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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.
 
   The plan was now a runaway train, steaming relentlessly towards its final conclusion and the fulfilment of Jenny’s ultimate and most burning desire.  The change in both of their lifestyles had been enormous and complete, the FemDom/malesub relationship had come about far easier and more comprehensively than she’d dared hope for at the beginning.  True, she’d pushed John hard to get to where they now were, but he’d responded with equal fervour and they’d both discovered a lot of new things about themselves along the way as they explored a new world of sexuality, pain, pleasure and control.
 
   Jenny had never realised how high her libido actually was, now that she was free to explore it as she wished even she had been shocked by her sexual appetite.  She could only assume that before, behaving as the prim and proper wife in a vanilla relationship, she had suppressed her natural urges and desires so not to appear too wanton, but now who would judge her?  On top of that, her new found self confidence and the ultimate aphrodisiac of power and complete control of her life and John’s, as well as others, only added to the constant sexual heat she felt between her long and very shapely legs.
 
   She had learned to use her body as well as her mind to manipulate and control the men, and women, in her life, in order to achieve her ultimate goal.  There was still work to do, that was for sure, but Steve had now succumbed to her control, he’d been so easy it was laughable and his days as the well hung stud, shagging his way inexorably through the wives of the good men of Nottingham, were now over.
 
   And John had changed too.  He’d adapted well to having his cock locked up on an almost permanent basis, whilst she was free to enjoy regular and fulfilling sex with other men as she pleased.  It was funny, she thought, that now he was grateful just to be allowed to lick her pussy, even if it was full of another man’s cum.  She couldn’t get over how excited he now was to strap a huge dildo around his waist and drive her to orgasm after orgasm with it, his own cock, of course, locked away in its plastic prison, not allowed to spurt for weeks on end and then only by his own hand.  She’d obviously noticed early on how turned he got by pain and humiliation but the enjoyment he now seemed to get from crossdressing and sissification had surprised her, as had his apparent enjoyment of the taste of cum, not only hers but that of her male lovers and gay friends too.
 
   Abi and her husband Richard were now part of the new world she’d created too.  The four of them had been good friends for a long time, with never a sign of anything in the least sexual between them.  All it had taken was someone to make the first move, to fire the right trigger, which she’d now done, and sex with Abi for the first time had been sublime, easily one of the best experiences of her life.
 
   It was time now to explore that relationship with Abi further and help with the subjugation of her husband Richard.  John and Richard will look great together dressed as maids and making her and Abi’s life as leisurely and pleasurable as possible, she mused.  Jenny had a photograph of John and Richard taken at the end of a rugby match they’d both played in, standing together, arms around each other’s shoulders and caked in mud, with big wide grins on their faces indicating their mutual enjoyment of the sport they’d just taken part in.  Another photograph is in order, she thought wickedly, of the two of them in sissy maid’s outfits with their imprisoned cocks clearly visible beneath the very short hems of their dresses, arms around each other and caked in makeup with bright red lipstick enhancing their shy smiles, telling of their mutual enjoyment of the new ‘game’ they were now taking part in.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 1
 
   “Do you think he’ll sign?” her mother asked, turning away from the laptop where the scene inside the cellar was displayed from the cameras. She faced Jenny, with a wicked smile on her lips, as she entered the room having emerged from the cellar-cum-dungeon into the hallway just outside the door.  Cynthia was sitting in the spacious and well appointed living room with its view through the conservatory over the well tended and landscaped gardens to the rear of the house. She stood and motioned to Jenny to join her at the table where a cheese salad awaited their consumption.
 
   “Probably, when the pain and frustration becomes too much for him, but if he doesn’t I’ll use the drugs to castrate him,” Jenny grinned wickedly.  I’ll give him 6 months before I start those, if he hasn’t signed by then, then that’s plan ‘B’.”
 
   “Well, he’s a stubborn and arrogant man, he may well last out.  I’ll wager five pounds that you’ll need plan ‘B’.”
 
   “Hmm, you’re on.  We’ll see how he fares as the months of frustration drag on.  With Viagra mixed in his food and stories of female domination the only thing to read on the ebook I’ll provide him with, it shouldn’t be long before his suffering becomes intolerable.”
 
   “Won’t you miss his ... c cock?”  Cynthia struggled over the use of the work cock, it was a strange feeling talking to her daughter in such terms but at the same time it felt kind of liberating.  “I must say it’s very impressive, you must have enjoyed that tremendously inside of you.  Pity he’s locked up and sentenced to celibacy now, I wouldn’t have minded experiencing that myself.”  Cynthia blushed at her lustful admission to her daughter.  A few weeks ago she would perhaps have thought it but would never have said it, but things had changed so much these last few weeks.
 
   “Mother, I never knew you had such dirty thoughts,” Jenny laughed, noticing the red flush from her mother’s forehead to cleavage.  Her mother had certainly shown a different side to the one Jenny was used to, ever since she’d left her naked and hugely embarrassed husband John in her charge for the weekend.
 
   “Well, you learn to suppress such thoughts as you mature in order to conform to the virtuous lady image that husbands want, but mine have been reawakened by that useless husband of yours, would you believe.  I did so enjoy his tongue when you left him with me for the weekend, not to mention the sudden power and complete control I had over him.  It was like an aphrodisiac to boss him about and berate him whilst he cowered, silent at last, before me, naked and, I know, hating every minute of it.  I can’t even begin to imagine the thoughts that went through his head when I ordered him to kneel before me, put his head under my skirt and eat my pussy.”  Cynthia laughed, “I bet he never saw that coming!”
 
   “I’d have loved to have seen it, Mother, and I assure you, John loved every minute of it in his own way.  I had Steve’s huge cock inside me, you know, when I received the video from you of John tossing himself off.  It was so funny looking at how small he is and feeling what I’d swapped it for inside me.  At last, a cock that satisfied me and it felt soooo good.”
 
   “Anyway, you two spent far too long fighting each other.  Now, at last, we have peace.  It’s just a pity John never revealed his true submissive nature to me sooner.  And no, I won’t miss Steve’s cock, there are plenty of other men with big cocks around who can fill the gap, and then there’s Abi’s husband, Richard.  His training is coming along well and he’s actually quite well endowed, you know.  He’ll be a useful stud to make use of whenever I’m at a loose end; Abi’s quite willing to share now that she will soon be able to play the field again without fear of any repercussions from him.  No doubt she’ll lend him to you should you yearn for some hard cock pleasure again, so put your thoughts about Steve out of your mind, his cock is now out of use for good.”
 
   “Well, if you say so dear.  Hmm, Abi’s husband.  I’ve only met him the once but I seem to recall he’s quite attractive.  I hope she is amenable to lending him out, it would be nice to enjoy a little pleasure from a young stud again.”
 
   “I’m sure she will be, and he’ll probably be grateful for the respite he gets from being away from Abi, she’s turned into quite the little sadist now she’s taken control of her household and Richard.  Poor Richard’s cock was red raw from the whipping she’d given it the other night when I saw her.”
 
   “Anyway, I’ll have to get off now, James is coming round tonight to fix my hair.  He doesn’t usually make house calls but since Zoe let him loose with John we’ve become firm friends and he can’t do enough for me.  No doubt the incentive is the possibility of another blow job from John’s sweet mouth.  Men are so controlled by their sexual urges, no matter if they’re straight or gay, it makes them so easy to manipulate to suit a woman’s needs.”
 
   “Well that’s always been the case dear, we women have done it since the beginning of time.  You’ve just taken it one or two steps further than most,” Cynthia giggled.
 
   “I suppose I have,” Jenny agreed, “I suppose I have.  Now, don’t forget, no food for Steve for two days as punishment and I’ll be back early tomorrow morning to deliver the flogging before I go to work.  I’ll most likely bring John with me, he’ll enjoy watching that and seeing Steve’s predicament.”
 
   As she drove home Jenny was highly aroused sexually.  It was a shame that she’d had to lie to Steve about meeting a new lover that evening, she could have done with the deliciously satisfying feeling of a large, hard, cock inside her right then.  Brian was now history as far as she was concerned, far too vanilla in his tastes for her liking, but he’d fulfilled a purpose and tonight she had James’ visit to look forward to.  She’d have to put John’s tongue to work, she decided, it would be fun to have him pleasuring her as she sat having her hair done.  Now there’s a business model that would be sure to bring in the profits, a chain of ‘special’ hair salons offering a little bit more than the normal styling.  Satisfaction guaranteed!  Jenny chuckled to herself at the outrageous thought.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2
 
   Having texted her arrival time ahead, John met her at the door naked, kneeling in the hall way with a steaming coffee in a white china cup and saucer held out for her to take.  Without a word she took the proffered coffee and waited for him to kiss both of her feet in greeting and then swept past, leaving him to close the front door behind her whilst she went into the living room and settled into the big comfy armchair.
 
   Soon she heard John knocking on the door to the living room and realised she must have swung the door shut behind her as she entered. “Come.” She shouted imperiously and watched as John entered the room and immediately dropped to his hands and knees to crawl over to her and plant a kiss on each foot, both of which were now bereft of the stiletto heels she had worn for the day.
 
   She held out the empty coffee cup and saucer for him to take.  “I’ve already eaten so I do not require you to prepare food this evening,” Jenny spoke as one would address a servant, which he now effectively was; a servant with no pay, no employment rights, no privacy, no voice, often forced, as now, to be naked, often forced to dress in an embarrassing and revealing maids uniform, and painfully punished for even the slightest misdemeanour. “Take this away and then return, you can spend some time worshipping my feet until James arrives to do my hair.”
 
   John obediently took the cup and saucer into the kitchen and washed it, then put it away in the cupboard.  Jenny insisted that he keep the kitchen spotless, with no dirty pots hanging around, and he’d learnt the hard way that she meant it. Without exceptions.  
 
   He thought about her visitor as he washed up.  James, the gay hairdresser, and he cringed at the thought of what his sister, Zoe, had made him do with him and his lover Simon at her flat.  He now shared the knowledge, along with 99% of the post pubescent women in the world, of what it felt like to be vigorously fucked by a man with a rock hard cock.  He shivered at the memory of the cum spurting into his mouth and into his bowels as the men shot their loads inside him, taking their pleasure from his body and then leaving, their lusts sated at his expense whilst his own lusts were left unsatisfied and building to intolerable levels that made his balls hurt.
 
   Acutely aware of his nakedness he was resigned to the fact that something similar would most likely happen again that evening.  He doubted that Mistress would allow him to dress so he would provide an appealing and promising sight for James.  He returned to the living room as Mistress had directed, he was looking forward to his task of worshipping Mistress Jenny’s feet, they were so petite and finely structured with long prehensile toes and beautifully shaped ankles.  He loved slavishly kissing them, touching them, massaging them and using his tongue to lick all over the hard flesh of the foot and ankle and toes.  
 
   He was, he suddenly realised as he bent to his task, also feeling strangely excited about the possibilities of the evening.  It was not that he was gay or even enjoyed the attentions and sexual advances of a gay man, but he had to admit, being made to suck cock and allow himself to be sodomised whilst his wife watched was the ultimate in being made to do things that he didn’t like, which went back to his original explanation to Jenny when he’d first asked for her to spank and dominate him.
 
   For the next half an hour Jenny lay back comfortably in the big armchair that used to be the one John sat in, and watched tv whilst John slavishly gave oral worship to her feet and toes, at the same time using his thumbs to massage the soles of her feet.  For different reasons they were both getting pleasure and enjoyment by the simple act taking place, an act which Jenny had never even considered or thought of before their changed relationship.  For John, at first Jenny’s feet had tasted salty with sweat from the day in the stilettos she wore, but soon that was washed off as his tongue continued its journey over every inch of flesh on each foot from the ankle down, even between her toes where the salty taste was strongest.  John was blissfully happy to be providing this intimate service for his Mistress, something that he would have shuddered at before if someone had told him he would one day be doing it.
 
   They both jumped at the sound of the doorbell, so engrossed were they; John in his task with Jenny’s feet and Jenny with the pure relaxing enjoyment of it.
 
   “Go and let James in,” Jenny ordered, knowing that John would be hugely embarrassed to have to open the door to him naked as he was.  Poor John, Jenny sniggered, but it is what you asked for.  She could imagine him cringing as James looked him up and down lasciviously as he entered, the sexy comments James would make and perhaps a playful slap on John’s bare arse as he brought him into the living room.
 
   “Jenny, darling,” James gushed as he was led into the room, “lovely to see you again and your gorgeous hunk of a husband.  I hope you don’t mind, I couldn’t resist a feel of that lovely ass of his as I came in.  So muscular and tight, it was irresistible.”
 
   “That’s Ok James, his ass is one of his best features, don’t you think.  John, bend over and touch your toes so that James can get a better look.”
 
   “Ah, such delicious memories that brings back to me and such a sight as to make a gay man drool,” James commented as John complied with Jenny’s instructions.
 
   “Now reach back and spread your buttocks, John.”
 
   John complied, feeling hugely embarrassed at doing such a lewd thing for a gay man’s benefit and conscious of the erotic show he was providing him as he spread his buttocks to reveal the tight puckered ring of his unplugged anus. 
 
   “Darling, that hole was nearly as pleasurable as his lovely mouth,” James, reminisced.  “Simon thought that too, he’s never stopped raving about it.”
 
   “Hmm, well it’s time for John’s butt plug to go in for the evening, would you like to do the honours?”  Jenny asked, as if asking him to do an everyday thing like cut a cake.
 
   “Oh, yes please, Jenny dear, it will be a pleasure.”
 
   “Here you go then. Enjoy” Jenny passed the big black penis shaped butt plug and some lube to James who ran his hands admiringly over the plug’s length and girth.  She watched as he squeezed some lube from the tube onto his fingers and worked it enthusiastically into John’s waiting anus, and on to the 12 inch long plug, before slowly inserting the bulbous head.  He gently pushed and watched in fascination as John’s butt hole slowly expanded in response to the pressure of the penis head against it, until eventually the head suddenly disappeared as though it had been sucked in and eaten.
 
   John was well used to accommodating the plug now but it did cause him to quietly gasp as the head suddenly forced its way past the outer muscles but after that point it slid in quite easily, and Jenny intended to keep it that way from regular long term insertions.  Soon it was buried completely up to the flange which stopped it from completely disappearing inside him.
 
   “Wow, that must feel fantastic inside you, darling,” James spoke to John when he’d done, “I’m actually envious.”  James sniggered at the helpless mans plight.  For him, there was something incredibly sexy about a straight man being forced to take part in highly erotic and lewd sexual acts with him.  He had no doubt that given the choice, John would not want this, but he had no choice and James revelled in his helplessness.
 
   “Yes, thank you Sir,” John replied as he must, the sudden feeling of fullness overwhelming him and making his cock throb involuntarily in its confinement.  John had never thought that a man inserting a butt plug in his ass would make his cock want to erect but here it was happening, albeit thwarted by his CD.
 
   “My pleasure, I’m sure,” James replied with a big grin as he noticed the hanging CD twitching between John’s legs.
 
   “Anyway, that’s enough of the diversion, James, let’s get back to business and your real purpose here,” Jenny giggled.  Men, she thought, they’re all the same, always wanting to turn everything into a sexual interlude.  She was sure if she left them alone it wouldn’t be long before James had ‘pulled the plug’, so to speak, and replaced it with his cock.  She could see the huge bulge in the front of James’ trousers, but he could wait.  He was here to tidy up her hair and she wanted John’s tongue in her pussy whilst he did so; she was still horny from earlier that evening at her Mother’s house.
 
   “Where do you want me for this, James?” Jenny asked.
 
   And so James set to work on Jenny’s hair and John set to work between her spread legs on her delicious pussy.  He noticed that it was already slick and recognised the sign that Jenny was feeling very randy, knowing that he was in for a quick and very gushing orgasm from her to start with.  It would settle down then for the second orgasm and, thereafter perhaps, a third, but his face would be dripping with her cum from the first.  He didn’t mind, he loved having his face covered in his Mistress’s pussy cum, it meant that he was fulfilling his duties properly.
 
   Jenny was in heaven as she sat spread legged having her hair done and her pussy licked.  She mused how different things, when combined together, provided so much more pleasure than the individual acts would provide, even though the individual acts were very satisfyingly pleasurable in their own right.  It seemed, as found in many aspects of life, that the whole was greater than the individual parts.
 
   “Darling,” James protested irritably with scissors poised as Jenny’s belly exploded with her third massive orgasm, “if you don’t keep still I’m going to make a complete mess of this.”
 
   “Oh , sorry James.  I’m all done now, I promise.”  Jenny gasped as she came down from her orgasm.  She pushed John’s head away from her dripping but fully satisfied pussy and John emerged from between her legs, sitting back on his haunches and looking like he’d just run a marathon on a sweltering hot day.  Jenny’s pussy juice was literally dripping from his chin.
 
   “Cute,” sniggered James noticing John’s predicament, “a face covered in pussy cum!  You really are one sexy lady, hon.  Anyway, finally all done now, you like?”  James held up a small mirror for Jenny to see herself in.
 
   “Oh, thank you James, that’s fantastic as ever.  I feel feminine and attractive again now.  Ohhh, If only you weren’t gay I’d sleep with you right now.”
 
   “Well, you have no problems in the feminine and attractive department at any time, honey.  And perhaps we can come to some arrangement regarding the other thing?” James pointedly looked at John kneeling in patiently naked front of Jenny awaiting his next instruction.
 
   Jenny looked at John and then back to James.  How wicked, she thought, getting James’ meaning at once.  “John, go and get yourself cleaned up and make coffee.  Come on James, let’s go and sit comfortably and we can discuss your fee for today’s services.  I’m assuming that it’s open to negotiation within certain boundaries?”
 
   “Of course darling,” James replied as he lustfully watched John’s naked ass cross the room and disappear out the door towards the kitchen, “everything’s negotiable.  I do something for you and you do something for me, or at least someone does something for me in your stead.”
 
   John caught the whole of the conversation between the two of them, they were talking as if he wasn’t there.  He was at once indignant that Jenny was going to sell his butt to James for the price of her hair do, but at the same time, the sheer humiliation and horror of his body being sold by his wife so cheaply to a gay man was tremendously horny.  His balls ached painfully with the unreleased cum that had been building up all evening, they felt to be about four times the size they should be, although he knew that they weren’t.  As he walked, every brush of his thighs against them was immediately painful and the chastity device ensured that every step did brush them by unless he walked bow legged.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3
 
   John returned to the living room with two china cups of filter coffee on a silver tray to be greeted by both Jenny and James’ big grins.  Obviously, the negotiations had gone well, they had both got what they wanted and John knew it would be at his expense.  He carefully placed the tray on a small table and then knelt to kiss Mistress Jenny’s feet as he must do when entering her presence in a room.  He wondered what he should do about James but decided to play it safe and kiss his brown brogue covered feet too, much to James’ delight and bringing a nod of approval from Mistress.  Reaching out he took one cup from the tray and offered it to Mistress Jenny, the second he passed to James, then he settled back on his knees and cast his eyes down to the floor awaiting further instructions that he knew would soon come.
 
   “John,” Jenny spoke eventually, “I want you to afford James the same obedience and respect that you afford me.  From now on, if you have to refer to him you will call him Master James and I expect immediate compliance to any instruction he gives you.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”
 
   “Good.  Now ask Master James if there is anything he would like, or that you can do for him.”
 
   John looked up, noticing the smirk on both of their faces.  He knew all too well what the outcome of asking that question would be.  He was naked and about to ask a gay man if he could do anything for him!  How did my life come to this, he briefly wondered?
 
   “P p please, M master James,” John struggled with the humiliating words as he turned slightly to look at James’ beaming face, “is there a anything y you would like or that I can do for you?”
 
   “Well, darling, it’s funny you should ask me that because there most certainly is.  Go and kneel on the rug in front of the fire place.  That’s it, right just there, now turn slightly so that you’re sideways on to us.”  James rose from his seat and ambled across to stand before John’s kneeling form.  Part of his agreement with Jenny was that she could watch, she seemed fascinated with watching her husband suck flesh and blood cock.  Well, that was OK, he didn’t mind, especially knowing how good the experience would be from the last time it happened.
 
   “You know what to do, John.  Just like last time.” James spoke down to John kneeling before him, relishing the delicious experience to come.
 
   The irony of the situation was not lost on John.  The last time he had been on this rug having sex had been with his wife, what seemed like a lifetime ago now, just after returning from their fateful visit to the doctor where they’d learnt that John could not father children.  It was one of the the last times he’d made love to his wife, from that point on his life had, quite willingly on his part, begun its slow transformation into what it was now; from man to sissy, from husband to slave, from sexually fulfilled to constantly frustrated and, he had to admit, from bored to constantly excited.
 
   Jenny had once confided in him a fascination with the things that gay men did with each other and now she was excitedly waiting for a live show to begin with John as one of the stars.  Slowly, as if in a dream and resigned to his task, John reached up to James waist and undid his belt.  Next the buttons and clips at the waist of his trousers, and then he pulled down the zip to allow James’ trousers to fall to his ankles.  He looked at the huge bulge in James’ boxer shorts and at the large damp patch caused by pre-cum from his leaking cock.  His face was just inches away from the bulge and if someone had told him a couple of months ago that he would be looking this closely at a horny man’s bulging genitals, he would have been horrified.  Now he just accepted his fate, there was nothing he could do to stop what was going to happen, what he was going to have to do and so he resigned himself.
 
   “That’s it, reach inside the waistband and grab my cock to pull it out,” James hissed excitedly but almost inaudibly as John reached out to do his bidding.
 
   John’s hand grasped the hot, thick, pulsing rod of hard flesh and pulled it out of the top of James’ boxers.  He knew from past experience that James was quite well endowed and the girth of his cock filled his fist so that his fingers only just managed to completely encircle it.  Never in his wildest dreams had he imagined he would ever be reaching into a man underwear to grab his hard, erect cock and pull it out, but here he was doing it for the second time and this time Jenny was sitting there not five feet away watching him, making his face glow and his stomach lurch with embarrassment.  He pulled the waistband down with his other hand and James’ boxers joined his trouser around his ankles leaving his really quite impressive cock and balls fully exposed in John’s fist.  It felt odd to be holding another man’s erection, the silky feel of the hot, throbbing, flesh in his hand felt much like his own, except much bigger of course, but there was no sensation feedback that he would get from touching his own.  It was much like using the strapon to fuck Jenny with, he mused, it was a huge cock protruding from his groin but absolutely no sensation at all as he worked hard to pleasure his wife.
 
   Shooting a quick glance over in Jenny’s direction he couldn’t help but notice the rapt, spellbound, expression on her face.  For her, he reflected, it must be something akin to a man’s fantasy of watching two lesbians making out.  He’d never seen two women together, most people never did unless that were avid porn viewers, and Jenny had never seen two men together until she saw the video Zoe had made of him with James and Simon.  That she was enjoying the live show, it was clear, and, no doubt, it was made more enjoyable for her because she was making him do it by the power and control she now had over him, even though he wasn’t gay or in to men at all.
 
   “Kiss it John, kiss the end,” Jenny sighed sensuously.  She could feel her pussy juices starting to run again and knew she would soon need to attend to things down there again to sate her building lust.  As John leant forward and kissed the dripping end of James’ cock she shivered with a desire for an equally large cock to do the same with.  She gasped and licked her lips sensuously as she watched John’s tongue come out and gather up the string of pre-cum dangling from the end of James’ cock.
 
   “Now kiss it all the way down the shaft, both sides, until you get to his balls, then kiss those too and suck them into your mouth,” Jenny gasped, no longer able to resist temptation and allowing her fingers to slide into her naked pussy as John did as she instructed.
 
   As he sucked one of James’ testicles into his mouth, John could clearly feel the size and shape of the hard gland with his tongue as it slid past his lips.  He wondered if Jenny meant one at a time or whether she wanted him to suck them both in at once, and so he decided to try for both.  Pressing his face closer he opened his mouth further and sucked again.  With a satisfactory plop James’ second testicle slid past his lips, his hairy, wrinkled, scrotum filled his mouth completely.  James’ large hard cock was pressed against his face, up past the left side of his nose, and all he could see from his left eye was a massive rod of hot, throbbing flesh.  He could hear that both James and Jenny were breathing hard as their lustful pleasures increased, and he knew that, if he wished, he could finish James off quite quickly.  But Jenny obviously wanted a show and wanted to extract her own pleasure from John’s uncomfortable predicament and, more than anything else, John wanted to please her and make her happy, and so he resolved to let James’ pleasure last at least until Jenny had gotten herself off from the unique visual and metal stimulation he was providing for her.
 
   “Now lick it back up the shaft to the end,” Jenny ordered.  John could tell from the breathless timbre of her voice that she was in the early stages of a massive building orgasm.
 
   “Now suck it, you sissy cum slut, suck it deep and long.  Take it down your throat like a cheap whore.”
 
   Far from being insulting, Jenny’s words actually turned him on.  ‘How fucked up is that’ he asked himself, trying to analyse his feelings about what he was doing and how her words turned him on, but he was unable to concentrate sufficiently to formulate an answer, such was his own lust at that time.  Closing his eyes - ‘why did he do that,’ he thought? - John pushed forward and took James’ cock deep into his mouth until the big purple knob pushed firmly past his tonsils and down into his throat.  He felt impaled, his mouth full, his breathing cut off and his jaw stretched wide to accommodate the hard flesh.  Slowly at first he began to slide his mouth and lips backward almost until the large purple plum came out of his mouth and then forward again over the James’ cock, gripping it tight between his lips and applying as much suction as he could.  With each thrust down towards the root he tried to go a little further, forcing the knob further and further down his throat and fighting hard to resist the gagging reflex.  It wasn’t long before James’ whole cock was sliding easily into John’s mouth and throat and James regularly held John’s head still, crushing his nose into the thick mass of pubic hairs and cutting off his air for long periods, so that when released, John had to gasp for a quick breath before starting the process again.
 
   After what seemed like an age but was probably only a minute or two, John could hear Jenny’s ecstatic sighs and groans as her orgasm approached.  From the corner of his eye he could see her sitting well forward on the chair, legs wide, fingers between her legs alternating between the erect nub of her clit and her sopping pussy, wriggling in pleasure as the orgasm built to unstoppable proportions.  
 
   ‘Time to get James finished off,’ John thought, ‘perhaps I can time it so that they both get off together?’  The thought amused him, it would be the first time James had got off with a woman as a result of his sexual activities, that was for sure.
 
   “James,” he heard Jenny gasp, “Fuck his ass, now. Please fuck his ass for me now. Quickly!”
 
   James was enjoying fucking John’s mouth and right now he was getting close to coming.  John’s mouth was amazing, he’d never met anyone who could take the full length of his cock in his mouth before and it was a unique and addictive experience.  However, as part of his being allowed to use John for his pleasure, he had agreed that Jenny could watch and direct what went on.  He didn’t want to do anything that would endanger such things happening again in the future, after all, ladies needed their hair tending to on a regular basis and James had plans for how Jenny might pay for such pampering going forward.  It was with a great deal of reluctance that he held John’s head still and, gazing down lustfully into John’s eyes, slowly withdrew his slick, rigid cock from his delicious and accommodating mouth.  But then, he thought, John’s ass was good too.
 
   “Stand up and go get a dining chair and place it in front of you, then bend over, put your hands on the seat and brace yourself,” James ordered, noting with pleasure John’s immediate compliance.  Once more he was presented with the mouth-watering sight of John’s ass as he bent over, still with the plug embedded deep in his bowels.  He reached out and slowly withdrew the plug, it took not a little strength to fight the suction pull of John’s body as it resisted giving up its dubious prize, but soon, with a loud ‘plop’, it was out and James was presented with an inviting black, gaping hole where it had been.  He dropped the plug on the floor and immediately fed his dripping, rock hard cock into John’s body.  The plug had done its job and made the penetration easy, his cock slid in to the hilt immediately, and without resistance, but eliciting a small gasp from his unlikely fuck buddy.  James could feel John’s rectal muscles tensing and releasing around his shaft and knew that in a matter of a few strokes in and out he would cum, and this magical interlude of sex with a straight man would unfortunately be over - for now.
 
   The sight of James’ rock hard cock, sliding easily into John’s anus before her, finally pushed Jenny over the edge and her groin and stomach erupted in wave after wave of sublime pleasure, each wave radiating throughout her body to bring delightful pleasure even to her fingers and toes.  The hand not employed between her legs was urgently squeezing her tingling nipples, squashing them hard between her crushing finger and thumb, extracting every drop of gratification from her orgasm.
 
   John heard Jenny’s ecstatic groans intensify as she came, knowing the noises by heart; so many times had he heard them.  He intensified his muscle activity around James’ cock, intent on drawing the orgasm out of him as soon as possible now that Jenny had cum.  He had hoped to make James cum whilst blowing him and avoid having to bend over and be fucked like this; like a girl, like a slut, but Jenny obviously had other ideas. He could feel that James was urgently moving his cock back and forward deep in his bowel, not much movement, most of his cock was permanently deep inside him, James no doubt intending to plant his seed as far within John’s bowels as possible.  He knew that it would not be long before James’ balls would pleasurably explode and hot cum would erupt from the end of his cock, and he would feel the liquid jets of hot creamy cum squirting into his body.  Somehow, that thought turned him on and he felt ashamed.  Never in his life had he thought that being fucked in the ass by another man would be a turn on, the thought of what gay men did together used to send shudders through his body before his submission to Jenny and his introduction to other men’s cocks in this way.
 
   Then he felt it, liquid jets of fire erupting from James’ cock deep within him, a feeling of being filled with hot, thick, liquid.  James’ groans of pleasure were loud and guttural as he jerked his hips uncontrollably, thrusting his hard meat rapidly in and out of John’s ass as he came.  John knew that the thrusting cock in his anus would be stimulating his prostate and forcing his own cum from his balls in a pleasure less stream onto the rug below.  A mess he’d have to later clean from the rug, he thought with feelings disdain.
 
   “Aww, sister, that was an awesome fuck, I hope you enjoyed the show?” James gasped breathlessly as he reluctantly withdrew his cock from John’s body.  He mischievously gave him a hard slap on the right buttock, “Your sissy slut is such sweet meat, Simon will be insanely jealous that you’ve let me fuck him again.”
 
   “Well, you did a good job on my hair so you deserved a reward,” Jenny replied, having now primly straightened her clothes, “and if you won’t accept cash then sissy’s ass and mouth is all I have to offer.  Perhaps you should invite Simon to accompany you next time?  I think I will need more than just a trim and tidy up on your next visit, perhaps some highlights and a new style?”
 
   “Yes, I’m sure he’d jump at the chance, darling, especially after I get home tonight and tell him about how good this evening was.”
 
   James, too, had replaced his clothing now but was still looking longingly at John’s gaping anus.  With no instruction to do otherwise John was still bent over as he had been for James to mount him, his ass feeling empty and exposed now that James’ cock had been removed.  He could feel him lovingly caressing his buttocks, a touch that would once have repulsed him but which now sent shivers of - what - excitement? - down his spine.
 
   “Sissy, see Master James to the door,” Jenny ordered imperiously.
 
   “Just a moment,” James spoke, “let me replace his plug.  Don’t want all that lovely cum leaking out all over the carpet do we?”  He picked up the butt plug and slid it effortlessly into John’s anus as he spoke, giving him a gentle slap when he’d done.
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” John replied as he stood up, once more experiencing the sensation of fullness from the huge butt plug inside him, but glad to be standing straight after so long bent over.
 
   “I’ll be in touch with you soon James to arrange your next visit.”
 
   “Of course, girlfriend, looking forward to it tremendously,” James replied, grinning from ear to ear.
 
   “This way please, Master James,” John headed towards the door, knowing that James’ eyes would be fixed lasciviously on his naked buttocks.  Suddenly he felt embarrassed, he desperately wanted to cover his bare ass with his hands but he knew that such an act would be frowned upon and punished.  As he reached the outer door he opened it and, relieved to put his back to the wall, he stood to the side, not just to allow James to pass but also because he was naked and didn’t want to expose himself to all of his neighbours.
 
   James stopped as he drew level and suddenly he leant forward and kissed John full on the lips, a long passionate, lingering, kiss whilst his hand reached out and gently cupped his tender, swollen balls.  John’s initial thought was to resist and push James away, he didn’t want to kiss this man, or any man for that matter, somehow it seemed more repellent than actually sucking the man’s cock, but then he realised that the choice of whether he kissed or was kissed by a man was no longer available to him.  Jenny had made it clear that he was to afford James the same obedience and respect that he afforded her, which meant that he was unable to refuse James’ passionate embrace.  A surge of shame and embarrassment made him blush hotly from the top of his head to his groin as he realised he had no choice but to accept the role of a gay lover for this man and accept his fate, his lack of choice and self determination, just as he had explained it to Jenny what seemed like an age ago now, not that he’d ever thought he’d be in this particular situation when he’d said it.
 
   “Until next time, lover,” James spoke tenderly as he broke away from the passionate embrace, “I’m sure Simon will be pleased to hear that you’re becoming so amenable now, and he’ll be as jealous as hell to learn I’ve fucked you again tonight.”  James tapped John’s lower abdomen with his hand.  “I hope you enjoyed me putting all that cum in there, John, I know I did!” James laughed as he walked out the door to his car and was still grinning to himself as he drove away.
 
   With those parting words, he was gone, leaving John to close the door, completely stunned at what had just happened.  It was true, he realised, he was becoming more accepting of gay sex.  What was happening to him?  Feeling a little lost and forlorn at these realisations about himself he returned to the living room where his beautiful owner and Mistress awaited him.
 
   “Oh sissy, it was such a turn on watching you suck James’ cock, it’s even better seeing it in the flesh rather than on the video,” Jenny gushed as John knelt to kiss her feet, “ and when he bent you over and fucked you it was awesome.  Each time he thrust his big cock into your ass I got closer and closer to cumming until it was absolutely too much to bear.  I had such a huge orgasm I thought I would pass out!  It must have been very pleasurable for you, sissy, a big cock like that to suck and be fucked by.  You did like it, didn’t you sissy?  I know it’s what a good sissy wants.”
 
   John replied in the only way that he knew would be acceptable to his Mistress.
 
   “Yes, Mistress, it was very enjoyable.  Thank you for allowing James to fuck me.”
 
   “Good, I knew you’d like it.  I’ll try and arrange more sessions like this for you with James and, most likely, with Simon too.  As you already know, Simons cock is nice and big too, so won’t that be nice for you, sissy?”, Jenny giggled.  What she really meant was that it would be a huge turn on for her to watch her homophobic husband forced to take part in gay sex with James and Simon, sucking cocks and being fucked in the ass, whilst his own tiny penis remained locked up and unrelieved.
 
   “Yes, Mistress.  Thank you,” John replied, his stomach churning at the prospect.
 
   “Excellent.  Well, I have no more use for you tonight, sissy, and I want some ‘me’ time, so off to bed with you.  Sweet dreams.  Breakfast in bed at 6:30 prompt,” she instructed, “I have somewhere to go before work.”
 
    
 
   Alone in the small bedroom that night, which had now become his regular place of rest, he tried to analyse his new feelings about gay sex.  Not since his childhood had he been sent to bed at 9:30 in the evening, and his body just wasn’t tired, so he lay awake, mind racing.  Was he becoming a true sissy who yearned for cock?  He knew that Jenny would like that to happen, from the outset she had worked hard to emasculate him and make him completely genderless so that she could mould him as the mood took her into whatever she wanted him to be.  Was this to prepare him for being castrated, he wondered?  Or worse, to prepare him for a complete gender reassignment?  Did he want to become a woman, he wondered, Jenny had, after all, talked about them both going out to clubs to pick up men together?
 
   He decided that the answer to these questions was that if it was what Jenny wanted, if it made her happy and fulfilled, then he would be happy to play his part in her plans.  This was a complete turning point for him, he realised, a momentous occasion.  It signified his complete and absolute surrender to Jenny, to her will and whatever that entailed.  He was finally broken, with no will of his own, no thought of self determination, completely accepting her power and control over him.  He was nothing without her and with her he was a plaything, no longer her husband or lover, not even of the same status as a servant.  He was her slave, her toy, to do with as she willed, and he revelled in it and at last felt fulfilled!  Eventually he fell asleep, his bowels still full of James’ cum and the huge butt plug firmly lodged inside him, he was not allowed to remove it until he got up and did his morning ablutions.  He would welcome the feeling of the cold, soapy water of the douche to wash out any remaining cum after he’d voided his bowels, even though holding the enema in for the full 10 minutes that Mistress insisted on was quite difficult and caused really bad stomach cramps.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4
 
   By 07:30 the next morning they were in the car, John driving, heading out of Nottingham to Jenny’s mother’s home.  John had no idea why, she’d mentioned the night before that she had somewhere to go this morning and then as he washed the breakfast dishes she’s informed him that they were going to her mother’s house, but not the reason why.  He knew better than to ask, if she wanted to tell, she would, but asking would be frowned upon.  He would likely find out soon anyway, so he kept silent and did his bidding.
 
   Cynthia Morgan was an early riser on weekdays anyway, so it came as no surprise to John that she opened the door to let them in as they got out of the parked car.  She greeted Jenny with a loving hug, exchanging the usual pleasantries, then turned her attention to John.
 
   Slaaap.  John’s ears rung and his left cheek stung as his mother in law slapped his face hard in her usual greeting for him.  She never spoke, just looked at him in a similar fashion to how she would look at a dog turd on her shoe, then turned on her heel and led them both in.  John could smell a fried breakfast in the atmosphere, no doubt Ma’am’s part-time housekeeper had cooked it for her and she’d just eaten before they arrived.  The housekeeper was a woman who lived in the village and did some cleaning and other chores for a few pounds a week to eek out her meagre pension.  She was getting on in years now, though, and John wondered how much longer she’d keep doing it and what Ma’am would do when she was no longer available.
 
   “How’s he been?” Jenny asked.
 
   “Well, he slept fitfully but has been quiet since he awoke early this morning.  He keeps tugging at his new ...’apparel’ and I got quite concerned at one point that he may do himself some damage.  But he seems to have given up on that now.”
 
   “Good.  Shall we go down?  I haven’t much time as I need to be at work for a client coming in at 09:30 so I need to get this done.”
 
   “Of course, dear.”  Cynthia led the way to a door off the hall that John had never been through, he had assumed it was the entrance for either a cupboard or a cellar, due to the fact that it was sandwiched narrowly between two other doors which he knew went into large reception rooms.  Soon he found out for sure as Cynthia led the way, followed by Jenny and then John, down the steep stone steps into the underground room.  He gasped as he saw what was down there, it was like a room of two halves, one luxuriously comfortable with thick carpet, heavy drapes and comfortable leather arm chairs around and ornate mahogany table, whilst the other half, separated by a row of black iron vertical prison type bars, looked cold and sterile with white tiles and utilitarian and uncomfortable looking metal furniture.  But the biggest surprise of all was the person standing inside, what John could only describe as, the ‘prison’.
 
   “You bitch,” Steve shouted as they entered, “let me out.  This isn’t what we agreed and I don’t want this anymore.”  The words flew forth from Steve’s mouth in a torrent, loud and clear to those assembled before him, but his conviction as to the wrongness of his situation was now somewhat reduced, having had time to reflect on it.  For the first time he’d quite surprised to realise that morning that the situation he was in, whilst not being quite what he’d wanted, what he’d asked for, was actually quite horny anyway.  He just wished he could get an erection and jack off but the chastity device Jenny had locked onto his cock the day before effectively prevented that.
 
   “Now that’s not a very nice name to call me, Steve.  That will add to your punishment this morning and I strongly suggest that you curb your tongue,” Jenny grinned evilly as she spoke, looking forward to her imminent task.  “Now, we can do this two ways,” she spoke evenly, selecting a whip from those resting on brackets on the panelled wall behind one of the drapes.  It had a leather handle, perhaps 12 inches long. It was about the girth of Steve’s cock, Jenny mused gleefully, and rested comfortably in her hand.  There was a single round strand of leather about 3 feet long attached to the handle, which tapered to a point at the tip.  She’d not yet used this particular implement on anyone, so this would be its first trial, but she knew instinctively that it would hurt like hell.
 
   “One way is that you can put your hands through here and let me cuff them,” she pointed to two rings of metal, just large enough to put your arms through, welded to the bars about 2 feet apart.  Once through, the wrists could be handcuffed together, thus keeping the prisoner face to the bars and allowing his jailer’s to safely enter his cell and deliver any punishment earned.  It did, of course, require some cooperation from the prisoner.
 
   “The other is that I use my little remote control here to pull you back against the wall as I demonstrated yesterday.  The choice is yours, although, as I mentioned before, they say that it is less painful to have your back and ass whipped than it is your belly and chest.  Which is it to be?”
 
   Steve was beginning to realise the hopelessness of his situation and that a painful whipping was unavoidable and imminent. To be fair to Jenny, he had asked for this as they’d snuggled together and engaged in intimate pillow talk in the marital bed at Jenny’s house, whilst her sissy husband had been ordered into the small box room to sleep.  The only modification to his request was the chastity device she’d locked onto him, that wasn’t in the plan at all but he had to confess, it did add a little frisson to his situation.  He knew from the stories Jenny had told him about punishing John that she didn’t hold back as she wielded her chosen implement, and she had already promised him that his punishment would be increased because of his rude outbursts, so he didn’t really want to antagonise her further and so quietly, staring her in the eye rebelliously as he did so, he slowly reached his hands through the indicated rings as far as his elbows.
 
   Jenny held Steve’s gaze as he put his hands through the rings and her mother bent his arms to draw his wrists close together and fastened the handcuffs with a satisfying click, securing him face forward and tight against the cold metal of the steel bars.
 
   “Good, I knew you would see it my way, Steve.  Prepare yourself for the pain, I need to get this done and get to work to meet the Smith-Zooba client. You remember them, of course, they used to be your clients, didn’t they? I seem to recall that you earned yourself some fat bonuses from their business with us.  Oh well, the extra money will pay for your keep here, I suppose, and leave a lot left over for me to enjoy from now on.  Would you like a gag to bite on?”
 
   “Just get on with it.  You don’t frighten me.  I’ll take all you have to give and laugh at you.”
 
   Steve’s words of bravado were far from what he was feeling, vulnerable as he was now that he was locked to the bars, but he his macho mentality meant that he had to put a front on, especially with her sissy husband watching.  In a way he had admired him as Jenny had told him about John’s stoic acceptance of his many punishments, no matter how painful they were, especially those administered by his little sister, of all people.
 
   Jenny unlocked and entered the cell, standing behind and to Steve’s left, the whip in her right hand.  Gently she swung the tail of the whip towards her captive, gauging the distance against the length of the tail so that it would make contact across his back with the last, and most painful, 18 inches.  A shiver of excitement racked her body and her clit tingled insistently as she anticipated the next few minutes.  As the crotch of her panties began to dampen with her excitement she swung the whip with meaning, still not at full force as she wanted to gauge reaction, but hard enough to leave a bright red welt and elicit a guttural grunt of pain from the recipient.
 
   “That all you’ve got,” Steve jeered as he stared into the smiling face of the woman he knew only as the Governess.  He avoided eye contact with John, he wished he wasn’t there if the truth be known, when he and Jenny had talked about this John hadn’t figured in the situation at all, and he was embarrassed that he was there watching.
 
   “By the time you’ve received the original 30 lashes, plus the additional 10 for your mouth, you will wish for them all to be that easy.  Now shut up and take your punishment quietly like a man, any more from you and I will add ten more lashes.”
 
   Now that she had the measure of the whip, Jenny began to really swing it with meaning, enjoying the pain she was causing the miserable, cheating, arrogant, captive male before her.  The sexual thrill for her was quite intense and she knew that after this she would need to have sissy satisfy her lusts with his well trained tongue.
 
   Jenny swung the whip for the 10th time and was now eliciting loud gasps from her helpless victim.  His back and buttocks were beginning to show lines of redness where the cruel lash of the whip fell in his unprotected skin.  She rested for a few seconds, admiring her work so far but knowing that by the time the full 40 lashes had been given, the man before would be reduced to a sobbing, pitiful, wreck, begging desperately for the whipping to stop.
 
   The gusset of her panties was now sodden with her juices and as she once more swung the whip, sending the long leather lash towards the small of Steve’s back, she felt the first trickles of fluid run down the inner thigh of her left leg.  Swinging now on automatic pilot, having got the measure of the whip, she daydreamed about the pleasure sissy’s tongue would bring her afterwards.
 
   She would have him do it here where Steve could watch, she would sit in the comfortable arm chair, remove her sodden panties and spread her long slender legs wide.  Bound to the bars facing the chair as he was, Steve would be able to see every detail of her dripping pussy, the pussy that he’d once used for his own sexual gratification, that he’d once enjoyed groping and licking and fucking, and filling with his cum.  He would never do that again, little did he realised that his days of pushing his oversized cock into tight little pussies were over.
 
   She looked excitedly at the mass of red tortured flesh before her and listened with delight to the more and more anguished groans of the arrogant man in front of her.  She realised that she was venting her anger at him without any restraint and his back, buttocks and thighs would soon be one mass of welted, purple flesh.  She’d lost count, she realised.
 
   “sissy, how many?”
 
   “Twenty eight, Mistress,” sissy replied immediately, glad that he’d taken it upon himself to keep a mental count.  If he’d been unable to answer his Mistresses question he knew that he would have been on the receiving end of the lash eventually too.
 
   “P please, Jenny, please stop.  Its enough.  I’ve learned my lesson,” Steve pleaded, taking the opportunity of the brief lull in his punishment to try and make it stop.
 
   “Quiet,” Jenny snapped imperiously, “The prisoner will no longer refer to me by my name, you understand?  You will call me Warden from now on or you will be punished again.  You will receive the full punishment that has been ordained, now prepare yourself and stop snivelling.”
 
   Oh how she loved her new role in life, Jenny thought, as once more she swung the long tawse of the whip towards the hapless man’s back.  The sexual thrill of completely dominating a strong, macho man, of causing him immense pain on a whim whilst he could do nothing but accept it, was beyond comparison to anything she’d experienced in her former life as a demur housewife.
 
   As each lash fell onto the tortured flesh the prisoner begged for it to stop.  Jenny thought about gagging him but then realised she was enjoying the feeling of power that the sound of this man begging gave her.  In places where the whip had landed frequently the skin had started to break and seep blood.  She tried to avoid those spots as best she could, but inevitably they got caught and soon they were bleeding freely.  As the final few lashes fell she could, at last, hear the man sobbing and begging for mercy, it was the first time that she felt he’d been sincere in his begging since she’d started and she knew that now she had finally broken him.
 
   She was surprised that she derived so much sexual satisfaction from this achievement, when she’s broken John it hadn’t been quite as pleasurable as this, perhaps it was because this Steve was such an arrogant, selfish, sexist pig that made it so good.  Whatever, after she’d cleaned up she would have to go to work for the day without her pussy juice soaked panties, which she would tie around Steve’s neck so that he could smell her glorious, womanly, aroma and thus be constantly reminded of what he now could no longer have.  She was glad she had selected a knee length skirt for the day.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5
 
   It was 9:30 Sunday morning and John noticed that Mistress Jenny had an air of excitement about her. She’d had sissy bring her breakfast in bed as usual and had then put his tongue to use after she’d eaten for her first orgasm of the day.  Life did not get much better than this, she’d thought, as her sissy husband diligently and happily lapped away at what must have been a rather foul smelling and tasting pussy, after all, she’d needed the loo during the night.
 
   Sissy, as ordained, was immaculately dressed in his short, black maid’s uniform dress over his very pretty and feminine lingerie, the pink, lacy bra amply filled out with the silicone breast forms resulting in a chest that any woman would be proud of, his face was beautifully made up with only the best cosmetics and with the black Cleopatra style wig he looked every bit a beautiful, shapely and very horny female maid.  ‘Shame he will need to change clothes before we go’, Jenny mused, ‘he looks so cute like that.’
 
   She rose naked from the large queen sized bed, fully sated for the moment by her blissful morning orgasm and sat at the dresser, examining her post orgasm and still, flushed, exquisite and delicate facial features in the mirror. ‘Damn you still look good, even first thing in the morning and without makeup’, she thought conceitedly.
 
   “You may do my makeup, sissy, I want to look especially good today,” she instructed her feminised husband as she would a maid that he’d now become. “Then you can pick me out something sexy to wear for the day, something that turns men’s heads with lustful desire.”  She sniggered, imagining the horror that those words would once have produced for her husband.  But now he went about his bidding with enthusiasm, not once questioning his wife’s right to look good for other men or even to have sex with them if she so desired.
 
   “I have a nice surprise in mind for you today, sissy,” Jenny gushed as John carefully rolled her stocking up her slender, shapely, left leg and attached the top to the waiting clip hanging from the pretty black lace suspender belt, his hands so near to the lovely shaved slot of her pussy from which he could feel the heat still emanating after her recent pleasure.  It was John’s duty on a regular, every other day basis, to shave Mistress’s pussy, ensuring that there were no hairs, no matter how tiny, anywhere between her legs.  His cock throbbed painfully in its prison each and every time he had to perform this very intimate and sexy duty, but there was no relief for him afterwards and he dutifully suffered the pain of the blue balls in silence for the remainder of the day.
 
   He wondered what the surprise was that she had in mind, she was obviously excited about something, but he knew better than to ask and that if she shared it with him before hand, it would be her choice.  Asking would probably be punished, anyway, since he was only allowed to speak if spoken directly to and a response was expected.  The thought struck him that his complete change of personality to how he was before, to his now absolute subservience to his wife, was really quite amazing and something he would never have dreamed of in the beginning.  However, he now realised the rightness of it and he delighted in making her happy by being her obedient servant
 
   Jenny checked her watch, she didn’t want to be late.  She went over to her wardrobe and got out a short black skirt with matching jacket and a pink silk blouse. “Quickly, sissy, take your dress off and put these on.  Time is getting on and I don’t want to be late.”
 
   John did as he was instructed, wondering why his Mistress wanted him to wear her clothes but once more biting his tongue and going about his task in silence.
 
   “Ok, you look pretty as a peach in that outfit, sissy.  Any man would proud to have you on his arm.”  
 
   “Thank you, Mistress,” John replied, taking her praise as every bit the compliment it was.  He was now quite comfortable in his sissy persona and actually relished the lovely feel of the under garments against his skin.  Women had such beautiful and sexy clothes and he was now gaining an understanding of how empowering they could be for the person wearing them.
 
   Jenny looked in wonder at the gorgeous apparition before her, she had difficulty in believing that the beautiful creature before her was actually her husband, such was the total transformation she had brought about.  It had taken time and effort to retrain his male mind but now she was please with the results, his every movement oozed femininity, his deportment, his mannerisms, his looks.  Just a couple of finishing touches needed.  She picked up her trademark fragrance and liberally sprayed him with it, she wanted him to smell just right for today’s debut.
 
   “Remove your lipstick and put mine on, sissy, it will look so much better with your outfit.”
 
   John did as he was instructed, carefully removing the pink lip gloss he had carefully applied this morning and replacing it with the ruby red lipstick his wife usually wore.  He saw Jenny’s face light up with approval.
 
   “Excellent, now, go and get the car out of the garage, sissy, we’re going out for the day,” Jenny ordered once he was dressed.  She looked him up and down with an appraising eye.  Damn, she looked good.  No man would ever suspect that underneath the outer appearance of femininity there was a man with a cock, albeit a very small one, she chuckled to herself.
 
   John cringed and hoped that none of the neighbours would be around to see him.  His skirt was so short that it only just covered his stocking tops and he hoped there was no wind.  He hoped that his neighbours would accepted what their eyes were telling them, that here was a very pretty woman leaving the Mason household, perhaps they would think it was Jenny herself.  Still, he felt completely self conscious as he opened the door and looked out for any sign of his neighbours. He knew he had no choice but to go out as instructed so he steeled himself and closed his mind to the show he may or may not be putting on for the people in the surrounding houses in the quiet cul-de-sac.
 
   At the garage door, rather than bending over to reach down to insert the key in the lock he bent his knees as a woman would, thinking ‘It’s amazing how a short skirt focused the mind on doing things in a certain way.’  As he inserted the key he heard the wolf whistle and nearly dropped it, barely managing to turn it to unlock the mechanism so that he could turn the handle and lift the door, returning to the standing position as he did so.
 
   “Morning sexy,” the voice shouted, “you’re looking good enough to eat this morning.  If your hubby’s not home I’m available.”  The voice was loaded with amused sexual innuendo and made John shudder.
 
   He recognised the voice.  It was Ian, his neighbour across the road.  He was a plumber and thought himself a bit of a lady’s man, not at all the type of character that John liked at all.  ‘What should he do?  Ignore him or turn and acknowledge him?  What would Jenny do? He obviously thought he was propositioning her.’
 
   He turned and looked across at where Ian stood next to his almost brand new Porsche Boxster S convertible.  ‘Typical’, John thought, ‘posing beside what, he’d once told John, was his pussy magnet.  Plumbers must earn a bloody fortune to be able to afford one of those.’  He smiled sweetly and waved for want of something better to do.  As a man he had no witty response ready to the leering proposition of another man, and he felt himself blushing hotly as he entered the garage to get in the car.
 
   As he pulled the car out of the garage onto the drive, Jenny was just locking up the house.  “I’ll drive,” she commanded, getting into the driver’s side which John had just vacated to close the garage door, “I think you have an admirer, sissy!”.  Ian across the road must be really confused now, John thought as he snuck a quick glance over to where he stood.
 
   Sure enough, Ian stood there with his mouth agape wondering what was going on, two delicious ladies looking almost identical, he could have sworn the first one was his hot neighbour Jenny, but now this second one looked like her too.  Could they be twins, he pondered?  Now that would be something else, imagine laying both twins at the same time!  His cock swelled to full erectness in his trousers at the thought and he had to walk away, an urgent need to go indoors to the bathroom to relieve himself had arisen.
 
   As Jenny drove off John once more wondered where they were going but after a few minutes he was horrified to realise they were heading to Abi and Richard’s.  Abi, of course, knew all about his new situation after his ‘release’ party the other night, she even had the key to his chastity device hanging around her neck.  She’d won it in the ‘prize’ draw, so that wasn’t what bothered him.  It was Richard.  How could he face Richard dressed like this, they’d been good mates for such a long time, whatever would he think of him?  He looked imploringly at Jenny as she drove but either she didn’t notice or she chose to ignore him, seemingly concentrating on her driving but with a sly grin on her lips.  Inside he was panicking at the thought of the total humiliation that Jenny was about to make happen.  No, please no, not dressed like this, he silently implored.  His cock belied his thoughts, however, and tried valiantly to rise to the occasion without much success because of the tight confines of its plastic prison.  It seemed that the more embarrassing and humiliating the situation Jenny put him in, the more his cock defied his thoughts and gave away his true feelings.
 
   Soon they pulled into the driveway of Abi’s house, John’s face was blushing hotly with embarrassment as Jenny ordered him out and got out herself, linking arms with him as they headed for the front door, seemingly in companionship but John suspected it was to prevent him from bolting.  Abi must have been waiting for them as she opened the door as they approached.
 
   “Hi girls.” she sniggered openly as she looked John up and down, “My, don’t you look pretty and sexy today sissy.  I’m sure Richard will fancy the pants off you dressed like that.”
 
   John cringed inside, ‘please let the floor open and swallow me up’, he thought, but he knew it wouldn’t and that he had no choice but to let his friend see him like this.  When he’d told Jenny at the beginning that he wanted to be made to do things and to have no choice in what he was made to do, this particular situation was far from what was in his mind.  Too late now, he should have been more explicit in his request.  He’d realised that several times since, but now, as per his original request, he had no choice but to face the consequences of this new humiliating situation Jenny had put him in.
 
   He watched as Abi and Jenny greeted each other fondly, it seemed to John to be far more familiar and intimate than their usual greeting as they embraced and kissed, not on the cheek as before, but full on the lips in a long, lingering and passionate moment.  Something about it made his cock throb even more in its cage.
 
   “Come on in,” Abi beckoned to Jenny, ignoring sissy, “Richard’s in the bedroom.  He’s a little tied up at the minute.”  Abi chuckled at that, no matter how trite it was, it still amused her to say it as she thought of her darling unsuspecting husband tied immobile and in position against the built in wardrobe door, naked and ball gagged.  Helplessly awaiting his fate, whatever that was.  Everything was ready. This would be so much fun.
 
   Abi and Jenny sat down comfortably on the sofa close to each other and Jenny clicked her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of them, indicating for John to kneel on the floor.  He did so and immediately bent to kiss Abi’s shiny, black, patent leather heels as she beamed down at him.  Abi’s skirt was very short skirt and the devil inside John urged him to risk a glance up her legs to her crotch to see if she wore panties.  He knew Jenny wasn’t because he’d helped her dress, plus the fact that she most often than not went without these days.  Training, however, took over and he resisted the temptation, although it took all of his willpower to do so.  As he looked up he noticed that Abi was smirking and staring at him intently, no doubt to see if he did exactly what he’d been tempted to do, so he was pretty pleased that he hadn’t and thus had avoided a painful punishment that would surely have come.
 
   “Sissy got a wolf whistle and was leered at and propositioned by our neighbour this morning,” Jenny opened the conversation in an amused tone.
 
   Abi giggled. “Well, I’m not surprised, she looks fantastic dressed like that, I’m sure Richard will be bowled over too.  And you look fantastic as well, darling,” Abi looked deep into Jenny’s eyes as she spoke, reaching out and gently moving a strand of hair from Jenny’s face and putting it behind her ear as a lover might do.  “Anyway, Richard’s waiting, let’s introduce them to each other.  This is going to be such fun.”  They both sniggered at that, causing John to once more blush with embarrassment and humiliation.
 
   “Sissy,” Jenny spoke, “Richard will think that you are me when he sees you.  You must not give him any reason to suspect otherwise, is that understood?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress.  Please, Mistress, don’t make me do this.”  John tried to keep his tone level and keep the sound of pleading out of his voice, knowing that it would probably bring forth disciplinary action.
 
   “Don’t be silly, sissy,” Jenny replied, “Go with Abi and make sure that you do as you are told.  Any more begging and you’ll be punished, and then you’ll still have to do it, so there no point in you begging not to, is there?”
 
   “No, Mistress.  Of course not.”
 
   “Good,” Abi said as she fitted a lead to Johns slave collar. “Now be a good girl and come with me, and not a sound from you, if you know what’s good for you.  Richard’s cock is all hard and dripping and ready for your slutty mouth to suck.  He hasn’t been permitted to cum for a week and he’s gagging for release, so this is a real treat for him and should be lots of fun for you, too.”
 
   ‘Oh, god, no, please, not that,’ John thought, wanting to show anger and scream it out loud, but forcing himself to remain quiet and docile.  He was horrified to think that Abi was going to make him suck her husband’s cock.  How had she got Richard to agree with that anyway?  He’d never given John any indication that he was interested in that kind of thing?  And then it dawned on him.  Of course, he looked like Jenny, she had taken great pains this morning to ensure that he was dressed, made up and even smelled like her.  Poor Richard, he thought, he was going to get quite a shock sooner or later.
 
   Abi rose and jerked on the lead, indicating for John to crawl after her.  She felt strange to be leading her friend’s feminised husband like a dog, this person that she’d previously known and respected as a good friend too.  But it was exhilarating, and gave her a feeling of superiority and power, to now be able to exert such control over him, and made her tingle and become moist between her legs, especially when she thought of the treat she’d lined up for him and Richard.
 
   “You and Richard have fun in there, won’t you?” he heard Jenny’s quiet, mocking, parting comment as Abi led him on hands and knees to his humiliating, cock sucking, fate.
 
   At the bedroom she opened the door, turning to John and putting her finger to her lips in a quiet shush.  The bedroom was dark, John surmised that there must be blackout curtains at the window, they had them themselves at home.  As she led John into the room, Abi closed the door, cutting the light from the hallway.  Her pussy tingled in anticipation at what she was about to make happen and she was sure that she would spontaneously cum as she pushed John’s head forward until Richard’s cock was buried deep in his mouth.  Richard would be devastated when he finally realised whose mouth his cock had really been filling.  Now that the door was closed she pulled John to the right to avoid the bed that was straight in front of the door.  The full length built-in wardrobe was now in front of her and Richard was attached to one of the doors.  
 
   She’d bought a couple of over door hangers, the kind that fit on the top of the door and are trapped in place when the door is closed.  They were just perfect for securing Richard in place with his hands locked above his head and to the hangers.  She could vaguely make him out, slobbering around the ball gag in his mouth, his white skin fluorescent in the darkness.  She led John slowly over to him.
 
   Richard was as horny as hell, his cock had been locked up all week and Abi had finally released him from his chastity device about an hour ago.  He had already been bound as he was now when she did so, which was annoying because it stopped him accessing his cock which had immediately sprung to rock hard attention and begun dripping pre-cum.  He’d briefly wondered about the purpose of the arrangement of leather straps that Abi had fastened around his hips and thighs and left hanging there, but had been unable to determine their use.  Then suddenly, he saw the door open and briefly he saw his wife and someone on the floor on all fours.  ‘Was that?  Could it be?’  He felt his heart lurch.  Could that be Jenny?  It certainly looked like her and after the other night he knew that they now seemed to get up to some pretty kinky things together.  Wow, all of a sudden he was looking forward to whatever Abi had decided was in store for him.
 
   As they came closer he suddenly caught Jenny’s distinct fragrance, the perfume he knew so well and that she always wore.  It was her, he was now sure and his cock throbbed painfully at the thought of what might happen in the next few minutes.  
 
   Jenny was very attractive, of that there was no doubt in Richard’s mind, but he would never have acted on his attraction to her.  He respected her and John’s friendship as a couple too much to spoil it all by trying to seduce her to sleep with him.  But the attraction had always been strong and many times he had caught himself looking at her sensuous lips as she spoke, wondering what it would be like to slide the swollen purple head of his cock past them into her mouth and deep into her throat, to feel them around his shaft, gripping and sliding, drawing the cum from his balls.  Could it be that this day his dreams would be fulfilled?  He let out an audible gasp as Abi and her crawling companion stopped before him.  Jenny’s head was now only inches from his hugely erect appendage and he could hardly suppress the urge to lung his hips forward.
 
   John responded to Abi’s gentle tugs on the lead and let her guide him to where she wanted him.  He kept his head down, looking at the floor until she stopped him.  He was looking at Richard’s naked calves and feet, and the damp spot on the wooden floor in front of him where his pre-cum had dripped.  As he watched, another strand of pre-cum dropped and added to the growing puddle.  ‘Urgh,’ John thought, ‘Richard’s cock is going to be really nasty when it’s forced into my mouth.’
 
   Abi could stand the sexual tension no longer and needed the pleasurable relief of an orgasm.  It wouldn’t take long, she knew, and this was the perfect situation.  It would make Richard’s cock drip even more, she thought and giggled out loud.  Lifting the hem of her short skirt she pulled John’s head into her naked crotch.  “Lick,” she commanded and was delighted when she immediately felt his hot wet tongue slide into her well lubricated slit, seeking out the centre of her pleasure.  A long sensuous sigh escaped her lips as her orgasm built slowly between her legs.  One of the great things about the Femdom lifestyle, she reflected, was that she could take her pleasure without the distraction of having to reciprocate to the one giving it, leaving her free to concentrate entirely on herself which ensured a very fulfilling outcome.  One could also have another man lick you out in front of your husband without any worry of there being consequences.
 
   The answer to John’s earlier question was now answered, Abi was commando too, and also shaved very smooth.  He buried his tongue into the soft folds of her hairless slit and sought out the hard nub at the front of her labia.  He was confident that, given her wetness and the steamy situation, it wouldn’t be long until her pussy was gushing cum as she wriggled and jerked uncontrollably on his expert tongue.  It was in this way that he could exert a small amount of control over the dominant female he was serving and it was moments like this that made his new role in life worth every scrap of effort, humiliation and self-sacrifice he’d endured since it started.
 
   Abi’s taste sparked a memory in John’s mind, a memory from the humiliating day of his release in front of the audience of all of the females in his life and some others besides.  Afterwards, when the ladies had come to him one by one to be serviced by his expert tongue.  He now knew that Abi had visited him and ridden his tongue, not once but twice.  It was strange and horny to think that this was actually the third time he’d licked her pussy to orgasm.
 
   Abi moaned loudly as she came, her cunt contracting and expanding spasmodically and uncontrollably whilst gushing fluid ran down John’s chin and dripped onto the floor, joining the puddle of Richard’s pre-cum that was already there.  She was panting heavily and almost pulling John’s hair out by the roots, she realised as she fought to get her breathing back under control. ‘God, his tongue is good, I wish Richard’s was as good,’ she thought wistfully, ‘Oh well, a little more training and hopefully he will be.  Perhaps she should lend him to Jenny for a week or so to perfect his technique.’
 
   Richard watched his wife’s orgasm with complete fascination.  Never before had he seen her get off with such rapture and wantonness, in fact, he was quite shocked at the lewd animal pleasure that having her cunt licked by her friend Jenny had brought about.  He’d certainly seen a different side to his wife over the last couple of weeks, her sexual appetite seemed to be insatiable and he’d lost count of how many orgasms she’d had, whilst frustratingly, his could be counted on one hand and still have some fingers left over.  He now realised that he was enjoying this change in his wife and their lifestyle together, even if it was a little frustrating at times like this.  Somehow, being constantly horny was pleasurable to him in itself, he’d never realised that before, perhaps because before his sexual frustration hadn’t lasted for long.
 
   Abi pushed John’s head away as the intense waves of pleasure that had racked her body finally subsided and she reached for the leather straps around Richard’s crotch area.  In the dim light she struggled to untangle them, cursing a few times under her breath as she worked.  Soon, however, she had them all separated as she wanted them and she smiled wickedly at the top of John’s head and Richard’s huge erection.
 
   “Open your mouth and move forward,” she demanded, putting her hand at the back of John’s head and pushing him inexorably toward the glistening, dripping, purple head of Richard’s cock.  She heard Richard gasp as the head slipped slowly into John’s warm, wet, mouth, forcing him to open his jaw wide to accommodate the thick shaft. ‘Well, at least that will stop it dripping onto the floor,’ she thought and giggled out loud.  Quickly she began to fasten and lock the straps around John’s head which would secure him in place and make it impossible to pull back and expel the cock from his mouth.  Soon they were locked firmly together, mouth to cock, with no chance of parting until she decided otherwise.
 
   “Excellent,” Abi remarked, standing back to admire her handiwork.  She could see that more than half of Richard’s cock was now buried deep in John’s mouth.  The straps prevented him from withdrawing and getting it out, however, they did not prevent it from pushing in deeper, indeed, she was counting on Richard not being able to resist doing so.  
 
   “Now, darlings, I have to go out for a while.  I’ve been invited for Sunday lunch carvery at the Dog and Partridge.  I do hope you two won’t get up to any mischief whilst I’m away,” Abi laughed wickedly, “Oh, and Richard, I want you to be just like this when I return, your rock hard cock filling that slutty, mouth, that is.  So, if you’re so callous as to take advantage of her helpless predicament and cum in her mouth whilst I’m away, you’ll both have to work very hard at getting that cock hard again before I return, otherwise there will be some painful discipline for you going on here in this house this afternoon.  Is that understood?”
 
   Neither man could speak, of course.  Richard managed a grunt around his ball gag and John nodded his head vigorously, almost causing Richard to cum there and then.
 
   “Good.” With that Abi turned on her heel and with a wicked smile on her lips left the bedroom, almost bumping into Jenny who was standing just outside the door, also with a big grin on her face.  Abi raised her finger to her lips and grabbed Jenny’s hand, taking her back to the living room. They tumbled through the door giggling hysterically like two schoolgirls who had just shared a story about what happened behind the bike sheds.
 
   “You little tart,” Jenny sniggered, “you made sissy eat you out.  Now I’ve got to take you out to lunch with your slutty pussy all wet and happy whilst mine is yearning for attention.”
 
   “Well, we don’t have to go just yet, darling,” Abi smiled seductively, “those two aren’t going anywhere.  Richard’s quite happy with his situation, and sissy, well, she has no choice anyway, so sit back and spread ‘em wide and I’ll see what I can do to satisfy your yearning.”
 
   As Jenny lay back on the sofa and spread her legs, pulling her knees back to fully expose the soft pink folds of her glistening pussy for Abi’s oral ministrations, she reflected on how good life now was.  She had almost everything; an excellent, well paid job, with a promising career path looming, a loving, adoring husband who was completely compliant to her will, all the cock she could ever want with whomever she pleased and a lifelong friend who had now become a sensuous lesbian lover.  There was just one thing missing and soon she would make her move to resolve that, finally ticking off that last item on her list.  Oh, of course, then there was John’s ‘sister’ Zoe.  That was next, she thought proactively as her orgasm mounted in tune with Abi’s expert oral activity, it would be such fun although she couldn’t for the life of her think what Zoe would actually get out of it.  Well, she must have thought it through and decided that she needed it, otherwise she wouldn’t have asked Jenny to do it.  Perhaps, like John, she hadn’t thought of the far reaching consequences though.  At this Jenny gasped in ecstasy as her belly exploded in wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6
 
   “Do you think Richard’s cum yet?” Jenny asked conversationally.  They were sitting at a corner table in the Dog and Partridge, their plates full in front of them having just piled them up with food from the help yourself Sunday Roast carvery counter.
 
   “I wouldn’t be surprised, he’s been gagging for it all week and he seemed especially excited when he saw what he thought was you on all fours in front of him,” Abi giggled.
 
   “How do you think he’ll react when he finds out it’s not me but John who’s just sucked him off?”
 
   “Hhmmm, an interesting question.  Obviously, over the last few weeks I’ve been preparing him for this by teasing him that I’m gonna let another man suck him.  He hasn’t reacted too badly to that, in fact, he finally said if I wanted a man to suck his cock then why should he care, a blow job was a blow job, just as long as I didn’t expect him to do it.”
 
   “OK, sounds like he’s not too averse to the notion but you’ll need to work on his attitude to returning the favour, a sub should always comply with your expectations, whatever they are, so you must begin at once to train him to the cock and not take no for an answer.”
 
   “Yeah, I know and it will come.  Slowly but surely, a little step at a time, I’m getting there.  Don’t forget that, unlike John, he wasn’t so completely up for all this to begin with.  He was quite happy in his vanilla relationship with me.  It’s me that is pushing him down the submission route and it’s a delicate balance.  He’s responding well, far better than I’d hoped in the beginning, but if I push too quickly it could backfire on me and all will be lost.”
 
   “Well, you know your husband, I guess, so I’ll leave it to you to progress as you see fit, but don’t take too long.  You’re missing out on loads of fun that can be had when you can fully manipulate and control your sub into doing whatever you want.  It’s such a turn on to fuck another guy in front of your husband and then make him clean up afterwards with his tongue, not just your pussy but the guy’s cock too and it’s great to make him get the guys cock hard and ready to fuck you again.  John finds that so humiliating and his poor little cock drips pre-cum from his chastity device by the bucket full.”
 
   “Oooh, it makes my pussy tingle just to think about it so you can rest assured that I will progress as quickly as possible to make those things happen.  Now, shut up and eat your meal,” Abi hissed, “the couple on the next table are giving us funny looks.  The woman is smiling but the man doesn’t look too happy!”
 
   Back at the house Richard was fighting with his conscience.  Should he take his pleasure from his best friend’s wife’s mouth?  He could feel her tongue moving around the underside of his cock and it was driving him crazy.  She could do nothing to stop him and somehow it was a turn on to think that he was able to do it without her willing consent, but what would she think of him afterwards? It didn’t take long to make the decision, this was too good an opportunity to pass up and his cock was already in her mouth, after all.
 
   Experimentally he slowly thrust his hips forward, just an inch, and felt his cock slide further into the lovely warm and receptive mouth.  He could feel her tongue had now stopped moving and had formed itself to the shape of the underside of his rock hard cock.  She hadn’t backed away as he thrust forward, she had just remained still and took the extra meat as he pushed it in, which surprised him but also encouraged him.  If she didn’t want it she would have backed off, he reasoned, feeling the exquisite pleasure of his swollen knob pushing against the back of her throat and closing off her airway.  He slowly withdrew, the shaft of his cock gliding over her tongue as he did so until the straps stopped him.  Richard cursed.  Damn!  He would have liked to have withdrawn further so that her tongue could caress the sensitive head of his cock and probe the slit that he knew would soon be erupting cum into her throat.
 
   He began a slow rhythmic thrust and withdraw, watching his cock slide in and out of the pretty mouth that he’d thought about so often before, each thrust getting deeper and deeper, surprised at how she accommodated the length with very little gagging.  When he had first got together with Abi it had taken a lot of practice for her to be able to take the full length of his cock without gagging but she had eventually become quite adept at it.  Mind you, thinking back it now seemed like ages ago since she’d last given him a blow job, not since she started to take control of their sex life and demand a more subservient role from him.  Anyway, he was surprised Jenny was so good at it.  In spite of his private thoughts about parting her lovely sensuous lips with his cock, he’d never really imagined her sucking cock before now.  Like most beautiful women that you don’t have an intimate relationship with, it’s difficult to imagine that they actually do such things.  She just didn’t come across, publically at least, as that kind of woman.  Still, you never knew what went on behind closed doors, he mused as his thrusting continued and became more urgent and rapid.  He wished she would look up at him and stare into his eyes, he found that especially erotic, especially when he came.  Somehow it gave him a kind of sadistic pleasure to cum in in a woman’s mouth as she stared into his eyes and he into hers, both knowing that hidden deep in her throat his cock was exploding hot, salty, cum.  Suddenly he lost control, he had been holding back for the last few minutes so as to savour the pleasure of throat fucking his best friend’s wife, but his lascivious thoughts combined to push him over the edge.
 
   Groaning loudly around his ball gag he allowed his orgasm to take control of his hips, thrusting them spasmodically in such an intensely pleasurable orgasm that for a short time even his thoughts were disrupted.  Now, as the pleasure subsided and the final few jerks and squirts deposited their load into her throat he looked down at the top of her head.  God, what would she think of him now, using her mouth like that whilst she was defenceless, unable to stop him, using her like a fuck toy to satisfy his own carnal lusts?
 
   As his cock slowly deflated and shrank back to its flaccid size he suddenly remembered Abi’s parting words ‘I want you to be just like this when I return, your rock hard cock filling that slutty, mouth, that is.  So, if you’re so callous as to take advantage of her helpless predicament and cum in her mouth whilst I’m away, you’ll both have to work very hard at getting that cock hard again before I return, otherwise there will be some painful discipline for you...’  He panicked. His cock would shrink and come out of her mouth if he didn’t push it in further, he realised, she may even be that disgusted that she’ll push it out now that she can, and it’ll be extremely difficult to get it back in again afterwards because the strap arrangement limiting his field of movement.  
 
   He pushed forward with his hips, realising the futility of the movement as he did so.  All Jenny had to do was pull her head back and out it would come.  To his great surprise she kept quite still and allowed the flaccid piece of flesh to remain in her mouth.  Not only that but she clamped her lips around the soft shaft and began to suck hard, using her tongue at the same time to stimulate the sensitive head.  He couldn’t believe his luck, she appeared to be colluding with him to get his cock hard again.  And what of his cum?  She hadn’t spat it out when she had the chance so she must have swallowed.  He was seeing a whole new side to his friend’s wife at that moment and he liked what he was seeing.  Who would have guessed she sucked cock so expertly and not only that, she swallowed?
 
   Ten minutes later, and thanks to Jenny’s expert oral ministrations they were back to how they were before Abi left and Richard heaved a sigh of relief.  He hadn’t relished the thrashing Abi would have given him and she would have been sure to do it in front of Jenny which would have piled on the humiliation as well as the pain.  His cock was now rock hard again and throbbing contentedly in its warm, wet, enclosure and he began to wonder how long it would be before Abi returned.  Did he have time to cum again, he thought wickedly, it would take longer this time, he knew, and that meant more pleasure, but it also meant that it would take longer to get him hard for a third time.
 
   He made a few exploratory thrusts, not really knowing what sort of reception his lustful actions would receive but to his amazement Jenny was quite passive, neither discouraging or encouraging, just accepting the lewd thrust of his intruding cock.  This is just too good an opportunity to pass up, he thought, hardly daring to believe his luck.  Two blow jobs one after the other by the sweetest mouth he could wish for.  Richard renewed his thrusts with determination, knowing he was against the clock but no longer caring.  He just prayed to god that Jenny would again be so willing to get him hard afterwards because he knew it would take a supreme effort by them both, he wouldn’t be able to do it on his own without that fantastically willing mouth to assist.
 
   Richard glistened with sweat from his efforts to achieve a second orgasm.  The mouth he was fucking didn’t seem to be responding in the same way as it had done the first time, there was no tongue and the pressure of her lips on his shaft was hardly noticeable, almost as if she was trying to make it difficult for him.  But he had come too far now to be deterred and was determined to cum once more.  Thrusting as deep as he had before, and then even deeper, his balls slapped against her chin with each stroke.  He marvelled at her ability to take his cock down her throat.  Linda Lovelace, eat your heart out, he suddenly thought about the classic blow job film with amusement, she had nothing on Jenny who was now slobbering profusely around his cock and adding to the puddle at his feet.
 
   After what seemed like an age his balls finally exploded and release their load of cum, filling Jenny’s mouth once more with thick, creamy sperm.  God, would he be able to look his friend John in the eyes again after what he’d done to his gorgeous wife whilst she was helpless to stop him?  The natural down he felt after his orgasm made him instantly regret using her this way, she would hate him for this, he knew, my god, he hated himself so she was sure to.
 
   He soon received confirmation of his fears as she spat his once more flaccid cock out of her mouth.  Noooo, he thought, now that was done, he would never be able to get it back into that lovely orifice and Abi would know and punish him, very, very painfully he knew.
 
   Richard stood looking down at the top of Jenny’s head and contemplated his fate.  Oh how he wished he could take that last cum back, if only he’d accepted his luck for the first blow job and been satisfied with that, but it had been so hard to just stand there doing nothing with his hard throbbing cock buried deep in Jenny’s mouth.  What man could have resisted the temptation?  But now he would pay.  Past experience told him that his punishment would be very painful for disobeying Abi so blatantly and fully.  He briefly wondered why he now so readily accepted being disciplined so painfully by his wife, it was something that had slowly come about, kinda crept up on him until he found himself in the position he was now, accepting it as a matter of course for his wrongdoing.  In fact, for any wrongdoing as decided by his wife, no matter how trivial.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7
 
   Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Abi walked in, flicking on the light as she did so.  Richard instinctively closed his eyes to block the sudden brightness and to allow his eyes to adjust, slowly opening them after a few seconds to see his wife standing before him with a big grin on her face.  But, no, it couldn’t be, that looked like Jenny standing beside her.  How was that possible, she was on her knees before him with her belly full of his cum.
 
   Richard thought he was dreaming, had Abi slipped something into the water she gave him before Jenny arrived?  No, she wouldn’t do that, he was sure.  Then what?
 
   “So, you two boys look as though you’ve been up to no good whilst we’ve been at lunch.  What do you think, Jenny?”
 
   “Well, it certainly appears that Richard has enjoyed himself in sissy’s mouth,” Jenny sniggered, taking a picture of the scene before her with the camera on her phone.
 
   ‘Whhhat.  B-boys?  What do you mean, Abi,’ Richard’s thoughts screamed in his head.  Who was this who had sucked him off and who was sissy?’
 
   “I’m disappointed that you have not obeyed me, Richard,” Abi hissed, lifting Richard’s limp cock between thumb and forefinger as if presenting it as evidence.  “You have taken advantage of poor sissy quite mercilessly and you will now be severely punished, of that you can be assured.  Now let’s get you two separated.”  Abi stared into Richard’s wild, bulging eyes as she spoke, grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat, knowing that what had happened over the last couple of hours was just beginning to dawn on him.  She wondered what he would say if the ball gag hadn’t prevented him from speaking.
 
   Quickly Abi undid the straps holding John’s head to Richard’s crotch and soon he was free.  Reaching down she placed her hand under his chin and lifted his head up.  For the first time Richard saw the face of the person who had just sucked him off so expertly.
 
   ‘Noooo, this can’t be.  Please, not John of all people, surely not John.’  But the truth was staring up at him, lipstick smudged and mascara tracks running down her – no his – cheeks as a result of the brutal throat fucking he’d been subjected to. ‘Oh my god, I’ve just been sucked off by my best mate,’ Richard thought in alarm.  ‘But he had been so sure it was Jenny kneeling before him, sucking him, and he’d never experienced such an expert blow job before, how could it have been John?’  But the truth was still staring back up at him as he looked down in bewilderment.
 
   “This thing is going to be locked up for a long time after this.”  Abi again grabbed and pulled hard on the the flaccid cock dangling defencelessly between Richard’s legs, enjoying the discomfort she produced and letting anger creep into her voice, even though she was actually amused at Richard’s gormless expression as the full realisation of what had happened became apparent to him.
 
   Richard suddenly remembered the words he’d spoken when Abi was teasing him about letting another man suck him off - if she wanted a man to suck his cock then why should he care, a blow job was a blow job.  He couldn’t believe it, she’d made it come true, and the man had been John!  What’s more, John had licked his wife’s pussy to orgasm right in front of him, why wasn’t he angry at her infidelity?  But how could he be, after what he had just done?  How could he complain when he’d just also been given oral sex from another person, but that person was also a man!
 
   “Jenny, darling, be a love and pass me Richard’s chastity device, would you.  It’s on the top of the dresser.  The sooner we get this disgusting thing locked away the sooner we can begin Richard’s punishment.”
 
   Jenny passed the chastity device and watched with amusement as she locked it into place on Richard’s cock.  “You know Abi, it takes two to tango and sissy isn’t entirely innocent in all of this, is she?  They should share the blame equally and be punished accordingly.”
 
   “Excellent idea, Jenny.  It’ll be amusing to have both of their upturned rumps side by side receiving their dues.  Why don’t you take sissy and have her fix her make-up and we’ll see you in the lounge.  I have to get Richard properly dressed before I bring him out.  He has a lovely new maids dress to wear and I’m sure he’ll enjoy showing it off to you.”
 
   Jenny sat comfortably in the lounge, some 20 minutes later, flicking through a copy of Marie Claire magazine.  Sissy knelt obediently on the floor beside her, makeup once more restored.  Jenny had fished his ball gag out of her large handbag and strapped it in place, delighting in her ability to take away his freedom of speech so easily.  Not that it was necessary, she knew he wouldn’t dare speak unless spoken to anyway, but she enjoyed the humiliation she knew it brought about for John, especially when he knew that others would see him.  The door suddenly opened and Abi swept into the room.
 
   “Come along, Richelle, don’t be shy.  I think you look ever so pretty in your new dress and I’m sure Mistress Jenny and sissy will think so too.”
 
   Jenny looked up from her magazine just as ‘Richelle’ entered.  She liked the new name Abi had given Richard, the feminine form of his birth name, an excellent choice.  The maid’s dress was black and edged with white lace on the short, elbow length sleeves, the neck and the hem, and it was very, very short.  Jenny could see Richelle’s chastity device hanging below the lace trimmed hem.  Her face was exquisitely made up like sissy’s and a black Queen of Sheba style wig ensured that the transformation was convincing.  Richelle’s legs were bare but completely hairless and locked on her feet, with tiny padlocks on the ankle straps, were 3 inch stiletto heels, upon which she teetered precariously.
 
   “Bravo,” Jenny clapped, “the perfect maid.  I just know that sissy and Richelle are going to get along perfectly.”
 
   “Richelle, where are you manners?” Abi suddenly snapped, shaking Richelle from his humiliated introspection. “How have I taught you to respect a Mistress when you enter a room?”
 
   “Errr, I’m so sorry Mistress, please accept my apologies,” Richelle immediately responded as he curtseyed low with head bowed.
 
   “I should think so,” Abi snapped angrily. “I can see that I’m going to have to go back over your early training and reinforce it with some judicial discipline along the way, but for now that will add 10 strokes to the caning you are already about to receive for your despicable behaviour with sissy.  I expected you to be stepping up a level in your submission now, that is why I have brought you your brand new sissy maid’s uniform.  It would seem that you don’t deserve to wear it though.”
 
   “Ppplease Mistress, I do deserve to wear it, please don’t take it away from me.”  ‘My god what am I saying?’ Richard thought. He didn’t know why he had said those words, they just came out and were as much of a surprise to him as they were to Abi.
 
   Lost for words for a few seconds, Abi finally recovered and received a nod of approval from Jenny.  “Very well, but don’t let me down again, Richelle.  You are to treat Mistress Jenny with the same respect and obedience as you do me.  She and John are no longer your friends as you knew them, John is a sissy submissive like you and Jenny is now, as am I your Goddess, so much your superior in every way, as are all females on this planet now.  Do you now understand and accept the complete change in your status, Richelle?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” Richelle responded immediately, his mind in turmoil.  Why was he saying these things and agreeing to be completely submissive to his wife, to Jenny and all other females.  What was happening to him?  It just felt so good to let it happen and he realised that his cock was now trying desperately to get hard in the tight confines of the hard plastic tube that Abi had locked on him.
 
   “Good, now watch and learn.”  Abi turned to sissy.  “You may greet me now, sissy.”
 
   Sissy immediately crawled across the floor, unable to kiss her feet because of the ball gag he just touched the ball to Abi’s shoes as everyone watched.
 
   “Any you may greet me, Richelle,” Jenny spoke in an amused tone.
 
   Richelle immediately dropped to his knees and crawled towards Mistress Jenny.  As he approached she uncrossed her legs, placing both feet on the floor about a foot apart.  It was like an electric shock going through his body as he found himself looking straight at her naked, glistening cunt.  He nearly faltered at the sight of her perfect pussy slit, the pink inner lips of her labia protruding wetly from between the puffy outer lips.  It just looked so delicious and he immediately wanted to bury his face between her legs and explore the fleshy folds with his tongue.  It was with great reluctance that he tore his eyes away and bent to kiss her feet as he was instructed.
 
   “Ok, you two, get up and stand together by the window, I want a picture of this occasion,” Abi instructed, pulling her phone out of her handbag and activating the camera.
 
   “Oh, aren’t they both just adorable, Abi?  Perfect slutty servants.” Jenny giggled as she too aimed her phone’s camera at the two sissy maids and snapped several images.
 
   Abi stood beside Jenny’s chair and looked over at the two ‘men’ in their lives.  Her heart pounded with excitement, for the first time she felt she was really making progress with changing her and Richard’s lifestyle to one more in keeping with her personal desires.  Both of them were looking down at the floor, Richard more out of embarrassment than out of discipline and respect of the superior females present but she had to admit, they did both look cute in their female attire, a complete contrast to the picture she had in the family album of the two of them in their rugby gear, all muddy after a match they had played in.  Well, now she had one to go into the family album alongside it.  Photograph albums were supposed to chart the changes in life as it progressed, after all.  An engagement here, a wedding there, the birth of a child to a sister, niece or friend, the transformation of a husband into a sissy, slutty, subservient, maid, etc.
 
   “Yes, two perfect sissy sluts who need to be disciplined for indulging in unauthorised and disgusting sexual acts with each other, remember,” Abi replied breathlessly, letting the feeling of erotic anticipation for the canings to come sensitize her body and set it tingling delightfully.
 
   “Of course, we should get on with that straight away,” Jenny replied, suddenly brusque and business like.
 
   “Ok sissy’s.  Richelle, bring both canes from the coat stand in the hall to me.  Sissy, bring two dining chairs over from the table and place them in the middle of the room.  That’s right, put them just there side by side and a foot apart.”
 
   Abi watched as sissy and Richelle did as she ordered and soon she had two canes in her hand and the chairs were as ordained.
 
   “Now, both of you, bend over them from the back and grip the front edge of the seat.”  
 
   Such was the shortness of both of their dresses that as soon as they bent over their buttocks were nicely bared and presented, ready for the bittersweet caress of the cane.  Abi turned to Jenny and smiled sweetly, handing her one of the canes which she would need for the forthcoming activities.
 
   “Bravo,” Jenny clapped once again.  “Nicely presented, Abi.  I couldn’t have done it better myself.”  The two of them stood side by side admiring the sight before them, two pairs of white, unblemished, upturned, buttocks stared back at them awaiting their attention.  Between the two sissy’s legs their cocks, imprisoned in chastity devices, hung down impotently and had begun to drip pre-cum in anticipation of their predicament and the pain that was about to be imparted to their defenceless flesh.  Neither sissy dared look at the other out of embarrassment at what they were about to endure from their wives/mistresses in punishment for what Richard had done thinking he was doing it to Jenny.
 
   “I’ll take Richelle, you take sissy.  30 good hard strokes.”
 
   “Ok, Jen, sounds good to me but don’t forget that Richelle earned a further 10 for his lack of respect.  Oooh, this will be such fun.”  Abi’s giggle was infectious and Jenny joined her in her amusement as they lines up to make the first strikes on the inviting targets.
 
   The first ten strokes were delivered in complete unison, leaving nice red stripes across both pairs of buttocks but hardly raising a grunt from the two recipients.  Richelle called out the count and thanked them for each stroke in a clear, level, voice.  Jenny knew from past experience that that would soon change as the next set of ten fell mercilessly on top of the already reddened flesh, but for now they took a short break to rest their arms.  Abi mixed up Gin and Tonics for them both and as they stood and sipped they admired the stripes they had already caused and planned where the next set would fall to best effect.
 
   For Richard it was a little surreal, to think that he was wearing a maids dress and bent over a chair having his bare ass caned by a woman he’d known for years as his best friend’s wife.  He was trying desperately to come to terms with the fact that he could no longer think of her as his friend or even his equal, he was now her subservient sissy slave and it was her right to beat him mercilessly as she was doing now whenever she chose.  He had to admit it was horny as hell but it did take a little getting your head around, things had changed so quickly.
 
   Suddenly and without warning the 11th stroke fell in unison causing both men to grunt just a little bit louder as the red hot sting spread across their buttocks.  “Eleven, thank you Mistress” Richelle shouted out.  Alarm bells were now ringing in his head at the sudden and unexpected increase in pain that he felt.  John, of course, was well used to the increasing stages of pain that came with a good hard caning, he had received quite a few over the last few months at the hand of several Mistresses, and so he was more able to deal with it.
 
   By the end of the twentieth stroke John knew that Richard was obviously struggling.  He had now started to yelp out loud as the last few strokes landed and his voice trembled as he called out the count and thank you’s.  John knew that Mistress Jenny could lay it on really hard when she felt like it and he pitied Richard for the 20 more strokes he was still set to receive.  He could hear the Mistresses sipping their drinks making admiring comments to each other at the tortured state of their buttocks, even feeling a cool hand passing over what felt like massively raised welts whilst sharp nails traced their passage across his flesh.  He assumed the hand was Abi’s although he had no way of telling.  Strangely he found that thought quite a turn on and his cock throbbed painfully.
 
   Fully rested and recharged from their short break and refreshments the two Dommes began, once more without warning, to deliver the next 10 strokes.  Richard felt as though his ass was on fire and each stroke served only to intensify the pain he felt.  He was struggling with his words now and whimpering like a child, his mind ablaze with a red mist that disrupted his thought process and threatened to make him incoherent in his speech.  Never had he experienced such pain before.  Of course, Abi had spanked and even caned him over the last couple of weeks, but nothing on this level.  He realised to his embarrassment that the pain Mistress Jenny was subjecting him to was going to make him cry, something he hadn’t done since he was a child, and in front of John too, and he was helpless to change it.
 
   Jenny and Abi were enjoying themselves tremendously watching the lovely white buttocks before them slowly turning an angry red, with raised purple welts appearing in seemingly random places.  As Abi had said at the beginning, this was such fun, especially doing it to them both together like this.  Jenny had noticed Richelle’s obvious distress and had eased off a little, knowing that he still had ten more strokes to go after sissy was done.  She didn’t want to draw blood because that would be amateurish and messy, besides it was unnecessary for the purposes disciplining a sub.  She could inflict quite sufficient pain to ensure the lesson was learnt without doing that.
 
   By the time the thirtieth stroke was delivered, and Richelle called out the count and thank you, he was openly sobbing.  Oddly sissy wanted to take him in his arms and cuddle him, kiss away his tears and whisper words of comfort and endearment in his ear.  He’d never felt that way towards another man before in his life and the feeling shocked him.  Mistress Jenny had always said she would make him get in touch with his feminine side, by force if necessary.  Perhaps it was working?
 
   Abi was turned on by now to such a state that she could feel her pussy juices running down her inner thighs.  The scene was just so hot, her husband and her friends husband side by side being caned.  She wondered if Jenny was as turned on as she and took advantage of the short break after the thirtieth stroke to embrace her in a passionate kiss and slide her hand under her short skirt.  As she cupped the hot tender flesh of Jenny’s pussy she immediately felt the wetness which coated her fingers in slick natural lubricant.  She slid two fingers easily into Jenny’s cunt, drawing a lusty gasp from her as she did so.  That was confirmation to her that she wasn’t alone in getting turned on by inflicting intense sexual pain on another person.  She had begun to worry about that, thinking that in some way she was odd, but now she knew that it was natural and normal, at least it was for dominant women such as they.
 
   “I still have 10 more to go, Abi,” Jenny broke the embrace but still enjoying the sensation of Abi’s fingers buried deep in her pussy whilst her thumb stimulated her hard, exposed, clit. “If you carry on like this I’ll be a quivering mess and won’t be able to continue, darling.”
 
   “Ooops, Ok,” Abi withdrew her fingers and stared jenny in the eyes as she put them in her mouth and licked them clean, licking her lips afterwards like a cat would do.  Smiling wickedly she went over to the sofa and sat with her legs spread wide to watch the remaining 10 strokes of her loving husband slave’s ass.  “sissy, come here quickly,” she called and watched as sissy straightened up gingerly from his position over the chair.  She could only guess at the pain he must have been feeling as he did so but she knew it would be substantial and that made her pussy drip even more.  As he eagerly approached she pointed down at her slick, dripping pussy, she didn’t need to use words, sissy knew exactly what was expected of him.  He approached until he was kneeling between her widespread legs, his imprisoned and painfully throbbing cock so near yet so far from her wide open pussy, and allowed her to remove his ball gag.  Abi tossed the gag aside and clicked her fingers, once more pointing down between her legs, and sissy set willingly to his task, wistfully wishing that his cock was free and he could slide it into her open hole, but never the less enjoying the slight cool draft on his tortured ass from the open doorway to the hall as his tongue made contact with the hot, pink, dripping flesh of her sex once more.
 
   Abi sighed with pleasure as sissy’s tongue explored the soft folds of her labia, penetrated her cunt, probed her urethra and finally ending its journey at the hard nub of her clit.  She giggled at the thought that her best friends husband now knew every intimate detail of her private parts.  She looked over to where Jenny was swinging the final few strokes of the cane to her husband’s welted arse.  It was such a horny sight and she felt the onset of her orgasm as she watched.  Richelle, she still giggled at the name, was now crying from the intense pain in her derriere, a sobbing sissy slut that she had been responsible for creating, under the guidance of the woman who was caning his ass at that minute, of course.
 
   Jenny was glad when she finished and Richelle called out the final, fortieth, stroke.  She had to cum, now otherwise she’d burst.  She grabbed hold of Richelle’s slave collar and dragged him off the chair onto the floor. “Crawl!” she ordered viciously and dragged him over to the sofa where she sat next to Abi and spread wide too, pulling Richelle’s head into her crotch urgently.  It was the first time Richelle had licked her pussy and she soon found out that he didn’t have quite the same expertise as sissy but it didn’t matter because she was so close to orgasm anyway.  The slightest touch, no matter how incompetent, was enough to fuel the fire in her belly.  As she heard abi achieving her climax next to her is set off a chain reaction in her belly too.  Less than 30 seconds later she also came, a torrent of cum gushing from her and soaking Richelle’s face.  She felt her head being turned and met Abi’s passionate kiss with equal fervour, locked together by the lips, tongues wrestling each other madly, as their orgasms slowly subsided.
 
   For the rest of the afternoon the two sissy maid’s were tasked to dust and polish whilst Abi and Jenny snuggled up together on the sofa, enjoying touching each other’s bodies as they never had before when they were just friends.  Abi could only imagine the thoughts that were going through the two sissy maid’s minds, and the sexual longing and frustration they must be feeling, as they carried out their allotted chores around them whilst the two Mistresses groped and fingered each other on the sofa.  
 
   During this time Jenny appraised Abi of the fate that had befallen Steve.  She was dumb founded but highly amused.
 
   “How did you persuade him to let you lock him up like that?”
 
   “Well, actually, it was his idea.  He confided to me his deepest, darkest, sexual fantasy and we talked about how we could make it happen.  Of course, it was all still fantasy at first but the more we discussed it the more he seemed keen to try it.  Who was I to turn him down, the idea, I must admit, was quite a turn on for me too.  Of course, it would all cost money but he was prepared to finance the building works and I knew a builder, so it all fell into place nicely.  Then when you told me about him propositioning you whilst were we supposedly still in a relationship, I decided to make it happen as soon as possible but also to modify his fantasy slightly to suit my own desires for retribution.”
 
   “And so, he’s going to lose his nuts!”
 
   “Unfortunately for Matryoshka, yes.  It is a shame because he’ll never be able to get that monster cock erect again afterwards, and it did make me crazy with lust every time he put it in me, but that’s his own fault for cheating.”
 
   “What was that you just called him?” Abi asked, puzzled by the name Jenny had used.
 
   “Matryoshka.  My new name for him.  Think about it, Abi.”
 
   “Oh, I see,” Abi suddenly got the idea, “Very good.  But I don’t think he actually did cheat, he didn’t get that far.”
 
   “No, but          the       intent        was          there,” Jenny gasped.
 
   “Hhhm, remind me never to tell you my deepest, darkest, sexual fantasy,” Abi giggled and worked her two fingers deeper into Jenny’s pussy, manipulating her clit expertly with her thumb, suddenly feeling the contractions of a minor orgasm and the slick lubrication of Jenny’s pussy juices flooding her fingers.
 
   By and by the conversation got around to the discipline caning they had just subjected their two sissy slaves to.
 
   “Well, Richelle got through it but she was a mess at the end,” Jenny judged.
 
   “Yes, she was.  How does sissy take it so well with hardly a murmur?”
 
   “Well, she’s used to it now.  I had to put in some hard training at the beginning though.
 
   “Oh, what did you do?
 
   Jenny giggled at the memory.  “I put him on a regimen of daily canings for several weeks.  Irrespective of whether he’d been caned during the day, each evening at 9:30 he was under orders to bring me the cane and ask politely for discipline.  This worked very well to harden the skin and get him used to the pain and it also led very nicely to my last orgasm of the evening before I sent him to bed.  He’d always been good with his tongue, even before, but this allowed me to fine tune his expertise and you have experienced the benefit today.  I recommend that you try a similar regimen for Richelle on both counts.  His tongue needs some fine tuning as well as his ass.”
 
   Knowing the Richelle would be listening intently as Jenny ordained his fate for the next few weeks, Abi agreed wholeheartedly with Jenny’s recommendation.
 
   “Yes, good idea.  I’ll get him started on it tonight.  It’ll hurt terribly on that red ass you’ve given him but that will make it more fun,” Abi giggled.
 
   “Of course, and good look with your efforts.  I know it will be hard for you but I’m sure you’ll get through it and successfully turn Richelle into the kind of sissy sub that you need and she deserves to be.  Anyway, I have to go now, there is some other business I need to attend to this evening and I need a change of clothes and a shower, and to collect some other things from home.”
 
   “Oh, anything you want to share?”
 
   “Hmm, not right now, Abi, to be honest I don’t really know how it’s going to pan out so I’d rather keep it to myself for now.  But if it works out you’ll be the first to know, and I may well need your assistance at some point.
 
   “Oh, ok lover, go and carry out your mysterious business.  I’ll see you at work tomorrow.  Perhaps you’ll be able to enlighten me then as to what you’ve been doing?”
 
   “Perhaps.”  Jenny gave her one last parting kiss and tweaked her left nipple playfully before she rose.  “Sissy get my coat and handbag.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8
 
   Zoe was making her way home from work, her mind buzzing with thoughts about her new life.  It was Monday evening and she was one day, just 24 hours, into the new life she had yearned for and finally achieved.  Jenny had at last helped her fulfil 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 an 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 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 all that had become meaningless.  From now on she would not be buying any clothing at all.  What she currently had 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, or someone, 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.  As she walked she was acutely conscious of the tiny bell hanging like a pendant from her clit ring.  She wore no panties and fortunately the chain the bell hung from was just short enough for it to remain hidden under her mini skirt, providing she didn’t do anything stupid and the wind didn’t blow too strongly!  She’d had to pack the inside of the bell with blu-tack to prevent it ringing embarrassingly whilst at work and she knew it would now be difficult to get it all out when she got home.  But out it all must come, she dare not leave a trace of it being there.
 
   She hadn’t known when exactly ‘it’ would happen, ‘it’ being the fulfilment of her deep held longing, and when it did, it caught her somewhat by surprise.  There had been no warning, Jenny had just turned up early on Sunday evening and her life had changed forever from that point on.
 
   She hurried along, tingling with excitement at the thought of the evening ahead.  Her short skirt swirled sensuously against her bare legs and the cool breeze that gusted occasionally felt good on her bare sex.  She prayed that the gusts would not be strong enough to lift her skirt, there were so many people about and someone was sure to see.  Jenny had taken all of her underwear away with her when she left last night.  Bra and panty sets, all of them, saying that she no longer needed them and that they would do for sissy to wear.
 
   She thought about her brother, the submissive male that she grew up with, it was funny to think that he would now be wearing her underwear.  Before she would have found the very idea disgusting and perverted, but now a lot had changed and she viewed it with some amusement.  He hadn’t really shown his submissiveness until just recently, only a few short months ago.  Oh how she had enjoyed his humiliation, much of it at her hand, as his life changed to being one of and obedient, sissy slave.  He was completely unaware that that she was not his flesh and blood sister and when she had confided to Jenny that she was adopted Jenny had sworn her to secrecy.  She guessed that thinking she was his sister had made it all the worse for him when she did the things she had done to him these past few months, as it had also made it the worse for her now that he….
 
   She stopped the thought, unable to follow it through it was so humiliating.  She cast her mind back to the previous evening.
 
   It was early Sunday evening and she’d settled down on the sofa with a large mug of hot chocolate to watch some tv.  When she heard the key in the door to her flat she was surprised, she hadn’t been expecting visitors but she knew it would be Jenny, she was the only other person that had a key.
 
   Jenny entered her flat looking absolutely ravishing to Zoe, she was so elegant and attractive and Zoe had to admit that she’d fallen for her over the last few weeks.  
 
   “Hi Jen,” Zoe placed her cocoa on the coffee table in front of her and jumped up to greet her.  Sissy came through the door behind her carrying a largish canvas bag and dressed to kill in black skirt, white blouse, black seamed stockings and 4 inch black stiletto heels, an outfit that was very attractively feminine on him, and with the Sheba wig he looked every bit the femme fatale.  Jenny and he could almost be sisters, Zoe mused as she approached and embraced Jenny in greeting.
 
   “Hello Zoe, are you alone?”
 
   “Not any more, Jen.  What brings you here tonight?”
 
   “It is time, Zoe.  Are you ready?”
 
   Zoe’s stomach lurched.  She’d waited so long for this and now it was suddenly here and she was taken aback.  She thought she’d get some warning, some time to prepare herself, it would be such a huge change in her life.  Was she ready?  Suddenly she was filled with dread and doubt.
 
   “Oh, I..   I don’t know, Jen. This is so sudden, you gave me no warning.”
 
   “Well, here I am.  We do this or we don’t, but don’t mess me around.  If I walk away from here now then that’s the end of it as far as I’m concerned.  So make your mind up.”
 
   “Errr.  I’m not sure, Jenny, can I have some time to think about it, can we discuss it?”
 
   “What’s to discuss, I know what you need?  You’ve had a long time to think about this, Zoe.  It’s now or never, take it or leave it.”
 
   “Oh.  Well, I guess you’re right.  It’s what I’ve wanted for as long as I can remember, it’s just come so suddenly, that’s all.  If you want to do it now then I suppose that’s OK.”
 
   “You’re sure now, aren’t you Zoe?  Say now if you’re not whilst you still have the freedom of will to do so.  Once we embark down this road there is no turning back.”
 
   Zoe stared into the impassive, beautiful, face of the woman in front of her, the woman who would change her life forever, who knew all of her secrets and secret desires.  Her mind was racing and to Zoe it seemed like an age that she was deep in thought, the reality was that it was but a few seconds, but in that time she made the momentous decision.  
 
   She closed her eyes, it seemed easier to say the words that way.  “Yes, do it.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 9
 
   “Very well, Zoe, I will make your dreams come true but there is no backing out now.  I want you to sign this contract document.  It has been drawn up by my solicitor and it spells out your requirements in detail.  It also gives me full authority to make those things happen, even if you should suddenly change your mind.”  Jenny walked over to the dining table and placed the papers from her handbag onto it, along with an old fashioned fountain pen.
 
   Zoe came over to the table and looked at the contract.  It was several pages of A4 and written in what she called ‘legalese’, that jargon ridden legal text that tied you up in knots if you tried to read it.  She never got any further than the first paragraph before she gave up.  Hell, she trusted Jenny, she trusted her with her life and all of her secrets.  It would be ok, she knew it would, Jenny was her love, her life and her sister-in-law to boot.  She picked up the pen and Jenny indicated on each page where she should put her signature and the date.  When it was done, Jenny sighed, not only with relief that Zoe hadn’t taken the time to read it all, but also with the sexual thrill that had gone through her body as the final page was signed, sealing her own fate with a simple, careless signature.  She carefully folded the signed documents, placed them safe into her handbag and sat down on one of the dining chairs.
 
   “Go and stand in the middle of the room and strip.” Jenny hissed, looking straight into Zoe’s blue eyes, willing her to obey as she now must do without question. “Take everything off.  Now!”
 
   Sissy looked at his Mistress and then at his sister in amazement.  He had no idea what was going on, Jenny had just instructed him to take the canvass bag and get in the car.  Now she’d just told, no, ordered, his sister to strip naked, and him being present too.  He would see everything, everything he’d tried most of his adolescent life to see but failed.  As he’d got older and matured, had girlfriends of his own and eventually got married, those desires had disappeared, but now they were back with a vengeance.  He couldn’t believe this was happening.
 
   Zoe went to the middle of the room as if in a trance.  She had half undone the form fitting pink woollen top she wore when she realised sissy was standing right next to her.  She stopped.
 
   “But….”  She looked at sissy and back to Jenny, imploring her with her eyes not to make her strip in front of him.
 
   “Oh, come on Zoe, we’re all girls together here.  Besides, there is no room in your life for prudishness now, you should know that.  Now get out of those clothes immediately or there will be painful consequences.  And another thing, I don’t want to hear another word from that slutty mouth of yours.  Ever!  Do you understand me?  Nod for yes, shake for no.”
 
   Jenny’s voice was steely, full of threat and uncompromising.  Zoe was beginning to understand how she had subjugated John so easily and quickly.  Blushing hotly she nodded and resumed undoing the buttons down the front of her top.  She had a skimpy black lace bra on underneath which soon came into view as she slipped her arms out of the sleeves.  
 
   Sissy took the garment from her and folded it neatly before placing it on the sofa.  As he turned back to her he was just in time to see her short skirt drop to her ankles, revealing the matching panties to the bra.  Neither the bra or the panties left much to the imagination, he was thrilled to see, her rock hard nipples were clearly visible through the gauzy material, they looked good enough to eat.  As for the dark slit he could see between her legs, the sight of it at last made his cock throb painfully even though the panties partially obscured it.  Ever since puberty he’d wanted to see what he could see now but Zoe had always been too quick and clever for him, laughed at his futile attempts to catch her out and called him a pervert for wanting to see his sister’s private parts.  And the best was still to come, he told himself as he picked up the skirt she’d just stepped out of, she had no choice but to take the bra and panties off now too and she would be completely naked before him!
 
   Zoe hesitated, she was so embarrassed doing this in front of him.  She wanted to plead with Jenny but she knew it would do no good.  She could feel his eyes all over her, taking in the expanses of naked flesh as well as the half hidden flesh that was covered by the bra and panties.  She imagined what was going on with his cock right then, locked away in its chastity tube as she knew it was.  ‘I bet he’s dripping pre-cum’, she thought disgustedly.  ‘His cock will be filling the tube and dripping horrible sticky pre-cum as he looks at me like this’.  She couldn’t shake the thoughts as she reached behind her back to undo the clip of her bra, blushing even hotter and redder if that was possible, thinking about her brother looking at her and getting horny as she was forced to strip in front of him.  The clip undone she held her bra cups in place on her breasts, trying to pluck up the courage to remove it.
 
   “Get on with it,” Jenny snapped, “I haven’t got all night”
 
   Zoe dropped the bra at the sudden sound of Jenny’s voice.  There, it was done.  He could now see her completely naked breasts for the first time and she hung her head in shame, knowing what she must do next.  Slowly she slid her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and began to ease them down, all the time she could feel his eyes on her crotch, waiting for it to be fully revealed to him at last.  ‘Please let the floor open and swallow me up,’ she thought desperately, recognising that that she’d put him through similar humiliating ordeals and that he must have thought pretty much the same thing.  But that was him, and she had derived a great deal of pleasure from his humiliating discomfort, whereas, this was her, and she didn’t like the horrible feelings she felt in the pit of her stomach.
 
   Quickly she pushed her panties down and squatted at the same time, keeping her sex hidden as she slipped them off her feet.  It was only a temporary reprieve, however, because now she had to stand again and he would see her shaved pubic mound and the slit that started there and disappeared between her legs.  She kept her legs tightly together as she stood fully erect, staring down in embarrassment at her discarded panties on the floor.
 
   “Spread your legs, bitch, at least 18 inches apart.  Now!  Hands behind your back and keep them there,” Jenny’s voice was sharp and harsh, demanding immediate compliance.
 
   Both Jenny and sissy stared in awe at the naked beauty before them.  There was no doubt that by any standards, Zoe was absolutely stunning to look at.  She was one of those few women that looked even better absolutely naked than she did with clothes on.  Petite but perfectly formed, exquisite facial features and long naturally blonde hair, body toned by regular visits to the gym and not an ounce of flab to be seen, she was as perfect an example of womanhood as one could wish for.
 
   Feeling totally humiliated Zoe complied with Jenny’s shouted instructions, suddenly feeling the coldness of the air on the hot inner folds of her sex.  She felt totally exposed and vulnerable standing like that and her embarrassment was only made more so when sissy squatted down in front of her to pick up her panties and then paused, looking directly at her exposed pussy for what seemed like an age.  All those years of keeping her private parts private (to him anyway) were now wasted, he’d seen almost everything.  But that was soon to change.
 
   “Turn around and bend over, feet apart 18 inches, then reach back and spread your ass cheeks and pussy lips like a good little slut,” Jenny barked harshly.
 
   Zoe reluctantly did as she was instructed, consoling herself by the thought that she had no choice in the matter and knowing that he was still squatting behind her at just the right height to see everything as she crudely spread it open for him.  Suddenly she felt a familiar tingle in her groin.  No, it couldn’t be.  She seemed to be getting turned on by the spectacle she was providing to him.  She was at once ashamed of herself at feeling so horny, this wasn’t how a nicely brought up girl should behave and feel, getting off on flashing everything to her brother.  Perhaps she was a slut as Jenny had called her, a disgusting, slutty, whore with a dripping pussy and no one had even so much as touched her yet.
 
   “Sissy, take this and attach it to the slut’s clit ring.”  Jenny had pulled a jewellery pouch from her hand bag and emptied its contents into her hand.  She held it up between forefinger and thumb.  It was a short chain with a tiny bell on the end.  “Once it is clipped on break the tab off so that it cannot be used to undo and remove it.  And put a drop of this on it too.”
 
   Sissy took the bell and chain, and the small tube of super glue, from his Mistress and went to do his bidding with a certain amount of excitement.  Yes, he’d seen the ring that pierced his sister’s clit and had been fascinated by it, but fitting the bell would involve him touching her there and his heart pounded uncontrollably.  If it had been possible for flesh to overcome the strength of high density plastic his chastity tube would have exploded into a hundred tiny pieces as his cock fought to erect inside it, but it would not happen, it just hurt his cock, and his balls ached and felt like they would explode instead.
 
   He knelt behind his sister, her completely exposed pussy right in front of him just inches away and at eye level.  He could see every intimate detail of his sister’s sex, from her anus to her clit, the thick, rubbery, outer lips, the smaller pink and black tinged inner lips, the gaping hole of her cunt and the hard nub of her clit, nothing was hidden.  He noticed how the ring through her clit pulled the hood back, exposing the hard, pink, centre of nerve endings that would drive her to mind numbing, ecstatic, orgasm if properly stimulated.  He longed to stick his tongue out and taste her, to make her come and watch the rhythmic, involuntary, contractions of her fuck hole.  And her anus, it was just to die for, so pretty and ripe for a hot, wet, probing, tongue.  It took all of his will power to overcome these lusty feelings and focus on the task at hand.  As he reached out to the ring he could feel the heat from her sex, the glistening pink flesh felt hot and damp as his knuckles inevitably touched whilst he was fitting the clip to the ring.  The tab forced the clip to slide open giving a big enough gap for the ring to pass through, when released the spring closed the gap again and the bell now hung on its short chain maybe an inch and a half below her pussy. As he released it and it swung it gave a delightful tinkling sound that he knew would happen with even the slightest movement.  The added weight also exposed even more of her clit and he knew that as the bell would surely ring with any movement, her exposed clit would surely stimulate her with that same movement too.
 
   Holding everything tight, conscious of his sisters hot damp pussy flesh on his knuckles and trying not to hurt her he pushed hard with his right forefinger on the tab that controlled the release catch.  It was tiny and flimsy and didn’t take much pressure to break it off, thus removing the means of easily removing the bell.  However, jenny wasn’t satisfied with that, she wanted to make it permanent and so, just as the ring through her clit had been, the catch was super-glued so that the moving parts could no longer move, even if the means to move them was still there.
 
   He sat back to look at the lovely sight before him as Zoe continued to gape her hot, pink, pussy with her hands.  Before he knew what he was doing he had reached out a finger and pushed full length into the sloppy hole that was now so lewdly exposed, causing Zoe to twitch at the unexpected rude intrusion.  This made her bell sway and tinkle gaily, much to John’s amusement, and evidently to Jenny’s too from the sniggering sounds he could hear behind him.
 
   Suddenly realising what he was doing, Zoe was shocked, he was fingering her!  She shuffled forward and managed to dislodge his finger, but her success was short lived.
 
   “Stand still, slut, and present yourself as before,” came Jenny’s barked order.  Sissy should not have done that without permission, and she would deal with her later.  For now, she found the whole thing very amusing, that sissy still had that spark of devilishness that had prompted him to do it, that Zoe would be feeling acutely humiliated at being fingered by her brother, and by the spectacle that all this presented to her.  She felt the tingle between her legs that had been slowly getting stronger since she walked in the door, suddenly intensify by several orders of magnitude.
 
   “Do it again, sissy, this time use two fingers in that slutty fuck hole,” Jenny ordered and sissy complied once Zoe had settled back down into position.
 
   John could not believe he was doing this but the evidence was before his eyes.  His sister was compliantly spreading her pussy wide right in front of him and he was sliding two fingers full length into her sopping cunt.  He knew he shouldn’t be doing this with her, but his lusts were out of control now and he couldn’t help himself.  Besides, Jenny had ordered it and he must comply.
 
   “OK, sissy, place those clothes on the sofa and then bring the plastic sheet from the bag,” Jenny ordered after what seemed like an age to Zoe.
 
   Zoe gratefully felt his fingers withdraw from her body but remained in position and watched what was happening by looking between her legs.  She’d been close to orgasm and was, therefore, relieved when it stopped, it would have been devastating to have cum on her brothers fingers in any circumstance, let alone this one.
 
   Sissy took the large plastic sheet from the bag and spread it out on the floor before his Mistress.  Jenny stood and he lifted the chair she was using and placed it on the sheet and she sat down again, legs spread wide and, due to her short skirt, her lovely pussy fully exposed.
 
   “Come here, slut,” Jenny ordered.
 
   Zoe approached her, pouting petulantly, her bell tinkling softly between her legs.
 
   “What’s the matter, slut?” Jenny asked with mock seriousness, “Don’t you think you are a slut?”
 
   Zoe shook her head.
 
   “Well, what else am I to think when I see you bending over naked in the middle of the room flashing both me and your brother with your dirty little, slutty, pussy?  And then letting him finger fuck you as well!”  The question was rhetorical, of course, she didn’t want an answer, it was spoken as a matter of fact and not something that was up for debate.  “Now, kneel down her right in front of me.  Sissy, pass me the scissors.”
 
   Zoe knelt between Jenny’s wide spread legs as instructed, finding herself looking directly at Jenny’s pussy which was showing signs of lusty arousal, whilst sissy went to get the large scissors from the canvass bag.  This was it, she thought and felt her stomach lurch, everything changed from here on in.  She watched with regret as her long blond tresses were slowly snipped away and fell to the plastic sheet.  Long hair had been part of her identity for as long as she could remember and her hair was naturally blonde too, she never had to put anything on it to accentuate her blondeness.  Now it was all being cut away and it actually filled her with sadness to know that it would never be allowed to return.
 
   “The razor and shaving foam, sissy.” Jenny instructed.  “This lovely blonde hair will make a very pretty blonde wig for you sissy, be sure to collect every bit up.”
 
   John was beginning to get an inkling of what was going on by now, what his sister was being turned into, and he felt sorry for her knowing the torments and trials that Jenny would put her through from this point on.  He also felt happy for her, that she had achieved her dream, much like him she had now made her, all consuming, fantasy real at last.  But most of all he felt tremendously horny at the intimate details of his sister’s sex he had now seen and touched, and would now see and touch on a regular basis.  The one frustrating problem he had was that his cock was safely and securely locked away from his reach and he couldn’t masturbate over the experience.  Unknown to him, Zoe was relieved at that situation, she couldn’t bear to think of him masturbating over the images he now had of her in his mind.
 
   Soon every last trace of Zoe’s long blonde hair was gone from her head.  Completely bald, the cool air and lack of weight felt strange and bizarre to her.  She thought of the long tresses that had been cut off and Jenny’s talk about making them into a wig for sissy.  That was just wrong, she thought, cringing at the perverse idea of seeing him wearing her hair.
 
   “The collar, sissy,” Jenny held out her hand, snapping her fingers impatiently.  She wanted to get the slut collared to seal her fate, once on, the collar could not be removed except, perhaps, by a blacksmith.
 
   She thought back to the day she had brought the collar, it had been such a fun day.  They had gone once again to the BBB (Birmingham Bizarre Bazaar - www.brumbazaar.co.uk) fetish market.  Sissy had been dressed in a pair of red satin hot pants and a pink, woollen, v necked, front buttoning jumper, much the same as the one Zoe had just removed.  To complete the outfit he had worn white ankle socks and Clarks Mary Jane ladies flat shoes.  A slave collar and lead provided her with the control to keep him close in the busy event, and for added humiliation she’d made a small slit in the front of his hot pants and pulled his chastity device padlock through to expose it to everyone’s view.  She lost count of the number of admiring and congratulatory comments she received from other patrons of the market, surprisingly many of them were from men.  With this evenings activities in mind she’d brought a number of items at the show, including the collar Zoe would now wear permanently.
 
   The collar came from Wyred Slave (www.wyredslave.com) and was a 5mm uncoated locking wraith collar with D/O ring and engraved Erica tag.  On one side the tag said ‘Property of Mistress Jenny’ and on the other it simply said her new name; ‘Spunky’.(Ed: Spunk. UK colloquialism for seminal fluid).
 
   Sissy passed her the collar.  He remembered Mistress buying it and had wondered who it was for, never dreaming it was for his sister.
 
   “Here we go, let’s get you collared at last,” Jenny spoke almost lovingly as she placed the collar around Zoe’s neck and locked it into place.  “Look, it is even engraved on the tag with your new name.  Spunky!  Spunky the Sphynx.  Do you love it, Spunky?”  The question was specifically directed at the naked cat woman squatting between her legs, and required an answer.  She wondered if Spunky would break the one rule she had so far given her and speak in answer, but to her amazement all she heard was a meooow accompanied by a vigorous nodding of the now hairless head.  This was going to be so easy, Jenny thought, she’s already in character.  A pet cat, to be kept completely hairless and naked in her own home (which unwittingly she’d just signed over to Jenny, along with access to all of her bank accounts, when she’d put her signature on the papers earlier on).
 
   “The mittens and the leg cuffs now please, sissy.  Now, Spunky,” Jenny giggled at calling Zoe Spunky, it was such a disgusting name to call anyone, let alone a beautiful woman such as she, “these cuffs, once on, will remove the dexterity you currently enjoy with your hands and fingers so that you can no longer manipulate objects as you are used to, much the same as a cat can’t.  They are self-locking, all you have to do is push the metal bit on the wrist strap into the locking mechanism on the mitten, like this.”  Jenny pushed the metal loop into the lock and it clicked, holding the wrist strap in place. “Once you have done one you can do the other by pressing it against your body somewhere or against something else.  It doesn’t take much pressure to engage the loop in the lock.  Bear in mind that once they are on you cannot use your hands and there are still things that you must do which we will come to next.  So what I’m saying is that you will be responsible each evening, when you come home from work, for locking everything into place as I am showing you tonight, so you will need to think about the order in which you do things.”
 
   “Meooow,” the cat spoke, looking solemnly at her human owner with big, wide, blue eyes.
 
   “Good, pass me the leg cuff, sissy, and then go and move the coat stand by the door and bring what you find to me.”
 
   Jenny busied herself putting the leg cuffs in place.  They slid over her legs from the bent knee and covered from knee to thigh and ankle, forcing her legs to be permanently bent with her heels pressed against the back of her thighs at the top.  Unable to straighten her legs and stand, she now had to crawl on her useless mittened hands and knees.
 
   On moving the coat stand sissy found a light chain coiled neatly beneath it.  It was anchored at one end to a metal ring let into the concrete floor.  He grabbed the loose and went back to Mistress as ordered, handing it to her.  He was surprised at how light it was considering that it was of ample length to reach all four corners of the room they were in.
 
   He watched fascinated as Mistress fed the chain first through the D ring in Spunky’s collar and then down to the ring in her clit, where she snapped it into place using the clip at the end.  It was just a simple spring loaded clip, nothing more was required as Spunky would find it impossible to undo it with her mittens on.  She took the slack out of the chain by pulling it tight from above the collar D ring, causing Spunky to wince as the flesh of her clit was pulled upwards.  Carefully gauging the amount of stretch in the flesh, Mistress then attached a clip to hold the chain to the D ring, padlocking the end of the clip where it attached to the chain permanently in place, but leaving the other end to clip freely to the collar ring.
 
   “Now, Spunky, listen carefully.  This chain will ensure that you stay in this room.  The bathroom, bedroom and kitchen will no longer be accessible once it is locked in place.  Where you sleep in here is up to you and you will have a litter tray by the apartment door to do your dirty in.  You need to make sure you don’t trap the chain anywhere because, as you have just experienced, it will pull hard on your clit if you do and don’t realise you have.  I don’t want to do you any damage down there so what will happen, first of all is, it will pull hard on your clit,  Then hopefully, before any flesh gets ripped, the clip on the collar will stop you going any further forward.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Meooow,” the cat nodded balefully.
 
   “You can do anything a cat can do, you can sleep on the furniture or the floor, you will be able to play with the pet toys I will leave for you, but you cannot do any of the things a human can do, such as read books or magazines or watch television, answer the phone or even the door bell, not that you would want to answer the door as you are, I would guess.  The only sounds I want to ever hear from you again are cat sounds, purrs and meows only.  The one and only exception to this is if you are ill and you need to tell me so that I can get help.
 
   “Meaoow”
 
   “Good.  You will be able to understand and react to spoken words and phrases, but these will be kept simple anyway.  For example, ‘Come here spunky’ is self-explanatory, ‘beg’ means sit back on your haunches, knees well apart and put your paws up in the air, ‘tummy rub’ means lay on your back and spread your fore and hind legs wide so that a human can rub your tummy or wherever, ‘cower’ means head down on the floor, front legs outstretched and ass in the air for punishment.  And ‘lick’, my lovely little pet, means put that tongue of yours to work on what whatever the human is pointing to and right now, as you can see, I’m pointing to my pussy, so get to it, Spunky.”
 
   Jenny smiled and relaxed back in the chair, pushing her crotch forward on the seat to give Spunky easy access to the hanging, pink, meaty folds of her pussy.  She sighed in bliss as the first tentative licks ran along the entire length of her sodden slit from her oozing cunt to her clit.
 
   Sissy watched in fascination at the spectacle before him.  His cock had been dripping copious amounts of pre-cum for a long time now and this made it even worse.  It felt like his balls would explode any minute and he knew that he should look away from the horny scene before him, but it was impossible.  From his position he was looking directly at his sister’s feline behind and could clearly see the brown puckered ring of her anus and her glistening pink pussy.  He could also see her bald head buried between his Mistress’s thighs and hear the muffled slurping sounds as Mistress was brought on to orgasm by the sweet lips and tongue that he’d never imagined would be doing such a thing.  He lifted his fingers to his nose and sniffed her scent as he watched his Mistress’s chest heave in pleasure, suddenly lifting her legs and crossing them behind Spunky’s head, holding it tightly in place as she orgasmed loudly and lasciviously.
 
   Her work there for the evening done, Jenny sent sissy to collect up all of Spunky’s bras and panties from her bedroom draws, they all went into a big black plastic bin bag to be taken away with them when they left.  Whilst she was doing that, Jenny opened the flat door and grabbed the large cat litter tray sissy had left outside when they arrived, and dropped it on the floor next to the door inside the apartment.  Next, Jenny pulled the laptop and power cable from the canvass bag and set it up in the corner of the room on a small table, opening it up and switching it on and making sure it connected to Zoe’s wireless router.  The built-in camera would give a clear view of every part of the room except where large furniture got in the way.  That was it, all set, she thought, pleased with how events had turned out that evening.  Oh, just one other thing, she reached again into the canvass bag and brought out a largish plastic mouse, a small pink rubber ball and large pink rubber dildo, complete with balls on one end and a large knob on the other.  These things she dropped on the floor and noted with glee that Spunky immediately began to play with them, swatting the ball with her paw and chasing it across the room as it rolled.  She sat and watched her new pet play until Sissy returned from the bedroom, noting that her naked pet could not help but put on quite a horny show to anyone watching as she chased the ball around.
 
   “Come here Spunky.”
 
   Jenny was delighted when Spunky immediately crawled over to her and looked enquiringly at her.
 
   “I am going now, Spunky.  Someone will be along in the morning to set you free so that you can go to work.  It may be me, it may be sissy or it may be someone else, but someone will come.  It is not ideal, I know, but for now you need to keep working to pay the mortgage on this place, so your new role can only be temporary each evening for now.  I am working on a plan so that you can eventually stop working and become a permanent pet in my household, but that is a little way off yet.  When you come home from work each evening you will have 30 minutes to do whatever you need to do as Zoe, but after that I expect you to begin preparing yourself to be as you are now.  I will be able to dial in to the laptop and activate the camera as and when I please to see what is going on, so don’t think you can get away with anything, it will be bad for you if I catch you.  And don’t forget, Spunky, you will obey any and all humans who come through that door, no matter who, and that includes sissy who will visit regularly to shave you so that you remain completely hairless.  Oh, by the way, I’ll leave you this wig to wear for work.  The hair is short and dark, unfortunately, and I don’t suppose any of your colleagues at work will be fooled by it, but I’m sure you’ll think of some excuse.”
 
   Jenny reached out a hand and stroked Spunky’s shaven head lovingly, looking forward to the possibilities that having a pet girl would open up.  “Tummy rub,” she spoke softly and watched as Spunky rolled onto her back and spread her arms and legs wide as instructed.  She knelt and rubbed her stomach and chest, fondling her breasts and tweaking her nipples before moving down to her shaved and completely accessible pussy where she rubbed gently on her clit for a few moments, causing Spunky’s breathing to quicken and low purring sounds to emit from her mouth.
 
   “I have to go now, Spunky,” Jenny suddenly said, withdrawing her hand and causing the blissful sensations in Zoe’s pussy to frustratingly end.
 
   Jenny stood and waited for sissy to open the door, looking back at the forlorn, naked and hairless figure on all fours which stared at her with disappointed eyes.  She wondered how long it would be after they left before spunky started experimenting with the dildo, she had deliberately got her horny hoping that it would give her need to satisfy her sexual longing.  The laptop was already recording the room and hopefully when she reviewed the footage later that evening she would see if her plan worked.  It would be so amusing to see this beautiful, once proud and arrogant woman, now reduced to the status of an animal and forced to crawl naked on hands and knees in her own home, crudely fuck herself with a big rubber dildo as her only means of relieving her sexual frustration.
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An extract from book 9
 
   “Kiss it, sissy, show my cock the reverence it deserves and then you can watch me fuck a baby into your wife’s belly.  And after I’m done you can kneel before me and thank me for getting her pregnant for you.  Then you can lick my cock clean and get it ready to fuck her again, after all, we want to be sure, don’t we?”
 
   


 
   
  
 

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 now 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, now his 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.
 
   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 but now actively taking control of her life and Richard’s under Jenny’s guiding hand.
 
   Richard
 
   Abi’s husband.  Knows John well and are great, long standing friends, they often went out together as a foursome for meals.  Suddenly in awe of his wife of 10 years as she abruptly began to make his secret and well hidden fantasy for female domination come true.  Was it accidental or had she somehow found out, he was sure he’d never told anyone, even John, and that he’d covered his tracks well on the computer.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   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.
 
    
 
   One Wife’s Solution
 
   (The Jenny and John Series)
 
   Book 6: A Pleasure Realised
 
   John is introduced to gay sex by Zoe at the hands of James and his partner Simon, putting John in a very difficult position.  He was not gay and really had no wish to partake in the evil predicament that Zoe had put him in, but at the same time he wanted to prove to Mistress Jenny that he was worthy of being her slave, that he was obedient and would obey whatever instruction he was given to the letter.  How could he, then, refuse to take part in the predicament he found himself in?  Also coming up was his release from chastity after 2 straight weeks of lockup, it would feel so good to be able to touch himself again after so long and to experience the blessed release of orgasm.  But knowing Mistress Jenny, things wouldn’t be so straight forward and he already had an inkling that she had some devilish predicament planned for him before he earned his reward.
 
    
 
   One Wife’s Solution
 
   (The Jenny and John Series)
 
   Book 7: Matryoshka
 
   Now that Jenny was sure her sissy husband was completely pliant to her will it was time to move forward quickly with other plans she’d made.  Abi wanted her assistance in learning to be a Domme and subjugating her husband, and John’s best friend, Richard.  How would sissy and Richard react when they were finally introduced to each other in their new roles in life?  She needed to deal with Steve for having the audacity to try and cheat on her with Abi, he will not like what she had planned for him, that was for sure.  Zoe had her particular, peculiar needs too, but if there was one thing the last couple of months had taught her, it was that people had all kinds of kinky lusts that they needed to fulfil, even though to others they might seem strange indeed.  All this was before Jenny could move forward with her own needs, which seemed to keep getting side-tracked as new and intriguingly humiliating possibilities with John and others opened up.  On top of this she now had to fend off her boss, Mr Jackson’s, amorous and lustful advances as he saw an opportunity to apply a bit of leverage to get her into bed with him.
 
    
 
   One Wife’s Solution
 
   (The Jenny and John Series)
 
   Book 9: tba
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