, it is entirely coincidental.
 
   Jenny Mason:
 
   Main female character.  Gorgeous and sexy, John's wife, and now not so novice dominatrix.  Originally a little naïve sexually but has learnt fast to become an accomplished Domme.  Long term goal is to have children but John can't give her them, a situation she has planned to do something about once she has John where she wants him.
 
   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. Used to hate his Mother-In-Law whom he thought of as a vicious tongued old harridan.  These days he is forced to treat her with the same kind of respect and consideration as he does his wife and Mistress Jenny, no matter how cruelly she taunts him.
 
   Zoe Mason:
 
   John's younger sister. Not married. Was 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.  Now, however, a new relationship has blossomed with Zoe finding herself in a position where she can exact revenge on her hapless brother.
 
   Cynthia Morgan:
 
   Jenny's mother.  In her early 50's but still attractive in a classical ‘older woman’ sort of way, reasonable figure given her age but running a bit to the plump side. Disapproves immensely of John, thinks he’s not good enough for her daughter, often used to get into bitter arguments with him before he was ‘tamed’. 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, raven haired and very curvaceous, with an ass to die for.  Married to Richard but had an affair with their boss Steve before Jenny got involved with him.  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 and are great, long standing friends, they often 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 to Pete 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.
 
   Adrian Jackson (Mr Jackson)
 
   The manager of the office where Jenny, Abi and Steve worked.  In his late 50’s, married, over weight and balding, he lusted after the younger women in his office, especially Jenny, but knew he didn’t really stand a chance with her unless he found some kind of leverage to use to make his dream come true.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   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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   Book 6: A Pleasure Realised
 
   John is introduced to gay sex by Zoe at the hands of James and his partner Simon, putting John in a very difficult position.  He was not gay and really had no wish to partake in the evil predicament that Zoe had put him in, but at the same time he wanted to prove to Mistress Jenny that he was worthy of being her slave, that he was obedient and would obey whatever instruction he was given to the letter.  How could he, then, refuse to take part in the predicament he found himself in?  Also coming up was his release from chastity after 2 straight weeks of lockup, it would feel so good to be able to touch himself again after so long and to experience the blessed release of orgasm.  But knowing Mistress Jenny, things wouldn’t be so straight forward and he already had an inkling that she had some devilish predicament planned for him before he earned his reward.
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