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Femdom Fantasy
Also by Lana Ellis




Femdom Fantasy
“My rules are simple,” the final email from Mistress Cassandra had said, “once you enter my studio, both you and your husband are to obey my commands and do precisely what I say, when I say it. There is no safeword; this is why I have taken care to discuss the particulars of your desires in advance.



“You are to arrive at 9pm prompt to the attached location. You are to be wearing suitable attire, an example of which is also attached, beneath a long belted coat for travelling in. Your husband’s clothing doesn’t matter on this occasion, as he will not be retaining it.



“Given the opportunities previously, I trust that you have no further questions at this stage. Therefore, I look forward to educating you on Thursday. 


Cassandra ” 


------------------- 


Lilly had contacted Mistress Cassandra with a rather unusual request, so to speak. Of course, Lilly imagined that a majority of the enquiries a “professional domina”, as her website had described her, were at least partially unusual. But Mistress Cassandra had taken a special interest in Lilly’s email. 


Some time ago and after more than a few drinks, Lilly’s husband Mike had confessed that he wanted Lilly to take a more dominant role in the bedroom. At first, she didn’t know what he meant. 


It took some prompting for him to open up more and reveal that what he really wanted was for Lilly to ‘dominate him’, in his words. In her mind, Lilly pictured herself in some manner of PVC uniform barking orders and standing on his chest in heels. 


To say the least, she didn’t understand what was appealing about it to Mike. They had been married for five years and had never really ventured out of their comfort zone during that time. To say it was a surprise would be an understatement. 


Mike had always affectionately referred to her as ‘petite’ when Lilly called herself ‘small’. She stood almost a full foot shorter than him and was slim and slight. She certainly wouldn’t be able to overpower Mike. 


Matters weren’t helped by the fact that Mike himself didn’t seem entirely sure what he meant when he said it. He had kept trying to play it off as a joke until, finally, he relented and explained that he loved Lilly and that, while it was a sex thing, it wasn’t ‘perverse’. He went on to say that the idea of being made to be an object for her gratification turned him on. 


Lilly was taken aback, sure. But she was also intrigued. She had to admit, she was curious at the concept. She asked Mike to find some pictures he liked and send them to her, alongside her own research. 


A couple of days later, he sent her a small collection of photos which were a lot more tasteful than she expected. The main theme was, of course, women controlling men. Holding them by the throat or balls, grabbing their hair and pulling them into their sex or straddling their faces and, on the more extreme end, penetrating them with harnessed dildos. There was one particular picture of a girl smiling as she pushed a popsicle into her collared partner’s mouth that Lilly’s eye lingered on. 


What struck her most of all, however, was that there was an undeniably feminine, but powerful aspect to almost all of the pictures. Lilly was initially disappointed when Mike disclosed what he secretly wanted to her—thinking that it wasn’t right. He was the man; he was supposed to be the tough one and she was supposed to be the feminine one. 


But after a number of times looking at the collection, she began to think that maybe being small and feminine, and being in charge and dominant were not necessarily the same thing. Despite the size and strength differences, there was an air of power to the women in the pictures. 


So, after some thought, Lilly tried to be the dominant and assertive woman in the bedroom that Mike wanted. She had done some reading and watched some videos and felt ready, but when it came to it, she didn't actually know what she should be doing. 


Mike tried to tell her that there wasn't anything she ‘needed’ to be doing—just enjoying herself and using him for her pleasure. But something just didn't feel right. She was used to telling people what to do; as an office manager for a national transport company, she spent all day giving orders. 


Something about the dynamic shift in her marital bed, held her back and she faltered. Mike assured her that it was okay and they didn't need to explore this fantasy of his, at least they had tried. He loved his wife and he didn't want her to feel inadequate, least of all when his fantasy was the exact opposite! 


That wasn't enough for Lilly. She wanted to do it properly, in her mind. While it was Mike that had planted the seed, Lilly wanted to delve deeper, exploring her own dominant side; liking the idea of turning her strong, normally take-charge, husband into a toy for her pleasure. 


That's when she found Mistress Cassandra. Her website had pledged clients ‘the utmost discretion’, promising to make their ultimate fantasies a reality until they begged on their knees for mercy and for more. 


There were no pictures or phone numbers on the site, only an email address. Lilly typed an email. 


“Dear Mistress Cassandra, 


My name is Lilly. I recently learned that my husband Mike wants me to dominate him, and I think that I like the idea, but I'm having trouble following through… Would you be willing to see us as a couple and guide me through this? 


Lilly” 


Lilly felt a rush of excitement as soon as she had sent the email, which she couldn’t exactly articulate. It was as though she had just ordered something very naughty off the internet and was waiting with anticipation for it to arrive. 


Even though she was sat at her desk in her office, she felt a very strong urge to reach between her legs. But she resisted. 


Mike was equally excited – at his own desk across the city – at the prospect of his wife dominating him completely. Her interest was a start, even if she had been a little shy and possibly unwilling to follow through for the moment. 


He didn’t want to push too hard, for fear that he would scare her off and she would shut down on the idea. Instead, he would be encouraging and patient—after all, she was the one in charge. If only he knew what his shy little Lilly was trying to arrange. 


When Lilly saw the response from Mistress Cassandra later that evening, her heart stopped for a brief second and she took a deep breath before reading. 
Lilly, 


It’s a pleasure to hear from you and I strongly encourage you to continue along this path. You will, I believe, unlock something within yourself which craves the empowerment derived from the submission of men to you. All you have to do is find the right lock. 


To begin with, you would perhaps be best starting small. Establish sexual control over your husband. Demand that he pleasure you when you feel like it and do not allow him any physical pleasure himself until you are satisfied and, even then, only if it would be enjoyable to you for him to. 


Denying him his orgasm is a powerful tool. He will desire you even more than he already did, growing increasingly desperate for that release which only you are able to grant him, and he will become willing to do anything you ask to earn your favor. 


The longer you deny his orgasm, the stronger his devotion and need for you will become, whether you refuse to allow him to climax for minutes, hours, days or weeks at a time. 


By controlling his sexual pleasure and, at the same time, his levels of desire you make your husband desperate to serve you and, voila, he is submissive to you. 


As to your request, I am afraid I must decline and I will give you my reasons. 


I do meet couples and women, although most of my clients are men. However, two words from your email struck me… ‘I think’. If you are not certain that you want to walk tall down this road, then my studio is not the place for you. 


Please do let me know how find the above advice works for you and maybe one day my studio is exactly where you will want to be. 


Very best, 
Mistress Cassandra



Lilly was disappointed, but understanding, of the response. She appreciated the small advice that Mistress Cassandra had given and she had explained how to dramatically change the power balance in an elegantly simple way. But she had hoped that Mistress Cassandra would hold her hand, such as it were, and walk her through the process. 


Lilly decided there was no time like the present to put Mistress Cassandra’s advice into practice; after all, she had been almost uncontrollably aroused all day. 


Mike was in the kitchen fixing dinner. Lilly slipped her panties off and adjusted her skirt, then strode into the kitchen with purpose. Mike looked up from the salad he was making and smiled at her, not knowing that anything was out of the ordinary. 


Lilly grabbed hold of Mike’s hand and hopped onto the counter, to his confusion and intrigue. She roughly pulled him to her and raised a leg over his shoulder, revealing her nakedness beneath the skirt. Mike confusion cleared instantly, but his intrigue — along with his cock — rose. 


He allowed himself to be dragged closer in to Lilly, feeling her pushing down on his shoulder with her leg, directing him to her delicate trimmed pussy, licking his lips as he did. Inches from Lilly’s already glistening sex, Mike offered some token resistance, wondering how she would react. 


Almost on instinct, Lilly yanked on his tie with one hand and grabbed a handful of his hair with the other, pulling him roughly into her and raising her hips against to press her waiting pussy against his mouth. 


Mike moaned softly and kissed all around her soft pussy lips and thighs, revelling in the tension around his throat from the tightened tie, still firmly in Lilly’s hand; her leg wrapped around his shoulder and her hand gripping his hair. 


Lilly enjoyed the sensations of Mike’s tender kisses, but she hadn’t dragged him down between her legs to kiss her. She wrapped the tie aroun her hand and pulled him further in, rubbing her now soaked pussy against his mouth, until he drove his tongue inside her. 


Mike’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed as he explored Lilly’s sweet little pussy with his tongue, kissing and nibbling her clit as he went, feeling her receptiveness in the force of her undulating against his mouth and pulling him further into her with her leg and hands. 


Focusing on Lilly’s pleasure, Mike looked up at his writhing wife, hungry with lust; desperately trying to satisfy her with his tongue as he worshiped her pussy. 


He could tell, not only from the sharp intakes of breath and moans, but from the increasingly fervent grasping at his hair, now with both hands, that she was approaching climax- and this spurred him on, making him shudder with delight at the pleasure he was causing her to experience. 


Lilly’s orgasm was intense, erupting and flowing through her as she pressed herself tightly against Mike’s mouth, bucking uncontrollably as new waves of pleasure crashed over her body. 


When she released him, Mike rose up and kissed Lilly deeply, unbuckling his belt. Lilly pulled away and smiled wickedly as she shook her head, pushing him away and hopping off of the counter, looking over her shoulder at him with a wink as she walked away. 


Mike was left, stood in the kitchen and astounded, his cock harder than ever before, his tie and hair askew and his face still wet from Lilly’s delicious pussy. He laughed silently and smiled broadly, thinking that if that was just for starters, he couldn’t wait for the main course. 


The next morning, Lilly excitedly sent a follow up message to Mistress Cassandra. 


“Dear Mistress Cassandra, 


Thank you so much for your advice!!! 


Last night I just made my pleasure me orally, out of the blue and with no reciprocation. It was incredible and the look in my husband’s eyes? Wow. 


I could tell that he wanted more, too—wanted to have sex, so that he could come too, but I just told him no and when he tried to initiate in bed, I said that I was satisfied for now, but I’d tell him when I needed him again. 


Honestly, I could feel his erection against my back all night. 


I want more, though. I never knew it could be so hot to bring a man to his knees. 


Do you have any more advice you would be willing to give? Or could you point me in the right direction? 


Thanks again, 
Lilly.” 


Mistress Cassandra’s reply arrived within the hour. 


“Lilly, 


I’m so pleased to hear from you again so soon, even more that you put my advice to the test and enjoyed its benefits. 


Of course I would be glad to share more advice and I can provide you with plenty of direction for your own research, should this be your preference. However, it would appear that your first step has landed on solid ground and there is no longer the apprehension I saw in your last email. 


If this is the case, I would be delighted to invite you to my studio, where I would be happy to lead you through a more complete domination of your husband. 


Very best, 
Cassandra” 


Lilly read the email with excitement. She’d dipped her toe into this new world and now she wanted to dive in. The only problem was that she didn’t know to swim. Now, perhaps she had a coach who would teach her. 


When Mike arrived home from work, he could tell immediately that Lilly had a secret. There was a smile she was obviously trying, though not that hard, to hide, and a glint in her eyes as she sat curled on the couch like she was waiting for Christmas morning. 


“I have a surprise for you,” she said, eagerly when he dropped onto the couch beside her. 


“So I can see,” he chuckled, “are you going to tell me, or do I have to wait?” 


“I contacted somebody the other day,” she said, “a professional. To help with your fantasy.” Confusion flashed over Mike’s face, but he didn’t interrupt, “she has agreed to meet with us both and help teach me to make you into the obedient slave you are,” she grinned. 


The last line was taken directly from Mistress Cassandra during their emails to discuss what was going to happen on the night. Lilly had asked that Mistress Cassandra decide on the ‘particulars of the scene’, as she had put it. 


Lilly wanted to know as little as possible about what was going to happen. She didn’t want Mike to be hurt—not too badly, at least; but aside from this, she had more or less asked Mistress Cassandra to have free reign. 


This was firstly because Lilly didn’t want to get too curious and research the wrong types of activity, worried that she might talk herself out of the whole thing. Mistress Cassandra had assured her that she would plan an ‘introductory session’, which Lilly would find both and an instructive and enjoyable exposure to the femdom lifestyle. 


Secondly, she wanted herself to be surprised. Even though she had never met Mistress Cassandra, this professional, dominatrix whom she had found on the internet, she felt as though she could trust her, somehow. This allowed Lilly to delight in the anticipation of the unknown. 


“You’re joking,” Mike interrupted her thoughts. It was a statement, not a question. 


“I’m dead serious. In fact, all the arrangements have been made,” Lilly giggled, pleased that her little plan had caught Mike off guard. She was starting to get a taste for his shocked-yet-intrigued face, “ I hope you don’t mind but I had to dispense with your consent.” 


“What?!” Mike exclaimed, stunned in disbelief. This was not the Lilly he knew—But some of the things she was saying… they weren’t her words and so must have come from somebody else. Which would mean she was serious. 


Mike loved Lilly more than anything. He craved the idea of being subservient to her, but he didn’t want to push her too far outside of her comfort zone, even though it did make his cock uncomfortably hard and even if it was her idea. 


“Are you sure?” he asked cautiously. 


“You bet!” Lilly grinned, “I’m looking forward to it.” 


“You know that I don’t need this,” he stressed, “I mean, I don’t want you to do anything you’re not sure about…” 


Lilly laughed, cutting him off. “You’re so cute,” she said, “I love the look on your face when you’re scared>” 


“I’m not scared!” Mike protested. 


Lilly smiled wickedly. “You should be,” she replied immediately. 


***


Not three days later, the couple were stood outside what looked like an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of town, ready to enter the studio of Mistress Cassandra. 


Lilly had followed Mistress Cassandra’s instructions and shivered under the long coat, hiding the brand new red and black lingerie and high heels with straps winding up her calves; which were designed and worn to tease and entice. She had also forbidden Mike from touching himself for the release she was making sure he needed; occasionally brushing her hand over his seemingly perpetually hard, cock but nothing more. 


She and Mike looked at one another briefly, and then Lilly pressed the buzzer at the door. There was no turning back now. 


“Allo,” a French accented voice asked through the speaker. 


“It’s Lilly?” she said, not sounding sure herself. 
“Of course! came the reply as the door buzzed. Mike pushed it open and held it for Lilly to walk past her. Together they climbed the stairs to the studo. 


At the top of the stairs they were greeted by a tall, stern woman who slim but powerful looking, dressed in a black leather basque and knee high boots. Something about her presence immediately intimidated Mike and, not for the first time, he worried that this was going to hurt him a lot more than he thought. 


Around her was an array of chairs, benches and tables; some padded, others not, and all with some kind of restraint attached. Ropes, cuffs and chains hung from hooks dotted around the room and displays held every kind of striking implement or sex toy Mike and Lilly could imagine, as well as a good number they couldn’t. 


“It is good to meet you,” Mistress Cassandra said brightly, stepping forward and embracing Lilly in a quick hug, ignoring Mike completely, “welcome to my studio,” she said, the lilt of her accent arousing even Lilly. 


“Mistress Cassandra,” Lilly smiled back warmly, “thanks so much for seeing us.” 


“But of course,” she replied, waving it off, “and please, call me Cassandra.” 


Mike stepped forward to introduce himself. “Cassandra, I’m…” he started, stopped short by a swift backhanded slap to the face which Mistress Cassandra delivered without even looking at him. 


He whirled and placed his hand to his cheek, feeling the warmth of the skin, shocked. Lilly, too, was taken aback by how quickly it had escalated, but didn’t make a move to criticise. She had said in her emails that she was fine with a little pain and, besides, there was no safe word. 


“You may not address me so familiarly,” Mistress Cassandra barked at Mike, “neither may you speak without your mistress’ permission!” 


“I’m sorry, Mistress Cassandra, I…” Mike stuttered, halted again by another sharp slap across his other cheek which made his head spin. 


“I think you are not so smart,” Mistress Cassandra taunted, “what did I say only a second ago, mm? You are earning punishments before we ‘ave even started! And I am not your mistress. You may call me Teacher when you are permitted to speak. 


Mike looked at Lilly pleadingly. She could barely contain her smile and amusement at her husband cowering from the woman, trying to hide behind her for protection. Protection which she wasn’t going to give him. Not yet, at least. Like Mistress Cassandra said, they hadn’t even started yet. 


“Your pet is not well trained,” she said to Lilly, feigning dismay, “and a little overdressed, no?” 


Lilly took the hint. “Get undressed,” she said to Mike, dropping her own coat to the floor. She noted Mistress Cassandra’s nod, encouraging more. “I mean… take off your clothes,” she said, then for good measure, “bitch!” 


Mike looked from his wife to the leather clad stranger, each looking down at him expectantly as he stood still hunched from the slaps. Just what exactly had he gotten himself into here? 


He quickly pulled off his shirt and unbuckled his belt, allowing his jeans to drop to the floor, followed by his shorts until he was standing naked in the cold studio, feeling humiliated and vulnerable, and ever wary of the next flash of pain that he was sure he would be introduced to. 


When he’d told Lilly that he wanted her to be dominant in the bedroom, he hadn’t even be certain himself what he wanted. He was drawn to the idea of her pushing him around, grabbing his hair and making him please her with his mouth, using him as a toy for her sexual delight. 


Something told him that his time in this professional’s dungeon of leather and chains was going to be neither playful, nor tender—rather that it would be his boundaries being pushed, not Lilly’s. 


“So tell me, Lilly,” Mistress Cassandra said, waving her hand at the various apparatus in the room, “what do you like the look of, mm?” 


Lilly glanced from each piece of sadistic furniture to the next as Mike followed her gaze, trying to decide for himself which seemed the least punishing. To his dismay, a curious smile flickered on his wife’s lips as she stared at a wooden ‘X’ against one wall. 


Mistress Cassandra caught her intrigue, too; walking over to the object as her heels rung loudly on the hard floor. 


“Ahh,” she murmured complimentarily, “the Saint Andrew’s Cross. This is a good choice for our first step of the evening,” she said, tracing her hands down the wooden construct. “You see, I think that your ‘usband must be punished, so that he can learn his place,” she lilted, “and know the consequences of disobedience.” 


Gratefully, concern showed in Lilly’s eyes. Mike hoped that all the talk of punishment and consequences was too much for her, too. But Mistress Cassandra was ready for her hesitance. 


“Remember the rules, Lilly?” she asked, rhetorically, “this is a necessary step in your husband’s submission to you. It is good that he wants to submit, yes—his lust and desires will heighten his need for you to control him. But this is still his choice, no? He needs also to fear disobedience. This is the perfect combination, you see? He submits because he wants to, but also because it is safe for him.” 


Lilly considered for a moment and then turned to Mike, her hands on her hips and the hint of mercy vanished. 


“Stand!” she boomed, stifling a giggle as she surprised herself with the commanding tone she hadn’t expected to come from her own mouth, “over to the cross.” 


Mike did as he was told, wincing from the tightness of his muscles. Lilly met him on the way to the cross and gently stroked the small of his back, giving him hope once more. 


Mistress Cassandra was not so kind. Her face conveyed no emotion whatsoever as she instructed him to stand with his face against the cross, kicking his legs further apart and closing cold, heavy shackles around his wrists and ankles until he was fully restrained, his naked shivering body mimicking the wooden cross. 


“Do you understand why you must punish him?” Mistress Cassandra asked Lilly. 


Lilly nodded, “I think so.” 


“Explain to him,” she instructed. 


“I have to punish you…” she paused, “so that you learn your place,” she concluded. Mistress Cassandra urged her to continue. “I know that you want to serve me,” she added, “but you have questioned too much. You need to learn that I am your wife and you may not defy me,” she continued, more confidently, “I am not to be questioned.” 


“Tres bien!” Mistress Cassandra applauded. Mike could hear her heels clattering across the floor once more, but couldn’t see either Mistress Cassandra or Lilly from his restrained position. He could hear the domina's exaggerated considering as she hummed and tutted, before returning to Lilly, behind Mike. 


“Since you are both inexperienced,” she said, “we will start with something small.” Mike craned his neck trying to see what she was talking about, his heart pounding with fear. He tried to take comfort in the fact that Mistress Cassandra had said they would be ‘starting small,’ but he knew it was all relative. 


The only thing Mike could hear was his own heart pounding as he waited for the first strike he knew was going to be landing any second. 


When it finally fell, Mike breathed a sigh of relief. The cane – at least now he knew what it was – struck him across his ass causing him to jump a little and feel the sting of the wood against his bare flesh, but it was by no means unbearable. 


The second strike was gentler than the first, barely making Mike react as Lilly tried to avoid the red mark she had left with her first strike of the cane. 


“Here,” Mistress Cassandra said, sounding disappointed, “allow me.” These two words set alarm bells ringing in Mike’s head. A split second later he was crying out as the cane whipped across his ass, reverberating through his bones and burning white hot in a perfect line where Mistress Cassandra had struck him. 


“He must know that you mean it,” she explained, following up with a second and third swipe of the cane, each as hard as the last but more painful at the same time, as the slashes tore at his now sensitive ass cheeks. “Now you,” she said. 


Mike was panting against the cross, trying to catch his breath and adjust to the pain when Lilly gave it another try. This time her strike was earnest, missing his ass and slashing across his spread legs and, infinitely worse, his balls. 


He howled in agony, dropping down as much as the cross would allow him, so that he hung by his wrists, whimpering as sharp and dull pain coursed through his body, settling in his stomach. 


“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” Lilly gasped, realising she’d missed the mark. 


“No!” Mistress Cassandra reprimanded, “look at him wriggling around; trying to avoid his punishment. If he held still like a good pet, then it would not have been so bad for him. I think he doesn’t want to feel that again. Is that right, pet?” she asked, the amusement in her voice clear. 


“No… teacher,” Mike sobbed quietly. 


“You see?” she said, proudly, “he is learning already. Let’s instead try these?” she said. Mike heard what he assumed to be the can clatter to the floor. “Rattan,” she said, “these are my favourite. You know back in Nice I was a very good student in Escrima fighting. I used sticks very similar to these. They make a good noise.” 


She demonstrated swinging them through the air, making a deep whooshing noise to prove her point, once. Twice. Then the third crashed across Mike’s side and back, one stick followed instantly by another, contorting him against the cross and making him shriek. 


“What did I say?” Mistress Cassandra giggled, “a good noise.” Lilly, too, was trying to hide her laugh at the sadistic joke. That did not bode well for Mike, he thought bitterly. 


He didn’t have much time for thoughts of his own, however, as the sticks assaulted his other side with less practiced precision and speed in Lilly’s hands. The effect was still notable though, and Mike spluttered as the impact shocked the air from his lungs. 


Apparently Lilly was fond of the rattan sticks, too. She delivered five more blows of the sticks across his back, ignorant of Mike’s growing roars of pain until, much to his surprise, Mistress Cassandra stepped in. 


“Enough,” she said, softly, “we mustn’t damage him; after all, he is your property—this would not make sense. Shall we see the results?” she asked, “I think you will be pleasantly surprised.” 


Lilly nodded, embarrassed that she had gotten carried away as she watched Mistress Cassandra loosen Mike’s restraints, his back and ass raw and red, with practically glowing lines mapping the punishment he had endured so far—more than she had realised in the heat of the moment. 
Free from the shackles, Mike dropped to the floor, breathing heavily. Lilly was worried she had gone too far, looking down at her loving husband crumpled on the floor like a broken man. Until Mistress Cassandra commanded him to his feet. 


Without a word or hesitation, Mike crawled to his feet, using the Saint Andrew’s Cross to pull himself up until he was stood straight, hands covering his cock. Mistress Cassandra struck his wrists with the stick in her hands that she had taken from Lilly, forcing him to reveal himself. 


Heat flushed to Mike’s face as he ashamedly moved his hands, revealing that his cock was standing fully erect and glistening, even after the abuse at the hands of his wife and her new friend. Lilly looked as shocked as Mike himself was. 


He had not anticipated how harsh his treatment would be under Mistress Cassandra’s tuition and, would it not have led to more severe punishment, he would have protested against the brutality of their blows as they were being delivered. 


But after each swipe of the cane or stick, he yearned for another; for the palpable reminder that he belonged to Lilly and existed to please her and serve her whims. He didn’t agree when Mistress Cassandra first explained her reasoning for making him suffer, but he was starting to now. 


“You didn’t expect this?” Mistress Cassandra laughed to Lilly, punctuating her point by slapping Mike’s rigid cock with the rattan stick. “He craves your will; he needs to know that he is beneath you and even though he does not want the punishment, he will thank you for it, won’t you?” She asked Mike fiercely, striking him in the thigh with a stick. 


“Yes!” Mike hissed, “thank you, mistress.” 


“What are you thanking her for?” Mistress Cassandra demanded. 


“For…” he actually didn’t exactly know, “for teaching me,” he settled on. There was no impact, no cruel dig with the sticks. Mike guessed his answer was satisfactory. 


“What’s next?” Lilly asked hungrily, eager for more. 


“I think you will like what is next,” Mistress Cassandra grinned, “but first, I ‘ave a collection of collars for you to look at. A pet should be given a collar to wear by its owner, no?” she said, walking past both Lilly and Mike to a long wooden box sat on a shelf. 


Lilly followed her and looked through the box of collars until settling on a simple black leather collar with a silver ring in the middle and a sturdy looking buckle at the ends. Lilly shot Mike a naughty glance and strode across the room to him. 


His already straining cock grew harder still, sending a shudder of needing through him as he tilted his chin and allowed Lilly to fasten the collar, his collar around his neck. Lilly smiled fitfully at the sight and immediately understood the purpose of the trinket. 


“Much better,” Mistress Cassandra complimented. “You!” she barked at Mike, “onto the bench!” she said, pointing to a nearby table with bars around each edge and handcuffs hanging ominously from those bars. 


Mike started to stand, but Lilly stopped him. “Crawl,” she said, pleased with her idea and looking to Mistress Cassandra for approval. She was impressed with Lilly’s initiative and smiled her acknowledgement. 


When Mike had climbed onto the table, Mistress Cassandra handed Lilly a length of rope, keeping one for herself. 


“Put your hands on your thighs,” she commanded Mike, who complied without question. “You do one side and I’ll do the other, do as I do,” she said to Lilly, before starting to wind and tie the rope neatly around Mike’s forearm, thigh and calf, trussing him up so that he couldn’t move his legs or hands. 


It occurred to Mike with a paling sense of dread that this position ensured that he was holding his legs up, exposing his ass. He cursed himself silently for not expecting this he was open to, if not eager for, the idea of Lilly playing with his ass—but so far Mistress Cassandra had proven that she would be anything by gentle. 


“Do you know what we do now?” she asked Lilly mirthfully, “I think that your pet does. Look at his face,” she mocked. 


“I think so,” Lilly said, curious but a little unsure. 


“It will become very obvious soon, I think,” Mistress Cassandra laughed. She opened a drawer on the bench and produced a black dildo which was at least a half larger than Mike’s own cock at full hardness. His eyes widened in panic as she coated the intimidating cock in lubricant, brandishing it threateningly at Mike. 


“His hands are restrained,” Mistress Cassandra reminded Lilly, “but you may like to make use of his tongue?” she suggested, “it would help to keep him quiet, too,” she grinned. 


Lilly and Mike blushed in tandem. Mike would have taken Lilly’s lead on this even if he wasn’t being treated like a ragdoll, restrained to himself and devoid of any opinion or vote. Lilly was embarrassed, as laughable as it sounded to her in her head, to have her husband lick her in front of a practical stranger. 


Although, she reasoned, that stranger was clearly preparing to penetrate her totally naked husband with a sizeable dildo, at Lilly’s request—even if she did want to keep away from the specifics the other day. 


She looked from Mike’s admittedly pathetic form — contorted on the bench below her, naked and seemingly confused, ropes lashing his arms to his legs, at the mercy of the two women surrounding him — to Mistress Cassandra, who clearly understood the thought process Lilly was having, her head tilted in amusement, but not interrupting. 


‘When in Rome…’ she thought, pushing all in. She may never have the confidence to do anything like this again, although something inside her felt sure that a switch had been permanently flicked and that she was already ten times as empowered and confident as she had been the week earlier. 


This previously unknown and barely tasted dynamic to their relationship was intoxicating and addictive. There was no going back for her. Not for either of them. 


It made sense to experience the time to the full and have some incredibly erotic memories on which she could build their new sexual life together, if nothing else. 


Lilly nodded to Mistress Cassandra, silently signalling to her that she’d made up her mind. Mistress Cassandra seemed pleased by this and positioned herself in front of Mike, more specifically, in front of Mike’s exposed asshole. 


He looked up from the table at his loving wife’s face and tried to convey without words that he really wasn’t sure about this. Pleading with his eyes for her to intervene. 


Lilly stroked his face tenderly with one hand and slowly began working her already impossibly wet pussy through her panties with the other, letting Mike’s pleas crash on the rocks. 


“You should relax,” Mistress Cassandra said, matter-of-factly, “know that I’m going to fit this cock all the way into you. If you resist, it will hurt—and not just a little. If you relax and behave like a good little pet, it will hurt less,” she warned, “maybe even you will like it.” 


Mike knew she was right. But still, when he felt her line the cold slippery head of the dildo up with his tight asshole, his body tensed, resisting the invasion. Mistress Cassandra laughed bitterly, as though she expected nothing else. 


She pressed the bulbous head of the dildo against his puckered hole, teasing Mike as his chest began to rise and fall more rapidly as panic began to set in. She nodded to Lilly, who raised her leg onto the table, positioning her now soaked pussy over Mike’s mouth and pulling her panties to the side, allowing him to lick and taste her arousal without prompting. 


Lilly sighed contentedly as Mike lapped at her pussy, easing and building her arousal at the same time, until she couldn't tolerate any more and sank herself further down, pressing her wanting pussy against his mouth and grinding against him. 


“You will need to do much better than that,” Mistress Cassandra chided, “make love to your mistress’ pussy with your tongue—show her how grateful you are that she allows you anywhere near her!” 


Mike moaned his acknowledgment, unable to speak; barely able to breath, beneath Lilly’s sweet, hot sex as he drove his tongue as deeply as he could inside of her and explored the contours of her pussy. 


When Mistress Cassandra pushed the dildo sharply and deeply into Mike’s asshole, splitting his unexplored virgin ass and plunging into him, his scream was choked and muffled by Lilly’s pussy and she moaned gleefully, undulating against his mouth, invigorated by his vulnerability. 


“I warned you,” she tutted, “that was the easy part. If you don't do as you're told and relax this will only be painful for you,” she said, mercilessly pushed the synthetic cock deeper into his suffering ass; impaling him to the hilt. 


Mike tried to pull away, to escape the pain of his insides being torn apart by Mistress Cassandra’s weapon. But it was in vain; his arms and legs were tied to each other, preventing him from trying to fend off the attack and forcing him to keep his asshole exposed to her now pistoning assault. All the while, Lilly held him in place with her pussy pressed firmly into his face and her hands on his chest, steadying herself. 


“Enough of the warm up,” Mistress Cassandra announced abruptly, intriguing Lilly and terrifying Mike. 


She returned to the drawer in the bench and produced an even larger ribbed dildo, comical in pink. This dildo was attached with leather and steel to a strappy harness, which she quickly attached to her waist, to Lilly’s fascination and Mike’s ignorance—he was unable to see anything with Lilly sat on his face. 


“Because you cannot follow the instructions you are given,” she said to him, “we are going to fuck the disobedience out of you. When we are finished with you, taking something so small as this last cock of mine will not seem so bad, I think,” she grinned. 


With that ominous statement, she slowly inched the dildo lodged in Mike’s ass out, until he spluttered a breath of relief and longing at the sudden emptiness of his ass. An emptiness which lasted only seconds before Mistress Cassandra plunged her strap-on cock, the size further rending him open, deep inside of him in one fierce movement of her hips. 


Mike dug his nails into his thighs and convulsed, his cries of agony again prevented by Lilly’s pussy. 


Lilly took the opportunity to adjust her position, climbing onto the bench and straddling Mike’s face more fully, bucking her hips against his face and watching with admiration as Mistress Cassandra thrust into her husband’s tight asshole without cessation. 


She could feel Mike’s physical response to the hard fucking he was receiving; his body practically vibrating and shuddering, as he tried to cry out and adjust to the relentless punishment he was receiving. She could feel his heart pounding in his chest and his body whimpering. 


She could also see that his cock, bouncing in front of her as Mistress Cassandra pounded into him, was straining with hardness and leaking pre-cum. He really did like being treated like a disobedient whore—Lilly would be sure to remember that. 


“Maybe you would like to take over?” Mistress Cassandra asked Lilly, without pausing and nodding to the drawer from which she had taken the strap on she was wearing. 


Lilly felt uncontrollably mischievous as she dismounted Mike’s face, allowing him to gasp for breath and moan in ecstasy tinged with agony. She looked in the drawer with wonder, at the variety of size and shape dildos, with two extra harnesses. 


‘Eeny, meeny, miny, moe,’ she said to herself as she cast her eyes over the collection, picking up a lifelike cock about 6” long. She snatched up a harness and slid the dildo through the ring before stepping into up and tightening the straps as quickly as she could figure them out; eager to trade places with Mistress Cassandra who was still slamming her own rubber cock into her husband’s now well used asshole. 


Satisfied that she had correctly put on the device, she stepped towards Mistress Cassandra, who looked her over like a climbing instructor making sure she was properly secured. 


“You’re being kind,” she smiled, gesturing to the considerably smaller dildo than the one strapped to her own waist, “have fun,” she winked and then with a final thrust, she pulled out of Mike and stepped away, allowing Lilly to take up her position. 


Feeling vaguely unsure, Lilly took the dildo in her hand and eased it into Mike’s now spread asshole. Mistress Cassandra was right; it mustn’t have seemed so bad after her treatment, because although he sharply inhaled, there were no screams or cries. 


Pushing her hips forward and thrusting into her husband, Lilly felt the device rub against her sensitive clit pushing her toward the orgasm she was nearing when riding his face. She was initially surprised by the jolt of pleasure, not expecting it to feel physically so good for her. 


She quickly adjusted and began to understand why Mistress Cassandra was being so forceful. 


“Sorry honey,” she said, apologising in advance before pulling back and thrusting sharply back into him, making him curse and wince, but arch his back at the same time. This was a reaction Lilly wanted again, not to mention the feeling of the dildo caressing her clit. 


Lilly gripped Mike’s thighs tightly, barely able to get her hands around them and bucked forward again, and again, falling into a rough and fast rhythm, slamming the strap on cock into him and eliciting gasps and moans from both Mike and Lilly as she fucked him ferociously. 


As Lilly’s strokes became shallower and more rapid, Mike’s breathing became more strained and his cursing more constant, until with a barely managed ‘fuck’, Mike’s cock exploded, shooting strings of cum in all directions as Lilly kept up her thrusting until she, too, quivered and buckled as her own orgasm washed over her. 


When they both regained their senses, Mike went to wrap his arms around Lilly—forgetting that his arms were tied to his legs. They both laughed with each other, breathlessly but happily. Lilly suddenly remembered Mistress Cassandra and the fact that they were in her studio, not at home. Not for the first time she felt embarrassment rise to her face and she quickly looked around to find her. 


Mistress Cassandra was sat in a nearby chair covered in a black silken robe. She was smiling back at Lilly warmly. 


“I hope that I have not interrupted,” she said, rising to her feet. “From the looks of things, my help is no longer necessary.” 


“I guess I got a little carried away,” Lilly admitted, “sorry about that.” 


“No, no, no!” Mistress Cassandra protested, “please do not apologise; this is more than I ‘oped for. You needed someone to hand you a parachute and show you the exit from the airplane, but you did the rest yourself and  c’est magnifique,” she smiled. 


Lilly appreciated her understanding tone. Again she felt embarrassed to be stood before the woman in her lingerie, a strap-on cock still standing proudly and her husband still bound to himself and left unable to move on the bench, covered in cum. 


She unstrapped the harness and looked around awkwardly for where to put it. 


“Do not worry,” Mistress Cassandra said, warmly, “I want you to feel comfortable; there is no judgement or shame here—do not feel ill at ease here. Actually, I think I told you that your request was unusual, no? Being honest, I have enjoyed our session,” she beamed, “you should keep the collar and the strap-on, I think; and I must insist that you return to use my studio whenever you please, provided I do not have clients.” 


“Thank you,” Lilly said, taken back as she fiddled with the ropes around Mike’s legs. Mike himself was surprised and grateful, but he dared not speak up—Mistress Cassandra was being nice now, but she was nice to Lilly all evening; he couldn’t be sure she wouldn’t produce some implement of pain from somewhere to remind him of his silence. 


Eventually, Mike was free and gingerly pulling on his clothes, wincing at the raw skin and sore body that the woman he loved and her new friend had given him. Lilly stopped his hand when he went to remove the collar and told him, to Mistress Cassandra’s approval, that he was to keep it on whenever he wasn’t in work. 


The two of them waved Mistress Cassandra goodbye and walked back to their car hand in hand, but no longer on the same level. ‘I guess it’s true what they say’ Mike mused, ‘you should be careful what you wish for…’




Thanks for reading! 
I hope you enjoyed, if you did, please consider leaving a review or picking up another one of my books. :)
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