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Queen Aunt 
 

A Nineteen-Seventies Femdom Tale 
 
The feeling was one of pent emotion, a need for release, a need to come, 
elation and anticipation at what was to come. Edward slid his hand into the 
brown paper bag and slid the first magazine into view. A copy of Penthouse, 
heavy and glossy it came into view. A beauty in a black shiny dress, flaunting 
herself, making Edward’s cock spring to attention. His trembling hands opened 
the pages and he found himself gazing at the cover model posing in a luxurious 
bedroom, exhibiting herself… it was almost as if she were there… 
 
Edward’s hands fumbled with the top of his pyjamas and freed himself to stand 
tall under the sheets. Now he was faced with a dilemma, every time he 
attended to that straining cock, the magazine threatened to slip from his 
knees, every time that he turned a page, his cock cried out for attention. He 
fumbled the magazine in his hands and dropped it to the floor with a curse. 
The folded tissues on the bedside table fluttered to the carpet and he reached 
down to collect them. As his hand collected the tissues and the magazine the 
bedroom door opened and Edward heard his Aunt’s voice. 
 
“Breakfast will be in ten minutes,” she said as she looked at the young man 
who was half on the bed and half off it in his panic and she chuckled. “Beans 
on toast…” 
 
Edward pushed the copy of Penthouse under the bed and pulled up the tissues 
to blow his nose into them, pulling up the coverlet and breathing a sigh of relief 
that she had not opened the door a minute later. 
 
“I’ll be down,” he muttered in her direction. 
 
The door closed. Edward’s heart pounded in his ears, he had been so close to 
being caught, so very close! Now his proud prick was shrivelled between his 
legs and all the arousal in his mind had been swept away by the close call. He 
tossed the tissues to the floor and slipped out of the bed. The important thing 
was, he decided, that he had not been caught in flagrante. His Aunty Hannah 
had been so close to seeing his morning wank. 
 
Edward slipped the magazine back into the bag and buried it deep in the 
open suitcase that lay on the floor. By the time that he was dressed and 
heading downstairs his heartbeat had returned to normal. He could hear her 
in the kitchen, the rattle of cutlery and the noise that the toaster made as it 
sprang to attention.  
 
“So, what’s the plan for today?” she asked as he entered the kitchen. 
“Tomorrow’s the big day…” 
 



“I thought that I’d go into the city centre,” he replied as he took a seat at the 
huge kitchen table. “You know, look around a bit and see what’s what.” 
 
“Mm,” said Hannah as she buttered the toast and poured on the beans. 
“Museums and the tourist traps?” 
 
“Yeah, that sort of thing.” 
 
Edward thanked Hannah as she slid the plate in front of him and turned to pour 
the tea.  
 
“The open-day is tomorrow,” said Hannah unnecessarily. “All prepared?” 
 
“I have everything ready,” said Edward. “Brunel Uni is not my first choice, but I 
have to be ready in case my marks are not very good.” 
 
“Oxford would be better…” 
 
“Yeah, but I need three A’s and that’s just to get into their entrance exam.” 
 
Aunt Hannah sat down to join Edward and watched him eating. Her older sister 
had arranged the week in London for her son to visit his second choice of 
university. In his cheesecloth shirt and faded jeans, he already looked the part 
of a typical sociology student. In a year, he would be joining the limp protests 
against the apartheid in South Africa or some other nonsense, in ten he would 
be a civil servant, married with children, in twenty years he would be so middle 
class it would hurt. She sighed and smiled at the thought of the guilt on his face 
as she had caught him playing with himself.  
 
“You can do it, of course,” she said reassuringly. “And, if you fail, then you can 
stay here and save a packet on the halls of residence.” 
 
“Thanks,” said Edward. “Fingers crossed…” 
 
‘Fingers crossed that I’ll get the place at Oxford and not have to stay with 
Aunty Hannah’, he thought to himself.  
 
“So, what are you going to do with your free day?” 
 
“A couple of museums and then into the West End,” he replied. 
 
“Sounds good. Be back at six and I’ll cook something nice.” 
 
Edward nodded. 
 

***** 
 



The bookshop that was not really a bookshop was dingy and had a temporary 
look. Wobbly rotating stands laden with pornography while the walls were 
stacked with second hand books that were never even glanced at by its 
patrons. Edward felt self-conscious as the man behind the counter by the door 
watched him flick through the titles of the magazines. Now that he had been 
in the shop alone for a couple of minutes there was an indefinable pressure to 
buy something and not just walk out of the shop.  
 
“Looking for something special?” asked the man. “The good stuff is all under 
the counter.” 
 
Edward muttered and shook his head. Every magazine was marked with a 
price of five pounds on the cellophane that covered it. He had wandered 
Soho for three hours and this was just the second shop that he had dared to 
enter. The covers of the magazines screamed at him to buy them and he 
imagined the unseen contents and moved a little to hide his arousal. 
 
“All the homo stuff is on the back wall,” said the man in a bored voice. “If that’s 
what you’re looking for!” 
 
Edward mumbled again and looked at the magazine in his hands. ‘Shaven 
Havens’ proclaimed the title and the cover was just an indication of the 
delights inside.  
 
“Two for seven quid,” said the shop owner. “I’ll do you a special deal…” 
 
Edward pulled another from the rack and felt a surge of excitement. The photo 
on ‘Mature Housewife Contacts’ was a sexy woman in her forties posing on a 
double bed. Stiletto heels, stockings and little else. He made up his mind and 
went to the counter. 
 
“Ten pounds,” said the man. 
 
“Seven?” 
 
“That’s for next time,” smiled the man as he took the two magazines and 
slipped them into a thin bag. “A tenner…” 
 
Edward paid the outstretched hand and hurried from the shop with the bag 
clutched in his hand. He consoled himself that he had managed to get 
something special for his ten pounds and headed down the busy street. It felt 
as though everyone passing knew what he had in the bag as he rolled it up 
and stuck it awkwardly into his jacket pocket.  
 
He wandered along the busy streets with thoughts of the magazines in his mind. 
Fifty pounds was all he had brought to London for the four days and he had 
spent fifteen already on tickets and the porn that he now had in his pocket. A 



sense of self-reproach filled him as he thought of the way that he had spent 
the money that his mother had given him.  
 
Edward visited two other sex shops. Each was easier than the last. He found 
that he was able to leave with just a small mute shake of the head after 
examining the magazines and video cassettes that they offered, enjoying the 
lurid photos and suggestive covers without adding to the two that he had in 
his pocket.  
 
On the tube train, back to Aunty Hannah’s he sat rigid, one hand on the hard-
rolled glossy magazines in his pocket while he stared at the advertisements 
lining the inside of the train. He almost felt a sense of achievement at his 
adventure in Soho and realised that Brunel University might be a good choice 
if he could do this every day! By the time that he was opening the front door 
of the house, the thought of going to Oxford was not nearly as attractive as it 
had been just twenty-four hours ago! 
 

***** 
 
They sat watching television after the meal. A game show, the news and then 
a documentary. It seemed to Edward that his Aunt had an unquenchable thirst 
for tea, three cups in a couple of hours before he saw that it was ten o’clock 
and commented that it would be a good idea to get an early night before the 
interview the next day. 
 
Hannah just nodded and wished him goodnight and Edward slipped upstairs 
to his room with the thoughts of the porn in his suitcase uppermost in his mind. 
Four magazines, the two that he had brought plus the other two… 
 
In his room, he stood looking at the open suitcase and then to the door, 
recalling the way that she had entered his room without even as a knock of 
warning. Better not to be caught out, he decided and turned the key in the 
door. His hand fumbled in under his clothes and brought out the bag that was 
still in a roll. The first one out of the bag was ‘Shaven Havens’ and he carefully 
took off the cellophane wrapper and straightened it out. Already his cock was 
swelling in anticipation, looking forward to attention as Edward prepared by 
sitting on the edge of the bed with the first open page ready. 
 
His eyes took in the slut that stood with her legs open and he almost came 
immediately as his hand touched himself gently. Page by page he took in the 
parade of woman who brazenly displayed themselves for his delectation. This 
was not like the Penthouse-style magazines, no pretence of intellectual 
entertainment, no glossy posing in dessous, no carefully arranged sets. It was 
just pure porn, open to intense scrutiny with each page turn a revelation in 
female anatomy.  
 



Virgin Edward, the timid young man who was just discovering sex at the age 
of eighteen, was entranced. His hand played and thrust, his eyes feasted on 
the pure, unembellished porn and he knew that he had to have more! On the 
tenth turn of a page, when he saw the young woman holding her ankles high 
and opening wide, he came with a rush, splattering the pages, casting come 
on his thighs and jeans and feeling a rush the like of which he had never 
experienced before. 
 
The aftershock of the climax left his hands shaking, wet with his come and he 
dropped the magazine to the floor. Edward sat gasping for breath for a minute 
or two and then cleaned up the mess as well as he could, the starchy scent of 
his own come filling his nostrils. At last he pushed the magazine back into the 
bag and pulled out the second. 
 
In his mind, he had promised himself to save it for a later time, but the 
temptation was just too much. Once the cover was off, he opened the 
magazine to find that it was exactly what had been proclaimed on the cover. 
Small black and white photos with paragraphs of text that needed to be 
deciphered. Each was an advert, each a woman who had a contact number 
and a list of their interests. Edward tried to decipher the contents, but much of 
it defeated him, creating an interesting mysterious list that went far beyond his 
experience.  
 
‘BJ’ was obvious, but ‘WS’ was less obvious. Edward tried to imagine what the 
acronyms represented, but his imagination failed him, so he slowly turned the 
pages and took in the small photos that accompanied each advert. As he 
scanned the pages he realised that each advert fell into one of two 
categories. The ones where the picture was of an attractive woman who 
seemed to have no problem adding a phone number to her listing and the 
others where the photo was not explicit and there were almost no acronyms 
to decipher. The professionals and the amateurs, he decided. Edward flicked 
the pages and realised that the magazine was not really what he had been 
looking for at all. What he wanted were pages of glossy photos, what this 
offered was interesting, but about as exciting as the small-ads in the local 
paper. 
 
A sense of disappointment filled him. The magazine had cost him all of five 
pounds and there was no content at all of interest. The centre pages were 
filled with small type that explained how to contact a chosen ‘housewife’ and 
then came ever more adverts interspersed with full pages for sex toys and 
potions that promised to speed or delay a man as he desired.  
 
Idly, Edward read a few of the adverts and decided that he would never take 
the risk of writing a letter addressed to the women who were looking for a 
partner. The professionals would all cost too much and the rest were mostly 
unattractive as compared to his fantasies of the young sexy women in all his 



other magazines. He glanced at the clock and realised that it was after eleven 
o’clock and went to put the magazine back in his suitcase.  
 
As he did so, one of the grainy pictures at the bottom of a page caught his 
eye. He read the text and then inspected the picture again, there was no 
mistake. The woman in the photo seemed to be his Aunty Hannah! Even if he 
had doubted the face, the dress that she wore was the one that she had been 
in yesterday and the kitchen cupboards in the background matched 
perfectly. 
 

Mature sexy domme housewife. 
Looking for a young sub slave. ATM. 
B&D. PM. RR. No fees, only genuine subs 
need apply. 

 
Edward puzzled at the acronyms. None of them made any sense to him and 
the words ‘subs’ and ‘domme’ he tried to guess, but his ingenuity failed him. 
‘Domme’ was perhaps that she had her own house, like ‘domicile’ and ‘sub’ 
perhaps from ‘suburban’ or even ‘subtle’! A small thrill ran through him and he 
carefully tore out the advert and tucked it into the pocket of his jeans. 
Suddenly, it seemed as if Aunty Hannah was revealed as something more than 
just the aunt who continually drank tea and barged into his room without so 
much as a by-your-leave! 
 
As he went to sleep, Edward wondered if she had had any replies to her advert 
and tried to imagine her welcoming some young man into the house and 
fucking him while they did all the things that were listed by the mysterious 
groups of letters that were her desires. 
 
The next morning, Edward put on a suit and tried to put all thought of Aunty 
Hannah’s advert out of his mind as he ate his beans on toast and left the house 
to her words of ‘good luck’. By the time that he arrived at the campus he had 
succeeded, the interview and tour around the facility taking his mind from his 
aunt’s private needs.  
 
As Edward looked around the lecture theatres, inspected a list of the courses, 
interviewed with a senior lecturer and then looked through the list of books that 
he would need; his aunt cleaned his room. She tutted at the messy bedspread, 
opened the windows and fetched the vacuum cleaner, tutting at the way that 
her nephew had not even bothered to unpack his suitcase. She heaved the 
suitcase onto the bed and started to put the clothes into the drawers of the 
sideboard. It was clear that Edward was a typical young man, untidy and 
careless. What he needed was a little structure in his life and she decided that 
if he got the place in Brunel she would soon have him in order.  
 
At the bottom of the suitcase, under two pairs of jeans and some T shirts she 
found the bags. With a small smile, she peeped inside the first at the cover of 



‘Penthouse’ before she came to the second and felt a sudden shock that 
made her shiver. Her hands opened the magazine that she knew that she had 
advertised in just a year before and the torn page left her with a strange 
emotion. Half panic, half excitement. Thrill and apprehension as she paused 
before carefully repacking the suitcase to the way that it had been before. 
Hannah emptied the drawers back into the case, messed up the bed sheets 
again and retreated knowing that her nephew must never know that she had 
discovered his secret. 
 
Hannah retreated to her bedroom and sat on the small chair before her make-
up table. She stared at the woman in the mirror and brushed back a curl 
carefully. Her nephew had discovered her dirty little secret and she had 
discovered his… the problem now was, what to do about it? 
 

***** 
 
It had been six months since his visit and Edward had forgotten how to get to 
his Aunt’s house. He had been so sure that he would not need a map and now 
he looked at the rows of neat semi-detached houses and was forced to ask 
the way three times before he found the house with the weeping willow in the 
garden.  
 
His mother had given him her spare key, but he knocked on the door and 
waited for Aunty Hannah to open. In his wallet was the well-worn torn-out 
advert from the magazine, in his hand a suitcase and a bag of books. His exam 
results had been nowhere near good enough for Oxford, but passable for 
Brunel, his revision marred by thoughts of the Aunt who had placed a contact 
ad in a porn magazine.  
 
The door opened and Aunt Hannah waved him into the house. 
 
“You are later than I expected,” she said. “Was the train late?” 
 
“No, I sort of got lost and had to ask the way.” 
 
“Well, you’re here now,” she said. “I’ve given you the back bedroom.” 
 
Edward followed Hannah upstairs and into the bedroom.  
 
“I put in a place that you can study,” she said as she pointed at the small desk 
in the corner as Edward dropped his bags on the floor. “I’ll make a tea and 
then we can have a little chat about your stay here…” 
 
Edward looked around the small room. Nothing had changed since his last visit 
except the desk. Aunt Hannah had disappeared back downstairs and he 
surveyed the room that would be his home for the next three years. The box of 
tissues on the bedside cabinet made him smile and he sat on the edge of the 



bed and pulled out his wallet. Tucked inside was the worn advertisement that 
he had torn for the magazine six months ago. He carefully unfolded it and 
inspected the photo. 
 
It made more sense now, he had some of the deciphered some of the 
acronyms and felt a small surge of excitement at the revelations that had been 
revealed. Aunty Hannah was a naughty girl and ever so kinky. ‘Domme’ and 
‘B&D’ had yielded to his researches. Dominant and Bondage and Discipline… 
the others had been more difficult. Maybe he would discover what they meant 
by practical experience? 
 
The thought caused the ghost of an erection to lift his jeans and he resisted the 
urge to test the box of tissues. In his imagination, the forty-five-year-old Aunt 
had turned from becoming a stiff maiden aunt to a desperate sex object! Of 
course, she was too old, that was a given, but it would be interesting to see 
what happened… His fevered mind imagined him blackmailing her. The last six 
months had been spent imagining the consequences of that strategy with an 
endless series of tissues in his left hand while his eyes took in the small photo in 
his wallet. 
 
Hidden at the bottom of his suitcase were all the magazines that he had 
collected over the years. Edward pulled the lower draw out of the chest of 
drawers and slipped them into the space beneath before going downstairs to 
the kitchen.  
 
Aunt Hannah stood by the kettle waiting for it to boil and Edward could not 
help but imagine what she would be like, were she naked. She was tall, taller 
than him, with long shapely legs and Edward imagined that she was wearing 
stockings like all the pictures in Penthouse. Low heels, but elegant, and a 
woollen dress that covered her from neck to knees. The dress followed every 
curve, broad hips, largish breasts and a rounded belly. Edward watched her 
move and felt almost like a predator gauging prey, assessing her in a new way 
that was based on the porn that had been his staple diet for the last year. Yes, 
she was Aunty Hannah, the divorced mature woman who worked for some 
fashion company as a designer. The woman who had appeared at 
Christmases when he was a child and always drank more than her sister 
approved of. But, the revelation of the advert had changed her image in 
Edward’s mind and his pulse raced in sympathy with his thoughts. 
 
“Three years is a long time,” she said as she put a cup on the table, “and I am 
not used to having someone else here all the time. That means that there are 
a few simple rules that need to be followed so that we get along…” 
 
Edward sat at the table and watched her pour the second cup without 
comment. The picture he had in his head of a ‘Domme’ was almost Victorian. 
A cane in one hand as she bent some unfortunate victim over her knees. The 
thought unsettled him a little, now that he was actually in her presence there 



was a difference. It was not as though he could just pull the advert out of his 
wallet and tell her what his fantasy was!  
 
“We both need out privacy,” she said. “I have my life and you have yours…” 
 
“That’s fine,” said Edward. “I’ll stay out of your hair.” 
 
“Good. Otherwise, I expect you to keep the house neat and tidy, I do not want 
to live in a student slum, so we’ll arrange a little rota to keep it like that. Next, 
meals…” 
 
Edward nodded. 
 
“I cook an evening meal at six sharp, so you have to tell me when you’ll be 
here to eat. That leaves just one other thing…” 
 
“What’s that?” asked Edward, unable to take his eyes from her breasts. 
 
“You can bring back whoever you like, but no overnight stays in my house! If 
you want to fuck, then you’ll just have to do it elsewhere!” 
 
At the word ‘fuck’ Edward almost started and sputtered into his tea.  
 
“Er, I don’t have a girlfriend at the moment,” he spluttered. 
 
“What you get up to doesn’t interest me,” said Edward’s Aunt. “Just don’t bring 
it to my house! Your mother told me that you’re a good boy, so make sure that 
I can say the same!” 
 
In Edward’s head, the vision of the Victorian Aunt came back to the fore and 
he wondered about the men who had answered her advert. His limited 
experience left a great many possibilities to the side but the idea of being over 
her knees was giving him an erection that was thankfully hidden under the 
table. 
 
“So, what are your plans?” she asked. 
 
“Tomorrow I meet my tutors,” he said, “then I’ll know…” 
 

***** 
 
Edward had imagined that somehow, in the first few days there would be a 
situation where he could triumphantly pull the tatter of paper from his wallet 
and find the other, secret, side of his Aunt. Weeks went by. He settled into his 
courses and lectures and she went to work every day and reappeared at six. 
It seemed to Edward that his fantasies were just dust in the wind. Once a week 
his duty was to tidy the house while she was out and every second evening or 



so, he told her that he would be there at the evening meal and sat down to 
chops or meatloaf. His fantasies faded and he found solace in the hidden 
cache of porn under the bottom drawer. 
 
Occasionally, when she was out of the house, he tested her bedroom door, 
but it was always locked and he wondered what she was hiding. The room 
became an obsession and he even went so far as to try to pick the lock, but 
then it occurred to him that he would never be able to re-lock it and she would 
know that Edward had been in her room. Once a week or so, Edward 
wandered around Soho and added to his collection and every night he pulled 
one or another of the magazines out.  
 
Edward had imagined that his Aunt would have a stream of men passing 
through the house, but her life seemed solitary in the extreme. Occasionally 
she mentioned other people, friends and colleagues, but of the woman who 
had placed the advert in a contact magazine, there was no sign. He started 
to doubt that it was Aunt Hannah in the advert, had he made a mistake? There 
was no way to tell and he found that it was a rarity now that he pulled the torn-
out contact-ad from his wallet and used to fuel his vivid imagination. 
 

***** 
 
One day, two months after he had moved in, Edward walked past Aunty 
Hannah’s bedroom and tested the door as he always did. The check had 
become habit, the handle always locked in position. This time it yielded 
suddenly in his hand and Edward realised that at last, his aunt had forgotten 
to lock the door.  
 
For a moment, he hesitated, there was no doubt that his intrusion was a breach 
of trust. Slowly he turned the handle and pushed. The door opened and he 
found that he was looking into her bedroom. Somehow, he had imagined that 
there would be something extraordinary in the room, but as he stood at the 
opening all he saw was a huge four-poster bed, normal furniture and a 
scattering of rugs on the floor.  He tiptoed into the room and peeped out of 
the window before moving around and looking for anything that could confirm 
Hannah as the depraved woman that was in on the contact advertisement. 
The room was almost obsessively tidy and he pulled a couple of drawers open 
to find clothes neatly folded in each one and a jewellery box full of ear rings, 
bangles and necklaces. 
 
His reaction was one of disappointment as he rifled through a few of the 
drawers to find nothing abnormal at all. Edward retreated from the bedroom, 
closed the door and stood in the hallway with a puzzled feeling before a 
thought came to him that there was a way that he could easily prove if his 
aunt was the woman who had placed the advert. Somehow, it had never 
occurred to him! If he answered the advert, then his letter would be forwarded 
on, and he was in a perfect position to check the post because it always came 



after Hannah had left the house. He was starting to doubt that Aunt Hannah 
was actually the woman that he had fixated on for the last months. If his letters 
were sent on from the magazine, the proof would be final… 
 
The only problem was… that he only had the tattered advert and no idea of 
the address to answer the personal ad! Sex shop by sex shop, Edward went 
from one end of Soho to the other. Hours later, he returned to Aunty Hannah’s 
house with a brown paper bag to inspect the magazine that he had found in 
a small shop behind Tottenham Court Road.  
 
Every day, Edward checked the post. Any letter that he sent had to have been 
placed into a new envelope for his aunt, but each day that passed brought 
no envelope that could possibly be from the contact magazine. For four weeks 
Edward waited, but without result. It seemed as if his entire fantasy was just 
that, just a fantasy.  
 
He had given already given up hope when a letter arrived for him, the address 
scrawled in an untidy hand. For a moment, he hesitated, this was not what he 
had been expecting! Where was the letter that he had sent Aunty Hannah? 
As his forefinger slid to open the letter, Edward felt almost weak with 
anticipation. If the woman whose advert he had answered was not Aunt 
Hannah… what then? 
 
Edward opened the envelope, he found that it contained the letter that he 
himself had posted. A black and white polaroid photo had been inserted that 
made Edward’s hands shake. Taken from close-up, the photo showed the 
hems of stockings on thighs, knickers stretched over a pussy that could just be 
made out under the lace. He turned the photo in his hand and rifled through 
the torn envelope, but there was no clue as to the sender. No contact details, 
nothing that gave a clue as to the sender. Just the photo, the sexy photo… 
 
With his heart beating, Edward went up to his room and reached for his box of 
tissues.  
 

***** 
 
Edward wrote again and posted the letter.  
 
For a week, he wanked over that photo, his magazines remaining with their 
pages unturned. It had become an obsession, that enigmatic reply to his letter. 
He spent hours consumed by the photo and finally decided that there was no 
way that his Aunt could be the person who had sent it to him.  
 
When the reply finally came, it was in the form of a small box. Carefully 
wrapped and then inserted into a large envelope from the magazine with his 
name in that familiar scrawl. His trembling hands untied the cord to find a small 
box. In his room, he opened the box, peeped inside and then withdrew a 



delicate pair of feminine knickers. As he held them up, a small note fluttered 
from the lace and he read the message. 
 
‘Wear these for me all the time!’ 
 
Edward’s mind was spinning. This was not at all the reply that he had expected. 
He had hoped for contact details, some place and time where he would meet 
the woman whose explicit photo was perpetually in his brain. Now she had 
sent him a pair of her knickers and an instruction.  
 
In the privacy of his bedroom, Edward undressed and hesitatingly tried on the 
silky knickers. His cock swelled like it had never swelled before, making it difficult 
to put them on, but the thought that ‘she’ had worn them made the five thrusts 
of his hand enough to spurt into the tissue in his left hand.  
 
He read the note again and felt a shudder. It would be interesting to follow her 
demand, but the thought of it made him nervous. Carefully he placed the 
black wisp of silk with his stash of porn and pushed the drawer back into place. 
Tonight, he would return and try them on again, but there was no way that he 
would wear them all of the time. 
 
He sat down at his desk and composed another letter to his mysterious partner. 
This time he did not ask for a way of contacting her, far better to allow her to 
decide the right moment, he decided.  
 
When the letter was sketched out to his satisfaction, Edward wrote a final copy 
neatly and slipped it into the envelope for posting. There was something so 
enticing about the strange relationship that he was building. He almost did not 
want to meet her, he just wanted to see how the next part of his adventure 
panned out. 
 

***** 
 
Every day was like a torment!  
 
Waiting for the next missive became an obsession. He waited in the hallway for 
the post to arrive day after day. Each day brought bills, letters from his parents 
and a host of leaflets, but no reply to his correspondence. At last, two weeks 
after he had started expecting his reply, a letter arrived with that familiar scrawl 
on the envelope. 
 
It was another box.  
 
Edward felt his belly turn with the pent-up anticipation and ran up to his room 
to open the envelope. His hands shook, rattling the contents, telling him that 
this time it was not another pair of knickers, but something hard that clattered 
in the package as he unwrapped it.  



 
The same string held the wrapping of the small box in the envelope and 
Edward imagined the hands that had knotted the cord. He opened the box 
and felt a shock as his hand lifted an old-fashioned razor from it. Metal and 
heavy, he looked at it puzzled before he looked back into the box to find 
another instruction inside.  
 
‘Use this!’ was written on the paper. 
 
Edward held up the safety razor and inspected it, wondering at the meaning 
of the instructions. There was no way that the woman who had sent it could 
know if he was clean shaven or not… he put it down on the desk and inspected 
the note again as if it could tell him more, but there was nothing else.  
 
‘What did she mean?’ he wondered. 
 
This was so strange, first the knickers and then a razor. What was going through 
his mysterious correspondent’s mind? His eyes turned down to the pile of 
magazines that were exposed and he saw the top one and suddenly knew 
what was expected of him. ‘Shaven Havens’. The photo of the girl on the front, 
naked to her very skin and the title of the magazine were enough to 
understand this latest instruction.  
 
Edward looked again at the razor. There was something stimulating in following 
these kinky instructions and he could not help but follow them. It would be 
interesting to see how the silk knickers felt after he had shaved himself… 
 

***** 
 
Two days later, another letter arrived for Edward.  
 
Two days in which he discovered that once shaven, he had to keep on shaving 
to avoid the prickling feeling between his legs. He also discovered that the soft 
almost ephemeral feel of silk on bare skin made every touch of finger or palm 
on his straining cock a delight. There was something so enticing about being 
so bare between his legs, something erotically feminine and sensual that all he 
could think about was what he had done at her command. 
 
Edward discovered something else as well. Something that was unforeseen 
and unexpected. Simply put, the only thing that did not irritate his shaven balls 
and cock was that pair of knickers. For the first time he put them on, pulled his 
jeans over them and went to his lectures with a hard on so powerful that he 
could scarcely sit still while the lecturer droned on about the forces that 
created crime and antisocial behaviour. When the lecture was over, Edward 
could not help himself. He slipped to the toilets and relieved the throbbing 
erection in just three strokes. 
 



This time there was no box.  
 
A fat envelope, padded with its contents that he tore open with impatient 
fingers. The envelope was tough and it took a minute to tear away the 
covering to get to the contents. For a moment, Edward thought that it was 
another pair of knickers, but when he pulled the soft nylon from the packet he 
realised that it was a pair of stockings.  
 
The seams were clenched with elastic, the colour a bronze-brown with thick 
seams running the length of them to the carefully tailored feet. As usual, there 
was a small note and Edward managed to catch it before it fluttered to the 
floor. 
 
‘Mine!’ was all the note said. 
 
A small ladder in the stockings betrayed the fact that they had already been 
worn. Edward held then up, he could sense a trace of feminine scent on them 
and knew that he could not resist the lure. It was only after he had filled a tissue 
that a thought occurred to him. It was so tempting an impulse that he could 
not resist and he pulled the stockings on to find that whoever the mysterious 
woman was, she had long legs because they fitted perfectly, ending just on 
his thighs.  
 
Of course, the hair on his legs was a problem, but then, he had a razor at 
hand… 
 

***** 
 
Edward wrote a reply. 
 
He carefully edited it before making the usual neat copy, trying to keep the 
trembling from his hand as he thanked her and announced that he would dare 
to wear the latest gift for the whole day. Satisfied with his letter, he posted it 
into the box at the end of the road and walked to the tube station with the 
feel of the stockings under his jeans making him feel elated. This was all so kinky 
and exciting! He sat on the seat in the train with a feeling of apprehension that 
somehow all the others travelling with him knew what was under his clothes. His 
mind started to wonder if any others had secrets like his and the whole day 
was spent in anxiety and enjoyment as he felt the tight elastic on his thighs, the 
smooth silk that slithered over his balls and the loose feel of sheer nylon of his 
shaved legs. 
 
That evening, at dinner, Edward sat with Aunt Hannah and smiled to himself at 
his bravery.  
 
If she knew what he was up to, she would be amazed!  



But, of course, there was no way that she could know and the thought made 
him glad that there was a table top between his lap and her eyes. After all, 
the erection that filled his pants was plain to see… 
 

***** 
 
Each week another letter arrived and Edward faithfully replied. 
 
More dessous for him to wear, replacements for the stockings that were 
laddered, a pair of silk bloomers that felt cool and comforting on his thighs, a 
garter belt that meant that he did not have to wear hold-ups but could enjoy 
the soft nylon of the several pairs of stockings that arrived in a package. 
 
Every day, Edward took a bath and carefully shaved before getting dressed in 
the latest underwear that arrived. Every day he threw a pair of his old pants 
into the washing basket in the bathroom without wearing them to deceive his 
aunt. Every day he found that he had to take himself in hand more often. The 
pile of magazines lay unused under the drawer to be matched by the new 
obsession of stockings, silk lacy knickers and garter belts that were neatly 
folded next to them. On top of the pile was the polaroid photo that had 
replaced every single piece of porn that he owned. 
 
At the arrival of every parcel or note, Edward faithfully wrote a reply. Each time 
he wondered if he would ever meet the woman who teased him so, but no 
hint of such an encounter was ever hinted at. No longer did Edward haunt the 
sex shops in Soho, there was no need! Every moment of his waking life was 
ensconced in nylon and lace; every sleep was haunted by visions of a woman 
that he had never even met or even seen at a distance. He learned to live with 
a constantly stiff cock, every moment consumed by the thought that somehow 
others could sense the clothes that lay under his street attire.  
 
Four pairs of nylons, five pairs of soft knickers and bloomers, two garter belts 
and a slim gold ankle chain that he wore constantly. Edward washed them all 
by hand when he was alone, folded them carefully and even tried to repair 
the runs that soon appeared in each pair. It was a month after the eighth letter 
from his secret mistress that Edward finally got up the courage to buy a pair of 
stockings for himself. He flushed red at the counter as he presented them and 
hid them in with his books as he travelled home to Aunty Hannah’s house with 
a guilty pleasure that brought new sensations of guilt and anticipation. 
 
When he arrived home, he found that a huge envelope was waiting for him 
on the hall table, the address written in that familiar hand.  
 
“It came for you this afternoon,” said his Aunt appeared from the kitchen. 
“Now come on in, I have dinner ready…” 
 



Edward brought the package into the kitchen and laid it to one side as 
Hannah laid the table. 
 
“Aren’t you going to open it?” she asked. 
 
“Er, later,” said Edward, blushing furiously. 
 
“A magazine?” 
 
Edward nodded and sat down as his aunt started filling the plates. 
 
“Well, if you don’t want to show me, then that’s OK,” she chuckled. “Just make 
sure that you don’t have anything sent here that could be a problem!” 
 
“Oh, it’s nothing like that,” said Edward. “Probably just the University 
magazine…” 
 
His aunt nodded and started to eat, while Edward cast a sideward glance at 
the package wondering what had been sent this time. At last the meal was 
over and Edward gritted his teeth and helped Hannah with the washing up. In 
the corner of his vision was the fat envelope and he longed to grab it and 
head to the privacy of his bedroom. 
 
He picked up the letter casually and headed for his room with slow steps. From 
the kitchen, he could hear the clatter of the dishes as his aunt put them away. 
The letter was a magazine, of that there was no doubt, it hung heavy in his 
sweaty hands as he breathed a sigh of relief and sat on the floor with his back 
blocking the door.  
 
Edward’s fingers opened the outer envelope to find the original package 
inside. He held his breath and pulled the magazine from its covering and took 
in the cover. A line drawing of a woman with a curling whip took up the cover 
and the outer edge was in black and white squares that made the whole 
production of the periodical seem almost crude. The title was in huge black 
letters, ‘Madames’ and his trembling hands opened it to find that this was no 
Playboy or Penthouse.  
 
The photos, such as they were, were grainy and had titles like ‘Mistress Mona’ 
and such-like. The text was small and badly typeset. He flicked the pages and 
then shook the magazine to release any note that came from his mysterious 
mistress, but there was none. With a small sense of disappointment, he flicked 
through the pages. A ‘letters’ page, a grouping of photos of an overweight 
mature woman wearing a corset in the centre pages and line drawings, some 
of which were quite crude while others were actually erotic. The whole 
magazine seemed almost amateur compared to the ones that he normally 
bought and something of a disappointment. 
 



On the last page, he noticed blue handwritten ink and read the latest missive 
from his unknown mistress. 
 
‘This is all that is allowed!’ 
 
He pondered for a moment and looked at the several inches of magazines 
that made up his porn stash. How could she think that this rag could replace 
all of that? Edward opened the copy of ‘Madames’ at the first page to be 
confronted by an editorial under the heading ‘Mistress Candida writes’.  
 
He started to read. 
 
An hour later, Edward had read the whole magazine. It was like nothing that 
he had ever seen before. Strange stories about men who served women and 
women who played with their men. It brought a whole new perspective to the 
young man that took it all in and he started to realise what exactly was meant 
by the word ‘Domme’ in the advertisement. This was an outlandish world of 
fantasy and almost believable immorality, but when he finally laid the 
magazine to one side, he realised that the four filled tissues on the carpet 
showed that he was falling under its spell. 
 
The next day, on the way to the college, Edward dumped his entire stash of 
porn in a bin far away from Aunty Hannah’s house. For the first time in weeks 
he wandered through Soho on the look-out for more copies of ‘Madames’. By 
the time that he left the West End of London he had three more copies in a 
bag and best of all, he now knew where to find a shop that was filled with walls 
full of the magazine that had been chosen for him. 
 
Just behind Foyles, in Greek Street, was a shop that he had never visited 
before. Now it was clearly the only destination that he needed. It would take 
a few visits to build up his collection. 
 

***** 
 
There was no help for it.  
 
The semester was at an end and Edward wrote to his unseen mistress that she 
should not send anything to him until he wrote to her again in September. A 
whole sport’s bag full of copies of ‘Madames’ and all the dessous that had 
become his everyday wear hung heavily. He guarded it on the train, never 
daring to let it out of his sight until at last he had returned to his parents’ house 
and was safely back in his own room. 
 
The next few weeks seemed like torture.  
 
Edward dared not wear all the stockings and knickers for fear of detection. His 
copies of ‘Madames’ lay hidden in a sealed package under the wardrobe 



and Edward tried to live the next few weeks without being tempted to enter 
his fantasy world. Half way through the six weeks before his return to London 
for the second year at Brunel, Edward struggled with his thoughts and 
addictions.  
 
He discovered that when he met up with his old friends and their tales of the 
girls that they had found at university held no interest. He lied that he had a 
girlfriend, lied that the was no longer a virgin, lied about the spliffs that he had 
smoked and the concerts that he had been to. Edward lied and lied and was 
glad that at last he was on the train back to his Aunt’s house. 
 
Now, there was just one overwhelming fear! 
 
What if his pen-pal mistress had sent something and his aunt had opened it? 
The thought obsessed him the whole way to London, it stalked his mind through 
the suburban streets until he arrived at the house marked by the weeping 
willow and it filled him with fear as he unlocked the door and entered.  
 
The house was empty and Edward headed for his room in a hurry. He pulled 
out the drawer and hid everything from the sport’s bag before heading for the 
bathroom. Life could begin once more, fully shaved he could once again be 
at the beck and call of his strange lover.  
 
The shower was exquisite, the razor swept away six weeks of hair and once 
again he was the totally naked good little boy that was required before he 
wrote the letter that was fully written in his mind. 
 
The letter that would place him once more in her power. 
 
Edward opened the magazine. The quality of the text was as before. The 
pathetic art work on the pages and the unattractive models in their boots and 
unappealing poses stared back at Edward, but somehow the pause in his 
fixation had caused a dislocation in his mind. He sucked in the stories, the letters 
and the captioned cartoons with new eyes that squeezed every drop of 
questioning from his mind and every drop of semen from his cock. 
 
As Edward slipped the stockings on, tucked his balls into the lace of his knickers, 
he knew that he had come home. 
 

***** 
 
A letter! 
 
Not a package, not a box, no magazine.  
 



This time, it was a letter with his name in that scrawling handwriting. It had been 
two weeks since he had written his announcement of arrival and the wait had 
been excruciating.  
 
Edward opened the letter and found a small note. A single question that 
announced that the relationship, that had so far been distant and one-sided, 
was about to take another turn. 
 
‘Are you ready to obey?’ 
 
Edward sat back against the door of his bedroom and held the slip in his hand. 
This was the first time that there had been a question. His hand trembled as he 
reread the letter. The first time that a reply had been demanded. Of course, 
there was just one possible reply and it took moments for Edward to write it. He 
somehow knew that if he denied this, that it would all be over. Since that first 
letter he had hoped for something like this. Now that it had arrived to his hand 
he felt a dread of what might happen next. 
 
As he posted the single word reply through the maw of the post box he felt 
sheer trepidation. A pit in his stomach. For a year, Edward had been a willing 
puppet on her string, but it had been at a remote distance. Somehow safe 
and secure. Now he knew that they would meet and the whole relationship 
would change.  
 
It was only a week before the letter arrived. Edward dared not open it. It lay 
on the top of his stockings for two days before he finally got up the courage to 
read it. Sitting in bed, wearing just her knickers and the laddered first pair of 
stockings, his nervous fingers tore open the envelope to see what reply had 
arrived for him.  
 
The letter unfolded in his hands and he scanned the three words trying to make 
sense of them. 
 
‘Truth or dare?’ 
 
Edward had expected an address. A time, a place where she would see him. 
The three words on the paper were nothing more than a challenge that he 
thought that he understood. ‘Truth’ meant meeting her, ‘dare’ some 
punishment for trying to avoid that moment. He pondered what ‘dare’ she 
might impose, but he knew that if he did not follow her instructions, he would 
lose her. On the other hand, he almost did not want to meet the woman who 
teased him. The fantasy would be replaced by reality and he was fearful that 
the sheer pleasure of remote obedience would be lost to be replaced by… 
something else that he would regret! The unknown woman who was now 
sending her orders had placed him in a quandary. A longing and terror of the 
consequences mixed in equal parts.  
 



For two days, Edward hesitated.  
 
He wrote two letters. One with each possible answer and went to the familiar 
post box to post one of them. The address on each had been printed using 
one of the college computer printers so that he could not tell them apart. 
Edward had decided to put his fate in the hands of providence. Which reply 
was which he had no idea. He stood at the post box and looked at the two 
letters.  
 
Finally, after a pause of five minutes, one slipped through the slot and the other 
he tore up without reading and tossed the paper shreds into the waste bin by 
the post box.  
 
All he had to do now was wait for the reply. 
 

***** 
 
In the next week, Edward felt a thrilling tension like never before. Every pull of 
the stocking-tops on his thighs under his jeans seemed more exciting than the 
last. There was something so provocative about what he had done by leaving 
the decision to chance. All he could do now was wait for the next contact. 
 
The letter that arrived almost made him sick with anxiety.  
 
What did it hold? 
 
This time he could not wait. Edward opened the letter on the train into the city 
centre. He peeped inside to see a note and bent the envelope to read it 
without letting the people on either side see what he was reading. 
 
‘Thursday at Midnight, be ready.’ 
 
Edward read the note again. Thursday? Which Thursday? Tomorrow or the 
week after or the week after that? Where should he be and what was meant 
by ‘ready’? All day at his lectures and then the session with the tutor his mind 
went over the possibilities. Clearly, he had sent the ‘truth’ note to her and this 
was her reply. How would she contact him? After all, all letters were through 
the intermediary of the magazine, just as he did not know who or where she 
was, neither did she!  
 
Just one thing they both knew about each other… both were in London. The 
postmarks had betrayed that clearly. Otherwise, nothing! 
 
Edward thought about ‘ready’. At least that was clear… 
 
The next evening, at eleven O’clock, Edward slipped off his jeans and T shirt 
and stood indecisive. Midnight… There was an hour to go. He peeped out 



between the curtains as if he expected an arrival and realised that Hannah 
would not be at all happy if someone turned up at midnight to visit him… 
 
The hour passed so slowly. 
 
He read a couple of well-worn copies of ‘Madames’ to pass the time, but with 
great self-control he did not allow his hands even near his rigid cock. He sat on 
the bed and flicked through them, taking in the drawings and his favourite 
letters and reading again a short story that was spread through several issues. 
His eyes slid to the small bedside clock again and again until at last, at five 
minutes to midnight, he put the magazines back into their hiding place and 
closed the drawer. 
 
The red second-hand on the clock transfixed him. It clicked the last two 
minutes away until only ten seconds remained.  
 
Edward sat mesmerized as the had moved. 
 
At exactly midnight he sat in total stillness and wondered what was supposed 
to happen. 
 

***** 
 
The key from the lock fell to the carpet and the scrape of another key in the 
lock shattered the stillness. The handle turned and the door opened with a slow 
sweep. 
 
Edward felt all his blood rush to his cheeks.  
 
He tried to move, but somehow, he was hypnotised as he saw his aunt standing 
in the open doorway. The knitted dress, the high heels and the bamboo cane 
flexing in both hands. Her expression was severe, her lips pressed to a single line 
of bright red lipstick.  
 
She took a step into the room and closed the door behind her softly before 
turning to face Edward again, his face red, his hands trembling as the 
revelation took him making his mouth gape and a sudden realisation 
overwhelm his senses. For months, he had believed that his mystery woman 
was at a distance and suddenly it was his Aunt after all who had controlled 
him from the shadows.  
 
The cane in her hand pointed at the floor by her feet. 
 
“Kneel,” she said in a flat tone. 
 
Suddenly self-conscious in his stockings with his rigid cock pushing through the 
leg of the lacy knickers, Edward found that he could not move. If it had not 



been for the cane in her hand, he would not have taken her for his unseen 
mistress. Now he realised that she had been playing with him for a whole year. 
Writing letters, playing with him like a pet, enjoying her deception and moving 
him to a place where she could take him in hand. 
 
“Kneel!” 
 
The order was clear and Edward had no option but to obey. He slid from the 
bed and knelt at her feet, not daring to look up at her. 
 
“That’s a good boy,” she said. 
 
There was the hint of a smile on her lips as she walked around him, inspecting 
him and tapping the end of the bamboo cane on the carpet as she did so.  
 
“So, a surprise for my faithful little pen-pal?” she asked. 
 
Edward nodded and kept his gaze fixed on her shoes. His cock stood from his 
lap, a strange partner to the silken knickers and the stockings on his thighs. 
 
“I did not know… know that it was you!” 
 
“Of course, you didn’t, but you obeyed anyway, dear!” she replied. 
 
Edward looked up at his Aunt, her sly smile showing that she understood every 
thought in his mind. Now that she had revealed herself, he put the pieces 
together in a rush of realisation. Of course, she had used a post-box for her 
address to the contact magazine. How could he ever be so naïve to think that 
his letters to her would arrive at her house? A blush of embarrassment spread 
over his face and he hung his head. 
 
“Before we can begin,” she continued, “we need to sort out a few things first. 
After that you will find out what happens if you disobey me and then you will 
find out what it is that I demand of all of my followers.” 
 
Aunt Hannah bent down.  
 
Edward could see the seams on her stockings over her rounded calves. The 
high heels that pressed into the soft carpet and the base of the cane close by. 
Her hand pulled out the drawer to reveal what was hidden beneath. 
 
“You will put these in the drawers, ready for use from now on. There are a few 
other things that you will also put with them to make the collection complete. 
From now on, you will be dressed as I order, for my personal pleasure. I like my 
little boys to be dressed the way that I like!”” 
 



Aunt Hannah straightened and moved to stand before her victim. A hand 
came from on high and lifted his face to look up at her. Edward saw the tight 
dress over her breasts and then looked into her eyes and she smiled. 
 
“You really are such a naughty boy. Porn and wanking, that’s not allowed from 
now on! Instead you will be a good boy for me and keep me satisfied. If you 
are well-behaved there will be small rewards for you, that I shall decide. Every 
night you will have a little extra homework and then I may decide that I need 
you to attend to me. If I ever catch you wanking I shall use this most severely!” 
 
The cane jumped in her hand and thwacked the bed with a smack. 
 
“Do you understand?” 
 
“Yes, Aunt Hannah.” 
 
“Well, what are you waiting for?” 
 
The cane hit the coverlet again and Edward crawled to move the copies of 
‘Madames’ and his stockings and knickers into the drawers. 
 
“Nice and neat,” she said as she stood over him. “The rest will be given to you 
tomorrow.” 
 
“You wrote all the letters?” 
 
Somehow, Edward needed a final confirmation and her answer was a sharp 
laugh as she put her feet wide apart, stretching the dress over her thighs and 
belly. 
 
“All of them! Stand up and let me inspect you,” she said. 
 
Edward climbed to his feet and stood self-consciously as his Aunt walked 
around him. 
 
“The seams are not straight, we need to get a nice pair of shoes and a corset 
would not go amiss, my dear. You have a bit of a figure and we must make 
the most of it…” 
 
Her hand dropped and grasped his thrusting cock. It was the first time that 
Edward had ever been touched by a woman and his cock erupted and 
spurted come over her hand and wrist. 
 
“My, my, you are so eager…” 
 
“Yes Aunty. Please, I can’t help it…” 
 



“Of course, you can’t,” she chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’ll soon have that nice 
fat cock trained and ready as my plaything!” 
 
Aunt Hannah wiped her hand on Edward’s stockings with a small gesture and 
put a damp finger under his chin to lift his face to look into hers.  
 
“Now you will learn what happens if I am displeased with you,” she said slowly, 
as if to a child. “Two strokes of the cane and then off to bed.” 
 
Her finger moved and she sat on the bed and pointed at her thighs.  
 
“Over you go, little nephew and don’t make a fuss of it. You need to know 
what happens if you are naughty.” 
 
Edward felt her waiting and awkwardly managed to drape himself over her 
knees. He felt her hands on his almost naked ass, smoothing the knickers and 
then probing a little and Edward squirmed at the touch. 
 
“There is a lot for you to learn,” came her voice from above. “Every inch needs 
to be smooth and shaved like a little girl and that includes here!” 
 
Edward’s aunt’s finger pressed into the cleft of his ass and he squirmed again 
until a firm hand slapped at the cheek of his ass.   
 
“Now then, take your punishment like a good boy…” 
 
The first stroke was sudden and stung. Edward yelped and almost slid from her 
knees, but a hand reached around his waist and held him in position. 
 
“That’s good, now then, properly!” 
 
The second cut of the cane was much harder. It crossed the backs of his legs 
and Edward squealed in pain. For a moment, his feet left the floor and then he 
could feel the sharp throbbing and the gentle touch of her fingers on the welts. 
 
“From now on, five strokes for disobedience, that’s the rule. Don’t test me, you 
really don’t want to make me angry!” 
 
Edward felt her hand on his ass again. It reached between his thighs and the 
fingers closed on his smooth balls making him gasp. He dared not move, her 
grip held him in position while her other hand dropped the cane and slapped 
at the inside of his thighs. 
 
“Open wide, little boy,” she said and he tried to relax. 
 
“That’s good, now let’s see if you have enough stamina to show how much 
your Aunty Hannah turns you on!” 



With one hand on his balls, the other took Edward’s flaccid cock under control 
and slowly massaged it. Edward opened his thighs at her touch and felt a 
stiffening. Her hand massaged him, it ran the length from tip to root and slowly 
pulled his cock to point back between his thighs. 
 
“This is the way that you are allowed to come,” she said with a small laugh. 
“Over my knees after a caning with your thighs open like the little slut that you 
are going to be for me.” 
 
Edward groaned. The grip on his balls tightened and a conflicting discomfort 
and gratification caused him to spread his legs for his Aunt’s attentions. Her 
hand moved up the length of him and then swept back in sudden jerks. It lifted 
his cock while the fingers that explored and tormented his balls pressed ever 
tighter making Edward cry out in distress. 
 
“That’s right! Aunty will make you cry as you come for her,” said Aunt Hannah’s 
voice. “No pleasure without a little discomfort, that’s the rule in Aunty Hannah’s 
house!” 
 
A few more strokes and Edward almost wept with the conflict inside him. This 
was so different from his own self-administered pleasures. The hands controlled 
him, made him wince and thrust down with his hips; caused tears to come to 
his eyes as a mounting climax was administered with impassionate precision. 
Now his cock was so swollen and tender that every stroke was almost a torture. 
Pulled so tight, stretched to his limit, the strong hand bit its nails into the shaft 
and he shrieked as he erupted and spurted in rush after rush as the hands on 
his balls squeezed every drop from him. 
 
“Well done,” she said. “Now you know about the punishments and pleasures 
that I decide on for you. All you have to do is to learn what I need from you!” 
 
Her hand slapped his sore ass and she eased him from her knee. 
 
“Take a shower and then off to bed. Tomorrow I shall begin to train you how 
your aunty can be satisfied. If you do well at you lessons then perhaps, just 
perhaps, I may allow you a little pleasure to balance out your good 
behaviour!” 
 
Edward almost fell to his knees from Aunt Hannah’s lap. He crawled a moment 
feeling the come drip from his thighs as his trembling legs straightened and he 
kneeled with panting gasps at her feet. 
 
“What do you say?” 
 
“Thank you, Aunty.” 
 

***** 



Edward woke in his bed and stared at the ceiling. There was an ache in his 
thighs, the dull throb of the cane on his behind and thighs informed him that 
last night had not been a dream. He slipped from the bed to find that stockings 
and knickers had been laid out for him and he opened the top drawer of the 
chest of drawers to find that it was full of items that he had never seen before.  
 
His hands lifted a corset from the top of the pile and held it up. Elastic material 
with clips dangling for stockings, Edward shook his head and tried to imagine 
doing up the double row of hooks and how it would feel.  
 
He closed the drawer and opened his door carefully. 
 
Everything was quiet in the house and he crept downstairs listening for his Aunt. 
The stockings on his legs felt almost strange. For months, he had been wearing 
them but suddenly the pull of them, the slithering between his thighs was so 
very intense. His hands closed over his cock and he peeped into the kitchen. 
A pepper mill stood on the table and an envelope was propped up against it 
with Edward’s name written in block capitals. 
 
His hands opened the note and he read, ‘Be here at six.’  
 
He stood, suddenly aware of his clothing. Never before had he been out of his 
room dressed only in Aunty Hannah’s stockings and the sensation was so 
strange. He looked down at the stalk that stood between his thighs and longed 
to rush back to his room to relieve himself, but his Auntie’s words came back 
and he decided that it would be best to obey.  
 
Somehow, Aunty would know. 
 
He was in her world now and the tension and thrill of it was starting to tempt 
him. Those hard hands that had brutally milked every drop from him as he lay 
over her knee. The nail marks that still scored the tender skin, it was all so real 
and Edward dared not test that cane again on his rear. 
 
Edward remembered her words last night and decided that when he took his 
shower he would do the thorough job of shaving that she had demanded. By 
the time that he left the house, the student was starting to think about what 
might happen tonight. The thought excited and repelled and he realised that 
he was actually scared of what she would do to him. 
 
The day passed.  
 
Two lectures, on at midday, the other in the afternoon. Edward’s thoughts were 
full of that corset in the drawer and the intense feeling as he had climaxed as 
never before. At last he had not been alone when it happened and he could 
not deny that the feeling had been amazing. Out of his control, this was what 
real sex felt like! 



He opened the front door of the house and stepped into the hallway to find 
that Aunt Hannah was waiting for him. Once again, she wore the knitted dress, 
but this time there was clearly no bra underneath. No stockings on her bare 
legs and red heels on her feet. In her hands was the cane, flexing as she spoke. 
 
“When you come into my house, you will immediately get undressed, get 
showered and then present yourself for my instructions. You will be home by 
seven every night without fail and never fail to wear stockings and knickers 
when you go out.” 
 
“Aunty Hannah?” 
 
A smile crossed her face. 
 
“Please…” 
 
His words failed him and the plea turned to a mumble. 
 
“Speak up, boy!” 
 
“Can we do again what happened last night? Please.” 
 
“Perhaps! Let’s see how well you learn and then we’ll see!” 
 
“Thank you, Aunty Hannah.” 
 
“Off you pop. Get ready for me and put on what you find laid out on the bed. 
When you are ready, I expect you to present yourself in down here and then 
we’ll see if we can mix a little reward with the tasks that I have in mind.” 
 
“Thank you, Aunty Hannah.” 
 
He mumbled the thanks and hurried up the stairs with his heart in his mouth. 
When he had arrived over a year ago, his Aunt had seemed to be a plain 
mature woman who was something of a spinster, now she was almost the very 
embodiment of sex, a lure to Edward’s fevered mind that made him shiver with 
a craving. He would do anything to see her naked, to touch her skin, to be 
allowed to serve her. 
 
Everything had changed. 
 
The shower was a matter of moments; he had already carefully shaved himself 
in the morning and the blade swept easily over his skin under the rushing water. 
He wrapped himself in a large bath-towel and it was only on the way to his 
bedroom that he realised that there was no point at all to the towel! On his 
bed were laid out the clothes that his Aunt had chosen for him. New stockings, 



fishnets in bronze, and the corset that he had found in the top drawer that 
morning. 
 
The corset proved to be even trickier than he had anticipated, until he realised 
that the best way to put it on was to face it backwards, do up the two rows of 
hooks, tuck in the overlap under the hooks and pull it around until the hooks 
were at the back. It clenched him tight, a feeling of secure tightness that gave 
him a thrill. He checked under the stockings and it was then that he realised 
that his Aunt had forgotten to put out a pair of knickers. Edward was half way 
to the chest of drawers when he suddenly realised that she might not have 
forgotten and stood indecisive before returning to the bed and sitting down to 
pull on the stockings.  
 
They were seamless, just tubes of wide mesh that had the effect of deceiving 
the eye to make his legs looks soft and curvy. It took a few moments of struggle 
to pull down the corset low enough for the clasps to engage the top of the 
stockings, but after that it was easy to attach the twelve clasps and stand. He 
worked the corset a little lower as the stockings were stretched too much and 
then stood in front of the mirror to see the effect. He did look a little odd, he 
had to admit. A peculiar feminine-masculine look that was neither one nor the 
other.  
 
As Edward headed down the stairs to the kitchen he swallowed in anticipation, 
his cheeks flushed red and suddenly a shyness overcame him that caused him 
to pause in the hallway. He pretended to himself that he was adjusting the 
stocking tops, but really, he was nervous to face his Aunt.  
 
“Are you ready?” came her voice from the kitchen and he gulped and then 
opened the door to walk into the kitchen. 
 
As he stepped forward he suddenly realised that Aunty Hannah was not alone 
in the room! There were two other women who stood with glasses of sherry in 
their hands and Edward suddenly moved his hands to cover his massive 
erection and turn to run. 
 
“Don’t be shy, little boy,” said one of the women with a laugh, but through her 
chuckle Aunt Hannah’s voice cut like a knife. 
 
“In here now, boy! Let’s see how you look!” 
 
Edward hesitated at the doorway and then turned slowly to find that all three 
were laughing at his embarrassment with his Aunt laughing the loudest.  
 
“What a sweet little boy your nephew is,” said the woman who had already 
spoken. “He seems a little shy, though!” 
 
“Hands up above the waistline,” ordered Edward’s Aunt. 



Reluctantly, he lifted his hands and his cock dropped and wobbled. It was so 
stiff that it almost hurt him, a flush shading all his skin from the top of the corset 
to his face.  
 
“Ooh, what a nice thick cock for your Aunty,” said the second woman as she 
cast a sly sideways glance at Hannah. “I’ll bet that she’s longing to slide her 
fingers the length of it!” 
 
“This is Tracy,” said Aunt Hannah as she introduced the woman who had just 
spoken. “She can be a little crude, but you’ll get used to it. I think that you’ve 
already met Aunty Judith!” 
 
Edward had not seen his youngest Aunt for years, the black sheep of the three 
sisters and almost young enough to be a sister.  
 
“Well, I think that Edward looks like a really cute little slut,” she giggled. “I’d 
never have imagined that he was a girly little transvestite! Sis will not be amused 
when we tell her.” 
 
“Don’t worry, darling,” said Aunt Hannah. “There’s no reason to tell your mum 
if you are a good little boy for us.” 
 
“I really think that we should tell her,” said Judith maliciously. “Mummy’s little 
boy all dressed up and ready to be fucked like a girly. I’ll bet that Edward’s 
girlfriend would love to see him like this.” 
 
“This little boy hasn’t got a girlfriend, has he?” Hannah directed the question 
at Edward with a laugh. “Maybe he’s looking for a nice man to take his 
virginity!” 
 
Edward shook his head and stared at the floor. Despite the fun and humiliation 
his cock stood rigid from under the corset. His hands were clenched behind his 
back and tears welled in his eyes as Tracy joined in the fun. 
 
“Sweet nineteen and never been fucked! Hannah, he’s so perfect for us…” 
 
“Maybe he can’t come at all like a man,” said Judith. “What a little pervert… 
in Auntie’s stolen stockings! What he needs is a lesson in discipline to teach him 
not to go rooting through the wash-basket sniffing all the knickers!” 
 
“You’re right, I think that it’s time that this little girly is properly punished,” said 
Aunt Hannah in a serious tone. “Standing there with his little pee-pee all stiff 
and wanting to be touched. What do you think girls?” 
 
“The cane,” said Aunt Judith. “Two strokes over my knee and then that little 
performance you promised us, Hannah. This is so much fun!” 
 



Edward could feel his knees almost give way. A tear splashed from his cheek 
and he was almost at the point of bursting into tears with the humiliation. He 
longed to be able to turn and run up the stairs to his room, lock himself in and 
hide from the three women who were taking so much pleasure in making him 
cry.  
 
“I’ll go and get her, she’s ready!” said Aunt Hannah as she stood. “I think that 
it’s time that he lost his virginity and I know just the girl to take it!” 
 
All three women started to laugh uproariously. 
 
‘Another one,’ thought Edward desperately, ‘How many of them are there?’ 
 
Hannah left the room leaving him alone with Tracy and Aunty Judith. He could 
almost feel his heartbeat in his ears with the terror as Tracy stood and stepped 
over to him. 
 
“Come on now, dear,” she said. “It’s not that bad, soon you’ll show us what 
you can do to please a woman and then if you’re a good little girly maybe 
you can tell us what you are going to do to stop your Aunty here telling your 
Mummy what a degenerate little pervert you are!” 
 
“Please, please, Aunty Judith, don’t tell her…” begged Edward. 
 
“We’ll see…” 
 
Her hand lifted his face to look into her eyes and she licked her lips as she 
savoured Edward’s horror with a small grin. 
 
“You see, you know Aunty Hannah’s little secret, don’t you? We don’t want 
you blurting it out do we, because it’s our little dirty secret! So, what’s the best 
way to make sure that you keep your lips sealed?” 
 
“I promise that I won’t tell…” blurted Edward. “Really, I won’t. I haven’t told 
anyone at all about the advert!” 
 
“That’s a good boy,” whispered Aunty Judith. “But, how can we know that 
you’ll never tell anyone?” 
 
“I don’t know,” answered Edward, the tears rolling down his cheeks. “Please, I 
can promise, really I would never say a word.” 
 
He felt a hand on his cock, brushing it lightly as it slipped underneath and 
cupped his balls in a fierce grip. 
 
“Can we trust you?” 
 



In the background, Tracy started to giggle and then said, “I don’t think that he 
can be trusted. I mean, look at the little tranny, how can he manage to keep 
his mouth shut?” 
 
Edward looked at Tracy and then at the floor. The hand between his thighs 
gripped tighter and he winced and shifted slightly to avoid squealing. 
 
“Answer the lady,” ordered Aunt Judith.  
 
“I would never tell; I would do anything to prove that I would keep my promise.” 
 
Nails scratched the tender skin behind his balls and Edward cringed and tried 
to smile reassuringly. 
 
“Oh, do you think that that is good enough, Tracy?” 
 
“We’ll just have to hope,” laughed the other woman. “Perhaps if sissy here had 
his own little secret that only we knew, perhaps that would help?” 
 
“My thoughts exactly,” said Aunt Judith. “That’s what we’re going to do!” 
 
Edward heard his Aunt Hannah enter the room. He longed to look around to 
see whom she was bringing in with her, but he dared not move with the claws 
that were gripping his balls. Aunt Judith and Tracy started to laugh and 
Hannah’s voice joined in. 
 
“What a sweet little girl,” said Tracy. “How lucky our little tranny is, to lose his 
virginity to such a willing slut! 
 
Aunty Judith pulled her hand from his balls and Edward looked around. His 
Aunt Hannah stood legs apart with a cane bending in her hands and on the 
floor lay the girl that the three witches had found for him. 
 
Inflated fully, a gross PVC dolly with a startled open-mouthed expression. A 
three-dimensional form that barely mimicked the shape of a female. Her arms 
and legs jutted at awkward angles, her eyes always open. 
 
Edward looked in his Auntie’s eyes and she stared back with a harsh expression. 
His vision slipped down between her feet at the inert form that awaited him 
and he could feel his cock shrivel with shame and degradation. The cane bent 
in her hands and her words chilled him. 
 
“From now on, you are going to keep your new girlfriend satisfied three times 
a day,” she said. “If you are a good boy, then perhaps you’ll be allowed to 
dress her up nicely! Now look smart, she’s waiting for her first fuck.” 
 



Edward kneeled. He looked up at the Aunts that stood over him, the chuckles 
of the three women rattling in his ears. His prick had wilted and he desperately 
wanted to take it in his hand, but knew that the cane in his Aunt’s hand was 
just waiting for such a misstep. He knew that there was no way that he was 
hard enough and he started to sob. 
 
“That’s so sweet,” said Aunty Judith. “I think that he loves her…” 
 
The warm soft vinyl under him gave and Edward could feel the blow-up doll 
being squashed by his weight. He tried to line himself up, but he had lost his 
firmness and could not find the tight opening between the doll’s thighs. The 
point of the cane touched his back and ran the length of his spine. All he could 
see was that surprised mouth and the deep hole that filled the doll’s head.  
 
“I think that sissy needs a little help,” laughed Tracy. “Suddenly he’s gone all 
shy!” 
 
The feet on either side of Edward and his PVC lover stepped back a little and 
the cane swept down onto the cheeks of his ass making him jump and shriek. 
 
“Give her a little kiss,” said Aunt Judith, her laugher almost making her words 
impossible to understand. “Foreplay, that’s the way to do it!” 
 
Edward kissed the doll’s face on the lips and almost gagged. The smell of the 
plastic was almost like soap, it filled his senses and he knew that he could never 
get hard enough to perform for the women who tormented him.  
 
A touch. 
 
A hand was brushing over the cheeks of his ass. A finger ran the length of the 
cleft lightly and touched his balls. Then it moved back, slowly sinking into him 
until it reached his back. Another hand, strong and firm slapped one cheek 
and then moved to that cleft. Fingers probed and slipped deep. The edge of 
a nail touched the clenched the bump of his ass-hole while fingers held him 
open and Edward realised that the stimulus was bringing back his erection. He 
could feel the stiffening, trapped between the thighs of his vinyl lover. 
 
“Sissies like being fucked,” said Tracy’s voice from far away.  
 
The finger pushed slowly into him and Edward gasped. He had never even 
imagined something like this. It probed deep inside him and a hand reached 
between his thighs and took his stiffening prick in hand to guide it to the dry lips 
of the doll’s cunt. Edward could not help himself, he pushed home to feel a 
strange grip on him from the doll. It seemed as if his weight was making her 
tighter and every thrust just tightened the doll’s grip on him as she slid home 
while the finger in his ass moved and drove him to thrust harder. 
 



“Tell her you love her!” 
 
Aunty Hannah’s words seemed to come from on high. Edward moved his lips, 
but no sound came. He had to come, he had to fuck. The urge was so intense 
that his hips moved ever more rapidly up and down as the finger withdrew and 
the cane swept down to punish him for his gratification. 
 
No pleasure without pain… 
 
Those had been Aunt Hannah’s words to him, her promise to make him suffer 
for every moment of relief. As he thrust, as Edward fucked, the cane was plied 
with ever increasing severity. Each stroke another welt, another scarlet line on 
thighs and buttocks. Each stroke another thrust into the doll as Edward 
sweated and did his best to please her. 
 
“I can’t hear you!” 
 
His mind whirled, he was on the very cusp of climax, the doll’s lips seemed to 
move in silent spoken words before his staring eyes, moving in sympathy as he 
crushed her with his weight. 
 
“I love you,” he yelped as the cane crossed his thighs with a stinging stroke. His 
cock thrust home and he came. A flood of pent-up need released as the 
women who had him in their claws laughed and revelled in their control. 
 
There was one last stroke of the cane. 
 
Almost an afterthought as his thighs clenched with the shudders of post-
orgasmic stress. It swished down and punctuated the loss of his virginity with a 
final full-stop, causing him to scream a thin scream of agony. 
 
Edward lay there.  
 
He slumped on the doll who squirmed under him, his cock slowly shrivelling from 
her sopping cunt. Her expression was still one of shock and helpless willingness 
to fuck. Her eyes open and bright blue, her cheeks rose-pink, soft plastic that 
was warm to the touch. In the background, Edward could hear the chuckles 
and chatter of his two Aunts and their intimate friend.  
 
He lifted his thighs and looked back at them.  
 
The cane had been carelessly tossed on the table. The bulky form of a Polaroid 
camera close by and the three malevolent women who inspected their trove 
of photos and tried to decide which picture was most suitable for the words 
that they had chosen for his advert in the contact magazine. 
 



Domme seeking G/B Dom partner. Her 
sissy trans slave needs rigorous 
supervision! AS. ATM. BDSM. PM. RR. No 
fees, only genuine lifestyle doms need 
apply. 
 

Aunty Hannah was looking for a new partner… 
 

The End 
  


