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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.
 
   ---------------“-------------
 
   Over the months throughout the summer, Jenny had been working relentlessly on her plan, more and more increasing her dominance and control over her loving and submissive husband.  He was now her willing slave and puppet, completely compliant to her will and dependent on her entirely for his very life and existence.  Without his beautiful Domme wife to slavishly worship and obey, he was lost, a ship without a rudder lost in a dark and tempestuous sea without a hope of salvation.
 
   As part of her consolidation plans, Jenny had made her submissive husband sign over to her the complete ownership of all their assets and bank accounts, effectively leaving him with nothing, a financial pauper.
 
   But she hadn’t stopped there.  John’s sister, Zoe, had also eventually fallen under her spell and become her pet, locked naked in her flat and forced to crawl around on all fours, living out her fantasy of being an animal, a cat, owned by a strong and dominant human.  Zoe, too, had signed over ownership of her flat and control of her bank accounts to Jenny, leaving her in the same boat as John, the two siblings were now entirely dependent on the alpha female who was once, not so long ago, just John’s loving and faithful wife.
 
   Then there was Steve, Jenny’s first lover and the man she had first cuckolded John with.  He was a lecherous, arrogant, pig of a man who she had once worked for.  His one saving grace had been the huge size of his cock, which he’d used in the past to great effect with numerous lovers leaving them gagging for more and ready to leave their husbands at the snap of his fingers, which of course he never did, not wanting to be tied down with the same woman for the rest of his life.
 
   Oh how that had gone wrong for him now.  The result of some jokey pillow talk about a wild fantasy he had, and his deceitful attempts to cheat on Jenny with her best friend Abi, he was now, not entirely unwillingly, incarcerated in an escape proof cell in the cellar of Jenny’s mother, Cynthia Morgan’s, house.  What he didn’t realise was that Jenny had plans for him that would mean he would no longer be the man that he was when his year of incarceration was up.
 
   Jenny’s relationship with Abi, her life-long friend and confident, had now developed into a passionate and highly charged sexual affair as they both explored the delights of lesbian love for the first time.  Not only that, it had seemed to Jenny that John and Richard should also be pushed into a similar sexual relationship for her and Abi’s amusement.  After all, now that Richard was also submissive to Abi, neither submissive really didn’t have a choice in the matter.  There was something highly erotic about forcing two straight men to have sex with each other, not just the act itself but also having the power to make it happen when it was something that would never, ever, have happened in normal circumstances.
 
   So, all in all, Jenny was proud of her accomplishments of this summer.  New doors had opened up for her, endless opportunities for sexual adventure and pleasure that she’d never dreamt possible before, had now become entirely possible.  She had, however, just one final goal to achieve, and that was work in progress.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 1
 
   As Sissy drove the car out of the underground garage beneath the block of flats where Zoe lived, his mind was alive with the vivid memories of the events over the last few days.  Jenny sat serenely in the passenger seat next to him and he risked a glance sideways at her, his beautiful wife, who had just had her pussy licked to orgasm by his sister whilst he impotently watched, the chastity device constraining his imprisoned cock ensuring that he could only look on in lusty wonder.  Probably for the best, really, since his sister was completely naked and absolutely hairless, and the pink slit of her pussy was completely split and exposed like a ripe peach as she diligently knelt before Mistress on all fours and slowly, sensuously, licked her to orgasm.  He was glad that it was not possible for him succumb to the temptation that his sister’s exposed and available pussy presented.
 
   Now, however, there they were, two very attractive women as far as the world could see, driving slowly out of the city towards the suburbs and home on a quiet Sunday evening.  Perhaps they’d been visiting relatives or meeting up with friends for a girl’s night out, who knew?  One thing was for sure though, no one would guess what they’d really been up to, or that one of them wasn’t quite what she seemed to be!
 
   It had started with James’ visit to their home to do Mistress’s hair and then afterwards, the things he’d been made to do with James whilst Mistress avidly watched. She’d got off on watching him submit to another man, a gay man, frigging herself to a tremendous orgasm as she watch her sissy husband first suck cock and then get fucked in the ass.  John was still quite appalled by the fact that he had to do these things with men, that he had no choice but to comply with her orders to engage in gay sex with James, but he was beginning to get used to it now and he’d noticed that his cock did strain to erect in its implacable prison several times whilst it was happening.  That night he’d slept with his bowels full of James’ cum, kept inside him by the presence of the big black butt plug which he wasn’t permitted to remove until he performed his morning ablutions prior to taking Mistress her breakfast in bed.
 
   Then there was the early morning trip to his mother-in-laws home.  He still felt embarrassed and humiliated about his new submissive relationship with her, she was now, by virtue of his complete subjugation to all females, his superior in every way and must be obeyed just as Jenny must.  He was striving hard to come to terms with that after so long fighting her tooth and nail.  He could’t go back to how it was now, though, she knew too much and had seen too much, and made him do too much, to ever go back to how things were.  He knew she delighted in his emasculation and embarrassment, revelled in his abject humiliation as she now treated him as a lowly servant who could not answer back to her stinging and vicious remarks about his life and masculinity.
 
   It had been a big puzzle to him why they were going there before going to work but all had been revealed after they arrived.  He was stunned but delighted at what Mistress, and apparently his mother-in-law, had done to her hugely hung, one time lover, Steve.  Steve was an ass-hole and it had been very difficult and humiliating for him to know that he’d cuckolded him with Jenny, he’d been trying to get her to bed and fuck her for years, ever since Jenny went to work for him.  But what was worse was the day that Jenny had ordered him to call Steve up and politely and respectfully invite him over to their home to fuck his wife.  He vividly remembered having to strip his wife naked whilst Steve relaxed on their bed and watched with lust filled eyes.  Then he’d taken her by the hand and led her to him, handing her over to play with as he willed.  Yes, he was jealous watching Steve’s huge cock slide into his wife’s pussy whilst his own cock was securely locked away, but he was also turned on by it and grateful to Steve for bringing Jenny such obvious orgasmic pleasure.
 
   Now, there Steve was, locked in chastity just the same as he, but also imprisoned in a cellar, as much a plaything of his beautiful wife and Mistress as he was.  He’d watched in awe as Mistress had whipped Steve, remorseless and relentless in her task, and he saw the flush of lust rising in his Mistress as she did so.  Never before had he noticed how much pleasure she got from these sadistic acts, mostly, he supposed, because he’d usually been on the receiving end and in no fit state to notice such things.  He’d never thought of her as a sadist, she’d certainly displayed no sign of being so before their lifestyle changed, quite the opposite in fact.  She’d always been loving and caring, which she still was to some extent, but she wouldn’t have dreamt of hurting a fly back then.  Here, though, was the evidence before his eyes as he counted off the strokes of the whip.  She was obviously enjoying her task immensely and, as he found out after when called upon to provide oral relief, her pussy was absolutely dripping with her lust.
 
   Steve had started off his usual arrogant, macho self as the whipping began but had soon been reduced to a whimpering, broken shell of a man as the lashes continued to relentlessly fall, searing the flesh and raising a crisscross of purple welts across his back and buttocks.  Sissy felt for him, he really did, the next twelve months would be a living hell and he would emerge a changed man, of that John was sure.
 
   The visit to Abi and Richard’s had surprised him too.  He would never have suspected that they also had the same lifestyle arrangement that he and Mistress Jenny shared, so when Mistress told him to drive there dressed as he was he did feel extremely embarrassed at the prospect of Richard, his best and oldest mate, seeing him like that.
 
   Abi, of course had met them at the door, the key to John’s chastity belt glinted enticingly in the sunlight where it still hung around her neck and John blushed as he remembered the day that Jenny had given it to her.
 
   What had followed at Abi’s house was an afternoon of complete humiliation, sexual frustration and pain.  Well, for him anyway - at least Richard had got to cum, twice, and in John’s mouth no less.
 
   He was actually a little bit annoyed with Richard, now christened richelle, at the way he had taken advantage and ruthlessly abused his mouth with his cock, thinking all the time that it was Jenny’s mouth he was using so crudely to satisfy his sexual urges.  They had been firm friends for years and never had he suspected that Richard harboured such carnal desires for Jenny.  The thrashing Mistress had given richelle’s ass afterwards had seemed fitting for what he’d done and sissy knew, judging by richelle’s whimpering, that it had been very painful for him.
 
   The pair of them, kneeling side by side in their pretty maid’s dresses, having their bare asses thrashed at the same time by their Mistresses, was a long way away from anything the four of them had previously done together and really quite surreal if he thought about it.  Then afterwards, sissy had licked Abi’s delicious, sopping, pussy to orgasm whilst richelle had had the pleasure of licking Mistress Jenny’s equally sopping pussy to orgasm.  There were now no longer any intimate places or details kept secret between the four of them, he realised, and that thought made his cock throb painfully in its cage.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
   “Well sissy,” Jenny suddenly broke the silence and interrupted John’s reverie of the day’s events, “did you enjoy seeing your little sister completely naked and humiliated like that?  It was my gift to you for your obedience and complete submission to me over the last few months, I know it was one of your fantasies to see her naked like that.  All those intimate places of hers that you thought you’d never see and now you’ve seen them all.  She has such a pretty pussy doesn’t she?  So pink and delicately formed.  And you poked a finger into her too!  That was quite horny to watch, I have to say, but you should have asked permission from me first and you didn’t, so that will be punished when we get home.”
 
   “I’m s sorry, Mistress,” John gulped, his ass was still sore from the caning Abi had given him that afternoon and he didn’t relish another on top of it so soon.  However, he had done the deed as accused, the temptation had been too much for him to resist.  Zoe’s pussy had been just inches in front of his face and looked so deliciously wet and inviting, he couldn’t stop himself from sliding first 1 finger and then, on Jenny’s instructions, two fingers into her gaping, and very wet, cunt.
 
   “What will happen to her now, Mistress?” sissy asked, brotherly concern exerting itself at his sister’s now helpless predicament, reduced to the status of an animal in her own home, completely owned and at the mercy of Mistress Jenny.
 
   “That’s nothing for you to be concerned about, sissy.  She will be cared for and looked after as I would any other pet in my household.  Long term I guess she will have to come live with us because I have plans for using my new city flat as my base during the week.  It will be somewhere very handy to take my boyfriends, too, so that I can get to know them more intimately before I introduce them to my sissy maid and sexy pet cat!”
 
   Jenny suddenly found the perversity of the words she had just spoken highly amusing and laughed out loud.  Never had she thought that she would cheat on her loving husband before all this change, but even more so, never had she thought that she would speak so openly about cuckolding him, about letting other men fuck her.  It would possibly be men that John knew, maybe even colleagues or friends, or perhaps strangers.  It didn’t matter.  She no longer expected and John no longer felt that he had the right to insist on her fidelity, on her being faithful and keeping her body only for him, and that was the result she’d aimed at right from the beginning.
 
   For the rest of the journey home John thought about Jenny’s words, analysing how he felt about her quite openly cuckolding him and having sex with other men.  He knew that he wasn’t well endowed, and god, his mother-in-law had spelled that out loudly and at great length to him so many times since she’d first seen him naked, and Jenny had told him that was why she locked up his cock, because it was no use to her and so that he couldn’t disappoint any other females with it.  So it only seemed right that she should have new men in her life and sleep with them when she pleased, especially since he now accepted his life as a sissy maid, his very existence now to selflessly serve his Mistress in whatever capacity she desired.
 
   When they got home he would quite justly be punished for not asking permission of her to finger his sister’s pussy, and he felt so embarrassed at even thinking those thoughts about his sister, let alone having done it.  He wondered what form his punishment would take, he didn’t relish another beating with the cane, his ass would be torn to shreds.  Surely Mistress would recognise that.  But this was beyond his control, Mistress would punish him as she saw fit and he would be brave and accept it in the spirit that it was given - to enforce his recognition of his Mistress’s complete ownership and superiority to him, to discourage independent actions on his part without seeking permission first, and to make him better able to obey and serve her, thinking only of her needs instead of his own selfish ones.
 
   “Go and bring me a nice, hot mug of coffee, sissy,” Jenny’s disembodied voice ordered from the living room as he entered the house.  It was getting dusky outside as they’d pulled into their cul-de-sac and sissy was thankful that their neighbour Ian appeared to have gone out, at least, his car was no longer parked outside his house.  Even so, he couldn’t help but look over his shoulder as he locked up the garage, half expecting the wolf whistle again, or worse if he actually came over and got close.  But all was quiet and he’d quickly followed Mistress inside, breathing a huge sigh of relief.
 
   “Ok, remove your outer clothing, sissy,” Jenny ordered after he had delivered her coffee. He was kneeling obediently before her, having just completed the ritual kissing of her feet.  She sat back and sipped her drink as she watch him strip.  He looked so pretty in his sexy lingerie, the pink lacy bra was filled with an ample bust, a narrow waist flared out to well-proportioned hips and then matching pink panties and suspender belt holding up black seamed stockings on his long slender, and she had to admit, quite shapely, legs.  Perhaps it was the 5 inch stiletto heels that gave them that great shape, she thought idly.
 
   Soon sissy was kneeling before her once more in just his pink lingerie and stockings, expectantly awaiting her next instruction which he knew would lead to his painful discipline.  He felt like cowering under her stern gaze as she slowly sipped her drink and contemplated what was to come.  She liked to do this, make him wait, drawing out the tensions whilst his mind worked overtime at the possible fates that could befall him.  If he’d been able she knew he would be painfully erect and dripping pre-cum by the bucket load as he waited patiently in anticipation.
 
   “Go and fetch the leather strop from the toy box,” Mistress suddenly spat out the order, making sissy jump at the abrupt breaking of her silent contemplation.
 
   “Yes, Mistress.”
 
   Sissy scurried to carry out his Mistress’s order, at last knowing the implement of his discipline but fearing the consequences.  The strop was a two inch wide, eighteen inch long and quarter inch thick piece of stiff leather attached to a wooden handle which fitted nicely into the palm of Mistress’s hand.  It could, and probably would, be used to devastating effect on his tender rump, but unlike the cane, it did not have the cutting power of a thin implement, the broad leather spread out the load over a wider area.  It would not break the skin as further caning would have done, but it would sting and hurt like hell just the same.
 
   When he returned with the strop Mistress had turned on her laptop and connected it to the large flat screen tv that hung on the living room wall.  Via the internet she had also connected to the laptop in Spunky’s city centre flat and the big flat screen was filled with the image of his naked sister crawling around on all fours chasing the pink rubber ball that had been left there.  Each time she passed the large pink rubber dildo in the centre of the room, she paused and looked at it longingly, no doubt she was planning how she could make use of it to satisfy the lusts that had not subsided since her Mistress and sissy had left.
 
   Sissy forced his eyes away from the lewdly fascinating and extremely horny show that Spunky was putting on.  She would have no idea when or if anyone was watching her, he surmised, the laptop gave no indication that it was ‘online’ and so Spunky was playing with her toys with an innocent abandon that her nakedness really shouldn’t have permitted for the sake of modesty.  But then, modesty was a human trait and to all intents and purposes, Spunky was no longer classed as human.
 
   Focussing on what must be done next sissy knelt before his Mistress and, head bowed in a pose of supplication, held out the strop on both upturned hands for her to take.  He knew, like the inevitability of breathing, that it would not be long before she used it to punish the tender flesh of his already sore ass.
 
   She ignored him for a while, allowing the tension to build as she watched Spunky’s antics in rapt fascination.  At that point she had her rear to the camera, her ball had gone under the sofa against the far wall and she was head down, the split cheeks of her delectable ass up, whilst reaching under with her paw to try and get it.  The glistening pink slit of her aroused pussy was clearly visible beneath the dark puckered ring of her anus and Jenny felt her own pussy tingle at the deliciously horny sight thus innocently presented.
 
   Eventually Spunky turned away from trying to get the ball, a look of dejection on her face.  It had been too far under and she was unable to reach it.  She returned to the centre of the room and sat back on her haunches, using her mitted hands to scratch vigorously on her left side which caused her breasts to jiggle enticingly.
 
   Jenny sniggered and clapped her approval at the sights she was seeing.  This is going to be so much fun, she thought, checking to see that she was capturing every moment of these first few hours on disk.
 
   “Over the foot stool, sissy.  Quickly now. I don’t want to miss a single moment of your sister’s unknowing, naked exhibitionism, so let’s get this paddling done and out of the way.”
 
   Sissy scrambled to comply, his stomach lurching in anticipation of the pain that was to come.  Laying on his belly over the foot stool he reached back and lowered his pink panties to his knees and then lay still and awaited his Mistress’s pleasure.  It wasn’t long in coming.
 
   Thwack! The first stroke landed without any preamble, stinging like a hundred bees in a broad stripe across both buttocks.  He whimpered at the pain but knew better than to complain or move from position.
 
   “One. Thank you Mistress,” sissy managed through teeth gritted against the pain.
 
   Thwack! The second stroke overlaid the first, raising the pain threshold to a higher level and eliciting a quiet sob from sissy’s lips.
 
   “Two. Thank you Mistress.”
 
   “Why am I punishing you, sissy?”
 
   “Because I didn’t ask permission before fingering Spunky’s pussy, Mistress.”
 
   “That is correct.”
 
   Thwack!
 
   “Gnnnn. Three. Thank you Mistress.”
 
   “You must never, ever do things of your own volition.  You must only ever do the tasks you have been assigned to do by your superiors, no more, no less.  If I, or any other Mistress is present, you may ask permission to speak if you think of something to do that you think is relevant, but that something must be to enhance your Mistress’s pleasure, not your own.  Is that understood?”
 
   Thwack!
 
   “Y yes Mistress,” sissy sobbed, forcing the words out through gritted teeth as he strove to contend with the raw pain in his buttocks. “Four.  Thank you Mistress.”
 
   “Good.  I will be watching you closely for this type of misbehaviour from now on, I can see that I haven’t been strict enough with you about this but that will change from now on.”
 
   Thwack!
 
   “Five. Thank you Mistress.”
 
   “Well? What else do you say, sissy?”
 
   Thwack!
 
   “S six. T thank you Mistress for correcting my unforgivable and deplorable behaviour.  I understand what I’ve done wrong and why you are angry with me and how I should strive to serve you better.  Please forgive me.”
 
   These last words were spoken in great sincerity through floods of tears.  The pain in sissy’s ass from the use of the strop on top of the caning he’d already received was unbearable and he didn’t think he could take any more, at least, not without being restrained.  However, to his relief Mistress seemed to have stopped and sat down, her eyes fixed on the big tv screen where Spunky had finally got around to experimenting with picking up the large pink dildo in her paws.
 
   Sissy had not been given permission to move so he stayed where he was, fortunately he could clearly see the screen from his prone position and, like Mistress, he watched in rapt fascination as Spunky clumsily manipulated the huge dong in her mitted paws.  She dropped it a couple of times as she realised she needed to adjust her body position to enable what she wanted to do, but doggedly she carried on, picking it up again and getting it into position.  It took only a few minutes of intense concentration before the large bulbous head of the rubber cock was sitting between her legs at the opening of her slick cunt and with one paw pushing upwards from the base it slid easily inside her, disappearing right up to the moulded ball sack at the other end.
 
   Spunky sighed in pleasure at the full penetration of her body.  She’d never been impaled by a rod of this length and girth before and so it surprised her that it went in so easily.  Holding it fully embedded with one paw, and revelling in the feeling of fullness it gave her, she rubbed her pierced and very sensitive clit with the other, causing the bell attached to her clit ring to tinkle frantically.  Spunky knew that in time she would begin to really love the sound of that bell tinkling.
 
   Mistress Jenny and her sissy sub watched on the huge screen avidly as she fucked herself with the huge dong.  By moving her retaining paw away from her pussy the huge dong slid smoothly back out, only to be caught before leaving her entirely and forced back in.  Spunky’s orgasm built rapidly until she was soon thrashing about uncontrollably on the floor, mewling loudly and struggling to keep the dong in place whilst she quickly frigged her exposed, swollen, clit.
 
   “What a slut your sister is, sissy.  Look at her, fucking herself silly with a rubber cock.”
 
   Sissy was indeed watching everything that was happening, the pain in his buttocks now diffused and spreading warmth throughout his body and causing his cock to try manfully and painfully to swell in its confinement.  He was fascinated at seeing his sister masturbating and slowly building up to, and then experiencing, what was obviously an earth shattering orgasm.  As it was for him, his sister now had no privacy either and could not expect to indulge alone in private acts of self-pleasure anymore, she would always have an audience.  This was just one more thing that he never thought in his wildest dreams he would ever see or experience, and it all started from asking his wife to spank him.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3
 
   First thing early on Monday morning John was driving his Goddess to work, but they were earlier than usual because they needed to stop off at the flat where Spunky would be helplessly waiting for release so that she, too, could make her way to work.  John felt butterflies in his stomach at the thought of seeing his humiliated sister again, degraded as she was to the status of a hairless cat, completely naked and chained to an eye bolt let securely into the living room floor.  He wondered how she had fared.  Her bedroom was now inaccessible to her because of the chain, as were the other rooms in the flat like the toilet and the kitchen.  She would have had to sleep in the living room on the couch or the floor, use the human sized cat litter tray if she needed to pee or defecate, and drink the water or eat the human pet food from the bowls beside her litter tray if she was hungry or thirsty.
 
   Whilst he knew it was wrong he revelled in the memories of the previous evening, the intimate things he’d done and seen, far more than a brother should ever do to or see of his sister.  As a teenage boy he’d tried unsuccessfully on many occasions to catch a glimpse of his younger sister’s developing body, but she’d always been too quick for him.  But now, even better, he’d seen every intimate detail of her lovely grown-up body and soon he would see it all again.  By the sound of the instructions Mistress was giving him, he would also be doing more touching of her body in its most intimate places too.
 
   “It will be your responsibility to release Spunky each day, John. I will not always accompany you as it is rather an early start.  It will also be your duty to examine her thoroughly and ensure that she remains completely hairless.  By completely, I mean everywhere, is that understood John?”
 
   “Yes Mistress.”  He had become used by now to being referred to by different names depending on his role at the time.  In his business suit as he was now, dressed as a male on the outside at least (he still wore panties and stockings underneath), Mistress referred to him as John, but when fully dressed in his feminine attire as a maid or slutty woman, Mistress referred to him as sissy.
 
   John felt a stir in his cock prison as his small penis tried valiantly to harden at Mistress’s words.  Poor Zoe, he thought, she would be so embarrassed and humiliated having him do that to her each day, having to spread her legs wide for him to examine her pussy and asshole, to feel his touch on her most intimate places as he ran his fingers over the lips and folds of her cunt to feel for hair re-growth.  Perhaps the devil in him would make him slide those fingers into her again!  She would not be able to say no, or complain, and Mistress would not always be there.  As these thoughts bounced around in his mind he was once more actually glad for the chastity device he wore, god knows what else he would do to her given his current level of sexual frustration if he was not thus restrained.
 
   Mistress, he knew, would know the horniness and frustration he would be feeling each time he had to perform these duties.  He couldn’t get over the wicked and devious predicaments she now put him in, it was so far removed from the demur, guileless wife that she was before, the innocent woman he’d courted and married all those years ago.
 
   When they arrived at the flat they stopped outside and Mistress looked expectantly at John.
 
   “Handbag,” she demanded quietly, holding out her hand.
 
   John suddenly remembered he was carrying Mistress’s handbag.  He had got so used to carrying one when he was taken out dressed in his sissy clothes that it felt comfortable to be holding one even though he was dressed in his business suit for work.  He watched as Mistress reached inside and pulled out a key to the door.
 
   Inside the flat, Spunky desperately needed to pee.  The feeling had come over her, in fact, at least an hour earlier but she’d put it off not wanting to use the litter tray.  However it had now got to be very, very uncomfortable and she could hold out no longer.  She had no idea when Jenny or whoever would arrive to set her free, it could be up to another hour for all she knew and there was no way she could hold on that long.  She crawled over to the litter tray and looked at it apprehensively, getting her face close to it and sniffing cautiously.
 
   Resigned to having no choice but to use it to relieve herself, she crawled over it and squatted as a cat would do.  She had to fight her inhibitions to pee like this but after a few minutes she managed to open her bladder and began to release a torrent of yellow pee into the litter box.  Just as she did so, the flat door opened and in walked Jenny, closely followed by her sissy brother.
 
   Oh, god. No! They would come right at this moment, she thought, wanting the ground to open up and swallow her.  However, she couldn’t stop now that she had started, the relief was just too pleasurable and the torrent leaving her body just too fast, all she could do was look at their amused faces in anguish and blush in acute embarrassment at the show she was providing and hope that they couldn’t smell the strong ammonal odour she was getting from her bodily waste.
 
   “Aaah, look John.  Spunky needed to go pee pee.  Doesn’t she look cute squatting there like that and doing her pee pee?”
 
   John couldn’t take his eyes off his sister’s pussy and the steaming stream of piss that was jetting from it.  He remembered all the humiliating times he’d been forced to drink her piss as she watched and laughed.  Now here it was, flowing hot and steaming, fresh from source but thankfully being soaked up harmlessly by the cat litter.  It was her turn now to be humiliated and he laughed out loud as he looked down to her red face and stared into her deep blue eyes.
 
   Mistress had just sat down on the sofa when Spunky finished and she watched in amusement as she tried to shake herself to make the last drops of piss leave her smoothly shaved pussy.  The luxury of a quick wipe with some soft toilet paper was, of course, denied to her in these situations, as was correct for a cat, however, an amusing thought crossed her mind.
 
   “Come here Spunky.”
 
   Spunky sheepishly obeyed the verbal command and crawled over to sit, cat like, in front of Jenny.  As she sat there Jenny admired the view.  She was such a beautiful creature, even completely hairless.  Her lovely breasts were pushed forward and together by her forelegs as they rested on the floor, her slim naked torso just perfectly proportioned and so smooth and blemish free.  That she could have had any man she chose before her change, the pick of the most handsome men any woman could wish for, Jenny was in no doubt.  However, she no longer had that choice.  The males that she would now be mated with would be those of Jenny’s choosing and probably would not be to Spunky’s former tastes at all.  Jenny just loved exerting such power and control over others and her pussy tingled at the thought.
 
   “Turn and face John, Spunky, and then lay down on your back.  I have a new position for you to learn.”  Jenny watched as the naked cat woman did as she was told, laying back on the floor with her four legs up in the air as a cat would, fully exposing her pink gash to her brother.
 
   “Now, this new position is called ‘Inspection’.  Here’s what to do when you hear that word.  Lay on your back as you are now then bring your hind legs back to your chest.  Next push you fore legs between your hind legs and bend them at the joint so that they hold your hind legs back in that position.  That’s it, Spunky, just like that.  Now, use your front paws to spread your pussy and ass ready for inspection.”
 
   Zoe had never felt so humiliated in her life.  The position Jenny had ordered her into was just so rude and crude, everything was wide open and exposed, and what was worse was that John was seeing her in this disgusting pose.
 
   “John. Spunky needs her pussy cleaned.  Get down there and lick it clean.”
 
   Both Spunky and John were shocked at Jenny’s order.  Spunky very nearly broke the rules Jenny that had set to shout ‘No!’ but she managed to constrain herself.  In that split second she knew that this was a test.  If she failed, that would be the end of her new life, the life that she’d dreamed of and yearned for over so many years.  It couldn’t be allowed to end so soon, not now that she had at last found someone to make it come true and was finally living it.
 
   John, in the meantime, couldn’t believe what he’d just been instructed to do.  She was his sister, it was just wrong to lick her pussy.  But how could he refuse?  It was a direct order from his superior, his Mistress.  He hesitated to follow his instructions, something that he hadn’t done for a long while now.  Was this his final inhibition?  Mistress had worked hard over the last few months to remove all of his inhibitions and had been completely successful, or so they both thought.  This was one that he’d never dreamed of, or ever thought that he’d have to overcome.
 
   “Come on, get on with it John.  It’s not as if it’s the first time you’ve licked the little slut’s pussy.”
 
   Spunky was shocked at Jenny’s words.  She had said that no one would ever know what went on in the bedroom at her house.  Now she had told – him!  She’d thought that them both walking in and seeing her piss in a cat litter tray was humiliating but this was in another league.  He now knew that he’d licked her cunt before and here she was crudely spreading it open with her own hands (paws?) making it easy with a crude invitation for him to lick again, but this time without the blindfold.
 
   John slowly knelt on the floor in front of his sister’s spread open cunt, mesmerised by it as it glistened damp and pink and inviting before him.  He loved eating pussy and enticingly before him was one of the prettiest he’d ever seen, not that his repertoire was that big.  His mind was working furiously on Mistress’s last words.  It could only have been at the party she threw for his last release when all of the Mistresses had been there.  But he’d licked so many that day, every one of them was etched indelibly in his mind; the taste, the texture, the amount of fluid ejaculated, the individual folds of the labia and the size of clit that he’d felt with his tongue.  Which one had been Spunky’s?  Only one way to find out, he decided, slowly lowering his face to the inviting gash spread before him.
 
   The odour that hit him was not very pleasant, a strong ammonal smell from her urine coupled with a stale fishy smell, no doubt from her use of the dildo the evening before and the dried cum from her pussy on her thighs and lower buttocks.  The vision of her laying on her back, repeatedly pushing the big dildo into herself deeply and letting her muscles expel it, the action becoming quicker the more slick her cunt got with juices, came into his head as his tongue inserted into the hole where the dildo had been and swirled around it a few times, taking in her unique taste.  She flinched slightly at his rude contact, her vaginal muscles clenched and gripped his tongue, finally pushing it back out of her sopping fuck hole, but it was enough to allow John to identify which pussy it was.  Mistress was correct, twice the dirty slut had made use of her brother’s tongue that day.  He couldn’t believe it!  All inhibition now gone he set about his task with relish, cleaning the piss and the dried cum and then beginning the work required to bring his sister to orgasm - for the third time.
 
   Jenny lay back on the sofa and watched the show the two siblings were putting on with satisfaction, the crotch of her panties dampening more as each second passed.  They had both been tested here and passed with flying colours.  John overcoming his inhibitions about entering into, what he believed to be, an incestuous sexual act and Spunky’s lifelong efforts of keeping her privates private from her brother had now come to nothing as she’d been made to expose them to him herself in the crudest possible way.  Oh, how I love my new life, she reflected as her fingers slid into her panties and began doing something about the itch that had been building there.
 
   As it worked out, both females orgasmed at roughly the same time.  John, of course, could only moan in ball aching frustration, resigned to the fact that his own release was still two weeks away.
 
   “Ok John, I have to go,” Jenny spoke after she’d regained her composure.  John had knelt back on his haunches as she spoke, his face glistening wetly from his sister’s spend.  “I can walk to work from here, it’s just around the corner.  Make sure you check thoroughly for any hair growth and remove it if you find any before you release her and her human persona takes over.  Have fun!”
 
   John already knew that her pussy was completely hairless, his sensitive tongue had just explored every nook and cranny but still he used his own hands to spread Spunky’s thighs and buttocks even wider and leant in for a detailed look.  The puckered ring of her anus was just too much to resist and warranted similar exploration from his tongue just to make sure.  He heard a quiet gasp from its owner as he did so and thrilled that he was able to shock her still with such an intimate intrusion.
 
   Satisfied that there was nothing to remove between her legs he had her put them down onto the floor and moved to her armpits, taking the opportunity whilst he was so close to fondle her lovely pert breasts.  As he did so he looked into her eyes and noticed the humiliation and anger at his sexual abuse that they conveyed.  But she was completely helpless and unable to do or say anything about it, and this would become a daily ritual from now on.  He made a mental note to be ready to exit the flat as soon as she was released and could once more become Zoe, his arrogant, fiery tempered, sister who had, until just recently, been his superior and Domme over the last few months.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4
 
   Things developed into a routine after that.  John, and occasionally Jenny, would visit Spunky first thing and follow pretty much the same pattern of activities.  Any hair re-growth would be promptly removed with a razor before Spunky was released so that she could dress and go to work.
 
   Mistress would sometimes come home later of an evening, John never knew whether she had stopped by at the flat for a sexual encounter with Spunky, but that is what he suspected.  If she’d been meeting a lover she would probably have come home first to have him assist in bathing and getting ready, or at the very least, he would have found himself cleaning her beau’s residual cum from her pussy with his tongue.
 
   On Thursday evening Jenny had arrived home earlier than she had been doing during the earlier part of the week.  As a special treat for John she had allowed him to shower with her, both of them naked and close, laughing and giggling like newly-weds as they soaped each other’s bodies.  Jenny had, for cleaning and hygiene reasons, even removed John chastity device, allowing his small cock to erect fully to its disappointing 4 inch length. She had, of course, taken the precaution of attaching his wrists to the short chains which were attached to his collar, thus preventing him from attempting to achieve a premature release.
 
   Oh what fun she had, rubbing her lovely naked body against his, soaping his cock carefully so as not to trigger an ejaculation, holding him close so that his hardness squashed against her, so close to her pussy but, alas, so far away too.   She could only guess at the level of blue-ball pain she was inducing from her shameless tease and denial activities.  Even so, sharing such intimate moments as a shower with her sub did serve to strengthen the bond of love and affection between them both, something which Jenny realised needed to be reinforced on occasion for John’s benefit.  After all, it would be easy for him to get dis-enchanted and feel neglected as Jenny enjoyed her new life with her various lovers, because, in spite of all of the changes in their marriage, she did still love him dearly and wanted him to continue loving and wanting to serve her.
 
   Especially now. Things were about to change dramatically for both of them as she moved towards her final goal.  She just needed to find the last pieces of the puzzle and then everything she’d aimed for would come to be.
 
   Later she sat comfortably in the big leather armchair that John used to sit in before ‘the change’ as Jenny now called it.  There wasn’t much on the television that evening and so she decided to trawl the internet looking for something specific to enable her to achieve the final goal on her list, the list she made what seemed like a lifetime ago, but each item had been ticked off.  All but one.
 
   John lay on the floor before her, his legs wide so that his feet passed either side of her armchair.  He was naked and still without his chastity device, his wrists now cuffed directly to his collar and just able to cradle the small funnel which was inserted in his mouth and which contained four, slowly melting, cum cubes.
 
   The cum cubes had been donated by James and Simon, collected during one of their famous parties, which were nothing more than a weekend long gay orgy for their gay friends.  When James explained what it was needed for they were all only too happy to oblige, achieving some kind of perverse sexual thrill knowing that a straight man would be eating all of their collected cum.
 
   Jenny estimated that each cube contained at least 4 or 5 full loads and there were a dozen cubes to a tray and two trays, enough cum to keep John busy for quite a while, she’d thought with amusement when James delivered them.  He’d pleaded with her then to deliver John naked to their next party.  It didn’t matter about him wearing the chastity device, that wasn’t what they were interested in, but he did have two useful orifices that they could all make use of when he wasn’t serving them up with food and drinks.  Jenny had not agreed there and then but had already decided to one day do as requested before James left the house.  Perhaps she should ask Abi if she would like to take richelle too.  It would be fun to think of what was happening to the pair of them as she and Abi went out clubbing, picking up men and getting laid.  Fair’s fair after all, the guys would be getting lots of cock, so it would only right that they should too!
 
   As John was forced to savour the dubiously delightful flavour of the multi-donor cum slowly dripping into his mouth, Jenny surfed the net looking for the final ingredient she required.  Her bare left foot had trapped John’s balls against his pubic bone and was slowly squashing them.  She loved the feel of his testicles as they pushed hard and round against the sole of her foot, nowhere to go because of the bone behind them.  Eventually one or other would suddenly slide to the side to escape the relentless pressure, which was an entirely pleasurable experience for Jenny too when it happened.  She knew that she would be inflicting immense pain for John, given the state of blue-ball he was already in, and confirmed by the grunts and moans she could hear, but it caused her no pain or distress, only amusement and pleasure, so it didn’t really matter as far as she was concerned.  Sometimes John just had to put up with her sadistic side, after all, what was the point in having a masochistic, submissive, slave if she couldn’t inflict a little sadistic pain occasionally.
 
   Suddenly she sat up straight, her foot inadvertently pressing down even harder onto John’s right testicle, the left one having just escaped sideways moments before.  Jenny’s whole weight was briefly on the one ball causing him, against the strict rules she’d set, to let out an agonised, cum burbling, scream through the funnel.
 
   “Oh, did that hurt darling?”  Jenny questioned, barely able to contain the excitement in her voice from her discovery.  “Well, what do you say?”
 
   “T thank you Mistress.”
 
   “I should think so.  Now, not another sound like that or I’ll beat your ass till its purple.  Understand?”  Mistress Jenny showed no compassion for her hapless slave whatsoever.
 
   “Yes, of course.  Thank you Mistress.”
 
   “Good.  Now, I have a special treat for us both.  We’re going away for a long weekend in a country retreat I’ve just found on the internet.  It sounds just fantastic; situated in the heart of the Lincolnshire Fens, Dunwoody Hall offers a weekend of luxurious pampering, spa, sauna, massages, hot tubs, swimming pool, stables and health and beauty treatments,” Jenny quoted from the website.  “Doesn’t that sound great, dear?”
 
   What Jenny failed to mention was that such facilities would be just for her, for her poor subby hubby the weekend would be far from luxurious and pampered.  Still, he would find that out soon enough, Jenny thought with amusement.  But as well as the luxurious pampering that Dunwoody Hall offered her, another facility it offered had caught her eye and she scanned the accompanying picture excitedly.  She would email the proprietor, Madam Chastain, immediately with her requirements.
 
   Jenny quickly fired off an email using the facilities she found on the contacts web page which made it so simple, just put in your name, your email address and your message, then click ‘Send’ and everything was taken care of.  That done she had a few phone calls to make.
 
   “Oh, hi Mum.  Guess what?  I’ve found it!
 
   ….
 
   “You know, the thing we talked about the other day, silly.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, that!  It’s just perfect and provides everything I need.  Just waiting for a reply to my email.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, he’s here but he’s a little tied up at the minute (giggle). We’re playing ball.
 
   ….
 
   “That’s right, not football.  You know me too well, Mother. Right now I’m crushing his left testicle with my foot (snigger).”
 
   ….
 
   “No, sorry, he can’t speak at the moment either, his mouths a bit full and all he can manage is some agonised groans.  You remember the cum cubes James and Simon brought round?  Well at the moment he’s got four of them in a funnel slowly melting and dripping into his mouth (giggle).”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, I’m sure he loves the taste of them, he’s such a cum slut these days and they’re disappearing fast.  I have some nice pee cubes to replace them with when those are gone.”
 
   ….
 
   “Well, I’m just calling to make sure that you’re OK to look after things in the dungeon over the weekend, and keep Steve on his toes, of course.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, this weekend.  There are vacancies according to the web site and I intend to book in for both Friday and Saturday nights.”
 
   ….
 
   “Oh, you’ll be fine, mother.  Remember you have the same authority as I do.  You can punish him as you see fit, and whenever you see fit, for no reason at all if you wish.  There’s nothing really he can do to stop you, even if he wanted to try.”
 
   ….
 
   “That’s great.  See you when we get back and then I hope to have some happy news for you soon afterwards, if you get my gist?
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, that’s it.  I guess that will make you very happy after some of the disappointments of the past?”
 
   ….
 
   “I thought it would.  Anyway, as a special treat for you for looking after things whilst I’m away, I’ll ask Abi to bring Richard over to entertain you if she doesn’t have need of him.  But I’m sure she’ll be only too happy to leave him with you for an hour or two.”
 
   ….
 
   “Oh don’t be silly mother, of course he’ll be able to get it up with you.  You’re a very attractive woman.  John didn’t have any trouble getting his little boy’s willy hard for you, did he?  Besides, he’s been locked in chastity for a week, and made to service Abi’s pussy 3 times every day, I’m sure he’ll have no problem at all.  And if not, cane his ass until he can.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, mum, it’s as simple as that.  Males are so easy, you know that, and submissive males are even easier because they’re just so eager to please their Mistresses.  Anyway, must dash.  Have some other calls to make.  I’ll be over to see you when I get back.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes.  Love you too.  Bye.”
 
   Whilst she’d been talking to her mother Jenny noticed she’d received a reply from Madam Chastain.  Excitedly she opened the email and avidly read it, noting with approval the old school formality of the email.
 
   “Dear Jenny
 
   Happy to accommodate you both this weekend, starting Friday night for two nights.  Attached is a map showing directions to get here, and the full address and telephone number is below.  Enter the postcode into your satnav and pick Dunwoody Hall, we’re a little bit out in the sticks but you should find us quite easily.
 
   I can fulfil your special request but it will cost extra, of course, because I will need to make different arrangements at short notice to those I had planned.  However, everything you asked for is do-able.  David *** hasn’t been with us for long but he’s very good, I can personally vouch for that, and I’m sure he’ll rise to the occasion.
 
   We look forward to your arrival on Friday, say around 18:00?
 
   Mdme. Chastain”
 
   (*** Ed: David.  Introduced in ‘Reserved for Sir David’ by Chas Scott)
 
   Jenny was excited about the most positive of replies from Mdme. Chastain.  Wow, it was finally going to happen if all went well, and there was no reason to suppose that it wouldn’t.  Yes, it was an expensive weekend, for the same money she could have had an ‘All Inclusive’ four week break in the sun somewhere exotic, but she didn’t care about the cost.  Actually, she giggled at the thought of what John would once have thought of the cost but he had no say in the matter now, she probably wouldn’t even tell him.  You couldn’t put a price on the services that would be provided this weekend, she thought unwaveringly.
 
   Now to ring Charlotte and see if she would pop in and check on Spunky over the weekend.  It would be Spunky’s first weekend of complete submersion in her new role in life, she would have to use the litter tray for defecation as well as urination and someone would need to change the cat litter as well as re-fill her feeding and drinking bowls.  Jenny sniggered at the thought of Spunky’s embarrassment when Charlotte turned up and saw her as she is now.
 
   “Hi Charlotte, its Jenny.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, I’m good thanks.  How are you?”
 
   ….
 
   “Really?  Well, that’s good to hear, I’m sure he’ll make you very happy.”
 
   ….
 
   “That’s right, and it’s nice to hear that you’ve listened to my advice and taken control of your life.  Anyway, the reason I’m calling.  Do you remember what I told you about Zoe’s secret fantasy?”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, that’s it.  Well, I’ve made it come true for her, just like all the cat ornaments she had around the place.”
 
   ….
 
   “I kid you not.  As we speak she’s chained up in the flat, naked as the day she was born and completely hairless.  She has no option but to crawl around on all-fours like a cat!  I’ve christened her with the name Spunky.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, Spunky (giggle).  It’s quite an appropriate name really, especially if you see her from the rear as she crawls away from you.  Everything is visible, and I mean everything!  Anyway, back to the reason for my call.  I’m going away for a weekend of pampering at a spa and I wondered if you would help me out by going into Spunky’s on Saturday and Sunday to check on her?”
 
   ….
 
   “Well, she’ll need her food and water bowls refilling and, unfortunately, she’ll need her litter tray changing as well, so perhaps you should take your new sub Mikey with you.  That would be great actually because they’re old school friends too, aren’t they?”
 
   ….
 
   “OK, well not exactly friends then.  But he did have the hot’s for her even though she quite rudely and publicly rejected him on several occasions that I recall.  I’m afraid she thought herself far too pretty for the likes of Mikey back then but It will be different now though, I almost wish I could be there when you bring the two of them together again (snigger).”
 
   ….
 
   “You will?  Oh, that’s brilliant.  Thanks Charlotte, I owe you.  I’m sure it will provide you with a lot of entertainment over the weekend given yours and Mikey’s history with her.  I’ll let you have a key to the flat before I leave, I need to get one cut as a spare anyway.  See you at work tomorrow and we can talk.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, bye.  And thanks again.”
 
   It’s funny how life turns out, Jenny thought.  Charlotte’s dominant side had been awakened when Zoe invited her round to her flat the weekend John had been sent there.  Zoe and Charlotte appeared to get on well together but Jenny knew there was a source of friction between them going back to their school days, something to do with a plimsoll as she recalled.  Anyway, between the two of them they’d ensured John had a weekend to remember, including being made to suck his first real cock.  Charlotte had left with her eyes opened to some very interesting new possibilities as far as men were concerned.
 
   Zoe, Charlotte and Mikey Appleton had all been in the same year at school but that was as far as the similarities went.  They couldn’t have been further apart in terms of what was then called ‘coolness’ amongst the other pupils.
 
   Charlotte was always massively overweight, coming from farming stock where all of her female relatives were of similar build.  She’d been teased relentlessly about being the school ‘fatty’ and no boys liked her or wanted to date her.  She’d even once attempted self-harming at the height of her torment but quickly found that it hurt too much and so carried on every day in misery, daydreaming that she suddenly woke up one morning looking like her ideal girl – Zoe.  She completely adored Zoe even though Zoe didn’t appreciate her one jot and had actually been instrumental in getting Charlotte the paddling of her young life from her dad.
 
   Mikey, on the other hand, was nerdy, enthralled by the new wave of science fiction programs on the tv, an avid watcher of science documentary programs.  In the looks and physique departments he’d lost out big time too; goofy teeth, spotty complexion, short and thin in stature, so that no girl even gave him a second glance.  Where he had been fortunate, however, was that he was blessed with a much larger than average cock, made more pronounced by his smallness in stature.  He’d developed a massive crush on Zoe immediately on meeting her for the first time on day 1 of secondary school, but alas it was not reciprocated, rather his lovelorn attentions were publicly ridiculed and rejected.  And so, after several failed and humiliating attempts at persuading Zoe to date him, he decided to show her what she was missing.  Surely that would persuade her, he knew girls talked about boys having big ones and his was bigger than anyone’s he’d ever seen.  Unfortunately, however, his plans backfired on him.  Zoe called him a disgusting pervert and reported him the school head.  That earned him a 3 month suspension and a visit to his home from the local beat bobby who embarrassingly sat him down in front of his parents and gave him a severe reprimand for flashing and indecent exposure.  His mother didn’t speak to him for 2 weeks and his father beat his ass mercilessly every day for as long as his mother didn’t speak to him.
 
   Zoe, on the other hand, was a member of the select gang of Barbie Doll pretty girls who treated most boys like dirt because they could.  Every boy in their year, and in those years immediately above and below, wanted to date them, and they loved the attention.  Well, mostly anyway as Mikey found out to his chagrin.  Their affections, were, however, solely reserved for the few boys who were considered to be suitably handsome, of which there were only one or two, none of the other boys would ever stand a chance.
 
   So, who would have thought back then that Charlotte would end up at the top of that particular pile and that Zoe would end up at the very bottom, Jenny mused.  Charlotte had confided to Jenny that she’d met up with Mikey by chance only a few weeks ago and out of interest she’d spent some time with him, catching up on old school memories and what they were both doing now.  She’d soon detected a certain submissiveness about his character as far as members of the opposite sex were concerned and had at once decided to explore it further to see where it led.  The upshot was that a relationship developed between them where she was the dominant one and he meekly followed her lead.  Her discovery that he was so well hung had been a very pleasant added bonus indeed.  In the telephone conversation Jenny had just had, Charlotte told her that she’d got Mikey to move in with her a week ago and she’d taken over control of his life completely from that point on, very much along the lines of Jenny’s relationship with John.
 
   Was it all just coincidence that now two of Jenny’s work colleagues had also taken control of their lives and of the males they shared them with, or was she the catalyst that had made all these things come about?  She didn’t truly know the answer to that but she liked to think it was the latter.
 
   Time to ring Abi and see if she was up for lending Richard to her mother for an hour or two.  ‘But first I need to replace the frozen cubes in the funnel’, she sniggered silently, noticing that the four cum cubes had now vanished.  So, as she eventually picked up the phone to call Abi, John was enjoying the distinctively pungent flavour of four slowly melting piss cubes, nice and yellow and fresh from Jenny’s bladder that morning, she had assured him.
 
   “Hi Abi darling, it’s Jen.  How’s it going with the lovely richelle?”
 
   ….
 
   “The lucky girl’s doing that right now, is she?  Well, I can call back when she’s finished and you’ve had time to come back down from whatever cloud you’re on, if you like.”
 
   ….
 
   “Are you sure?  I know first-hand how difficult it is to concentrate on the phone when that’s being done to your clit (giggle).”
 
   ….
 
   “Well, if you’re sure.  What I’m calling about is that I’m going away this weekend to enjoy some pampering at a luxury spa.  Thing is, I’m leaving mother in charge of Steve in the dungeon and I wanted to give her something as a thank you for her help.  I wondered if you would lend Richard to her for an hour or two on Saturday?  It would make an old lady very happy to have a young stud’s big, hard cock in her again after so long.”
 
   ….
 
   “You would?  That’s very generous of you darling.  I owe you one.  Did he hear what you just agreed to?”
 
   ….
 
   “Oh, you’ve just explained it to him!  Ha ha, I bet he’s broke out into a cold sweat now.”
 
   ….
 
   “That’s true.  He’ll love it really.  John was a changed man when he came back from Mother’s that first time.  He’s never looked back since. What..”
 
   ….
 
   “Oh, yes.  It’s called Dunwoody Hall and is out towards Boston in the fens somewhere.  It seems ideal and has all the facilities I need to finally realise my dreams.”
 
   ….
 
   “That’s right, my number one if you get my drift.  I’ll tell you all about it when I get back.  Perhaps when it’s all over we can visit the place together, I’m sure you would love it there too.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, it’s a date then.  I’ll let mother know you’ll deliver him on Saturday afternoon.  Speak at work tomorrow to finalise details.”
 
   ….
 
   “Yes, Charlotte’s going to call in on Spunky, oh, and guess what?  She’s now living with her sub Mikey Appleton and will be taking him with her!”
 
   ….
 
   “Yeah, that’s right.  I wish I could be there too.  Mikey won’t believe his luck.  Poor Spunky, she’ll be so humiliated when they both walk in (giggle).”
 
   ….
 
   “Well, no doubt she’ll tell us all about it.  Thanks for lending Richard.  Speak soon darling.  Love you.  Bye.”
 
   ‘Well, it’s all arranged.’ Jenny thought excitedly.  ‘Not long now, just a few days till the weekend and then, hopefully her life would change even more dramatically.  John will like the weekend too,’ she sniggered, ‘Boy, for him it will be like no guest house he’s ever stayed in, that’s for sure.’  She slowly, unconsciously, increased the pressure of the sole of her foot on his right testicle as these thoughts passed through her mind and was suddenly rewarded with the glorious sensation of it moving across her sole to the side, and thus, escape from the intense pressure and pain she was causing it.
 
   For his part, it had been difficult to concentrate on Jenny’s conversations with the extreme pain he was experiencing in his groin, but he’d got the gist of it.  He had no idea what Jenny was referring to when she spoke of her ‘number one’ because she didn’t share many of the intricate details of her life now with him.  Perhaps if she had it would have explained a lot about how he found himself in this glorious and completely submissive and controlled life that he now had.
 
   One thing was for sure, though.  He didn’t envy Richard that task he was to be faced with on Saturday.  In fact, the very thought made him cringe, but then, he and Jenny’s mum had a lot of history which probably coloured his feelings a little, Richard would have no such reservations.  It was strange to think that his best mate was going to fuck his mother in law.  Then there was Zoe.  He knew the history of her and Charlotte and Mikey.  Mikey’s flashing debacle had been the talk of the school at the time.  She would be mortified when Mikey walked into her flat and saw her as she now was.  Worse still was what he would, at last, be able to do to her after all these years, and there would be nothing she could do about it unless she broke role and resumed her former life.  He wondered which would be the stronger; her desire to be treated as, and become, nothing more than a hairless cat, or her dislike of Mikey and long held unwillingness to be fucked by him.  Like Mistress, he wished he could be there to see which emotion finally won that battle.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 5
 
   Mistress had an air of excitement about her as she sat in the passenger seat whilst they made the 70 mile journey to Dunwoody Hall early that Friday evening.  Mistress had dressed him in a pair of tight fitting red satin ladies shorts and a pink T-shirt with a flower motif, not his preferred dress code but at least he wasn’t naked.  Mind you, he did get some funny looks from people as they passed through towns and the car was travelling relatively slowly or stopped at lights, which was kind of deliciously embarrassing.  He had no idea what to expect when they arrived, Mistress had not shared that with him and all he knew was what he’d overheard of her telephone conversations earlier in the week, which wasn’t much at all.  However, given his current dress he was sure that Dunwoody Hall was much more than the Hotel Spa that Mistress had told him it was.
 
   The flat countryside stretched out before him, a lot of it actually below sea level according to his satnav.  It was rich and fertile farming land, which at one time would have been swampy marsh, but as it was drained and reclaimed centuries ago it began to make the land owners rich, enabling lots of large and pretentious country houses to be built on the proceeds.  Dunwoody Hall was one such country pile which had long since been sold off to pay death duties, the descendants now living in modest cottages in the surrounding villages.  Over the years it had fallen empty, the cost of its upkeep breaking many a deep pocket and so, nearing dereliction, Mdme Chastain had picked it up for a song just 3 years before.
 
   It offered just what she needed; remote, private and isolated, peaceful and quiet, a completely different environment to what she was used to in the hustle and bustle of the City of London.  By liquidating her late husband’s, and her own, considerable assets in that fair city, closing and selling off the brothels they ran together, she had more than enough to buy Dunwoody Hall and make the necessary changes and refurbishments to suit her business plan for the place.  She’d been involved in the vice trade for as long as she could remember, clawing her way to the top with her husband by her side, a team that was unstoppable and hugely successful.  They’d made an absolute fortune in the process, but now, since her husband’s untimely demise, she wanted to go legitimate, or as near to legitimate as was possible given the nature of her business.
 
   John turned into the long private drive as indicated by the satnav attached to his windscreen.  The entrance to the drive was not very imposing, just a wooden gate in a high wall off the main road, a black painted metal post box with a large brass padlock, a painted sign saying Dunwoody Hall and underneath it another saying ‘Private – Keep Out’ and a warning sign about guard dogs and trespass prosecution.  The whole effect was quite uninviting, deliberately so to deter unwanted callers.
 
   What John didn’t see was the lethal razor wire on top of the wall and the motion sensors connected to cameras which were dotted around the perimeter.  When triggered, a buzzer would sound and what they saw would be displayed on a monitor in Mdme Chastain’s private quarters, thus she was quite aware that they were arriving.  That knowledge was also the reason John had been able to open the gate, which was actually a steel reinforced barrier cleverly constructed to look like one of the seemingly rickety wooden gates that were so common in the area.  From the house a lock on the gate could be remotely released allowing it to open once the visitor was identified via a discrete intercom device, and then it shut automatically and locked again all by itself once the vehicle had passed through.
 
   In the distance down the long straight gravelled drive, John could see a house shrouded by tall trees of Oak, Ash and Silver Birch that were dotted around the neatly tended grounds.  There wasn’t a soul around, at least not visibly, and the only sound, apart from the quiet purr of the car engine, was of bird song.
 
   The house was large and Victorian, built from the wealth generated from the rich farm land around it.  It was two storey and no cellar, the ground it was built on actually being below sea level meant that a cellar was not an option because of the water table, but it was large and spacious with huge reception rooms on the ground floor with views over the grounds.  Further it had been extended by Mdme Chastain to add two new wings from the rear of the house, both of which were also two storey’s high and which more than doubled the floor area.  On the first floor, accessed by the large sweeping formal staircase in the hall, were 12 bedrooms with en-suite bathrooms.  The ground floor wings housed, on the left side, the kitchens, laundry rooms and storage, whilst on the right side were the health and beauty treatment rooms, sauna, massage room, etc.  
 
   Between the wings was a large heated swimming pool, covered over by a glass canopy supported by an ornate cantilevered steel structure strung between the two wings.  The purchase and installation of this had cost Mdme Chastain a small fortune, but it was a work of art in itself and worth every penny for the pleasure and comfort of her female patrons.  They deserved nothing but the best, as in every detail of the rest of the accommodations, which was more than could be said for the male’s they brought with them whose expectations were, by their nature, somewhat less exacting.  But then, Mdme Chastain did not really think of the males as guests, more as serving staff.
 
   At the open end between the two wings was a, more or less, completely glass wall, allowing views over the hot tubs just outside and the surrounding grounds to the rear of the property.  Close by was a large stable block which housed 4 chestnut coloured ponies of mixed breeds, and also provided austere accommodation for the serving staff of sissy maids.  The truth was, that without the enthusiastic, well-disciplined and unpaid serving staff, keeping such a place as Dunwoody Hall clean and maintained to such high standards would be prohibitively expensive, even given the exorbitant rates she charged for staying there.
 
   Approaching the house John noticed a figure standing on the steps before the main door.  From a distance it looked like a woman dressed in the stereotypical Maid uniform favoured by the gentry of the past for their serving wenches, except this one appeared to have a very, very, short hemline, showing of a pair of long, shapely, stocking clad, legs.  It was only when they pulled up that John realised he was actually looking at a man, a sissy maid in a very short, black, French maid’s uniform with a white, lace trimmed bonnet and a matching apron upon which, neatly embroidered in pink, 3 inches high, was the number 7.
 
   The sissy maid approached and curtseyed before opening Jenny’s door, providing a tantalising glimpse of a metal chastity device as she did so.
 
   “Good evening, Mistress,” she spoke in a practiced effeminate voice as she opened the passenger door, “I hope that you had a good journey?  Mdme Chastain is expecting you.  Would you please come this way?”
 
   As Mistress left the car and entered into the Hall, having been assisted to get out by the sissy maid’s helpful hand and leaving John to retrieve Mistress’s large suitcase and his own very small one from the rear of the car, John got his first realisation of what his role would be during their stay that weekend.  He followed into the Hall a minute or so later with both suitcases, putting them down on a highly polished, black and white tiled floor over which they ‘wheeled’ smoothly.
 
   At the reception desk he could see Mistress chatting to a middle aged woman behind the counter, obviously checking in and doing the necessary paperwork.  Over to the right side of the room kneeling on the floor was another similarly dressed sissy maid, hand polishing the floor tiles of the huge hallway, a task that would be virtually never ending John judged, especially if the hallway was heavily used as most were.  The main difference between the maid who greeted his Mistress, who had now disappeared, and the one kneeling and polishing the hall floor, was that the later had a humbler device attached to his testicles, forcing him to remain in the kneeling position and polishing until he was released.
 
   “So, this is your sub, Ms. Mason,” the woman remarked as John finally stopped behind his Mistress and knelt submissively on the polished tiles.  “That’s a very pretty outfit you’ve dressed him in for the journey.  Is he fully sissy trained?”
 
   “Oh, absolutely,” Jenny gushed. “It’s something I’ve insisted on from the outset and, in fact, her name is sissy.”
 
   “Excellent, Ms. Mason.  We don’t actually use names here though for our sissies, it becomes too complicated to remember them all and is completely unnecessary anyway.  Those who arrive with a Mistress’s are assigned a number which tallies with their Mistress’s room number.  In this case she’ll be assigned the number six.  Those that have been selected to attend for sissy maid training without a Mistress are assigned a letter, starting from A through to L.  Is she fully belted?”
 
   As she spoke she pointed to an amusing sign on the wall which depicted a hard, erect cock standing out proudly from a man’s groin but with a thick red cross drawn over it from corner to corner.  Alongside was another image depicting a cock enclosed in a chastity device with a large green tick overlaid from bottom left to top right.
 
   “Yes, of course.  I keep her locked at all times, releases for supervised masturbation are presently monthly.  To be honest, her cock is really so small I could do no other with it.”
 
   John felt himself blushing hotly as Jenny casually discussed his sex life and anatomy, or rather his lack of it, openly with this stranger in front of him.
 
   “That is as it should be then.  When is her next release date?”
 
   “Oh, not for a week or so yet.  She’s beginning to get very excited at the prospect though.”
 
   “I’ll bet she is.  I hope she properly shows her appreciation at your graciousness in allowing it.”
 
   “Oh, yes, absolutely.  I do have to discipline her afterwards though to remind her of her place and that I still expect the utmost obedience and respect from her”.
 
   “Quite rightly so, too.  I’ll need you to hand over the keys to her belt for the duration, I’m sure you’ll understand.  We’ve had an instance where a weak Mistress took pity on her sissy and released her during her stay, which was quite unacceptable, so now we take the precaution of holding they keys.”
 
   “Well, actually Mdme, I don’t have any of the keys with me.  One is in a safe and secure place at home and my colleague at work is kindly holding the other, so there is nothing to worry about.  Even if I had a moment of weakness, which is unlikely, I couldn’t unlock her anyway.”
 
   “Oh, well that’s even better.  Are these both your cases?  Have her strip, please.”
 
   “Err, no, only the big one.  The other is sissy’s.”
 
   “Well, she won’t be needing that during her stay here.  It can be locked in the locker over there.” The woman pointed to a row of small lockers hidden away discretely under the staircase and then rang a small bell on the counter.  The sissy maid 7 quietly and immediately appeared from a door to the right of reception and collected Jenny’s suitcase, so that whilst John was stripping off his girly travel outfit, the sissy was delivering the large case to Mistress’s room.
 
   Standing with arms folded submissively behind him in the main public entrance hall, legs straight and feet a regulation 12 inches apart, eyes focussed on the black and white tiles immediately in front of him and completely naked but for his chastity device, John felt very self-conscious and exposed.  He had stripped and neatly folded everything as he removed them, placing them on top of his small suitcase.
 
   “Hmmm.  I see what you mean,” Mdme mused.  “You could do no other with such a small thing as that.  Still, we can certainly make sure that during your stay you are entertained with much bigger ones, as you are, no doubt, now accustomed.”
 
   “Of course, that’s why I’m here,” Jenny smiled sweetly at her sissy husband as she spoke.
 
   “Yes, about that.  There has been a slight hitch, you choice isn’t able to get here this evening, some sort of crisis with his mother apparently, but he assures me that he’ll be here tomorrow for lunchtime.  So, my apologies for that.  By way of making amends I’ve taken the liberty of providing an alternative distraction for you tonight on the house.  Errol and Isaac, they come as a pair, will be here shortly, hopefully in time to dine with you.  So once you’re settled in to your room, make you way to the bar and they’ll join you there for aperitifs.”
 
   “Oh, I see.  That’s disappointing.  You are aware of the reason for my visit and the particular selection I made, are you not?”
 
   “I am indeed Ms Mason.  Don’t worry, if satisfaction is not achieved then you may contact me and I will arrange for a return visit free of charge.  Once more, I apologise for the inconvenience but it is, unfortunately, out of my control.”
 
   “Well, OK, with that assurance, what can I say?” Jenny was not altogether disappointed that she may have to pay another visit free of charge, from what she’d seen already told her that this was an idyllic place to stay and that she was bound to enjoy her weekend tremendously, no matter what.
 
   Whilst they had been talking 7 had reappeared, having taken the suitcase to Mistress’s room.  She curtseyed and then knelt silently, head bowed, awaiting further instructions.
 
   “Now, I just need you to sign these documents which is an agreement for your sub to enter service here at the Hall during your stay.  It also gives me, i.e. the management, responsibility for, and permission to take, whatever disciplinary action is necessary and needed to ensure that our exacting standards are maintained by 6 whilst she is with us.  After that, 7 will take you to your room.  Your sub will be provided with a uniform and will be assigned a sleeping place in the stables with the other servants.”
 
   The formalities over, sissy maid 7 demurely escorted Jenny to her room, leaving sissy, now known as 6, standing naked in the hallway.  Mdme Chastain picked up a small two-way radio, pressed the transmit button and spoke.
 
   “Angel, dear, where are you.  We have a new guest and her sub is here in reception.”
 
   “Just c c coming,” was the short, breathless reply, the short phrase being quite indeterminate as to its meaning.  “Be there in a minute.”
 
   Mdme Chastain ignored 6 and made some entries into various registers whilst waiting for the person named ‘Angel’ to arrive.  Angel was Mdme Chastain’s 18 year old daughter who had responsibility for overseeing the day to day duties of all of the serving staff.  She exercised her authority strictly and was uncompromising on what she expected by way of performance, obedience, and enthusiasm from all of the sissy maids under her control.  Should any of them not measure up to her exacting standards she could gleefully be quite sadistic in her disciplining of the unfortunate miscreant.  John would get to know ‘Angel’ as Mistress Angelica.
 
   “Ooooo, that’s really tiny,” were Mistress Angelica’s first words as she walked into the hallway.
 
   John blushed in embarrassment.  Angel was a gorgeous young woman but not much older than the girls he often saw making their way to school in the mornings.  She had an almost perfect figure with large bust, narrow waist and a fascinating flare to her hips which led the eye to one of the most pleasing to look at bottoms he’d ever seen.  Dressed from head to toe in tight, form fitting, leather, which accentuated and presented her figure perfectly, she was a statuesque six feet tall blonde vision of a submissive’s wet dream.
 
   “Quite, my dear.  This is 6.  She’s here with her Mistress for the weekend.  6.  This is Mistress Angelica.”
 
   John didn’t know what to do, was he expected to greet Mistress Angelica or keep quite.  Before he could make a decision, it was made for him.
 
   “Ok, I’ll take her and do the induction.  Come!”  Her voice was still girlishly young but edged with a firmness which belied her young age and indicated that she would tolerate no lack of respect or obedience, no refusal to comply immediately with the instructions she gave.  She walked off, heading through a door to the left of reception into what was the dining area, knowing that her new charge would be subserviently following behind, no doubt lusting at the sight of her ass as he did so.  She smiled inwardly, knowing only too well the effect that the sight of her bottom clad in the tight leather trousers would have on the pathetic male.  He could dream, she allowed them that, but males like him could never have, especially one with such a small cock.
 
   The dining room was devoid of people at this time, apart from the two maids, C and F, who were busy preparing the tables for the guests who would eventually be dining there.  They both briefly looked up as the door opened but quickly resumed their tasks when they saw Mistress Angelica.
 
   Immediately to the right as they entered were two swing doors which led into the kitchen, and John could already smell the delicious aroma of food being prepared.  Mistress Angelica led him through the doors into the kitchen.  They passed down the aisle between the wall and the gleaming, spotless, appliances and work tops, passing several maids, and cooks in white throwing orders about and engaged studiously in preparing for the evening meal.
 
   Through another door at the end, they entered the laundry room where a row of, yet again, spotless and gleaming laundry appliances stood idle at this time of the evening.  John figured he was being given the tour of where he would be put to work over the weekend, there wold be no luxurious pampering for him, he surmised.  Another door at the end led into a narrow corridor with rooms off to the side; pantries, walk-in freezers and cold rooms, storage and most worryingly, what looked like a bare prison cell at the end, thankfully empty.  He shivered, remembering the cell in the cellar at his mother-in-laws house which currently had one occupant, chained up and at Ma’am Cynthia’s complete mercy.  He decided there and then that he would make every effort to be the most perfect sissy maid this weekend, he didn’t want to find himself locked in that cell for even a minute.
 
   Finally, a door at the end opened and John found himself following her outside and along a short path towards what appeared to be a stable block.  His suspicions were confirmed when they entered and the pungent smell of horses assailed his nostrils.  There were 4 of the creatures present, each in its own stall, no doubt having been returned after use by those Mistresses that enjoyed riding such beasts.  Two of them were being washed down by two sissy maids, who looked ridiculous doing such a task in high heeled shoes, stockings and maid’s uniforms.  The horse stalls were to the right as they entered and to the left were a series of uncomfortable looking, wooden, bunk-beds, two high in twelve blocks.  Each had either a number, 1 – 12, or a letter, A – L.  John guessed correctly that the top bunk in the third block, number 6, was for him.  Sure enough, Mistress Angelica led him directly over to it.
 
   “This is your bunk, 6.  You will find a uniform in locker number 6 over there.  You are expected to keep your bed neatly made when you are not in it, any deviation from that, for whatever reason, will be severely punished.  Your uniform shall be spotlessly clean and ironed at all times too, you are responsible for ensuring your uniform is laundered daily by the sissy assigned laundry duties.  There are facilities for that over there, next to the ablution room.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress Angelica,” John replied immediately, knowing that hesitation would not be tolerated by this woman.  He looked appalled at the ablution room.  It wasn’t really a room, it only had 3 walls, the front opening into the sleeping area.  There were 5 toilets in a row, no more than 18 inches apart and nothing to separate them.  To their left was a large open wet room with 8 shower heads and in the centre was a large Belgian sink.  What the whole setup totally lacked in privacy, it tried to make up for in its shiny spotlessness.
 
   “Come!”
 
   Mistress Angelica led him over to a wooden structure with a padded, leather, top around waist height.  As she walked she gave further instructions.
 
   “The key pad number for the external doors is presently 3421, remember it as you will need it frequently.  I expect the utmost in obedience and compliance from my sissy maids.  When you are given a task to do you will do it, without any distractions and to the required standard.  For example, the two maids in the dining room looked up as we entered.  That is unacceptable, they should be totally focussed on their allotted task.  They will be severely punished after I’m finished with you.  You will not stop doing your assigned task until it is completed or you are assigned another task that is to be immediately executed.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes Mistress angelica.”
 
   “I hope for your sake that it is.  Now, bend over this.”
 
   John hurried to comply, knowing what was coming next but powerless to do anything about it.  His wrists and ankles were then secured by straps attached to the wooden frame and he was helpless, ass bared and ready to receive whatever kind of punishment this new Mistress decided he deserved.  Part of him thrilled at the thought of this very attractive, and very young woman carrying out such an intimate, humiliating and sexually stimulating assault on his ass, but another part cringed at the pain it would cause, since he knew she had secured his wrists and ankles for a reason.  His fear was confirmed as Mistress went to a cupboard on the wall and opened it.  Inside, neatly displayed, were an assortment of implements designed specifically for thrashing whatever defenceless flesh was presented to them, ranging in the severity of the blow they would deliver and the pain they would impart.  To his relief Mistress Angelica selected an implement near to the less severe end of the range.  He was soon to find, however, that this particular implement, a standard cane, was just the warm up tool.
 
   After 30 strokes, which he was able to tolerate without too much noise, she then selected another implement from the more severe end of the range.  It was a stiff leather riding crop, about 20 inches long, and was one of Angel’s favourite toys.  She knew it would hurt like hell, especially when used upon the already prepared and striped buttocks, but that was the point.  She used it to measure her new charges resilience and fortitude, working out how much they could take before breaking down and sobbing uncontrollably at the pain.
 
   She had soon discovered, when Dunwoody Hall first opened its doors to its uniquely perverse guests, that she got a certain sexual thrill from getting her helpless charges to that point.  Surprisingly, she also soon discovered that the point at which these useless males would begin crying varied considerably.  When she disciplined a male in her charge she always liked to make them cry, to take them to what they thought of as the limits of their endurance and then a bit beyond.  Thus, this was a useful exercise to determine what those limits were for each individual.
 
   Walking back over to the waiting recipient of her sadistic lusts she made a few quick swishes of the crop through the air.  This served several purposes; it exercised her arm and acquainted her with the weight and feel of the crop, it further warmed the muscles in preparation for what was to come and it made a pleasing sound which was sure to be heard by her hopeless victim and heighten the trepidation in him.  She sniggered, loud enough for him to hear, at the thought of what she was about to do, but she didn’t care that he heard, he was helpless to do anything about it now.  She loved the power and control of her new job, it was much better than her old Saturday job as a shop assistant in the Boots chemist store back in London, and it paid far better too.  She wondered what the girls she used to work with would think if they could see her now, wielding a vicious looking riding crop and thrashing the living daylights out of the bare ass of a male who was almost old enough to be her dad, in fact some of them were much older.
 
   Thwack.  Suddenly she struck without warning, putting her full effort into the swing and eliciting a satisfying yelp from the defenceless recipient.
 
   “One, thank you Mistress,” told her that she had a well-trained sub in her power.  Good, he would be able to take more than some of the others, which was more fun and more of a turn on for her.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 6
 
   Sissy maid 7 led Jenny to her well-appointed, luxury accommodation on the first floor.  The sheer elegant indulgence of her room was in stark contrast to the austere bleakness of her submissive husband’s shared accommodation with the other submissive male guests, and the resident ponies.  Her state room was reached by passing up the sweeping main staircase from the hall and then soundlessly along to the left on the first floor landing, almost wading through the deep pile of the rich, ruby coloured carpet.  There were 6 guest state rooms at the front of the house, odd numbers were to the right and even numbers to the left, thus room 6 was at the end of the corridor before it turned right to go seamlessly down the newly added wing and a further 3 rooms.
 
   The room was large and managed to seem completely uncluttered because of it, but it still had all of the things that made life living away from home like still living in luxury at home.  A comfortable sofa and two arm chairs to one side, a dressing table and huge mirror next to full length French doors leading to a balcony overlooking the extensive, well-manicured, grounds at the front of the house.  A walk in wardrobe and an en-suite bathroom down the left side of the house were accessed through ornate mahogany doors.  The room was lavishly decorated with warm coloured drapes and deep piled carpet fit for a queen, but the crowning glory was the queen sized four poster bed, complete with a huge mirrored ceiling above.
 
   Jenny experienced a feeling of exhilaration and happiness as she surveyed her domain for the next two days, it was all that the web site had promised and then some.  She had a warm cosy feeling about what was to transpire here over the weekend.  It was just perfect and she couldn’t have wished for better surroundings for it to happen.  Briefly she wondered about her erstwhile, small dicked husband’s accommodation, no doubt it would not be to the same standard, the web site had only hinted about the facilities for the male guests, but she knew that John would be happy with whatever he was given as long as she was happy.  That was why she loved him so much, even though their relationship had now completely, irreversibly and quite dramatically changed.
 
   Sissy maid 7 stood silently by the door, head bowed, feet a regulation 12” apart, arms folded submissively behind her back, waiting to be dismissed.  Jenny walked up to her and reached under the hem of her short dress, grabbing hold of her balls in a grip tight enough to make her wince in discomfort.  One of the things Jenny loved about chastity belts was that they took away the ability of the male to experience sexual pleasure but kept their ability to feel sexual pain through their exposed, and nicely presented, balls.
 
   “Stay right where you are and keep looking at the floor,” Jenny giggled and turned on her heel.  Right now she needed a nice long shower and a change of clothes.  She wondered about her consorts for the evening, Errol and Isaac, what would they be like?  Would she like them?  How should she dress for them?
 
   Walking in to her wardrobe, where she found her clothes already unpacked from the suitcase and hung in readiness, she selected a long, ankle length, sleeveless, loose fitting, light weight, sky blue evening gown and hung it ready on a convenient hook.  She spurned the idea of underwear, it was unnecessary even though the neckline was quite low cut and would show off her unfettered boobs quite provocatively.  Errol and Isaac would be in for some serious eye candy over drinks and dinner, even in the unlikely event that she decided their services were not required.  She laughed, suddenly amused at the thought of how she used to be, the demur and proper housewife who kept herself faithful to her husband, true to her wedding vows and naïve about the ways of the world.  Well, those days were well and truly gone, and for the better, she thought smugly.  Now she ruled the roost and decided her own destiny, but not only that, she decided her husband’s and his sister’s destiny too!  Quite a change, when she thought about it.
 
   After showering she could resist the four poster no longer.  To her delight it was as comfortable as it looked, and seemed so large as to be able to accommodate a small family.  She lay right in the middle and looked at herself in the mirror above her head.  Her completely naked reflection looked back at her and she admired the well-formed breasts on her chest.  Poor John, he used to so enjoy playing with them and she could understand why, it must be hell for him to see them so much more often these days but not to be allowed to touch them anymore, except for the odd special occasion that she permitted it.  She explored them with her own hands, feeling their swell and shape, tweaking the nipples until she gasped in pleasure.
 
   As she played her left hand slowly slid down over her flat belly to the soft mound of her sex at the top of her parted legs.  Once more, poor John.  He used to so love to bury his face in her sex and eat her out, driving her to wonderful orgasms before plunging his tiny cock into her sopping hole.  Well he still did a lot of the ‘eating out’ but plunging his tiny cock into her afterwards had ceased many months ago, thanks to the chastity device she’d made him buy and wear.  Her finger homed in on her sensitive clit and she began to rub, uncaring of sissy maid 7’s presence in the room and thinking about what John was doing at that moment, sure in the knowledge that he wouldn’t be pleasuring himself as she was.  He had been taken away by the Domme called Mistress Angelica, a tall and very attractive girl who must still be in her teenage years, Jenny guessed.  John would be very humiliated to be dominated and disciplined by one so young.  That thought turned Jenny on considerably as she slowly, sensuously, worked her clit with her forefinger.  Soon she felt her orgasm building in her groin, revelling in the freedom to be able to stimulate herself to orgasm at will, a freedom that she now denied John completely and enforced with an unbending will and an unyielding chastity device.
 
   Soon her laboured breathing signalled the approach of her orgasm.  As it sublimely exploded in her belly she thought about the planned outcome to this weekend and the man who would make it happen.  Just perfect, she thought, as she squirmed and whimpered in uncontrollable ecstasy under the furtive, lustful gaze of the frustrated sissy maid standing by the door and pretending to look at the floor.
 
   As the pleasure ebbed away she turned languidly to 7 and said just one word, “Coffee!” and, as 7 silently and obediently turned away from the horny sight before him and went to do her bidding, she made herself comfortable.  She closed her eyes for a while, thinking about Steve safely locked away in his ‘dungeon’ from which, like it or not, he would emerge a completely changed man, no longer the chauvinistic, uncouth, arrogant bull he used to be, in fact, if all went well, he wouldn’t be getting his oversized cock hard again ever.  Then there was Abi and Richard, their relationship had now changed forever, not only between themselves but between the four of them.  Who would have thought that John would ever suck Richard off and swallow his cum.  Certainly not John or Richard that was for sure, but she had made it happen in just a few short months and she had to admit, it was as much of a turn on to watch as it was amusing to have made them do it.
 
   She roused from her daydreams at the gentle knock on her door.  “Come.”, she shouted imperiously, uncaring about her nakedness, knowing it would be sissy 7 with her coffee.  The maid entered and placed the coffee tray on the small table Jenny pointed to as she entered.  Rising languorously, she made her way purposefully over to 7 and once more grabbed her by the testicles, delighting in the pain she obviously caused as her hand squeezed tightly.
 
   “You are dismissed,” she spoke directly to her face, just inches away. This was more like it, no tip required, just a good hard squeeze of the testicles and send her on her way, no doubt feeling as horny as hell but unable to do a thing about it!
 
   


  
 

Chapter 7
 
   In the barn, Sissy was still snivelling as she presented herself to Mistress Angelica for inspection in her Dunwoody Hall maid’s uniform.  She had never been disciplined so thoroughly and painfully before, not even when she’d spilt Mistress Jenny’s nail varnish on the carpet whilst painting her toe nails.  The accuracy, strength and viciousness of the blows as the crop fell across her tortured buttocks belied the youth and prettiness of the Mistress wielding it.
 
   She’d been given no indication of how many strokes she was to receive which meant that the discipline was open ended, to continue until the Mistress was satisfied with the result.  In all she’d counted 30 strokes with the thin cane and then a further 55 strokes with the crop.  Unable to escape from her bonds she could do no other than take whatever was given, trying desperately not to cry as the pain built to unbearable levels in her ass.  But this Mistress was well practiced in the arts of inflicting pain to a well presented ass and seemed determined to break her.  And break her she did.  By the fortieth stroke she was crying uncontrollably.  Although she couldn’t see them, her buttocks were just one red mass of burning flesh sending urgent messages of unbelievable pain to her brain.
 
   In fact, it had become quite difficult for Mistress Angelica to find places on her sissy buttocks where she could strike without fear of breaking the skin, such was this maid’s fortitude, so it was with relief for her that the sobs eventually started, meaning she was close to her intended outcome.  As was her norm, she carried on with a good many more strokes from that point, reinforcing her control in the sub’s mind along with a deeply held wish to not have to take part in a repeat of such an activity as a result of poor performance or misbehaviour during her stay.  She’d been more resilient than most, if not all of the previous subs she’d disciplined, but eventually she broke, as they all did.  It would be a while before she could sit comfortably but then, she wasn’t here to sit down anyway.
 
   “Very pretty, 6.  The uniform suits your figure and if it wasn’t for your red blotchy face you’d look absolutely adorable.  Go and quickly wash those tears away and fix your makeup, then report to Chef in the kitchen to be assigned your duties for the evening.”  With that, Angelica, feeling rather flushed and moist, left the barn and headed with undue haste back to the gym.  Sissy maid E, and her very long tongue, would still be strapped in place on the bench where she’d left her upon receiving her mother’s summons to reception.
 
   Chef assigned 6 to waiting tables for the evening and paired her up with 4 for some quick instruction before the guests arrived on how to do it properly; which side to approach from to take orders, which side to deliver the food on, how to not be intrusive if the Mistress was talking, how to stand with legs apart until dismissed.  The instruction ended with a friendly tip to watch out for the old lady in room 3, who dined with her daughter and had a nasty habit of suddenly squeezing the maid’s testicles hard in a surprisingly firm grip so as to cause the unfortunate maid to spill the food.  Such a calamity would incur a severe, instant and public punishment for the maid by Mistress Angelica, who missed nothing, much to the old lady’s and the other guest’s amusement.
 
   The first guest arrived and sissy was sent to cut her teeth by taking her first order.  The Mistress was around 50, sissy guessed, with dark hair that was greying, a world weary face and a rather rotund figure.  As she approached she remembered 4’s guidance and also drew on his experiences of dining in the past.
 
   “Are you ready to order, Mistress?” she asked, curtseying expertly as she arrived at the table and then standing at her right side, legs apart as instructed.
 
   The Mistress was scanning the menu and took her time, reading each item several times over.  Sissy suddenly felt a warm hand travelling up her leg from the knee towards her crotch and she froze, standing stock still and wondering where this was leading to.  The Mistress continued to study the menu as her hand came to a stop at the swell of sissy’s buttocks.  Suddenly she looked straight into her eyes as her hand continued its journey onto her still sore buttocks, feeling the raised welts upon them from her earlier cropping.
 
   She sniggered.
 
   “Just how a sissy’s ass should always be,” she spoke to her quietly as she continued to explore her ass, pinching the tortured flesh and making her wince in pain and fight to remain in position.  Growing tired of her ass at last her hand travelled down and then between her legs, caressing her exposed balls and then closing around the solid plastic of her CD.  Sissy could feel no sensation apart from a vague awareness that she was lifting it, as if judging its weight.  Satisfied she circled her balls with her thumb and forefinger, her sac resting in the palm of her hand as she squeezed, gently at first but the grip slowly tightened causing a dull ache to start in her groin which gradually increased to almost unbearable proportions as the pressure increased.
 
   The Mistress sniggered.
 
   “Just how a sissy’s cock should always be,” she spoke once more, “but such a tiny thing in its prison.  Almost not worth bothering with.  I’m surprised your Mistress allows you to keep these.” She gave sissy’s balls one last hard squeeze to emphasis her point.  With that the invading hand was gone and the Mistress turned her attention back to her menu.
 
   “I’ll have the Ginger and Lentil soup to start, followed by the Beef Wellington.  That will be all.”
 
   “Thank you Mistress,” sissy replied, feeling a little nauseous from the pain inflicted to his balls.
 
   Relieved that the hand was no longer tormenting her balls and summarily dismissed, sissy scribbled down the Mistress’s order, curtseyed then turned and headed for the kitchen.  Surely this wasn’t the old lady 4 had warned her about, but if it wasn’t, could she expect this kind of torment from all of the Mistresses she served?  The thought filled her with dread.  And could she really tell how small her cock was just by feeling the weight of it in its prison, or had she been told somehow, had she spoken to Mistress Jenny, or had Mistress Angelica, or Mdme Chastain told her?  They had looked at it through the clear plastic of its enclosure whilst she was naked and would have seen that even when hard she did not fill the CD.  Her mind in turmoil at the humiliation she’d just experienced from this new and unknown Mistress, she almost fell through the door into the kitchen in her embarrassed haste.
 
   She immediately noticed the smirks on Chef and 4’s faces as she approached to deliver the Mistress’ order and she knew she’d been set up somehow.  Take the micky out of the new girl and all that.  She wanted to be angry for some reason, she certainly would have been ‘before’, but she realised that the situation actually turned her on.  One thing was for sure, if a Mistress grabbed her chastity device again she’d better be prepared for the sticky pre-cum that was now dripping copiously from the end of it.
 
   As luck would have it, she never got to serve the old lady that 4 had warned her about.  Yes, she realised who she was when a sudden clatter of dishes raised hilarity amongst the guests.  Poetic justice would have dictated that it was 4 who had spilled the food, but it was A, another sissy maid she’d not seen before.  She was required, however, to take Mistress Jenny and her two guest’s orders.
 
   They came in from the bar as maid A was receiving her painful discipline from Mistress Angelica’s crop. Mistress Jenny had her arm through each of her guest’s arms, laughing and speaking in a warm, genial and comfortable manner, almost as if they were old friends. Errol and Isaac were tall and lean and black as ebony, dressed casually in jacket and slacks with open necked shirts.  Mistress Jenny, however, looked absolutely stunning in a long, sky blue, evening gown that sissy had never seen before and she felt her heart flutter with pride that she was her Mistress.
 
   They stopped to admire Mistress Angelica’s technique as she swung her arm with absolute accuracy, the riding crop repeatedly eliciting anguished moans from sissy maid A each time it landed on her upturned, naked and defenceless buttocks.  Typically, Mistress Angelica did not stop until her ‘victim’ was uncontrollably shaking and blubbering, and her buttocks were one painful mass of purple/red welts.  She turned and bowed theatrically to the gathered Mistresses, who applauded her loudly for her efforts.
 
   Mistress Jenny took her seat at a table, not surprisingly the one with the number six painted artistically on the ornate wooden table marker, one of her guests being the perfect gentleman and assisting her to get seated, both men fussing over her and treating her like the lady she was.
 
   Sissy carried on with the order she was already taking, knowing that Mistress Jenny and her two guests would need to look at the menu for a few moments before they ordered.  She’d got used to the groping hands now, her ass seemed to be a source of fascination and pleasure to all of the Mistresses she served, each of them taking time to feel the welts and add a little discomfort of their own to her painful rear.
 
   Finally having delivered the order to the kitchen, she approached Mistress Jenny’s table, notepad at the ready and curtseyed as she arrived.  She couldn’t help but feel a tinge of jealousy at the situation.  Here was his wife and Mistress sitting down to dine with two black bulls, flirting with them and enjoying their company as equals, and later on both of them would be fucking her, sliding their large, thick, ebony cocks into her lovely body to drive her almost insane with the sheer pleasure of it, not to mention the pleasure they would receive themselves, a pleasure now forever denied to her.
 
   “Are Mistress and her guests ready to order?” she asked demurely, forcing her rebellious thoughts away.  She stood next to her Mistress with legs apart as directed and trying to keep her voice steady, trying not to let her feelings show through.  She knew these feelings were wrong, that she should no longer be jealous of Mistress’s lovers, but every now and again, like the twinge one feels occasionally after quitting smoking, the green eyed monster raised its ugly head and she fought to control it.
 
   One of her guests looked at her, noting the neat number 6 on her apron, a grin spreading wide across his face.
 
   “Look here Errol, this one belongs to Jenny.”
 
   “Ah, yes, so she does,” Errol smirked, “Wow, I must say, you’ve made such a pretty sissy of your husband, Jenny.  I could almost fancy her myself.”
 
   “Well, feel free Errol,” Jenny smirked, “I’m reliably informed that she gives one hell of a good blow job and, of course, she just loves to swallow as all sissy’s do.”
 
   All three burst into laughter at this and sissy wanted to crawl into a hole in abject humiliation.
 
   “I’m sure she does,” Errol managed in between loud guffaws.
 
   Sissy could only stand there and soak up the humiliation, her cock throbbing harder and harder in the confining enclosure it had been locked into for so long.  Suddenly she felt a hand on her balls, caressing and feeling, gently squeezing each one in an almost loving way.  She was, however, confused.  She could see both of Mistress Jenny’s hands as she held the menu!  It must be Isaac, she determined, he was the only one close enough.  She wanted to look but dare not, besides, it was pleasant, much different to the treatment the Mistresses had so far given them, and she didn’t want it to stop.
 
   “Sissy, Errol paid you a compliment.  Where are your manners, girl?  What do you say?”
 
   “Thank you Sir,” sissy replied contritely.
 
   “I should think so,” Mistress replied. “Think yourself lucky I don’t tell Mistress Angelica of your bad manners but I’m in a good mood, and in very pleasant company, so I’ll let it slide this time.  Don’t let it happen again, sissy.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress.” Sissy turned to Errol and spoke directly to him.  “I’m sorry for forgetting my manners and not thanking you for your kind comments, Sir.”
 
   “Good, that’s much better, sissy.  Now take our orders.”
 
   As sissy wrote down their orders she suddenly, sadly, felt the caressing hand leave her balls.  They felt cold and exposed afterwards and she wished it could have continued but she must get the order back to the kitchen and move on to the next guest.  The dining room was getting busy now and she was finding it quite challenging.  She had much more appreciation now for the waitresses who’d served her in the past, some of whom, she was now ashamed to say, she’d verbally abused when they didn’t come up to what she thought was the required standard.
 
   It was hours later when all of the Mistresses and their guests were gone, the dishes were all washed and tables cleaned down and reset for the morning and her feet were killing her in her heels.  She’d dropped a plate in the kitchen, smashing it in to hundreds of small pieces at some point in the evening.  Luckily it was an empty plate returned from the dining room, but even so, Chef had ordered her to bend over the sink and given her 30 good hard strokes with a thick leather strop usually used for sharpening knives, reigniting the fire in her buttocks.
 
   As she was on all fours trying to find and collect all of the little pieces the telephone rang.
 
   “Yes, of course Mdme.  She’ll be with you shortly,” Chef replied to the caller after listening for a few seconds.  She replaced the receiver and turned to sissy.  “6. Report to Mdme Chastain at reception.  Immediately.”
 
   “Yes, Chef.”
 
   Sissy wondered what Mdme could possibly want and fearing for the worst she hurried through to reception, stopping before Mdme and the reception counter with a crisply executed curtsey.
 
   “Ah, 6.  Take these to room 6 and be quick about it, the guests are waiting.”  Mdme Chastain handed sissy a silver tray upon which were a dozen assorted condoms.
 
   “At once Mdme, sissy replied and curtseyed once more, turning away to do her bidding.  She was puzzled as she ascended to the 1st floor.  Why did Mistress need condoms?  After they had stopped trying to make a baby and Mistress had locked her cock in the chastity device, she’d gone on the contraceptive pill.  She’d one day explained to sissy, once the realisation of being cuckolded had dawned on her, that it was to provide her lovers with the best possible sexual experience when fucking her and so that she didn’t get pregnant as a result.  If she was on the pill she didn’t need condoms.  She puzzled for a while as she made her way to the landing but as she approached room 6 it suddenly came to her.  She was being safe.  She didn’t know these two black bulls who were about to fuck her and she was being careful.  That was it, of course.  Relieved, she knocked on the door of her Mistresses room and waited, head bowed, listening to the squeals of pleasure and laughter coming from within.
 
   Suddenly the door opened causing sissy to start.  In front of her, directly in her line of vision was a naked man, black skinned and with a large, erect cock protruding rudely from his hairy groin.
 
   “At last.  What took you so long?  This slut is gagging for it like a bitch in heat.  Bring them in and put them on the table over there.”  Isaac pointed to the same table upon which the coffee tray had once rested.
 
   Sissy entered the room and walked towards the table.  Sneaking a look at the bed she could see Mistress and Errol, both naked, engaging in oral sex with each other in the classic 69 position.  Mistress was on top with her ass towards her and she could see Errol’s hands on her buttocks and his tongue licking up and down the pink, slick, spread open pussy above him.  At the same time she could hear sucking and slurping sounds from where her Mistress’s head was bobbing up and down at Errol’s crotch, his cock sliding easily full length into her willing mouth.  Both Errol and Mistress were groaning lasciviously at the sexual pleasure each was giving the other.
 
   “Get one of those condoms and bring it to me,” Isaac ordered and sissy complied immediately, selecting one at random and taking it over to where Isaac stood next to the couple on the bed avidly watching the oral sex taking place before him.
 
   “Kneel and kiss my cock, 6, then put the condom on it, I’m gonna fuck this bitch silly in a minute.”
 
   Sissy knelt and did as requested, bringing his lips to Isaac’s cock head which was already slick with pre-cum.  She thought to kiss it quickly and then get the condom on it, but Isaac had other ideas and grabbed the back of her head, forcing the huge bulbous knob into her mouth.
 
   “That’s right, 6, clean that pre-cum and get me nice and hard for this bitch.”
 
   As Isaac’s cock slid into and filled her mouth, sissy couldn’t help but be annoyed at the disrespectful term ‘bitch’ that Isaac kept using in reference to her Mistress, her Goddess.  She wanted to remonstrate with him, to tell him to talk about her with more respect, but it was impossible to do so with her mouth full of cock.  Besides which, she reasoned that it was no longer her place to do so and if she did it would most likely incur punishment.  
 
   By this time Isaac’s cock had entered sissy’s throat, forcing her to deal with the gag reflex that the rude intrusion produced.  She looked up in to Isaac’s beaming face as she deep throated his cock, her lips now brushing against his ball sac and the need to breathe becoming quite urgent, but Isaac held her there.
 
   “Hey, Errol, this sissy bitch has took my whole cock, full length in her mouth.  Never had that before.  God it feels good, man.”
 
   “Stop fooling around, Isaac, we’re here to do a job.  Get over here and stick you cock in this bitch’s pussy,” Errol’s muffled voice drifted over from between Jenny’s legs as he continued to lap at her dripping pink cunt.
 
   Reluctantly, but to sissy’s relief, Isaac pulled his cock slowly out of her mouth, savouring every last moment to the full.  Even Errol didn’t know that he was truly bi, ac/dc as some people referred to his sexual predilection. He’d love to go one on one with this white sissy slut on her knees before him, knowing that even though she sucked cock so expertly she was actually a straight male.
 
   Sissy had, however, done her job well and Isaac’s cock was fully engorged and erect, almost touching his belly as it plopped out of sissy’s mouth and sprung upwards with a short bounce.  Sissy immediately opened the condom wrapper and rolled the thin rubber sheath down the length of Isaac’s hardness.  His cock, sissy enviously judged, was at least 9 inches long and fairly thick along its full length.  She knew her Mistress would derive great pleasure from being fucked by it.
 
   “Now guide my cock into that bitch’s pussy and then fuck off, this is man’s work here this evening.  I’m gonna make this bitch scream.”
 
   Sissy followed Isaac’s instructions and, holding his cock lightly between her thumb and forefinger, just behind the head, she guided it to the dripping opening of his Mistress’s pussy.  The opening was already distended, the black hole which was the entrance to her body, to her womb, was now a familiar sight to sissy since Steve had stretched it with his enormous, monster, cock.  Even if she was ever allowed to put her little cock in there again, she doubted that she would touch the sides and knew that Mistress would not get any pleasure from it.  But Isaac’s cock was eminently big enough to do the job.
 
   As Isaac took over and began driving his cock deep into Mistress’s body, accompanied by muffled groans of delight from around Errol’s cock, sissy reluctantly headed for the door as instructed, disappointed that she’d been dismissed.  She wanted to watch these two black bulls take her Mistress, drive her to ever higher states of pleasure and bliss as her body was wracked with multiple orgasms.  Her Mistress’s pleasure was now her pleasure, it was her only real source of any kind of sexual pleasure now.  Silently, reluctantly, her cock throbbing painfully in its small constricting tube, she left the room and figured she’d better report back to Mdme. Chastain for further orders.  She hoped she wouldn’t spot the sticky pre-cum coating the insides of her thighs.
 
   “Ah, 6, it’s about time you re-appeared, what took you so long?  Never mind, you’re here now.  Report to room three, Mistress Doreen had need of your tongue.”
 
   Resigned to her fate she went back up to the first floor and turned right towards room 3, trying desperately to remember who Mistress Doreen was.  She knew that room three was occupied by the two Mistresses who were mother and daughter, the mother being the little, wizened old lady who was the scourge of the waiting staff in the dining room, whilst the daughter was a short, plain and rotund Mistress, heavy of thigh and thick of waist.  But which one was Mistress Doreen?  Either way, she shuddered at the task she was going to have to perform next and it was with some trepidation that she knocked on the door, knowing that she really had no choice in the matter.  Why did that thought turn her on so, she asked himself in horrified disbelief?
 
   “Come.”
 
   Sissy entered the room which was, in fact, the mirror image of Mistress Jenny’s on the opposite side of the house.  It was just as luxuriously opulent but whereas Mistress Jenny’s just had one huge double bed, this one contained two but still managed to look just as uncluttered, such was its size.
 
   Sissy immediately saw that the mother was sitting on the sofa whilst the rotund daughter hovered near the door.  She curtseyed to them both as she entered then stood, head bowed and arms folded in the small of her back and awaited further instructions.
 
   “OK, I’ll be down in the bar, mother.  Send me a text when you’re done with her and I’ll come up.  I hear she’s very good with her tongue and it would be a shame to miss out.  Have fun.”
 
   With that the daughter brushed by sissy and left, leaving sissy with the dawning realisation that Mistress Doreen was the old lady and she was now going to have to…..
 
   Sissy started at the sound of clicking fingers.  Looking up from the floor she realised that Mistress Doreen had now raised her grey pleated skirt to her waist and shuffled forward on the sofa to the edge where she now sat with a toothless grin on her wrinkled, lived in, face, her spindly legs wide open and her right forefinger pointing at her glistening pink, hairless, cunt that had, no doubt, seen plenty of action over the Mistress’s long lifetime.
 
   Reluctantly, and with her constrained cock already throbbing painfully, sissy dropped to her knees before Mistress Doreen and bent to her inescapable task.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 8
 
   Sissy eventually found her way back to her bunk in the stable block around two the next morning.  The old Mistress had kept her busy, working hard to drive her to three, surprisingly gushing, orgasms for what seemed like an eternity.  Then, jaw aching terribly, it had been the rotund daughter’s turn who had sat on her face, smothering her in mountains of flabby female flesh until she was sure she was going to suffocate, lifting just in time to let her breathe before dropping down again.  To begin with her pussy tasted of urine, she’d obviously imbibed a quantity of liquid in the bar and had needed to use the ladies room before she came back to room three.  Each time she lifted she would move slightly forward or back, thus presenting her with both holes and a clit to lick in turn, letting her orgasms build slowly rather than, sissy suspected, quickly had she been allowed to concentrate just on her clit.  She obviously wanted take her time and draw the maximum amount pleasure from the activities.  The activities culminated after her third orgasm by her taking a piss directly into sissy’s mouth as she squatted above him, controlling the flow expertly so that sissy had time to swallow before her mouth overflowed.  As she was licking her clean afterwards she wondered if she’d go for another orgasm but it was not the case.  She was summarily dismissed when she deemed she’d completed her task.
 
   It seemed like she’d only just closed her eyes when the clatter of a bell being swung loudly by Mistress Angelica aroused her from her slumber.  She could see through the curtain-less windows that the day was only just breaking outside and the dawn chorus provided by the feathered residents of the hall’s grounds was in full swing.  All the sissy maids were ushered naked into the open bathroom where Mistress Angelica supervised them as they emptied their bladders and bowels.  Afterwards, she delighted in squeezing the bulb of warm soapy water for each of them, thus filling their bowels to the limit and making them hold for at least 5 minutes afterwards.
 
   Then they shaved, showered and dressed in newly laundered uniforms.  One of the sissy’s would be detailed for the day to launder and press the uniforms they’d taken off the night before so that they were ready for the next day.  Finally they were all lined up for inspection before they were sent about their allotted tasks.  Mistress Angelica was a stickler for presentation and anyone with the slightest thing out of place on their uniform or general appearance was immediately given 20 strokes of her crop, so everyone tried their hardest to be just perfect, fussing over everything from their patent leather Mary Jane’s to the positioning of the white lace maid’s cap on their heads.
 
   Sissy found herself vacuuming and dusting in the dining room, working hard to get it done before opening at 7am for breakfast.  Not all of the Mistresses came down to the dining room for breakfast but some did and the room had to be spotless in readiness for them.  Many of the Mistresses actually took their breakfast in their rooms, phoning down their orders and having it delivered to eat on their balcony in the early morning sun and when the phones started to ring at 7 o’clock sissy found herself running up and down delivering the food orders to the rooms.
 
   Her third order was to room 3, where she was hugely embarrassed to go, given what she’d been made to do there with its two occupants the night before.  Blushing hotly she kept her head down and avoided all eye contact, as much for herself as because that was what was expected, and placed the meals on the balcony table where the two Mistresses were already seated, taking care to keep clear of the old lady’s grasping fingers.  To her huge embarrassment they were discussing her as if she wasn’t there, going over the things they’d made ‘that sissy maid’ do and how good they thought her tongue was.
 
   As she left room 3 Mistress Angelica was standing in the corridor with a sly smile on her lips.  
 
   “Ah, sissy 6.  There you are.  I’ve been looking for you.  Come.”
 
   With that she turned on her heel and set off down the corridor to the other side of the house, leaving sissy to scurry along behind her wondering what was in store for her.
 
   Soon it dawned that she was heading for room 6 and sissy wondered what she would find there.  Would her Mistress still be there, still in bed, would her lovers of the previous night still be there, perhaps in the huge bed with her?  Whatever, she hoped that Mistress Jenny had been fulfilled by the two bulls and that they had given her the sexual pleasure that she so richly deserved but that she was not able to provide.
 
   “Mistress Jenny asked me to make sure that you came into here to pick up the gift that Master Isaac and Master Errol left for you.  She was quite excited about it and knew that you would be too and it’s so thoughtful of Master Isaac and Master Errol.  You must make a point of thanking them when you see them,” 
 
   Mistress Angelica spoke over her shoulder as she led sissy into the room and walked towards the rumpled bed.  On the table beside it was a pretty multi-coloured box about 6 inches square, wrapped with a pink ribbon tied in a large bow on top.  
 
   “Go on, open it, 6.”
 
   Mistress Angelica stood aside after pointing out the gift wrapped box, now a cruel, mocking smile crossed her face as sissy nervously reached out and pulled the bow to untie it.
 
   Sissy’s mind was in turmoil wondering what the two bulls could possibly have left her as a gift, it seemed such a strange thing to do.  However, Mistress Angelica was waiting impatiently, tapping her foot and smiling strangely, waiting for her to get on and open it.  The ribbon was undone and she nervously pulled open the lid.  The box was surprisingly heavy she noticed and there was no wonder when she saw inside.
 
   Inside was a large, thick glass ashtray with a couple of thick cigar butts stubbed out in it.  But it was the other contents that mesmerised sissy.  She counted no less than seven used and still full condoms, the creamy off white cum inside them being explicit evidence of the wanton debauchery that had gone on in this room between her Mistress and her two black bulls since sissy was last here.
 
   “Oh, 6.  Just look at that.  Mistress Jenny must have been kept very busy last night by her two guests.  Isn’t it kind of them to leave you their used condoms?  They could just as easily have flushed them down the loo but Mistress Jenny told me how you just love the taste of cum and she must have told them too.  Just goes to show what really nice Masters they are.  You must thank them profusely when you see them.”
 
   Sissy stood in silence, trying not to think about what Mistress Angelica was intimating about the contents of the condoms.  She hoped that Masters Isaac and Errol had departed already and she wouldn’t have to face them, the humiliation would be unbearable.  However, Mistress Angelica (and no doubt Mistress Jenny and Masters Isaac and Errol) had other plans.
 
   She watched as Mistress Angelica reached into the box and pulled out the seven condoms, holding them by their open end in her black calf skin clad hands, the heavy nipple like ends swinging merrily as she lifted them.
 
   “Open wide, 6,” she ordered.
 
   Sissy thought for a minute she was going to empty their contents into her mouth then and there, but she couldn’t have been further from the truth.  Instead, Mistress placed just the open reinforced rubber ends into sissy’s mouth and ordered her to clamp them there with her lips, the condoms dangling down over her chin and the weighted ends still swinging.  Sissy could smell her Mistress on the outside of the condoms, the odour of her pussy juices was unmistakable and gave her some sort of comfort.
 
   “There.  Now go down to the breakfast room and thank Master Isaac and Master Errol nicely for their gift, 6.”
 
   Sissy suddenly went cold at these words and then felt a hot flush rising from her chest.  Please no, not in front of everyone.  Not in public.  It was too much to bear.  But bear it she must, she had no choice but to obey.  Mistress Angelica would tolerate no disobedience, of that she was absolutely sure.  As she self-consciously curtseyed and turned to head for the breakfast room as instructed she couldn’t help but notice the insistent pain from her little man-clit as it strained valiantly but fruitlessly to break free of its bonds.
 
   Sissy entered the dining room as quietly and unobtrusively as she could, hoping that no one would notice her.  But it was as if they were expecting her, everything went suddenly very quiet and all the Mistresses turned to face her.  Even the old, wrinkled Mistress from room three, whose equally old and wrinkled pussy sissy had become intimately acquainted with the previous evening, was there.  She suddenly cackled as only the old can do, starting everyone else off sniggering at sissy’s plight.
 
   As if in a daze, humiliated beyond belief, she approached table six, her grinning Mistress and her equally grinning guests.  The three of them had slated their lusts in an orgy of sexual pleasure over an extended period of rampant fucking in order to fill seven condoms and sissy could only wonder about the sexual appetite of her Mistress and the stamina of her two bulls.
 
   “Oh, darling sissy, you look so cute with those in your mouth, doesn’t she Errol?”
 
   “Yeah, cute,” Errol replied, smirking from ear to ear.
 
   “Yeah.  Pity you couldn’t manage a fourth one like me, Errol,” Isaac mocked.
 
   “Well, I’d had a long day and was feelin’ a little tired, man.  But now I see them in this sissy faggot’s sweet lips, I wish I’d made the effort.”  Errol grinned at sissy as he spoke, watching her humiliated expression with amusement.
 
   “Well, I’m sure she’s excited and just gagging to taste your gifts, so shall we get on with it?”  Mistress Jenny stood as she spoke and reached out, grabbing the teat end of two of the condoms and lifting them up above sissy’s mouth in front of her eyes.  Sissy watched as the cum slowly slid down the length of the two condoms towards her tightly clamped lips. All of the Mistresses present in the room had, by now, gathered around table six to watch the humiliating spectacle unfold, even the sissy maids present were watching from a distance whilst apparently busying themselves tidying and cleaning the abandoned tables.
 
   “That’s it, keep your lips closed until we’re ready sissy,” Mistress Jenny whispered. “Come on guys, I only have two hands.”
 
   With that both Errol and Isaac stood and joined Mistress Jenny, taking two condoms each and similarly lifting them to allow their contents to flow downward.
 
   “Oh, dear.  We need another hand,” Mistress Jenny sniggered, looking at the seventh condom still hanging on sissy’s chin.  “You’ll have to hold it up yourself, sissy.”
 
   Sissy could feel the weight of the fluid now, cold against her rather hot lips.  It was truly going to be a huge mouthful of cum all at once and sissy hoped she wouldn’t choke and spray it over Mistress and the two Masters.  That would be really bad, especially for her when they’d calmed down.  She lifted the seventh condom into the air before her eyes, her face beaconing hot and red as she did so.
 
   “Now, on the count of three, open wide sissy.”  Mistress beamed, clearly fully enjoying her sissy sub’s miserable, squirming embarrassment.  Suddenly, as one, all the Mistresses in the room shouted out.
 
   “One”
 
   “Two”
 
   “Three”
 
   A huge cheer went up as sissy opened her mouth and the huge mass of cum slowly slid from the assembled condoms, not a drop was missed.  She knew better than to swallow immediately, knowing that at least Mistress Jenny and probably Master Isaac and Errol would want to see it filling her mouth first, coating her tongue and gums in its salty creaminess.
 
   Chapter 9
 
   At around the same time as sissy was eating Master Errol and Master Isaac’s cum that Saturday morning, Spunky was looking forward to a whole weekend living her new role in life as a cat.  She was unaware that her owner, Jenny, had gone away for the weekend and when she heard the key in the flat door she fully expected it to be Jenny, or even John, who walked in.  She was in for quite a shock.
 
   “Hello Spunky,” Charlotte beamed as she entered the flat, “aww, don’t hide.  There’s someone I’d like you to meet.”
 
   Spunky had fled as soon as she saw who came through the door and she hid behind the sofa, squeezing into the small space between it and the wall.
 
   “You remember Mikey, don’t you?” Charlotte asked.  She actually, but very briefly, felt a little embarrassed for Zoe, bringing Mikey into her flat where she was helpless and naked.  Charlotte was fully aware of Mikey and Zoe’s history.  She felt her pussy dampen at the thought of what would happen over the next few hours.  Poor Zoe!
 
   Mikey walked into the flat grinning from ear to ear.  He was sexually excited already, his cock throbbing hard and tenting the front of his trousers.  Like John, Mikey usually spent much of his time locked in a chastity device.  Mistress Charlotte enjoyed being the key holder for the device which ensured his complete fidelity and obedience to her.  The arrangement was a little different to Jenny and John’s though, the device was a lot bigger to accommodate Mikey’s substantially larger cock, he was even able to more or less get a full erection whilst wearing it, and it was removed daily so that he could pleasure his Mistress.  Charlotte had removed it just before they left home that morning.  She wanted to take full advantage of the history between the three of them to humiliate Zoe to the full.
 
   “Come on out Spunky and meet Mikey.  I guess you haven’t seen him for a while but no need to be shy.”  Charlotte sniggered and looked around the room, spotting the thin chain which crossed the floor and led directly to Spunky where she was hiding.  She sniggered again and picked it up.  She gently, but insistently, began to pull.
 
   Oh my god, not Mikey too!  Zoe was beside herself with embarrassment.  How could she face him, them, naked like this, let them see her, user her for sex as they undoubtedly would.  Her flesh crawled at the thought of Mikey touching her, fucking her, but what could she do?  As the chain attached to her suddenly went tight and pulled insistently at her nipples and clit, she knew there was nothing she could do.  Jenny had made sure of that, she thought ruefully.
 
   Slowly, inexorable, at the insistence of the tugs from the chain, she backed out from her hiding place, knowing that the first Mikey would see of her would be her naked ass, the dark puckered ring of her anus and the pink slit of her hairless pussy, something which he’d probably had many a wet dream about whilst imagining what it would be like during his teenage years.  Oh why had she crawled in here forwards rather than backwards?  But would that have been any better in the long run?  He was bound to see all those parts of her in the next few minutes anyway.
 
   Truth was, she didn’t want HIM to see any part of her naked flesh, not back then at school, or now.  But her only choice would be to call the whole thing off, something which Jenny had made quite clear was not really an option.  She either lived her fantasy or she didn’t, she couldn’t pick and choose, that was the deal.  Silently she cursed Jenny for putting her in this predicament with Mikey but red faced she continued to emerge ass first from her hiding place, no doubt giving Mikey the thrill of his life.
 
   She heard Mikey whistle, remembering it from school as the whistle he used when he saw something he lusted over, an attractive girl in a short skirt, for example.  She shuddered, imagining what he could see right then, the whole of her sex presented to him, her most intimate places laid bare and open to his gaze.  She wanted to die, the embarrassment was too much, and if she knew Charlotte at all then she knew that this was just the start.
 
   “What a pretty little kitty,” Charlotte crooned. “Mikey, this is Spunky.”
 
   “She sure is,” Mikey replied and chuckled.  “Can I touch Mistress?”
 
   “In a minute.  Drop your trousers and show Spunky what she’s been missing all these years.”
 
   Mikey grinned and dropped his trousers immediately, his huge cock springing stiffly to attention the moment he did so.
 
   “What do you think Spunky?  Come and say hello to Mikey properly by kissing his cock.”
 
   Spunky shuddered as she looked at it.  It was huge compared to the cocks of her usual boyfriends in the past.  Normally, if she’d dated someone and found out his cock was that big she would dump them immediately.  She had to admit it had been funny to see their faces when she did, they were oh, so, proud of their huge erections and randy as hell as they showed it to her.  So the disappointment on their faces as she ordered them to leave, stuffing their stiff appendages back into their trousers as they did so, was very amusing and satisfying.  She didn’t want something that big invading her body.
 
   Mikey, in his eagerness had moved and now stood directly in front of her, his long, thick cock throbbing and starting to drip pre-cum right in front of her face.  Spunk stared, mesmerised by the big purple knob twitching merrily in front of her but made no move to obey Charlotte’s instruction.
 
   “Hmmm.  A little rebellion going on here, I see.  I know just the cure for that, it worked perfectly on your brother.  Now, where did you put that plimsoll, Spunky?  In the bottom draw of the desk wasn’t it?  Ah, yes.  Here it is.”
 
   Charlotte had opened the draw and found what she was looking for, turning to smile at Spunky as she held the plimsoll in one hand and gently slapped its sole into the palm of her other.
 
   God, no!  Not that!  Spunky realised the poetic justice of what Charlotte was intending to do in the next few seconds and she wanted to run and hide again, but it was impossible.  Mikey was standing on the chain, keeping her in place in front of him and grinning down at her lasciviously.
 
   Thwack.  The first blow from the plimsoll on her lily white and exposed ass hurt like hell and made her gasp in pain.  But it didn’t stop there.  Charlotte had waited a long time for this and intended to extract the maximum amount of pleasure and satisfaction from it.  When she’d finished, not only would this slut kiss Mikey’s cock but she be happy to blow him and swallow his cum too, if only Charlotte didn’t use the plimsoll again.
 
   From the fifth strike Charlotte started ordering Spunky to kiss Mikey’s cock again, but still she refused.  Thwack.  The plimsoll discipline continued and it wasn’t until the ninth stroke when the pain in her ass became too unbearable that, with tears rolling down her cheeks, her stubbornness abandoned her and she at last kissed the shiny, dripping, purple knob in front of her.  A quick kiss with pursed lips and she hoped it was all over.  She was disgustedly aware that the string of pre-cum that had been dangling from the slit in the end of Mikey’s cock was now dangling from her bottom lip.
 
   “Aww, doesn’t she look pretty with your cum at last dangling from her face, Mikey?  Just how a slut like this should look.”
 
   “Yeah, it looks good Mistress.”  In truth, as Spunky had kissed his cock, it had taken all of his will power not to ejaculate then and there.  He’d fantasized of this since his school days but never did he think that it would actually happen, that her face would ever be this close to his hard, erect cock.  That she would actually kiss it!  That his cum would be on her face.
 
   “Now Spunky, take Mikey’s cock in your mouth and suck him off,” Charlotte demanded as she resumed the spanking with the plimsoll.  Thwack.
 
   Spunky felt revulsion at the order she’d just been given, it was bad enough having to kiss it and having his pre-cum on her lip and chin.  No, she wouldn’t do it, she would refuse.  But the pain in her ass was getting unbearable, she was whimpering and crying, each blow chipping away at her resolve, she wanted to cry out, say STOP!  But she was forbidden to speak human words whilst in role, Jenny had made that quite clear.  So there was a decision to make, abandon her lifelong fantasy that Jenny had at last made come true for her, or obey Charlotte and suck Mikey off.
 
   She’d never sucked cock before, it was something she’d always refused to do for her boyfriends, much to their disappointment.  She thought that to do so would demean her, that such a disgusting act was below her, something that only sluts, porn stars and whores did, and that they would lose respect for her once she’d taken their penises into her mouth and let them shoot their cum.
 
   By the fifteenth stroke her ass was on fire and she could bear the pain no longer.  She was glad that in her role she wore no eye makeup as it would be running down her face now in black streaks with her tears.  Decision made, and the only one she could make, she hesitantly parted her lips and immediately received Mikey’s thrusting knob into the inviting opening she’d now provided, filling her mouth completely and stopping at the constriction of her throat, totally blocking her airway.
 
   “Look at me, Spunky.  I want you to look adoringly up at my face whilst my cock is in your mouth and think of what an honour it is for you to suck me at last.” 
 
   Mikey knew that he would cum very quickly.  His fantasies had come true and he was so horny.  He could feel that he was on the very edge of shooting his load into the mouth he’d dreamed of shooting it into for so long.  But he wanted to savour the moment for a while so he remained still, his cock half disappeared into her mouth and lodged there at the back of her throat.  He put his hand at the back of her head to stop her from pulling back, easily holding her there.  He knew he was blocking her airway and that soon he would need to let her breathe, but he also knew that as soon as he did his balls would erupt and he would explode in her throat.
 
   Charlotte, meanwhile, continued with the plimsoll, striking the lovely bright red ass over and over until she reached the twentieth stroke.  That should be enough, she thought, and if it turns out that the slut isn’t completely compliant after this, she’d give her some more.  She moved back and sat on the sofa, drinking in the sight before her with a sense of achievement.  Who’s the goddess now, she thought vindictively?  Reaching into her handbag she brought out her phone and activated the camera.  She just had to have a picture of Zoe Mason for posterity, naked and on her hands and knees sucking Mikey’s cock, and perhaps to show some of their old school friends that she was still in touch with, who still remembered the haughty cow who always looked down on them.
 
   Mikey could see Spunky beginning to get alarmed and agitated as the need to breathe became more and more urgent.  He delighted in her struggles, ineffectual as they were.  She was totally at his mercy and it felt sublime.  The cum boiled in his balls, he knew the slightest movement would immediately set his orgasm off and he fought the urge as long as he could.  But it was inevitable, his need to cum and Spunky’s need to breathe came together at the same time.  He pulled back, careful not to pull out completely, just enough to let her breathe.  He imagined her relief as she gratefully sucked in lungs full of air around his cock, little did she know that any second nooooowww…..
 
   He came copiously.  Thick spurts of creamy cum erupted from the end of his cock again and again into the delicious mouth of his once unattainable childhood dream.  He’d briefly wondered how she would cope with it before he’d pulled back, but now he was in the throes of one of the best orgasms he’d ever had in his life and his attention focussed only on himself, on the intensely pleasurable sensations that were centred round his groin.
 
   A while later, what seemed like an absolute age but in reality was probably only a few seconds, Mikey returned to the real world, noting with amusement that Spunky was half choking as she tried to breathe and at the same time deal with the huge amount of salty, sticky, gloopy fluid he’d just deposited in her throat.  Charlotte was now kneeling beside her, her hand under Spunky’s chin, holding her head back.
 
   “No spitting, Spunky.  Swallow it all up like the good little slut you are.  Jenny didn’t christen you Spunky for nothing, I guess she has plans for you to be eating lovely cum on a regular basis now, just like your sissy brother.”
 
   


  
 

Chapter 9
 
   Charlotte was enjoying herself and the situation she’d got Zoe in at last.  The ice maiden has finally thawed, she thought as Spunky choked and cried and struggled to deal with the cum in her throat and the pain in her rear.  Zoe had always been so aloof and superior at school, serene and beautiful like a swan, looking at boys like Mikey with disdain, and she was sure that she only tolerated Charlotte because they lived near each other and had grown up from babies together, their moms being best friends.  Plus the fact that when Zoe stood next to Charlotte the difference in their respective attractiveness was enhanced even more, Zoe’s slim, elegant beauty and Charlotte’s rotund, inelegant obesity.
 
   It all calmed down after a few minutes and Charlotte went and sat on the sofa.  Mikey’s cock now hung limply between his legs and Spunky’s stomach was now full of his cum.  The tears had stopped and she’d regained her composure but no doubt she was a lot less haughty now, and hopefully more obedient.  Charlotte had one more test to do before she took her own pleasure from the helpless kitty before her.
 
   “Spunky, look at me,” she ordered.
 
   Spunky turned and looked at Charlotte, emitting a quiet meooow as she did so.
 
   “Beg, Spunky.”
 
   Charlotte watched in amusement as the cat-girl immediately sat back on her haunches with her knees wide apart and her paws up in the air, just as Jenny had told her she would do.  She admired her beautiful, firm breasts which stuck straight out from her chest with little or no noticeable sag, the dark brown aureole of her nipples just begging to be sucked.  Glee fully she snapped away with her phone camera, capturing the humiliating and explicit poses Spunky was forced to adopt.
 
   “Cower.”
 
   Spunky immediately rotated forward into a position of supplication, placing her forehead onto the carpet, her front legs outstretched before her and her bright red ass in the air.  Click.
 
   “Tummy rub.”
 
   Spunky rolled over onto her back and spread her four legs wide allowing complete access for the intended purpose but also putting on quite a show for the humans present.  Mikey grinned and knelt beside her, first rubbing her hard, flat stomach and then moving on to fondle her irresistible breasts and pinch her hard, erect nipples.  He was in heaven as he played with this beautiful woman’s body in a manner that he never thought possible.  He slid his hand slowly down her to her belly and down still further until his forefinger slid into the hairless crease of her cunt, feeling the ring that pierced her clit and to which her chain was attached.  Click.
 
   “Hhmmm.  Let’s have a closer look at where that chain goes, shall we?  Inspection.”
 
   There it was, the command that Spunky was dreading.  It required her to get into one of the most crude, rude and disgusting positions a woman could ever get into, and display herself explicitly and intimately to everyone present.  It was not a position that any good girl would ever want to adopt, only a slut would do so in her opinion.  She guessed that made her a slut just as Charlotte had been calling her.  Slowly she adopted the position, bringing her hind legs up to her shoulders and then spreading them wide so that her fore legs could pass between them and pin them back whilst her paws spread her pussy lips open wide.  He face was as pink as her glistening, slick slit by the time she was in position.
 
   Mikey immediately slid two fingers into her sopping cunt, sliding them in easily their full length.  Click.  Mikey’s cock was beginning to swell again as, almost in a dream, he crudely fingered his childhood dream’s cunt, experiencing no resistance, no admonishing words about being so crude and disgusting, just mute compliance and acceptance from the beautiful creature before him.
 
   Charlotte allowed Mikey to carry on for a while, savouring the delicious sight she’d never thought she’d ever see.  She knew Zoe would be hating every minute of it and given the choice would never have dreamed of behaving like such a slut, especially with Mikey.  But she no longer had that choice.  That had been taken away from her once she’d accepted her new role in life.  Now she must suck whatever cock was presented to her, whomever it belonged to, just as she must eat whatever pussy was presented to her.  Thinking of which!
 
   Charlotte utched her ass to the edge of the sofa and spread her legs wide open.  She wore no panties, she very rarely did these days.  She was extremely hirsute, the thick black curls for the most part hid her slick gash from view under normal circumstances.  But she was so horny right then and her sex had opened up like a clam, revealing the inner pinkness of her labia between the thick, rubbery and very hairy outer lips.
 
   This time she clicked her fingers.  It got the attention she required as both faces turned towards her.  She pointed at her glistening pink snatch.
 
   “Spunky.  Lick.”
 
   She thrilled as Spunky rose from her crude position on the floor, pulling herself off Mikey’s now slick fingers, and crawled on all fours towards her, her beautiful face heading straight between her legs towards her waiting pussy.  
 
   Spunky stopped just short, so close that Charlotte could feel her warm breath on her clit.  The thick black curls were wet and sticking to Charlotte’s huge thighs and her pink clit had swollen and revealed itself from below the protective hood.  The rest of the pink gash before her glistened with pussy juice which puddled in the opening to her body before dripping slowly down to her anus and from there onto the floor.  Charlotte was most definitely in full heat and to Spunky her cunt looked to be the most unappetising and disgusting thing she’d ever seen, could she really lick it without retching?
 
   She made the only noise she could and looked up pleadingly into Charlotte’s eyes.
 
   “Meeeoooow.”
 
   Charlotte laughed.  “Ah, Spunky.  You like what you see, hey.   Well it will be a special treat for you to lick it then, won’t it?  Come on, get on with it.  I haven’t got all day.”
 
   Reluctantly Spunky pushed her face forward, putting out her tongue as she did so.  Her face wedged between Charlotte’s huge flabby thighs which felt damp against her cheeks.  Her tongue touched the hot, protruding bud of her sex, sending electric thrills through Charlotte’s body, which immediately began to squirm in delight, from the first touch.  If she could get away with concentrating just on her clit and avoid the unappetising collected juices below that would suit Spunky just fine.  But it wasn’t to be.
 
   “Down lower, Spunky.  Drink my pussy juice and then stick your pretty little tongue up my cunt and clean it out.  Do it.  Now.”
 
   Spunky had no choice, she fought down the bile that tried to rise in her throat.  Why was it so unappetising to her, she wondered?  Charlotte’s wasn’t the first pussy she’d gone down on in her life, and Jenny’s just recently had been just as sopping but she’d sucked up her juice ravenously.  Was it because she had no choice?  Maybe it was just because it was Charlotte, her oldest friend, her fattest friend.  Could that be it?  Was it because of her size?  Did that cause a lack of sexual desire in her?  She’d certainly not harboured any sexual desire for Charlotte at any time in her life, which was more than she could say for a number of her other friends from school days.  Anyway, it was all academic now, given her situation.  She’d given away her freedom of will in her eagerness to live out her deepest fantasy.  All she could do was obey.
 
   Charlotte enjoyed the slurping sounds coming from between her legs.  She knew what a mess she often got into down there, especially after she’d been tormenting Mikey’s balls for several hours.  Spunky must find it very humiliating and distressing to have to clean and swallow the copious juices gathered in her fuck hole.  Soon she felt the hot probing tongue inside her and she sighed in bliss.  It was a completely different sensation to having a big cock in there, each was a unique and very satisfying experience and she loved both.  She glanced at Mikey who was looking at her from his position behind Spunky.  She could see the pleading in his eyes as he held his now massively erect cock in his hand, just inches away from Spunky’s slick and open fuck hole.
 
   “P please, Mistress.  May I?”
 
   Charlotte weighed up the pros and cons.  Whilst there was a tinge of jealousy that her boyfriend and sub would be fucking someone else, it would be worth allowing it for its humiliation value of the cat woman she now thought of as a complete slut between her legs.
 
   “Of course you may.  Enjoy yourself, but you will be severely punished later.  You know that, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes.  Thank you Mistress.”  Mikey didn’t hesitate in spite of knowing that he would be punished painfully later for it.  He immediately shuffled forward the last few inches and pressed his huge purple knob into the beckoning opening between Spunky’s thighs.  His heart lurched as he felt the heat of her sex, she was hot and wet and waiting for him, how he’d dreamed of and beaten off to this moment over the years and now it was happening for real.  Encountering little resistance his cock suddenly sank deep into Spunky’s body filling her as she’d never been filled before.
 
   Charlotte knew the moment Mikey’s cock slid into her.  Her eyes suddenly widened in alarm and she briefly stopped probing the slick small opening of Charlotte’s urethra with her tongue.  It was only briefly though, soon she resumed her intimate oral task and her eyes lost focus and assumed a faraway, dreamlike look.
 
   Spunky had listened to the brief conversation between Micky and Charlotte in which he’d been given permission to fuck her.  It seemed surreal to her that another person was giving permission to a man to stick his cock into her, it was as if her thoughts were of no consequence, that her sex was not something that she controlled any more, that it could be given away by others to anyone they chose with consulting her at all.  And it was true.  Anyone in the world could fuck her now, whatever she thought about it, all they needed was someone else’s permission and she had to comply.
 
   The thought of Mikey’s cock impaling her frightened her.  She’d never had one so big inside her before and she imagined that it would hurt like hell, rather like her first time with a man.  When it did suddenly slide deep inside her she’d been startled but that relieved that it didn’t hurt, it just felt good stretching her slick fuck hole to its limits, filling her like she’d never been filled before.  She could feel it deep in her body, pushing against the opening to her womb at every thrust.  It felt so dirty and yet so good to be impaled on a huge cock at one end whilst her tongue was buried in a hot wet cunt hole at the other.  She suddenly wished her hands weren’t enclosed in leather mittens and that she could play with her clit as she licked and he fucked her.
 
   “Back to my clit now Spunky and make me cum.  But not before Mikey does, try and make it so we both get off together.”
 
   Spunky did as she was told and moved her oral attention to Charlotte’s hard, swollen clit.  She’d not missed the fact that Charlotte had only mentioned herself and Mikey getting off, ignoring her state of sexual arousal completely.  Fact was that she’d soon be getting off too as a result of Mikey’s huge cock pounding her insides so relentlessly.  Never before had she felt sensations along the full length of her cunt hole, from the widely stretched opening, along the walls inside all the way to her womb, she could feel everything as Mikey’s knob pistoned in and out, and it was glorious.
 
   Spunky came unashamedly, her squeals of delight muffled by the enclosing pussy and thighs gripping her face.  Normally, with her boyfriends, that would have been it, she would have made them stop after she had such an intense orgasm, the pleasurable sensations overloading her senses too much to be able to carry on.  Or so she thought.  Now she was learning differently as Mikey’s cock continued to pound in and out of her pussy, taking her to new highs of sexual pleasure until she thought she was close to feinting.
 
   “Keep licking, Spunky.  Don’t you dare stop now, I’m soooo close,” Charlotte gasped.
 
   Spunky dreamily kept at it, the fire in her loins all but consuming her, but almost immediately she felt Charlotte’s thighs gripping her tightly as her orgasm began to explode within her.  As Charlotte moaned loudly and squirmed in agonising pleasure, gripping Spunky’s head tightly between her massive thighs, dragging her head this way and that like a rag doll, Spunky felt the gushing ejaculation of her sex in her open mouth and down her chin.
 
   “Yesss.  That’s it.  I’m cooooming,” Charlotte screamed loudly to the world as her body was wracked with a massively pleasurable orgasm of an intensity she’d never experienced before.
 
   Spurred on by the sight before him, and the continuing spasming of Spunky’s cunt muscles around his cock, Mikey too exploded in orgasmic pleasure, spraying the insides of Spunky’s fuck hole with massive amounts of cum, thrusting and spurting for what seemed like forever.
 
   Gradually, calm asserted itself.  Mikey knelt behind Spunky, his semi hard cock still lodged inside her as if now that he’d finally got it inside his dream girl he was reluctant to remove it, and his breathing slowly returning to normal.  Charlotte still gripped Spunky’s head tightly between her thighs as her composure slowly returned too.  Spunky felt helpless, held in place and impaled as she was, all she could do was wait and try to regain her composure too until she was released.
 
   Mikey was the first to reluctantly pull away as his cock rapidly shrunk and lost its stiffness.  It dropped out of Spunky’s hole suddenly, followed by a rush of cum which dripped onto the carpet which must have been treated with some sort of water repellent chemical because it just remained there on the surface in gloopy, white globules.  Charlotte too, released the clamp of her thighs and Spunky made to move away from the sodden pussy that her face had been pressed into for so long.
 
   “No you don’t, you little slut.  Clean me up and then then you can go and clean Mikey’s cock and lick up that mess that you’ve leaked onto the carpet.”
 
   Resigned to her fate Spunky did as instructed.  Soon Charlottes pussy was a clean as her tongue could make it and she turned towards Mikey who, with a smile on his face, knelt back on his haunches, legs wide, his cock dangling wet and limply but still large between his thighs.
 
   It was funny, she now looked at Mikey differently after what had just happened.  She’d never before experienced such a gut wrenching orgasm in her life and Mikey, or rather his cock, was the provider of that sublime experience.  Therefore she relished the thought of taking him into her mouth again and cleaning him, even eating his cum off the floor didn’t seem in any way disgusting to her now.  The only down side was that afterwards she realised a) she was thirsty as hell and b) she was busting for a pee and for the other thing.
 
   The thirst she could do something about, there was a bowl of water next to her litter tray.  But to drink it would only compound her need to pee and defecate.  To squat in her litter tray and do so in front of these two would amuse them no end, of that she was sure, but it would be so humiliating for her.  But by the feel of it, her body would soon take that decision from her, her need to release both her bowel and her bladder was suddenly becoming quite urgent and the more she thought about it, about the humiliation of it, the more urgent it seemed to become.  
 
   Like everything about her new life, she had no choice.  Mikey and Charlotte had made themselves decent and were sitting on the sofa chatting away about the sublime experience they’d both just had, completely ignoring her.  She slunk quietly away towards her litter tray, hoping they wouldn’t notice.  Not much chance of that though, it was situated in a prominent position near the entrance and they had a clear, unobstructed view of it from their seats on the sofa.  As she crawled onto the tray and squatted, wincing at the noise the litter made as she did so, she heard Mikey speak.
 
   “Oh look Mistress.  Spunky needs to pee pee.  Let’s go watch.”
 
   God no, please don’t.  But Spunky’s plea to the heavens was not answered.  Both Mikey and Charlotte rose and crossed the room to stand round Spunky just as her bladder opened and her piss gushed from her body in a golden, hot, steaming stream.
 
   “Wow, look at that.  She must have really wanted to go badly,” Mikey exclaimed, strangely getting turned on by watching her piss gush from her shaved and still gaping pussy.  He could see her sphincter flexing too and his heart lurched in excitement at what he knew was coming next.
 
   Too late now to stop, and impossible to do so anyway, her bowel also opened and ejected a long, brown, steaming turd which curled up and dropped into the litter tray like a curly sausage.
 
   “Phew, what a stench,” Charlotte exclaimed as the turd was followed by loudly exploding methane gas from Spunky’s tight little anus.  Charlotte sniggered as she noticed Spunky’s embarrassed blush, almost as red as a robin’s breast from the tips of her tits to the top of her head.
 
   As her stream of piss ended Spunky hung her head in shame and purred quietly, trying to move away from her mess with as much dignity as she could muster, which wasn’t much at all.  But her torment wasn’t over yet.
 
   “Mikey,” Charlotte ordered, “go get a floor cloth from the kitchen, there should be one under the sink in a bucket.  Put some cold water in the bucket and bring that too.  Spunky needs to be cleaned up.  Spunky. Inspection.”
 
   Spunky’s heart sank but she knew better now than to disobey.  Immediately she adopted the position she hated so much and crudely displayed her intimate and now soiled nether regions as required.  So much for dignity, she thought, hugely ashamed and embarrassed at what she was being made to do.
 
   Soon Mikey returned with a bucket and a not too clean looking floor cloth.  He whistled tunelessly like a happy workman as he approached and then knelt beside Spunky, relishing the work he had to do.  He dipped the floor cloth into the water, god that was cold, wrung it out and then slapped it down smartly on Spunky’s soiled cunt, rubbing vigorously, uncaring of the effect the cold cloth had on her hot sex.  Dipping it back into the cold water, not for too long because it was so cold, he wrung it out again and then slapped it down on Spunky’s dirty anus, again rubbing vigorously, probably more vigorously and enthusiastically than was necessary.  But it was fun hearing her mews of complaint as he did so and the fact that she obediently kept her pussy obscenely spread open wide for the duration.
 
   Having instructed Mikey to take the bucket and cloth back to the kitchen and then renew the soiled litter in the tray, Charlotte returned to the sofa and made herself comfortable, kicking off her shoes and bringing her legs up onto the seat to her side.  She reached into her handbag beside her and pulled out her eBook.  She’d purchased and downloaded a book the previous day from the internet and she was excited about reading it.  It would give her some useful ideas about taking her relationship to the next level with Mikey.
 
   The book was called ‘The Femdom Contract’ by Chas Scott and it detailed a sample contract to be signed by both parties which formalised the relationship between the sub and his/her Domme.  It also promised a wealth of useful ideas and predicaments, which she could adapt and add to her own arsenal of the same, to keep things interesting and her sub on his toes, both figuratively and literally.
 
   Spunky, now at a loose end and being ignored, resumed playing with her ball for entertainment, swatting it with her paw and then chasing after it, her bell swinging from her clit and tinkling gaily between her legs as she did so.  Occasionally she would approach Charlotte and rub herself against her knee as it hung over the edge of the sofa, eliciting a fond stroke of her shaved head from her.  When Mikey returned there was no room on the sofa next to Charlotte so he sat in one of the comfortable leather armchairs and watch Spunky play, admiring the sight of her shapely rear and the pink fig of her sex that was so openly displayed as she chased after the rubber ball.
 
   As his cock once more stirred in his trousers, how could it not have done, he had an idea.  “Here, Spunky.  Bring the ball here.”  Mikey held out his hand and Spunky brought the ball to him in her mouth, dropping it accurately into his palm.  She knelt back on her haunches, purring, waiting for his next move.
 
   “Beg, Spunky.”
 
   Spunky immediately complied, spreading her knees wide and lifting and spreading her front paws in a symbol of supplication.
 
   “Fetch, Spunky,” Mikey sniggered as Spunky scampered off after the ball, her sex ass wiggling gloriously as she went.  He raised himself up and dropped his trousers and boxer shorts, his cock already starting to thicken and rise.  Sitting back with his knees wide he waited for Spunky to return.
 
   “Give.”  Mikey held out his hand on his bare thigh and spunky dropped the ball into his palm once more, nervously eying his slowly thickening cock.
 
   “Suck.”  He pointed to his cock, making his meaning crystal clear if it wasn’t already.
 
   Almost immediately Spunky’s mouth closed around his cock.  He sighed with pleasure and his cock erected and solidified immediately, sliding further into Spunkys mouth as it did.
 
   “Have you got a pen in your bag, Mistress?” Mikey asked.
 
   “Hmm, yes, I think so.  Hold on.”  Charlotte reached into her hand bag and brought out a fibre tipped pen and passed it to Mikey, watching with interest what he was going to do with it.
 
   Mikey too the pen and grinning widely he made a mark on his erect cock which indicated where Spunky’s lips were closed around it.  The he rolled the ball and simply said “Fetch”.
 
   As Spunky’s mouth left his cock it was clear that the mark he’d made was only about halfway down its length.  When Spunky returned this time she dropped the ball into his hand and immediately took is now fully erect cock into her mouth.
 
   “Deeper, Spunky.  Beat the mark.”
 
   And beat it she did, by a further centimetre, which was duly marked with the pen.  Oh how Mikey was already enjoying this game.
 
   Spunky by this time realised where it was all going and was getting quite worried.  Mikey’s cock was so big, to take much more of its length it would have to go down her throat, that last had forced it into the opening and had cut off her air.
 
   With a big grin, Mikey rolled the ball again.  “Fetch, Spunky.”
 
   As Spunky fetched the ball again she could hear both Charlotte and Mikey chuckling at what he was making her do.  She picked up the ball and slowly trotted back to him.
 
   Mikey watched in glee as she impaled her face on his huge cock yet again, sliding her pretty lips down immediately to the deepest marker which signified his bulbous glans lodging in the opening of her throat.
 
   “Deeper Spunky,” Mikey ordered.
 
   Spunky tried to force the swollen knob down her throat a little.  Her gag reflex immediately urged her to pull back but Mikey had gripped both of her delicate little ears between thumb and forefinger of both hands and effectively prevented her from doing so.  After a few seconds she got it under control and stopped struggling.  Mikey made a mark another full centimetre down his cock and then rolled the ball once more.  Oh how he liked this game.
 
   After she returned and once more slid her mouth down over his cock Mike made her look at him.
 
   “Look at me Spunky.  That’s it.  Now, we play this game, over and over, until you get all of it in your mouth. Understand?  Right down to my pubes and balls.  You can do it.  I understand it takes practice but you will do it.”
 
   Mikey knew from experience that it could be done, Mistress Charlotte had made him learn to do it with the big rubber dildo they had at home, which was easily as big as his cock.
 
   And so the game continued.  For a couple of times Spunky didn’t manage to make much progress but the more times she returned with the ball and then sank down on Mikey’s cock into her throat as far as she could, the more accustomed her throat became to the rude invasion.  Suddenly and with neither of them expecting it, his cock slid full in, her lips coming to rest at the base of his cock, the huge purple end lodged tightly in her gullet and Mikey’s thick bushy pubes tickling her nose.
 
   “That’s excellent, Spunky.  Well done.  You will remember this day for the rest of your life as the day you were allowed the great honour of deep throating my cock.  Fetch.”
 
   Mikey rolled the ball across the room again, he needed to get his cock out of Spunky’s throat quickly before he came and he was relieved to feel the urge to cum subside as he watched Spunky’s cute little pear-shaped ass wriggle naked and obscenely as she chased the ball.  He debated whether to cum whilst his cock was fully in her, he could shoot his cum directly into her stomach if he did.  But on the other hand, it would be nice to make her taste it again, make her gargle with it and to look at it pooled in her lovely mouth before telling her to swallow.  Or what about just shooting his load on her pretty face, god he’d dreamed of doing that so many times over the past few years.  He’d wacked off many times with visions of her face covered in his cum and dripping from her chin as she smiled up at him past his still huge and just exploded cock.
 
   He couldn’t make his mind up so he asked his Mistress, explaining his options as he saw them, fully aware that Spunky could hear every word but was powerless to prevent whatever was decided.
 
   “Oh, I think definitely the second option.  I don’t want my seed going to waste.” Mistress Charlotte grinned.  She put her eBook down in order to watch the show going on before her.  The book she was reading was excellent but it had highlighted that she was far too lenient with Mikey.  She allowed him far too many liberties and too much independent thought.  She would need to begin correcting that situation from here on.  She resolved to paddle the both of them side by side with her plimsoll before they left.
 
   After another ball roll and fetch, the constriction of Spunky’s throat around his cock finally tipped Mikey over the edge.  He had to quickly pull her head back by the ears until his pulsing, purple glans was the only part of his cock still lodged in her mouth.  He just made it in time, the thick creamy cum began spurting, glob after glob of sticky, salty cum shooting from his cock, hitting the back of her throat and coating her tonsils, gums, teeth and tongue and finally pooling together.
 
   “Don’t swallow, Spunky,” Charlotte quickly ordered, “keep it in your mouth.”
 
   Spunky had been just about to sallow when she heard Charlotte’s command.  She didn’t want to keep the salty goo in her mouth for any longer that she had to.  She’d already worked out that she couldn’t spit it out, she would have had to lick it up again if she did so her only option was to swallow.  Now she was ordered to keep the disgusting gunk in her mouth.  She looked down and along the length of Mikey’s cock as it left her mouth and joined his body.  It was like an umbilical cord delivering its nutrients.  Whatever had happened to put her here now, doing this disgusting thing with … with … him!  With Mikey!  
 
   To think, she been made to force the whole length of it down her throat too like a common whore.  Was this all worth it just to live her fantasy of being a cat?  She knew the answer to that question almost before she asked herself it.  She was embarrassed and humiliated to say that, yes, it was.  She’d never been as happy as she had been this last week.  So if this was the price then she’d pay it, and more if necessary.
 
   Mikey suddenly withdrew his cock from Spunky’s mouth with a loud plopping noise.  That’s it, payload delivered, time to withdraw the umbilical, Spunky thought and managed a quiet, discrete laugh at her own humour.  She wondered what came next, why she’d been forced to keep his sperm in her mouth.  From her peripheral vision she noticed Charlotte get up from the sofa and make her way over to her.
 
   “Open up Spunky.  I want to see Mikey’s cum in your mouth.  Does it taste nice?  It’s a great honour for you to be allowed to suck him off like that, you know.  And you did so well.  You were so eager that you even swallowed his cock down your throat.  You obviously enjoyed pleasing him like that.”
 
   Spunky wanted to scream but all she could do was open her mouth as instructed and let them gaze into her slutty mouth in amused awe at the thick creamy cum it contained.
 
   “Well Mikey, not up to your usual quantity but I suppose it’s your third cum this morning.  Doesn’t she look nice and slutty with it in her mouth though.  Are you pleased?”
 
   “Yes Mistress, thank you for allowing me to fuck her mouth and her pussy this morning.”  In truth Mikey was ecstatic about what had taken place.  A dream fulfilled and the likelihood of more to come in the future.  Next time he resolved to use the hole he’d not yet got around to, he was sure that would come as a shock and complete surprise to her.  Happy days.
 
   “Well, it was very indulgent of me, I must agree.  But now it’s retribution time.  For the pair of you!  You’ve cheated on me with this slut, Mikey, right here in front of me and that cannot go unpunished.  So before we go I want you both on your knees, bare ass up and head down, two feet apart in the middle of the floor.  Now!”
 
   Both Mikey and Spunky knew from her tone that Charlotte meant business and so they both immediately scurried to comply with her instruction whilst Charlotte went to find the plimsoll.  Now where was it, ah, here it is.  She turned purposefully towards her two charges and was greeted by the sight of both with bare asses pointed towards her awaiting her pleasure.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 10
 
   Sissy had been kept very busy after her show at breakfast.  She had been assigned to clean guest rooms, changing beds, scrubbing toilets and baths, hovering and dusting.  She’d never really appreciated how much work was involved.  When she had gone on holiday before with Jenny she’d not given it a second thought, just assumed that whilst they were out for the day it would, by some magical process, get done.  Know she knew how and just how much hard work it was.
 
   Starting from room 12 down the bottom of the left wing, or rather (as she now knew) the west wing, she had scrubbed and cleaned and vacuumed her way to room 2, the west side of the house having even numbered guest rooms.  She tried not to look at the bed sheets as she took them off, at the bodily fluids that stained them from the previous night’s activities.  Almost all of the Mistresses in rooms 2 to 12 had had ‘guests’ for the night and it seemed that not all of them had used condoms.
 
   Doing a final check on room 2 before she reported back to Mistress Angelica for further duties he caught the unmistakeable roar through the open balcony door of a high powered sports car approaching down the long drive.  Some cocky jack the lad turning up with an appointment for sex with one of the Mistresses, she thought, but her curiosity was piqued.  She went to the window and looked out.  Just pulling into the parking area to the east side of the hall was a sleek, blue Lotus Elan which she immediately recognised as the SE Turbo version in Pacific Blue.  She was ashamed now to say that, before she was introduced to more feminine pastimes and interests, she’d been a bit of a geek regarding sports cars, especially those from Lotus.  Sadly that was part of a previous life now but things hadn’t yet changed that much that she was out of date with the latest models.
 
   She watched as the man got out and headed casually toward the main entrance.  He had no baggage so sissy knew that his visit would be brief and not overnight.  As he drew closed to the entrance sissy could see that he looked of medium build and ruggedly handsome, possibly around 40 years of age.  But what intrigued her most was that he looked very similar to how she looked when in her, more and more infrequent, masculine role.
 
   Soon the man disappeared below him and she cast him out of her mind.  Finishing her check of the room she let herself out and went in search of Mistress Angelica.
 
   “Ah, 6.  Come here.”
 
   Mdme. Chastain caught her as she passed through reception heading for the gym where he knew Mistress Angelica spent a lot of her time.
 
   “Yes, Madam Chastain.”
 
   “Report to housekeeping, 6, and collect a picnic blanket and sun parasol, then report to chef and collect a picnic hamper.  Then go to the patio area at the rear of the swimming pool.  You will be given further instructions there.  Dismissed.”
 
   Struggling to carry everything she’d collected she hurried out via the kitchen and storerooms to the rear of the hall, then she would turn right and into the pool area where she knew there was a small patio with loungers.  She wondered who the picnic was for as she neared her destination.
 
   “Ah, sissy.  Good, I see you have everything.  Follow us.”
 
   Mistress Jenny looked stunning as usual, a pair of skimpy white shorts showed her long, shapely legs off perfectly and the tight yellow tank which only covered her ample but firm boobs, set off her bare midriff and shoulders dreamily.  Hand in hand and chatting and laughing animatedly like two new lovers, she set of with the man sissy had just seen a few minutes ago getting out of the blue Lotus.
 
   Sissy’s heart lurched as she took in the scene before her.  The man was indeed the spitting image of John, except a few years older.  Mistress Jenny hadn’t introduced him but they looked to be very close, sissy feared for the implications, her mind running riot in anguished turmoil.  Was the time she feared the most soon about to happen?  Was she going to leave her for her male double, who no doubt had a much larger cock?  In spite of the reassurances Mistress had given ever since she locked her cock up for good and started to have sex with other, more well endowed, men, sissy couldn’t help but feel inadequate for her and fear that eventually she’d get tired of her being around and leave her.
 
   As she followed, struggling with the hamper and the parasol, sissy couldn’t help but admire the couple in front of her.  They looked so right for each other and seemed to be hitting it off well as they gaily chatted and held hands along the walk.  It was as though they were on a first date and she wondered where they were heading for their picnic.  They seemed to be following a feint footpath to the rear of the hall.
 
   After about 10 minutes walk they crested a small hill and before them was a large lake.  There were a few trees dotted around it which would provide shade should it be needed and there was a large summer house on the far side.  Its setting was quite breathtakingly beautiful and romantic and sissy felt her heart pounding in her chest, not all down to the heavy, awkward things she was carrying.
 
   The two lovers, yes they were lovers sissy decided, made their way around the lake and stopped at a spot near to the summer house and near a large oak tree.  They may or may not have actually made love yet, sissy no longer knew all of her Mistress’s male friends, but lovers they undoubtedly were and she was sure that before this day was out the relationship would be consummated.  Sissy was both excited for his Mistress and yet, at the same time, a little jealous.  His Mistress was so gorgeous and once she’d been hers.  Now she had to stand by and watch other men make love to her.
 
   “Just here, sissy.  Spread the blanket here.”  Mistress Jenny pointed at an area of grass half shaded by the big oak and half in sunlight.
 
   Sissy wondered why she’d had to lug the big parasol all this way given the trees which could do the same job, but her’s was not to question why, just to obey.  She spread the blanket as directed and placed the hamper in the middle of it.  The parasol she lay on the grass to one side.  Mistress Jenny and the man took their place on the blanket, close to each other and continued their jaunty conversation as if sissy wasn’t there.  She stood by silently with her thoughts running riot, head bowed and arms neatly folded in the small of her back awaiting her next instruction. Bye and bye…
 
   “Are you ready for lunch yet, David?” Jenny asked.
 
   “Yes, that a mighty fine idea my sweet.  I wonder what’s in the hamper.  Champagne I hope!
 
   “Ok, let’s find out.  Sissy, open the hamper and spread it out.”
 
   They chatted and flirted unashamedly whilst sissy worked.  When the contents were displayed, along with the glasses, cups, eating plates and utensils there was a salmon, celery and white-bean salad, some nice little salamis, a selection of cheeses and a classic pork pie and piccalilli preserve.  For desert there were grapes and a fresh fruit salad.  A small flask of coffee and a demi bottle of Moet champagne, albeit non-vintage, finished off the luxury picnic for two.  Sissy retreated to the edge of the blanket and resumed her position once she’d laid everything out for them.  She’d learned that the man’s name was David and that he had a particular liking for champagne and casinos, as well as for Mistress Jenny. (Ed. Read ‘Reserved for Sir David’ by Chas Scott to learn more of David’s background).
 
   As they ate their picnic sissy listened to what could only be described as a courtship unfolding before her as the man, David, charmed and enchanted Mistress Jenny, making her laugh with ridiculous stories from his past.  Sissy couldn’t help but be thrilled that Mistress was enjoying herself so much, there was obviously a connection, an electricity, between them which she recognised from the time when they had first got together.  Sissy half hoped that it was because David looked so similar and familiar that struck a chord with her Mistress, and that she hadn’t tired of her and looked for a replacement who was a real man.
 
   That was it.  She’d finally done it.  She’d admitted privately to herself that she wasn’t a real man.  Mistress had told her so, many, many times over the past few months, as had her mother, and whilst she’d verbally agreed with their analysis when forced to do so, this was the first time she’d actually admitted it to herself.  She was a sissy and, she realised, she was proud to be so.  She loved her new feminine clothing and way of life, which was becoming more and more the norm for her.  If it wasn’t for having to change to a male role for her job, she was sure she’d be feminized permanently.
 
   As the afternoon wore on they finished eating and relaxed back on the blanket, facing each other on their sides and kissing, stroking, becoming more and more intimate, whispering things to each other that sissy couldn’t catch and giggling often.  Sissy got quite horny whilst furtively watching the two of them.  David was stroking Mistress’s lovely breasts making her nipples stand proud and become noticeable through her top.  Sissy could see a prominent bulge in his trousers which, quite obviously Mistress had noticed too as her knee repeatedly brushed past it whilst her hands slid under his shirt and stroked his chest.  It wouldn’t be long now, sissy thought to herself, wistfully remembering as well as she could what it would feel like for him as he plunged his cock deep into her beautiful and receptive, naked body.
 
   Breathlessly, Mistress broke off from a passionate kiss and looked at sissy.
 
   “Start packing the picnic things away and then come to the summer house, sissy.”  With that the two of them rose, David being the gentleman and helping her up, and walked rather too quickly than was seemly to the summer house and sissy knew that shortly she would be witnessing her cuckoldry once more.
 
   When sissy arrived at the summer house she noticed that in the large open space within was a huge four poster bed and rolling about on top of it in a frantic, lust driven embrace, almost naked, were David and Mistress Jenny.
 
   “Now please David.  I’m ready now.  Fuck me.  Please…” Mistress Jenny moaned, her voice heavy with sensual lust.
 
   David rose from the bed and dropped his boxer shorts.  He turned and look at sissy then beckoned her over.  Sissy was mesmerised by the hard, fully erect cock protruding straight out from David’s groin.  Typically it was large as her Mistress had now become accustomed, thick and long with bulging veins along its length.  It was circumcised and the huge purple glans looked oversized even on the end of such a thick appendage.  She approached tentatively, not knowing what was going to happen.  From the corner of her eye she noticed Mistress frantically removing her shorts and kicking them on to the floor.  She was now naked and laying expectantly on the huge bed with her legs spread wide, the delicious pink gash between her legs plainly visible.
 
   David snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor in front of him, indicating for sissy to kneel.
 
   “You can call me Master David, sissy.”  It was the first time he’d spoken to her.  She knelt in front of Master David, his cock bobbing inches in front of her face.
 
   “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?”
 
   It had become an automatic reaction for sissy to immediately follow orders, even to suck cock when instructed, and so she’d already leant forward and pressed her lips to the incredible, hot and very hard cock head as the words she heard formed in her mind and their meaning became clear.
 
   He felt himself begin to tremble, not with fear but with excitement.  This was it, this was why she needed condoms the previous night.  Mistress had come off the contraceptive pill for the purpose of getting pregnant and her search was over.  Sir David was her selected mate for the task.  Sissy could see it all now, why, Sir David even looked like her old male persona, John.  This whole weekend was about this.  It was the climax of everything, of the journey they’d embarked upon together all those months ago. And it felt right.  
 
   This was not just his realisation of his Mistress’s plans, it was her realisation of the goals she’d set herself back at the beginning, the final realisation of her most wanted desire.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 11
 
   Jenny locked her car and crossed the underground car park towards the lifts and eventually Spunky’s flat.  She was alone, sissy had her work cut out at home now, looking after new born baby David.  It amused Jenny that she’d taken to her added nursemaid role very well.  David John Mason had been born a healthy 8 pounds 2 ounces almost 9 months to the day after her stay at Dunwoody Hall.
 
   Spunky had, she’d realised a few weeks ago, become a bit of a chore.  Plus she occupied the city centre flat for which Jenny had other plans, i.e. a convenient place to stay over in town when she or Abi met a new lover.  In other words, a good shag pad.  She’d decided that there was only one thing for it, Spunky would have to come and live with them.  To this end she’d ordered Zoe to put in her notice at work, much as she’d ordered John to do so a couple of months back.  Zoe had just completed her notice period now and Jenny had come to collect her.
 
   Jenny noticed the old man, who she knew as one of Spunky’s neighbours, ambling slowly towards the lift too, looking like a little boy lost.  She remembered him because Zoe had pointed him out to her once – a dirty old lecher, she’d described him as.  Apparently he’d pinched Zoe’s bottom once whilst in the lift with her and he was always trying to look down the front of her blouse whenever he saw her.  Jenny resolved to keep her distance in the lift and her back to the wall if he got in with her.
 
   Sure enough, he got in the lift with her so she did as she’d planned, but he showed no sign of the ‘dirty old lecher’ character that Zoe had described, he just looked sad.  Feeling safe Jenny decided to enquire as to why he looked so glum.
 
   “I’ve just had to take my pet cat to the vet, she had to be put to sleep,” he replied in a small, sad voice.
 
   “Oh,” Jenny replied taken aback.  But then a germ of an idea formulated in her mind.  “Would you like to come into my flat and have a coffee and a chat, I just may be able help you out.”
 
   And so Jenny took Mr Walker (please call me Alec) into her flat where he got the most pleasant and exciting surprise of his life.  Later, as he led Spunky away down the corridor on her lead to his own flat, having made a promise to Jenny to look after her and continue to feed her as much of his special ‘cream’ as he was able, Jenny felt quite pleased with herself.  All of a sudden, a big problem was solved and Jenny felt no guilt about what she’d done.  The person who was once Zoe Mason perhaps wouldn’t have been all that happy, but Spunky was just a cat and Jenny wasn’t all that fond of the creatures.
 
   She sniggered as ‘Alec’ spoke affectionately to Spunky as he opened the door to his flat.  “Come on in Spunky my pet, let’s go practice your positions.  We can start with the one called ‘Inspection’.”
 
   Jenny hoped he wouldn’t be too, too long, she’d promised to hang on for him so that he could come back and collect Spunky’s few things; the litter tray, her rubber toys, tins of human cat food, feed and water bowls and of course her contraceptive pills.  
 
   Jenny would collect her repeat prescriptions for these when she collected her own, and she could deliver Spunky’s to Mr Walker when she came to the flat.  Sissy would miss her, of course.  She was well aware that sissy always got excited about her visits to her, no doubt because of the complete access she now had to Spunky’s private, intimate places, so it was perhaps time to put a stop to that.  After all, it was her Mistress’s pleasure she should be focussed on, not her own.
 
   Whilst she waited for ‘Alec’ she called the hardware store and arranged for a workman to go to his flat and fit an eye bolt next to the door and then she busied herself putting Zoe Morgan’s remaining, old life possessions and clothes into black bin liners.
 
   


  
 

Epilogue
 
   Jenny had sold the West Bridgeford house soon after John finished his notice period at work and became her full time maid.  With some of the equity from the sale she’d paid off the remainder of the mortgage on Zoe’s (now her) flat, and the rest she’d banked.  She was now fairly well set up financially and her job was paying very well indeed.
 
   When the house finally sold she was 8 months pregnant and excited about the forthcoming birth of her baby.  She’d talked things over with her mother before she put the house up for sale and they’d both agreed that it would be better all-round if Jenny moved in with her.  And that’s what she did.  A lovely baby boy, David, had been born, healthy and full term, right on time and Jenny was over the moon at achieving her most deeply held desire.
 
   Cynthia Morgan had let her aged cook and cleaner go, she was well past retirement and only came in to do a couple of days a week anyway.  If Cynthia was honest, she’d say she may as well not have bothered employing her for the little work she actually did.  Cynthia realised she’d only kept her on out of loyalty but now she had other loyalties to consider.  Besides, sissy was quite capable of taking over all of her duties, and more, full time and the upside was that she wouldn’t have to pay her either.  Another added bonus was that she could be sure that sissy would do an excellent job because she would beat her ass mercilessly until she couldn’t sit if she didn’t.  This on top of the regular, routine discipline she dispensed anyway would be sure to constantly remind the sissy who had won the battle between them.
 
   Jenny’s fondness for Abi, and Cynthia’s fondness for Abi’s sissy husband Richard’s cock, led to another development.  A week before baby David was born, Abi and Richard also moved into Cynthia Morgan’s house and Abi put her old home up for sale. At the same time Richard put in his notice at work as instructed.  Jenny and Abi shared the second bedroom whilst Cynthia kept the master bedroom.  Richard’s bed was the huge dog basket that sissy had once used and it was moved between the two rooms depending on who needed use of his cock at the time.  Sissy, with the added duties of nursemaid, slept in the small box room that had become the nursery too after baby David was born, which was handy for her to tend him at night, thus relieving Mistress Jenny of that chore.
 
   Richard was eventually given the role of housekeeper once he’d left his old employment and forgone his imminent executive appointment to the company board. New, almost identical uniforms were purchased for them both, Richard’s maids uniform, or rather richelle’s (Richard’s sissy name) as she was hence forth referred to by the Mistresses, was slightly less frilly than sissy’s, denoting their slight difference in status.  Richelle was now responsible for running the house and its finances, and sissy reported directly to her.  One of richelle’s first standing orders to sissy was that, without failure, she was to come to her each morning and ask politely if she may give her a blow job!
 
   Steve retained his testicles in spite of the torments and persuasive arguments to the contrary from Jenny, Abi and Cynthia.  Six months in, they started him on drugs that would chemically castrate him, mixing it into his food so he didn’t know he was taking it.  After nine months of imprisonment Jenny removed his chastity device and tried everything she knew to get his cock hard but failed miserably, much to her delight and Steve’s abject misery.  By the time he was released after his full term Steve was a broken man, unable to get an erection or even make it twitch.  He was given the opportunity to stay with them as gardener and odd-job man, which he gratefully accepted.  This played right into Jenny’s hands because it meant that she could keep feeding him the drugs whose castrating effects, if he’d stopped taking them, would have worn off after a couple of weeks.  He was allowed to have a sleeping bag and sleep on the floor in the small shed at the bottom of the garden, with a promise that during the coldest month of winter he would be allowed to sleep on the kitchen floor as long as he was up and out by 5am each day.
 
   All in all, Jenny was quite pleased with how things had eventually worked out, there was absolutely no downside that she could see and her life had become everything that a woman could ever want.  She looked forward to what lay ahead and possibly another visit in the not too distant future to Dunwoody Hall.
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   Hi to all my readers and thank you sincerely for buying my books, it means a lot to me.
 
   It has been an interesting and pleasurable experience to write my books about BDSM, FemDom, etc. and I have been pleasantly surprised by the enthusiasm of you, my readers, for my efforts in putting these thoughts and ideas into printed words.  This is the last of the Jenny and John series but I have lots of ideas for new books to come, so rest assured I will be writing new and exciting things to keep your interest and pleasure high.
 
   The Jenny and John Series is based on an idea for a book(s) that had been buzzing round in my head for years and now that I’ve finally got around to putting pen to paper, the books have proved to be very popular reading, although I never imagined at the start that to fully tell the story there would need to be so many.
 
   I love sharing my ideas with you all via the fantastic medium of the eBook and, if you have enjoyed reading my books, please show your appreciation by leaving a nice comment or review.
 
   I would love to hear from you and, although I can’t guarantee you a reply, please feel free to email me atchas.scott69@virginmedia.com
 
   On a personal note I live in the UK Midlands and am happily married with two grown up children.
 
   Happy reading
 
   Chas.Scott
 
   


 
   
  
 

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 now finally done something about, now she has met the right man.
 
   John Mason:
 
   Main male character.  Jenny's husband and submissive sissy.  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 become apparent between her, her brother and Jenny, one which Zoe had always dreamed of, but now it’s real she may have cause to regret.
 
   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.  She’s amazed at the progress she’s made in only a short space of time.
 
   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.
 
   Cynthia Morgan
 
   Jenny's mother.  In her early 50's but still attractive in an classical ‘older woman’ sort of way, reasonable figure given her age but running a bit to the plump side. Disapproves immensely of John, thinks he’s not good enough for her daughter, often used to get into bitter arguments with him, although, since John’s stay with her she had changed all that and his behaviour was now very respectful.  Quite a dominant personality, ruled the roost in her own household when husband Ron was alive, but not in a BDSM way.
 
   Steve
 
   Jenny's old boss at work and now her prisoner.  He had been an arrogant, womanising chauvinist who was particularly well endowed, loving nothing better than to fuck other men’s wives.  He had lusted after Jenny for a long time and eventually had her, but now those days are over, permanently.
 
   Charlotte
 
   A work colleague of Jenny's.  Unmarried and overweight she was introduced to FemDom by Jenny when she let her loose with John so that she could extract revenge for how he (mis)treated her at school.  Old school friend of Zoe's and obviously knows John from then too.  Recently started her own Femdom relationship with Mikey, the new sub in her life.
 
   Mdme. Chastain
 
   The owner of Dunwoody Hall.  Born and raised in poverty in the East End of London, she and her husband went on to build a huge empire of vice, making quite a large fortune along the way.  Widowed in her late forties, with a teenage daughter to raise and yearning for a more sedate lifestyle, she sold up and bought Dunwoody Hall in the Lincolnshire fens.
 
   Mistress Angelica
 
   Mdme. Chastain’s daughter, christened Angel. Hated being torn away from her friends and her job as a shop girl in and large branch of Boots, she soon found her new life and job had perks that she’d never imagined.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Reserved for Sir David
 
   Ladies who find themselves in debt at Mr. Diamond’s casino soon find out to their relief that their monetary debt can, for the most part, be paid off by a man who introduces himself as David, However, there are then consequences and obligations which need to be fulfilled until David is repaid for his help and kindness.
 
   This is a story of unbridled lust, male domination, coercion, chastity, gambling and women who eventually come to love having Sir David as their key-holder.  Slowly he builds his harem of beautiful women who, married or not, are kept chaste and reserved exclusively for him until their debt is paid in full.
 
    
 
   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 female or male 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.  Live a life of pleasure and leisure whilst the male in your life works hard to ensure your continued happiness in the hope that you might relent and unlock him ahead of time, or even on his allotted time, for some release to his frustrations.
 
    
 
   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 feminizes 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 maid’s 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 Realized
 
   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 8: Sphynx
 
   As Jenny and John’s new lives rush headlong toward the inevitable conclusion that Jenny had first formulated all those months earlier, John finds himself in more and more impossible predicaments which can only provide more pain and humiliation for him and pleasure for Jenny, a situation he is quite happy to be part of.  Jenny’s first lover, Steve, is now out of favour in that respect, for trying to cheat on her with her best friend Abi. He now finds himself under her lock and key and total control, with no hope of ever being anyone’s lover ever again.  Jenny and Abi’s relationship has changed too, they have become lovers and Abi’s husband, Richard, is following closely in John’s downward spiral to complete subjugation. Zoe’s strange fantasy is at last made a reality by Jenny, although, like John, she will get more than she ever imagined or bargained for.
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